Oigitiz<Jl^byXioogle 


Digitized  by  Google 


Digitized  by  Google 


I 


THE 

POETICAL  WORKS 


LORD  BYRON. 


Digitized  by  Google 


L4>M>0!C 

rntxTRD  nr  ^roTTintroonx  anii  cck 

KEW-urKlkliT 


\ 

Digitized  by  GoogI 


J . I 1 • • I 'J  Cl 

.••i'l  .:i-;  1.  I'.  .-IjjTj  : )■ 

SKC2. 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE 


POETICAL  WORKS 


LORD  BYRON 


COLLECl’ED  AND  ARRANGED  WITH  NOTES 


eiB  WALTXB  SCX>TT 
LORD  TBTVBET 
PROPS880B  WIliSOK 
THOMAS  MOOBB 
WILLIAM  aCPPOBD 


BXV.  OBOBOB  CRABSS 
BISHOP  ZIBBBB 
J.  O.  LOCKHABT 
LOBD  BBOHOUTON 
THOMAS 


Ucto  nnb  Complete  Cbition. 


WITH  POBTBAIT  AND  ILLUSTBATIONB. 


LONDON: 

JOHN  MURRAY,  ALBEMARLE  STREET. 

18G3. 


Digitized  by  Google 


0 • ' - — 

Ofont 

Fifa 

CHUiDE  HABOLD*8  PILQRIHAOE. 

PksrAci  to  the  Flnt  tod  Second  Cintoe  • 1 

To  Iavths  • • - ' • S 

Caiito  L - • - - - 3 

Cawto  n.  • - - • 16 

Caxto  in,  - - -28 

Cakto  IV.  - - - 41 

DrotCATioM  - - • « <3. 

THE  GIAOUR  i A FmAOifxirT  or  a Tuaxism 



CADI  1 A HTnuT  - - - ^ 

Dxdicatiox  - - . - A. 

PXXTACX  - - • .A. 

WERNER ; Ox,  Tax  Ixbxxztakcx  i a Txaoxdt  341 
Dxdicatiox  - - - - A, 

PxxrACX  . . . - A, 

HOURS  OF  IDLENESS ; A Sxxxxs  or  Pokmx, 

OxioiXAL  AXD  Txaxxlatkd  - • 375 

Talx  • - - *62 

Prkfacx  . . . .A. 

AnT«aTf»M»ifT : s - ib. 

un  the  Dcxih  of  x Ti/uux  IjwI/,  Cmulu  Iv 

the  Anchor,  and  d4tr  to  tilin  • 376 

THE  BRIDE  OF  ABTDOS  ; A Tuxkub  Tale  77 
Dboicatiow  - - - • ib. 

THE  CORSAIR ; A Talx  - - 89 

Dxdicatiox  - - • • ib, 

LARAj  A Talx  ■ ■ « • 108 

THE  SIEGE  OF  CORINTH  - - 120 

Dxdicatiox  - - - - i3. 

Adtxxtuxmxxt  - - • A. 

PARISINA  - . . .131 

To  E ....  377 

To  D - - - - 

Epitaph  on  a Friend  • . . A. 

A Fra^ent  . - - - 378 

On  leaving  Newitexd  Abbe^  - - A. 

Lines  written  In  “Letters  of  an  Italian 
Nun  sffH  an  En^isb  Gentleinan ; hj  J. 

J.  Rousseau:  founded  on  Facts  ” - 379 

Answer  to  the  foregoing,  addressed  to 
Miss - - - - A. 

1 Dkdicatiok  . - . lb. 

Adrian’s  Address  to  his  Soul  when  Dying  . A. 

Astxetuxmxxt  - . . ib. 

Tranclafinn  from  CstuUus.  Ad  Lesbiam  - A. 

' THE  PRISONER  OF  CHILLON  : A Fablx  . 138 

Translation  of  the  Epitaph  on  Virgil  and 

TlbuUus.  by  Domltius  Bfarsus  • • A. 

; BEPFO;  A Tknktxax  Sromr  - . 142,. 

Imitation  of  TibuBus.  **  Sulpicla  ad  Cerln- 

UAZEPPA  - 153 

Translation  from  Catullus.  “LugeteVe- 

Advkbtuuuxt  • • = <8r" 

THE  ISLAND ; Ox,  Cxautlax  axs  bu  Com. 

XAOXt  ...  - 161 

neres,  Cnpidlnctqnc,”  te.  > • A. 

Imitated  from  CxtnUas.  To  Ellen  - lA 

Trinslxtloo  from  Horace,  **  Justum  ct  te- 
nacem.”  fcc.  - - - - 380 

MANFRED  ; A Dbamatic  Pokm  . - 175 

MARINO  FALIERO,  DOGE  OF  VENICE; 

Ax  Bxstoxicai.  Txaoxot  - • 193 

PxxfAcx  . - - . *6. 

From  Anxifreon.  “ 6ix»  Xiyew  A. 

From  Anacreon,  “ MirwwiTiAi<  wA*  A. 

From  the  Pr^etheus  Vlnctus  of  .Sschylus. 

9 warra  ri/uwr,  a,  T.  X.**  - - A. 

HT  AVF.N  ANT>  RASTH : A MtRZST  - 2SS 

To  M.  8.  O.  - - - - a. 

SARDANAPALUS!  A Txaoxdt  . . 244 

To  Caroline  - - - - A. 

To  tne  avne  • - - 382 

PxXFACX  . - . . 

the  two  FOSCARI}  Ax  HietoxiCAL  Txa> 

To  the  StflM  ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Stanxas  to  x Lady,  with  the  Poems  of 
Carnot  • • . . A. 

Thu  V\nt  Riat  rf  Lora  - - - 38S 

THE  DEFORMED  TRANSFORMED  i A 

Dxama  ....  300 

Adtxxtisxmxxt  • - .A. 

^ .Z-.-V 

On  a Change  of  Masteia  at  x grmt  PttbHc 
School  . . - .A. 

To  the  Duke  of  Dorset  • • - A. 

^ 

Digitized  by  Google 


5 

vl  CONTENTS. 

P«(a 

Fragment,  written  shortljr  after  the  Mar* 
riaffe  of  Mbs  Chaworth  • • 3d4 

When  I rored  a young  Highlander  * 416 

To  George.  Earl  Delawarr  • 417 

Oranta.  A Medley  * * • 38A 

To  the  Earl  of  Clare  - • • ft. 

On  a distant  View  of  the  Village  and  School 

Lines  written  beneath  an  Elm  In  the  Church* 

of  Harrow  on  the  Hill  • 366 

yard  of  Harrow  ...  418 

To  M - - - - i6. 

Article  on  the  **  Hours  of  Idleness,”  from 
the  Edinburgh  Review  > *419 

To  M*  6.  Q.  • " 4 * * 

ENGLISH  BARDS  AND  SCOTCH  REVIEW- 

To  Mary,  on  receirliig  her  VU!tV9  • ffc” 

ERS : A SariAB  - - 4S0 

To  Leabla  - - ^ - tST 

Lines  addressed  to  a young  Lady,  who  was 
alarmed  at  the  Sound  of  a Bullet  hissing 
near  her  - - - ■ 398 

PaerAca  . . . .i  ft. 

HINTS  FROM  HORACE;  bung  an  Allo. 

SION  IN  ENOtisH  Vxiisa  to  the  ErisTLX 
**  Au  PisoNEs,  DE  Artk  PoxTica”  - 437 

Danuetas  ....  389 

To  Marinti  - - . . tA 

THE  CURSE  OF  MINERVA  - - 453 

To  a Lady  who  presented  to  the  Author  a 
Lock  of  Hair  braided  with  his  Own  - ih, 
Oscar  of  Alva.  A Tale  - • 390 

TUB  WALTZ;  Am  Arosraorujc  Utmit  - 457 

To  THE  PCBUSHEB  * • ft. 

ODE  TO  NAPOLEON  BUONAPARTE  - 460 

The  Episode  of  Nisui  and  Euryalus  - 393 

HERREW  MF.I.ODIF^  - - 463 

Tranalatioo  from  the  Medea  of  Euripides, 

She  walks  In  Beauty  • - * 464 

**  E^wnc  i^t  pw  a.  t.  a."  • 396 

The  Harp  the  Monarch  Minstrel  swept  • ft. 

Thougnts  suggested  by  a College  KaaiWtlF  ' 

If  that  high  World  - - * ft. 

Ul6B  ....  397 

The  wild  Gaielie  - . 464 

To  a beautiful  QluUlfl  s z 

The  Cornelian  • > 396 

An  Occasional  Prologue  to  **  The  tf  heel  of 
Fortune”  - - - . ft. 

On  the  Death  of  Mr.  Fox  - * 399 

Ob  ] weep  for  those  ...  ft. 

On  Jordan's  Banks  - - .ft. 

Jepbtha's  Daughter  - - .ft. 

Oh  I snatch’d  away  in  Beauty's  Uluom  - ft. 

My  Soul  Is  dark  ...  ft. 

The  Teaf  « • = = OT" 

1 saw  thee  weep  • - > 465 

Beply  CO  MM  Terwi  of  F.  M.  B>  Plgoi, 

E-sq.  on  the  Cruelty  of  his  Mistress  > 400 

To  the  sighing  Strepbon  - .ft. 

Thy  Days  are  done  ...  ft. 

Song  of  Saul  before  his  last  Battle  - ft. 

To  Elba ; ^ ^~iSr 

Lacblo  y Oair  ...  401 

**  AU  is  Vanity,  Boith  the  Preacher  ” - 466 

To  Bomance  > •>  . • ft. 

hen  CotdliCU  vripi  Ulll  lUAllUg  CUj  • ft* 

Answer  to  some  elegant  Verses  sent  by  a 

Friend  to  the  Author,  complaining  that 

sun  6f  iBt  siwpiHs  = = • ft: 

one  of  his  Descriptions  was  rather  too 

to_he = = 5 - 467 

Elegy  on  Newstcad  Abbey  • - ft. 

Childish  BecoUections  • • • 404 

Answer  to  a beautiful  Poem,  entitled  “ The 
Common  Lot”  • • 409 

To  a Lady  who  presented  the  Author  with 
the  VelTCt  Band  which  bonnd  her  Tresses  410 

Herod's  Lament  for  Hariamne  - - ft. 

On  the  Day  of  the  Destruction  of  Jenualem 
by  Titus  - - - - ft. 

By  the  Rireri  of  Babylon  we  sat  down  and 
wept  ....  ft. 

The  Destruction  of  Sennacherib  - ft. 

A Spirit  pass'd  before  me.  From  Job  - 469 

Lines  addressed  to  the  Ref.  J.  T.  Becher.  DfJMESTIC  PIECES-—  1816  • - .468 

on  his  adrislng  the  Author  to  mix  more 

Fare  thee  Well  - . - . * ft. 

with  Society  - - - ft. 

A Sketch  - - - - - 469 

The  Di'ath  of  Calmar  and  Orla.  An  Iml* 

HtancasmAturTuU.  **  When  alt  XTOund  grew 

tatlon  of  Macobmoo’s  Owlan  .411 

drear  and  dark  ” ...  470 

L'Amiti4  est  T Amour  saiu  Ailes  >418 

The  Prayer  of  Nature  - . -413 

To  Edward  Noel  Long,  Esq.  > >414 

Oh  1 had  ray  fate  been  join'd  with  thine  ! - 415 
1 would  1 were  a careless  Child  « -ft. 

Stanxas  to  Augusta.  **  Though  the  Day  of 
my  Destiny's  oyer”  • - . ft. 

EplsUe  to  Augusta.  **  My  Sister  1 my  sweet 
Sister ! if  a Name " - - - i5. 

Lines  on  hearing  that  Lady  Byron  waa  ill  472 

Digitized  by  Google 


CONTENTS. 


Page 

IfONODT  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHT 

Page 

Lines  written  In  an  Album  at  Malta  • 543 

HON  R.  R SHERIDAN  . - - 473 

THE  DREAM  - - - 474 

Stanzas  compuseil  during  a Thunder-storm  t'5. 

Stanzas  written  on  passing  the  Ainbracian 


ADvcaTissaczKT  • - - • <5. 

ODE  ON  VENICE  - - - - 4S0 

The  Spell  is  broke,  the  Charm  Is  flown  ! > i6. 
Written  after  swimming  from  Sestos  to 

THE  MOaOANTE  MAOtHORE  OF  PULCI  482 

Abvdos  - - - 545 

Lines  in  the  Travellers*  Book  at  Orcbo- 

THE  PROPHECY  OF  DANTE  - - 496 

menus  ....  ib. 

Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we  part  - - ib. 

Pacraca  - 497 

Translation  of  the  Nurse’s  Dole  in  the 

C&HTfi  r.  - . - - . ib. 

Medea  of  Euripides  ...  546 

Canto  II.  - - - - 499 

Canto  III.  - - - 500 

Canto  IV.  - - - - 502 

FRANCESCA  OF  RIMINI  - - *505 

Hy  Epitaph  - • . . ib. 

Substitute  for  an  Epitaph  > • ~ ib. 

Lines  written  beneath  a Picture  ♦ - ib. 

Translation  of  the  fiunous  Greek  Wju*  Song, 
AivTf  ffai^e.*’  Ac.  - - . ib. 

THE  BLUES;  A LiTCRAar  Ecixmub  - - 507 

Translation  of  the  Romaic  Song.  **  Mtcvw 

THE  VISION  OF  JUDGMENT  - - 512 

Atif  *Tx*  wtpiCfiXi,**  Ac.  • . 647 

On  Parting  ....  ib. 

THE  AGE  OF  BRONZE:  oa.  CAaMiM  Stcu. 

Epitaph  for  Joseph  Blackett,  late  Poet  and 

snoemakcr  • - Z I ib. 

OCCASIONAL  PIECES:  1807—1824. 

The  Adieu.  Written  under  the  Impression 
that  the  Author  would  soon  die  > - 534 

Toa  vain  Lady  ...  635 

Farewell  to  Malta  ...  54.S 

To  Dives.  A Fragment  - - ib. 

On  Moore’s  last  Operatic  Farce,  or  Farcical 
Opera  - - . • ib. 

Epistle  to  a Friend,  la  answer  to  some 

To  Anne  - - - ib. 

Lines  exhorting  the  Author  to  be  cheer* 

To  the  Same  - - - - i6. 

fuU  and  to  banish  care**  - - ib. 

To  the  Author  of  a Sonnet  bejiinniog  “ Sad 

To  Thma.  “ Without  a Stone.”  fcc.  - .'i4<) 

U my  Verse,  YOU  sav.  and  vet  no  Tear**  ib. 

Stanzas.  “ Away,  awav,  ve  Notes  of  Woe  ” .5.’»0 

On  finding  a Fan  ...  ib. 

Farewell  to  the  Muse  ...  536 

To  an  Oak  at  Newstead  • - 536 

On  rcvL-lting  Harrow  - - - 537 

Epitaph  on  John  Adams  of  Southwell,  a 
Carrier,  who  died  of  Drunkenness  - ib. 

To  mv  Son  ....  537 

Stanzas.  “ One  Struggle  mott:,  and  I am 
free  ” • • * . » i5 

Euthanasia.  “ When  Time,**  Ac.  - - ib. 

Stanzas.  **  And  thou  art  dead,  as  young  as 
fair**  . - - . - 651 

Stanzas.  **  If  sometimes  in  the  Huuuts  of 
Men  *'  ....  ib. 

Farewell  I if  ever  fondest  Prayer  - • ib. 

On  a Cornelian  Heart  which  was  broken  . bSQ 

Bright  be  the  Place  of  thy  Soul  • - ib. 

When  we  Two  parted  ...  53s 
To  a Youthful  Friend  - - - ib. 

Lines  inscribed  upon  a Cup  formed  from  a 
Skull  - - - . - 539 

Well,  thou  art  happy  1 • - - t5. 

Inscription  on  the  Monument  of  a New> 
fuundland  Dog  ...  ib. 

To  a Lady,  on  being  a.<ked  my  Reason  for 

Lines  from  the  French  - - - fo. 

Lines  to  a Loily  weeping  - . 1*5. 

« The  Chain  I gave,”  Ac.  From  the 
Turkbh  - . . . ib. 

Lines  written  on  a Blank  Leaf  of  “The 

Pleasures  of  Memory  *’  . - . i5. 

Address,  spoken  at  the  opening  of  Drury 
Lane  Theatre,  October  10.  1812  - 16. 

Parenthetical  Address,  by  Dr.  Plagiary  - 653 

Quitting  England  in  the  $■  < ng  - 540 

Verses  found  In  a Summer  Ilouxe  M'iHv 

Remind  me  not,  remind  niv*  .1  • • »5. 

Owen  - - - . . 554 

There  was  a Time.  I"'.'  .t  name  - ib. 

Remember  Thee ! Remember  Thee ! - ib. 

r ‘I  :l»e  GubPt  A Song  - - 541 

Transbition  of  a Romaic  Love  Song  . 656 

Stmnsa  - * . on  leaving  England  - 542 

Stanzas.  “ Thou  art  not  false,"  Ac.  - j'6. 

I.1»  M Ml.  Hiidgson.  W'rittcn  on  board 

On  being  asked  what  was  the  “ Origin  of 

- i .irtbou  Packet  - - - A. 

Love  ’•  V - - . Qk 

. 

ii 

•i- 


Digitized  by  Google 


0 --  - - 9 

siii  CONTENTS.  

fltmnn.  « B«member  Him.**  Itc.  - • 

Pass 

Song  for  the  Luddites  - . 669 

On  Lord  Thurlow'*  Foeoii  • • 656 

To  Thomas  Moore.  **  What  are  you  doing 

To  Lord  Thurlow  - - • A. 

non  f ” ; : ; ; JS“ 

To  Thnmu  Moot*.  Written  the  F»»nln» 

So,  we  H go  DO  more  a rovlna  • • ib. 

before  bU  Vlitt  to  Hr.  Leigh  Hunt  In 

Venicles  - - - . . lA 

uoreeroouRr-Lane  tliol  : : ®r 

Tfnnmmotii.  **  \fhm  from  the  Hetrt  where 

Epistle  from  Mr.  Murray  to  Dr.  Polidort  . ib. 

Sorrow  tits  • - • 5A7 

Epistle  to  Mr.  Murray.  " My  dear  Mr.  ' 

Murray,"  Ac-  ■ - - 670  ■ 

Semnet,  to  the  Suae  • > - tfb. 

To  Mr.  Murray.  " Straban,  Tonaon,"  be.  >6. 

Prom  the  PortuiTucee.  « Tu  ml  chunee’'  ib. 

On  the  Wrth  rf  John  Wiiitam  RHW 

Another  Vertion  - - • 

Hoppner  • • • • 671 

Windsor  Poetics  . - - - 55B 

Stanxes  for  Music.  speak  not,  1 trace 

not,”  Ac.  • - • ib. 

Address  intended  to  be  recited  at  the  Cale- 
donian Meeting  - • ib. 

Fracment  of  an  Eolstle  to  Thomas  Moore  659 

SMmet  to  George  the  Fourth,  on  the  Re- 
peal of  Lord  Edward  Fitsgerald's  For- 
foiture  . - - - • 67S  , 

Epigram  from  the  French  of  RuIhUres  - ib. 
Stanaas.  **  Could  Lore  for  ever."  Ac.  - t6,  | 
On  my  Wedding  Day  ...  673  1 

CondolatoiT  Address  to  Sarah,  Countess  of 
Jersef,  on  the  Prince  Regent’s  returning 
her  Picture  to  Mrs.  Mee  - - i6. 

To  Beisbaasar  • • • - 660 

Elegiac  Stanaas  on  the  Death  of  Sir  Peter 

Parker,  Bui.  • • - • i6. 

Stanaas  for  Music.  **  There 's  not  a Joy  the 

Epitaph  for  William  Pitt  ...  t‘6. 

Epigram.  **  In  digging  up  your  Bones, 

Tom  Paine,"  Ac.  • . - fo. 

Stanaas.  **  When  a Man  hath  no  Freedom 
to  fight  for  at  home,"  Ac.  • . i6. 

Epigram.  ” TheWortd  Is  a Bmidle  of  Hay"  t6. 
The  Charity  Ball  - - - ~ ib. 

World  can  eire.**  Ac.  - - ib. 

Epigram  on  my  Wedding  Day  • . 674 

Stanaas  for  Music.  **  There  be  nmie  of 
Beaut]r*s  Daughters"  - - - 661 

On  Napoleon’s  Escape  fh>m  Elba  • • t6. 

Ode  from  the  French.  **We  do  not  curse 

th«,  Waterloo"  - - - i6. 

From  the  French.  **  Must  thou  go,  my 
glorious  Chief? " - - - -662 

On  the  Star  of  " The  Legion  of  Honour." 

From  the  French  • • - f6. 

NtDoleon's  FareweU.  From  the  French  563 

On  my  Thirty-third  Birth  Day  • • ib. 

Epigram  on  the  Braslers*  Company  - ib. 

Martial,  Ltb.  I.  Epist.  L - . . ib. 

Bowles  and  Campbell  . - • tA  1 

Epigrams  on  Lord  Caatlereagh  • - i6.  j 

Epitaph  on  Lord  CasUereag^L  • • fo. 

John  Keats  - • - - i6.  | 

The  Conquest  A Fragment  - • i6. 

To  Mr.  Murray.  **For  Orford  and  for 
Waldegrave,"  Ac.  • • • ib. 

EnrigrKinfnt  to  the  Deed  of  Senantion.  In 

The  Irish  Avatar  - • • - 676 

the  April  of  1816  - - - i6. 

Stanas  written  on  tbe  Road  between 

Florence  and  Pisa  ...  676 

Stanaas  to  a Hindoo  Air  ...  677 

Proroetbeus  - - - 666 

A Fragmuit.  Could  1 remount,"  Ac.  ib. 

Sonnet  to  l<ake  Leman  • - • ib. 

Rooianoe  muy  Doloroso  del  SIth>  y Toma 
de  Albama  • - - - 666 

A very  mournful  Ballad  on  the  Siege  and 

Impromptu.  " Beneath  Bleaitngton’s  Eyes"  sA 
To  the  Cotmtess  of  Blessington  • - fo. 

Stanaas  tnKribed  — **  On  this  day  I omi- 
plete  my  Thlrty-rixth  Tear  ” - •>  sA 

DON  JUAN. 

Pairact  - . . . 678 

Conquest  of  Alhama  - - - for 

Testimoxics  or  AuTKoas  • - i6. 

Sonetto  dl  VittorellL  Per  Mooaca.  • 668 

Dedicatiok  - • . figg 

Translatioa  from  VittorelU.  On  a Runl  i5T 

Fursci  to  Csnfo.  TL  VIL  VHL  - - 666 

Suuixas  for  Music.  Brlglii  be  (iic  Plaire  of 

Letter  to  tbe  Editor  of  **  Hv  Grand- 

toy  soul " = ^ 

mother’s  Revi.  w " - - , 70g 

Stanaas  for  Music.  **  They  say  that  Hope  is 
Happiness"  . - - . . i6. 

To  Thomas  Moore.  " My  Bark  is  on  the 

Some  Observations  u.  >n  **  Remarks  on  the 
First  and  Second  Cantos  of  Don  Juas* 
in  Blackwood’s  Masssliio  - -800 

Shora"  ; i5T 

On  tbe  Bust  of  Helm  by  Canon  . • ib. 

1 

Arrcxnta  • • ^ • 76i 

— : 

Digitized  by  Googlc 


Ctronologv  of  %orti  ISoton'0  l,iff  atUv  SZ^otlio. 


1766. 

M.  Bora,  la  HoUm  Street,  Leodoo. 

1790  — (atat  S). 

Taken  bj  hU  motber  to  Aberdeen. 

1790  — 00).  , 

19.  Succeeds  to  the  hniilj  title. 

Made  a ward  of  chancer/.  | 

Removed  from  Aberdeen  to  Newatead  Abbe/. 

Placed  under  the  care  of  an  emplrle  at  Kotdngham 
for  the  cure  of  hla  lanMoeM. 

1799  — (II). 

Removed  to  Loodoo,  and  placed  under  the  care  of 
Dr.  BalUle. 

Become*  the  pupH  of  Dr.  Olennla  at  Dulwich. 

1800  — (IS.) 

U sent  to  Harrow  School. 

1803— (15). 

Paue*  the  vacatioo  at  Nottingham  and  Anncale/.  — 
And  fonna  an  attachment  to  Mlaa  Chawortfa. 

1805  — (17). 

Leaeea  Harrow  for  Trinit/  College,  Cambridge. 

1806  — (16). 

Prepare*  a coUaetion  of  hli  Poemi  fer  the  preaa. 

Printa  a volume  of  hla  Poemt ; but,  at  the  entreat/ 
of  a friend,  deatro/a  the  edition. 

1807— (19). 

PubUabee  * Houn  of  Idleoeai.*  See  Fee  SHmitts, 
No.  1.  j 

Bcgina  an  epic,  to  be  entitled  * Boawortb  Field.' j 
And  writaa  part  of  a novel.  i 

1808  — (20).  I 

Paaaee  hU  time  between  the  dlaaipationi  of  Can^ 
bridge  axMl  London.  | 

Takes  up  hla  reddenee  at  Newstend.  — Form*  tba  ’ 
deiign  of  vljlttog  India.  — Engaged  in  preparing  ^ 
* EngUab  Barda  and  Scotch  Kevlewert  * for  tba 
praea. 

1809  — (21). 

99.  Hla  coming  of  age  edebratad  at  Newitead. 

It.  Takaa  bU  aeat  in  the  Houae  of  Lords. 

It.  PubUabee  * EhglUh  Barda  and  Scotch  Ra- 

Tlewert.* 

Engaged  in  preparing  a second  editkm  of  ' English 
Bards ' for  the  press. 

11.  Leaves  London  on  his  travels,  aceoenpaniad  b/ 
Mr.  Hohhouse. 

90.  Writaa,  on  board  the  Lisboa  packet,  * Kusu  I 
Hodgson,  we  are  going  i ' 

9.  Saila  from  Falmouth. 

7.  Lands  at  Lisbon.— 17.  Leaves  Lisbon  for  Se- 
ville and  Cadis. 

6.  Arrives  at  Gibraltar.— 19.  Takes  hU  departure 
for  Malta. 

1.  Lands  at  Malu.— 14.  Writes  * As  o'er  the  cold 
sepulchral  stone.'  — * Oh,  Lad/ 1 when  I left  tbe 
shore.'- 91.  Leavee  Malta.— 99.  Lands  at  Prevasa. 

1.  Procaeds  to  Solara,  Arta,  and  Joannlol.  — 9. 
Leaves  Joanntel  for  Zitsa.  — Composes,  during  a 
tbunder-stoRn.  * Chill  and  mirk  is  tbe  nigbll/ 
blast.'— 11.  Rcuhes  Tepalaen.— 19.  Is  introduced 
to  All  Paeba.— 96.  Returns  to  Joannlol. — 91.  Be- 
gins the  first  canto  of  * Childe  Harold.’ 


i.  Proceeds  b/  sea  to  Prevsaa.  — 10.  Driven  on  the 
coast  of  SuU  — It.  Writes,  hi  passing  the  Ambra. 
dan  gull,  ' Through  doudlcss  skiea,  In  silver/ 
sbsan.'  — 19.  Sails  down  the  gulf  of  Arta.  — 14. 
Baacbes  Utralke/.  — 16.  Traverse*  Acarnanla. — 
91.  Reaches  Mlssolonghl.  — And,  96.  Patras. 

4.  Leaves  Patraa.  — 14.  Paases  across  the  gulf  of 
Lepaato.  — II.  VUlti  Mount  Parnassus,  ('astrl, 
and  Delphi.— 99.  Tbebas.— 96.  Arrives  at  Athens. 

1810  — (cue.  22). 

(Spends  ten  weeks  in  visiting  the  monuments  of 
Athens ; making  occasional  excursions  to  several 
paru  of  Attica.  — Writaa,  * Tba  spaU  Is  broke, 
tbe  charm  is  fiown  I*—*  Lines  in  the  Travellers' 
Book  at  Orcbomeous.'— And  * Maid  of  Athens, 
ere  we  part.* 

6.  Leaves  Athens  fbr  Sm/roa.— 7.  Vlsiu  ruins  tbe 
of  Ephesus — 98.  Cooeludas,at  Sm/raa,  the  second 
canto  of  * Childe  Harold.* 

II.  Leaves  Sm/raa  for  Constaatlaopla.— Visits  the 
Troad. 

9.  Writes  ' Llnee  after  swtmmlng  from  Seetos  to 
Ab/dos.*— 14.  Arrives  at  Constantinople. 

Makes  an  excnrsloa  through  the  Bosphorus  to  the 
Black  Sea  and  C/aaean  8/mplegadas. 

14.  Departs  from  Constantinople.  — 19.  Reaches 
Athens.  —Visits  Corinth. 

t Makes  a tour  of  tba  Moron,  and  visits  Vale/  Pacha. 
I — Returns  to  Athens. 


1811—  (23).  I 

Jsn.  Takas  up  his  residence  at  the  Franciscan  Convent,  I 

Athens.  — W rites  * Dear  object  of  defeated  care  1 * j 
Feb.  W rites  * Sons  of  the  Greeks,  arise  I *—  * 1 enter  th/  i 

garden  of  rose*.*  — And  * Remarks  on  the  I 

or  Modern  Greek  Language.' 

March  19.  Writea  ' HlnU  from  Horace.'— 17.  * The  Curse  ! 

of  Minerva.'— And  ' 14xses  on  Parting.* 

BCa/  Leave*  Athens  for  Malta.  — II.  Writes  * Epiuph  for 
Joseph  Blackett.'— And,  96. ' FarewcU  to  Malta.'  I 
Jul/  Returns  to  England.  I 

Aug.  1.  Death  of  hli  Mother. 

Oct.  11.  Writes  Epistle  to  a Friend,  * Ob  I banish  care—  | 
such  ever  be.’—  And  Stansas  to  Tb/na,  * Without 
a stone  to  mark  tbe  spot.* 

Dec.  6.  Writes  *Awa/,awa/,/eootas  of  woe  r 

1812—  (24). 

Jan.  Writes ' One  struggle  more  and  I am  free.*— * When 
time.  or9ooQ  or  late,  shall  bring.'  — * And  thou  art 
dead,  as  /oung  as  fslr.* 

Feb.  97.  Makes  his  first  speech  in  the  House  of  Lords. 

99.  Publishes  the  two  first  cantos  of  * Child#  Hsr 
rold.'  j 

March.  Commits  a new  edition  of  * English  Bards.*  Ac.  to  ^ 

the  fiamet.  — Writaa,  * If  sometimes  In  the  haunts 
of  men.*—*  On  a Cornelian  Heart  which  was  ! 
broken.'  — * lines  to  a Lad/  weeping.’— And, 

' Tba  Chain  I gave  I' 

April  19.  Writes  * Lines  on  a hUnk  laaf  of  Tbe  Pleasure*  ' 

of  Memory.*  I 

Sep.  Writea  ' Addreu  on  the  Opening  of  Drury  ^ 

Theatre.* 

Oct.  Writes  ' The  Walts  s an  Apoetrophic  Hymn.'— And^  ; 

' A Parenthetical  Addreaa  by  Dr.  Plagtar/.* 

Nov.  Writea  ' Address  to  Time.'— And  ' Thou  srt  not 
fUse,  but  thou  art  fickle  I * 
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1813— (atat.  25). 

Jan.  Writes  ' Remtinber  him  whom  pasrion't  power.* 
March.  Hubliabee  ‘ The  Walt*  ’ anonymouiljr. 

May-  PubUihoa  * The  Giaour.'  See  Foe  Jinuiri,  No.  11. 
July.  Project*  a journey  to  Abyulola. 

Sop.  WrilM  • WTien  from  the  Heart  whore  Sorrow  *lu.* 
Not.  Is  an  ansuccetsful  suitor  for  the  band  of  Hiss 
MUbanke. 

Doc.  *.  Publishes  'The  Bride  of  Abydos.*  — 13.  Writes 

* The  Deril’s  Drltc.’  — 17.  And  ' Two  Sonnets  to 
Generra.*— 18.  Begins*  The  Corsair. '—31.  Flnisbos 

* The  Corsair.* 

18U  — (26). 

Fob.  Writes  * Windsor  Poetics.* 

Apr.  10.  Writes  'Ode  to  Napoleon  Buonaparte.' — Re. 

soItos  to  write  no  more  poetry,  and  to  suppress 
all  he  had  ever  wiitton- 

Hay.  Begins  ‘ Lara.* —Writes  ' I speak  not,  1 trace  not.* 
— And  * Address  to  be  recited  at  the  Caledonian 
Heeling.’ 

Auf.  Publishes  * Lara.'— Writes  * Condolatory  Verses  to 
Lady  Jersey.* 

Sep.  Hakes  a second  propos.il  for  the  hand  of  HUs 
MUbanke,  and  is  accepted. 

Oct.  Writes  * Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Sir  Peter  Parker.* 
— And  * Lines  to  Ddshasxar.’ 

Dec.  Writes  ‘ Hebrew  Melodies.' 

1815— (27). 

Jan.  S.  Marries Mtu  MUbanke.  See  FdicSimiArs,  No.  111. 
Feb.  W’rlte* ' There  be  none  of  Beauty’s  Daughters.* 
March.  Writes  * Lines  on  Napoleon  Buonaparte's  Escape 
from  Elba.' 

July.  Begin*  * The  Siege  of  Corinth.*—  And  writes 

* There  *s  not  a Joy  the  World  can  gire.*  — And 

* We  do  not  curse  thee,  Waterloo.' 

Aug.  Writes  ‘ Must  thou  go,  my  glorious  Chief?*  —‘  Star 
of  the  Brare.'— And'  Napoleon’s  Farewell.* 

Dec.  10.  Birth  of  hli  daughter.  AuguiU  Ada. 

1816  — (28). 

Jan.  Publishes  * The  Siege  of  Corinth.* 

Feb.  Publishes  * Parislna.*— Lady  Byron  adopts  the  re- 
solution of  separsting  from  him. 

March  17.  Write#  ' Fare  thee  well ! and  If  for  eTer.’—  And. 

79.  A Sketch.  * Bom  In  the  garret.* 

April  16.  Writes  ' Wbm  all  arramd  grew  drear  and  dark.' 

25.  Takes  a last  leave  of  h!s  native  country.  — Pro- 
ceeds, through  Flanders  and  by  the  Rhine,  to  SwlU 
serland. 

May.  Begins  the  third  canto  of  * Chllde  Harold.* 

June.  Write#  ‘The  Prisoner  of  ChlUon'  at  Otteby.  near 
Lausanne.  — Takes  up  h(s  abode  at  the  Caropagne 
Diodatl,  near  Genera.  * 

July.  Finishes  the  third  canto  of  ' Childe  Harold.'  — 
Writes  ' Monody  on  tbe  D«kth  of  Sherldaa*  — 
Stanzas  to  Augusta,  ' Though  the  Day  of  my 
Destiny.*  — * Tho  Dream.’  — ' Darkness.*  — 
•ChurchUl’i  CraTe.'-*  Prometheus.’  — ‘ Could  1 
remount.’— F.ptstle  to  Augusta,  * My  Sister,  my 
sweet  Sister.'  — And,  * Sonnet  to  Lake  I.«man.* 
Sep.  Hakes  a tour  of  the  Bernese  Alps.  —Write*  * Lines 
on  hearing  that  Lady  Byron  was  III.*  — And  be* 
gins ' Manfred.* 

Oct.  Leaves  Ssrhserland  for  Italy. 

Nov.  Takes  up  his  residence  at  Venice.  — Translates 

* Romance  Muy  Dolorofo,’  At, ; and  ' Sonetto  dl 
Vlttorelll.'  — Writes  * Lines  on  the  Bust  of  Helen 
by  Canora.*— * Bright  be  the  Place  of  my  Sool.* 
— And  * They  say  that  Hope  Is  Happiness.*  — Stu- 
dkrs  tbe  Armenian  Ungu.ige. 


1817  — («tot  29> 

Feb.  Finishes  * Manfred.^ 

March.  Translates,  from  tbe  Armenian,  a CoiTespoodeoce  I 
between  St.  Paul  and  the  Corinthians.  I 

April.  Visits  Ferrara  for  a day.  — 90.  Writes  ' Tbe  Lament  ' 
of  Tasso.*  ' 

May.  Visits  Rome  for  a few  days.— 9.  Writes  there  a new 
third  act  to  * Manfred.*  I 

JuM.  Begins, atVmlce,tberourthcantoor*ChildeHaro]d.* 
Ocl.  Writes  ' Beppo.* 

1818—  (30). 

July.  W rites  * Ode  to  Venice.’ 

Sep.  Finishes  tbe  Ortt  canto  of  * Don  Juan.* 

Oct.  Finishes  * Mazeppo.*  j 

Dec.  13.  Begins  tbe  second  canto  of ' Don  Juan.’  I 

1819—  (31).  I 

Jan.  20.  nulshes  the  aec<md  canto  of  * Don  Juan.* 

April.  Commence*  an  acquaintance  with  the  Counteu  : 

Ouicdoii.  — Writos  * Stansas  to  the  Po.* 

Aug.  Writes '‘Letter  to  tbe  Editor  of  My  Grandmoiher's 
Review.*  — And  * Sonnet  lo  George  the  Fourth.' 
Nov.  Finishes  the  third  and  fourth  canto*  of*  Don  Juan.* 
Dec.  Removes  to  Ravenna. 

1820  — (32.) 

Jan.  Is  domesticated  with  tbe  Counteu  Gulccloll. 

Feb.  Translates  tbe  first  canto  of*  Morgante  Mogginre.* 
March.  Writes  * The  Prophecy  of  Dante,*  — Translates 

* Francesca  of  Rlmlnl.’—  And  writes  * Observations 
upon  an  Article  In  Blackwood's  Magas Ine.* 

April  4.  Begins  ' Marino  Faltero.’ 

July  16.  Flniibe*  * Marino  Faliero.' 

Oct.  16.  Begins  the  fifth  canto  of ' Don  Juan.* 

Nov.  30.  Finishes  the  fifth  canto  of  ' Don  Juan.*  — And 
writes  ' The  Bloc*  t * Literary  Eclogue.* 

1821  —(33). 

Jon.  13.  Begins  * Sardanapalus.' 

Feb.  7.  Writes  * Letter  to  John  Murray,  Esq.,  on  Bowles's 
Stricture*  upon  Pope.’ 

Mar.  95.  Wrlles'Second  G*lieTtoJohnMQfray,Esq.,’Ac. 
May  17.  Finishes  * Sardaoapolus.' 

June  11.  Begins  * Tbe  Two  Foscari.* 

July  10.  FiuUbet  * The  Two  Foscari.*  — 16.  Begins 

• Cain  t a Mystery.* 

Sep.  9.  Finishes  ' Cain.'— Writes  ' Vision  of  Judgment.* 
Oct.  Writes  * Heaven  and  Earth  ; a 31>*stery.' 

Nov.  Remove*  to  Pisa. — 18.  Begins  'Werner.'  — And 
' The  Deformed  Tranifurmed.* 

1822  — (34). 

Jan.  20.  Flnlihc*  ’ Wemer,' 

Feb.  Writes  tbe  sixth,  serentb,  and  eighth  cantos  of ' Don 
Juan.* 

Aug.  Finishes  ' Tbe  Deformed  Transformed.*  — Writes 
the  ninth,  Umth,  and  eleventh  canto*  of  Don  Jiian.' 
Sep.  Removes  to  Genoa. 

18SS— (9S). 

Jan.  Write*  * Tbe  Age  of  Bronse.* 

Feb.  Writes  ' The  IslaotL'- And  more  canto*  of  * Don 
Juan.' 

April.  Turns  hli  views  towards  Greece, 
klay.  Receives  a communlcatioo  from  tbe  Grc^  Coro* 
mlttec  sitting  in  London. 

July  14.  Sails  for  Greece. 

Aug. ) Reaches  ArgostoU— Makes  an  excursion  to  Ithaca  — 
Dec.  J Wails  at  Cepbaloola  tbe  arrival  of  the  Greek  fleet. 
1824  — f 36). 

Jan.  6.  Arrive*  at  Mlt*olonghL  — 22.  Writes  ' Lines  on 
completing  my  Thirty-sixth  Year.*  — 30.  Is  a|>- 
pointed  commander-in-chief  of  an  expe<lHloQ 
against  Lepanto. 

Feb.  15.  Is  seised  with  a convulsive  fit.  See  Fac  Smnkt, 

I No.  IV. 

: April  9.  Ills  last  lllneu. 

I April  19.  His  Dzath. 
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^^ETICAL  works 

LORD  BYRON. 


(STIjtlbt  l^aroltt’0  l^)Rgrimagt : 


A ROMAUNT. 


L'lialvm  f<t  iii>f  de  Mrrc»  dnnt  on  n'a  In  atie  It  pmnidre  pajro  'inand  on  n’t  ru  qiie  ton  ptyi.  J*m 

ti  rpui]l<rt4  un  iwioi  grand  nomhr«*.  qm*  j’al  troure  6g»l«nrent  mtuvtiw*.  Ot  examen  t»e  ra'a  point  M 
infnirtUMix,  Je  hiilstait  m»  patri?.  Tout«r«  let  lmpmlnenr.*i  (]«•■  {ipuplct  divert,  j>armi  letqneU  j'*l 


nt'nnt  r^wncUi*  arec  elle  Qntnil  je  n'aurait  tlr6  d'autre  Wn^ftce  dc  met  Tojrtgei  que  cclul*U.  j#  n’en  regret- 
teralt  d1  let  frait  ni  let  fuliguet.  Ls  CotMoroLiTt.> 


I [to  the  riEST  AND  SECOND  CANTOs], 

. Till  following  poem  was  written,  for  the  most  part, 
' amidst  the  scenes  which  It  attempts  to  dcscr1l)e.  It 
I was  begun  in  Albania ; and  the  parts  relative  to 
S|iain  and  Portugal  were  composed  from  the  author's 
observations  In  those  countries.  * Thus  much  It  may- 
be necessary'  to  state  for  the  correctness  of  the  de- 
! scriptions.  The  scenes  attempted  to  be  sketched  are 
I in  Spain,  Portugal,  Epirus,  Acamania,  and  Greece. 

; There,  for  the  present,  the  poem  stops : its  reception 
I will  determine  whether  the  author  may  venture  to 
I conduct  his  readers  to  the  capital  of  the  East, 

I through  Ionia  and  Phrygia : these  two  Cantos  are 
merely  experimental. 

A fictitious  character  Is  introduced  for  the  sake  of 
giving  some  connection  to  the  piece  ; which,  however, 
makes  no  pretensions  to  regularity.  It  has  been 
suggested  to  me  by  friends,  on  whose  opinions  I set  a 
high  value,  that  in  this  fictitious  character,  Chllde 
Harold,**  I may  incur  the  suspicion  of  haWng  in- 
tended some  real  personage : this  I beg  leave,  once 
for  all,  to  disclaim  — Harold  Is  the  child  of  imagin- 
ation, for  the  purpose  I have  stated.  In  some  very 
trivial  particulars,  and  those  merely  local,  there 
might  l»e  grounds  fur  such  a notion  ; but  In  the  main 
points,  I should  hope,  none  whatever. 

It  Is  almost  superfluous  to  mention  that  the  ap> 
pellatlon  “Chllde,**  as  “ Childe  Waters,**  “ Childe 

* [P«r  M.  de  Monthron.  Paris,  179*.  Lord  Bjrron  some- 
«h«Ne  cslU  It  *‘sn  snuiing  Utile  volume,  full  of  French 
flippsocy.”] 


Childers,”  Ac.,  is  used  as  more  consonant  with  the 
obi  structure  of  versification  which  I have  adopted. 
The  “ Good  Night,**  in  tlie  beginning  of  the  first 
canto,  was  suggested  by  “ I>ord  Maxwell’s  Good  ' 
Night,”  in  the  Border  Minstrelsy,  edited  by  Mr. 
ScotL 

With  the  different  poems  which  have  been  pub- 
lished on  Spanish  suiyect»,  tlierv  may  be  found 
some  sllglit  coincidence  In  the  first  part,  wlilch  treats 
of  the  Peninsula,  but  it  can  only  be  casual ; as,  with 
the  exception  of  a few  concluding  stanzas,  the  whole 
of  this  iKx*m  was  written  in  the  Levant. 

The  stanza  of  Spi-nser,  according  to  one  of  our  | 
most  successful  poets,  admits  of  every  variety,  hr.  | 
Beattie  makes  the  following  observation  : — “ Not  | 
long  ago,  I began  a poem  In  the  style  and  stanza  of  | 
SpenMT,  In  which  I propose  to  give  flill  scope  to  my  . 
inclination,  and  l>e  either  dndl  or  ivathetic,  descrlp-  | 
tire  or  sentimental,  tender  or  satirical,  as  the  humour  | 
strikes  me ; for.  If  I mistake  not,  the  me;isure  which  j 
I have  adopted  admits  equally  of  all  these  kinds  of  | 
j'ompositlon."S  — Strengthened  In  my  opinion  by  | 
such  authority,  and  by  the  example  of  some  in  the  | 
highest  order  of  lulian  poets,  I shall  make  no  a|K>-  i 
logy  for  attempts  at  similar  variations  in  the  following  ' ' 
composition ; satisfied  that,  if  they  are  unsuccossAil,  ? 
their  failure  must  be  in  the  execution,  rather  than  In  | 
the  design,  sanctioned  by  the  practice  of  Ariosto,  j 
Thomson,  and  Beattie.  I 

London,  Frintarif,  thit. 

• r‘*lUr*m.Jn*nninl  in  AllianU  BrffunOrt.8Uf.l*09.  Coo- 
rhuM  Canto  2d.  Smyrna,  Marrii  2Hth,  IBIO.  Byron.”— MS.l  ' 

* Beattie's  LrUcri.  " 
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ADDITION  TO  THE  PREFACE. 

I I HATE  now  wElted  till  Almost  all  our  periodical 
i Journals  have  distributed  their  mual  portion  of  cii< 

I tici.'^m.  To  the  Justice  of  the  generality  of  their 
{ criticisms  I have  nothing  to  ohject : it  would  111 
I Uvome  me  to  quarrel  with  their  very  slight  degree 
i of  censure,  when,  perhai>s,  if  they  bad  been  less 
kind  they  had  been  more  candid.  Returning,  Ihero- 
forc,  to  all  and  each  my  best  thanks  fur  their  libc> 
rality,  on  one  point  alone  shall  1 venture  an  ob- 
servation. Amongst  the  many  ohjecUuns  justly  urged 
to  the  very  indifferent  character  of  the  “ \-agranl 
Chtlde**  (whom,  notwithstanding  many  bints  to  the  i 
I contrary,  I still  maintain  to  be  a fletitious  personage), 
i it  has  iieen  stated,  that«  bo>ides  the  anachronism,  he 
i U ver)'  unkniiihtl^,  as  the  times  of  the  Knights  were 
I times  of  lx)ve.  Honour,  and  so  forth.  Now,  it  so 
, happens  that  the  good  old  times,  when  “ Tamour  du 
iHin  vieux  terns,  I'amour  antique"  flourished,  were 
the  most  profligate  of  all  possible  centuries.  Those 
who  h.ave  any  doubts  on  this  subject  may  consult 
Sainte-Palaye,  piscina,  and  more  |>articularly  vol.  ii. 
p.  t>9.  * The  vows  of  chivalr)’  were  no  better  kept 
than  any  other  vows  whatsoever ; and  the  songs  of 
the  Troubailours  were  not  more  decent,  and  certainly 
were  much  less  retim'd,  than  those  of  Ovid.  The 
'•  Cours  tl’amour,  parU  mens  d’amour,  ou  de  court^le 
et  de  grntilcsse"  had  much  more  of  love  tiian  of 
I eouitesy  or  gentleness.  Sec  Roland  on  the  same 
subject  with  Sainte-Palaye.  \Mjatcver  other  oluectlon 
I may  be  urged  to  that  most  unamlable  personage 
Chllde  Harold,  he  was  so  far  perfectly  knightly  In  hU 
I attributes  — No  waiter,  but  a knight  templar."« 
i By  the  by,  I fear  that  Sir  Trl.*tr»*m  and  Sir  Lancelot 
j j were  no  better  than  they  should  lie,  although  very 
; poetical  j>crsnnagcs  and  true  knights  “ sans  peur,” 
j,  though  not  “sans  reproche."  If  the  story  of  the 
institution  of  the  “ Garter”  be  not  a fable,  the 
knights  of  that  onicr  have  for  several  centuries 
I : lx>me  the  badge  of  a Countes.s  of  Salisbury,  of  in- 
1 ' different  memory.  So  much  for  chlvalr) . Burke 

tl  need  not  have  regretted  that  its  days  are  over, 
j I though  Muric-Antuinettc  was  quite  as  chaste  as  most  ; 
, ] of  those  in  who^e  honour  lances  were  shivered,  and  ; 
' j knights  unhorsed. 

J Before  the  days  of  Bayard,  and  down  to  tho»e  of 
I j Sir  .loiioph  Banks  (the  most  chaste  and  celebrated  of 
ancient  and  rao<lrm  times),  few  exceptions  will  lie 
I ' found  to  this  statement ; and  I fear  n little  investiga- 
tion will  teach  us  not  to  regret  these  monstrous 
mummeries  of  the  middle  ages. 

:l  1 DOW  leave  *'Childe  Harold"  to  live  his  day,  such 


as  he  Is ; It  bad  been  more  agreeable,  and  certainly 
more  easy,  to  have  drawn  an  amiable  character.  It 
bad  been  easy  to  varnish  over  hU  fliults,  to  make  him 
do  more  and  express  less;  but  he  never  was  intended 
as  an  example,  further  than  to  show,  that  early  per- 
version of  mind  and  morals  leads  to  satiety  of  past 
pleasures  and  disappointment  in  new  ones,  and  that 
even  the  beautU's  of  nature,  and  the  stimulus  of 
travel  (except  ambition,  the  most  powerful  of  aU 
excitements),  are  lost  on  a soul  so  constituted,  or 
rather  mlsdirectetl.  Had  I proceeded  with  the  poem, 
this  character  would  have  deepened  as  he  drew  to 
the  close ; for  the  outline  which  I once  meant  to  fill 
up  for  him  was,  with  some  exceptions,  the  sketch  of 
a modem  Timon  perhaps  a poetical  Zeluco.  * 
London^  1913. 


TO  UNTHE.s 

Not  In  those  climes  where  I have  late  been  straying. 
Though  Beauty  long  bath  there  been  matchless 
deem’d ; 

Not  In  those  vi^lons  to  the  heart  displaying  i 

Forms  which  It  sighs  but  to  have  only  dream 'd,  | 

Hath  aught  like  thee  in  truth  or  fancy  seem’d : I 

Nor,  having  seen  thee,  shjUl  I vainly  sock 
To  paint  those  charms  which  varied  as  tliey  beam'd — ' 
To  such  as  see  thee  not  my  words  were  weak ; 

To  those  who  gore  on  thee  what  language  could  they  . 

speak  ? . 

Ah ! mayVt  thou  ever  be  what  now  thou  art. 

Nor  unbescem  the  prombe  of  thy  spring, 

As  fair  In  form,  as  warm  yet  ptjre  in  heart, 
lAive's  image  u;Min  earth  without  his  wing. 

And  guileie.’LS  beyond  Hope's  Imagiiiingl 
And  surely  she  who  n<iw  so  fondly  rears 
Thy  youth,  in  thee,  thus  hourly  briglttenlng. 
Beholds  the  rainbow  of  her  future  year;*, 

Before  whose  heavenly  hues  all  sorrow  dLapticars. 

Young  Peri  * of  the  West ! — *118  well  for  me 
My  years  already  doubly  number  thine ; 

My  loveless  eye  unmoved  may  gare  on  thee. 

And  safely  view  thy  ripening  beauties  shine;  I 

Happy,  1 ne'er  shall  see  them  in  decline;  | 

Happier,  th;it  while  all  younger  hearts  shall  blce<l,  | 
Mine  shall  escape  the  doom  thine  eyis  assign  i 
To  those  whose  admiration  shall  succeed,  [decreed.  1 
But  mix'd  with  pangs  to  Love's  cvett  loveliest  hours  ' 


1 1 I Qu'un  Hue  <J.sn*  TAiK^mr  du  roman  de  Gerard  di* 
- m PnncncAl.  let  detail*  trH>circniuianrie«  dans 

tl  rntri'  tur  ).a  r>V«*p(ioo  failft  par  le  ('omte  fiersrd  I 
r.'imliastadettr  du  mi  rtisrlct;  on  y verra  det  partlnilaritet 
' sin-^iilit'r*-*.  qm  donneiit  unr  < trangr  Idee  drs  mcrur*  et  dc  la 

|;  lie  CCS  sitK'b’S  aiisti  rorromput  qu'lgnufans." .V^^- 

muirrt  Mur  I'  Anrimne  Ck,-wtUrif.  oar  M.  de  la  Cume  de 
I'arlt,  ITsl. /or.  «/.j 

’ Tilt*  Hovers,  or  llic  Doutde  Arrangement —f By  Can- 
' ning  and  Trcre ; first  putilished  in  the  .\nti-jarubin,  or  Weekly 
I Examiner.) 

I*  Hn  one  of  his  early  poems  — “ Childish  Rcenlleetions.” 
lyird  Byron  rompares  himself  to  the  Atheniati  mi«anlhni|ie, 
of  whote  hitler  apophthegms  many  are  U]ton  record,  though 
Q'i  authentic  particulars  of  hU  life  have  rome  down  to  us  ; — 

1 1 **  Weary  of  lore,  of  life,  devoured  with  spleen. 

1 rest  a perfect  Timon.  not  nineteen.'’  Ac.) 


* fit  was  Dr  Moore’s  object,  in  this  fiowcrful  rom.vnce 
fnnw  unjtatly  neglected!,  to  trace  the  fatal  t-lliTts  resulting 
from  a fond  mothf-r’s  uoronditional  ruinjilianee  with  the  | 
humours  and  passions  of  an  only  child.  With  high  ails  an.  i 
tages  of  person,  birth,  fortune,  and  ability,  Zcim-u  is  reptv-  ! 
s^'iitril  at  miserable,  through  eviTy  scene  of  life,  owing  to  ; 
the  spirit  of  unbridled  svif-iodulg*  (>ce  thus  pam|H*red  in  in- 
fancy 3 

* TThe  IjuIv  Charlotte  Harley,  second  daughter  of  Kd. 

ward  fifth  Karl  of  Oxford  (now  I.oify  Charbitlr  Bacon',  in  the  \ 
autumn  of  lal2.  »heu  these  lines  were  aiidre*Mil  to  her,  had  | 
not  completed  her  eleventh  year.  Mr.  Wettall's  |H»rtrAlt  of  ' 
the  juvenile  b<-.tutr,  |i.tiiitt*d  at  Lord  Ityrou's  rcotirsf.  it  en- 
graved In  “ Fittdrti's  Illustrationt  of  tire  Life  and  Works  of  \ 
Lord  B)Tfm,"3  , 

* the  I'ersuui  term  for  a beautiful  Intermeiliate  - 
order  of  brings.  U generally  supposed  to  be  auotner  form  ol 
our  own  word  Fafrg.) 

^ 
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OANTU  I. 


CHILDE  HAROLD’S  PILGIUMAUE. 


1, 


Oh  I let  that  eye,  which,  vrlld  u the  Ga2cUc’»,  * 
Now  brightly  bold  or  beautifully  thy, 

Wins  as  it  wandeni,  dazzles  where  It  dwells, 

Glance  o’er  this  page,  nor  to  my  verse  deny 
Thai  smile  for  which  my  b^ea^t  might  vainly  sifh. 
Could  1 to  thee  be  ever  more  than  iVieml : 

This  much,  dear  maid,  accord;  nor  question  why 
To  one  so  young  my  strain  I would  commend, 

But  bid  me  with  my  wreath  one  matchless  lily  Uend. 

Such  is  thy  name  with  this  my  verse  entwined ; 
And  long  os  kinder  eyes  a look  shall  cast 
On  Harold's  page,  lanthe’s  here  enshrined 
Shall  thus  be  first  liehdd,  forgotten  lx<t : 

My  (lays  once  number'd,  should  this  homage 
Attract  thy  fairy  fingers  near  the  lyre 
Of  him  who  hail’d  thee,  loveliest  as  thou  wast. 
Such  is  the  most  my  memory  may  de>ire ; 

Though  more  than  Hope  can  claim,  could  FrientUhip 
less  require  ? 


\ 

(TfliHir  Dilgrimagr. 


CANTO  THE  FIRST. 


I. 

Oh,  thou  ! In  Hellas  deem’d  of  heavenly  birth. 
Muse  t form'd  or  fabled  at  the  minstrel’s  will ! 
Since  shamed  full  oft  by  later  lyres  on  earth, 

Mine  dares  not  call  thee  from  thy  sacred  hill ; 

Yet  there  1 *vc  wander’d  by  thy  \uuntcd  rill ; 

Yes  I sigh’d  o’er  Delphi’s  long  deserted  shrine,  < 
^^■hc^e,  save  that  feeble  fountain,  all  Is  still ; 

Nor  mote  my  shell  awake  the  wear)’  Nine 
To  grace  so  plain  a tale  — this  lowly  lay  of  mine.  i 

II. 

^VTiilorae  In  Albion's  Ule  there  dwelt  a youth, 
d'ho  ne  in  virtue’s  ways  did  take  delight; 

But  spent  bis  days  In  riot  most  uncouth, 

And  vex’d  with  mirth  the  drowsy  car  of  Night. 

Ah  me  I in  sooth  he  was  a shamele>s  wight. 

Sore  given  to  rewl  and  ungodly  glee  ; 

Few  earthly  things  found  favour  in  his  ^ight 
Save  concubines  and  carnal  companie, 

And  flaunting  wassailcm  of  high  and  low  degree. 

• TA  spede*  of  the  antelope.  *•  You  have  the  eye*  of  a 
gairMc,'*  i«  contiUered  all  orcr  Ihc  Ea»t  a*  the  greatest  coin, 
pllment  (hat  cat)  be  paid  to  a woman.] 

* The  little  viliage  of  Castri  sumi*  partly  on  the  the  of 
Delphi.  Aiong  the  path  of  (he  mountain,  from  Chrytti-,  are 
the  remaint  uf  sepulchre*  hewn  in  aint  from  the  rwk  **  One,’* 
said  the  guide,  **of  a king  who  broke  hi*  neck  hiinttog.**  liis 
majesty  had  certainty  chnam  the  6t(est  spot  for  such  an 
achievement-  A little  abase  Castri  is  a rave,  suppuseil  the 
PythUn.  nf  Immense  depth  ; the  upper  part  of  it  U parexl.  and 

i now  a cowhouse.  On  the  other  side  nf  ('astri  lUnds  a (irt'ek 
monastery ; some  way  attove  whk-h  Is  the  cleft  in  the  rock, 
with  a range  of  caverns  difficult  nf  ascent,  .and  apparenrlr 
leailing  to  (he  interior  of  the  mountain  ; 'prcd^bly  to  (he  Cc^ 
mUn  Cvrem  mentioned  by  Paiisani^.  From  this  part 
({esrrnd  the  fuuntAlri  Aiid  the  **  Dews  uf  f'a4t.allc.'*  We 
were  sprinkled,”  sa' s Mr.  liobhouse,  ” with  the  spray  of  the 
Immortal  rill,  and  here,  if  any  where,  should  hsvo  felt  the 
noetic  inspiration  we  drank  deep,  too,  of  the  spring  i but  — 
(1  can  answer  for  mrsclf)  • wUhimt  feeling  sensible  of  any 
extraordinary  effect’'] 


' 


III. 

Childe  Harold  * waz  be  bight : — but  whence  bU  name 
And  lineage  long,  it  suits  me  not  to  luiy ; 

Suffice  It,  that  iK-rchance  they  were  of  liime. 

And  had  been  glorious  in  another  day  : 

But  one  sad  losci  soils  a name  for  aye. 

However  mighty  In  the  olden  time  ; 

Nor  all  that  heralds  rake  from  coffin'd  clay, 

Nor  florid  prose,  nor  honeyed  lies  of  rhyme, 

Can  bUioQ  evil  deeds,  or  consecrate  a crime. 

IV. 

Childe  Harold  ba^k'd  him  in  the  noontide  »un, 
Disporting  there  like  any  other  fly  ; 

Nor  deem'd  before  hfs  little  day  was  done 
One  blast  might  chill  him  into  miser)'. 

But  long  ere  scarce  a third  of  hi>  pa-^s'd  by, 

Worse  than  adversity  the  Childe  befell ; 

He  felt  the  fulness  of  satiety : 

Then  loathed  he  in  his  native  land  to  dwell. 

Which  seem’d  to  him  more  lone  than  Kremite’s  sad  (xlL 

V. 

For  he  through  Sin's  long  labyrinth  had  nin. 

Nor  made  atonement  when  he  did  amiss 
Had  sigh'd  to  many  though  he  iuved  but  one 
And  that  loved  one,  ala.s  1 could  ne'er  N*  hi>. 

Ah,  liappy  she ! to  ’sca|)e  from  him  whose  ki.'s 
Had  been  tiollutiun  unto  aught  so  chaste  ; 

Who  Hoon  had  left  her  charms  for  vulgar  Idiss, 

And  st»oil’d  her  gfKxIly  lands  to  gild  his  wade. 

Nor  calm  domestic  peace  had  ever  deign’d  to  lade. 

VI. 

And  now  Childe  Harold  wa.s  sore  sick  at  heart. 

And  from  his  fellow  haccbunals  would  flee ; 

’Th  said,  at  time*  the  sullen  tear  w«u«ld  st.art. 

But  Pride  congeal’d  the  drop  within  his  ee : 

Apart  he  stalk'd  in  joyless  reverie, 

And  from  his  native  land  resolved  to  go. 

And  visit  scorching  climes  beyond  the  K-a ; 

With  pIcJbJure  dnigg’d,  he  almost  lonc’d  for  woe, 
.Vnd  e’en  for  change  uf  secne  would  seek  the  shades 
below.  > 

VII. 

The  Childe  dciartcd  from  hi*  futhir’i  hall : 

It  was  a viut  and  venerable  pile ; 

So  old,  It  seemed  only  not  to  fall. 

Yet  Nlrength  wji»  pillar'd  in  each  nia^sy  aMc. 
Monastic  dome  ! condemn'd  to  uses  vile  ! 

Where  Superstition  once  had  made  her  den 
Now  Paphian  girls  were  known  to  slni:  and  itnlli* ; 
And  monks  might  deem  their  time  w.u  cume  agi-u, 
If  ancient  tales  say  true,  nor  wrung  these  holy  men. 

* fTbi*  stimza  is  not  in  the  origiflal  MS.] 
s Child®  Bnron.”—  NS.] 

» (In  these  stansas,  and  Indeed  throughout  hU  works,  we 
must  not  arerpt  tw  Uter.illy  Lord  RvTon's  teytimnny  Agniiiftt  ‘ 
himself ->  he  tmik  a morbid  plrastir**  In  dnrkfiiliig  rvi  ty 
shadow  of  his  selbportrailure.  IIU  interior  at  S'i-«s(<  ad  bud,  | 
no  iluiibt,  b**en,  in  some  indols,  loose  and  Irregular  rnuugii; 
but  it  certainly  nm-r  exhibited  any  thing  of  the  profiin  and  1 
Satanic  luxury  which  the  language  in  the  text  rr.igiit  iwm  to  1 
Indicate.  lo  fa<U,  the  narrowness  of  his  mc.sns  at  the  time  the 
verses  refer  to  would  a]oii»>  hare  prerhidcd  this.  Ilii  house* 
hold  economy,  while  he  remained  at  the  aid^ey.  Is  known  to  ' 
hare  been  condnrted  on  a scry  moderatf  scale ; and.  betides, 
his  usual  companions,  though  far  from  being  asi-rse  to  eon*  | 
risial  Indulgences,  were  not  only,  as  Mr.  Mwirc  says,  “of 
habits  ami  tastes  ion  InleMectual  for  mere  vulgar  drlHiuchrr)'.** 
hut  assureiUy,  quite  incapable  of  playing  the  parts  of  llutlerers 
and  ;>ara»lte*.] 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


CANTO  I. 


VIII. 

Tot  oft-timo*  in  his  maddest  mirthful  mood  1 

Strnm^e  pan>C9 would  flo>li  along Cbilde  Ilaruld’flbrow,  ! 
A%  If  the  memory  of  fw>me  deadly  feud 
Or  dliuippointed  passion  lurk'd  below: 

But  this  none  knew,  nor  haply  cared  to  know ; 

; For  hU  was  not  that  open,  artless  soul 
That  feels  relief  by  bidding  sorrow  fiow, 

Nor  sought  he  friend  to  counsel  or  cvmdolc, 

^^TiateVr  this  grief  mote  be,  which  he  could  not  control. 

I IX. 

And  none  did  love  him — tboueb  to  hall  and  lH)wcr 
He  gather’d  revellers  from  far  ami  near, 
j Uc  knew  them  Ratt’rcrs  of  the  festal  hour; 

. j The  heartless  parasites  of  present  cheer. 

Yea  ! none  did  love  him — not  his  lemnns  dear  — 
But  j>omp  and  |xiwer  alone  are  woman’s  care, 

And  where  these  are  light  Eros  finds  a fi*ere  ; I 
I Maidens  moths  are  ever  caught  tiy  glare, 
j And  Mammon  wins  his  way  where  Seraphs  might 
I despair. 

I X. 

, Chlldc  Hamid  had  a mother — not  forgot, 
i Though  {larting  from  that  mother  he  did  slum; 

;•  A sister  whom  he  loved,  but  ww  her  not 
• ' Befon?  his  wear)-  pilgrimage  In-gun : 

If  friends  he  had,  he  l»ade  adieu  to  none. 

I Yet  deem  not  thence  his  brea>t  a breast  of  steel:  • 

I I Ye,  who  have  kn<>wn  what 't  Is  to  dote  upon 
j [ A few  dear  olyectiS  will  in  sadness  fi»el 

j [ Such  p.arting9  break  the  heart  they  fondly  hoj»c  to  heal. 

XI. 

Ilis  house,  his  home,  liis  heritage,  his  binds 
The  laughing  dames  in  whom  he  tlid  delight,® 
Whose  large  blue  eyes,  fair  l<K'k<,  and  snowy  hands. 
Might  shake  the  saint’*hip  of  an  anchorite, 

I And  long  had  tM  his  youthful  apin-tite; 

His  goblets  brlmm’d  with  ever>-  costly  wine. 

And  all  that  mote  to  luxury  invite, 

) Without  a sigh  he  left  to  cttHs  the  brine,  [line.  3 
And  traverse  Faynliii  shores  and  {gtss  Earth's  central 

XII. 

The  sails  were  fill'd,  and  fair  the  light  winds  blew, 
As  glad  to  waft  him  from  Ids  native  home; 

And  fa-<l  the  white  rocks  failed  from  his  slew, 

Ami  so(»n  svere  lost  In  circumambient  fiKun ; 
j And  then,  It  may  be,  of  his  winh  to  roam 
Repentrsi  he,  but  In  his  bosom  slept 
I The  silent  thought,  nfT  faun  his  lips  did  come 

^ One  word  of  wail,  whilst  others  sate  and  wept. 

And  to  the  reckless  gale*  unmanly  meaning  kept 

II  * [•*  Vet  deem  him  not  from  this  with  brea*l  of  stoet.**— MS.} 

‘ ^ * N Ills  hoii*r,  his  home.  hi<  T.tisaU.  ami  hit  lands, 

, The  DaliUhi,*'  At  — MS  } 

h * rtord  Hyroo  ortginally  It.tended  to  visit  India.} 

[1  * fSee“  l/>rd  Msawfil'i  Oootl  Kljfht.”  ill  Scott's  Minstrelsy 

' of  the  Scottish  Bonier.  Poetical  Works,  toI.  li.  p.  i4l.  ed. 

I 1814,  — *•  Adieu,  madam,  my  mother  dear,”  Ac.  — MS.} 
j * [This  *•  little  page  ” was  Rnhert  Riishtnn,  the  ion  of  one 
of  1,/ord  Bynm's  tenants.  *•  Robert  1 lake  »llh  me,”  says  the 
i|  poet,  in  a letter  to  hit  mother;  ‘*1  like  him.  because,  like 
' ' myseir,  he  seems  « frimdless  animal : tell  hit  father  he  is 
well,  and  doing  well.”} 

■ Our  belt  gnsi.hawk  can  hardly  fly 
So  merrily  alunp  ” — MS  } 

^ C**  ui*»t**r  dear  ! I do  not  cry 

From  fear  of  wares  or  wind.”  — MS.} 

• [Seeing  that  tbe  b'jy  was  “ sorrowful  ” at  the  separation 
from  his  parents.  I.ord  Ryron.  on  reaching  c;iitraltar,  sent 
bin  b«k  to  Eii^’iand  under  tbe  care  of  his  old  servant  Jue 

I 


XI  n. 

But  when  the  sun  wo.-;  sinking  in  the  sea 
He  seized  bis  liarp,  which  he  at  times  could  sinrig. 
And  strike,  alUdt  with  untaught  melody. 

When  deem'd  ho  no  strange  ear  wa»  Ibteiiing : 

And  now  bU  fingers  o'er  it  he  did  fling. 

And  tuned  hU  farewell  In  tbe  dim  twilight. 

HTjUc  flew  the  vessel  on  her  snowy  wing, 

And  fleeting  shores  receded  from  his  sight, 

Tims  to  the  elements  he  i>our’d  his  last  ”Goi>d  Night.**  < 

“ Anuu,  adieu  1 my  native  shore 
Fades  o'er  the  waters  blue  ; 

The  NighNwlnds  sigh,  the  bn^nkers  ro;ir, 

And  shrieks  the  wild  sea-mew. 

Yon  Sun  that  sets  uinm  the  sia 
We  follow  in  his  flight ; 

Farewell  awhile  to  him  .and  thee. 

My  native  Land-~>GiHKl  Night ! 

” A few  short  hours  and  he  will  rl>=c 
To  give  the  morrow  hirtli ; 

And  I shall  hail  the  main  and  skies. 

But  not  my  mother  earth. 

Deserted  is  my  own  good  lutll, 

Its  hearth  is  desolate ; 

Wild  weeds  are  gathering  on  tbe  wall  ; 

My  dog  howls  at  the  gate. 

**  Come  hither,  hither,  my  little  pngc  ! ' 

Why  dost  th<«u  weep  and  wail  ? 

Or  dost  thou  dread  the  bi]low’^  nige, 

<lr  tremble  at  the  gale? 

Hut  dxih  the  tear-drop  from  thiiu*  eve; 

Our  ship  Ls  swift  and  strong: 

Our  fleetest  falcon  scarce  can  fly 
More  merrily  along.  *** 

*Mx*t  wind*  1«  shrill,  let  waves  roll  blgb, 

1 fear  not  wave  nor  wind : ' 

Yet  mart'cl  not,  Sir  Childe,  that  I 
Am  sorrowful  in  mitid  ; * 

For  I have  from  my  father  gone, 

A mother  whom  1 love. 

And  have  no  friend,  save  these  alone, 

But  thee  — and  one  above. 

**My  father  bles.s’d  me  fervently, 

Yet  did  not  much  complain  ; 

But  sorely  will  my  mothei  sigh 
Till  I come  bark  again.*' — • 

“ Enough,  enough,  my  little  lad  ! 

Such  tears  become  thine  eye ; 

If  I thy  guileless  bosom  had, 

Mine  own  would  not  Iw  dry. 

Murray.  “ Prav,”  h»  says  to  hismothpr.  “ stu-w  the  lad  ever)- 
klndneii,  oi  he  (•  my  griwt  favinirile.”  lie  alio  wrote  a Irtirr 
to  the  faUier  of  the  lt»y.  which  learri  a mmt  favourable  Im. 
presiloD  of  hit  thouchifulneis  and  kindllneii.  '*  I have  ” tie 
lays.  '*  sent  RoWrt  home,  bccauic  the  country  w iiich  1 atn 
about  to  travel  through  ts  In  a state  which  render*  it  uniafv, 
particularly  for  one  so  young.  I allow  voii  tu  deaiuct  from 
your  rent  flv*  and  twemr  prHitid*  a year  for  bi«  education,  lor 
three  year*,  provided  I do  not  return  tvrfure  that  time,  ami  I 
desire  he  may  be  cu&iidered  a*  lu  my  lerrice.  He  has  behaved 
eitrmiely  well,”} 

* [Here  followi  In  the  MS.}  — 

**  My  Mother  li  a hlgh-bom  dame, 

And  much  miiltketh  me; 

She  soith  tny  riot  hringrlh  shame 
On  all  my  ancestry  : 

I had  A liiter  once  I ween. 

Whose  tears  fierhapi  will  flow  ; 

But  her  fair  fare  I have  not  ic«t 
For  three  long  yeati  and  muc.**} 
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Why  du9t  Uiou  louk  so  (lale  ? 

Or  do»t  thou  dread  a French  foeman  ? 

Or  shiver  at  the  (tale  ? " — 

“Dcem’st  thou  I tremble  for  my  life  ? 

Sir  Chiltle.  1 *m  not  *o  weak ; 

But  thinking;  on  an  absent  wife 
W'ill  blanch  a faithful  cheek. 

“My  spouse  and  boys  dwell  near  thy  hall, 

Alun^  the  lx>rilering  lake. 

And  when  they  on  their  father  call, 

What  answer  iball  she  make?” — 

“ Enuuith,  enough,  my  yeoman  good, 

Thy  grief  let  none  gainsay  ; 

But  I,  who  am  of  lighter  mood. 

Will  laugh  to  flee  awa)-.  < 

“ For  who  would  trust  the  secmii^  sighs 
Of  wife  or  paramour? 

Fresh  feeres  will  dry  the  bright  blue  eyes 
Wc  late  saw  streaming  o’er.  * 

For  pleasures  past  I do  not  grieve. 

Nor  perils  gathering  ncarj 
My  greaU“st  grief  Is  that  I leave 
No  thing  that  claims  a tear.  * 

“ And  now  Tm  in  the  world  alone, 

Upon  the  wide,  wide  S4*a : 

But  why  should  I for  others  (triau, 

When  none  will  sigh  for  me  ? 

Pcn'hancc  my  will  whine  in  vain, 

Till  fed  by  stranger  hands ; 

But  long  ere  1 eomc  back  again 
He’d  tear  me  where  he  stands.  * 

I fWllUam  Fletcher,  the  fklthful  valet who,  a/trr  a 
serTli-e  of  twenty  yean,  (**  during  wbirh.'*  he  uiyi.  **  his  I.orcl 
was  more  t»  him  than  a father,")  received  the  Piifrtm't  last 
words  at  Miisolonghi.  and  did  not  i|uit  his  remains,  until  he 
had  teen  them  de|>Oiited  in  the  family  vault  at  llucknali.  This 
ui>sophisticatr<i**yearaan  ” was  acon>tant  source  of  {tJrasanCry  ' 
to  his  roaster;  —e.  p.  “ Fletcher.”  he  say*,  lii  a Iclter  to  hit 
mother,  ” it  not  rab.tnt ; he  requires  eniuforts  that  I ran  dis- 
pense with,  and  sighs  for  beer,  and  tseef.  aud  tea,  and  bis  wlf>\ 
and  the  devil  knows  what  besides.  We  were  one  uirht  Inst  iu 
s (huniler-itorm.  an<l  since,  nearly  wrecked,  (n  Loth  cases  he 
sorely  itewiidered ; from  apprehensions  of  famine  and 
banditti  In  the  first,  and  drowning  In  the  second  Instance. 
His  eyes  were  a little  hurt  by  the  lightning,  or  rrjdng,  I don't 
know  which.  1 did  wiiat  I could  to  console  him,  hut  found 
him  incorrigible.  He  sends  six  sighs  to  S.iily.  I shall  settle 
him  In  a farm  ; for  he  has  served  me  faithfiiUy,  and  Sally  is  a 
good  wotn.ar,'*  After  all  his  adventures  by  fittnd  and  field, 
short  commons  inclu<leri,  this  humble  Achates  of  the  poet  has 
now  esuUiiuhrd  himself  as  the  kec(»cr  of  an  Italian  warehouse. 

In  Charles  Street,  Berkeley  Square,  where,  if  he  does  m»t 
thrive,  every  one  who  knows  any  thing  of  his  character  will 
say  he  deserves  to  do  so.] 

• Enough,  crtmigii.  my  yeoman  good, 

All  this  It  well  to  uy  ; 

But  if  1 in  tby  sajulali  stood. 

I*d  laugh  to  get  away.*’—  MS.] 

* £**  For  who  would  trust  a paramour. 

Or  e'en  a wedded  freere. 

Though  her  blue  eves  were  streaming  o'er. 

And  tom  her  yellow  hair  ?”  — MS.  j 

< f**  1 leave  England  without  regret — 1 shall  return  to  It 
without  pleasure.  lam  like  Adam,  the  first  cunvlrt  sentraced 
to  (raoiportotion  ; but  I have  no  Ere.  and  have  eaten  no  apple 
but  what  was  i >ur  at  a crah.”  — Lord  B.  to  Mr.  Nodgton^ 

ns  ri-'rom  the  following  passage  In  a letter  to  Mr.  Dallai,  it 
would  appear  that  that  gentleman  hod  rernmmvndeii  (he  sup. 
pres'iion  or  alteration  of  this  rtansa:«— “ 1 do  not  mean  to 
I exchange  the  ninth  verve  of  the  • Good  Night,*  t have  no 
reasftn  to  sup(>r><e  my  dog  better  than  his  brother  brutes, 

IroankliKl ; and  Argus,  we  know  to  bn  a fable.”] 

* Here  foiiuws,  in  (he  onslnol  MS.:  — 

t.- 


“ With  thee,  my  bark,  I II  swiftly  go 
Athwart  the  foaming  brine ; 

Nor  care  what  land  thou  bear'st  me  to, 
So  not  ogHin  to  mine. 

Welcome,  welcome,  ye  dark  blue  waves  I 
And  when  you  fall  my  sight, 
Welcome,  ye  desert*,  and  ye  caves  I 
My  native  Land  — Good  Nlght!”^ 


On,  on  the  vessel  flies,  the  land  Is  gone,  ; 

And  winds  arc  rude,  in  Biscay’s  sleepless  bay.  i 

Four  days  are  sped,  but  with  the  fifth,  anon,  ; 

New  shores  descrieil  make  every'  bowm  gay  ; 

And  Cintra's  mountain  greets  them  on  Utelr  way,  j 
And  Tagus  dashing  onward  to  the  deep,  i 

His  fabled  gedden  tribute  bent  to  pay  ; I 

And  stKm  on  board  the  Lu>ian  pilots  leap,  [reap. 
And  steer  'twUt  fertile  shores  where  yet  few  ru.vtics  : 

XV. 

Oh,  Christ ! it  U a goodly  sight  to  see 

What  Heaven  hath  done  for  this  delicious  land  : 

What  fruits  of  fragrance  blush  on  every  tree  ! 

What  goodly  prospects  o’er  the  hlUs  expand ! 

But  man  would  mar  them  with  an  impious  hand : ) 

And  when  the  Almighty  lifts  his  fiercest  scourge 
’Gainst  those  who  most  transgress  bis  high  command,  i 
With  treble  vengeance  will  his  hot  shafts  urge  ’t 
Gaul’s  locust  host,  and  earth  from  fcUest  foemen  purg*;. " 1 1 

XVI.  : 

What  beauties  doth  Lisboa^  first  unfold  ! .! 

Her  image  floating  on  that  noble  tide. 

Which  poets  vainly  pave  with  sands  of  griUt,  •**  i 
But  now  whereon  a tbous.*upl  keels  did  ride  • 

Uf  mighty  strength,  since  Albion  was  allied,  I 

**  Methlnki  It  wciuld  my  bninm  glad,  ' 

To  ciunge  my  proud  estate. 

And  l>e  again  a laughing  lad  i 

With  one  beloi«ni  playnr-tte.  i 

Since  yruith  1 urorce  have  past'd  an  hour 
Without  disgust  or  pain. 

Except  sometimes  In  Lady's  boxer. 

Or  xhen  the  bowl  t dr^n.”] 

^ fOriglnally,  the  **111110  page'*  and  the  ••  yeoman  **  were 
introduced  in  the  following  tUnsat:  — 

**  And  uf  his  train  tliert.'  was  a henchman  page, 

A peasant  boy,  who  served  his  master  well  ; 

And  often  would  hit  prank'-ome  prate  eii;;age 
Chllde  Harold's  ear.  wlnm  his  proiul  heart  did  swell 
NVith  sable  thouglils  th^C  he  dltiloinM  to  tell 
'Hien  would  hr  smile  on  him,  .and  Aiwin  smiled. 

When  aught  that  from  his  young  U|mi  an  hly  fell 
The  gloomy  film  from  Harold's  eye  beguiled  ; 

And  pleased  for  a glinipse  appear'd  the  woeful  Ghltde. 

Him  and  one  yeom.*m  uuly  did  he  take 
To  travel  eastward  to  a far  eountrie ; 

And,  though  the  Imy  was  grieved  to  leave  the  lake 
On  whose  fair  banks  he  grew  frr>m  iiifouiy, 

F.fttnons  hli  llulc  heart  neat  merrilv 
With  hope  of  foreip)  ruitioni  to  Iwhnict, 

Arui  many  things  right  marvellous  to  see. 

Of  which  our  vaunting  voyagers  oft  have  told. 

In  mai;y  a tome  as  true  os  Mandeville's  of  old."] 

* [**  These  Lutinn  brutei.and  earth  from  worst  of  wretches 

purge.  MS.) 

* A friiTKl  odrisi'S  t’iistiponl ; hut  T.isboa  It  the  Por. 
tugtiese  word,  ronsequeiitly  the  best.  Ullisipont  is  pedantic  ; 
and  0*  I hod  lugged  in  UeUat  and  F.rot  not  long  l•ero^o,  there 
would  have  been  something  like  an  afTectstion  of  Greek  (errnt, 
which  I wished  to  avoid.  On  the  submission  of  l.tiiilania  to 
the  Moors,  they  changed  the  name  of  the  capital,  which  till 
then  had  been  Ulisi|>u.  or  Lisp.);  hecausc.  In  the  Arabic  al. 
phohet,  the  letter©  is  not  urecL  Hence,  | believe,  LUboa, 
whence  again,  thcVrimch  Lisbonne,  and  our  Lisbon.'—  God 
knows  which  the  earlier  corruption  !**— flyroo.  MS.] 

w Which  poets,  prone  to  He,  have  paved  with  gold. '‘—MS.] 
a 3 
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Come  hither,  hither,  my  staunch  yeoman,  • 
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And  to  the  Lusiana  did  her  aid  afford  ; 

A nation  swoln  with  Ignorance  and  pride. 

Who  lick  yet  loathe  the  hand  that  waves  the  aw-ord 
To  save  them  from  the  wrath  of  Gaul's  un5^‘aring 
lord.  * 


XVII. 

' Ilut  whoso  entereth  within  this  town, 

I That,  sheening  far,  edestial  seems  to  be, 

I Di-sconsutate  will  wander  up  and  down, 

I I 'Mid  many  things  unsightly  to  strange  ce 
I F><r  hut  and  palace  show  like  flltbily : 

The  ding>'  denizens  arc  rear'd  in  dirt ; 

No  personage  of  high  or  mean  degree 
X>oth  care  for  cleanness  of  surtout  or  shirt ; 
Though  «hent  with  Kg}'pt*s  plague,  unkempt,  un- 
wxsh'd,  unhurt, 

xvm. 

Poor,  paltT}-  slaves ! yet  bom  ’midst  noblest  scenes — 
Why,  Nature,  wa^te  thy  wonders  on  such  men  ? 
Lol  Cintm'»s  glorious  Eden  intervenes 
In  varietpited  maze  of  mutmt  and  glen. 

Ah  me  1 what  band  can  pencil  guide,  or  pen, 

To  follow  half  on  which  the  eye  dilates 
Thrt>ugh  view#  more  dazzling  unto  mortal  ken 
Than  those  whereof  such  things  the  bard  relates, 
Wdo  to  the  awc'struck  world  unlock'd  Elysium's  gates? 

XIX. 

The  horrid  crags,  by  toppling  convent  crown’d. 
The  cork-trees  hoar  that  clothe  the  shaggy  steep. 
The  mountain-moss  by  scorching  skies  iinbrowm'd, 
The  sunken  glen,  whose  siuilcss  shmbs  must  weep. 
The  tender  azure  of  the  unrutlltHl  deep, 

The  orange  tints  that  gild  the  greenest  bough, 

The  torrents  that  from  cliff  to  valle>’  leap, 

The  vine  on  high,  the  willow  branch  below. 

Mix’d  in  one  mighty  scene,  with  varied  beauty  glow. 

• [Hy  roTTipAring  this  and  the  thirteen  following  stanzas 
with  the  areount  of  his  progress  which  Lord  Byron  sent  home 
to  his  mother,  the  reader  will  sec  that  they  are  the  exact 
echoes  of  the  thoughts  which  occurred  to  his  intnd  as  he  went 
over  the  spot#  described.  — Mooaa.3 

• [*•  ’Mid  many  things  that  grieve  both  nose  and  oe."— MS.] 
> ['*  To  make  amends  for  the  filthiness  of  Lislxm,  and  lu 

still  filthier  inlialiitants.  the  rllUge  of  Cintra,  about  flfieen 
miles  from  the  capital,  is.  ps>rhapi,  in  everr  respect  the  most 
delightful  in  Kim>pe.  It  contains  beauties  of  eret^- riescri]Ki<  'n, 
natural  and  artlileial : paltct's  and  gardens  rising  in  the  midst 
of  rocks.  r.itararts,  and  pretHplres : invents  on  impenilous 
heights ; a distant  « lew  nf  the  sea  and  the  Tagus ; and.  betides 
(though  that  is  a sccimdiry  cuo^ld'-rathm',  is  remarkable  ms 
the  scene  of  Sir  Hew  Dalrymplc’s  conTention.  It  unites  In 
itself  all  the  wildness  of  the  western  Hiidilamis  with  the 
verdure  of  the  south  of  Krance.*'—  B.  to  Mr$.  Sj^ron.  l«t)9.] 

• The  convent  of  **  Our  Lady  of  Puni  thment,”  So$*a  Sflkiro 
de  Pena^  on  the  summit  nf  the  rock.  Below,  at  tome  distance, 
is  iho  Cork  Convent,  where  St.  IJonnrlus  dug  his  den,  over 
which  Is  Ids  efdtaph.  From  the  hills,  the  sea  aetdv  to  the 
beauty  of  the  view.  — SoU  to  1st  Edition.  — Since  the  pub- 
licotUm  of  this  poem.  1 hare  been  informed  of  the  mbapprr- 
hen<inn  of  the  term  Si-ia  .^rmrra  df  Pena.  It  was  owing  to 
the  want  of  the  li7</e  or  mark  over  lire  n,  which  alters  the  sig- 
nllP  Uion  of  the  word:  with  It.  Pena  signifies  a rock  ; without 
it.  /*«’Na  has  the  sense  I adoided.  1 do  not  think  it  necwisary 
to  alter  the  passage ; as,  tnough  the  common  occepution 
affixnl  to  it  U **  Our  I.Ady  of  the  Itoek.”  1 may  well  assume 
the  other  sense  from  the  severities  practiscil  there.  — Sote  to 
id  Edition. 

^ It  Is  a well  known  fact,  that  In  the  year  1^09,  the  assassin- 
ations in  the  streets  of  Lisbon  and  its  vicinity  were  not  confined 
by  the  Portuguese  to  their  rountrvTnen  ; hut  that  Knglishmen 
were  daily  butchered ; and  sr>  far  from  redress  lielng  ulttalned, 
we  w<  re  rerpiestetl  not  to  interfere  if  wo  psTctnvcd  any  rom- 
patrlot  defending  tiimsulf  against  his  allies.  1 was  once  stopped 


XX. 

Then  Mow’ly  climb  the  many-winding  way. 

And  frequent  turn  U>  linger  aa  you  go, 

From  loftier  rocks  new  lovcUocss  survey, 

And  rest  ye  at  **  Our  Lady’s  house  of  wor*;"^ 
Where  frugal  monks  their  little  n.*lics  show. 

And  sundry  legends  to  the  stnuuier  tell : 

Here  impious  men  have  punish'd  been,  and  to  I 
Deep  in  yon  cave  Honorius  long  did  dwell. 

In  ho|K*  to  merit  Heaven  by  making  earth  a HelL 

XXL 

And  here  and  there,  as  up  the  crags  you  spring, 
Mark  many  rude-carved  crf)sses  near  the  path ; 

Yet  deem  not  these  devotion’s  offering  — 

These  arc  mcmorlali  fr»il  of  murderuiis  wrath : 

For  wheresoe’er  the  shrieking  rtctlm  hath 
Pour'd  forth  his  blood  beneath  the  assassin's  knife, 
Some  hand  ert'cts  a cross  of  mouldering  lath ; 

And  grove  and  glen  with  thousand  such  are  rife 
Throughout  this  purple  land,  where  law  secures  not 
Ufe.» 

XXII. 

On  sloping  mounds,  or  in  the  vale  beneath. 

Are  domes  where  whllomc  kings  did  make  rci>air; 
But  now  the  wild  flowers  round  them  only  brvathe; 
Yet  min’d  splendour  still  U lingering  there. 

And  yonder  towers  the  Prince's  palace  fair ; 

There  thou  too,  Vathek  S ® England's  wealthiest  son. 
Once  form'd  thy  Paradise,  as  not  aware 
MTien  wanton  Wealth  her  mightiest  deeds  hath  done, 
Meek  Peace  voluptuous  lures  was  ever  wont  to  shun. 

XXIII. 

Here  didst  thou  dwell,  here  schemes  of  pleasure  plan, 
Beneath  yon  mountain's  ever  beauteous  brow ; 

But  now,  as  If  a thing  unblest  by  Man, 

Thy  fairy  dwelling  is  as  lone  as  thou  t 


In  the  way  to  the  fhealre  at  eight  o'clock  In  the  evening,  when 
the  itreel*  were  not  more  emirty  than  they  p'oerally  are  at 
that  hour,  opptxlle  to  an  open  ihop,  and  in  a rarriage  w ith  a 
fdeful ! had  w e not  forttinotely  been  armed,  1 liave  not  the 
least  doubt  that  we  ihould  have  **  adorned  a tale”  Instead  of 
telling  one.  The  crime  of  aasassination  is  not  confined  to 
Portuval : in  Sicily  and  Malu  we  are  knocked  on  the  brad  at 
a hamlsome  average  nightly,  and  not  a Sicilian  or  .Maltese  U 
ever  punished ! 

• ["  Vathek  ” Csars  Lord  Byron,  In  one  of  hit  dlarlev .>  “ was 
one  of  the  tales  I had  a very  early  admiration  of.  For  cot- 
rectnest  of  costume,  beauty  of  ^rscfiptioD,  and  power  of 
imagination,  It  far  luruatars  all  Kuropi-an  Iniiutioru ; and 
bears  such  marks  of  ortginalily,  that  those  who  have  visited 
the  Hast  will  find  some  ditficulty  In  believing  it  to  be  more 
than  a translation.  As  an  eastern  tale,  even  Kasselu  miut 
Imw  before  it ; hit  ‘ happy  valley  ’ will  rvot  bear  a s-oroparlscm 
wUb  tire  * Hail  of  EblU.’ t\Vui1am  Beckford,  Ksq.,  son  of 
live  once  celebrated  alderman.'  and  heir  to  his  enormous 
wealth,  published,  at  the  early  age  of  eighteen,  ” Memoirs  of 
extraonlmory  Painters ; ” and  in  the  year  after,  the  rmnance 
thus  ruloglied.  After  sitting  for  Hindoo  in  several  parlia- 
ments, this  mfted  person  was  loduced  to  fix,  for  a time,  his 
residence  in  Portugal,  where  the  memoiy  of  hit  magniftcmcc 
was  fVeih  at  the  period  of  l.ord  Byron's  pilgrimage.  Hetuming 
to  Kngiand.  he  realised  all  the  outw.srd  shuws  of  Goftife 
grandeur  in  his  unsubstantial  nageant  of  Foiithiil  Abliey ; and 
has  mure  recently  betm  imiulKlng  hit  fancy  writh  another,  pro- 
b^y  not  more  lasting,  numument  of  arrhiiectiiral  caprice,  in 
the  rtcinity  of  Bath.  It  is  much  to  he  regretted,  th.si.  after  a 
lapse  of  fifty  years.  Mr.  Beckford’t  literary  reputation  shimid 
euntinue  u>  rest  entirely  on  his  juvcnilr,  however  remarkable, 
perfonnanres.  U Is  said,  however,  thjst  he  h-vs  prepared  several 
works  for  posthumous  publicatloD.] 

? £**  When  Wealth  andTaste  their  worst  and  best  havedone, 
Me<-k  Peare  |>oIltktion't  lure  voluptuous  stlU  must 
shu».”~  MS.] 
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i|  CANTO  I.  CniLDE  HAROLD'S  I»ILGUIMA(;E. 


Here  ffUuit  weeds  a passage  scarce  allow 
To  balls  deserted,  portals  Raping  wide  : 

Fresh  lessons  to  the  thinking  besom,  how 
Vain  arc  the  pleasaunces  on  earth  supplied ; 
Swept  Into  wrecks  anon  by  Time's  ungentle  tide  I 


XXIV. 

Behold  the  hall  where  chiefs  were  late  convened ! i 
Oh  1 dome  displeasing  unto  British  eye  t 
With  diadem  hight  foobcam  lo  t a fiend, 

A little  fiend  that  scoffs  incessantly, 

There  sits  In  parchment  rol>e  array’d,  and  by 
HU  side  is  bung  a seal  and  sable  scroll. 

Where  blazon'd  glare  names  known  to  chivalry. 
And  sundry  signatures  adorn  the  roll,  [soul.  ■* 
I Wheri'at  the  Urchin  iioints  and  laughs  with  alt  his 


XXV. 

Convention  is  the  dwartish  demon  styleil 
That  foil’d  the  knights  In  Marialva's  dome : 

Of  brains  (If  brains  they  had)  he  them  lM*irulled, 
And  turn’d  a nation's  shallow  joy  to  gloom. 

Here  Folly  dii>h’d  to  earth  the  vicUir’s  plume, 
.And  Tolicy  regain'd  wh,vt  arms  had  lost : 

For  chieU  like  ours  in  vain  may  laurels  bloom  1 
Woe  to  the  conqu’ring,  not  the  conquer'd  h(»^t. 
Since  bafiied  Triumph  droops  on  Lusitania's  coast ! 


XXVI. 

And  ever  since  that  martial  synod  met, 

I j Britannia  sickens  Cintra  I at  thy  name ; 

I And  folks  in  office  at  the  mention  fret,  [shame.  | 

! And  fain  would  blush,  if  blush  they  cxtuld,  for  ' 

How  will  posterity  the  deed  proclaim  1 
Will  not  our  own  and  fellow-nations  sneer, 

To  view  these  champions  cheated  of  their  fame. 

By  foes  in  tight  o'erthrovm,  yet  victor*  here,  [year? 
Where  Scorn  her  finger  i>uintji  through  many  a coming 

• The  ronrrirtlon  of  Cintra  wm  signed  in  the  palare  of  the 
Marrhr*e  Mariiiiva.  — f‘*  The  armislke,  the  negotiation*,  the 
cunventton  itself,  and  tne  cxenitlon  of  iU  provitiont,  were  ail 
' rommrnrcd,  coiiducted,  and  concludcHl,  at  the  diitance  of 
I thirty  mites  from  Cintra,  mith  which  place  they  ha<t  not  tlie 
I slightest  coimectkm,  potlticat,  niiliUfy,  or  local;  yet  Lord 
^ Ryrim  has  grnviily  juserttd.  In  prose  and  verse,  that  Che  riwi- 
I rt-nllon  was  signed  at  the  of  Marialva’s  house  at 

I I Cintra  ; and  the  author  of  * The  Diary  of  an  InviUld.'  Improv. 

I hit  upon  the  jmet's  discovery,  detected  the  stains  of  the  Ink 
I *i«llt  l»)  Jiinot  upon  the  occasion.*'  — AopferV  Hittory  tht 
! Pfnituuiar  flor.J 

I ^ The  passage  stood  differently  in  the  original  MS.  Some 
I verses  which  the  poet  omlttrl  at  the  entreaty  nf  hli  friend* 
can  note  offend  no  one.  and  may  perhaps  amuse  many  : — 

In  golden  ch.'U’ai'ten  right  well  design'd. 

First  on  the  list  appeareth  one  ••  Jimot ; ** 

Thencrriain  other  glunous  names  we  find, 

Which  rhyme  rompelieth  me  to  place  below : 

Dull  vicuirt ! baffled  by  a vanquish'd  foe, 

W liredlrd  by  conyuge  hjnguca  of  laurels  due, 

Stand,  wortny  of  each  nther.  in  a row  — 

Sir  Arthur.  Barrr,  and  Che  dltiard  Hew 
Dalrymplc,  secly  wight,  soro  dupe  of  t'  other  tew. 

Convention  it  the  dwarfish  demon  styinl 
That  foil'd  the  knights  iu  Marialva's' dome  : 

Of  bnilns  (if  brains  ther  had'  he  them  beguiled. 

And  turn’d  a nation's  shallow  joy  lo  gloom. 

For  well  I w«>t.  when  first  the  news  did  come, 

That  Vimiera'i  field  by  Caul  was  lost. 

For  paragraph  ne  paper  scarce  had  room. 

Such  P«ans  leemnl  for  our  triumphant  host. 

In  Courier,  Chronicle,  and  eke  in  Morning  Poat : 

Hut  when  Convention  sent  bis  handv^work. 

, i’en*.  tongues,  feet,  hands,  combined  in  wild  uproar ; 

I Mayor,  aldgrmen,  laUl  down  the  upliffed  fork  ; 

{ Tlx*  Bench  of  Bishons  half  forgot  to  snore ; 

' Ston  Cobbett,  who  for  one  whole  week  forbore 


xxvir. 

So  deem'd  the  Chllde,  at  o'er  the  mountains  he  i 
Did  take  his  way  in  solitary  gui'ie : j 

Sweet  waa  the  scene,  yet  soon  he  thought  to  lleo,  | 
More  restless  than  the  swallow  in  the  skic*s : 

Though  here  awhile  he  learn *d  to  moralize,  [, 

For  Meditation  fix'd  at  times  on  him;  ij 

And  conscious  Reason  whi«t)er'il  to  dcspl^ie  i 

His  early  youth,  mKapent  In  maddest  whim  ; * 

But  as  he  gazed  on  truth  his  aching  eyes  grew  dim.  I 


XXVIIL 

To  horse!  to  horse  ! S he  qnita,  for  ever  quits 
A scene  of  peace,  though  soothing  to  his  soul : i 

Again  he  rouse#  from  hU  moping  fits. 

But  seeks  not  now  the  harlot  and  the  bowl.  [ 

Onward  he  flies,  nor  fix'd  as  yet  the  goal 
Where  he  shall  rest  him  on  his  pilgriiiiage ; ► 

And  o'er  him  many  changing  scenes  inuat  ndl  | 
Ere  toll  his  thi«>.t  for  travel  can  assuage, 

Or  he  shall  calm  his  brea.>t,  or  Icam  experience  sage. 


XXIX. 

Yet  Mafra  shall  one  moment  claim  delay. 

Where  dwelt  of  yore  the  Lushans’  luckless  queen;  ^ 
And  church  and  court  did  mingle  their  array, 

And  mass  and  revel  were  alternate  seen  ; 

Lordllngs  and  freres  — ill-sorted  fry  I ween  I 
But  here  the  Babylonian  whore  hath  built  * 

A dome,  where  flaunts  she  in  such  glorious  sheen, 
That  nyen  forget  the  blood  which  she  bath  spilt, 
And  bow  the  knee  to  Pomp  that  loves  to  vami»h  guilt. 


XXX. 

O'er  vales  that  teem  with  fruits,  romantic  hills, 
(Ob,  that  such  hills  upheld  a freebunt  race!) 
Whereon  to  gaze  the  eye  with  joyaunce  fills 
Childc  Harold  wends  through  nuiny  a pleasant  phice. 

To  question  aught,  once  more  with  transport  leapt. 

And  bit  bis  dpviliih  quill  agen.  aitd  swore 

With  for  such  treaty  never  should  be  kept,  f—  slept ! 

Then  burst  the  blatant  * beast,  and  roar'd,  and  raged,  and 

Thus  unto  Heaven  appe.-d'd  the  peo{>le  : Heaven, 
Which  love#  the  liege*  ofonr  gruciuus  King. 

Decreed,  that,  ere  mir  generals  were  fnrgfvt’fl. 

Inquin  should  be  held  about  the  thing. 

But  Mercy  cloak'd  the  babes  Iwueath  her  wing ; 

And  os  they  snared  our  foes,  so  sp.ared  we  them  ; 

1 ViTyero  was  tne  pity  of  our  sire*  for  Bytig  '(•  f) 

Yet  knave*,  not  idiots,  should  the  law  ramiemn  ; 

Then  live,  ye  gallant  kuighu  1 and  bless  yuur  Judges’ 
phlegm  ! 

s C*  After  remaining  ten  days  in  Lisbon,  we  sent  our  bag. 
gage  and  part  of  our  servants  hr  sea  to  Gibraltar,  aitd  travel)^ 
oo  hortehark  to  Seville;  a distance  of  nearly  four  hunUr<*d 
miles.  I'he  huriei  are  excellent : we  rode  seventy  inilet  a-day. 
F.ggs  and  wine,  and  hard  beds,  are  all  the  accommodation  «c 
found,  at»d,  iu  such  torrid  weather,  quite  enough."  B.  Lrtter$, 
1809.] 

< " Her  luckleM  Majesty  went  lubsequmlly  mad  ; and  Dr. 
WlUis,  who  so  dexterously  cudgelled  kingly  pericranimns, 
could  make  nothing  of  hers,"— J?«roi*  MS,  [The  queen 
laboured  under  a melancholy  ktmf  of  derangement,  from 
which  she  never  recovered.  She  died  at  the  Bmiili,  In  IHI6.] 

* The  extent  of  Mafra  is  prodigious:  it  contains  a p^ce, 


• •*  Blatant  beast " — a figure  for  the  mob,  1 think  first  used  ' 
by  Smollett  In  his  ••  Adventures  of  an  Atom."  Horace  ha* 
tne  "hcllua  multoruro  capitum:"  In  England,  fortunately 
enough,  the  lUuitHous  mobility  have  not  evem  one. 

f Uy  this  queiy  it  is  not  meant  that  our  fontish  general* 
shoukf  have  been  shot,  but  that  Byng  might  have  been  ipaml, 
though  the  one  suffered  and  the  mhers  escaped,  probablv  for 
Candlde**  reason.  “ pour  encouragrr  Ics  autre*. ’*  fScN* 
Croker’s  “ Boswell,"  voJ.  I.  p 798. ; and  the  Quarterly  Review. 
voL  xxvll.  p ‘J07.,  where  the  question.  whetl»er  the  admiral 
was  or  was  not  a political  martyr,  is  treated  at  large.] 
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CANTO  I. 


Th'»u:;h  drtm  it  hut  a foolish  chafe, 

And  marvct  men  should  quit  their  ra.<>’  chair. 

The  toilsome  tray,  and  Ion;;,  lon^c  Ica^c  to  trace, 
Oh  t there  Is  sweetness  in  the  mountAin  air. 

And  life,  that  bloated  Ease  can  never  hope  to  share. 

XXXI. 

More  bleak  to  view  the  hills  at  length  recede. 

And,  less  luxuriant,  smoother  vales  extend ; 
ImmonM*  horizon-bounded  plains  succeed! 

Far  as  the  eye  discerns,  withouten  end, 

Spriin’s  realms  apiK*ar  wherct>tj  her  ^h^•pherds  tend 
Flocks,  whose  rich  fleece  right  well  the  trader 
knows  — 

Now  must  the  piistor’s  arm  his  lambs  defend ; 

For  Spain  is  ctimpAss’d  by  un}ieldini;  fin's 
And  all  mu«t  shield  their  all,  or  »liarc  Salijection's 


XXXH, 

Where  Lusit-inla  and  her  Sigler  meet. 

Deem  ye  wli.nt  bounds  the  rival  realms  ditide  ? 

Or  ere  the  jealous  qm  ius  of  nations  greet, 

I>iith  Ta>(»  intciq>ose  hU  mishty  tide  ? 

Or  dark  Siernis  rise  In  cragizy  pride  ? 

Or  fence  of  art,  like  China's  va-«ty  wall  ? — 

Nc  harrier  w;ill,  ne  river  deep  and  wide, 

Ne  horrid  crags,  nor  mounulus  dark  and  tall. 

Rise  like  the  rocks  that  part  Ilispania’s  land  from  Gaul : 

XXXIII. 

But  these  between  a silver  strt'amlet  elides. 

And  senree  a name  distinguUhclh  the  brook. 

Though  rival  kingdoms  press  its  verdant  sides. 

Here  leans  the  idle  shepherd  on  his  crook, 

And  vacant  on  the  rippling  waves  doth  b*ok,  j 

That  i)cacoful  still  ‘twixt  bitterest  foemen  flow; 

For  proud  each  |>easant  ;is  the  iiobU  st  duke  ; 

Well  doth  the  Si*anish  hind  the  difference  know 
'Twixt  him  and  Lu»ian  «lave,  the  Iowi-?l  of  the  low.  > 

XXXIV. 

But  ere  the  mln.:ling  bounds  have  far  been  pass'd. 
Dark  Guailiana  rolls  bis  pi>wir  along 
In  sullen  billows  murmuring  ami  va^t. 

So  noted  ani'ii-nt  niundclays  among,  s 
^^’hiluI^e  U(ton  hU  banks  did  legions  tbmng 

coovrnf.  an  1 nicest  »urrr!i  ehufrlv  Tii»*  organ*  *rr  tho 
mo*t  I crir  In  i*«lnt  of  di'coratlim : wc  did 

not  h*-ar  Imi  wrre  udd  tint  lliHr  loni-i  nrre  rorre. 

•ponil<-nt  to  ihi'lr  ‘pltndonr.  M-«tra  i*  tvnru'ii  tli**  Kii'urul  of 
Portninl.  f*'  Alvnit  ton  mile*  t<>  the  right  of  Cintra.”  »ay« 
I»rd  Ilyrom  in  a l•'^tc^  to  his  mother,  ••  l»  tho  palarv  of  M.ifra. 
the  hoit*i  t.f  Port'i.'-d,  n«  It  might  be  of  any  cnintrr.  In  point 
of  magtilRrmiv.  wiihoiit  rh-;.'ance.  Th^r«*  U a rrmTcr.t  an- 
TV»*xo<l : thf  monk*,  who  large  reren^c***.  are  coiirteoMl 

etioiigli.  Add  ondcruand  loUin;  «o  that  «c  h.wi  a long  ron- 
Tcrution.  Tlur  have  a Urje  liijrury,  and  .\»ked  me  if  the 
Fnglish  haai  <sny  Aooit#  In  thrir  emintrr.**  — Mafra  was  erorted  ' 
h?  John  V-.  tn  't»nr*u  ince  of  a vnw.  m ade  In  a -langrrom  lit  of 
lllne»i,  to  found  a cr>nvcnl  f*»r  the  u»e  of  the  t»Oor«ot  friary  In  1 
the  kingdom.  I'jwm  Inqulrv.  thl«  p.ioretl  wa*  found  -U  Maba;  I 
where  twidre  Frarci»mn»  llv**>l  togrllmi  in  a hut.  There  U a 
magnifirent  view  of  the  eai*ting  edfike  In  **  klnden't  lllu*- 
trationi."J 

I A*  1 found  the  rortugue*e,  so  I have  ehararlerUod  them. 
That  they  are  tlnee  improved,  at  lei«t  In  ronr  ic**,  li  evident. 
The  late  exploit*  of  L*»rd  WrUmgton  have  efr.u'<‘tl  the  follie* 
of  (‘infra,  lie  hai,  tndml,  done  wotuU  r* : he  ha*.  t>efhapi, 
changed  the  ch.ararter  of  a nation,  rrronclled  riv.!!  luper- 
•titlon*.  ami  balflexl  an  enemy  who  never  retreated  before  bii 
predeeevftor*.  — 1’‘12. 

• t“  Bnt  ere  the  boundt  of  Spain  have  far  been  paM*d«  I 

Kor  ever  fun'sl  In  manv  a noteil  »ong,*'.—  MS.J  I 

* ri^ird  Byron  irem*  to  have  llni«  early  aetjuired  enough  J 
of  ^>anUh  to  understand  and  ap|>rcclale  the  grand  body  of  | 


Of  Mf>or  and  Knight,  in  mailed  splendour  drest : 
Here  ceased  the  swift  tJieir  race,  here  sunk  the  strun;; ; 
The  Paynim  turban  and  the  Christian  crest 
Mix'd  on  the  bleeding  stream, by  floating  hcjsts  oppress'd. 

XXXV. 

Oh,  lovely  .Si>ain  ! renown'd,  romantic  land  ! 

HTierc  is  that  standard  which  Pelagio  bon*, 

When  Cava's  traitor-sire  first  call’d  the  band 
Thattlyed  thy  mountain  streams  vilth  Gothic  gore?  < 
^Vhl•rv  are  those  bloody  hjinners  which  of  yore 
Wavi-d  o'er  thy  sons  victorious  to  the  gale. 

And  drove  at  last  the  spoilers  to  their  shore  ? 

Red  glrrun’d  the  cro*s,  and  waned  thecrcMent  |mIc, 
While  .Xfric's  echoes  thrill'd  with  Moorish  matron**'  wail. 

XXXVI. 

Teems  not  each  ditty  with  the  glorious  talc  ? 

Ah  ! such,  alas ! the  hero’s  amplest  fate  I 
>\1ien  granite  moulders  and  when  records  fail, 

A itea.sant's  plaint  prolongs  his  dubious  date. 

Pride ! bend  thine  eye  from  heaven  to  thine  otatc, 
See  how  the  Mighty  shrink  into  a song  I ' 

Can  Volume.  Pillar,  Pile,  preserve  thee  great  ? 

Or  must  thou  trust  Tradition's  simple  tongtje,  j 
Wlieu  Flatter)’  sleeps  with  thee,  and  UUtory  does  thee  I 
wrung  ? ' 

XXXVII. 

Aw.ike,  ye  son*  of  Sixdn  ! awake  ! ailvanee  1 
1*0  ! Chis-alry,  your  ancient  goildcs*,  cries, 

But  wields  not,  as  of  old.  her  thirsty  lana-. 

Nor  shakes  her  crimson  plumage  in  the  skies  : 

Now  on  the  sn.oke  of  bLuing  boU.s  she  flies, 

And  speaks  in  thunder  through  yon  engine's  roar : 

In  every  jical  she  calU-— “ Awake  ! arbe  !" 

Say,  is  her  voice  more  feeble  than  of  yere. 

When  her  war-song  was  hcanl  on  Andalu»la's  shore  ? 

xxxvni. 

Hark  ! beanl  you  not  those  hoofs  of  dre.idful  note  ? 
Sounds  not  the  clang  of  conflict  on  the  heath  ? 

S-tw  ye  nut  whom  the  ncking  sabre  smote, 

Nor  Mved  your  hn'thren  ere  they  s.ank  Uneath 
Tyrant*  and  tyrant*'  slave*  ? — the  fire*  of  lUath,  ' 
The  bale-flrcs  fla'-h  on  high  :■ — from  n*ck  t<*  rm  k I 
Each  Volley  tell*  that  thoiPsinds  cense  to  breathe;  I 
Death  rides  upon  the  sulphur)'  Siroc,  * j 

Red  Battle  stam;>s  his  foot,  and  mtions  fed  the  shock,  j 

anclnit  pupiiiar  portrr,  — unequallrd  In  Hurn|>^,  — wliirh 
mujl  ♦'VTT  form  th**  firtiV  of  thnt  mAgrlflceot  !aneu--ufr.  ! 

hi*  lH*a>itlfiil  verMon  of  one  of  tin*  In-it  of  ih?  |.Alla>n  t>f  (h«  • 
(irAiMiU  war  — the  **  Komonre  nmy  iloinrofo  Col  »Uio  y torcia  | 
dr  .\lh.ainA  ”]  I 

* Count  Jull.vi*«  dAoehtcr.  the  Helen  of  fipain.  Pplnplu*  ' 
pr»^«Tve«|  hl«  ln<b-|K.juh-nce  in  the  r;otne*M4  of  the  Aiturta*,  j 
and  the  dncemloitt*  of  his  followers,  after  some  centuries,  | 
fompletMl  their  stnigele  liy  the  conquest  of  (in-iiAiU.  — ‘ 

AImfrtt  all  the  S|>anith  historian*,  as  well  as  the  voice  of 
trailitlon,  asrnl»e  the  Inrtsion  of  tho  Moipf*  f>  the  f'lrclblc 
violation  by  nixleHck  rjpon  HoruMla.  calle*!  be  the  M>H>rs 
('aba.  nr  ('avo.  Sh<' vu  tho  daughter  of  Count  Julian,  one  uf 
the  Gothic  monarch**  j>rmclf.al  lirut.-nant*.  who,  wIktj  the  I 
crime  was  pcrpetralerl,  was  eng.ig<‘'l  in  the  defeticr  of  Oiita  I 
against  the  M^tsors  In  hts  in.ii^ti.iit>'n  at  the  Inuratltude  of 
his  siivereiim.  an<l  the  ili.lummirbr  his  daughter,  ('mint  Julian 
h'rgot  the  duttc*  of  a Christian  and  « patriot,  and.  formlug  an 
alliance  with  Musa,  then  tin*  Caliph's  lleiitniant  in  Africa,  he  i 
countenanccil  the  invasion  of  Spaia  bya  limly  of  Sarao-n*  an<l 
Africans,  commanded  by  the  celchratcd  Tarik ; the  Issue  of  I 
which  w.a*  the  defe.at  and  death  of  Itoderick.  and  the  o»vu-  1 
patlon  of  almost  the  whole  penin*uU  by  the  Moorv  Tlie 
Spaniard*.  In  dc'teit.atb'n  «jf  Florinda’s  menmry,  are  said.  l»y 
CerTante*.  never  to  )>estow  that  name  upon  any  Icnnan  female,  j 
reserving  it  for  their  doR*." — Sia  Wsttra  J*eurr.]  I 

* f — **  from  rock  to  riick  i 

Blue  columns  soar  aloft  in  sulphurous  wreath.  j 

Fragments  on  frogmenu  in  coofuaiou  knock.'*—  MS.3 
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jj  CANTO  I.  CHIU)K  UAHOLD’S  PILGRIMAGE.  f>  \\ 


I XXXIX. 

! I Ivo  ! where  the  Giant  mi  the  mountain  stamls, 

, HU  hl<XMl-reil  tre-s^^s  deep'nin?  in  the  sun, 

! Wilii  (ioalh-shot  Rlowin/?  In  hU  fiery  hand«, 

I And  eye  that  scorcheth  all  it  clarcs  U|>on  ; 

j Uestlew  it  mils,  now  fix’d,  and  now  anon 

j I Flashing  afar,  — and  at  his  in)n  feet 
I i I>e*truction  cowers,  to  mark  what  deeds  are  done ; 
I:  For  on  thU  mnm  three  i»otent  nathms  meet, 

I To  shed  before  his  shrine  the  blood  he  deems  most 
! sweet- 

xr^ 

Ry  Heaven  ! it  is  a splendid  sight  to  see 
I (For  one  who  hath  no  friend,  no  brother  there) 
j ’ Their  rival  scarfs  of  mix’d  embroidery, 

{ Their  various  anni  that  glitter  in  the  air ! 
j ! What  gallant  wjir-houniis  rouse  them  from  their  lair, 
j ' And  gnic«h  their  fangs,  loud  yelling  for  the  prey  1 
' All  join  the  chase,  but  few  the  triumph  share ; 

I The  Grave  shall  bear  the  chiefest  prixe  away, 

I And  Havoc  scarce  for  joy  can  number  their  array. 

! XU. 

j Three  hosts  combine  to  otfer  sacrifice ; 
j I Three  tongues  prefer  strange  orisons  on  high  ; 

I I Three  candy  standard*  flout  the  pale  blue  skies ; 

^ I The  shout*  are  France,  Spain,  Alblun,  Victory  ! 

I ■ The  foe,  the  >icHm,  and  the  fond  ally 

That  fights  fur  all,  but  ever  fight*  in  vain, 
j j Are  met  — as  if  at  home  Uiey  could  not  die  — 

[ ' To  feed  the  crow  on  Talavcra's  plain, 

And  fertilise  the  field  that  each  pretends  to  gain.  < 

■\  XLIL 

There  shall  they  rot  — Ambition’*  honour'd  fools » « 
Vc8,  Honour  decks  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay  I 
V'ain  Sophistry  I in  these  liehold  the  UjoIs, 

' The  brtiken  tools,  that  tyrants  cast  avi-ay 
:j  Hy  myriads,  when  they  dare  to  jiavc  Uieir  way 
With  human  hearts — to  what  ? — a dream  alone. 
Can  di‘spot*  compass  aught  that  hails  their  sway  ? 
Or  call  with  truth  one  kiuui  of  earth  their  own, 

|<  Save  that  wherein  at  last  they  crumble  bone  by  bone  t 

l| 

I XLlll. 

Oh,  Albuera  I glorious  field  of  grief ! 

I I As  o’er  thy  plain  the  Pilgrim  prick’d  his  steed, 

; ! Who  could  foresee  thee,  in  a space  so  brief, 

A scene  where  mingling  foes  should  boast  and  bleed  1 
Peace  to  the  perish’d ! may  the  warrior's  meed 
And  tear-i  of  triumph  their  reward  prolong  1 
I Till  other*  fall  where  other  chieftains  lend 

Thy  name  shall  circle  round  the  gaping  throne, 
And  shine  In  worthless  lays  the  theme  of  transient 
song.  3 

> See  ArreNDix,  Note  A. 

* There  Jrt  them  r<>t  — while  rh\-tner»  tell  the  fooU 
Hnw  htmour  declu  the  turf  that  wrapt  their  cbiy  I 
Liars  avaunt ! ” — MS.] 

3 rTlilt  itantA  U not  In  the  original  MS.  It  w.ss  written 
at  Ni-witrad,  in  Auguit,  1*11,  sliurtly  altar  the  battle  of 
Allmera.] 

* f**  At  Serflle.  we  lodged  In  the  house  of  two  Stunish  un. 
marrlc'l  laities,  women  of  character,  the  eldest  a fine  wom.in, 
the  youngest  pretty.  The  freedura  of  manner,  which  it  general 
here,  astonished  me  nut  a UUie{  and,  in  the  course  of  further 
ohserratlun,  1 find  that  reserve  Is  not  the  characteristic  of 
S)>anUh  belles.  The  eldest  huDourcil  your  unworthy  son 
with  very  partictilar  attention,  ernbranng  him  with  great 
tr'idemesi  at  )>ariing  (I  was  there  hut  thnv*  d-nys-,  after  cut- 

I ting  uffa  lock  of  his  h.*ilr,  and  prvaeuting  him  with  oue  of  her 


XLIV. 

Enough  of  Battle’s  minions  ! let  them  play 

Their  game  of  live*,  and  barter  breath  for  fame  : ' 

Fame  that  will  scarce  re-anlmate  their  clay. 

Though  thousands  fall  to  deck  some  single  name. 

In  »K>th  ’twere  »ad  to  thw’art  their  noble  aim 
M'bo  strike,  blest  hireling*  I for  their  countiy’s  good,  * 
And  die,  that  living  might  have  proved  her  shame ; 
IVri'h’d,  perchance,  in  some  domc>tic  feud, 

Or  in  a narrower  sjihere  wild  Rapine’s  path  pursued. 

XLV. 

Full  swiftly  Harold  wends  hi*  lonely  way 
Where  proud  Scrilla**  triumph*  unsulalued  : 

Yet  i*  ahe  free  — the  spoiler’*  wbh’d-for  prey  ! 

•Soon,  soon  shall  Conquest's  fiery  fud  intrude, 
Blackening  her  lovely  dome*  with  traces  rude. 
Inevltalde  hour!  ’Gainst  fate  to  strive 
WTicre  l>esolation  plant*  her  famish’d  brood 
i Is  vain,  or  Ilion,  Tyre  might  yet  survive. 

And  Virtue  vanquish  all,  and  Murder  cease  to  thrive. 

XLVI. 

But  all  unconscious  of  the  coming  doom,  ! 

The  feast,  the  song,  the  rvvel  here  abounds ; t 

.Strange  inodes  of  merriment  the  hours  consume, 

Nor  bleed  these  patriot*with  thcircountry’s  wound*;  l[ 
Nor  here  W.ir’s  clarion,  but  I/ive's  rebeck  ^ sound> ; ] 
Here  Folly  still  hi*  votaries  Intbralt* ; [rotind'^ ; i 
And  young-cyetl  l,cwdnes»  walks  her  niidnight  I 
Girt  with  the  silent  crime*  of  Capitals,  ' ! 

Still  to  the  last  kind  Vice  clings  to  the  tott’ring  walls.  |> 

XLVn. 

Not  *0  the  rustic  — with  his  trembling  mate 
He  lurks,  nor  cast*  his  bea>7  eye  afar,  ! 

Jycst  he  should  view  his  vineyartl  des^edate,  | 

Blasted  below  the  dun  hot  breath  of  war.  i 

No  more  beneath  soft  Eve’s  consenting  star 
Fandango  twirls  his  jocund  ca.«tanoti 
Ah,  monarch*  1 could  ye  taste  the  mirth  ye  mar, 

Not  in  the  toil*  of  Uhny  would  ye  fret ; 

Thchairse  dull  drum  would  sleep,  and  Man  be  happy 
yet  I 

XTATII. 

How  carol*  now  the  lu.*ty  muleteer  ? 

Of  love,  romance,  devotion  is  hi*  lay, 

A*  whilome  he  was  wont  the  Icagiies  to  ehcer. 

His  quick  bell*  wildly  jingling  on  the  way  ? 

Nof  a*  he  speed*,  he  chants  “ Viva  cl  Bey  I’*  * 

Ami  checks  hi*  song  to  execrate  Godoy, 

The  rtiyal  wittol  Gbarles,  and  curse  the  day  ' 

MTien  first  Sp.’un's  queen  Itcbcld  the  black-eyed  l»oy,  ' 
And  gore-faced  Treason  sprung  from  her  adulurate 
joy. 

own.  nlwut  thrre  feet  In  Irnsth.  wMrh  I M*ncl.  and  beg  you 
will  retain  till  niy  return.  Her  )a*t  word*  were,  ' Aoiot,  tu 
iiermu*o ! me  gu*to  miirho.'  • Adieu,  you  pretty  fellow  I you 
plca*e  me  roiivh.'  ” — lAtrd  B.  to  kit  Mother,  Aug.  ]*«►.]  j 

• [A  kind  of  fiddle,  with  *mlr  two  Mrlnp*,  played  nn  by  a 
bow,  »aid  to  have  been  brought  by  the  Moor*  into  Spain.] 

• “ Viva  el  Rpt  Kematwlol”  Ixing  live  King  Ferdinand! 

I i*  the  cbom*  of  mml  of  the  Spanish  patrlntie  iongt  They 

are  chiefly  In  ditpraifte  of  the  old  king  ('hartei.  the  Queen, 
and  the  Prince  of  Peace.  I have  heard  mam’  of  them  ; tome 
of  the  air*  are  beautilul.  I><»n  Mamiel  nonpjy,  the  Principe  , 
4e  ta  Pat,  of  an  ancient  hiil  derayed  family,  wa*  born  at  Ita. 
dajor.  on  the  frontier*  of  Portuga),  and  wai  originally  In  the 
rank*  of  the  S|»anUh  (^rds;  till  hU  penon  attrarted  the 
queen’*  eye*,  and  ralced  him  to  the  dukedom  of  Aletidlo,  Ar. 

Ate.  It  i*  to  thii  man  that  the  Spanlarda  unlvemally  impuM 
the  ruin  of  their  country. 

— - = — . . — . 
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XLIX. 

On  yon  long,  level  pl&in,  at  instance  cromi’d 
With  crags,  whereon  those  Moorish  turrets  rest. 
Wide  scatter’d  hoof-marlcsdlnt  the  wounded  ground ; 
And,  scathed  by  tire,  the  greensward's  darken'd  vest 
TeiU  Uutt  the  foc  was  Andalusia's  guest : 

Here  was  the  cainp,  the  watch-flame,  and  the  host. 
Here  the  bold  peasant  storm'd  the  dragon’s  nest ; 
Still  does  he  mark  it  with  triumphant  boast ; 

And  points  to  yonder  cUtTs,  vrhicb  ott  were  won  and 
lost 

L. 

And  whomsoe'er  along  the  path  you  meet 
Bears  in  his  cap  the  badge  of  crimson  hue, 

^Vhlch  tells  you  whom  to  shun  and  w hom  to  greet : ^ 

I Woe  to  the  man  that  walks  In  public  view 
Without  of  loyally  this  token  true ; 

Sharp  is  the  knife,  and  sudden  is  the  stroke ; 

And  sorely  would  the  Gallic  focman  rue. 

If  subtle  poniards,  wrapt  beneath  the  cloke, 

' Could  blunt  the  sabre’s  edge,  or  clear  the  cannon's 
smoke. 

I 

U. 

At  every  turn  Morena's  dusky  height 
Sustains  aloft  the  battery’s  iron  load ; 

And,  far  as  mortal  eye  can  compass  sight. 

The  mountaln-howitaer,  the  broken  road. 

I The  bristling  palisiule,  the  fosse  o'erflow'd, 

The  station’d  bands,  the  never-vacant  watch, 

The  magazine  in  rocky  durance  stow'd. 

The  hoister’d  steed  beneath  the  shed  of  thatch. 

The  ball-piled  pyramid  the  ever-blazing  match, 

I UI. 

I Portend  the  deeds  to  come : — but  he  whoso  ntxl 
I Mas  tumble<I  feebler  despots  fn>m  their  sway, 

A moment  pauseth  ere  he  lifts  the  rod  ; 

A little  moment  deigneth  to  delay  : 

Soon  win  his  legions  sweep  through  these  their  way  ; 
The  West  must  own  the  Scourger  of  the  world. 

Ah  I Spain  ! how  sad  will  be  thy  reckoning-day. 
When  soars  Gaul's  Vulture,  with  his  wings  unfurl'd. 
And  thou  shalt  view  tby  sons  in  crowds  to  Hades  hurl’d  1 | 

Llir. 

And  must  they  fall  ? the  young,  the  proud,  the  brave, 

I To  swell  one  bloated  Chiefs  unwholescime  reign  ? 

I I No  step  be  tween  submi'ision  and  a grave  ? 
j The  rise  of  rapine  and  the  fall  of  Spain  ? 

1 1 And  doth  the  Power  that  man  adores  oi\laln 
I Their  d(K»m,  nor  heed  the  suv’pHant's  appeal  ? 

' Is  all  that  desi>erate  Valour  arts  In  \'uin  ? 

And  Counsel  mlt,  and  p::lrlotic  7<«‘s»l, 

The  Veteran's  9kil4  Youth's  lire,  and  M.inhoo<r8  heart 
I of  steel  ? 

j * The  rstl  cockade,  with  “ Fernando  VII..'*  In  the  centre. 

I * All  who  have  lom  a battery  will  rectdh'Ct  the  pyrnmidal 
J form  In  which  tliot  and  ahelU  are  piled.  The  Sierra  Moretia 
I wa«  fortilied  in  every  dtfile  through  wiUch  I pasted  in  my  « ay 
! to  Seville. 

• Such  were  the  exploltt  of  the  Maid  of  Saraenza,  who  by 

I her  valour  elevatol  herself  to  the  hiKbe*t  rank  of  hemtnet. 
Wb»n  the  AUlbur  was  at  Seville,  she  walked  daily  on  the 
ProJu,  decorated  with  metloli  and  orders,  br  cnnun.md  of  the 
I junU.  — (T)>e  exploits  of  AugtiKtina.  the  fammis  heroine  of 
I Imth  the  sle/es  of  Sara)(oza,arc  recorded  at  length  In  Southey’s 
. History  of  the  Peninsular  \V.v.  At  the  time  when  she  Arst 

1 attracted  notice,  by  mnuntintt  a battery  where  her  lover  h.id 
fallen,  and  working  a gun  in  his  r«»m.  she  was  in  her  twentv. 
second  year,  exceedingly  pretty,  and  In  a soft  femlniae  style 


LIV.  I 

Is  it  for  this  the  Spanish  maid,  arou.scd,  i 

Hanga  on  the  willow  her  unstrung  guitar,  I 

And,  all  unsex’d,  the  anloce  hath  rsia>used,  j 

Sung  the  loud  song,  and  dared  the  deed  of  war  ? 

And  she,  whom  once  the  semblance  of  a scar  | 

Appall’d,  an  owlet's  larum  chill'd  with  dread,  | 

Now  views  the  column-scattering  bay'net  jar,  i 

The  falchion  flash,  and  o'er  the  yet  warm  dead  ' 

Stalks  with  M!nen*a’sstep  where  Mars  might  quake  to  ' 
tread.  i 

LV.  - 

Tc  who  shall  marvel  when  you  hear  her  tale, 

I Oh ! had  you  known  her  in  her  softer  hour,  i 

I Mark’d  her  black  eye  that  mocks  her  coal-black  veil,  , 1 

( Heard  her  light,  lively  tones  in  Lady’s  bower,  t 

Seen  her  long  locks  that  foil  the  piunler’s  i>owcr,  |j 
Her  fairy  form,  with  more  than  female  grace,  ; 

Scarce  would  you  deem  that  Saragoza’s  tower  | j 

Beheld  her  smile  in  Danger’s  Gorgon  face,  [chase,  j I 
Thin  the  closed  ranks,  and  lead  In  Glory's  fearful  i| 

LVI.  ; j 

Her  lover  sinks — she  sheds  no  ill-timed  tear ; • 

Her  chief  is  slain  — she  fills  his  fatal  )K>st ; || 

Her  fellows  flee — she  checks  their  Ixise  career ; [ 

The  foe  retires  — she  heads  the  sallying  ho^i  ; | 

Who  can  appease  like  her  a lover's  ghost? 

Whi)  can  avenge  so  well  a leader's  full  ? M 

What  maid  retrieve  when  man’s  flush’d  hope  is  ? i ; 
Who  hang  so  fiercely  on  the  flying  Gaul,  I ! 

Foil’d  by  a woman's  band,  before  a batter'd  wall  ?'  jl 

li 

LVIL  !• 

Tct  are  Spain’s  maids  no  race  of  Amazon*,  j 

But  fonn’d  for  all  the  witching  arts  of  love  : 

Though  thus  in  arms  they  emulate  her 

And  in  the  horrid  phalanx  d;ire  to  move,  j 

'Tis  but  the  tender  flcrceness  of  the  dove. 

Pecking  the  hand  that  hovers  o’er  her  mate  : 

III  softm-s?i  as  in  flmme,«  far  alwve  i 

Keraoter  females,  famed  for  sickening  prate  ; I . 

Her  mind  is  nobler  sure,  her  charms  perchaiux*  as  ! 

great  ' 

|l 

LVIIL  II 

The  seal  Love’s  dimpling  finger  hath  impre^'’d  j 
Denotes  how  soft  that  chin  which  bears  his  to«ich : * 
Her  li{>s,  who*e  kisses  pout  to  leave  their  nest,  | 
Bid  man  be  raliant  ere  he  merit  such : j 

Her  glance  how  wildly  beautiful  I ht»w  much 
Hath  Ph<ebus  woo’d  In  vain  to  sikjU  her  chwk. 

Which  glows  yet  smoother  from  his  araorou*  clutch  I | 
Who  round  the  North  for  iwlcr  dames  would  seek  ? j 
How  poor  their  forms  api>ear  1 bow  languid,  wan,  and  : 
weak  1 

of  beauty.  She  has  further  had  the  bonmir  to  be  palnlni  by 
Wilkie,  ami  allmled  Co  in  Wordsworth's  Dlssertatinn  on  tiia 
Convention  (misnamed^  of  Clrilra ; where  a nublc  na*saa«  ’ 
concludes  in  thuie  words  Saragoia  has  exempliti*M  a ’ 
melancholy,  yea,  a disiital  tnitb,  — vet  consolatory  and  full  of  ■ 
joy. — that  when  a people  are  called  suiidenly  to  fight  for 
their  liberty,,  and  are  sorely  pretsnl  upon,  their  best  field  of 
tnttle  is  the  fl<H>rs  upon  which  their  children  have  played  { 
the  rhsmbers  where  the  family  of  each  man  has  slept ; upon 
or  under  the  roofs  by  which  they  have  lieen  sheltered  ; in  (lie 
gartlcns  of  their  rerreation  ; in  the  street,  or  in  the  market- 
place; before  the  altars  of  their  temples,  and  among  their 
congre;;atcd  dweltiiii^  blazing  or  uprooted.*’} 

* **  S1|tilla  in  mentn  impressa  Amorls  diritulo  ! 

Vcitigio  dumonstraot  mollitudlnem.^  AcL.  Giu- 
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II  «XKTo  I.  CHILDE  HAROLD’S  PILORLMAGE. 


LIX* 

Match  me,  ye  climes  I which  poets  love  to  Laud  ; 
Match  me,  ye  harems  of  the  land  t where  now  i 
I strike  my  strain,  far  distant,  to  applaud 
Beauties  that  ev’n  a cynic  must  avow 
Match  me  those  Hourles,  whom  ye  scarce  allow 
To  taste  the  gale  lest  Love  should  ride  the  wind. 
With  Spain's  dark>glancing  daughters  ^ — deign  to 
know, 

There  your  wise  Prophet’s  paradise  wc  And, 

Ilis  black-eyed  maids  of  Heaven,  angelically  kind. 

LX. 

Oh,  thou  Pamas<ius  ^ ! whom  I now  supi-ey. 

Not  in  the  phren«y  of  a dreamer’s  eye. 

Not  In  the  fabled  l.mdsc.npe  of  a lay, 

^ Hut  soaring  snow-clad  through  thy  native  sky, 

! In  the  wild  pomp  <»f  mountain  majesty  1 
What  man’cl  if  I thus  essay  to  sing  ? 
j The  humblest  of  thy  pilgrims  parsing  by 
I i Would  gladly  woo  thine  Echoes  with  hU  string, 

! I Though  from  thy  heights  no  more  one  Muse  will  wave 
I her  wing. 


L.XUL 

Of  thee  hereafter.  — Ev’n  amidst  my  strain 
1 turn’d  aside  to  pay  my  homage  here ; 

Forgot  the  land,  the  sons,  the  maids  of  Si>ain ; 

Her  fate,  to  every  freehom  bosom  dear ; 

And  hail'd  thee,  not  iwrchance  without  a tear. 

Now  to  my  theme  — but  from  thy  holy  haunt 
Let  me  some  remnant,  some  memorial  bear ; 

Yield  me  one  leaf  of  Daphne's  deathless  plant,** 
Nor  let  tby  votary's  hope  be  deem’d  an  Idle  vaunt. 

LXIV, 

But  ne’er  didst  thou,  fair  Mount ! when  Greece 
was  young, 

See  round  thy  giant  base  a brighter  choir, 

Nor  e’er  did  Delphi,  when  her  priestess  sung 
The  Pythian  hymn  with  more  than  inorUil  liiv, 
lU-hold  a train  more  titling  to  in.spire 
The  song  of  love  than  Andalusia's  maids, 

Nurst  in  the  glowing  lap  of  soft  desire : 

Ah  1 that  to  these  were  given  such  peaceful  '^hadcs 
As  Greece  can  still  bestow,  though  Gloiy  lly  her  glades. 


- LXI. 

Oft  have  I dn*am’d  of  Thee  I who^e  glorious  name 
Who  knows  not,  knows  not  man’s  divlnest  lore : 

And  now  I view  thee,  'tis,  aUw ! with  shame 
Tliat  1 in  feeblest  accents  must  adore. 

When  1 recount  thy  worshippers  of  yore 
I tremble,  ami  can  only  bend  the  knee  ; 

' I Nor  raise  my  voice,  nor  vainly  dare  to  so.'ir, 

But  giue  beneath  thy  cloudy  canopy 
I In  silent  joy  to  think  at  last  I look  on  Tlu^e ! ^ 

' LXIL 

I Happier  In  this  than  mightiest  bards  have  been, 

; Whose  fate  to  distant  homes  cnntinetl  their  lot, 

I Shall  ( unmoved  behold  the  halUiw’d  scene, 

: j Which  others  rave  of,  though  they  know  it  not  ? 
Though  here  no  more  Apullo  haunts  hU  grot. 

And  thou,  the  Muses’  seat,  art  now  their  grave, 
Some  gentle  spirit  still  pervaiies  the  spot. 

Sighs  In  the  gale,  kcejw  silence  in  the  cave. 

And  glides  with  glassy  fotit  o’er  yon  melodious  wave.  * 

' Thii  sUixa  w*«  written  hi  Turkey. 

* f**  Ueauilet  that  tiee<l  not  fear  a broken  vow.**  — MS.J 

> [**  l.oug  black  hair,  dark  lAnguithina  e>es,  dear  olire 
complexions,  and  forma  more  graceful  in  motion  than  c-ui  tie 
conceived  by  an  KnitlUhman,  iiwd  to  the  drowsy.  lUtIrsj  air 
of  hit  countirwomeii.  added  to  the  most  bectmting  dress,  and, 
at  the  same  time,  the  most  decent  In  the  world,  render  a 
Spanish  beauty  Irrosistlbie.*'—  H.  tu  Ati  .VntAcr,  Aug.  tSOP.] 

* These  slantas  were  srrltten  In  Ca«tri  (Delphot),  at  the 

foot  ol  Parnassus,  now  called  ^Liakura),  Dev.  IMib. 

* f**  Upon  Parnassus,  gning  to  the  fountain  of  Delphi 
(Castri'i  In  IMfJ.  I saw  a flight  of  twelve  eagles  (Hubhaiim* 
•avs  they  were  vultures  — at  least  In  conversation),  and  I 
•etteil  the  omcm.  On  the  day  before,  I romposnt  the  lines  to 
Parnassus  (in  Childe  Htwold).  and  on  bcboldinf  the  birds,  had 
a hope  that  Apollo  ha«l  acceptnl  tny  homase.  I have  at  least 
had  the  name  and  fame  of  a port,  during  the  onetiLMl  ps'Hod 
of  life  (from  twenty  to  thirty)  i — whether  it  will  |a«t  is  another 
matter  : but  1 have  Itren  a votary  of  the  deity  and  the  plwv. 
anil  am  grateful  for  what  he  has  done  in  my  helialf,  leaving 
the  future  in  hts  hands,  as  I left  the  past*’—  B.  liiarp,  HVl.j 

* Casting  the  eye  over  the  site  of  ancient  Delphi,  one  < 
cannot  possibly  Imagine  what  h-os  become  of  the  walls  of  the  \ 
numerous  biiililings  which  are  mentioned  in  the  histjiry  of  its 
former  masnlflcence,  — buildings  which  covered  two  miles  of 
gTiiniHl  With  the  exception  of  the  few  terrain  or  supporting 
w till,  nothing  now  appears.  Tlte  various  robt>crios  by  Sj’lla. 
Nero,  and  Constantine,  are  Inconsidciwbie;  for  the  removal  of 


LXV. 

Fair  is  proud  Seville ; let  her  country  boast 
Her  strength,  her  wealth,  her  site  of  ancient  days ; '* 
But  Cadiz,  rising  on  the  distant  coast, 

Calb  forth  a sweeter,  though  ignoble  pnlsc. 

Ah,  Vice  J how  soft  are  thy  voluptuous  ways ! 
While  boyish  blood  b mantling,  who  con  'scape 
The  fascination  of  thy  magic  gaze  ? lo 
A Cherul>-hydra  round  us  dost  Uiou  gape. 

And  mould  to  every  taste  tby  dear  delusive  shape. 


LXVl.  I 

M*hen  Paphos  fell  by  Time  — acrni>ed  Time ! 

The  Queen  who  contjuers  all  must  yield  to  thee  — . 
The  Pleasures  fled,  but  sought  as  warm  a clime ; 1 

And  Venus,  constant  to  her  native  sea,  j 

To  nought  else  constant,  hither  deign’d  to  flee,  { 
And  flx’d  her  shrine  within  these  walls  of  white;-  I 
Thotich  not  to  one  dome  clrcumscrilwth  she  i ; 

Her  worship,  but,  devoted  to  her  rite,  'I 

A thousand  altars  rbe.  for  ever  blazing  bright.  D ;j 


the  lUtiie*  of  bronze,  amt  marble,  and  ivonr,  could  iM>t  greatly  ' 
afTt'Ct  the  zeueral  Apiwaraoce  of  the  city.  The  uci'livitr  of  llin 
hill,  and  the  foundallout  being  placed  on  rtxk,  without 
cement,  would  no  doubt  rttxlcr  them  comtwu-aiively  eaiy  to  I 
lie  removed  or  burled  down  into  the  vale  lielow  ; but  the  vale  * 
exhibits  no  apt>ear<io<n'  of  ace\tmii!atlon  of  hewn  stooes  ; and 
the  modern  vilhigc  could  have  consumed  but  few.  In  the  Ij 
course  of  so  many  centuries,  the  diiuis  from  the  mountain 
must  have  covered  up  a great  deal,  and  ev  en  the  rubbish  itself  : 1 
mar  have  acquired  a soil  suflident  to  cntH-eal  many  mtble  I 
remains  from  the  light  of  day.  Vet  we  see  no  swellings  or  , . 
rUitigx  in  the  ground.  Indicating  the  graves  of  the  temples.  \ ' 
All  therefore  is  mystery,  and  the  Greeks  niay  truly  say,  ’’ 
‘Where  sto*w!  the  w.sUs  of  our  falhers?  sc.xrce  the*  mossy  •! 
ton:  "M  remain  V '*  — H.  W'.  Trartis  in  O'rcrvc,  i , 

Tol.  li.  p.  ZVl.j  I 

7 r-  And  walks  with  glossy  steps  o'er  Aganlpi»o‘s  wave.”  — ' 
MS.1 

• [**  Some  glorious  thought  to  my  petition  grant.”  — MS.3  1 j 

* Sarlile  w:u  the  Hispalls  of  the  Ilnmans. 

j 10  [*•  The  lurking  lures  of  tl»y  enchanting  gaze,” — MS.J  1 1 

i ••  f”  Cadiz,  sweet  CaiUz  l—U  is  the  flrst  spot  in  the  creation.  I 

The  l»esuty  of  It#  streets  and  inaiasinns  is  only  excellwl  hr  the 
liveliness  of  Its  inhabitants.  It  is  a complete  Cythera.  full  of 
the  finest  women  In  Spain;  the  Cadis  belles  Iteinr:  the  I .an-  'j 
ca*hire  witches  of  thetr  land.”  — . /.ord  B.  lo  Mis  J/tuAcr,  H 

__  _|l 
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BYRON  S WORKS. 


OANTO  1. 


LXVIL 

From  mom  till  night,  from  night  till  startled  Horn 
Peeps  blushing  on  the  revel's  laughing  crew, 

The  song  is  heard,  the  rosy  garland  worn ; 

I>o>‘ices  quaint,  and  frolics  ever  now, 

Ti\'ad  on  each  other’s  kibes.  A long  adieu 
He  bids  to  sober  joy  that  here  sedoums : 

Nought  Interrupts  the  riot,  though  in  lieu 
Of  true  devotion  monkish  incense  bums 
And  luve  and  prayer  unite,  or  rule  the  hour  by  turns  > 

I.XVIIL 

The  Sabbath  comes  a day  of  ro<t : 

What  hallows  It  upon  this  CbrlsUaii  >hon-  ? 

Lo  ! it  b 5.*u.Tc«l  to  a wdemn  fea>t : 

Hark  ! heard  you  not  the  forest-monarch's  mar  ? 
Crashing  the  lance,  he  snuffs  the  spoufinz  p»rc 
Of  man  and  steed,  o’erthrown  beneath  his  horn  ; 
The  throng'd  arena  shakes  with  shout<  for  more ; 
Yells  the  ma<l  crowd  o'er  entrails  freshly  tt>m. 

Nor  shrinks  the  female  eye,  nor  cv’n  adccU  to  mourn. 

LXIX. 

The  feventh  day  this ; the  jubilee  of  man. 

Ix>ndun  ! right  well  thou  know'st  the  day  of  prayer : 
Then  thy  spruce  citizen,  wash'd  artisin, 

. And  smug  apprentice  gulp  their  weekly  air : 

'Phy  coach  <if  hackney,  whiskey,  one-horse  chair, 
And  humblest  gig  through  sundr>-  suburbs  whirl ; 
To  Hampsteacl,  Urentford,  Harrow,  make  n*piiir ; 
Till  the  tired  jade  the  wheel  forgets  to  hurl, 
Pruvoklng  enWous  gibe  from  each  pedestrian  churl.  ^ 

LXX 

.Same  o'er  thy  Thamls  row  the  rihlwn’d  fair, 
Others  along  the  safer  turnpike  fly  ; 

Some  Richmond-hill  a.scend,  some  scud  to  Wtu*e, 
Atid  many  to  the  steep  of  Ulghpite  hie. 

Ask  yc,  Btpotlan  shades ! the  rca.'on  why  ? * 

"Hs  to  the  worship  of  the  solemn  Horn, 

Grasp’d  in  the  holy  hantl  of  Myster)-, 

In  whose  dread  name  lK>th  men  and  maids  are  s«rom, 
And  consecrate  the  oath'*  with  draught,  and  dance 
till  mom.  ^ 

LXXL 

All  have  their  fooleries  — not  alike  arc  thine, 

Fair  Cadiz,  rising  o'er  the  dark  blue  sea  I 
Soon  os  the  matin  bell  proclaiineth  nine, 

Thy  saint  adorers  count  the  rosarj' : 

Much  is  the  ViauiN  teased  to  shrive  them  free 
( Well  do  I ween  the  only  virgin  there) 

From  crimes  as  numerous  as  her  beadsmen  be ; 
Then  to  the  crowded  circus  forth  they  fare : 
Young, old,  high,  low,  at  once  the  same  diversion  share. 

» r _ “ monkl»h  temnlrt  ihare 

The  hours  misfpent,an«l  all  in  turns  Is  love  and  prayer.”— Mi] 

* f And  drouffhty  then  aliahtSi  and  roars  for  Koman  purl.” 

-MS] 

^ Tld«  was  »r>tu*n  at  Thetics.  and  ronsequeotly  In  the  best 
fur  a>kinti;  and  answering  such  a question  ; not  as  tlw 
of  l’m<ljr.  but  as  the  capital  of  Ikcutu,  where  the 
lir«t  ri'idli*  was  prn|ir><indcd  and  solretb 

* fI.ord  Uyron  allud'*»  ton  rWiculou*  custom  which  formerly 

tl  at  the  ]niMir.huu(e»  In  Highcate,  of  ailministcrinx 
a liurl'*»que  <Mih  to  all  trarcllf-rs  of  the  middling  rank  who 
sfup(H-d  there.  The  party  was  sworn  on  a pair  of  boms, 
f;L*tfn«>l,  " n«  ver  t(»  kiss  tlir  maid  when  hr  could  the  mistress  ; 
m‘v<  r tor.U  lif'jwn  l»r«“a*l  when  hr  could  jrct  white;  ncTt*r  to 
drink  small  l»^r  when  he  rotihl  tn-t  slronk* . '*  with  many  other 
Irjum-tions  the  like  kind,  — to  all  which  was  addc*d  the 
saving'  clmsc,  — **  unleu  you  like  it 


LXXU. 

The  lists  arc  oped,  the  spacious  area  clear'd, 
i Thousands  on  thousands  piled  arc  seated  round ; 

I Long  ere  the  first  loud  trumpet's  note  U heard, 

He  vacant  space  for  lated  wight  is  found : 

Here  dons,  grandees,  but  chiefiy  dames  abound. 
Skill'd  in  the  ogle  of  a roguish  eye. 

Yet  ever  well  inclined  to  heal  the  wound ; 

None  through  their  cold  disdain  are  doom'd  to  die, 
As  moon-struck  bards  complain,  by  Love’s  sad  archer>* 

LXXIll. 

Hush’d  is  the  <Un  of  tongues  — on  gallant  steed*. 
With  milk-white  crest,  gold  spur,  and  lighl-itois  d 
Four  cavaliers  preisare  for  ventumus  deeds,  [laiicc, 
And  lowly  bending  to  Uic  advance ; 
i Rich  arc  their  scarfs,  their  chargers  featly  prance  ; 

! If  in  the  dangcrou.s  game  they  shine  to-daj  . 

The  cnovd's  loud  shout  and  ladies'  lovely  glant'c, 

' Best  prize  of  better  act.*,  they  l>ear  away. 

And  all  that  kings  or  chiefs  e'er  gain  their  tuiU  reiwy. 

LXXIV. 

In  costly  sheen  and  gaudy  cloak  array’d. 

But  all  afoot,  the  light-limb'd  Mabidorc 

Stands  In  the  centre,  eager  to  Invade 

The  lord  of  lowing  henb  ; but  not  before 

The  ground,  with  cautious  tread.  Is  inver  cd  oVr, 

Lest  aught  unseen  should  lurk  to  thwart  his  s}H.ed : 

His  arms  a d.art,  he  fight*  aloof,  nor  more 

Can  man  achieve  wlthoiii  the  frlendlj  steed  — 

Alas!  too  oft  condemn’d  for  him  to  bear  and  bleed. 

LXXV.  I 

Thrice  sound*  the  clarion ; lo  ! the  signal  falls,  | 
The  den  exp.'Uids,  and  Expectation  mute  I 

Gat>es  roun«l  the  silent  circle's  i)Oopled  walls.  | 

Bounds  with  one  lashing  spring  the  might>*  brute,  | 
And,  wildly  staring,  spurns,  with  sounding  foot. 

The  sand,  nor  blindly  rushes  on  his  foe  : | 

Here,  there,  he  points  bis  threatening  front,  to  suit 
His  first  attack,  wide  waving  to  and  fro 

His  angry  tall ; red  rolls  bis  eye's  dilated  glow. 

LXXVL 

Sudden  be  stops  ; his  eye  Is  fix’d  : away. 

Away,  thou  heedless  boy  I prepare  the  si>oar  : 

Now  is  thy  time  to  perish,  or  display 
The  skill  that  yet  may  check  his  mad  career.  | 
With  well-timed  croupe  ^ the  nimble  coursers  veer; 
On  foams  the  bull,  but  not  unscathed  he  goes ; 
Streams  from  his  flank  the  crimson  torrent  clear : 
He  flies,  he  wheels  dUtracted  with  his  throe.* ; 

Dart  follows  dart ; lancc,  lance ; loud  bellowings  speak 
his  woes. 

* C*  In  thus  mlxlnz  up  the  llxht  with  the  solemn.  It  was  Ihr 
intention  of  the  poit  to  imltute  Ariosto.  Bui  It  is  far  eui<T 
to  rise,  with  grace,  from  the  level  of  a strain  generally  rnmiliar. 
Into  an  occasional  short  burst  ol  patlm*  itr  splendour,  than  to 
Interrupt  thus  a prolonged  tone  of  solemnity  by  any  descent 
into  the  luclicrous  or  hunesqiic.  In  (he  funner  cast,  the 
transilinn  m.iy  have  the  effect  of  softening  or  elevating  ; while, 
ill  the  latter,  it  almost  invariably  shocks;  — for  tlio  sjune 
reastm.  perlmps.  that  .a  trait  of  palhim  or  high  feeling.  In 
comedy,  has  a peculiar  charm  ; while  the  Intrusion  of  comic 
scenes  into  tragedy,  however  SHortione  t among  us  b>'  habit 
an«l  authority,  rarely  faSIs  lo  offen<l.  llio  poet  was  riimsetf 
convinced  of  the  failure  of  (tie  raperimenl.  and  in  mme  of  the 
succeeding  cantos  of  thllde  Harold  repeated  it.”—  Muoan.] 
b * particular  leap  taught  tn  the  manage.'* 
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LXXVIL 

Ai?ahi  he  comes ; nor  dart  nor  lance  avail, 

I Nor  the  wild  plunging  of  the  tortured  hor^e  ; 

I ’1  hough  man  and  man's  avenging  arms  assail, 

I Vain  are  hU  weapons,  vainer  Is  his  force. 

One  gallant  steed  is  stretch'd  a mangled  corse ; 

I Another,  hideous  sight  1 unseam'd  ap|>ears, 
ills  gory  chest  unveils  life's  panting  source  ; 
Though  death-struck,  still  his  feeble  A*ame  he  rears ; 
Staggering,  but  stemming  all,  his  lord  unharm'd  be 
bears. 

I.XXVIll. 

Foil’d,  bleeding,  breathlcM,  furious  to  the  last. 

Full  in  the  centre  stands  the  bull  at  iwiy, 

Mid  wounds,  and  clinging  darts,  and  lances  brost. 
Awl  f<.x?s  disabled  In  the  brutal  fray  : 

And  now  the  M.'itadores  around  him  play. 

Shake  the  red  cloak  and  poise  the  ready  brand : 
Once  more  through  all  he  bursts  his  thundering 
way  — 

Vaio  rage  1 the  mantle  quits  the  conyngc  hand, 
Vrap*  his  fierce  eye — 'lis  post— he  sinks  u|>on  the 
sand  1 I 

LXXtX. 

Where  his  vast  neck  just  mingles  with  the  spine, 
Sheathed  in  hU  form  the  deadly  weapon  lies. 

He  stops  — he  starts— disdaining  to  decline: 

I Slowly  he  falls,  amidst  triumphant  cries, 

I Without  a groan,  without  a struggle  dies. 

The  decorated  car  appears — on  high 
i ' The  corse  is  piled  — sweet  sight  for  vulgar  ej'es  « — 
j j Four  stce<ls  that  spurn  the  rein,  as  swift  as  shy, 

' Hurl  the  dark  bulk  along,  scarce  seen  in  dashing  by. 

I'  LXXX. 

! Such  the  ungentle  sj>ort  that  oft  invites 
I The  Spanish  mold,  and  cheers  the  Spanish  swain, 

i Nurtured  in  blood  iK'tlmes,  his  heart  delights 

In  vengeance,  gloating  on  another's  pain. 

What  private  feuds  the  troubled  village  stain  1 
' Though  now  one  phalana'd  host  should  meet  the  fiK*, 
Enough,  alas  ! in  humble  homes  remain, 

I To  meditate  'gainst  friends  the  secret  blow, 

' For  some  slight  cause  of  wrath,  whence  life’s  warm 
I stream  must  flow.  9 

LXXXI. 

But  Jealousy  has  fled : his  bars,  his  bolts. 

His  wither'd  centinel.  Duenna  sage ! 

And  all  whereat  the  generous  soul  revolts, 

^Vhlch  the  stem  dotard  deem'd  he  could  encage, 
H.'ive  pass'd  to  darkness  with  the  vanish'd  age. 

Who  late  so  free  as  Spanish  girls  were  seen 
(Ere  War  uprose  in  his  volcanic  rage,) 

: With  braided  tresses  bounding  o’er  the  green, 

I WHiile  on  the  guy  dance  shone  Night’s  lover-loving 
j Queen  ? 

: • CThw  wider  will  do  well  to  compare  I.ord  Byron's  anU 

mstnt  picture  of  the  popular  **  snort  *'  of  the  Spanish  oatkm. 
with  the  eery  rIrcumsUntial  deuils  contoineil  in  the  ehiruiiog 
” Inters  of  Don  I/'ucatlio  Doblsdo,*’  (f.  <*.  the  Iter.  Hlanro 
• White)  published  in  IS22.  So  inreterate  w.vf . at  one  time,  (he 
rage  of  the  people  for  this  ammeraent.  that  eren  boys  ml- 
I mieked  its  features  in  their  play.  In  (he  sUu^hter.house 
I itself  the  professional  bnll*fi|thter  gave  public  lessons;  and 

I such  was  the  force  of  depraved  custom,  that  ladies  of  the 
highest  rank  were  not  ashamed  to  appear  amidst  the  nith  ami 
horror  of  the  shambles.  The  Spaniards  received  this  rjtort 
from  the  Moors,  among  whom  it  was  celebrateii  with  great 
I pomp  and  splendour.  — Sec  various  Voles  to  Mr.  l.ockhart’i 
Collectloa  of  Ancleat  Spanish  Ballads.  Id‘i2.] 

6^'— 


j LXXXU. 

' f>h  ! many  a time  and  ct't,  had  Uarold  iovctl, 

Or  dream 'd  he  loved,  since  rapture  U a dream  ; 

But  now  hi^  wayward  bosom  was  unmoved,  ' 

Fur  not  yet  had  he  drunk  of  Lethe’s  stream  ; j 

And  lately  hod  be  leom'd  with  truth  to  deem  j| 
i Ixive  has  no  gift  so  grateful  as  hli  wings: 

IIuw  fair,  how  young,  how  soft  sne’er  he  seem,  j 
, Full  from  the  fount  of  Jtiy's  delicious  springs'*  j t 
I Some  bitter  o'er  the  flowers  its  bubbling  venom  flings.^  | 

I.XXXIH.  I 

I Tet  to  the  beauteous  form  he  was  not  blind, 

I Though  now  it  moved  him  as  it  moves  the  wise : jl 

Not  that  Philosophy  on  such  a mind  j| 

E’er  deign'd  to  bend  her  cha.<dely-awful  eyes ; j 

But  Passion  raves  itself  to  rest,  or  flies ; 

And  Vice,  that  digs  her  own  voluptuous  tomb,  ! 
! Had  burieil  long  his  hopes,  no  more  to  rise : i 

Pleasure's  iioll'd  victim  I life-abhorring  gloom  i i 

Wrote  on  his  faded  brow  curst  Coin's  unresting  doom.  | ' 

Si 

LXXXIV.  I 

Still  he  beheld,  nor  mingled  with  the  throng ; ! | 

But  view'd  them  not  with  misanthropic  hate:  i 

Fain  would  he  now  have  join’d  the  dance,  the  song ; , 
But  who  ifiay  smile  that  sinks  beneath  bis  fate  7 i ! 
Nought  that  he  saw  his  sadness  could  abate : i I 

Yet  once  he  struggled  'gainst  the  demon's  sway,  [ 
And  as  in  Beauty’s  bower  he  pensive  sate,  i 

Pour'd  forth  this  unpremeditated  lay,  { 

To  charms  as  fair  as  those  that  southed  his  happier  day.  | 


TO  INEZ. 

1. 

Nat,  smile  not  at  my  sullen  brow ; 

Alas  1 I cannot  smile  again  : 

Vet  Heaven  avert  that  ever  thou 

Shouldst  weep,  and  haply  weep  in  vain.  | 

2.  j 

And  cIo.»t  thou  ask  what  secret  woe  I 

I War,  corroding  joy  and  youth  ? 

And  wilt  thou  vainly  seek  to  know 

A pang,  ev'n  thou  must  fail  to  soothe?  I 

3.  i 

It  is  not  love,  it  is  not  hale,  i 

Nor  low  Ambition’s  honours  Io.«t, 

That  bids  me  loathe  my  present  state,  i 

And  fly  from  all  I prised  the  most:  j 

1 

It  is  that  weariness  which  springs  j 

From  all  I meet,  or  hear,  or  see  : 

I To  me  no  pleasure  Beauty  brings ; 

Thine  eyes  have  scant  a charm  for  me. 

* f”  The  trophy  corse  If  mml  — disgusting  prise 

Or, 

••  The  cone  ti  reared  — iparkling  the  chariot  files.**—  MS.  j 
J [“  The  Spaniards  arc  M revengeful  a«  over.  At  Santa 
Oten.!  I heard  a young  peasant  threaten  to  stab  a vom.vn  Qin 
old  one  to  be  sure,  which  mitigates  the  ofTence),  and  was  told,  j 
on  expressing  some  •in.xll  surprise,  that  thU  ethic  woa  by  do  i 
means  uncuininon.’*— MS.] 

< * — Medio  de  fonte  lenonim.  I 

Surgit  amarl  oliquld  quod  In  ipiU  florllms  angaU**— 

1a*c.  I 

* r*‘  Some  bitter  bubbles  un,  and  e’en  on  roses  stings.’*—  ; 

• MS-3  I 

B I 
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BYRON’S  WORKS. 


5. 

It  is  that  settled,  ceaseless  fflooro 
The  fabled  Hebrew  wanderer  twre ; 

That  will  not  look  beyond  the  tomb. 

But  cannot  hope  for  re»t  before. 

ti. 

What  Exile  from  himself  can  flee  ? * 

To  tones  though  more  and  more  remote, 

Still,  still  pursues,  where’er  1 be. 

The  blight  of  life  — the  demon  Thought.* 

7. 

Yet  others  rapt  in  pleasure  seem. 

And  taste  of  all  that  1 forsake  ; 

Oh  t may  they  still  of  transport  dream. 

And  ne’er,  at  least  like  me,  awake  ! 

«. 

Through  many  a clime  ’tis  mine  to  go. 

With  many  a retrospection  curst ; 

And  all  my  solace  is  to  know, 

Whate'er  betides,  Tve  known  the  worst. 

9. 

What  is  that  worst  ? Nay,  <lo  not  a‘*k— 

In  pity  from  the  search  ibrlM^.r; 

Smile  on — nor  venture  to  unmask 

Man's  heart,  and  view  the  Ucll  that '«  there.  ^ 

LXXXV. 

Adieu,  fair  Cadiz  ! yea,  a long  adieu  ! 

Who  may  forget  how  well  thy  walls  have  stood  ? 

• [•*  What  Exile  from  hlmwlfcsn  Bet  T 

To  other  zone*,  howe'er  remote. 

Still,  (till  {Hiriuing  cUngi  to  me 

The  blieht  of  Ufe  — the  ctemern  Thought.*'  — MS.^ 

* [ “ Wrliim  January  IS.  1810.*’—  MS.] 

> In  place  of  this  »mig.  whtrh  wat  written  at  Athens 
January  Vt.  IRIO,  and  whlrh  containt,  u Moore  uy*.  **»ome 
of  the  dreariest  touches  of  ladness  that  eser  Byron’i  pen  let 
fall,’'  we  find.  In  the  first  draught  of  the  Canto,  the  following:  — 
1. 

Oh  never  talk  again  to  me 
Of  northern  climes  ai»d  British  ladW 
It  has  not  been  your  lot  to  sec. 

Like  me.  the  lovely  girl  of  Cadiz. 

Although  her  eye  be  not  of  blue, 

Sor  Mir  her  locks,  like  KngUih  laisea. 

How  far  Us  own  expressive  hue 
The  languid  asure  eye  surpasses  ! 


Prometheusdlkf,  from  heaven  she  stole 
Tlie  fire,  that  through  those  silken  lashn 
In  darkest  giuices  seems  to  roll. 

From  eyes  that  cannot  hide  their  fLisbes: 
.<tnd  as  along  her  bosom  steal 

in  lengthen’d  flow  her  raven  tresses. 
You'd  swear  each  eiuslenng  lock  could  feci. 
And  curl’d  to  gis-e  her  neck  caresst's. 

J. 

Our  English  maids  are  long  to  woo. 

And  frigid  even  In  possession ; 

And  if  their  charms  be  fair  to  view. 

Their  lips  are  slow  at  Love's  rotifctsioo 
But.  bom  Wncath  a brighter  sun. 

For  lore  ordain'd  the  Spanish  maid  It, 

And  who.  — when  fimdiy.  fairly  won.  — 
Enchants  you  Hkc  llw  GUI  of  Cadiz  ? 

4. 

The  Sp.Tnish  maid  is  no  coquette. 

Nor  to  see  a lover  tremble, 

An«t  if  she  lore,  or  If  she  hate, 

Alike  she  knows  not  to  dissemble. 

Her  heart  can  ne'er  he  bought  or  sold  — 
Hiiwc’er  it  beats,  it  beats  sincerely  j 
Anil,  thongh  it  will  not  bend  to  gold, 

’Twill  love  you  long  and  love  you  dearly. 
b. 

The  .<«panish  glri  that  meets  your  love 
Ne'er  taunts  you  with  a mock  denial. 

For  every  thought  is  bent  to  prove 
Her  passion  In  the  hour  of  trial. 

When  thronging  foemen  menace  Spain, 

She  dares  the  deed  and  shares  the  danger 


L 


When  all  were  changing  tbuu  alone  wert  true. 

First  to  be  free,  and  last  to  be  Bubdued  : 

And  if  amidst  a scene,  a shock  so  rude, 

Some  native  blood  was  seen  thy  streets  to  dye, 

A traitor  only  fell  beneath  the  feud : ^ 

Here  all  were  noble,  save  Nobility  I 
None  bugg’d  a conqueror's  chain,  save  Mien  Chivalry* ! 

I LXXXVI. 

I Such  be  the  sons  of  .Spain,  and  strange  her  fate  1 
j They  fight  for  freedom  who  were  never  free, 

A Kinglets  people  for  a ncrvelcsii  state ; 

Her  vassals  combat  when  their  chieftains  fiee. 

True  to  the  veriest  slaves  of  Treachery : 

Fond  of  a land  which  gave  them  nought  but  life, 
ITide  points  the  path  that  leads  to  Liberty  j 
Back  to  the  struggle,  baffied  In  the  strife, 

War,  war  is  still  the  cry,  “ War  even  to  the  knife ! ” > 

LXXXVII. 

Ye,  who  would  more  of  Spain  and  Spaniards  know. 
Go,  read  whate’er  U writ  of  bb»odiest  strife  : ! 1 

Whate’er  keen  Vengeance  urged  on  foreign  foe 
Can  act,  is  acting  there  against  man's  life  : 

From  flashing  scimitar  to  secret  knife. 

War  muuldcth  there  each  weapon  to  bis  need 

may  he  guard  the  sister  and  the  wife, 

So  may  he  make  each  curst  oppressor  bleed, 

So  may  such  foes  deserve  the  most  remorseless  deed  I ® 

Anil  tliould  her  luver  prcsi  the  plain, 
hhe  hurli  the  ipear,  her  love’s  avenger. 

& 

And  when,  beneath  the  evening  stir, 

She  miugle*  in  the  gay  Bolero. 

Or  ilngt  to  her  attuned  guitar 
Of  Cnristian  knight  or  Moorish  hero. 

Or  count*  her  bead*  with  fairy  band 
Beneath  the  twinkling  ray*  of  Hesper, 

OMoini  devotion's  choral  band. 

To  chaunt  tlio  sweet  and  hallow'd  vesper ; — 

In  each  her  charms  the  he,trt  must  move 
Of  all  whn  venture  to  behold  her ; 

Then  let  nut  maids  less  fair  reprove 
Because  her  bosntn  Is  not  coldiT  : 

'Thrmigh  many  a clime  *tis  mine  to  ro,itn 
Where  many  a soli  and  melting  mkid  Is, 

But  none  abroad,  and  few  at  home. 

May  match  (he  dark-eyed  Glri  of  Cadiz. 

* Alluding  (o  the  conduct  and 'death  of  Solano,  the  governor 
of  Cadis,  in  Mav,  IA09. 

> **  War  to  the  knife."  Palafox'i  answer  to  the  French 
general  at  the  siege  of  Saratoga,  fin  his  proclamation,  alio, 
he  stated,  that,  should  the  French  commit  any  rediberies,  dc- 
vastatloni,  and  murders,  no  quarter  should  be  given  them. 
The  dngi  by  whom  be  was  beset,  he  said,  Karccly  left  him 
time  to  clean  his  sword  from  their  blood,  but  they  still  found 
; their  grave  at  Saragosa.  All  his  addresses  were  In  the  same 
spirit.  “His  language,"  says  Mr.  Souther.  “ had  the  high 
toivc,  and  something  of  the  inflation  of  kpaniih  romance, 
suiting  the  character  of  those  to  whom  It  was  directed.*’  Sec 
: History  of  the  Peninsular  War.  vol.  111.  p.  ISi] 
i • The  Canto,  in  the  original  MS.,  dotes  with  tlie  following 
stansos:  — 

Ye,  who  would  more  of  Spain  and  Spaniards  know. 

Sights.  Saints,  Antiques.  Arts,  Anecdotes,  and  War, 

Go  I tlie  ye  hence  to  PatermjKtcr  Bow  — 

Are  lh«T  nfd  written  in  the  Book  of  Carr,* 

Green  Erin’s  Kuigbt  and  Europe's  wandering  star  I 
Then  listen.  Readers,  to  the  Man  of  Ink, 

Hear  what  he  did,  and  sought,  and  wrote  afar ; 

All  these  art  n»p'd  within  one  Quarto's  brink. 

This  borrow,  steal,  — don't  buy,  — and  tell  us  what  you  think. 

♦ Porphyry  said,  that  the  prophecies  of  Daniel  were  written 
after  their  completion,  and  such  may  be  my  fate  here  ; btit  it 
requires  no  second  sight  to  foretell  a tome : the  first  glimpse  of 
the  knight  was  enmigh,  fin  a letter  written  from  Gibraltar, 
August  6.  1R09,  to  his  friend  Hudson,  I,ord  Byron  say*  — “I 
have  seen  Sir  John  Carr  at  .Seville  and  Cadis  ; and.  like 
Swift’s  buber.  have  Itecn  down  on  my  knees  to  beg  he  would 
net  put  mo  into  Mad(  and  white."] 
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CANTO  I. 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE 


LXXXVIII. 

Flows  there  n tear  of  pity  for  the  dead  ? 

Look  o'er  the  rav;i^  of  the  reeking  plain  ; 

Look  on  the  hands  with  female  slaughter  red  ; 
Then  to  the  dogs  resign  the  unburied  slain. 

Then  to  the  vulture  let  each  corse  remain. 

Albeit  unworthy  of  the  prey>blrd*s  maw;  [*^tain, 
Let  their  bleach'd  bones,  and  blood's  unblcacning 
Long  niark  the  battle-field  with  hideous  awe : 

Thus  only  may  our  sons  conceive  the  scenes  we  saw ! 


LXXXIX. 

Nor  yet,  alas!  the  dreadful  work  is  done ; 

Fresh  legions  i>our  aduwu  the  PjTenees  : 

It  deepens  still,  the  work  is  s'^ree  begun. 

Nor  mortal  eye  the  distant  end  foresees. 

Fail’n  nations  gaxe  on  S|>ain  ; if  freed,  she  frees 
More  than  her  fell  PixamM  once  enchain’d : 
Strange  retribution  ! now  Columbia's  ease 
Uepalrs  the  wrongs  that  c^ulto’s  sons  sustain'd. 
While  o'er  the  parent  dime  prowls  Murder  unre- 
stmin'd. 

XC. 

Not  all  the  blood  at  Talavcra  Vned, 

Not  all  the  marvels  of  Barossa’s  light, 

Not  Albuera  lavUh  of  the  dead. 

Have  won  for  Spain  her  wcU-asserted  right 
W' hen  shall  her  Olive-Branch  be  free  from  blight  ? 
When  shall  she  breathe  her  from  the  blushing  toil  ? 
How  many  a doubtful  day  shall  sink  in  night 
Ere  the  Frank  rubt)er  turn  him  from  hU  spoil. 

And  Freedom’s  stranger-tree  grow  native  of  the  soil ! 


There  may  rmi  read,  with  ipcctadea  on  eyes. 

How  many  W'ellesleyi  did  embark  for  Spain, 

A*  if  therein  the>’  meant  to  rolunlte. 

How  many  tmont  y-cro»'d  the  lauKhing  main 
That  ne'er  beheld  the  said  return  attain: 

Hnw  many  hulldintn  .ire  in  lurh  a iihicc. 

How  many  league*  frum  tUu  to  ynuder  plain, 

Hnw  many  rrlici  each  cathiniral'  grarv. 

And  where  Uiralda  stands  on  her  gigautic  Imisc. 

There  may  you  read  (Oh,  Fhfvbu*,  lave  Sir  John  ! 

That  these  my  words  prophetic  may  luM  err) 

All  that  was  said,  or  sung,  or  lost,  or  won. 

Hr  vaunting  Wellesley  or  hr  blunderinir  Frerr. 

H«  that  wrote  half  the  **  Needy  Kiiih'-Uriudrr."* 

'fims  poesy  the  way  to  grandeur  paves  — 

Who  would  uot  such  diplumatitts  prefer  ? 

But  cease,  my  Muse,  thy  speed  some  respite  craves. 

Leave  Legates  to  their  house,  and  armies  to  their  graves. 

Yet  here  of  Viilpcs  mention  mar  be  made. 

Who  fur  the  Junta  modell'd  sapient  laws. 

Taught  them  to  govern  ere  they  were  obey'd: 
tVries,  fit  teacher  to  eommorul,  because 
Ills  soul  Socmllc  no  Xantippo  awes ; 

Blcft  with  a dame  in  Virtue's  bosom  mint,— 

With  her  let  silent  admiration  pause  1 — 

True  to  her  second  husband  and  her  Grit ; 

On  such  unstuiken  f,ime  let  Satire  do  Us  worst. 

• [The  Honourable  John  Wingfield,  of  the  Guards,  who 
died  of  a fever  at  Coimbra  (May  14.  Isli).  I hod  known  him 
ten  years,  the  Iwtter  half  of  bis’  life,  and  the  happiest  pnrt  of 
mine.  In  the  short  space  of  one  month.  I hare  lost  ker  uho 
gave  me  being,  and  most  of  those  who  had  made  that  being 
tolerable.  To  me  the  lines  of  Ycmng  are  Qo  fictiott : — 

**  loiauate  archer  ! could  not  one  lufllce? 

Tiiy  shaft  flew  thrice,  .-tnd  thrice  mv  i>eaeo  was  slain. 

And  thrice  ere  thrice  yon  moon  hail  fiJi'd  her  horn.” 

I should  havo  ventured  a verse  to  the  memory  of  the  late 
Charles  Skinner  Matthews,  Fellow  of  Downing  College., 
Cambridge,  were  he  not  too  much  above  all  praise  of  mine. 
His  powers  of  mind,  shown  in  the  aiteinment  of  greater 
honours,  against  the  ablest  candidates,  than  those  of  any 
graduate  on  record  at  Cambridge,  have  sufficiently  established 


• fThc  “ Needv  Knife-grinder,”  in  the  Anti-|^M*obin,  was  a 

)o(aC  protluctioa  of  Meuri.  Frere  and  Canoing.J 
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XCL 

And  thou,  my  friend ! • — since  unavailing  srov 
Buista  from  my  heart,  and  mingles  with  the  Strain- 
Had  the  sword  laid  thee  with  the  mighty  low. 

Pride  might  forbid  e'en  Friendship  to  complain ; 
But  thus  unlaurd'd  to  descend  in  vain. 

By  all  forgotten,  save  the  lonely  breast. 

And  mix  unblceding  with  the  boasted  slain, 

While  Oloiy  crowns  so  many  a meaner  c rest ! 

X^Tiat  hadst  thou  done  to  sink  so  peacefully  to  usl  7 

XCII. 

Oh,  known  the  earliest,  and  esteem'd  the  most ! 

Dear  to  a heart  where  nought  was  left  so  dear  I 
Though  to  my  hopeless  days  for  ever  lost. 

In  dreams  deny  me  not  to  see  thee  here ! 

And  Mom  in  secret  shall  renew  the  tear 
Of  Consciousness  awaking  to  her  woes. 

And  Fancy  hover  o’er  thy  bloodless  bier, 

TUI  my  frail  frame  return  to  whence  it  rose. 

And  mourn'd  and  mourner  lie  united  In  repose. 

xcin. 

Here  is  one  fyttc  of  Harold’s  pilgnin.'ige : 

Ye  who  of  him  may  further  seek  to  know, 

Shall  find  some  tUlings  in  a future  \vngf. 

If  he  that  rhyinetb  now  may  scribble  raoc. 

Is  this  too  much  ? stem  Critic  ! say  not  so: 
Patience ! and  ye  shall  hear  what  he  beheld 
In  other  lauds,  where  he  was  doom’d  bi  go : 
l.«mds  that  contain  the  monumcnt.«  of  Eld,  ' 

Ere  Onx*cc  and  Grecian  arts  by  barbarous  hands  were  i 

queu’d.  * j 

!;i*  fame  on  the  ipot  where  It  wa*  acquired  ; while  hla  loftcr  | 
qualities  live  in  the  rrrollectlon  of  frirtids  who  loved  him  too  ' 
well  tf*  envv  hU  mperiortty.  — r This  and  the  following  stanza  ' 
wen*  adilrtf  lu  Augutt,  Ikll.  m une  of  his  trhooM>uy  poems, 
entitled  **  ChiUlUh  Uecoltectlon*,”  I.<ord  Byron  ha*  thus  drawn  ! 
the  portrait  of  young  Wingfield  i 


**  Alonzo ! (test  aod  dearest  of  mr  friends,  < 

Thy  name  ennobles  him  who  thus  commends  : | 

From  this  foiwl  tribute  thou  canit  gain  no  praue  I 

The  praise  It  his  who  now  that  trilmte  pays.  I 

Oh  ! tu  the  promise  of  thy  early  yuutb,  j j 

If  hope  anlidpetes  the  words  of  trutli,  . I 

Stmw  loftier  lunl  shall  ting  thy  glorlotii  name.  I 

Ti>  build  his  own  upon  thy  deathless  fame.  i ' 

Friend  of  my  heart,  and  foremuit  of  the  list  I 

Of  those  with  whom  1 lived  supremely  hlesl,  j 

Oft  have  we  drained  the  fount  of  ancient  lore.  ‘ 

Tho'igh  drinking  deeply,  thirsting  itili  for  mores 
y a when  confinement's  lingering  hour  was  dune. 

Our  sports,  our  studies,  ami  our  souls  were  one. 

In  every  element,  unrhonged,  the  same. 

Ail,  ail  that  brothers  should  but  the  name.” 


Matthews,  the  Idol  of  Lord  Byron  at  college,  was  drowned,  j 
while  bathing  in  Che  Cam,  on  the  2d  of  .August.  The  following  f 
jwmage  of  a letter  from  Newstead  to  his  friend  .Scroiw  Davies,  j 
V.  ntteti  immediately  after  the  event,  be.irs  the  impress  of 
strv'Ug  and  ev«v  agonised  feelings;—**  My  dearest  Davies;  I 
some  curse  hangs  over  me  and  mine.  My  mother  lies  a corpse 
in  the  house ; one  of  my  hot  friends  is  drowned  in  a ditch.  I 
Wiiat  can  I say. or  think,  or  do?  1 received  a letter  ftom  him  j 
the  day  Iwfore  yesterday.  My  dear  Scrope,  if  you  can  spare  a j 
luotnent,  do  come  down  to  roe  — I want  a fric*nd.  Matthews's  | 
last  letter  was  written  on  Friday,— on  Saturday  he  was  not.  i 
In  :0>nity.  who  was  like  Matthews  ? How  did  we  all  shrink 
tiefore  him.  You  du  me  but  juslirc  in  saying  I would  ^ve  | 
rlskeil  my  paltry  existence  to  have  preserved  his.  This  very 
evening  did  I mean  to  write,  inviting  him.  as  I Invite  you.  my  | 
vefY  dear  friend,  to  visit  me.  What  will  our  poor  llobhoiise 
feel?  His  letters  breathe  but  of  Matthews.  Come  to  me,  | 
Scrape,  1 am  almost  desolate- left  almost  alone  Id  the 
world ! "—Matthews  was  the  son  of  John  Matthews,  Esq.  (the 
representative  of  Herefordshire,  in  the  parliament  of  IWRl— 6’. 
and  brother  of  the  author  of  **  The  Diary  of  an  Invalid,”  alto 
untimely  snatched  away.J 
» Beloved  the  most.”— MS.] 

» C-  Dec.  30th,  ISOJ."  — MS.] 
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<<rf)iUic  ia}aron>'6  Dilgrimagr. 


CANTO  TIIK  SECOND. 


I. 

CoKr,  blue-eyed  m.'iid  of  heaven  ! — but  thoUf  alas  ! 
Did-^t  never  yet  one  mortid  song  In^drc  — 

GotMess  of  Wisdom  : here  thy  temple  was 
And  is  despite  of  war  and  wasting  lire,  * 

And  years,  that  bade  thy  worship  to  expire  t 
Jhit  worse  than  steel,  and  flame,  and  ages  slow, 

Is  the  dreail  sceptre  and  dominion  dire 
Of  men  who  never  felt  the  sacred  glow 
That  thoughts  of  thee  and  thlue  on  polish'd  breasts 
bestow. 


II. 

Ancient  of  (lays  ! august  Athena*  I where. 

Where  are  thy  men  of  might  ? thy  grand  In  soul  ? 
Gone  — glimmering  through  the  dream  of  thiugs 
that  were: 

First  In  the  race  that  led  to  01nr>'’»  goal, 

They  won,  and  pjiss'd  away  — Is  thU  the  whole  ? 

A schoolboy'*  tale,  the  wonder  of  an  hour  1 
The  warrior's  wcajion  and  the  Kidiisf*  stole 
Arc  sought  In  vain,  and  o'er  each  mouldering  ; 
tower,  I 

Pirn  with  the  mLst  of  years,  gray  flits  the  shade  of  ' 
jiowcr. 


» Part  of  ihe  AcropotU  w*i  destroyed  hr  the  ncploaion  of  a 
ma;ntiMe  during  the  Wn'-tian  tiege — [On  the  highest  j^art 
of  l.irabettua,  *»  Ch.unHpr  wm  informed  hy  ««»  eye-wKJieM. 
the  VVaetiani,  in  pUred  four  mortar*  and  *ix  piece*  of 
eannon,  when  they  batterci  the  Avropoli*.  One  of  the  tKttnh* 
vat  lAtil  to  tome  of  the  sculpture  on  the  west  front  of  the 
Parthenon.  “ In  *ay»  Mr.  Hohhoute,  “«ery  amiijuity 

of  which  there  I*  now  any  trace  in  the  Acropolit,  «a*  in  a 
toieralile  state  of  preservation.  This  great  temple  might,  at 
th.it  fM'riod,  be  railed  entire;  — having  been  prerSously  a 
f'hrl'tian  church,  It  was  then  a mosoue,  the  most  beautiful  in 
the  w «»rld.  At  present,  only  iwenty-nuie  of  the  Doric  columns, 
soiiip  of  which  no  longer  *upi>ort  their  entablatures,  and  part  of 
the  li-fl  wall  of  the  cell,  remain  standing.  Those  of  the  north 
side,  the  angular  one*  eacct*ted,  har«>  all  falb-o.  The  jwvrtlon 
yet  standing  cannot  fail  to  fill  the  mind  of  the  indifTemit 
j(t>r  with  sentiment*  of  astonishmctit  and  awe ; atsd  the 
same  reflertions  arise  upon  the  sight  even  of  the  enormous 
maises  of  marble  ruins  « liich  are  spreail  U|hid  the  area  of  the 
toinple.  Such  scattered  fruments  will  S4xm  constitute  the 
sole  remain*  of  the  Temple  of  Minerva.*'] 

* We  can  all  feel,  or  imagine,  the  regret  with  which  the 
ruSm  of  cities,  once  the  capuals  of  empires,  arc  beheld  : the 
rrfli'cthm*  suggested  by  such  olyecU  are  too  trite  to  reoiiire 
recapitulation.  Hut  nt'ver  did  the  littleness  of  man.  and  the 
vanity  of  his  very  best  virluos,  of  palriutism  to  exalt,  and  of 
valour  to  defend  his  country,  appear  more  conspiotoits  than 
It)  tliv  record  of  what  Alhciis  was.  and  the  certainty  of  what 
she  now  is.  This  tlmatre  of  contmiiim  iH  tween  mighty  fac- 
tioni.  of  the  struggles  of  orators,  the  exaltation  and  depMition 
of  tyrants,  the  triumph  and  punishment  of  generals,  is  now 
tiecome  a scene  of  petty  intrigue  and  perpetual  disturliancc. 
itetween  the  bickering  agents  of  certain  Hritlsh  nobility  and 
gentry.  **  TT»e  wild  foxes,  the  owls  and  serpent*  In  the  ruin* 
of  Uaiivlon,*'  were  surely  less  degrailing  than  such  inhabitaut*. 
The  Turks  have  the  plea  of  conquest  fur  (heir  tyranny,  and 
the  fJrcek*  hare  only  suffered  th«  fortune  of  war,  IncidenUi 
to  the  bravest ; but  how  are  the  mighty  fallen,  when  two 
painters  rontrsl  the  privilege  of  plundering  the  Parthenon,  and 
triumph  In  turn,  according  to  the  teo>>r  of  each  succeeding 
flrm.m  ! Sylla  could  Init  tmnish,  Philip  subdue,  and  Xerxes 
bum  .Athens  ; but  It  remainiil  for  the  pdtry  antiquarian,  and  | 
hi*  despicable  agents,  to  render  her  contemptible  a*  himself  I 
and  his  pursuit*.  The  Parthenon,  before  its  destruction  to 
part,  liy  fire  during  the  Venetian  siege,  had  been  a temple,  a 


III. 

Son  of  the  morning,  riiu.* ! approach  you  here  I 
('(•me  — but  muli'st  not  yon  dcfencelcM  um  : j 

L<>ok  on  thtD  spot  — a nation'*  sepulchre  ! I 

Alwxlc  of  gods,  whose  ahriniw  no  longer  bum. 

Kven  gods  mu-st  yield  — rtligiuns  take  their  turn  : i 

’Twa.s  Jove's  — 'tls  Mahomet**  — and  other  creed*  1 
WUI  rise  with  other  years,  till  man  shall  Icam 
>alnly  hU  incense  soar>,  hla  \ictim  bleeds; 

I\x>r  child  of  Doubt  and  Death,  whose  hope  i*  built  j| 
on  reeds.  3 If 


IV. 

Bound  to  the  earth,  he  lifts  his  eye  to  heaven  — 
I.s't  not  enough,  unhappy  thing  • to  know 
Thou  art  ? Is  this  a bcion  so  kindly  given, 

'fhet  being,  thou  would'st  lie  again,  and  go, 
lliou  know’si  not,  reck’st  not,  to  what  region,  so 
On  earth  no  more,  but  mingled  with  the  skies  ? 
Still  will  thou  dream  * tm  future  joy  and  woe  ? 
Rcgani  and  weigh  yon  du«t  before  it  flies : 

That  little  uni  saiih  more  than  thousand  homilies. 

V. 

Or  burst  the  vanish'd  Hero'*  lofty  mound  ; 

Far  on  the  solitary  shore  he  sleeps  : * 

He  fell,  and  falling  nations  mourn'd  around  ; 

But  now  not  one  of  saddening  thousands  weeps 
Nor  warlike  worshipper  bis  vigil  keeps 
VTiere  dcml-gCKl*  ap;>ear’d,  as  records  tell. 

Remove  yon  skuli  fnim  out  the  scatter'd  heap*  : 

Is  that  a temple  where  a God  may  dwell  ? 

Why  cv'n  the  worm  at  last  disdains  her  shatter'd  cell  I 


i 

1 

i 


church,  Kod  * mosque.  In  e.wh  point  of  vtcw  It  Ii  *n  olilect 
ol  regard:  It  cbang«<d  its  wursliipiicrs  ; but  >({11  it  w|s  a pixre 
of  wiir«hip  thrice  sacrnl  to  devotion:  Its  vioUtioa  is  a triple 

saciUice.  Rut f 

'*  Mxn,  proud  man,  I 

Dretl  in  a little  brief  .luthority. 

PUTS  such  fantaslic  tricks  liefbre  high  heaven  i 

As  make  the  angels  weep.”  I 

’ [In  (he  nriginnl  M.^.  we  find  the  folUiwing  note  to  this 
and  (he  five  follow-ing  stanias,  which  had  been  prepared  fur 
publication,  but  wu  afterwards  withdrawn,  **  from  a fear,*' 
says  the  |v>et,  “ that  it  might  Iw  considered  rather  as  an  altack, 
than  a deience  of  religion  In  this  age  of  bigutry.  when 

the  puritan  and  priest  hare  changed  placet,  and  the  wretched 
Catholic  is  visited  with  the ‘sins  of  his  fathers.’  even  unto 
generations  far  tiryrmil  the  pale  of  the  ctmimandment,  the  cast 
of  opinion  in  the***  stanios  will,  doubtless,  meet  with  mary  a 
contemptuous  anathema.  But  let  it  be  remernliered,  that  the  j 
s]>irit  they  breathe  Is  desponding,  not  sneering,  scepticism; 
that  he  who  has  seen  the  Greek  and  Moslem  suiierstitlons 
contending  for  mastery  over  the  former  shrines  oT  Polytheism 
— who  has  left  in  his  own,  'Pharisees,  thanking  God  that 
they  are  not  like  publicans  and  sinners,'  and  Spaniard*  in 
theirs,  abhorring  the  heretics,  who  hate  holpen  them  in  their 
need,  — will  l»e  not  a little  l>ewiMcred,  and  liegin  to  think, 
that  as  only  one  of  (hem  con  lie  right,  they  may,  mo«t  of  them, 
he  w rong.  With  reg.vd  to  m*'ral*.  and  the  efftet  of  religion 
on  mankind,  it  appears,  from  all  hislcirtcal  testimony,  to  hare 
had  less  effect  in  making  them  love  their  neighbour!,  than  in- 
during  that  cordial  Cliristlan  abhorrence  lietueen  sectarhw  ami  I 
achismatirs.  The  Turks  and  Quakers  are  the  most  tolerant : I 
If  an  Infidel  nay*  hU  beratch  to  the  former,  he  may  pray  how,  I 
when,  and  where  he  pleases ; and  the  mild  tenets,  devout  ■ 
demeanour  of  the  latter,  make  their  lives  the  truest  com-  ' 
meriury  on  the  twrmon  on  the  Mount.*’} 

< [“  Still  wilt  thou  harp.**  — MSv] 

* It  was  not  always  the  cmiom  of  the  Greek*  to  hum  their 
de.id ; (he  gro.ster  Ajax,  in  particular,  was  interred  entire. 
Almost  all  the  chiefs  l>ecAine  go«ts  after  their  dercaae ; and 
he  was  indeed  neglected,  who  had  not  annual  games  near  hit 
tx>ml».  or  festivals  in  honour  of  hit  memory  by  his  countrymen,  i 
at  Achilk-s,  Rrasldas.  Ac.,  and  at  last  cveii  Aottnous,  wboM  I 
death  was  as  heroic  a*  his  life  was  infamous.  j 




i CANTO  II. 


ciiii.de  HAHOLD’S  pilgrimage. 


!|  I.fx>k  on  lt<  broken  arch,  its  ruIn'il  wall, 

< Its  chambers  desolate,  and  i>ortals  foul : 

‘ Yes,  this  was  once  Ambition’s  alr>'  h.iU, 

The  dome  of  Thought,  the  pabice  of  the  S:tul : 
llehuld  through  each  l.*ick-lustrc,  o'eless  bu’c. 
The  gay  recesa  of  Wisdom  and  of  Wit, 

And  Passion's  host,  that  never  brook’d  control : 
I Can  all  saint,  sage,  or  sophist  ever  writ. 

People  this  lonely  tower,  this  tenement  refit  ? 


^7  I 

X.  1 

Here  let  me  sit  upon  this  massy  stone,  I 

The  marble  column’s  yet  unshaken  base  ; ! 

Here,  son  of  Saturn  1 was  thy  fiiv’rite  throne : ■*  I 

Mightiest  of  many  such  ! Ilincc  let  me  trace  h 

The  latent  grandeur  of  thy  dwelling*place.  j! 

It  may  not  be  ; nor  ev'n  can  Fancy’s  eye  |j 

Restore  what  Time  hath  labour’d  to  deface.  . | 

Yet  these  proud  pillan  claim  no  passing  sigh  ; * 

amoved  the  Moslem  sits,  the  light  GixTk  camla  by. 


Well  didst  thou  speak,  Athena’s  wisest  son  ! 

**  All  that  we  know  is,  nothing  can  be  known.” 
Why  should  we  shrink  from  what  we  cannot  »him  ? 
Each  hath  his  pang,  but  feeble  sufierers  groan 

I'  With  brain-bom  ilreams  of  evil  all  their  own. 

Pursue  what  Chance  or  Fate  proclaimeth  best ; 
Peace  waits  us  on  the  shores  of  Acheron : 

There  no  fenced  banquet  ctnlms  the  sated  gue^^, 
j!  But  Silence  spreads  the  couch  of  ever  welcome  rest. 

VIII. 

Yet  If,  as  holiest  men  have  decm’tl,  there  be 
A land  of  souls  beyond  th.nt  sable  shore, 

To  shame  the  doctrine  of  the  Sadducee 
And  sophisti,  madly  vain  of  dubious  tore ; 

How  sweet  It  were  in  concert  to  adore 

Witli  those  who  made  our  mortal  labours  light ! 

* To  hear  each  voice  we  fear’d  to  heur  no  more  I 
Behold  each  mighty  shade  reveal’d  to  sight. 

The  Bactrian,  Samian  sage,  and  all  who  taught  t’ae 
j right  I > 

l|  IX. 

I ' There,  thou  I — whose  love  and  life  together  flcti, 
Have  left  me  here  to  love  and  live  In  vain  — 
Twined  with  my  heart,  and  can  1 deem  thee  dead 
When  busy  Memorv*  f.ashes  on  my  bndn  ? 

1 Well  — 1 will  dream  that  we  may  meet  again, 

And  woo  the  vision  to  my  vacant  breast ; 

I If  aught  of  young  Remembrance  then  rem.iin, 

I Be  a.s  it  may  Futurity’s  behest. 

For  me  ’twere  bliss  enough  to  know  thy  spirit  tle*dl® 

1 Hn  the  orl;^Al  MS.,  for  this  Tnagnifii-ent  stanxa,  we  find 
whK  follows  : — 

♦*  Frown  not  upon  me,  churlish  Priest ! th*t  I 
I»ok  not  fur  life,  • here  life  may  never  be ; 

I am  no  inecrcr  at  thv  phantasy  ; 

Thou  pUiest  me,  — alas  1 1 envy  thro. 

Thou  bold  ilticoverer  In  an  unknown  sea. 

Of  happy  iilei  and  happier  trniiits  there  ; 

I ask  lliee  not  to  prove  a Sadduroe  ; 

Still  dream  of  Farodise,  thou  know'st  not  where. 

Out  lov'st  too  well  to  bid  thiuc  erring  brother  share.”] 

3 f Lord  Byron  wrote  this  stanza  at  Newstead,  In  Octol'er, 
Ikit,  on  hearing  of  the  death  of  his  t'ambridge  friend,  roimg 
Kildiestnoe ; “ making,**  he  says,  **  the  sixth,  within  four 
months,  of  friends  and  relations  that  1 havn  lost  brtwesn 
Mav  .md  the  end  of  August.”  See  poti,  lloiirs  Of  Idlvneis, 
**  The  Comelisn.”] 

* r**  The  thought  and  the  expression.”  says  Pr*.fe«snr 
Clarae.  In  a letter  to  Lord  Byroii,  “arf  here  so  truly  !’•. 
trarcli's,  that  I would  ask  j'OU  w hetlicr  you  ever  read,  — 

' Pol  quando  T vero  sgtjmhra 
Quel  dolce  error  pur  li  mclesmo  as*i<Io, 

Me  freddn,  pletra  morta  In  pletra  viva ; 
j In  guisa  d*  iiom  chi  perui  e piange  e scrira ; * 

'*  Thus  rendered  hy  Wllmot,  — 

' ' I!ut  when  rude  truth  destroys 

I The  love>l  illusion  of  the  dreamed  tweets, 

1 9ft  me  daxm  on  the  eot4  rugged  e/tmr, 
j Less  cold,  less  dead  than  1,  oud  thtrik  and  werp  aJoae.'  ”] 


1 XI. 

: But  who,  of  all  the  pltindercrs  of  yon  fane 

On  high,  where  Pallas  linger'd,  loth  to  flee 
The  latest  relic  of  luT  oncient  reign  ; 

The  la«t,  the  worst,  dull  siK>ller,  who  wait  he  ? 
Blu.>>h,  Caledonia  ! such  thy  ton  could  be  ! 

England  I I joy  no  child  be  wras  of  thine  : 

Thy  frec-lK>rn  men  should  spare  what  once  was  fret ; 

' Yet  they  could  violate  each  saddening  shrine. 

And  boar  these  altars  o’er  the  long-rcluctant  brine.  ^ 

XIL 

But  movt  the  modem  Piet’s  Ignoble  bfMvt, 

To  rive  what  Goth,  and  Turk,  and  Time  hath 
sparctl : 

Cold  as  t!ic  crags  upon  his  native  coa.ct,  ^ 

His  mind  as  barren  and  hU  heart  as  hard, 

Is  he  whose  head  conceived,  who«c  hand 
! Aught  to  displace  Athena's  poor  ivmain> : 

Her  sons,  too  weak  the  sirred  shrine  to  gv.ani, 

* Yet  felt  some  portion  of  their  mother’s  p.iins,  ^ 
j And  never  knew,  till  then,  the  weight  of  Despot’s  chains. 

I XIII. 

^^■hat  I shall  U e’er  be  said  by  British  tongue, 

I Albion  w:ls  happy  in  Athena's  tears  ? 

Though  ill  thy  name  the  slaves  her  bosom  w rung. 
Tell  not  the  deed  to  blushing  Europe’s  ears  ; 
j The  ocean  qut^en,  the  free  Britannia,  bears 
The  last  i»oor  plunder  from  a bleeding  land : 

Yes,  she,  whose  gen’rous  aid  her  name  endears, 
Tore  down  those  remnants  with  a hari*>'s  baud, 
Which  envious  Lid  forlxire,  and  tyrants  left  to  stand.  > 

* llie  temple  of  Jupiter  Olymptiiz,  of  which  lixteen  ro« 
lutnnt.  mllreW  of  marine,  yet  >ur\he:  originally  there  were 
one  hundred  and  flBr.  These  culumni,  however,  arc  by  many 
supposed  to  liAve  belonged  to  the  Pantheon. 

* Sec  Appcmlix  to  this  Canto  f A],  for  a note  too  long  to  be 
placed  here.  The  ship  was  wrecked  In  the  Archipelago. 

* C Cold  and  arcursed  as  his  native  coast.”—  MS.] 

7 I raniiot  resist  availing  myself  of  the  permission  of  try 
friend  Dr.  tlarke,  whose  name  requires  no  eoirment  with  the 
public,  but  whose  sanction  will  add  tenfold  weight  to  my 
tealimonv.  to  insert  the  following  extract  from  a verr  ohliging 
letter  of  iiU  tome,  az  a note  to  the  atMvc lines:—”  \Vhen  the 
Utt  of  the  metop^  was  taken  from  the  Parthenon,  and,  In 
moving  of  it,  great  part  of  the  superstructure  w ith  one  of  the 
triglyphs  was  thrown  down  by  the  workmen  whom  I/)rd 
Flgib  employed,  the  Disdar,  who  Wbeld  the  ratschlef  done  to 
the  building,  took  his  pijie  from  his  mouth,  droppetl  a tear, 
and,  in  a supplicating  tone  of  voire,  said  to  I.usU'H.  TiXsr  ! — 
1 was  present”  The  Disdar  alluded  to  was  the  father  of  the 
present  Disdar. 

* f.\(tcr  stanza  xiil  the  original  MS.  hat  the  following:— 
I •*  Cf«ne,  then,  ye  classic  Thanes  of  etch  degree. 

Dark  Unmilton  and  sullen  Aberdeen, 

(‘<>mo  pilfer  all  the  Pilgrim  loves  to  sre. 

All  that  yet  consecrates  the  fading  scene : 

Oh  ! Iietter  were  U ye  had  never  Iwn. 

Nor  ye.  nor  KIgIn,  nor  that  lesser  wight. 

The  victim  sod  of  vase-collectiog  spleen, 
llousc.furnisher  withal,  nuc  Thomas  hight. 

Thun  yc  should  boar  one  stone  from  wrong'd  Athena's  alU. 
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BYllON'S  WOUKS. 


CANTO  n. 


XIV. 

Where  was  thine  .‘Effls  Pallas  J that  appall'd 
Stem  Alaric  and  Uavoc  on  their  way  ? ‘ 

WTiere  Pcleus’  son  ? whom  Hell  in  vain  InthrallM, 
Ills  shade  from  Hades  upon  that  dread  day 
Bur^tinfi  to  light  In  terrible  array  I 
^Vhat ! could  not  Pluto  spare  the  chief  once  more, 
To  scare  a second  robber  from  his  prey  ? 

Idly  he  wander’d  on  the  Stygian  shore. 

Nor  now  preserved  the  walls  he  loved  to  shield  befere. 

XV. 

Cold  is  the  heart,  f.iir  Greece  ! that  looks  on  thee, 
Nor  feds  as  lovers  o’er  the  dust  they  loved  ; 

Dull  U the  eye  that  will  not  weep  to  see 
Thy  walls  dcDieed,  thy  mouldering  shrines  removed 
By  British  hands,  which  it  had  best  behoved 
To  guanl  those  relics  ne’er  to  be  restored. 

Curst  be  the  hour  when  from  their  isle  they  roved. 
And  once  again  thy  hapless  iKwom  ff»red, 

And  snatch’d  tby  shrinking  0»>rU  to  northern  climes 
abhorr'd ! 

XVI. 

But  where  Is  Harold  ? shall  1 then  forget 
To  u!^  the  gloomy  wanderer  o’er  the  wave  ? 

Little  reck’d  he  of  all  that  men  regret ; 

No  loved'One  now  in  feign’d  lament  could  rave ; 
No  friend  the  parting  hand  extended  gave. 

Ere  the  cold  stranger  i>ass’d  to  other  dimes; 

Hard  is  his  heart  whom  charms  may  not  enclave ; 
But  Harold  felt  not  as  In  other  times. 

And  left  without  a sigh  the  land  of  war  and  crimes. 

XVII. 

He  that  has  s-ailM  upon  the  dark  blue  sea 
Has  view'd  at  times,  I ween,  a full  fair  sight ; 
When  the  fresh  breeie  Is  fair  as  breesc  may  be, 
The  white  sail  set,  the  gallant  frigate  tight; 

Ma.st«,  spires,  and  strand  retiring  to  the  right. 

The  glorious  main  expanding  o’er  the  bow, 

The  convoy  spreail  like  wild  swans  in  their  flig’i  , 
The  dullest  s^ler  wearing  bravely  now. 

So  gaily  curl  the  waves  before  each  dashing  prow. 

xvin. 

And  oh,  the  little  warlike  world  within  ! 

The  well-reeved  guns,  the  netted  canopy,^ 

TTie  hoarse  command,  the  busy  humming  din. 
When,  at  a word,  the  tops  are  mann’d  on  high : 
Hark,  to  the  Boatswain's  call,  the  cheering  cry  ! 
While  through  the  seaman’s  hand  the  tackle  glides ; 
Or  schoolboy  Midshipman  that,  standing  by. 
Strains  hh  shrill  pipe  as  good  or  ill  betides. 

And  well  the  docile  crew  that  skilful  urchin  guides. 


Or  will  the  (fcntle  Pileltantl  rrew 
Now  deleijite  the  tA«k  tn  GrII, 

TTist  mighty  limner  oi  a l»ird«**oj‘e  ririr, 
like  tn  Nature  let  hit  voliiines  (t-ll ; 

Who  ran  with  him  the  folio’*  limit*  swell 
With  all  the  Author  *aw,  or  said  he  s.i«*  ? 

Who  can  tono^raphUe  nr  delve  *o  well 
No  l>oa<tirr  ne,  nor  Impudent  aad  raw, 

Hi*  pencil,  pen.  and  shade,  alike  without  a flaw.'*j 

• Aeeordlnc  to  Zoilmn*.  ^linerra  and  Achilles  frifthtenerl 

Aiarlc  from  the  Acropolis ; but  others  relate  that  the  Gothic 


XIX. 

White  U the  glassy  deck,  without  a stain. 

Where  on  the  watch  the  staid  Lieutenant  walks: 
lyxjk  on  that  part  which  sucretl  doth  remain 
Fur  the  lone  chieftain,  who  inaie^tic  stalks. 

Silent  and  fear’d  by  all  — not  oB  he  talks 
With  aught  beneath  him,  if  he  would  preserve 
That  strict  restraint,  which  broken,  ever  balks 
Conquest  and  Fame : but  Britons  rarely  swcn-c 
From  law.  however  stern,  which  tends  their  strength 
to  nerve.  > 

XX. 

Blow ! swiftly  blow,  thou  keel-compelling  gale  ! 

Till  the  broad  sun  withdraws  his  lessening  ray  ; 
Tlien  must  the  pcunant-bearcr  slacken  sail. 

That  lagging  barks  may  make  their  \axy  way. 

Ah  1 grievance  sore,  and  listless  dull  delay. 

To  wa*te  on  sluggish  hulks  the  sweetest  breeze  I 
^^at  leagues  are  !<»t,  before  the  dawn  of  daj'. 
Thus  loitering  pensive  on  the  willing  seas, 

The  flapping  sail  haul'd  down  to  halt  for  logs  like 
these  1 

XXL 

Tlic  mrwn  Is  up ; by  Heaven,  a lovely  eve  • 

Long  streams  of  light  o'er  dancing  waves  expand ; 
Now  latl.s  on  shore  may  sigh,  and  maids  believe : 
.Such  l>e  our  fate  when  we  return  to  land  l 
Meantime  some  rude  Arion’s  restless  hand 
Wakes  the  brisk  harmony  that  sailors  love  ; ♦ 

A circle  there  of  merry  listeners  stand, 

Or  to  some  well-known  measure  fcatly  move, 
Thoughtless,  as  If  on  shore  they  still  were  free  to  rove. 

XXII. 

Through  Calpc’s  straits  sun'ey  the  steep)*  shore; 
Europe  and  .\fric  on  each  other  gaze  1 
Lands  of  the  dark-eyed  Maid  and  ilasky  Mo(»r 
Alike  beheld  beneath  pale  Hecate’s  blaze  : 

How  softly  on  the  Spanish  shore  .she  plays. 
Disclosing  piKk,  and  slope,  and  forest  brown, 
Distinct,  though  darkening  with  her  waning  phase; 
But  Mauritania’s  giant-shadows  frown, 

From  mouutaln-clIfTto  coast  descending  sombre  dowu. 

xxm. 

’T  Is  night,  when  Meditation  bids  us  feel 
We  once  have  loved,  though  love  l.s  at  an  end : 

The  heart,  lone  mourner  Its  baffled  zeal. 

Though  friendless  now,  will  dream  it  had  n friend.  ^ 
Who  with  the  weight  of  years  would  wish  to  bom!. 
XMien  Youth  itself  sunives  young  Love  and  Jo>'  * 
Alas  1 when  mingling  souls  forget  to  blend. 

Death  bath  but  little  left  him  to  destroy  J [boy  ?• 
Ah  1 happy  years  : oucc  more  who  would  nut  be  a 


king  W3*  nearly  a*  mlKnievoiis  a«  the  Scottish  peer.— See 
CiiAjidlcr. 

3 To  prevent  blocks  or  sptinten  from  falling  on  ileek 
during  action. 

5 f“  From  Diwipline’s  stem  law,”  Ac.  — MS.] 

* [“  Pile*  the  hrlik  instrtiment  that  *0110111  lore.”  — M.S  J 
i Bleed*  the  lone  heart,  once  liounrtles*  in  It*  zeni. 

And  friendless  uow,  vet  dreams  it  had  a friend.*'  — 
M.S.] 

* f”  Ah  I happv  rears  * I would  I were  once  more  a bey.** 

— M’S.'] 
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XX  n’. 

Thus  bendlnt;  o’er  the  vessel'*  tav*inj?  side. 

To  gaze  on  DIan's  wavc-rcflcclcd  sphere, 

The  soul  forgets  her  schemes  of  hope  and  pride. 
And  flies  unconscious  o'er  each  baekwort!  year. 
None  are  so  desolate  but  something  clear. 

Dearer  Uian  self,  possesses  or  possess’d 
A thought,  and  claims  the  homage  of  a tear ; 

A flashing  pong ! of  which  the  weary  breast 
Would  still,  albeit  in  vain,  the  heavy  heart  divest. 

XXV. 

To  sit  on  rocks,  to  rouse  o'er  flood  and  fell, 

To  slowly  trace  the  forest's  shady  scene, 
vnicre  tUngs  that  own  not  man's  dominion  dwell. 
And  mortal  foot  hath  ne’er  or  rarely  been ; 

To  climb  the  trackless  mountain  all  unseen, 

With  the  wild  flock  that  never  needs  a fold  ; 

Alone  o'er  steeps  and  foaming  falls  to  lean  ; 

This  is  not  solitude  ; *t  U but  to  hold  [unroll’d. 
Converse  with  Nature's  charms,  and  view  her  stores 

XXVI. 

But  'midst  the  crowd,  the  ^mm,  the  shock  of  men, 
To  hear,  to  see,  to  feci,  and  to  ixKsess, 

And  roam  along,  the  wortd’s  tired  denizen. 

With  none  who  bless  us,  none  whom  we  can  bless ; 
Minions  of  splendour  shrinking  from  distress  I 
None  that,  with  kindred  consciousness  endued. 

If  we  were  not,  would  seem  to  smile  the  le«m 
Of  all  that  flatter’d,  follow'd,  sought,  and  sued  ; 
This  is  to  be  alone;  thl^  this  is  solitude! 

xxra. 

More  blest  the  life  of  godly  eremite. 

Such  as  on  lonely  Athos  may  be  seen,  * 

Watching  at  eve  upon  the  giant  height. 

Which  looks  o’er  waves  so  blue,  skies  so  serene, 
T’hat  he  who  there  at  such  an  hour  hath  been 
Will  wibtTul  linger  on  that  hallow'd  spot ; 

Then  slowly  tear  him  from  the  ’witching  si’ene. 
Sigh  forth  one  wish  tlut  such  had  been  his  lot, 
Then  turn  to  hate  a world  be  hod  almost  forgoL 

xxvnr. 

Pass  we  the  long,  unvarying  cmnv,  the  track 
Oft  trod,  that  never  leaves  a trace  behind ; 

Pass  we  the  calm,  the  g:ile,  the  change,  the  tack. 
And  each  well-known  caprice  of  wave  and  wind ; 
Pass  we  the  joys  and  sorrows  sailors  find, 

Coop'd  In  their  winged  sea-girt  citadel ; 

The  foul,  the  fair,  the  contrar>-,  the  kind, 

As  breezes  rise  and  fall  and  billows  swell. 

Til)  on  some  jocund  mom — lo,  land ! and  all  b well. 

J [One  rf  Lord  DiTon’s  ehlrf  riollghls  was,  as  he  himself 
MAtct  in  one  of  hli  /uuriult.  after  hathlaa  in  tome  reUml 
to  scat  himself  oo  a high  rock  al>nvc  the  aea,  atut  there 
remain  Tor  hours,  Rasing  u|>on  the  sky  and  the  sraters.  **  lie 
Icil  the  lifi*,"  say*  Sir  Kwertnn  Urydges,  “as  he  wrote  the 
(trains,  of  a true  poet.  Hr  could  deep,  and  very  frequently 
lUd  sleep,  wrapped  iin  in  his  rough  great  coat,  on  the  hard 
boards  of  a deck,  while  the  winds  and  the  waves  were  roaring 
rmtiKl  him  on  every  side,  and  muid  sutuisl  on  a crust  and  a 
of  water.  It  woul<t  be  diiliciiU  tu  prrviiadc  me,  that  he 
wlin  is  a covromb  in  fais  manners,  and  artificial  In  bis  habits 
of  life,  could  write  good  po**try.''j 
' flosa  is  said  lo  h.«re  been  the  island  of  Calypso.  The 
identity  of  the  habitation  assigned  by  poets  tu  the  nymph 
Caiypso,  has  occasioned  rmirh  dUcussiuu  atid  variety  of 
oiiininn.  Some  place  It  at  Malta,  and  some  at  Gosa.'*~ 
Mo4rc‘s  Classical  Tour.] 

* [For  an  acco-jiit  of  this  accomplished  but  eccentric  lady. 


X.tlX. 

But  not  In  Rilrnce  pass  Calypso's  isles,  ^ 

The  sister  tenants  of  the  middle  deep ; 

There  for  the  weary  still  a haven  smiles. 

Though  the  fair  goddess  long  hath  ceased  to  weep, 
And  o’er  her  cliffs  a fruitless  watch  to  keep 
>'or  him  who  dared  prefer  a mortal  bride : 

Here,  too,  his  boy  essay’d  the  dreadful  leap 
Stem  Mentor  urged  from  high  to  yonder  tide; 
While  thus  of  both  bereft,  the  nympb-qiteen  doubly 
sighed. 

XXX. 

Her  reign  Is  past,  ber  gentle  glories  gone : 

But  trust  not  this : too  easy  youth,  beware  ! 

A mortal  sovereign  holds  ber  dangerous  throne. 
And  thou  may'st  find  a new  Calypso  there. 

Sweet  Florence  I could  another  ever  share 
This  waywant,  loveless  heart.  It  would  be  thine: 
But  check’d  by  every  tie,  1 may  not  dare 
To  cast  a worthless  offering  at  thy  shrine. 

Nor  ask  so  dear  a breast  to  feel  one  pang  for  mine. 

j X.XXI. 

i Thus  Harold  deem’d,  as  on  that  lady’s  eye 
I He  look'd,  and  met  Its  beam  without  a thought 
Sure  Admiration  glancing  harmless  b>’ ; 

I Love  kept  aloof,  albeit  not  far  remote, 
j Mlio  knew  bis  votary  often  lost  and  caught, 

I But  knew  him  as  his  worshipper  no  more, 

^ And  ne’er  again  the  boy  his  tmoro  sought: 

Since  now  he  vainly  urged  him  lo  adore, 

I Well  deem'd  the  little  God  his  ancient  sway  was  oVr. 

XXXII. 

Fair  Florence*  found,  in  sooth  with  .some  amaze, 
One  who,  *t  was  said,  still  sigh’d  to  all  he  saw, 
M'ithstand,  unmoved,  the  lastrc  of  her  gaze, 

Which  others  bail'd  with  real  or  mimic  awe,  [law ; 
Their  hope,  their  doom,  their  punishment,  their 
All  that  gay  Beauty  from  her  bondsmen  claims : 
And  much  she  marvell’d  that  a youth  so  raw 
Nor  felt,  nor  feign'd  at  least,  the  oft-told  flames. 
Which,  though  S4)mctlmes  they  frown,  yet  rarely  anger 
dames. 

XXXIII. 

Little  knew  she  that  seeming  marble  heart, 

Now  mask'd  In  silence  or  withheld  by  pride, 

Was  not  unskilful  in  the  spoiler's  art,^ 

I And  si>reod  its  snares  licentious  far  and  wide ; ^ 

I Nor  from  the  base  pursuit  had  turn'd  aside. 

As  long  as  aught  was  worthy  to  pursue : 

But  Harold  on  such  arts  no  more  relied ; 

And  hod  he  doted  on  those  eyes  so  blur. 

Yet  never  would  be  join  the  lover's  whining  crew. 

whose  arqtuintancc  Ilic  poet  fonucl  tt  Malti,  tro  Miser]. 
Uhcuus  Fwtns,  S^'ptrmbcr,  1809,  “ To  Flormce."  “ In  r nr 
•o  iroarinative  at  Lord  B>ron,  wbo,  wliUc  he  Infused  somiirh 
of  his  Ufe  into  111*  poetry.  niiDaled  also  not  a little  of  poetry 
with  bis  life,  it  I*  dilBcult,"  soy*  Moore,  **ln  utiravclling  the 
texture  of  bis  feotiogs,  todbtliigulsh  at  all  times  between  the 
fanciful  and  the  real.  His  description  Acrr,  for  instance,  of 
the  unmoved  and  Moveless  heart.'  with  wbkh  he  contem- 
plated even  the  charms  nf  this  attractive  perron,  is  wholly  at 
variauce  wllh  the  statements  in  many  of  hi*  letters ; wd, 
above  all,  with  nnc  of  the  most  graceful  of  his  lesser  poems, 
addressed  to  this  same  lady,  during  a thunder-stotm  ou  his 
road  to  7itia.**] 

* [Against  this  line  it  Is  siifllcicnt  to  set  the  poet'*  own  rie. 
(laratioii.  In  la^d  : — 1 am  not  a Joseph,  uor  a S'lpio.  but 
1 ran  safely  afhnn,  that  1 never  In  my  life  seduced  any 
woman 

* [“  We  have  here  another  instance  of  Ids  propensity  to 

B 4 
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x.xxiv. 

Not  much  he  kor.«,  I ween,  of  womwi's  bn*a-4t, 
\riio  thinks  that  wanton  (hlng  is  \v<m  by  si(;hs ; 
WTiat  carelh  she  for  hearts  when  once  possess’d  ? 
l)o  proper  honuffc  to  Ihtnc  idol’i  eyes ; 

Dut  not  too  hurablyi  or  she  will  de:ipl>e 

Thee  and  thy  suit,  though  told  in  moving  trot>cs: 

Disguise  ev’n  tendenicss  if  thou  art  wise; 

Brisk  Confidence  ' sflU  l>e«t  with  woman  a)pos: 
Pique  her  and  soothe  In  turn,  soon  Passion  crowns  thy 
I i hoj>cs. 

XXXV. 

*T  is  an  old  lesson ; Time  approves  it  true, 

And  those  who  know  it  best,  deplore  it  mo>t ; 
When  all  Is  won  that  all  desire  to  woo. 

The  paltr>*  priae  Is  hardly  worth  the  cost : 

Youth  wasted,  minds  degraded,  honour  lost, 

Tliese  arc  thy  fruits,  tuccessful  Plosion  J these ! 

If,  kindly  cruel,  early  hoj>c  Is  cn«t, 

Still  to  ths'  List  it  rankles,  a dimrase, 

Not  to  he  cured  when  love  itsidf  forgets  to  please. 

XXXVI. 

Away  I nor  let  me  loiter  in  my  song. 

Fur  we  has’e  many  a mountain>path  to  tread. 

And  many  a varied  shore  to  sail  along, 

I By  pcnsisc  Satlness,  not  by  Fiction,  led  — 

Climes,  fair  withal  as  ever  mortal  head 
' Imagined  In  Its  little  schema  of  thought  • 

I Or  eVr  in  new  Utopias  were  ared, 

I To  teach  man  what  he  might  bo,  or  he  ottght ; 

If  that  corrupted  thing  t'ould  ever  such  be  taught. 

XXXVII. 

Pear  Nature  Is  the  kindest  mother  still. 

Though  always  changing  in  her  aspect  mild; 

From  her  bare  liosom  let  me  take  my  fill. 

Her  never-wean'd,  though  not  her  favour’d  child. 
Oh ! she  Is  ftUrcst  In  her  features  wild, 

^^^le^c  nothing  polish'd  dares  pollute  her  path : 

To  me  by  day  or  night  she  ever  smiled, 

Though  I have  mark’d  her  when  none  other  hath, 
And  sought  her  more  and  more,  and  loved  her 
in  wrath. 

XXXVIII. 

Land  of  Alljonia ! where  Iskander  rose, 

TTieme  of  the  young,  and  l>eacon  of  the  wise. 

And  he  his  namesake,  whose  oft>batflcd  foes 
Shrunk  from  hU  deeds  of  chivalrous  cmprlie : 

I.and  of  AI>K«nia^  ! let  me  bend  mine  e>es 
On  thee,  thou  rugged  nurse  of  savage  men  I 
The  cross  descends  thy  minarets  arise. 

And  the  pale  crescent  s;«rkles  In  the  glen. 
Through  many  a cypress  grove  within  each  dry’s  ken. 

seIf-mf»r<Tre*entAt}ofl.  Iloirprer  great  might  luive  been  the 
inrcnUrltiPS  of  hit eollege  liTe,  furh  phrase*  u ‘me  tponer't 
art.'  atid  ‘ ipreaUlng  *narcs,‘  were  in  no  wise  applicable  to 
them.'*— 

• C*  Brisk  Imptidence.”  kc.  — MS  3 

• See  .Ap{>etulls  to  this  Canto.  Sole  fB]. 

• IU>aea.--C*  Sept.  84th.”  say*  Mr  Hobhouse,  “we  were 
In  the  channel,  with  Ithaca,  then  tn  the  hatidt  o(  the  French, 
to  (he  we«t  of  iii.  We  were  ctoee  to  it,  and  mw  a few  shrubs 
on  a bronn  heathy  land,  two  little  towns  (n  the  hills,  seat, 
tered  amongst  treet.  and  a windmill  or  two,  with  a b»wer  <>n 
the  heights.  That  Ithaea  was  not  rery  strongly  garrisoned, 
you  will  easily  lietleye.  when  I tell,  that  a memtn  aherwaris. 
when  the  luntan  Islands  were  inretted  by  a British  sqttaiiron. 
ft  was  surrendered  into  the  hinds  of  a sergeant  and  serca 


XXXI.X. 

Child'  Ilnndd  sallM,  tuid  iKuta'il  the  Uirrcn  spc't 
Where  wd  PenelojK?  oVrliHik'd  ihc  wave;  * 

And  onward  view’d  the  mount,  not  yet  forgot, 

The  lover's  refuge,  and  the  Lesbian’s  grave. 
l>ark  Sappho ! coulst  not  verse  immorul  sa\e 
That  breast  imbued  witli  »ucb  immortal  fire? 

Could  she  not  live  who  life  eternal  gave  ? 

If  life  eternal  may  await  the  lyre, 

Thatonly  HcavcntowPdchLorth'ichUilrcninay.'upire.  | 

XL. 

'Twas  on  n Grecian  autumn’*  gentle  eve 
Chlldc  Harold  hail'd  Leucadia's  cape  afar;  * 

A spot  he  lung’d  to  »ce,  nor  cared  to  leave : 

Oft  did  he  mark  the  scenes  of  vanish’d  war, 

Actium,  Lepanto,  fatal  Trafalgar;^ 

Mark  them  unmuv(.>d,  fur  he  would  not  delight 
(Bom  beneath  sonic  remote  inglorious  star) 

In  theme*  of  bloody  fray,  or  gallant  fight,  ^wlght 
I But  loathed  the  bravo’*  trade,  and  laughed  at  martial 


XI.I. 

But  when  he  saw  the  eveitin.{  star  above 
Ixmcadia’s  far-ppiBccling  rock  of  woe. 

And  hail'd  the  last  rc«ut  of  fruitless  love. 

He  felt,  or  deem’d  he  felt,  no  common  glow: 

And  as  the  stately  Vi'ssrl  glided  sluw 
Beneath  the  shallow  of  that  ancient  mount. 

He  watch’d  the  billows'  melancholy  flow. 

And,  sunk  alUdt  In  thought  as  he  was  wont, 

Mure  placid  seem'd  his  eye,  and  smooth  hU  pallid 
front  ® 

XLIT. 

Mum  dawns : and  with  it  stem  Albania's  hills, 
Dark  Suli’s  rocks,  and  Pindus’  inlsmd  peak, 

Bnbi'd  half  in  mUt,  bedew’d  with  snowy  rills. 
Array'd  in  many  a dun  and  purple  streak. 

Arise  ; and,  as  the  clouds  along  them  break. 
Disclose  the  dwelling  of  the  mountaineer  ; 

Here  rooms  the  wolf,  the  eagle  wfatts  hi*  licok. 
Birds,  lieast*  of  prey,  and  wilder  men  appear,  [>car. 
And  gathering  storms  around  cooimisc  the  cioalng 

XLllI. 

Now  Harold  felt  himself  at  length  alone, 

And  bade  to  Christian  tongue*  a long  adieu ; 

Now  he  adventured  on  a shore  unknown, 

A^Tiich  all  admire,  but  m.iny  dread  lo  view*. 

His  breast  was  arm’d  'gainst  fate,  his  wants  were  few ; 
Peril  he  sought  not  but  ne’er  shrank  lo  meet : 

The  scene  was  savage,  but  the  scene  was  new ; 

This  made  the  ceascUns  toll  of  travel  sweet,  [he.at 
Beat  lock  keen  winter's  blast,  and  welcomed  summer's 

men  ” For  a r#*ry  curious  account  of  the  state  of  the  klngilom 
of  L'lysies  tn  Ulfi,  ik  Williams**  ’iYaveU.  *ol.  11.  p.  4V7.j 

* I..eifcadla,  now  Santa  Maura.  From  the  promontory  (the 
fynrer's  I.eap)  Satrpho  la  said  to  hare  thrown  herself..— 

Sept  KSth,  we  d<uibled  the  promontory  of  Santa  Matira, 
and  saw  the  precipice  which  (he  fate  of  Mppho.  the  (turtrir 
of  Grid,  and  the  rucks  to  furmidoble  to  the  ancient  mariuers, 
have  m^e  for  ever  memorable.**  ~ lltWHucsiLj 

* .Artlum  and  Trafalirar  need  no  further  mention.  Ibe 
battle  of  I.a«panto.  equally  bloody  and  considerable,  but  let* 
known,  was  fotitrht  In  the  Gulf  of  Patras.  Here  the  author 
of  l>on  Quixote  lost  his  left  hand. 

* U*  And  roused  him  more  from  thought  than  he  was  wont. 

While  Pleasure  almost  seemed  to  smooth  his  placid 
front. ’*•—  MS.) 
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XLIV. 

Here  the  red  cro»Sf  fur  still  the  cross  Is  here. 
Though  sadly  scoiTd  at  by  the  circumcbed. 
Forgets  that  pride  to  pam|>cr’d  priesthood  liear; 
Churchman  and  votary  alike  despised. 

Foul  Superstition  ! hovv<k>c*cr  di-^guised. 

Idol,  saint,  virgin,  prophet,  crescent,  cross, 

Fur  whatsoever  symbol  thou  art  prised. 

Thou  sacerdotal  gain,  but  general  loss ! 

Who  from  true  worship's  gold  can  separate  thy  dross  ? 

XLV. 

Axnbracla's  gulf  behold,  where  once  was  lost 
A world  for  woman,  lovely,  harmless  thing  ! 

In  yonder  rippling  tjay,  their  naval  host 
Pid  many  a Roman  chief  and  Asian  king  ^ 

To  doubtful  conflict,  certain  slaughter  bring'. 

IjOoIc  where  the  second  Cscsar's  trophies  ro:«  ; 9 
Now,  like  tlic  hands  that  rear'd  them,  withering : 
Imperial  anarchs,  doubling  hunxan  woes  ! 

God!  was  thy  globe  ordain'dforsuebtowinand  lose? 

XL  VI. 

From  the  dark  barriers  of  that  rugged  clime, 

Ev*n  to  the  centre  of  Illyria's  vales, 

Childe  Harold  pass’d  o'er  many  a mount  sublime, 
Through  lands  scarce  noticed  in  historic  talcs; 

Yet  in  famed  Attica  such  lovely  dales 
Are  rarely  seen ; nor  can  fhlr  Temi>e  boast 
A charm  they  know  not , loved  Parnassus  fails. 
Though  classic  ground  and  consecrated  most. 

To  match  some  spots  that  lurk  within  this  lowering 
coast. 

XLvn. 

He  pass'd  bleak  Pindus,  Acherusia’s  lake,  ^ 

Anil  left  the  primal  city  of  t'ne  land, 

And  onwards  did  his  further  journey  take 
To  greet  Albania's  chief  whose  dread  command 
Js  lawless  law  ; for  with  a bloody  hand 
He  sways  a nation,  turbulent  and  bold; 

Yet  here  and  there  some  daring  mountain.hand 
Disdain  bis  power,  and  from  their  rocky  hold 
Hurl  their  defiance  far,  nor  yield,  unless  to  gotd.^ 

I It  U iiM.  that,  on  the  dsr  prctiotii  t'»  the  battle  of 
Actluio.  Antony  had  thirteen  lilne*  at  bU  levee.  — C"  To- 
day" (Kov.  IZ},  “ t lAw  the  remains  of  the  toirn  of  Artiuin, 
near  which  Antony  lost  the  world,  In  a sm.ill  bar,  where  two 
frigates  could  hardly  inononirre : a broken  wall  is  the  sole 
remnant.  On  anotlk'r  part  of  the  g<ilf  stand  the  ruins  of 
Nleo|>t>ll«,  built  by  Augustus,  In  honour  of  his  victor}*."  — 
Lord  Ifyron  tu  its  Moihrr.  INOO.  J 

* NlcoftolU,  whose  ruins  are  most  extensive.  Is  at  some 
distance  from  Aclium,  where  the  wail  of  the  Hippodrome 
survives  in  a few  fragments,  'fhese  ruins  are  large  maues 
of  brickwork,  the  bricks  of  which  are  joined  by  interstices 
of  mortar,  as  large  os  the  bricks  themseivet,  and  equally 
duraole. 

3 According  to  rouquerille,  the  lake  of  Yanina : but  Post- 
quevillc  is  always  out. 

* The  celebrated  Ail  Pacha.  Of  this  extraordinary  man 

there  is  an  incorrect  account  in  Pouqiicville's  Travels.  — ["  I 
loll  Malta  in  the  Spider  brlg«of.  war.  on  the  *21ft  of  Srptemher. 
and  a^iv<^d  in  cialit  days  at  Prcrcia.  1 thence  have  traversed 
the  Interior  of  the  province  of  Albania,  on  a visit  to  the 
Facba,  as  far  as  lepaleen.  his  highness's  country  palace, 
where  I stayed  three  ds/s.  The  name  of  the  Pacha  is  All, 
and  he  is  considered  a man  of  the  first  abilities : he  governs 
the  whole  of  Albania  (the  ancient  lllyrlcum^  Epirus,  and  ' 
part  of  Macedonia."  — if.  lo  Alt  ,1/orAcr.j  I 

* Fire  thousand  Sullotes,  among  the  rocks  and  In  the  castle  ' 
of  Sull.  withstood  thirty  thousand  Albanians  for  eighteen 
years ; the  casile  at  last  was  taken  by  bribery.  In  this  contest 
there  were  several  acts  performed  not  unworthy  of  the  better 
days  of  Greece. 

* The  ODvent  and  village  of  Zlua  are  four  hours’  Journey 


XLVIll. 

Monastic  Zltza^  ! from  thy  shady  brow. 

Thou  small  but  favour'd  spot  of  holy  ground  ( 
Where’er  wc  teaxe,  around,  al)ovo,  U*low, 

What  rainbow  what  magic  charms  are  found ! 
Rock,  river,  forest,  mountain,  ail  abouuU, 

And  bluest  skies  that  harmonise  the  whole  : 
Beneath,  the  distant  torrent's  rushing  M)und 
Tells  where  the  volumed  cataract  doth  roll 
Between  those  hanging  rocks,  that  shuck  yet  pleaje 
the  soul. 

XLIX. 

Amidst  the  grove  that  crowns  yon  tuRcd  hill. 
Which,  were  It  not  for  many  a mountain  nigh 
Rising  in  lofty  ranks,  and  loftier  still. 

Might  well  Itself  be  deem'd  of  dignity. 

The  convent’s  white  walls  glisten  fair  on  high : 
Here  dwells  tbe  caIoycr\  nor  rude  U he, 

"Sot  niggard  of  his  cheer ; the  passer  by 
Is  welcome  still ; nor  heedless  will  he  flee 
Front  hence,  If  he  delight  kind  Nature's  sheen  to  see. 

L. 

Here  in  tlic  sultriest  season  let  him  rest. 

Fresh  is  tbe  green  beneath  those  aged  trees ; 

Here  winds  of  gentlest  wring  will  fan  his  breast, 
From  heaven  itself  he  may  inhale  the  breeze : 

The  plain  is  far  beneath  — oil ! let  him  seize 
Pure  pleasure  whUe  he  can ; tbe  scorching  ray 
Here  plcrecth  not.  Impregnate  with  dli^ase  : 

Then  let  his  length  the  loitering  pilgrim  lay. 

And  gaze,  untirad,  Uie  mom,  the  noon,  the  eve  away. 

LI. 

Dusky  and  huge,  enlarging  on  the  sight, 

Nature’s  volcanic  amphitheatre,  ^ 

Chimera’s  alps  extend  from  left  to  right : 

Beneath,  a U^ng  valley  seems  to  s*ir ; [fir 

Flocks  pUy,  trees  wave,  streams  flow,  the  mountair.- 
Nodding  above ; behold  black  Acheron  ] v 
Once  consecrated  to  the  sepulchre. 

Pluto  I if  this  be  bell  I look  upon,  [none,  lo 
Close  shamed  Elysiumt  gates,  my  shade  shall  seek  fur 

Atna  Joannlna,  or  Yanina,  thecapital  of thePachalick.  In  the 
valley  tbe  river  Kalamat  (ooco  the  Acheron)  Af>w«.  ami  not 
far  from  Zitsa.  fonnt  a fine  cataract.  Tbe  rltuation  i*  |>er. 
haps  the  finest  in  Greece,  though  tbe  approach  to  Delvhuiclii 
and  parts  of  Acarnania  and  Altnlla  nay  contest  the  palm. 
Delphi.  Pamasius,  and,  in  Attica,  even  Cape  Colonna  and 
Port  Raphti,  are  very  inferior ; as  also  every  scene  in  Ionia, 
nr  the  *l'rnad  : I am  aimnit  inclined  to  add  the  approach  to 
Constantinople ; but,  from  the  dlflhrent  features  or  the  last, 
a comparison  can  hardly  be  made.  ["  Zitxa,"  says  the  poet’s 
companion,  **  is  a village  inhabited  by  Greek  peasants.  ]*«r- 
haps  there  is  not  in  Iho  world  a more  romantic  nrosoKt  than 
that  which  is  viewed  from  the  summit  of  the  hill.  J'hc  fore- 
ground Is  a gentle  declivity,  terminating  on  every  side  in  an 
extensive  landscape  of  green  hills  sn«l  dale,  enriched  with 
vine^rtls.  and  dotted  with  frequent  docks”] 

' The  Greek  monks  are  so  called,  —f"  We  went  Into  the 
monastery,"  lavs  Mr.  llebhouse.  "alter  some  parley  with 
one  of  the  munlis,  through  a small  door  plated  with  iron,  on 
which  the  marks  of  violence  were  very  apparent,  and  which, 
before  the  country  had  lieen  tranqailllseil  under  the  powerful 
government  of  All,  hod  been  battered  in  vain  by  tlie  troops 
of  robbers  then,  by  turns,  infesting  every  district.  The  prior, 
a humble,  meek-mannerod  mao,  entertained  us  in  a warm 
chamber  with  grapes,  and  a pleasant  white  wine,  not  trodden 
out.  as  he  told  us,  by  the  feet,  but  preisid  iVom  the  grape  by 
the  hand;  and  we  were  so  well  pleased  adth  every  thing 
about  us,  that  wc  agreed  to  lodge  with  him  on  our  return 
from  tlie  Vizier."] 

* The  Chimariot  mountains  appear  to  have  been  volcanic. 

* Now  called  Knlamas. 

I*  C"  Keep  heaven  for  better  souls,  my  shade,"  Ac.  — US.] 
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LIT. 

Nc  city’s  towers  pollute  the  lovely  view ; 

Unseen  is  Taalna,  though  not  remote, 

Veil'd  by  the  screen  of  hills  : here  men  are  few. 
Scanty  the  hamlet,  rare  the  lonely  cot : 

But,  peering  down  each  prcclpia*,  the  goat 
Browseth  ; and,  pensive  o’er  his  scatter’d  flock. 
The  little  shepherd  in  his  white  capote  * 

Doth  lean  bis  boyUh  form  along  the  rock, 

Or  lu  hU  cave  awaits  the  tempest's  short-lived  shock. 

UII. 

Oh  I where,  Dodona  1 U tlilne  aged  grove. 
Prophetic  fount,  and  oracle  divine  ? 

What  v.alley  echoed  the  response  of  Jove  ? 

WTial  trace  remnlnetti  of  the  Thunderer's  shrine? 
All,  all  forgotten  — and  shall  man  repine 
That  his  frail  bonds  to  fleeting  life  are  broke  ? 
Cease,  fool  l the  fate  of  gods  may  well  be  thine : 
Wouldst  thou  survive  the  marble  or  the  oak  ? 
When  nations,  tongues,  and  worlds  must  sink  beneaU) 
the  stroke ! 

LIV. 

£]>irus'  tx>mi(1s  recede,  and  mountains  fail ; 

Tired  of  up-gazing  still,  the  wearied  eye 
Rei>o*es  gladly  on  as  smooth  a vale 
As  ever  Spring  yclad  in  grassy  dye  : 

Ev’n  on  a plain  no  humble  beauties  lie. 

Where  some  1k>W  river  breaks  the  long  exi»anM', 
And  wo<m1s  along  the  hunks  arc  waving  higli. 
Whoso  shadows  in  the  glassy  waters  dance. 

Or  with  the  moonbeam  sleep  in  midnight's  solemn 
trance. 

LV. 

The  sun  had  sunk  behind  vast  Tomerit,  * 

An<!  Liios  witle  and  fierce  came  roaring  by  ; 3 
The  shades  of  wonted  night  were  gathering  yet. 
When,  down  the  steep  banks  winding  warily, 
Childe  H.indd  saw,  like  meteors  in  the  sky. 

The  glittering  minarets  of  Tepalcn, 

Whose  walls  o'erlook  the  stream;  and  drawing  nigh. 
He  heard  the  busy  hum  of  warrior-men  [glen.  * 
Swelling  the  breeze  that  ^lgi^’d  along  the  lengthening 

LVT. 

He  pass’d  the  sacnvl  llnram'a  silent  tower. 

And  underneath  the  wide  o'crarchlng  gate 
Survey'd  the  dwelling  of  this  chief  of  power, 
Wniere  all  around  prodaim'd  his  high  estate. 

> Aihanese  cla-dt. 

* AinHently  Mount  Tom-wus. 

> The  river  Io«*  wa»  hill  at  the  lime  the  author  passed  it ; 
and,  (mmrdiatelr  ^mre  Te|wlrrn,  was  to  the  eye  as  wide  at 
the  "niame*  at  Westminster  ; at  least  in  the  ofdnUm  of  the 
author  and  hit  feilow.traveller.  In  the  summer  it  mutt  be 
much  narrower.  It  certainly  it  the  finest  rirer  in  the  Iterant ; 
neither  AcheWms,  Alphent,  Acheron,  Scamaoder,r»or  Carster, 
approarned  it  in  breadth  or  beauty 

* r“  All  Pacha,  hearing  that  an'EnRHshman  of  rank  was  In 
his  dominions,  left  orders,  to  Yanina,  with  the  rommandant, 
to  proride  a hotue.  and  supply  me  with  every  kind  of  ncces. 
sary  gratii.  I rode  out  on  the  visier'i  horse*,  ami  taw  the 
palace*  of  himself  ami  crAodsons.  I shall  never  forget  the 
singular  scene  on  entering  Topaleen,  at  five  in  the  ahemoon 

tl.\  as  the  sun  wat  going  down.  It  brought  to  luy 
mind  (with  tome  change  otdreu,  nowercr.i  Scott'sUescrlpUon 
of  Branksomc  Castle  in  his  l.jiy,  and  the  feudal  sy«tnii.  'llie 
.Mbamans  in  their  dresses  (the  most  magniflrmt  in  the  world, 
t^ntiiCina  o(  a long  white  kilt,  gold-worked  cloak,  rrtmson 
velvet  gold-laced  jacket  and  waistcoat,  sHver-mnuoied  ^stoU 
and  dAggert)  ; the  Tartairc,  with  their  high  cap*  i the  Dirks 
in  their  vast  pelisses  and  turtsans;  the  soldiers  and  black 
slaves  with  the  horses,  tho  former  ta  groups.  In  on  introense 


Amidst  no  common  j>omp  the  despot  sate, 

While  busy  preparation  shook  the  court. 

Slaves,  eunuchs  soldiers,  guests,  and  saiitons  wait ; 
Within,  a palace,  and  without,  a fort : 

Here  men  of  every  clime  ap]>cnr  to  make  resort. 

j I.VH. 

j Richly  caparison’d,  a rcmly  row 

I Of  armetl  horse,  and  many  & warlike  store, 

' Circled  the  wide-extending  court  below  ; 

, Above,  strange  gruu|>*  adorn'd  the  corridore ; 

I And  oft-iimes  through  the  area’s  echoing  door, 

^ Some  high-capp’d  Tartar  spurr’d  his  steed  away : 
The  Turk,  the  Greek,  tlie  Albanian,  and  the  Moor, 
Here  mingletl  in  their  many-hued  army,  [of  day. 

. While  the  deepwar-drum’s  sound  announced  Uic  cloac 
l 

! LVHI. 

‘ Tlie  wild  AlbanLin  klrtled  to  his  knee, 

! With  shawl-girt  hcatl  and  ornamented  gun, 

.\nd  gold-emoroider'd  garments  fair  to  see ; 

The  crimson. scarfeil  men  of  Macedon  ; 

The  Delhi  with  his  cap  of  terror  on, 

And  crooked  glaive  ; the  lively,  supple  Greek; 
And  swarthy  Nubi.Vs  mutilated  Mm  ; 

The  lieanknl  Turk,  that  rarely  deigns  to  speak. 
Master  of  all  around,  too  potent  to  be  meek, 

IJ.\. 

.\rc  mix’d  conspicuous  ; some  rrcllnc  in  groups, 
St'anning  the  motley  scene  that  varies  pound ; 
There  some  grave  Moslem  to  devotion  shxjps. 

And  some  that  smoke,  and  some  that  play,  are  found ; 
Here  the  Albanian  proudly  treads  the  ground  ; 
Half-whispering  there  the  Greek  is  heard  to  prate  ; 
Hark  ! from  the  mosque  the  nightly  solemn  sound. 
The  Muezrin'tf  call  doth  shake  the  minaret, 

**  I'hcre  Is  no  g<xi  but  God  ! — to  prayer  — lo  1 God 
b great !"  * 

LX. 

Just  at  this  in*asfm  Ramazani’s  fa«l  ^ 

Through  the  long  day  its  penance  did  maintain  : 
But  when  the  lingering  twilight  hour  was  i»ast. 
Revel  and  feaM  assumed  the  rule  again ; 

Now  all  was  htwtlc,  and  the  menbil  tmin 
Prepared  and  spread  the  plenteous  board  within ; 
The  vacant  gallery  seem’d  ni-odc  in  min, 

But  from  the  chambers  came  the  mingling  din. 

As  page  and  slave  anon  were  i»ssing  out  and  In. 

law  open  pallery  in  front  of  the  paloer.  the  Utter  placed  ia 
■v  kind  of  rlol^trr  tieinw  It;  Iwu  hundred  steed*  reuy  capa- 
risoned In  move  in  a moment ; couriers  entering  or  ;>assmg 
out  with  despatches;  the  kettle-drums  Itcoting  ; boys  calling 
the  hour  from  the  minaret  of  the  moeque  ; --'aitegether,  with 
the  slnipilar  ap{fear«nre  of  the  bulMIng  itself,  lormcd  a new 
aiwl  dellBlitful  spet-tnclc  to  a stranger.  I «v  conducted  lu  a 
very  handsome  Apartment.  ,vid  my  health  imtiiired  after  by 
the  vizier’s  soerrtary,  * k la  mode  ‘rurque.’**  — Ji.  /^Vtrrs.] 

* [“  On  our  arriv^  at  TepaJeen,  we  were  lotiged  in  the 
palace.  During  the  night,  we  were  disturbed  by  the  per- 
pi-tuat  coruusol  which  teemed  to  )«  kept  up  In  the  gallery, 
aod  by  the  drum,  and  the  voice  of  the  * Muezzin,*  or  chanter, 
railing  the  Turks  to  pra^rs  from  the  mitiarri  or  the  niosck 
attached  to  the  paiacr.  ’The  chanter  was  a Imy,  and  he  sang 
out  his  hymn  in  a sort  of  loud  meUncholy  rrrlloUve.  He 
was  a tong  time  reprating  the  purport  of  these  few  words ; 
* God  most  high  I I bear  witness,  that  there  is  no  god  but 
God,  and  Mahomi-t  is  his  prophet : coroe  to  prayer  ; come  to 
the  asylum  of  salvation,  great  God  I there  is  no  god  but 
God  !'  ’•  — lluHtloCsR  ] 

• f**  Wt  were  A little  unfi}rtunate  in  the  time  we  chose  for 
travc-iUnc,  for  it  wu  during  the  Uamazan,  or  Turkish  Lent, 
whkh  fell  this  year  in  October,  and  was  haul'd  at  the  rising 
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LXL 

Here  woman’s  voice  is  never  heartl : apart. 

And  scarce  ponnitted,  guardcil,  veil'd,  to  move, 
She  yields  to  one  her  pcr?*on  and  her  heart. 
Tamed  t*>  her  cage,  nor  feels  a wish  to  rove ; 

I'or,  not  unhappy  in  her  ma>UT’a  love. 

And  joyful  In  a mother's  gentlest  cares 
Blest  cares  1 all  other  feelings  far  above  ! 

Herself  more  sweetly  rears  the  babe  she  bears. 
Who  never  quits  the  breast,  no  meaner  passion  shares. 


lAV. 

Flm-c  are  Albania's  children,  yet  they  lack 
Not  virtues,  were  those  virtues  more  mature. 
Where  is  the  foe  that  ever  saw  their  back  ? 

^Tio  can  so  well  the  hdl  of  war  endure  ? 

Their  native  faitnwses  not  more  set'ure 
Than  they  in  doubtful  time  of  troublous  ncorl : 
Their  wrath  how  dcailly  t but  their  friendship  sure. 
When  Gratitude  or  Valour  bids  them  bleed, 
Cnihaken  rushing  on  where’er  their  chief  may  lead. 


Lxir. 

In  mariile-paved  pavilion,  where  a spring 
Of  living  water  from  the  centre  ro«-. 

Whose  bubbling  did  a genial  freshness  fling, 

And  soft  voluptuous  couches  breathed  repose, 

Ali  reclined,  a man  of  war  and  woe* : * 

Yet  ill  hU  lineaments  yc  cannot  trace, 

Willie  Gentleness  her  milder  radiance  throws 
Along  that  aged  venerable  face, 

The  deeds  that  lurk  beneath,  and  stain  him  with 
disgrace. 

LXIII. 

It  Is  not  that  yon  hoar>*  lengthening  beard 
HI  suits  the  passions  which  belong  to  youth ; ^ 
Love  conquers  age  — so  Hafi*  hath  averr’d. 

So  sings  the  TcUn.  and  he  sings  in  sooth  — 

But  crimes  that  scorn  the  tender  voire  of  ruth, 
Beseeming  all  men  111,  but  most  the  man 
In  years,  have  mark’d  him  with  a tiger’s  tooth  • 
Btoo<i  follows  blood,  and,  through  their  mortal  span. 
In  bloodier  acts  conclude  those  who  with  blood  began.  * 


I.XVI. 

Chllde  Harold  saw  them  in  their  chieftain’s  tower 
Thronging  to  war  in  t^plendour  and  .succcas  ; 

.Vnd  after  view'd  them,  when,  within  their  i>owcr,  i 
Hlm^'lf  awhile  the  victim  of  distress ; • 

That  saddening  hour  when  bad  men  hotUer  press : ' 
i But  these  did  shelter  him  beneath  their  rw»f,  | 
When  less  barbarimis  would  have  cheer’d  him  less  I 
[ And  fellow-country  men  h.ive  stootl  aloof 
1 In  aught  that  tries  the  heart  bow  few  withstand  the  i 
j proof  { j 

LXVII.  ^ 

It  chanced  that  adverse  winds  once  drove  bis  bark  | 
Full  on  the  coast  of  Suli’i  shaggs’  shore,  j 

! ^^llen  all  around  wits  desolate  and  dark ; i 

' To  lan<l  w'as  perilous,  to  sqjourn  more  ; 

Tel  for  awhile  the  mariners  forbore. 

Dubious  to  trust  where  treachery  might  lurk : 

At  lengtli  they  ventured  forth,  though  doubting  sore 
That  those  who  Itaithe  alike  the  Frank  and  Turk 
i Might  once  again  renew  their  ancient  butcher-work. 


LXIV. 

’Mid  many  things  most  new  to  car  and  eye 
The  pilgrim  rested  here  his  weary  feet. 

And  gazed  around  on  Moslem  luxuiy,^ 

Till  quickly  weariesl  with  that  spacious  seat 
Of  Wealth  and  Wantonness,  the  choice  retreat 
Of  sated  Grandeur  from  the  city’s  noli<c  : 

And  were  it  humbler,  It  in  sooth  were  sweet ; 

But  Peace  abhorreth  artificial  joys. 

And  Pleasure,  leagued  with  Pomp,  the  zest  of  both 
destroys. 


LXVni. 

! Vain  fear ! the  Sullotes  stretch’d  the  welcome  hanil, 
lA'd  them  o’er  rocks  and  past  the  dangerous  swamp, 
Kinder  than  |JolUh'd  slaves,  though  not  so  bland, 

I .And  piled  the  hearth,  and  wrung  their  garments  ' 
I (lamp,  ' 

’ And  fill'd  the  bowl,  and  trimm’d  the  cheerful  lamp,  I 
j And  spreadtheirfan*;  though  homely,  all  they  had : 
j Such  conduct  liears  Philanthropy’s  rare  stamp  : 

I To  rest  the  weary  and  to  soothe  the  s.od, 

I Doth  lesson  happier  men,  :ind  shames  at  least  the  bad^ 


of  the  new  »nr»on.  on  the  evening  of  the  Rth,  I»y  everr  demon. 
•trAtioii  of  )ny : hut  allhoiivh.  durtug  this  month,  tbe  itrirtrtt 
alMiinrnee  (»  otMerreil  in  the  dnytinie,  vet  with  the  setting  ol 
the  sun  the  fcAsting  commenrci : then  is  the  time  forjmvlti? 
nml  receiving  vitU*.  and  for  the  ainiioemi-nts  of  'Turkr;.. 
puppet-shows,  Juggieri,  dancerf,  and  (tory-teiiers.’*— Hud- 
hoi  SR.J 

I [“  On  the  Ih,  1 was  tntrodijeefl  to  AH  Paeha.  1 was 
dressed  in  a full  suit  of  stalT  uniform,  with  a very  magntllrrn: 
sabre,  kr.  The  vizier  received  me  in  a Urge  room  pavcil 
with  mariiln;  a fountain  was  pUylog  in  Ilia  centre;  the 
ap:utinirot  was  surrounded  by  seariet  ottomans.  He  received 
me  sianding,  a wonderful  rom|>iiincni  from  a Mussuiiu»n, 
and  made  me  lU  down  on  hit  right  hand.  Ills  Qrst  question 
was,  why,  at  to  early  an  age.  I left  my  country  ? He  thru 
■aid.  the  Knghsh  minister.  Captain  iH'ake,  had  told  him  1 
Wits  of  a great  family,  and  detirfd  bU  respects  to  my  mother ; 
which  1 now,  In  (he  name  of  All  Pacha,  present  to  you.  Ha 
said  he  was  irertain  1 was  a man  of  birth,  beesnse  1 tiad  imall 
ear*,  ntrlitig  hair,  and  little  white  bands.  He  told  me  to 
consider  him  as  a father  whilst  I was  In  Turkey,  .iml  said  ho 
looked  on  me  as  his  own  son.  Indeed,  he  treated  me  like  a 
child,  sending  me  almonds  and  sugared  sherbet,  fruit,  amt 
iwectineats,  twenty  times  a day.  I then  aRer  coffee  and  pipes 
retinsL" — It-  to  Ait  Muiher.'] 

< r**  Delights  to  mingle  with  the  lip  of  j-outh.” — MS.j 
fMr  Hobhouse  describes  the  viiler  as  **  a short  roan, 
olmnt  live  fi*ct  five  inches  in  height,  amt  very  ^t ; possessing 
a very  pleasing  face,  fsir  and  routwl.  with  blue  quick  eyes,  not 
■t  all  settled  into  a I'urkish  griivltr.’*  Pr  llollaml  happily 
compares  the  spint  which  lurked  under  All's  usual  ezl^or. 


to  “ the  fire  of  a stove,  burning  fierwly  under  a smooth  ami 
mllshed  surface.”  When  the  doctor  returned  from  Albania, 
in  lH|3,  he  brought  a letter  from  the  Pacha  to  Lord  Hyron. 
” It  U,”  snys  the  poet,  ” in  Latin,  and  b»’gins  * Excellcntisslme, 
7/t'csHoi  rarisiline,'  and  ends  about  a gun  he  wants  made  fur 
iilin.  He  tells  me  that,  last  spring,  he  took  a town,  a hostile 
town,  where,  furtv-two  yean  ago,  his  mother  aiut  sisters  were 
treatei)  as  .Miss  tunewinde  w.-u  by  the  Bulgarian  cavalry. 
He  takes  the  town,  selects  all  the  survivors  of  tbe  exploit  — 
rhildren,  grand'Children,  &e..  to  the  tune  of  six  hundred, 
and  has  them  sliut  bufure  his  face.  So  much  fur  * dearest 
friend.*  ”3 

* rTbe  fate  of  All  wa«  precisely  such  ns  the  poet  antid- 
rated.  Fur  a eirrnm»tanttAl  account  of  hit  asaauluatloii,  in 
I’ebruary,  18‘ii,  see  Walsh's  Journey.  His  head  was  sent  to 
('onstanlinople,  and  exhibited  at  the  gatrs  of  the  seragSia  As 
the  name  ofAli  had  made  a considerable  n<Hse  in  England,  in 
consequence  of  his  cw*^lat!oni  w Ith  Sir  Thomas  Maitland,  and 
still  nH>re,  perhaps,  these  stitnsns  of  Lonl  BjTon,  a merchant 
of  Constantiuople  thought  it  would  be  no  biid  speruUtinn  to 
purchue  the  head  and  consign  it  to  a i-ondon  showman  ; but 
this  schema  was  defeated  by  the  piety  of  an  old  servant  of 
thn  Pacha,  who  bribed  ihg  exeeutioner  with  a higher  price, 
mid  bestowed  decent  sepulture  on  the  rellc.j 

* Chllde  Harold  with  the  chief  held  colloqitr. 

Yet  what  they  spake  it  boots  not  to  repeat ; 

Converse  may  little  charm  strange  ear  or  eye; 

Albeit  he  retted  on  that  spacious  seat 

Of  Moslem  luxury,”  Ac.  — MS.] 

* Alluding  to  the  wreckers  of  Cornwall. 
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! LXIX. 

It  came  to  pass  that  when  he  did  addrcsi 
Himself  to  quit  at  length  thU  mounuin>lnn<U 
Combined  maraudenj  half-way  harr’d  egres-S 
And  wasted  f;ir  and  near  with  glaive  un<l  brand  ; 
And  therefore  did  he  take  a trusty  band 
To  traverse  Aeamania’s  forest  wide. 

In  war  well  sciison'd,  and  with  labours  tann'd, 

Till  he  dill  creet  white  Aehelous*  tide. 

And  from  hU  further  bank  ACtolia's  wolds  espied. 

LXX. 

Where  lone  Utralkey  forms  Its  circling  cove, 

And  weary  wave*  retire  to  gleam  at  re^t. 

How  bro\vn  the  foliage  of  the  green  hill’s  grove, 
Kodiling  at  mi«lnlght  o'er  the  calm  bay**  brca«if. 

As  winds  come  wldspcring  lightly  fVoni  the  we.-t, 
Kissing,  not  ruffling,  the  blue  deep’s  serene  : 

Here  Harold  was  received  a welcome  gue>t; 

Nor  did  he  pass  unmoved  the  gentle  scene,  [glean. 
For  many  a joy  could  he  from  Night's  soft  presence 
LXXI. 

On  the  smooth  ^hore  the  night-fires  brightly  blaxed, 
The  feast  was  done,  the  red  wine  circling  fa*t,  > 
And  be  that  unawares  had  there  ygozetl 
With  gaping  wonderment  bad  stared  aghast; 

For  ere  night’s  midmost,  stillest  hour  was  past. 
The  native  revels  of  the  troop  began  ; 

Each  Pallkar'2  hi*  sabre  fh>m  him  cast, 

And  bounding  band  in  hand,  man  link’d  to  m.an, 
Telling  their  uncouth  dirge,  lung  daunced  the  klrtlcd 
clan.  ’ 

LXXIL 

Childc  Harold  at  a little  distance  stocnl 
And  view'd,  but  not  displeased,  the  revelrie. 

Nor  hated  harmless  mirth,  however  rude  : 

In  sooth,  it  was  no  vulgar  sight  to  see 
Their  barbarous,  yet  their  not  Indecent,  glee ; 

And,  as  the  flame*  along  tbclr  faces  gleam'd, 

Their  gestures  nimble,  dark  eyes  flashing  fn’c, 

The  long  wild  locks  that  to  their  girdle*  stream’d. 
While  thus  In  concert  they  this  lay  half  sang,  half 
scream'd : < — • 

1. 

TAStBoiraci ! Tombourgl  > 5 thy  'lanim  afar 
Clives  hope  to  the  valiant,  and  promise  of  war; 

AH  the  sons  of  the  mountains  arise  at  the  note, 
Chlmariot,  Illyrian,  and  dark  SuHote  ! ^ 

I The  Albaninn  Miitidlmant  do  not  abitalo  from  wine, 
and.  Indeed,  very  few  of  the  others. 

s Palikar,  shortened  when  addressed  to  a single  person, 
frum  A general  name  for  a soldier  oznongsl  the 

Greeks  and  Atbancse  who  speak  Romaic : it  means,  nruperiy, 
“a  lad.’* 

s fThe  following  is  Mr.  Hobbotise’s  animated  description 
of  this  srene  “ In  the  evening  the  gales  were  secured,  ami 
preparathms  were  made  for  feeding  our  Albanians.  A gnat 
was  kltied  and  roasted  whole,  and  four  fires  were  klndlM  In 
the  yard,  round  which  the  soldiers  seated  themselves  in 
parties.  After  eating  and  drinking,  the  greatest  part  of  them 
assembled  round  the  largest  of  the  fires,  and,  whilst  ourselves 
and  the  elders  of  the  party  were  seated  on  the  ground,  danced 
round  the  blase,  to  tlieir  own  song*,  with  astonishing  encrg>*. 
All  their  semgs  were  relations  of  some  robbing  exploits.  On? 
of  them,  whkrh  detained  them  more  than  an  limit,  heraa 
thus:  — ' When  we  set  out  ftoin  Parga,  there  were  sixty  of 
us : * then  came  the  burden  of  the  verse,  — 

‘ Robbers  all  at  Parp.v  ! 

Robber*  all  at  I'arga  i ' 

* KXs^ew  wen  t 

KAsCrwr  vsn  t * 

and  as  they  roared  out  this  stave,  they  whirled  round  the  fire, 
dropped,  and  rrlmumled  from  their  knees,  amt  again  whirled 
round,  as  the  chorus  was  again  repeated.  The  rippling  of 


Oh  ! who  Is  more  brave  than  a dark  Sullotc, 

1 In  hi*  snowy  camesc  ami  his  *hagg>'  capote  ? 

I Tt)  the  wolf  and  the  vulture  he  leaves  his  wild  fliKrk, 
I And  descends  to  the  plain  like  the  stream  irum  the  ruck. 

Shall  the  son*  of  Chimari,  who  never  forgive 
I The  fault  of  a friend,  bid  an  enemy  live  ? 

1 those  guns  *o  unerring  such  vengeance  forego  ? 
j What  mark  L*  so  fair  a.s  the  breast  of  a foe  ? 

I 4- 

I Macedonia  sends  forth  her  invincible  race  ; 
j For  a time  they  alwndon  the  cave  and  the  chase  ; 

' But  those  scarfs  of  blood-rcd  shall  lie  mUler,  befedt 
The  sabre  Is  sheathed  mid  the  battle  U o’er. 

6. 

Then  the  pirates  of  Parg.a  that  dwell  by  the  wave*, 
And  teach  the  pale  Frank*  what  it  U to  be  slaves 
Shall  leave  on  the  lieach  the  long  gallej'  and  oar, 

And  track  to  his  covert  the  captive  on  shore. 

C. 

I ask  not  the  pleasures  that  riches  supply. 

My  sabre  shall  win  what  the  feeble  must  buy  ; 

Shall  win  the  young  bride  with  her  long  llovrin;:  hair. 
And  many  a maid  from  her  njothcr  shall  tear. 

I love  the  fair  face  of  the  maid  In  her  youth. 

Her  caresses  shall  lull  me.  her  mude  shall  soothe ; 
Let  her  bring  frum  her  chamber  the  many-tonid  lyre. 
And  sing  u*  a song  on  the  fall  of  her  sire. 

S. 

Remember  the  moment  when  Trevis.!  fell,  • 

The  shriek*  of  the  conquer'd,  the  coni[ucror*’  yell ; 
The  roofs  that  wo  fired,  and  the  plunder  we  shareil. 
The  wealthy  wc  slaughter'd,  the  lovely  wc  spanal. 

9. 

I talk  not  of  mercy,  I talk  not  of  fear ; 

He  neither  must  know  who  would  serve  the  Vizier : 
Since  the  days  of  our  prophet  the  Crescent  ne'er  saw 
A chief  ever  glorious  like  AU  Pasbaw. 

10. 

Dark  Muchtar  his  son  to  the  Danube  Is  sped, 

I.ct  the  ycllow-halr’iis  Giaours^  view  his  horse-tail 

with  dread;  [Inanks, 

^'■hcn  hi*  Delhi*  ••  come  dmthlng  In  bIoo<l  o’er  the 
How  few  shall  escape  from  the  Muscovite  ranks ! 

the  wave*  upon  the  pebbly  margin  where  we  were  xeatrd, 
filled  up  the  pau«rs  of  the  long  wiih  a milder,  and  not  more 
monotonou*  mu*ic.  The  night  wa»  very  dark  ; but.  hy  the 
( flathiwof  the  firei,  we  caught  a glimpie  of  the  woods,  the 
r^kt.  and  the  lake,  which,  together  with  the  wild  appearance 
<jf  the  dueer*.  presentM  ti*  with  a *cetie  that  would  have 
made  a fine  picture  in  the  hand*  of  «orh  an  aniit  as  the 
author  of  the  Myiterie*  of  t’dolpho.  A*  we  were  ai-nuainted 
wlili  the  character  of  the  AUianfatit.  ft  did  not  at  all  diminish 
our  pleasure  to  know,  that  every  one  of  our  guard  had  lieen 
robbers,  and  some  of  them  a very  short  lime  Ijefore.  It  %»as 
clcren  o'clock  tieforr  we  had  retired  to  our  mom,  at  wbli  h 
t.methe  A1l«nian*.  wrapping  themKlvcs  up  in  thetr  camrtes, 
went  to  sleep  round  the  rires.'*j 
< ri  oT  a specimen  of  the  Albanian  or  Arnaout  dialect  of 
the  niyric,  see  Appendix  to  this  Canto,  Note  [C j.j 
> Drummer. 

• These  stanzas  are  narlly  taken  from  difTemit  Albanese 
songs,  AS  far  as  I was  altie  to  make  them  out  hy  the  cxi>osit>‘.u 
of  the  Aibanrse  In  Romaic  and  Ualian. 

f It  was  taken  liy  sttirm  from  the  Fr^ch. 

• Yellow  U the  epithet  given  to  the  Uusiiaoi. 

» Infidel. 

••  The  insignia  of  a Pacha, 
n Horsemen,  answering  to  our  forlorn  hope. 
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S^Hctir  ^ ! unshrathe  then  our  chiefs  ftcimiUr : 
Tajuiioiii^ ! thy  'larum  give^  |>rumi»r  of  irar. 

I Yi!  mounUin-S  thot  see  iw  descend  to  the  shore, 

' Shall  view  us  as  victors,  or  view  us  no  more  ! 

i.xxm. 

Fair  Greece  ! sad  relic  of  departed  worth  ! * 
Immortal,  though  no  more ; thmu;h  fallen,  ^at  I 
Who  now  shall  lead  thy  scatter’d  children  forth, 
And  long  accustom’d  bondage  uncreatc  ? 

>’ot  such  thy  sons  who  whilume  did  await. 

The  hoi>eless  warriors  of  a willing  doom, 

In  bleak  Thermopyla'’s  sepulchral  strait  — 

Oh  1 who  that  gallant  spirit  shall  resume, 

Lreap  from  Eurotas’ banks, and  call  thee  from  the  tomb? 

LXXIV. 

Spirit  of  Freedom  1 when  on  Phyle’s  brow  J 
Thou  sat’st  with  Thrasybulus  and  his  train, 
Couldst  thou  forbode  the  dismal  hour  which  now 
Dims  the  green  beauties  of  thine  Attic  plain  ? 

N«»t  thirty  tyrants  now  enforce  the  chain. 

But  every  carle  can  lord  It  o’er  thy  land ; 

Nor  rise  thy  sons,  but  idly  rail  In  vain. 

Trembling  beneath  the  scoui^c  of  Turkish  hand ; 
From  birth  till  death  cmlaved ; in  word,  in  deed, 
unmann'd. 

L.XXV. 

In  all  save  form  alone,  how  changed  ! and  who 
That  marks  the  fire  still  sparkling  In  each  eye, 
Who  but  would  deem  their  bosoms  bum’d  anew 
With  thy  unquenched  beam,  tost  Liberty ! 

And  many  dream  withal  the  hour  Is  nigh 
That  gives  them  back  tbelr  fathers'  heritage : 

For  foreign  aims  and  aid  they  fondly  sigh, 

I Nor  solely  dare  encounter  hostile  rage,  [page. 

I Or  tear  their  name  dcllled  from  Slavery's  mournful 

LXXVL 

ITereditary  bondsmen  ! know  ye  not 
Who  would  lie  free  themselves  must  strike  the  blow  ? 
By  their  right  arms  the  conquest  mtist  be  wrought  ? 
Will  Gaul  or  Muscovite  redress  ye  ? no  ! 

True,  they  may  lay  your  proud  despoilers  low, 

But  not  for  you  will  Freedom’s  altars  flame. 

Shades  of  the  Helots  I triumph  o’er  your  foe  I 
<frcece ! change  thylonls,  thy  stale  Is  still  the  same; 
Thy  glorious  day  Is  o'er,  but  not  thy  years  of  shame. 

* Sxvord  bearer. 

s Nrf*  »ome  Thotifhli  on  the  pr^-sent  ^fiue  of  Greece  sod 
Turkrv  In  thr  App«'n<lix  to  tliii  Caoin.  NWm  and  QK]. 

3 Pbrlp.  which  commands  a beautlfUl  view  of  Athens,  ha* 
»'ill  roiuiderMblo  remain*  : it  was  seised  by  7*hrasybulu«,  prr. 
vinn*  irt  the  expulsion  of  the  'Hilrty. 

* When  taken  liy  the  Latin*,  and' retained  for  several  year*. 

^ Merra  and  Medina  were  takeu  some  lime  ago  by  the 

W.-ih.nVf*.  a sect  yearly  inereaslnf . 

s for  Constantinople  l.ord  Uyron  tart.^**  I hare  teen 
the  rtiint  of  Athens,  of  Ephesus,  and  jiHphI  ; I have  tra. 
serirtl  iirreat  part  of  Turkey,  and  manr  other  parts  of  Kuro|>e, 
a.nd  some  of  Asia  : hut  I never  beheld  a work  of  nature  ur  art 
which  yielded  an  impressmrt  like  the  pro*t>ect  on  each  tide, 
from  tire  Seven  Tower*  to  the  end  of  the  floldon  Honi.*'] 

I ITie  view  of  tkinstantinople,”  say*  Mr.  Hose,  •*  which 
aijwjreil  interscctwl  by  grove*  of  eypn-'s  'for  iiKh  h tin* 
eiPvt  of  its  sreat  binial.gnioods  piaiitnl  with  these  trees',  its 
pililiiHl  dome*  and  mtruret*  reflecting  the  first  rivs  of  the 
sun  I the  deep  blue  sea  ' In  wtdrh  it  glassed  itself.'  and  iknt 
•04  covered  with  beautiful  boats  and  barge*  darting  tn  every 


LXXVII. 

I The  city  won  for  Allah  from  the  Giaour, 

The  Giaour  from  Othman's  race  again  may  wrest  ; 
I And  the  Serai’s  Impenetrable  tower 
I lleceive  the  flery  Frank,  her  funner  gtie^t ; ♦ 

< )r  Wahab'.*  rebel  brood,  who  dared  divest 
I The  pn^thet’s  ^ tomb  of  all  Its  pious  spoil. 

May  wind  their  path  of  blood  dong  the  \Ve*t ; 

But  ne'er  will  freedom  seek  thU  fated  soil. 

But  slave  succeed  to  slave  through  years  of  endless  toll. 

LXXVIII. 

Vet  mark  their  mirth  — ere  lenten  day*  begin, 
That  penance  which  their  holy  rites  prepare 
To  shrive  from  man  his  weight  of  mortal  slii. 

By  dally  abitinence  and  nightly  prayer: 

But  ere  his  sackcloth  garb  Repentance  wear, 

Sume  days  of  joyaunce  arc  decreed  to  all, 

To  take  of  pleasaunce  eacb  his  secret  share. 

In  motley  robe  to  dance  at  masking  hall. 

And  join  the  mimic  train  of  merr>'  Caraival. 

LXXI.X. 

And  whose  more  rife  with  merriment  than  thine. 
Oh  Stamboul  ^ ! once  the  empress  of  their  reign  ? 
'Though  turbans  now  pollute  Sophia's  shrine, 

And  Greece  her  very  ultnrs  eyes  in  vain  : 

(Alas  ! her  woes  will  still  pervade  my  strain !) 

Gay  were  her  minstrels  once,  for  free  her  throng, 
All  frit  tlie  common  Joy  they  now  mu.*t  feign, 

Nor  oft  I 'vc  seen  such  sight,  nor  heard  such  song, 
As  woo’d  the  eye,  and  thrilTd  the  Bosphorus  along.  ? 

LXXX. 

[ Loud  was  the  lightsome  tumult  on  the  shore. 

Oft  Mu-*ic  changed,  but  never  ceased  her  tone, 
And  timely  echo’d  back  the  measured  oar. 

And  rippling  waters  made  a pleasant  moan  : 

The  Queen  of  tides  on  high  consenting  shone. 

And  when  a tranricot  breeie  swept  o'er  the  wave, 
'T  was,  as  if  darting  from  her  heavenly  throne, 

A brighter  glance  her  form  reflected  gave,  [lave. 
TUI  sparkling  billows  seem'd  to  light  the  banks  they 

LXXXI. 

Glanced  many  a Ugbt  caique  along  the  foam. 
Danced  on  the  shore  the  daughters  of  the  land, 

Ne  thought  had  man  or  maid  of  rest  or  home, 
While  many  a languid  eye  and  thrilling  hand 
Exchange*!  the  look  few  bosoms  may  withstand. 

Or  gently  prest,  return’d  the  pressure  rtiU : 

Ob  I.o)ve  ! young  Love  * bound  in  thy  rosy  band, 
Let  sage  or  cynic  prattle  as  he  will, 

These  hours,  and  only  these,  redeem  Life's  years  of  ill  I 

dirwHlivn  In  perfect  «f1(»nce,  amkl  *e».fowl,  who  *.xl  »t  rest 
npnn  the  w*»cr«,  nh<»rcther  cotivcTctl  *'ich  »n  Imprrsilon  a* 

I I had  never  received,  and  prohuhly  never  *h*l|  ngaln  receive, 

I from  the  view  of  any  other  placed’  The  following  *oTinet, 
by  the  tiune  author,  ha«  been  *o  nflen  quoted,  that,  hut  for 
it*  exquisite  beauty,  we  should  not  have  rcniuird  to  reprint 
It  here  : — 

**  A plorlous  form  thy  shining  city  wore. 

*Mkl  cjpres*  thickets  of  perennial  grem, 

With  minaret  nml  sniden  dome  between. 

While  ttiy  sea  softly  Kiss'd  its  grassy  shore: 

Darting  arrmi  whrMw*  Mu»  expanse  waa  teen 
Of  scut|>turrxl  barque*  and  j^levs  many  a score; 
Whence  noise  was  none  save  that  s>f  plashing  oar ; 
Nor  word  was  *poke.  to  break  the  calm  ss-rene. 
t,hihe.xrd  is  whtsker'd  boatman's  hall  or  joke; 

Who,  mute  as  Sinhad**  man  of  rop|,er,  ro«s. 

And  only  intermits  the  sttirdv  stroke. 

When  fearirss  gtill  too  nigh  hi*  tdnnare  goes. 

I.  hardly  conscious  If  I dream  <1  or  Wf4,e. 

Mark'd  that  strange  piece  of  action  and  rerpose.**] 
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CANTO  II. 


LXXXIL 

But,  mid&t  the  throng  in  merry  masquerade. 

Lurk  there  no  hearts  that  throb  with  secret  pain, 
Even  through  the  closest  senrment  half  l>etra]r’d  ? 
To  such  the  gentle  miimmrs  of  the  main 
Seem  to  re-echo  all  they  mourn  in  vain ; 

To  such  the  gladness  of  the  gamesome  crowd 
Is  source  of  wayward  thought  and  stem  disdain : 
How  <lo  they  loathe  the  laughter  idly  loud. 

And  long  to  change  the  rot>c  of  revel  for  the  shroud  ; 

Lxxxiir. 

This  must  he  feel,  the  true-born  son  of  Greece. 

If  Greece  one  truc-l>om  jmtriot  still  can  boast : 

Not  such  as  prate  of  war,  but  skulk  in  peace, 

The  bondsman's  peace,  who  sighs  for  all  be  lost. 
Yet  with  smooth  smile  his  t>rant  can  accot, 

I And  wield  the  slavish  sickle,  not  the  sword  : 

I Ah ! Greece ! they  love  thee  least  who  owe  thee  most— 

I Their  birth,  their  blood,  and  that  sublime  record 
j Of  hero  sires,  who  shame  thy  now  degenerate  horde! 

I LXXXIY. 

^^'hen  riseth  XAcedemon's  hardihood, 

^Vhen  Thebes  Epammondas  rears  again, 

^Yhen  Athens’  children  are  with  hearts  endued, 
\%'hen  Grecian  mothers  shall  give  birth  to  men. 
Then  may’st  thou  be  restored ; but  not  till  then. 

A thou&and  years  scarce  scr%'e  to  form  a state ; 

I An  hour  may  lay  it  in  the  dust : and  when 
j Can  man  its  shatter’d  splendour  reno\'ate. 

Recall  iU  virtues  hock,  and  vanquish  Time  and  Fate  ? 

I LXXXV. 

j And  yet  how  lovely  in  thine  age  ot  woe, 

' Land  of  lost  gods  and  godlike  men,  art  thou  ! 
i Thy  >*ak'S  of  evergreen,  thy  hills  of  .snow,  i 
PnK:lalm  thee  Nature’s  varied  favourite  n<*w  : 

Thy  fanes,  thy  temples  to  thy  surface  bow, 
Commingling  slowly  with  heroic  earth, 

1 Broke  by  the  share  of  every  rustic  plough  : 

5;^  perish  monuments  of  mortal  birth. 

So  perish  all  in  turn,  save  wcU-recorded  Worth ; 


LXXXVI. 

Save  where  some  solitary  column  mourns 
Above  its  prostrate  brethren  of  the  cave  ;* 

Save  where  Tritonia’s  airy  shrine  adorns 
Culonna's  cliff and  gleams  along  the  wave  ; 

Save  o’er  some  warrior’s  half-forgotten  grave, 
^Vhere  the  gray  stones  and  unmolested  grass 
Ages  but  not  obllWon,  feebly  brave. 

While  strangers  only  not  regardless  pass 
Lingering  like  me,  ]>erchance,togaze,and  sigh  “Alas:*' 

' I.XXXVII. 

SYet  are  thy  skies  as  blue,  thy  crags  as  wild  ; 

Sweet  are  thy  groves,  and  verdant  are  thy  Helds 
Thine  olive  ripe  as  when  Mincn'a  smiled. 

And  still  his  honey’d  wealth  Hymettus  yields  ; 

1 iiere  tile  blithe  bee  his  fragrant  fortress  bulhU, 
The  freelKim  wanderer  of  thy  mountain-air ; 
Ajmllo  still  thy  long,  long  summer  gilds 
' Mil!  ill  bis  lieam  MendcU’s  marbles  gl.ire ; 

I Art,  Glorj',  Freedom  fiiU,  but  Nature  .still  Is  falr.^ 

i Lxxxvnr. 

MTiorc’cr  we  tread ’t  is  haunted,  holy  ground  ; 

No  earth  of  thine  is  lost  in  vulgar  mould. 

But  otie  vast  realm  of  wonder  spreads  around. 

And  all  the  Muse’s  tales  seem  truly  told. 

Till  the  sense  aches  with  gazing  to  behold 
'I'he  scenes  our  earliest  dn^ams  have  dwelt  upon  ; 
Each  hill  and  dale,  each  deepening  glen  and  wold 
Pefles  the  jiowcr  which  crush’d  thy  temples  gone : 
Age  shakes  Athena’s  tower,  but  spares  gray  Marathon. 

LXXXI.X. 

The  sun,  the  soil,  but  not  the  slave,  the  same; 
Tnchanged  in  all  except  its  foreign  lord; 

Preserves  alike  its  Iwunds  and  boundless  fame 
I 'J’he  Battle-field,  where  Persia’s  \ictini  horde 
First  bow’d  beneath  the  brunt  of  IleUas’  sword, 

A-  on  the  mom  to  distant  Glory  dear. 

When  Marathon  became  a magic  word  ; ^ 

Which  utter’d,  to  the  hearer’s  eye  appear 
Toe  camp,  the  host,  the  fight,  the  conqueror's  career. 


I On  many  of  the  rooontaJni,  partiailarly  l.lakura,  tl># 
•now  nrrer  U entirely  meUed.  noiwithstonillag  the  intense 
heat  of  the  lumrocr ; but  1 never  saw  it  lie  ou  the  plains, 
even  in  winter. 

* Of  Mount  Penlelicu*,  from  whence  the  marble  was  due 
that  roitstnicted  the  public  ediliees  of  Athens.  The  modern 
name  is  Mount  Mendeli.  An  immenie  cave,  formed  by  tbe 
quarries.  stUI  roroains,  and  will  till  the  end  of  time; 

3 In  all  Attica,  if  we  except  Athens  itself  and  Marathon, 
there  is  no  scene  more  interestlnu  than  Cajje  C'olonna.  To 
the  antiquary  and  artist,  sixteen  columns  are  an  inexhaustible 
source  of  observation  and  dest{m ; to  tne  philosopher,  the 
supposed  scene  of  some  of  Plato’s  conversations  will  not  be 
unwelcome ; and  the  traveller  will  he  struck  with  the  beautv 
of  the  prospect  over  “ Isles  that  crown  the  Alcean  deep:  *' 
but,  for  an  Englishman.  Colonna  ba«  yet  an  additional  in- 
terest. as  the  actual  spot  of  Falconer's  Shipwreck.  Pallas 
and  Plato  are  forgotten,  in  the  recollection  of  Falconer  and 
Campbell:  — 

“ Here  in  the  dead  of  night  hr  I>onna’s  steep. 

The  seaman’s  cry  was  heard  along  the  dc^" 

This  temple  of  Minerva  may  be  seen  at  sea  from  a (rreal 
dlstartce.  In  two  journeys  which  I made,  and  one  voyage  to 
C..ipe  Coionna,  the  view  from  either  tide,  by  land,  w’as  less 
striking  than  tlie  approach  from  the  isles.*  lu  our  second 
land  excursion,  we  had  a rjsrrow  escape  from  a party  of 
Mainotes,  concealed  in  the  caverns  beneath.  We  were  ‘told 
afterwords,  by  orse  of  their  pnsemers,  suhsequentl;.  rantoroeri, 
that  they  were  deterred  from  attacking  us  by  the'appearance 
of  my  two  Albanians;  cou^ccturing  very 'aagac.ously,  but 


f.-ilsely,  that  we  had  a complete  gu.ird  of  these  AmaouU  at 
hand.’  they  remobu'd  stationary,  and  thus  saved  our  party, 
which  was  too  small  to  have op*|iosod  any «*fTectuat  resistance, 
Coionna  is  no  less  a resort  of  painters  than  of  pirates ; there 
” The  hireling  artist  plants  his  paltry  desk. 

Aud  makes  degradra  nature  piclurrsquo.'* 

(Sec  Hodgson's  Lady  .fane  f»ri7,  Ac.) 

But  there  Katuie.  with  the  aid  of  Art,  has  done  that  for 
herteif.  I was  fortunate  enough  to  engage  a very  superior 
fierman  artist ; and  hope  to  renew  my  acquaintance  with 
this  and  many  other  Levantine  scenes, ’by  the  arrival  of  his 
performances. 

* [The  following  passage  In  Harris's  rbllosophlcal  In- 
quiries,  contains  the  pith  of  tbit  stanza : — Suf  withstanding 
the  various  fortunes  of  Athens  as  a city.  Attica  is  still  famous 
for  olives,  and  Mount  Hymettus  for  honey.  Human  insti- 
tutions perish,  but  Nature  Is  iKrnnanent.*’  I recollect  having 
once  pointed  out  this  roinridence  to  Ixtrd  Bvmn.  hut  he 
assured  me  that  he  had  never  even  seen  this  work  of  Harris’s. 
— Mooac.3 

‘ “ Siste  Viator  — beroa  ca!c.is ! ’*  was  the  epitaph  on  the 
famous  Count  Merci;  — what  then  must  be  our  feelings  when 
standir.ff  on  the  tumulus  of  tbe  two  hundred  (Greeks)  who 
Icll  on  Nlarathon  ? Tl»e  principal  barrow  has  recently  been 
opened  by  Faurel  : few  or  no  relies,  as  vases,  Ac.  were  femnd 
by  the  rxeivator.  Tne  plain  of  Marathon  was  oflPcre»l  to  me 
r^r  sale  at  the  sum  of  sixteen  thousand  piastres,  about  nine 
hundred  pounds  ! Alas  ! — “ Kx|wniie  — quot  Ubrat  *n  duee 
summo— invenvesl"  — was  the  dust  of  Miltlatles  worth  no 
mure  ? h could  scarcely  hav  e fetched  less  if  sold  by  cretgAZ. 
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The  flying  Mode,  his  shafUeu  broken  bow ; 

The  fiery  Greek,  his  red  pursuing  spear; 
Mountains  above,  Earth’s,  Ocean's  plain  below; 
Death  in  the  front.  Destruction  In  the  rear  { 

Such  was  the  scene  — what  now  remaineth  here  ? 
What  sacred  trophy  marks  the  hallow'd  ground, 
Recording  Freedom's  smile  and  Asia's  tear  ? 

The  riflc<l  um,  the  %iolated  mound,  [around. 
The  dust  thy  cuutkt's  hoof,  rude  stranger  I spurns 


Tct  to  the  remnants  of  thy  splendour  past 
Shall  pilgrims,  pensive,  but  unwearied,  throng ; 
Long  shall  the  voyager,  with  th'  Ionian  blast. 

Hail  the  bright  clime  of  battle  and  of  song ; 

Long  shall  thine  annals  and  immortal  tongue 
Fill  with  thy  fame  the  youth  of  many  a shore ; 
Boast  of  the  aged  t lesson  of  the  young  I 
Which  sages  venerate  and  bards  adore. 

As  2*allas  and  the  Muse  unveil  their  awful  lore. 

XCII. 

The  parted  bosom  clings  to  wonted  home. 

If  uught  that’s  kinciretl  cheer  the  welcome  hearth  ; 
He  that  b lonely,  hither  let  Wm  roam, 

And  gaze  complacent  on  congenial  earth. 

Greece  is  no  lightsome  land  of  social  mirth  : 

But  he  whom  Sadness  sootbeth  may  abide. 

And  scarce  regret  the  region  of  his  birth, 

When  wandering  slow  by  Delphi’s  sacred  side. 

Or  gazing  o'er  the  plains  where  Greek  and  Persian 
dicd.i 

xcrii. 

Let  such  approach  this  consecrated  land. 

And  pass  in  peace  along  the  magic  waste; 

But  spare  its  relics — let  no  bu.«y  hand 
Deface  the  scenes,  already  how  defaced  1 
Not  for  such  purpo^te  were  these  altars  placed : 
Revere  the  remnants  nations  once  revered  : 

So  may  our  country's  name  be  undbgraced. 

So  raay’st  thou  prosper  where  thy  youth  was  rear'd, 
By  every  honest  Joy  of  love  and  life  endear'd ! 

xcn*. 

For  thee,  who  thus  in  too  protracted  song 
Hitst  srx>the<l  thine  idles.se  with  inglorious  lays, 
Soon  shall  thy  voice  be  lost  amid  the  throng 
Of  louder  minstn*Is  In  these  later  days ; 

To  such  resign  the  strife  for  fading  toys  — 


I 111  may  such  contest  now  the  spirit  move 

WThich  heeds  nor  keen  reproach  nor  partial  pnUse, 
Since  cold  each  kinder  heart  that  might  approve, 

. And  none  are  Icfl  to  please  when  none  arc  left  to  love. 

xcv. 

Thou  too  art  gone,  thou  loved  and  lovely  one  t 
Whom  youth  and  youth's  aficcUons  bound  to  me ; 
Who  did  for  me  what  none  beside  have  done. 

Nor  shrank  from  one  albeit  unworthy  thee. 

What  is  my  being  ? thou  host  ceased  to  be  I 
Nor  staid  to  welcome  here  thy  wanderer  home, 

W’ho  mourns  o’er  hours  which  wc  no  more  shall 
see  — 

Would  they  had  never  been,  or  were  to  come  1 
W’ould  he  hod  ne'er  return'd  to  find  fresh  cause  to 
roam ! 

XCVI. 

Oh  I ever  loving,  lovely,  and  beloved  I 
How  selfish  Sorrow  pon<lcrs  on  the  {>a.«t. 

And  clings  to  thoughts  now  better  far  removed  ! 

But  Time  shall  tear  thy  shadow  fVom  me  lasL 
All  thou  couldst  have  of  mine,  stem  l>eath  1 thou 
ha.Ht ; 

The  parent,  friend,  and  now  the  more  than  friend ; 
Ne’er  yet  for  one  thine  arrows  flew  so  fast. 

And  gilef  with  grief  continuing  still  to  blend. 

Hath  snatch’d  the  little  Joy  that  life  hod  yet  to  lend. 

XCVII. 

Then  must  I plunge  again  Into  the  crowd, 

And  follow  all  that  Peace  disdains  to  seek  ? 

Where  Revel  calls,  and  Laughter,  vainly  loud. 

False  to  the  heart,  distorts  the  hollow  cheek, 

To  leave  the  flagging  spirit  doubly  weak  ; 

Still  o’er  the  features,  which  perforce  they  cheer, 

To  feign  the  pleasure  or  conc^  the  pique  7 
Smiles  form  the  channel  of  a future  tear. 

Or  raise  the  writhing  lip  with  Ul-disscmbled  sneer.  j 

XCVITI. 

What  is  the  worst  of  woes  that  wait  on  age  ? 

'What  stamps  the  wrinkle  dec|icr  on  the  brow  ? 

To  view  each  loved  one  blottetl  from  life's  page, 

And  be  alone  on  earth,  as  1 am  now.  9 
Before  the  Chastener  humbly  let  me  bow. 

O'er  hearts  divided  and  o'er  hopes  destroy’d  : 

Roll  on,  vain  da)'s  I full  recklcas  may  ye  flow. 

Since  lime  hath  reft  whate’er  my  soul  enjoy'd. 

And  with  the  ills  of  Eld  mine  earlier  years  alloy’d. 


> fThr  nriginsi  MS.  elocei  with  ihii  itanzA.  Tlio  rest  wu  ! 
addrd  while'  the  canto  wm  puling  through  the  preu.}  j 

* [Thli  itoiita  was  wriUen  Oi-toher  iT.  iSlt  ( upon  which  ! 
(Ur  the  poet,  in  a letter  to  a friend.  I ture  been  ' 


their  funnies  ; I hnre  no  resource  but  tny  own  reflection*,  utd 
they  present  no  protpect  here  or  hereafter,  except  the  lelflih 
latuuctiun  of  turrirlng  my  IVIeiid*.  I am  Indeed  very 
Vretched,  and  you  will  excuse  my  sajing  so.  as  you  know  i 


again  shocked  with  a death,  and  have  lost  one  very  dear  to 
me  in  happier  ttmes;  but  ‘ I have  almost  forgU  the  taste  of 
grief,'  and  ‘ supped  full  of  horrors,'  till  I have  become  callous  ; 
nor  hare  I a tear  left  for  an  ereiit  which,  five  years  ago,  would 
have  bowed  down  my  head  to  the  earth.  It  seems  as  though 
1 were  to  experienrr  in  my  youth  the  greatest  misery  of  age. 
My  friends  lul  around  me,  and  I shall  be  left  a lonely  tree 
before  1 am  withered.  Other  men  out  always  take  refuge  la 


am  not  apt  to  cant  of  sensibility."  In  reference  to  this  atansa, 
**  Sureiv,'*  said  Professor  Clarke  to  the  author  of  the  Pur. 
suits  of  Literature.  **  Lord  Byron  cannot  have  experienced 
such  keen  anguish  as  these  exquisite  aJlusions  to  wnat  older 
men  mar  hare  felt  seem  to  denote."—**!  fear  he  has," 
onswereo  Matthias ;— **  he  could  not  otherwise  have  written 
such  a poem.  ”3 
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CANTO  lU. 


?l}aronr0  lltlgritttiigr. 

**  AHn  quc  r<Hte  appllraticm  rnu«  for^At  pcnier  i autre 
chose : il  n'y  a <*il  v6rftv  «tr  remOile  que  reluUU  rt  ie  temps.*’ 
— iMtre  du  hoi  de  Vnutf  H' Srpi,  7*  1776. 


CANTO  TIIK  THIRD. 


I. 


Is  thy  face  like  ihy  mother**,  my  fair  child  ! 

Ada  * I sole  daughter  of  my  hou^o  and  heart  ? 
When  last  I mw  thy  young  blue  eyes  they  smiled. 
And  then  we  jwrted,  — not  as  now  we  jiart. 

Hut  with  a hope.  — 

Awaking  with  a start. 

The  waters  heave  around  me ; and  on  high 
The  winds  lift  up  their  voices : I depart. 

Whither  I know  not<;  but  the  hour’*  gone  by, 
ttTien  Albion’s  lessening  shore*  could  grieve  or  gUd 
mine  eye.  > 

II. 

Once  more  upon  the  waters  I yet  once  more ! 

And  the  waves  bound  beneath  me  as  a steed 
That  knows  his  rider.*  Welcome  to  their  roar  ! 
Swift  be  their  guidance,  wheresoe’er  it  lead ! 
Though  the  strained  mart  should  quiver  as  a reed, 
And  the  rent  canvass  fluttering  strew  the  gale,* 
Still  must  I on ; for  1 am  as  a weed, 

Flung  from  the  rock,  on  Ocean’s  foam,  to  sail 
■Where'er  the  sui^  may  sweep,  the  tempest’s  breath 
prevail. 

in. 

In  my  youth's  summer  I did  sing  of  One, 

The  wandering  outlaw  of  his  own  dark  mind ; 
Again  I seize  the  theme,  then  but  begun. 

And  bear  it  with  me,  as  the  rushing  wind 
Bear*  the  cloud  onwards : in  that  Tale  I And 
The  furrow*  of  long  thought,  and  dried*up  tears, 
WTiich.  ebbing,  leave  a sterile  track  behind, 

O’er  which  alt  heavily  the  journeying  year* 

Plod  the  lort  sands  of  life, — where  not  a flower  appears. 

IV. 

Since  my  young  day*  of  passion— joy,  or  pain. 
Perchance  my  heart  and  han>  have  lost  a string, 
And  both  may  jar : it  may  be,  that  in  \’uin 
I w*ould  essay  as  1 have  sung  to  sing.^ 

• rin  a hitherto  unpnMUheil  Irttcr,  (LUod  Veron*.  N<v 
vrmWr  6.  1S16. 1.ord  B)Ton  my*  — **  By  the  way.  Ada't  name 
(which  I found  to  our  pedigree,  under  kin*  Jonn’l  rrijm}.  I* 
the  wme  with  tlwt  of  the  il»ter  of  Charleniagn**-  1 redde. 
the  othfT  day,  In  a book  treating  of  the  Khine."3 

s fl»rd  Brmn  quitted  Rnglaiut,  for  the  second  and  last 
time,  on  the  i.'>th  of  April.  igl&  attende,!  by  Wttiiam  Fletcher 
ami  Ilobert  Uu«hton.  the  **  yeoman  " and  “ page  *’ (d*  C'axito  L ; 
hit  physician.  Dr.  PoUdori;  and  a Swiss  valet.] 

* " *»uld  grieve  or  glad  my  g«ing  eye.'*  — M.S.] 

' [In  the  “Two  Noble  Kinsmen**  of  Beaumont  .md 
Fletcher,  we  Hod  the  following  passage : — 

“ Oh,  never 

Shall  we  two  exerdsc.  Hka  twins  of  Hr>noar, 

Our  arms  again,  and  /ret  wrjierp  kar$ft 
Like  promt  $fot  vndrr  bj.” 

Out  of  this  somewhat  forced  limne,  by  a judteiou*  transpo* 
lUion  of  the  eomparisnn,  and  by  the  substilutiun  of  the  more 
deflnlle  word  “waves**  for  “seas,”  I/>r,l  Hvron’s  clear  aod 
noble  thought  ha*  been  prodiiceil  — Mooxx  ] 

» [•*  Ani  the  rent  canvass  tattering.**—  M.S.] 


Yet,  though  a dreary  strain,  to  this  1 cling  ; 

So  that  it  wean  me  from  the  weary  dream 
Of  M'lflsh  grief  or  gladneas — so  it  fling 
Forgetfulnes.*  around  me  — it  shall  seem 
To  me,  though  to  none  else,  a not  ungrateful  theme. 

V. 

He,  who  gro>rn  agetl  in  IhU  world  of  woo. 

In  deed-s  not  year*,  piercing  the  depths  of  life. 

So  that  no  wonder  waits  him  ; nor  below 
Can  love  or  sorrow,  fame,  ambition,  strife. 

Cut  to  hi*  heart  again  with  the  keen  knife 
Of  silent,  »harp  endurance : he  can  tell 
MTiy  thought  seek*  refuge  in  lone  caves,  yet  rif? 
With  airy  image*,  and  shape*  which  dwell 
Still  unlmpair'd,  though  old,  in  the  soul's  haimted  cell 

VI. 

Th  to  create,  and  In  creating  Hve 
A being  more  intense  that  we  endow 
With  form  our  fancy,  gaining  as  we  give 
The  life  wc  image,  even  as  I do  now. 

^^'hat  am  I ? Nothiiig  ; but  not  so  art  thoi^ 

Soul  of  my  thought  1 with  whom  I traverse  earth. 

Invisible  but  gazing,  m I glow 

Mix’d  with  thy  spirit,  blended  with  thy  birth, 

And  finding  still  with  thee  in  my  crush’d  feelings’ 
dearth. 

VII. 

Tct  must  I think  less  wildly ; — I Acre  thought 
Too  long  and  darkly,  till  my  brain  became, 

In  it*  own  €<ldy  boiling  and  o’envrought, 

A whirling  gulf  of  phantasy  and  flame : 

And  thus,  untaught  in  youth  my  heart  to  tame, 
My  springs  of  life  were  poison’d.  *Tis  too  late  t 
Yet  am  I changetl ; though  still  enough  the  same 
In  strength  to  bear  what  time  can  not  abate. 

And  feed  on  bitter  ftruits  without  accusing  Fate. 

VIII. 

Something  too  much  of  this ; — but  now  tls  past. 
And  the  sj»cU  closes  with  it*  silent  seal. 

I,ong  absent  H.vrold  re-appears  at  lart ; 

He  of  the  breast  which  fain  no  more  would  feel. 
Wrung  with  the  wound*  which  kill  not,  but  ne’er 
Yet  Time,  who  changes  all,  had  alter'd  him  [heal ; 
In  soul  and  aspect  a*  in  age®  : years  steal 
Fire  from  the  mind  as  rigour  fnmi  the  limb; 

And  life’*  enchanted  cup  but  sparkles  near  the  brim. 

* [The  first  and  second  eanttn  of  “ChiJde  Harold’s  PH- 
griinafe"  prfKlueed.  on  their  appearance  io  lHl3,an  eflbrt 
U|Mm  the  putdic,  at  least  equal  to  any  work  which  has  ap. 
pearod  within  this  or  the  last  century,  and  placed  at  onco 
upon  tiord  Byron's  head  the  garland  for  which  <ulwr  men  of 
ffimius  liATc  toiled  lone,  and  which  they  have  gained  late. 
He  was  placed  pre-eminent  among  tJie  literary  men  of  bis 
country  by  general  acclamation.  It  was  amidst  such  feelings 
of  .’utoiiraiiun  that  he  entered  the  public  stage.  Kvrry  thing 
in  his  manner,  nerson,  and  converMtinn.  tended  to  m^ntaln 
the  charm  which  his  genius  had  dung  around  him  ; and  those 
admitted  to  his  consersatlon,  far  from  finding  that  the  inspired 
po<*t  sunk  Into  ordinary  mortality,  felt  thercsclvei  atuched  to 
him,  not  only  by  many  noble  oualttles,  but  Iry  the  interest  of 
a mysterious,  undefined,  and  almost  painful  nirinsity  A 
ccMintenance  exquisitely  modelled  to  the  expression  of  feeling 
and  poailoD,  and  exhibiting  the  remarkable  contrast  of  very 
dark  hair  and  evebrows  with  light  and  expressive  eyes,  pre. 
s.*nted  to  the  pnysiognomSt  the  most  interesting  subjivt  for 
the  exercise  of  his  art  The  predominating  expression  was 
• hat  of  deep  and  habitnal  thought,  which  gave  way  to  the 
most  rapid  play  of  features  when  he  engagnl  to  interesting 
discusUun ; so  that  a brother  poet  compared  them  to  the 
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CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


IX. 

HU  had  been  quaff’d  too  quickly,  and  he  found 
The  dregs  were  wurrawood  ; but  he  till’d  again, 
And  from  a purer  fount,  on  holier  ground. 

And  deem’d  iti  spring  pcn>ctual ; but  in  vain  I 
Still  round  him  clung  invisibly  a chain 
>Vhich  gall'd  for  ever,  fettering  though  unseen. 
And  heavy  though  it  clank’d  not ; worn  with  pain, 
Which  pined  although  It  spoke  not,  and  grew  keen. 
Entering  with  every  step  he  took  through  many  a 
scene. 

X. 

Secure  In  guarded  coldness,  he  had  mix'd 
Again  In  fancied  safety  with  his  kind. 

And  deem'd  hU  spirit  now  so  firmly  fix’d 
And  sheath'd  with  an  invtdnenible  mind. 

That,  if  no  joy,  no  sorrow  lurk'd  behind ; 

And  he,  os  one,  might  ’uudst  the  many  stand 
llnhee<ied,  searching  through  the  crowd  to  find 
Fit  si^'uLvtion ; such  as  in  strange  land 
He  found  in  wondcr> works  ofG^xl  and  Nature’s  band. 

XT. 

But  who  can  view  the  rijjcn’d  rose,  nor  seek 
To  wear  It  ? who  can  curiously  behold 
ITse  smoothness  and  the  sheen  of  lKaut>'’s  cheek. 
Nor  fed  the  heart  can  never  all  grow  old  ? 

Who  c.in  contemplate  Fame  through  clouds  unfold 
The  star  which  rises  o’er  her  steep,  nor  climb  ? 
Harold,  once  more  within  the  vortex,  roll'd 
On  with  the  giddy  circle,  chasing  'fime. 

Yet  with  a nobler  aim  than  in  his  youth's  fond  prime. 

XIT. 

But  soon  he  knew  him^^clf  the  most  unfit 
Of  men  to  herd  with  Man ; with  wh(>m  he  held 
Little  in  common  ; untaught  tn  submit 
HU  thoughts  to  others,  though  his  soul  was  quell’d 
In  youth  by  hU  own  thoughts ; still  uncompell’d, 
lie  would  not  yield  dominion  of  hU  mind 
To  spirits  against  whom  his  own  rel»eird ; 

Proud  though  In  deflation ; which  could  find 
A life  within  it'^elf,  to  breathe  without  mankind. 

MIL 

Where  ro«e  the  mounuins,  there  to  him  were 
friendi ; 

"Wlicre  roil’d  the  ocean,  thereon  was  his  home ; 
Where  a blue  sky,  and  plowing  clime,  extends. 

He  had  the  itasslon  and  the  power  to  roam ; 

seuiptnre  of  a beautiful  alabitUr  ra$e.  only  seen  to  perf.'ction 
when  lighted  up  from  within.  The  tUvIm  of  mirth,  gaiety, 
indignation,  or  satirical  dUUke.  which  frequemly  animated 
T/ord  Dyron'i  countenance,  might.  an  evening's  con* 

venation,  be  mUt^cn.  by  a stranger,  fur  the  haldtual  ex» 
nrettion.  so  easily  and  so  happily  was  it  formed  for  them  all ; 
btil  those  who  hod  an  nppurtuniry  of  studying  his  features  fur 
a length  of  time,  and  upon  various  occasions,  both  of  rest  amt 
emotion,  will  agree  that  their  proper  loumiagc  was  that  of 
melsnrholy.  Srjmcflmei  shades  of  this  gloom  Interrupted 
even  his  gayest  and  most  happy  moments.  — Sib  Waltbb 
Scott.] 

* [In  the  third  canto  of  Childe  Harold  there  is  much 
Inequality.  'Die  thuogbis  and  im«igcs  are  sumetimes  la. 
boured ; 'but  still  they  arc  a very  great  Improvcnirnt  upon 
the  first  two  cantos.  laird  Uyron  hero  speaks  In  his  own 
language  and  character,  not  In  the  tone  of  others ; he  It 
describing,  not  Inventing ; therefore  he  has  not.  and  cannot 
have,  the  freedom  with  which  fiction  Is  comp<i*ed.  Some- 
times  he  has  a coodsenest  which  is  very  powerful,  hut  almost 
lUirupt  From  trusting  himself  alone,  and  working  out  his 
own  dccp.biirled  thoughts,  he  now,  perhaps,  fell  Into  a habit 
of  labouring,  even  where  there  was  no  occasion  to  labour, 
lo  the  first  sixteen  ttansas  there  Is  yet  a mighty  but  groaning 


0= 


The  de^rt,  forest,  cavern,  breaker’s  foam. 

Were  unto  him  com{»anionship;  they  spake 
A mutual  language,  clearer  than  the  tome 
Of  hU  land's  tongue,  which  he  would  oft  foisake 
For  Nature's  pages  glass’d  by  sunbeams  on  the  lake. 

XIV. 

Like  the  Chaldean,  he  could  watch  the  stars. 

Till  he  had  |>copicd  them  with  beings  bright 
As  their  own  beams ; and  earth,  and  corth-bom  Jan, 
And  human  frailties,  were  forgotten  quite  : 

Could  he  have  kept  his  spirit  to  that  fight 
He  bad  been  happy ; hut  this  clay  will  sink 
Its  spark  immortal,  envying  it  the  light 
To  which  It  mounts,  as  if  to  break  the  link  [brink. 
That  keeps  us  from  yon  heaven  which  woos  us  to  its 

XV. 

But  in  Sian's  dwellings  he  became  a thing 
Ilostless  and  worn,  and  stem  and  wearisome. 

Droop'd  a<  a wild-tiom  falcon  with  dipt  wing. 

To  whom  the  boundless  air  alone  were  home  : 

Then  came  his  fit  again,  which  to  o'crcomo, 

As  eagerly  the  bair'd>up  bird  will  In^at 
His  breast  and  beak  against  hU  wiry  dome 
Till  the  blood  tinge  his  plumage,  so  the  beat 
Of  his  lmi<eded  soul  would  through  bis  bosom  cat. 

XVI. 

Self-exiled  Han'Ul  * wanders  forth  apnln. 

With  naught  of  hoi»e  left,  but  with  le»v  of  gloom  ; i 
The  very  knowledge  that  he  lived  In  vain,  • 

That  all  was  over  on  this  side  the  tomb,  j 

Had  made  Despair  a smilingness  assume,  [wreck  i 
WTiich,  though  'twcrc  wild,— as  on  the  plunder’d  : 
When  mariners  would  madly  meet  their  doom  1 
With  draughts  Intemperate  on  the  sinking  deck, — j 
Did  yet  inspire  a cheer,  which  he  forbore  to  cLtck.  * 

xvn. 

stop ! — for  thy  tread  is  on  an  Empire’s  dii«t ! j 
An  Earth<ui^ke’s  spoil  Is  sepulchred  below  | • 

Is  the  spot  mark’d  with  no  colossiil  bust  ? I 

Nor  column  trophk-d  for  triumphal  show  ? j 

None;  but  the  nforal's  truth  tells  simpler  so,  | 
As  the  ground  was  before,  thus  let  it  be  I 

How  that  ret!  rain  hath  in.-ulc  the  harvest  grow  ! 

And  is  this  all  the  world  has  gain'd  by  thee, 

Thou  fir^t  and  last  of  fields  I king-making  Victor)'  ? 

hunt  of  dark  #?irt  appstliog  itrength.  Tt  wai  iinqueslloraidy 
the  unexafrgerated  picture  of  a mnit  tcmpestuuui  aod  tociUre, 
but  roaimitlcent  loni  1 — URYDOes.] 

* [These  itantas,— in  which  the  author,  adopting  more 
diitinctly  the  character  of  ChUde  Harold  than  in  the  oiifonal 
poem,  utlgnu  the  catuenbyho  haa  retitmt**!  hi*  Plltrrim'a 
•taif,  when  it  wai  ho;>ed  he  had  ut  down  fur  life  a denizen  of 
bit  native  country,  — abound  with  much  moral  intemt  and 
i>octlral  beauty.  The  commentary  through  which  the  mean* 
Ing  of  thti  melancholy  tale  U rendered  ubviout,  li  stUl  in  vivid 
■remembrance;  for  the  errors  of  those  who  excel  thefr  fellows 
in  gifts  and  accomplishments  are  not  soon  forgotten.  Those 
scenes,  ever  most  painful  lo  the  bosom,  were  rendered  ret 
more  so  br  public  discuitloD ; and  it  is  at  lead  possible  tnat 
amongst  those  who  rxeiximed  most  loudly  on  tnia  unhappy 
occasion,  were  some  In  whose  eyes  llterar}'  superiority  exag- 
nrated  I<onl  Byron’s  oflence.  The  scene  may  be  describ^ 
in  a few  words:  -.-the  wise  condemned — the  good  regretted 
~the  multitude,  idly  nr  maliciously  Inquisitire,  ruilicd  fri«n 
place  to  place,  gathering  gossip,  which  they  mangled  and 
exaggeratfKl  while  they  repeated  It  j and  Impudersce.  ever 
ready  to  hitch  itself  into  notorletr,  hanked  on,  as  Falstolf 
enjoins  Bardolph.  hlustereil,  tmllieo.  and  ta.krd  of*  pleading 
a cause,"  and  “ taking  a side."->  Sib  Waltcb  Scott.] 
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BYRON’S  WORKS. 


CANTO  III, 


XVIIL 

And  Harold  stands  upon  this  place  of  skulls, 

The  grave  of  France,  the  deadly  Waterloo  I 
How  in  an  hour  the  power  which  gave  annuls 
Its  gifts,  transferring  fame  as  fleeting  too  I 
In  pride  of  place"  * here  last  the  eagle  flew, 

Then  tore  with  bloody  talon  the  rent  plain,  < 
Pierced  by  the  shaft  of  bonded  nations  through ; 
Ambition’s  life  and  labours  all  were  vain ; [chain. 
He  wears  the  shatter’d  links  of  the  world's  broken 


XXU. 

Did  ye  not  bear  It  ? — No ; 't  was  but  the  wind. 
Or  the  car  rattling  o’er  the  stony  street ; 

I On  with  the  dance  I let  Joy  be  unconflned ; 

No  sleep  till  mom,  when  Youth  and  Pleasure  meet 
To  chase  the  glowing  Hours  with  flying  feet  — 

But  hark  ! — that  hea%*y  sound  breaks  in  once  more 
As  if  the  clouds  lu  echo  would  repeat ; 

And  nearer,  clearer,  deadlier  than  beflm ! 

Arm  I ann  I it  is<~it  is — the  cannon’s  opening  roar  I 


XIX. 

Fit  retribution  1 Gaul  may  champ  the  bit 
And  foam  in  fetters ; — hut  is  Earth  more  free  ? 
Did  nations  combat  to  make  One  submit ; 

Or  league  to  teach  all  kings  true  sovereignty  ? 
AVhat  I shall  reviving  Thraldom  again  be 
The  patch'd-iip  idol  of  enlighten'd  days  ? 

Shall  we,  who  struck  the  Lion  down,  shall  we 
Pay  the  Wolf  homage  7 proffering  lowly  gase 
And  servile  knees  to  thrones  ? No ; prove  before  yc 
praise  { 


If  not,  o’er  one  fallen  despot  boast  no  more  ! 

In  vain  fair  cheeks  were  furrow'd  with  hot  tears 
For  Europe's  flowers  long  rooted  up  before 
The  trampler  of  her  vineyards ; in  vain  years 
or  death,  depopulation,  bondage,  fears. 

Have  all  been  borne,  and  broken  by  the  accord 
Of  roosed'Up  millions  • all  that  most  endears 
Glory,  Is  when  the  myrtle  wreathes  a sword 
Such  as  Harmodlus^  drew  on  Athens’  tyrant  lonl. 


There  was  a sound  of  revelry  by  night,  * 

And  Belgium's  capital  had  gather'd  then 
Her  Beauty  and  her  Chivalry,  and  bright 
The  lamps  shone  o'er  fair  women  and  brave  men; 
A thous.'ind  hearts  beat  happily;  and  when 
Music  arose  with  Its  voluptuous  swell. 

Soft  eyes  look’d  love  to  ej-es  which  spake  again. 
And  all  went  merry  as  a marriage-bell ; * [knell ! 

But  biuh  1 hark  I a deep  sound  strikes  like  a rising 


XXIII. 

Within  a window'd  niche  of  that  high  hall 
.Sate  Brunswick’s  fated  chieftain  ; he  did  hear 
That  sound  the  first  amidst  the  festival. 

And  caught  its  tone  with  Death's  prophetic  ear; 
And  when  Uicy  smiled  because  he  deem'd  it  near, 
Ills  heart  more  truly  knew  that  peal  too  well 
Which  stretch'd  his  father  on  a bloody  bier,® 

And  roused  the  vengeance  blood  alone  could  queU  ; 
He  rush’d  Into  the  flcld,  and,  foremost  fighting,  feU.  f 

XXIV. 

Ah  I then  and  there  was  hurr>'ing  to  and  fro. 

And  gathering  tears,  and  tnmhltngs  of  distress. 
And  cheeks  all  pale,  which  but  on  hour  ago 
Blush'd  at  the  praise  of  their  own  loveliness ; 

And  there  were  sudden  partings,  such  as  press 
I The  life  from  out  young  hearts,  and  choking  sighs 
I Which  ne'er  might  be  repeated  ; who  could  guess 
If  ever  more  should  meet  those  mutual  eyes, 

Since  upon  night  so  sweet  such  awful  mom  oould  rise  1 

I 

I XXV. 

j And  there  was  mounting  in  hot  haste  : the  steed, 

! The  mustering  squadron,  and  the  clattering  car. 
Went  pouring  forward  with  impetuous  speed. 

And  swiftly  forming  in  the  ranks  of  war; 

And  the  deep  thunder  peal  on  peal  afar; 

.\nd  near,  the  beat  of  the  alarming  drum 
Roused  up  the  soldier  ere  the  morning  star ; 

While  throng’d  the  cltisens  with  terror  dumb. 

Or  whisperi^ig,  with  s^ite  Ups— .“The  foel  they 
come  I they  come  l " 


' “ Prld«  of  place  " U a term  of  falconry,  and  meaus  the 
highest  pitch  ot  flight.  See  Marbrth,  Arc. 

**  Ad  carle  towering  in  bis  pride  of  place,”  Ac. 

* fin  the  original  draught  of  thii  itanta  fwhlch,  aa  well  as 
the  preceding  one.  waa  written  after  a visit  to  th«  field  ol 
Waierioo),  the  lines  stood  — 

•*  Here  hit  last  flight  the  haughty  eagle  flow. 

Then  tore  with  bloody  beak  the  fatal  plain.** 

On  seeing  the»e  linea,  Mr.  Reinaglc  sketched  a spirited 
chained  eagle,  grasping  the  earth  with  his  talon*.  'Die  dr* 
cumstance  being  mentioned  to  Ixtrd  Hrrnn,  he  wrote  thus  to 
a fl'icnd  at  BrusscU.  — “ Reinaglc  it  a tietter  poet  and  a belter 
omitholortst  than  1 am : eagles,  and  all  birds  of  prey,  attack 
with  their  talons,  utd  not  with  their  beaks  t and  1 have 
altered  the  line  thus  : — 

* Then  tore  with  bloody  talon  the  rent  plain.* 

This  Is,  I think,  a better  Uoe,  beildet  its  poetical  Justice. "j 

> See  the  fammu  song  on  Harmodiiis  and  Arictofitnn. 
The  best  English  Irantlatlon  is  In  Bland's  Anthology,  by 
Mr.  (now  Ix»rd  CTblef  Justice)  Denman.— 

“ With  myrtle  my  sword  wl*.  J wreathe,*'  Ac. 

* fThere  can  be  no  more  remarkable  proof  of  the  greatness 
of  l/)rd  Byron's  genius,  than  the  spirit  and  interest  he  has 
eostnred  to  communicate  to  his  picture  of  the  often.drawn 
and  difficult  scene  of  the  breaking  up  from  Brussel*  before 
the  great  Battle.  It  Is  a trite  remark,  that  poets  gsmcrally 
faUln  the  representatioo  of  great  events,  where  the  interoei 


is  recent,  and  the  particulars  are  consequently  clearly  and 
commonly  known.  It  required  some  courage  to  venture  on 
a theme  beset  with  so  many  danger*,  and  deiurmed  with  the 
wreck*  of  so  many  former  adrenture*.  See,  however,  with 
what  easy  strength  he  enters  upon  It,  and  with  how  much 
grace  he  gradually  finds  his  way  hark  to  his  own  peculiar 
vein  of  sentiment  and  diction  I — Jarraav.] 

* On  the  night  previous  to  (he  action,  it  1s  said  that  a hall 
WM  given  at  Brussels.  — [The  popular  error  of  the  Duke  of 
Wellington  having  been  turpntrd,  on  the  eve  of  the  battle 
nf  W'alerloo,  at  a ball  gi^vn  by  the  Duchess  of  Richmond  at 
BriKteU,  was  first  rorreclod  on  authority.  In  the  History  of 
Napoleon  Buonamirte.  which  forms  a poKlon  of  the  “ Kamilj 
Ulwary."  'Fhe  Duke  had  received  Intelligence  of  Napoleon^ 
decisive  oneratiuns,  and  it  wai  tntended  to  put  off  the  ball  ; 
but.  on  reflection,  it  seemed  highly  important  that  the  people 
of  Brussels  should  be  kept  in  imnrance  as  to  the  course  of 
events,  and  the  I^itke  not  only  desired  that  the  ball  should 
proceed,  but  the  general  offleen  recrived  his  commands  to 
appear  at  it  — each  taking  rare  to  quit  tlie  apartment  as 
quietly  as  possible  at  ten  o'clock,  and  proceed  to  join  his 
respective  division  en  rtm/c.] 

• [The  father  of  the  Duke  of  Brunswick,  who  fell  at 
Quatre  Bras,  received  his  death-wound  at  Jena.} 

f [This  ftansa  is  very  grand,  even  from  its  total  ntudonw 
mcot.  It  is  only  a versification  of  the  common  narrativea  ■ 
but  here  may  well  be  applied  a position  of  Johnsoo,  that 

where  tnith  is  tufficient  to  fill  the  mind,  fletloo  is  worse  *h^ 
qaeleas.”  — Bavooia.I 
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XXVI.  XXX. 

And  irllcl  andhiKb  the  “ Cameron ’sfitthering"  rose!  There  have  been  tears  and  breaking  hearts  for  thee. 
The  war-note  of  Ixtchlel,  which  Albyn's  hills  And  mine  were  nothing  bad  1 such  to  give ; 

Have  beard,  and  beard,  too,  have  her  Saxon  foes : — But  when  I stood  beneath  the  fresh  green  tree. 

How  in  the  noon  of  night  that  pibroch  thrills,  Which  living  waves  where  thou  didst  cease  to  live, 

I Savage  and  shrill  \ But  with  the  breath  which  61U  And  saw  around  me  the  wide  field  revive 
i Their  mountain-pipe,  so  fill  the  mountaineers  With  fruits  and  fertile  promise,  and  the  Spring 

"With  the  fierce  native  daring  which  instils  Came  forth  her  work  trf  gladness  to  contrive, 

The  stirring  memory  of  a thousand  years,  [ears  I With  all  her  reckless  birds  upon  the  wing, 


I And  Evan's,  Donald's  > fkme  rings  in  each  clangnan’s 


XXVII. 

And  Ardennes  ^ waves  above  them  her  green  leaves. 
Dewy  with  nature’s  tear-drops,  as  they  pass. 
Grieving,  if  aught  Inanimate  e’er  grieves. 

Over  the  unretuming  brave, — alas  I 
Ere  evening  to  be  trodden  like  the  gnus 
M'hlcb  now  beneath  them,  but  above  shall  grow 
In  its  next  venlure,  when  this  fiery  mass 
Of  living  valour,  rolling  on  the  foe  [low. 

And  burning  with  high  hope,  shall  moulder  cold  and 


xxvni. 

I^t  noon  beheld  tbem  fUll  of  lusty  life. 

Last  eve  in  Beauty’s  circle  proudly  gay. 

The  midnight  brought  the  signal-sound  of  strife, 
The  mom  the  marshalling  in  anns,~the  day 
Battle's  magniflcently-stem  array  1 
The  thunder-clouds  close  o'er  it,  which  when  rent 
The  earth  is  cover'd  thick  with  other  clay, 

Mliich  her  own  clay  shall  cover,  heap'd  and  pent. 
Rider  and  horse,  — friend,  foe,  — in  one  red  burial 
blent ! ^ 


XXIX. 

Their  praise  is  hymn'd  by  loftier  harps  than  mine : 
Yet  one  I would  select  from  that  proud  throng. 
Partly  because  they  blend  me  with  his  line. 

And  partly  that  I did  his  sire  some  wrong,^ 

And  partly  that  bright  names  will  hallow  song ; 
And  his  was  of  the  bravest,  and  when  shower’d 
The  death-bolts  deadliest  the  thinn'd  flics  along. 
Even  where  the  thickest  of  war's  tempest  lower’d. 
They  reach’d  lio  nobler  breast  than  thine,  young 
gallant  Howard 


* SJr  Eran  Cairm-rni.ajidhltdcscrndant  DoiudiJ,  the  gentle 
Ixx^hlei  " of  the  “ forty-five." 

* The  wood  of  .Solgnles  Is  suppoted  to  be  a remnant  of  the 
forest  of  Ardennes,  famous  in  ^lardo'i  Orlando,  and  Im- 
mortal in  Shakspe.tre’s  "As  you  like  It."  It  is  also  celebrated 
In  Tacitus,  as  being  the  spot  of  successful  defence  by  the  Ger- 
mans acnlnst  the  Roman  encroachments.  1 hare  ventured  to 
adopt  the  name  eoouected  with  aoblor  associatioos  than  those 
of  mere  slaughter. 

3 jrCbilde  Harold,  though  be  shuns  to  relrbrate  the  vietory 
of  Waterloo,  gives  us  here  a most  beautiful  description  of  the 
evening  which  preceded  the  battle  of  Quatro  Bras,  the  alarm 
which  called  out  the  troops,  and  tlie  Ihirry  and  confusion 
which  preceded  their  marc!^  t am  txrt  sure  that  any  verses 
In  our  langu.igo  surpass,  in  vigoxir  and  in  feeling,  this  most 
beautiful  description.  — Sia  Waltie  Scott.] 

* [.See  posit  note  to  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers.] 

* r"  In  the  late  battles,  like  all  the  world.  1 hare  lost  a cots- 
necticm  — poor  Frederick  Howard,  the  best  of  hit  mce.  I had 
little  Intercourse  of  late  years  with  hts  family ; but  1 never 
saw  or  heard  but  good  of  him."  — X.ord  B.  to  A/r.  Moors. 1 

* My  guide  from  Mont  St.  Jean  over  the  field  seemed  in. 
tdligent  and  accurate.  The  place  where  Ma^or  Howard  fell 
was  not  far  from  two  tall  and  solitary  trees  (there  was  a third, 
cut  down,  or  shivered  In  the  battle),  which  stand  a few  yards 
from  e«:h  eCber  at  a pathway’s  tide.  Bcaeath  theae  be  dietl 


I turn'd  fri>m  all  ihc  brought  to  those  she  could  not 
bring.  ^ 

XXXI. 

I turn'd  to  tbee,  to  thousands,  of  whom  each 
And  one  as  all  a ghastly  gap  did  make 
In  his  own  kind  and  kindr^,  whom  to  teach 
Forget^lncts  were  mercy  for  their  sake ; 

The  Archangel's  trump,  not  Glory's,  mui»t  awake 
Those  whom  they  thirst  for;  though  the  sound  of 
Fame 

May  for  a moment  soothe,  it  cannot  slake 
The  fever  of  vain  longing,  and  the  name 
So  honour’d  but  assumes  a stronger,  bitterer  claim. 

XXXII. 

They  mourn,  but  smile  at  length ; and,  smiling, 

mourn : ; 

The  tree  will  wither  long  before  it  fall ; 

The  hull  drives  on,  though  mast  and  sail  be  tom  ; ! 

The  roof-tree  sinks  but  moulders  on  the  hall  I 

In  massy  hoariness ; the  ruin’d  wall 
Stands  when  its  wind-worn  battlements  are  gone  ; 

The  bars  survive  the  captive  they  enthral ; [sun  ; 
The  day  drags  through,  ^ougb  storms  keep  out  the 
And  thus  the  heart  will  break,  yet  brokenly  live  on : 

xxxin. 

Even  as  a broken  mirror,  which  the  glass 

In  every  fragment  multiplies ; and  makes  ' 

A thousand  images  of  one  that  was, 

The  same,  and  still  the  more,  the  more  it  breaks ; 
And  thus  the  heart  will  do  which  not  forsakes, 

Living  in  shatter'd  guise;  and  still,  and  cold, 

And  bloodless,  with  its  sleepless  sorrow  aches, 

Tet  withers  on  till  all  without  is  old, 

Showing  no  visible  sign,  for  such  things  are  untold.  ? 

and  WM  burinL  The  body  has  aince  been  removed  to  Rng- 
UTtd.  A iroall  bellow  for  the  prevent  marks  where  it  lay.  but 
will  probably  soon  be  rlBKred : the  plough  has  been  u;Mn  it, 
and  the  grain  Is.  After  pointing  out  the  different  s;>ots 
where  Plcton  and  other  gallant  men  had  perished,  the  guide 
said,  **  Here  Maior  Howard  lav : I was  near  him  « ben 
wounded."  I told  him  my  relatronshlp,  and  he  Sieemed  then 
still  tsoro  anxious  to  polut  out  the  particular  spot  and  cir. 
eumstances.  The  pl^^  I*  ooo  of  the  most  marked  In  the 
field,  from  the  peculiarity  of  the  two  trees  above  mentioned. 

I went  on  horseback  twice  over  the  field,  comparing  it  with 
my  recollertion  of  similar  scenes.  As  a plain,  Vt  aterloo  seems 
marked  out  for  the  scene  of  some  great  action,  though  this  may 
be  mere  imaglnaHoo-;  1 have  viewed  with  attention  those  of 
Platea,  Tror,  Mantinea,  Letictra,  Chwronea,  and  Marathon ; 
and  the  field  around  Mont  St.  Jean  and  Houfroumont  appears 
to  want  little  but  a better  cause,  and  that  undefinabln  but  Im- 
pressive halo  which  the  lapse  of  agre  throws  around  a celr-  I 
brated  spot,  to  vie  in  Interrtt  with  any  or  all  of  these,  except, 
perhaps,  the  last  mentioned. 

7 [There  Is  a richrtess  and  erwr^  In  this  passage,  which  Is 
peculiar  to  l»rd  Byron,  among  all  modern  poets.  — a throng 
of  glowing  images,  poured  forth  at  once,  irith  a facility  and 
profusion,  which  must  appear  mere  wastefulness  to  more 
ecooomical  writers,  and  a certain  negligence  and  harshnesa 
of  diction,  which  can  belong  only  to  an  author  who  is  op- 
pressed with  the  exuberance  and  rapidity  of  his  conceptioua. 

— Jarraav.] 
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XXXIV. 

There  is  a very  lifc  In  our  despair. 

Vitality  of  poison,  — a quick  root 

>Vhich  feeds  these  deadly  branches ; for  it  were 

As  nothinit  did  we  die  ; but  Life  will  suit 

Itself  to  Sorrow’s  most  detested  fruit, 

l.lkc  to  the  apples  > on  the  Dead  Ss‘a'9  shore, 

All  ashes  to  the  taste : Lid  man  compute 
Existence  by  enjoyment,  and  count  oVr 
Such  hours  ’ffainrt  years  of  life,  — say,  would  he  nMroe 
threescore  ? 

XXXV. 

The  Pialmiit  number’d  out  the  years  of  man  : 
They  are  enough  ; and  if  thy  tale  be  true. 

Thou,  who  didst  gnidtje  him  even  that  fleeting  span. 
More  than  cmuigh,  thou  fatal  Waterloo  ! 

Millions  of  tongues  record  thee,  and  anew 
Their  children's  Ups  shall  echo  them,  and  say  — 

“ Here,  where  the  swoni  united  nations  drew. 

Our  ci>untr)  m<*n  were  svarring  on  that  day  J ” 

And  this  is  much,  and  aU  which  will  nut  pass  away. 

XXXVI. 

TIm'TV  sunk  the  greatest,  nor  the  worst  of  men, 
■Whose  spirit,antithctlcklly  mixt. 

One  moment  of  the  mightiest,  and  again 
On  Uttlc  oldccts  with  like  firmness  flxt ; 

Extivmc  In  all  things  I hatlst  thou  been  betwixt. 
Thy  throne  had  itlll  been  thine,  or  never  lH*en  ; 
For  daring  made  thy  rise  a*  fall ; theu  seek’st 
Even  now  to  re-assumc  the  imperial  mien. 

And  shake  again  the  world,  thcThmidcrcrof  the  scene ! 

XXXVII. 

Conqueror  and  captive  of  the  earth  art  thou  1 
She  trvmblw  at  thco  still,  and  thy  wild  name 
Was  ne’er  more  bruited  in  men’s  minds  th.in  n »w 
That  thou  art  nothing,  save  the  Jest  of  Fame, 

Who  w(x)’d  thee  once,  thy  vas*stl,  and  became 
The  flatterer  of  thy  fierceness,  till  thou  wert 
A god  unto  thyself ; nor  less  the  same 
To  the  astounded  kingdoms  oil  inert. 

Who  deem'd  thee  for  a time  wh  itc Vr  thou  didst  assert 

xxxvni. 

Oh,  more  or  less  than  man  — in  high  or  low. 
Battling  with  nation’*,  flying  from  the  field ; 

Now  making  monarchs'  necks  thy  fiKjtstool,  now 
More  than  thy  meanest  soldier  taught  to  yield ; 

An  empire  thou  couldst  crush,  command,  rebuild. 
But  govern  not  thy  pottle'st  passion,  nor, 

However  deeply  In  men’s  spirits  skill’d, 

IXK>k  through  thine  own,  n(*r  curb  the  lust  of  war. 
Nor  learn  that  tempted  Fate  will  leave  the  lofUcst  star. 

XXXIX. 

Yet  well  thy  soul  hath  brook’d  the  turning  tide 
With  that  untaiutiit  Innate  philosofthy. 

Which,  l»c  it  wlxlom,  coldness,  or  deep  pride, 

Is  gaU  and  wormwood  to  on  enemy. 


When  the  whede  host  of  hatred  stood  hard  by, 

To  watch  and  mock  thee  shrinking,  thou  bast  smiled 
With  a sedate  and  alI>eDduring  eye ; — 

^^Ticn  Fortune  fled  her  spoil'd  and  favourite  child, 
He  stood  unbow'd  beneath  the  ills  upon  him  piled. 


Sager  than  in  thy  fortunes ; for  In  them 
Ambition  steel'd  thee  on  too  far  to  show 
That  just  habitual  scorn,  which  could  contemn 
Men  and  their  thoughts;  ’twas  wise  to  feel, not  so 
To  wear  it  ever  on  thy  ilp  and  brow. 

And  spurn  the  Instruments  thou  wert  to  use 
'nil  they  were  turn’d  unto  thine  overthrow  r 
*TLs  but  a wortlile-'s  world  to  win  or  lose ; 

So  hath  it  proved  to  thee,  and  all  such  lot  who  choose. 

XLI. 

If,  like  a tower  upon  a headlong  rock, 

'I’hou  hadst  been  mode  to  stand  or  fall  alone. 

Such  scorn  of  m.m  had  help'd  to  brave  the  shock ; 
But  men’s  thoughts  were  the  steps  which  paved  thy 
throne, 

TTteir  admiration  thy  best  weapon  shone ; 

The  jiart  of  Philip’s  son  was  thine,  not  then 
(Unless  aside  thy  punde  had  been  thrown) 

Like  stem  Diogenes  to  mock  at  men  ; 

For  sceptred  cj  uics  earth  were  far  too  wide  a den.  * 

XLII. 

But  quiet  to  quick  bosoms  is  a hell. 

And  there  hath  been  tby  bane ; there  is  a fire 
And  motion  of  the  soul  which  will  not  dwell 
In  its  own  narrow  being,  but  a«plrc 
Beyond  the  fitting  mwllum  of  desire  , 

And,  but  once  kindled,  quenchless  evermore. 

Preys  upon  high  adventure,  nor  can  tire 
Of  aught  but  rest ; a fever  at  the  core. 

Fatal  to  him  who  bean,  to  all  who  ever  bore. 

XLllI. 

'This  makes  the  madmen  who  have  made  men  mad 
By  their  o.mtagion  ; Conquerors  and  Kings, 
Founders  of  sects  and  sj’stems,  to  whom  add 
Sophitt.s,  Hants  Statesmen,  all  luiqtiiet  things 
>Vblch  stir  too  strongly  the  soul’s  secret  springs. 
And  arc  themselves  the  fools  to  those  they  fooi ; 
Envied,  yet  how  unenvi.Jde  ! what  stings 
Arc  theirs  ! One  i>reast  laid  <q>en  were  a schex)! 
Which  would  untcach  mankind  the  lust  to  shine  or 
nilv  ; 

XLIV. 

Their  breath  is  agitation,  and  their  life 
A Htorm  whcrc«>n  they  rltlc,  to  sink  at  List, 

And  yet  so  nursed  and  bigoted  to  strife. 

That  should  their  days,  surviving  i>criU  past, 

Melt  to  calm  twilight,  they  feel  overcast 
With  sorrow  and  supineness,  anil  so  die ; 

Even  as  a flame  unfed,  which  runs  to  w.ute 
With  its  own  flickering,  or  a sword  laid  by, 

Which  vats  into  itself,  aud  nuts  inglorioiuJy. 


* The  'fabled'  sjqdes  on  the  brink  of  the  Uke  Atnhaltei 
were  •sill  to  be  fslr  witbout,  auid,  within,  ashes.  Vide  Taritus, 
Hlftor.  iai-  V,  7. 

* The  great  erTor  of  Napoleon.  **  if  wn  have  writ  wir  annal* 
true,”  «A«  a rontiniied  oMruilon  cm  mankind  of  hl«  want  of 
all  community  of  feeling  for  or  with  them ; perhaps  more 
I iSbntive  to  human  vanity  than  (he  actire  cruelty  of  more 


tremhling  and  tuspirinus  tyranny.  Such  were  hU  speeches 
to  public  a«*emblie«  as  well  as  lodividuals ; and  the  single  ex. 
presiion  which  he  U said  to  have  used  on  returaing  to  Paris 
after  the  Russian  winter  had  dt>strored  his  army,  rubbing  hU 
liandt  over  a ore,  “ This  U ple*u»ntiT  than  Moscow.”  would 
probably  alienate  more  (a«our  from  hU  caiue  Uian  the 
struction  and  reverses  which  led  to  the  remark. 
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XLV. 

He  who  aacend«  to  m(iuntaln*tops,  shall  find 
I The  loftiest  peaks  most  wrapt  in  clouds  and  snow  ; 
He  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind, 

Must  look  down  on  the  hate  of  those  below. 
'Phough  high  above  the  sun  of  glory  glow, 

And  far  beneath  the  earth  and  ocean  spread, 

}ioter.d  him  art  icy  rocks,  and  loudly  blow 
Contending  tempests  on  hU  naked  head. 

And  thus  reward  the  toils  which  to  those  summits  led.  i 

XLVI. 

Away  with  these  ! true  Misdom’s  world  will  be 
Within  its  own  creation,  or  in  thine, 

Maternal  Nature  1 for  who  teems  like  thee. 

Thus  on  the  banks  of  thy  majestic  Rhine  ? 

There  Harold  gases  on  a work  dieine, 

A blending  of  all  beauties ; streams  and  dells, 
Fnill,  foliage,  crag,  wood,  cornfield,  mountain,  vine, 
And  chiefless  castles  breathing  stem  farewells 
From  gray  btjt  leafy  walls,  where  Ruin  greenly 
dwells. 

XLVII. 

And  there  they  stand,  as  stands  a lofty  mind. 

Worn,  but  unstooping  to  the  baser  crowd. 

All  tenantlcs^s,  save  to  the  crannylng  wind. 

Or  holding  dark  communion  with  the  cloud. 

There  was  a day  when  they  were  young  and  proud, 
Banners  on  high,  and  battles  |>ass’d  below  ; 

But  they  who  fought  are  in  a bloody  shroud, 

And  those  which  waved  arc  shredless  dust  ere  now, 
And  the  bleak  battlements  shall  bear  no  future  blow. 

XLVUI. 

Beneath  these  battlements,  within  those  walls, 
Bower  dwelt  amidst  her  passions ; in  proud  state 
Each  robber  chief  upheld  his  armed  halls. 

Doing  his  evil  will,  nor  le^  elate 
Th.-ui  mightier  heroes  of  a longer  d.itc. 

What  want  these  outlaws*  conquerors  should  have 
But  History’s  purchased  page  to  coll  them  great  ? 

A wider  space,  an  oroamented  grave  ? [brave. 
Their  hopes  were  not  less  warm,  their  souls  were  hJl  u 

XLIX. 

In  their  baronial  feuds  and  single  fields, 

Mliat  deeds  of  prowess  unrecorded  died  ! 

And  Love,  which  lent  a blason  to  their  shields, 
M'ith  emblems  well  devised  by  amorous  pride. 
Through  all  the  mall  of  iron  hearts  would  glide ; 
But  still  their  flame  was  fierceness,  and  drew  on 
Keen  contest  and  destruction  near  allied. 

And  muny  a tower  f«>r  some  fhlr  mischief  w(.n. 

Saw  the  diK-oIour'd  Rhine  beneath  its  ruin  mn. 

U 

But  Thou,  exulting  and  abounding  river ! 

Making  thy  waves  a blessing  as  they  flow 
Through  banks  whose  Iwauty  would  endure  for  ever 
Could  man  but  leave  thy  bright  creation  so, 

• [Thii  ii  certainly  iplendidly  written,  but  we  trust  it  is  not 
true.  Frcmi  Macedonia**  madman  to  the  Swede  — from 

Nimrod  tu  Buonaparte.  — the  hunter*  of  men  have  pursued 
their  sport  with  a*  murh  itaiety,  and  a*  little  remorse,  oi  the 
hunter*  of  other  onimai*:  and  have  lived  a*  cheerily  in  their 
^y.  of  action,  and  oa  comfortahly  in  their  repose,  os  the  (o\- 
lowers  of  better  |mrsuit*.  It  would  be  stranfte,  therefore.  If 
the  other  active  hut  more  Innocent  spirits,  whom  liOrd 
Byron  hat  here  plnced  in  the  some  predicament,  and  who 
ahorc  all  their  sources  of  enjoyment,  without  the  guilt  and  I 


Nor  Its  fiilr  promise  from  the  surface  mow 
With  the  sharp  sc>  the  of  conflict, — then  to  see 
Thy  valley  of  sweet  waters,  were  to  know 
l^larth  paved  like  Heaven  ; and  to  seem  such  to  me, 
Even  now  what  wonts  thy  stiTam  ? — that  it  should 
Lethe  be. 

LI. 

A thousand  battles  have  assail’d  thy  banks. 

But  tbeae  and  half  their  fame  have  pass’d  away, 
And  Slaughter  heap’d  on  high  his  weltering  ranks; 
Their  very  graves  are  gone,  and  what  are  they  ? 
Thy  tide  wash'd  down  the  blood  of  yesterday, 

And  all  was  stainless,  and  on  thy  clear  stream 
(ftass’d  with  its  dancing  light  the  sunny  ray  ; 

But  o’er  the  blacken’d  memory's  blighting  dream 
Thy  waves  would  vainly  roll,  all  swrc]dng  os  they 
seem. 

Ln. 

Thus  Harold  Inly  said,  and  pass’d  along, 

Yet  not  Imenslbly  to  all  which  here 
Awoke  the  jocund  birds  to  early  song 
In  glens  which  might  have  made  even  exile  dear  ; 
'fhough  on  his  brow  were  graven  lines  austere, 

.\nd  tranquil  sternness  which  had  ta’cn  the  place 
Of  feelings  fierier  far  but  less  severe, 

J<^’  was  not  always  al>>ent  from  his  face,  [trace. 
But  o'er  it  In  such  scenes  would  steal  with  tr.  nsient 

Lin. 

Nor  was  all  love  shut  from  him,  though  his  days 
i>f  passion  had  consumed  themselves  tu  dust. 

It  Is  in  vain  that  we  would  coidly  gate 
On  such  as  smile  upon  us ; the  heart  must 
I.^p  kindly  back  to  kindness,  though  disgust 
Hath  wean'd  it  from  all  worldlings : thus  he  frit. 
For  there  was  soft  remembrance,  and  sweet  trust 
In  one  fond  breast,  to  which  his  osm  would  molt. 
And  in  Its  tendea’r  hour  on  that  hla  boaom  dwelt. 

LIV. 

.\nd  he  had  team’d  to  love,~  I know  not  why, 

For  this  In  such  as  him  seems  strange  of  mood, — 
The  helpless  looks  of  bluumlng  Infancy, 

Even  in  its  earliest  nurture ; what  subdued, 

To  change  like  this,  a mind  so  fur  imbued 
With  scorn  of  man,  it  little  boots  to  know; 

But  thus  it  was  ; and  though  in  solitude 
Small  power  the  nipp'd  affections  have  to  grow, 

In  him  this  glowM  when  all  beside  bad  ceased  to  glow. 

LV. 

And  there  was  one  soft  breast,  as  hath  been  said, 
t^'hich  unto  his  was  bound  by  stronger  ties 
Than  the  church  links  withal ; and,  though  unwed, 
That  love  was  pure,  and,  far  above  disgui&e, 

Had  stood  the  test  of  mortal  enmities 
Still  undivided,  and  cemented  more 
.By  iH’ril,  dreaded  most  In  female  eyes; 

But  this  was  firm,  and  from  a foreign  shore 
Well  to  that  heart  might  hU  these  absent  greetings 
pour ! 

the  hardness  vlikh  (hey  rannnt  fail  of  rontrortlng,  shemhi 
be  more  miserable  nr  more  unfriended  than  (hose  splendid 
mrse*  of  their  kind;  and  It  would  he  passing  strange,  and 
pitiful.  If  the  most  preeioiu  gtOs  of  Providence  should  produce  ^ 
only  unhappiness,  and  mankind  regard  with  hostility  their  i 
greatest  benefactors. —J*.rtarY.j  I 

* **  What  wants  that  knave  that  a king  should  have  ?”  «aa  I 
King  James’s  question  on  meetitig  j <himy  Armstrong  and  hla  I 
follower*  In  full  accoutrement*.  — See  the  BalLuL 
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BYRON’S  WORKS. 


CANTO  III. 


1. 

The  castled  crag  of  DrachenfeU  i 
Frowns  o’er  the  wide  and  winding  Rhine, 
WTjose  breast  of  water*  broadly  swell* 

Between  the  banks  which  bear  the  vine. 

And  hills  all  rich  with  blossom’d  trees. 

And  fields  which  promise  com  and  wine, 

And  scatter’d  cities  crowning  these, 

^Vhose  far  white  walls  along  them  shine. 

Have  strew’d  a scene,  which  I should  see 
With  double  joy  wert  thou  with  me. 

2. 

And  peasant  girls,  with  deep  blue  eyes. 

And  hands  which  offer  early  flower*, 

Walk  smiling  o’er  this  paradise ; 

Alww,  the  frequent  feudal  towers 
Through  green  leaves  lift  their  walls  of  gray. 
And  many  a rock  which  steeply  lowers, 

And  noble  arch  In  proud  decay, 

I»ok  o'er  this  vale  of  %intage-bower* ; 

But  one  thing  want  these  banks  of  Rhine,  — 
Thy  gentle  hand  to  clasp  in  mine  t 

3. 

I send  the  lilies  given  to  me ; 

Though  long  before  thy  hand  they  touch, 

I know  that  they  mmt  wither’d  be, 

But  yet  reject  them  not  as  such ; 

For  I have  cherish’d  them  as  dear. 

Because  they  yet  may  meet  thine  eye. 

And  guide  thy  soul  to  mine  even  here, 

Wlien  thou  behold'st  them  drooping  nigh, 

And  know'st  them  gather’d  by  the  Rhine, 

And  offer'd  from  my  heart  to  thluc  ! 

4. 

The  river  nobly  foams  and  flows, 

The  charm  of  this  enchanted  ground, 

And  all  its  thousand  turns  disclose 
Some  fresher  beauty  var>ing  round ; 

The  haughtiest  breast  its  wish  might  bound 
Through  life  to  dwell  delighted  here ; 

Nor  could  on  earth  a s|M>t  be  found 
To  nature  and  to  me  so  dear. 

Could  thy  dear  eyes  in  following  mine 
Still  sweeten  more  these  banks  of  Rhine  ! 

LVr. 

By  Coblcntx,  on  a rise  of  gentle  ground. 

There  Is  a small  and  simple  pyramid. 

Crowning  the  summit  of  the  verdant  mound  ; 

Beneath  its  hose  are  heroes’  ashes  hid, 

' The  raxtle  of  IfrarhenfrU  Mxndi  on  the  highett  lummit 
of  **the  ^rrn  MounUiiu."  over  the  Rhine  tMiiki ; it  is  in 
ruins,  and  cunneeted  with  some  singular  trAdltions  : it  i«  the 
first  in  tIcw  on  the  ro«<i  from  Bonn,  but  on  the  opposite  si<lc 
of  the  rirer  ; on  this  bank,  nearly  focmit  it,  arc  the  remains 
of  another,  called  the  Jew’s  Castle,  and  a Urge  crt»s  coin- 
memoratire  of  the  munlcr  of  a chief  by  his  brother.  The 
number  of  castles  and  cities  along  the  course  of  the  Rhine  on 
both  sides  is  s’ers’  gniat,  and  their  situations  rctnarkably  lieau* 
tiful.  fThrse  verses  were  w rltten  on  the  banks  of  the  Rhine, 
in  May.  The  original  peocilHng  is  before  us.  It  U needles* 
to  olHerro  that  they  were  addressed  to  his  Sister.] 

* The  monument  of  the  young  and  lamonlr-d  General 
Marceau  (killed  by  a rirto-boll  at  AUerkSrchvn.  on  the  last  (Lay 
(»f  the  fourth  year  of  the  French  republic)  still  remain*  as  de- 
scribed. The  Inscription*  on  his  monument  are  rather  too 
long,  and  not  required : his  name  was  enough ; Frane*.-  adored, 
and  her  enemies  admired  i both  wept  over  him.  His  funeral 
was  attmdnl  by  the  geoerals  and  deiachmimts  fr«mi  both 
armies.  In  tlte  same  grave  General  llix-he  ts  interred,  a 
■alLtnc  man  alto  in  every  sente  of  the  word  ; but  tbougli  he 
^sUnguiihed  himself  greatly  in  battle,  he  had  not  the  goo«1 
fortwic  to  die  there : his  il«^ii  w-a*  aaended  by  (utptcloos  of 


j Our  enemy’s,  — but  let  not  that  forbid 
I Honour  to  Marceau  I o'er  whose  early  tomb 
' Tears,  big  tears,  gush'd  from  the  rough  suldlcr's  UH 
Lamenting  and  yet  envying  such  a doom. 

Falling  for  France,  whose  rights  he  battled  to  resume. 

LVIL 

Brief,  brave,  and  glorious  was  his  young  career,  — 
Ills  mourners  were  two  hosts,  his  f^riends  and  foe* ; 
And  flUy  may  the  stranger  lingering  here 
Pray  for  his  gallant  spirit's  bright  reiKise  ; 

I For  he  vras  Freedom’s  champion,  one  of  those, 

I The  few  in  number,  who  had  not  o’erstept 
i The  charter  to  chastise  which  she  bestows 
On  such  us  wield  her  weapons ; he  bad  kept 
[ Tbc  whiteness  of  bis  soul,  and  thus  men  o’t-r  him 
wept.  < 

LVIII. 

Here  Khrenbreitstein  \ witli  her  shatter’d  wall 
Black  with  the  miner's  blast,  u|Km  her  height 
Tet  shows  of  what  she  wa.s  when  shell  and  l>aU 
Reboimdlng  idly  on  her  strength  did  light : 

A tower  of  victory  1 from  whence  the  flight 
Of  bafBed  foe*  was  watch’d  along  the  plain : 

But  Peace  destroy’d  what  War  could  never  blight, 
And  laid  those  proud  roofs  bore  to  Summer’s  rain— 
On  which  the  iron  shower  fur  years  had  pour'd  in  vain. 

LIX 

Adieu  to  thee,  fair  Rhine  I How  long  dellghtea 
The  stranger  fain  would  linger  on  his  way  1 
Thine  is  a scone  alike  where  souls  imitcd 
Or  lonely  Contemplation  thus  might  stray  ; 

And  could  the  ceaseless  vultures  cease  to  prey 
On  self-condemning  bosoms,  it  were  here. 

Where  Nature,  nor  too  sombre  nor  too  gay. 

Wild  but  not  rude,  awful  yet  nut  austere. 

Is  to  the  mellow  Earth  as  Autumn  to  the  year. 

LX 

Adieu  to  thee  again  ! a vain  adieu  \ 

There  can  be  no  farewell  to  scene  like  thine  i 
The  mind  is  colour’d  by  thy  every  hue ; 

And  if  rrluctanlly  the  eyes  resign 
Their  cherish'd  gaze  upon  thee,  lovely  Rhine  !< 
'Tis  with  the  thankful  glance  of  lautiiig  proii^  ; 
More  mighty  spots  may  rise  — more  glaring  shine, 
But  none  unite  in  one  attaching  maze 
The  brilliant,  fair,  and  soft,  — the  glories  of  old  days, 

nol»on.  A erparnte  monumtmt  (not  over  hi*  body,  which  is 
uurii^  by  Marteau’*)  ii  nisinl  for  him  nrar  Andcrnai'li.  up- 
po»ite  to  which  one  u(  hi*  mo«t  tnomorablc  rspluit*  wo*  Jp«*r- 
Ibrmctl,  in  throning  a bridge  to  on  itUnd  on  U)c  UhlDc.  The 
»hape  and  style  are  aifferent  Irutn  that  of  Marceau'*,  and  the 
Inscription  more  simple  and  pleasing  : — *•  The  Array  of  the 
Sarabre  and  Men*<*  to  iu  Commander-In-Chief  lloche."  This 
1*  all,  and  a*  It  should  Iw.  Itoclie  wai  citrrmrd  among  the 
first  of  France’s  earlier  generals,  before  Riiona)iArte  inono- 
liolUed  her  triumph*.  He  was  the  dcktiacsl  coramonder  of 
the  invading  array  of  Ireland. 

* Khrcid.Teitstein,  f.  r.  “the  hro-nd  stone  of  honour,”  one 
of  the  strongest  fortresses  in  Kurope,  was  dUinuutlc^  and 
blown  up  by  tiie  French  at  the  truce  of  I.oxthen.  It  had  been, 
and  could  only  be,  reduced  by  famine  or  treschery.  U yielded 
to  the  lormer.  nided  by  lurpriic.  After  baring  seen  D»c  lor. 
tillcations  of  Gibraltar  and  Malu,  it  did  not  much  strike  by 
comparison ; but  the  tiuulion  1*  commanding.  GenenU 
Marceau  bs'iieged  it  In  vain  for  some  time,  and  1 sle|d  in  a 
roimi  where  I was  shown  a window  at  which  he  Is  «aid  to 
lure  t»een  standing  observing  the  proirrccs  of  the  tlrgc  by 
motinbght,  when  a ball  struck  immcdiatrly  ImHow  it. 

* [On  taking  ilockhcim,  tbe  Austrians,  In  utte  part  of  the 
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LXL 

The  negll^ntly  grand,  the  fruitful  bloom 
Of  coming  ripeness,  the  white  city's  sheen, 

The  rolling  stream,  the  precipice's  gloom, 

The  forests  growth,  and  Gothic  walls  between. 
The  wild  rocks  shaped  as  they  had  turrets  been 
In  mockery  of  man’s  art ; and  these  withal 
A race  of  &ccs  happy  as  the  scene. 

U'hosc  fertile  bounties  here  extend  to  all. 

Still  springing  o’er  thy  banks,  though  Empires  near 
them  fidl. 

LXII. 

I But  these  recede.  Above  me  are  the  Alps, 

The  palaces  of  Nature,  whose  vast  walls 
Have  pinnacled  in  clouds  their  snowy  scalps 
And  throned  £U*mity  In  icy  halls 
Of  cold  sublimity,  where  forms  and  falls 
The  avalanche — the  thunderbolt  of  snow  ! 

All  that  exjtands  the  spirit,  yet  appals 
Gather  around  these  summits  as  to  show  [below. 
How  Earth  may  pierce  to  Heaven,  yet  leave  vain  man 

Lxm. 

But  ere  these  matehlcHs  heights  I dare  to  scan. 
There  Ls  a spot  should  not  be  pass’d  In  vain,— 
Momt ! the  proud,  the  patriot  field  ! where  man 
May  gaxe  on  ghastly  trophies  of  the  slain. 

Nor  bluj>h  for  those  who  conquer'd  on  that  plain ; 
Here  Buri?undy  bef|ueath'd  his  tombU-ss  host, 

A bony  heap,  through  ages  to  remain, 

Themselves  their  monument ; — the  Stygian  coast 
Unscpulchrcd  they  roam'd,  and  shriek'd  each  wan- 
dering ghost.  < 

LXIV. 

%Vhilc  Waterloo  with  Canme's  carnage  vies, 

Mont  and  Marathon  twin  names  slull  stand ; 
They  were  true  Glory’s  stainless  victories 
Won  by  the  unambitious  heart  and  hand 
Of  a proud,  brotherly,  and  civic  band. 

Ail  unbought  champions  In  no  princely  cause 
Of  vlce-entail’d  Corruption  j they  no  land 
Doom'd  to  U'wall  the  blasphemy  of  laws 
Making  kings'  rights  divine,  by  some  Draconic  clause. 


enipigrnient,  got  to  the  brow  of  the  hiil,  whence  they  had  their 
flr»t  view  of  the  Rhine.  Tlicy  inttontly  halted  — not  a fruii 
wa«  fired  — not  a voice  heard  : but  they  tlood  saainit  on  the 
river  with  those  feeling!  which  the  evmu  of  tiic  ln»t  fifteen 

tear!  at  once  called  up.  Priiwe  Schwartaenberg  rode  up  to 
now  the  raii»e  of  thii  auddun  stop  ; then  they  cave  three 
rheera.  ruihcd  after  the  eoemy,  and  drove  them  into  the 
water.] 

‘ The  chapel  If  deitroyc«l,  and  the  pyramid  of  hone*  dimi- 
nished to  a imall  number  by  the  Burgundian  legion  in  the 
fervice  of  France  ; who  anxiously  ellaceil  this  record  of  their 
anreators'  lesc  succes«ful  Invaalons.  A few  still  remain,  not- 
willistanding  the  pains  taken  by  the  Durgundians  for  age! 
(all  who  passed  that  way  removing  a bone  to  their  own 
country),  and  the  leu  JustilUhle  larcenies  of  the  SwUs  pos- 
tilions, who  carried  them  uST  to  tell  fur  knife.handlet ; a pur- 
pose for  which  the  whitene**  Imbibed  by  the  hlraching  of 
\eart  had  midered  them  in  great  request.  Of  these  n lics  I 
vimtiired  to  bring  away  as  much  as  may  have  moile  a quarter 
of  a hero,  for  which  the  sole  excuse  Is,  that  If  I hod  not,  llie 
next  passer  I7  might  liave  iterverted  them  to  worse  uses  than 
thq>careful  preservation  which  1 intend  lor  them. 

* Aventicum.  near  Moral,  was  the  Roman  capital  of  tlcl- 
vrtia,  where  Avenches  now  stamlv 
* Julia  Alpinula,  a young  Avontian  prlestesi,  died  toon 
after  a vain  endeavour  to  save  her  father,  cotidcmoed  to  di^h 
as  a traitor  by  Aulut  Cjecim.  Her  epitaph  was  ditcoverod 
many  years  ago  ; — It  U thus : — “ Julia  Alpinula : Hk  jaceo. 
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LXV. 

By  a lone  wall  a lonelier  column  rean 
A gray  and  grief-wom  aipeet  of  old  days ; 

*T  is  the  last  remnant  of  the  wreck  of  yean. 

And  looks  u with  the  wild-bewildcr’d  gate 
Of  one  to  stone  converted  by  amase. 

Yet  still  with  consciousness ; and  there  it  stands 
Making  a marvel  that  it  not  decays, 

^'hen  the  coeval  pride  of  human  bands 
Levell’d  Aventicum*,  hath  strew'd  her  subject  lands. 

LXA'L 

And  there— oh  I sweet  and  sacred  be  the  name ! — 
Julia  — the  daughter,  the  devoted— gave 
I Her  youth  to  Heaven  *,  her  heart,  beneath  a claim 
I Nearest  to  Heaven’s  broke  o'er  a fiitfacr's  grave. 

I Justice  is  sworn  'gainst  tears  and  hers  would  crave 
I The  life  she  lived  in ; but  the  judge  was  just. 

And  then  she  dicti  on  him  she  could  not  save. 
Their  tomb  was  simple,  and  without  a busS 
And  held  within  their  um  one  mind,  one  heart,  one 
dusL  9 

Lxvn. 

But  these  are  deeds  which  should  not  pass  away. 
And  names  that  mu:»t  not  wither,  though  the  earth 
Forgets  her  empires  with  a Just  decay,  [birth ; 
l*he  enslavers  and  the  enslaved,  their  death  and 
The  high,  the  mountain-majesty  of  worth 
Should  be,  and  shall,  sunivur  of  its  woe, 

And  from  Its  immortality  look  forth 
In  the  tun’s  face,  like  yonder  Alpine  snow,^ 
Imperisbably  pure  beyond  all  things  below, 

LXTIIL 

I^kc  Leman  woos  me  with  its  crystal  fhee,  s 
'I'he  mirror  where  the  stars  and  mountains  view 
ITic  stillness  of  their  affpect  In  each  trace 
Its  clear  depth  yields  of  tbclr  fur  height  and  hue : 
There  is  too  much  of  man  here,  to  lt)ofc  through 
With  a fit  mind  the  might  which  I behold  ; 

But  soon  in  me  shall  I.oncliness  renew 
Thoughts  hid,  but  not  lc!»  cherish’d  than  of  old, 
£rc  mingling  with  the  herd  bad  penn'd  me  In  their 
fold. 


Infelicii  patrif  Infelix  prole*.  Dca^  Avcntl*  Sacerdof.  Fxo- 
rare  pwlrii  oecem  rmn  notul  : Male  morl  in  fatl*  tile  rrat 
Vixl  umos  xxiii.**— 1 know  of  no  human  comp^tUlnn  lo 
aflectiag  u thl*,  nor  a hittory  of  deeper  InlcrctL  These  are 
the  names  and  actions  which  ought  not  to  perish,  and  to 
which  we  turn  with  a true  and  healthy  tmdemets.  from  the 
wretched  and  glittering  detail  of  a confused  mass  of  conquests 
and  battles,  with  which  Che  mind  is  routed  for  a lime  to  a false 
and  (everith  tympathy,  from  whence  K recurs  at  length  with 
all  the  nausea  consequent  on  such  intoxication. 

* Tbit  If  written  In  the  eye  of  Mrnit  DIanc  (June  3d,  13161, 
which  even  at  this  dittanredassle*  mine.  — (July  ;x>th  ) I this 
day  observed  for  some  time  the  distinct  rcftcction  of  Mont 
Blanc  aud  Mont  Argenti^re  iu  the  ra!m  of  the  lake,  which  I 
was  rrussiiig  in  my  boat : the  distance  of  these  mounUins 
from  their  mirror  Is  sixty  miles. 

* In  the  exquliite  lines  which  the  poet,  at  this  time, 
addresied  to  his  lister,  tlurre  is  Uic  loliowing  touching 


“ I dl'l  remind  thee  of  our  own  dear  hike. 

By  the  old  hall  which  mar  lie  mine  no  more. 
!>>man‘*  I*  fair ; but  think  not  I forsake 
The  sweet  r>‘Tnctnbrance  of  a dearer  »hore: 

Sad  havoc  Time  n»u»t  with  roy  memory  make 
Fre  that  or  fhon  ran  fade  these  eyes  before  ; 
Though,  like  all  things  whlrh  I have  loved,  they  are 
Uesign'd  for  ever,  or  divided  for.’* 
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Lxrx. 

To  fly  from,  nctd  not  bt  to  hate,  mankind ; 

AH  are  not  Ht  with  them  to  »tir  and  toil. 

Nor  is  it  discontent  to  keep  the  mind 
Ih'cp  In  its  fountain,  lest  it  overboil 
In  the  hot  throng,  where  we  become  the  spoil 
Of  our  infection,  till  too  late  and  lontt 
We  may  deplore  and  struggle  vnth  the 
In  wretched  Interchange  of  wrong  for  wrong 
’Midst  a contentious  world,  striving  where  none  are 
strong. 

LXX. 

There,  in  a moment,  we  may  plunge  our  years 
In  fatal  penitence,  and  in  the  hUght 
Of  our  own  soul,  turn  all  our  bloo<i  to  tear?. 

And  colour  things  to  come  with  hues  of  Night ; 
The  race  of  life  becomes  a hopeless  flight 
To  those  that  walk  In  darkness : on  the  sea 
The  boldest  steer  but  where  their  ports  invite} 

But  there  are  wanderers  o’er  Eternity  [bo. 

Whose  bark  drives  on  and  on,  and  anchor’d  ne'er  shall 

LXXl. 

Is  It  not  better,  then,  to  Ik?  alone, 

And  love  Earth  only  for  its  earthly  sake  ? 

By  the  blue  rushing  of  the  arrowy-  Rhone,  > 

Or  the  pvuv  bosom  of  its  nursing  lake, 

^Vhich  feeds  it  as  a mother  who  doth  make 
A fair  but  froward  infant  her  own  care. 

Kissing  Its  cries  away  as  these  awake ; — 

Is  it  not  better  thus  our  lives  to  wear. 

Than  join  the  crushing  crowd,  doom'd  t«»  inflict  or  bear  ? 

LXXII. 

I live  not  In  myself,  but  I bcf'ome 
Portion  of  Uiat  around  me ; and  to  me 
High  mountains  are  a ft^Kng^,  but  the  hum 
Of  human  cities  torture:  I can  see 
Nothing  to  loathe  in  nature,  save  to  iw 
A link  reluctant  in  a fleshly  chain. 

Class’d  among  creatures,  when  the  soul  can  floe. 
And  with  the  sky,  the  peak,  the  heaving  plain 
Of  ocean,  or  the  stars,  mingle,  and  not  in  vain. 

Exxin. 

And  thm  I am  absorb'd,  and  this  Is  life : 

I look  upon  the  peopled  desert  past. 

As  on  a place  of  agony  and  strife, 

\\'hcre,  for  some  sin,  to  sorrow  1 was  cast, 

To  act  and  sufler,  but  remount  at  last 

' The  colour  of  the  Rhooe  at  Genera  U blue,  to  a depth  of 
tint  wlikh  I hare  ncrer  leen  equalleti  in  water,  mU  or  fre*h. 
earept  in  the  MeJiternineaD  and  Archipelago.  <— [Si-e  Dun 
Juan,  c XIV.  it.  S7-  for  a beautiful  comparison 
“ There  was  no  great  dlsparitr  of  years. 

Though  inneh  In  temper  : but  they  nerer  elash'd  : 
They  mored  like  start  united  in  their  tpheres. 

Or  like  the  Rhone  by  Leman't  waters  wash’d. 
Where  mingled  and  yet  separate  appears 
The  river  from  the  lake,  a]!  bluely  dash’d 
Through  the  serme  and  plaeld  glassy  deep, 

W’hkh  fain  would  lull  Us  river  child  to  tleep.'*j 
• f*  Mr.  Itobhouse  and  myself  are  just  returned  from  a 
joumer  of  lakes  and  mountains.  We  hare  bes-n  to  the  Grin- 
delw.dd,  and  the  Jungfrau,  and  ttood  on  the  summit  n(  the 
W.-n;en  Alp;  and  seen  torrent*  of  POO  feet  In  fall,  and  gU- 
ei*Ts  of  all  dimensions  ; wc  hare  heard  shephords’  pljws,  and 
ariUnchea,  and  looked  on  the  clouds  ftMuiing  up  from  the 
valleys  below  us  like  the  spray  of  the  ocean  of  hell.  Cha- 
mount.  and  that  which  it  inherits,  we  saw  a month  ago; 
but,  though  M<ml  Rlanc  Is  hifchcr.  it  is  not  equal  in  wildness 
to  the  Jungfrau,  the  Kighers,  the  Shreckhorn,  and  the  Rose 
Glacier*. ” — /f.  Lftter»,  Seja/.  H16.J 


With  a fresh  pinion  ; which  I feci  to  spring, 
Though  young,  yet  waxing  vigorous  as  the  blast 
Mliich  it  would  cope  with,  on  delighteil  wing, 
Spuming  the  clay.coid  bontU  nhich  round  our  being 
cling. 

LXXIV. 

.\nd  when,  at  length,  the  mind  shall  be  all  free 
Fnim  what  It  hates  in  thi!<  degraded  lomi, 
iteft  of  its  carnal  life,  rave  what  shall  be 
ExUtent  happier  in  the  fly  and  wr>nn,-~ 

When  elements  to  elements  conform. 

And  dust  Is  as  It  should  be,  shall  I nut 
Feel  ul!  I see,  le^  dazzling,  but  more  wann  ? 

The  bodilcris  thought  ? the  Spirit  of  each  spot  ? 

Of  which,  even  now,  I share  at  times  the  immorul  lot  ? 

LXXV. 

Are  not  the  mountains,  waves,  and  akles,  a part 
Of  me  and  of  my  soul,  a.s  1 of  them  ? 

Is  not  the  love  of  these  deep  In  ray  heart 
With  a pure  passion  ? should  I not  contemn 
All  objects,  if  compared  with  these  7 and  stem 
A tiilc  of  suffering,  rather  than  forego 
Such  feelings  for  the  hard  and  worldly  phlegm 
Of  those  who«e  eyes  are  only  turn'd  below. 

Gazing  upon  the  ground,  with  thoughts  which  dare 
not  glow  ? 

LXXVI. 

But  this  is  not  my  theme ; and  I return 
To  that  which  U immediate,  and  require 
Those  who  find  contemplation  in  the  urn. 

To  look  on  One,  whose  du.'<t  was  once  all  Are, 

K native  of  the  land  where  I respire 
'i’hc  clear  air  for  a while — a passing  guest. 

Where  he  became  a being,— whivse  <lcsirc 
Was  to  be  glorious;  ’twos  a foolirh  quest. 

The  which  to  gain  and  keep,  he  sacrifice<I  all  rest 

LXXVII. 

Here  the  self-torturing  sophist,  wild  Roitwau.^ 
The  apostle  of  affliction,  he  who  threw 
Enchantment  over  passion,  and  from  woe 
Wrung  overwhelming  eloquence,  first  drew 
The  breath  which  maiie  him  wretched ; yet  he  knew 
How  to  make  niadness  beautiful,  an«l  cast 
O’er  erring  deeds  and  thoughts  a heavenly  hue* 

Of  wonts,  like  sunbeams,  dazzling  as  they  pass’d 
The  eyes,  which  o'er  them  shed  tears  fecluigly  and 
fa.st. 

’ r**  I have  traversed  all  Rnii**eau’i  gronrui  with  the 
* lUsiilae'  before  me,  and  am  *lnM'k  to  a desree  that  I cannot 
ezprrst  with  the  force  and  ac'tirficy  of  his  de«crlptinn*.  and 
the  iK^utT  of  their  reality.  Mcilicrie,  CUrent,  and  Veray, 
and  the  Chiteau  de  Chillon,  are  placet  of  which  I thnil  say 
little  : beeatise  all  1 eoald  say  must  fall  short  of  the  impre*. 
tlont  they  stamp."—  Leilet».'\ 

< C"  It  I*  evident  that  the  Impatfloned  parti  of  Rousseau’* 
romance  had  matk  a deep  imprei«im>  upon  the  feplinjrs  of  the 
noble  pn^t.  TIm  enthu*iattn  rxprcstetl  by  Lord  Byron  is  do 
■mall  tiibute  to  the  power  pottested  liy  Jran  Jacques  over 
the  paiiiont : arwi,  to  say  truth,  we  needed  some  sui-h  evidence  ; 
for,  thmich  almost  ashamed  to  avow  the  truth,  — itill.  like  the 
barber  of  Midas,  we  must  speak  or  die,  — we  have  never  been 
able  to  feel  the  interest  or  discover  the  merit  of  thU  far. famed 
performance.  That  there  is  much  eloquence  in  the  letters 
we  readily  admit  : there  lav  Rousseau's  Urength.  But  hi* 
lover*,  the  eelehrsteti  St.  rmix  and  Julie,  have,  from  the 
earliest  moment  we  hare  heard  the  tale  (which  we  well  ro- 
memberb  down  to  the  present  hour,  totall)'  failed  to  interest 
us.  There  mlxh*.  be  some  constitutional  hardness  of  heart ; 
but  like  Lance's  ps*bbh^hearted  cur.  Crab,  we  remained  dry- 
eyed while  all  wept  around  us.  And  still,  on  rt-suming  the 
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LXXVIII. 

Ills  love  was  passion’s  essence — as  a tree 
On  fire  bj  lightning ; with  ethereal  flame 
Kindled  he  was,  and  blasted  ; for  to  be 
I'hus,  and  enamour’d,  were  in  him  the  same. 

But  his  was  not  the  love  of  living  dame, 

>'or  of  the  dead  who  rise  upon  our  dreams, 

But  of  ideal  beauty,  which  became 
In  him  existence,  and  o’erflowing  teems 
Along  his  burning  page,  distemper’d  though  It  seems. 

LXXIX. 

This  breathed  Itself  to  life  In  Julie,  Mis 
Invested  her  with  all  that’s  wild  and  sweet , 

This  hallow’d,  too,  the  memorable  klss^ 

^'hlch  every  mom  his  fever’d  Up  would  greet. 
From  hers,  who  but  with  friendship  his  would  meet ; 
But  to  that  gentle  touch,  through  brain  and  breast 
Flash’d  the  thriU'd  spirit’s  lovc-devouring  heat ; 

In  that  absorbing  sigh  perchance  more  blest 
Than  vulgar  minds  may  be  with  all  they  seek  possost  2 

LXXX 

Hii  life  wxs  one  long  war  with  self-sought  foes. 

Or  friends  by  him  self-banlsh'd  ; for  his  mind 
Had  grown  Suspicion’s  sanctuary,  and  chose 
For  Its  own  cruel  fcacrificc  the  kind, 

*G^dnst  whom  he  raged  with  fury  strange  and  blind. 
But  he  was  phrensied,  — wherefore,  who  may  know  ? 
Since  cause  might  be  which  skill  could  ncv*er  find  ; 
But  he  was  phrensied  b}’  disease  or  woe 
To  that  worst  pitch  of  all,  which  wears  a reasoning 
show. 

LXXXI. 

For  then  he  was  inspired,  and  from  him  came. 

As  from  the  Pythian’s  mystic  cave  of  yore, 

Those  oracles  which  set  the  world  in  flame, 

Nnr  ceased  to  bum  till  kingdoms  were  no  more  : 
Bid  he  not  this  for  France  ? which  lay  before 
Bow’d  to  the  inborn  tyranny  of  years  ? 

Broken  and  trembling  to  the  yoke  she  bore, 

Till  by  the  voice  of  him  and  his  coni|>eor* 

Roused  up  to  too  much  wrath,  which  follows  o'er- 
grown  fears  ? 

LXXXII. 

They  made  themselves  a fearful  monument  t 
The  wrwk  of  old  opinions — things  which  grew. 
Breathed  from  the  birth  of  time ; the  veil  they  rent, 
And  what  behind  it  lay,  .nil  earth  shall  view. 

But  good  with  lU  tljcy  also  overthrew, 

Leaving  but  ruins,  wherewith  to  rebuild 
ri«on  the  same  foundation,  and  renew 
Pun;jcons and  thrones,  which  the  same  borir  rc-fiird, 
As  heretofore,  because  ambition  was  sdf-wiH’d. 

Tolume,  even  now,  we  ran  »eo  llitle  in  the  lovet  nf  these  two 
tiresome  pedants  to  intereU  nor  feelln^i  for  either  of  them. 
To  itate  our  opinion  in  lansuoae  (see  Durke's  lletlections; 
much  twtter  than  our  own,  we  are  utifortiinate  enough  to  re- 
g«rd  this  far.ramed  history  of  phflosophical  gallaotry  as  an 
* unf.ishioned,  Imlellrate,  sour,  nioomy.  feroHout  nu'dley  of 
pedantry  and  iewdness  ; of  motaphysirai  specnlatioos.  blended 
with  the  coarsest  sensuality.*'*  — S‘ia  WatTra  Scott.] 

• This  refers  to  the  ncconnt  In  his  • Confessions’*  of  bis 

fusion  for  the  Comtesse  d'Houdetot  (the  mistress  of  St. 

juntiert),  and  his  long  walk  every  morning,  for  the  sake  of 
the  single  kUs  which  was  the  common  salutation  of  French 
acqiiMivcance.  Houssenu'i  description  of  his  feelings  on  this 
orcosion  may  be  considered  as  the  most  passionate,  tcH  not 
tm(Htre,  description  and  expression  nf  lore  that  ever  kindled 
into  words , which,  after  oil,  must  be  fell,  from  their  very 


LXXXII  I. 

But  titU  will  not  endure,  nur  be  endured  1 
Mankind  have  felt  their  strength,  and  made  it  felt. 
They  might  have  used  it  better,  but,  allured 
By  their  new  vigour,  sternly  have  they  dealt 
On  one  another ; pity  ceased  to  melt 
With  her  once  natur^  charities.  But  they. 

Who  In  oppression's  darkm^ri:)  caved  bad  dwelt. 

They  were  not  eagles,  nourish’d  with  the  day ; 

What  marvel  then,  at  times,  if  they  mistook  their 
prey  ? 

LXXXIV. 

^Miat  deep  wounds  ever  closed  without  a scar  ? 

The  heart’s  blee<l  longest,  and  but  heal  to  wear 
That  which  disfigures  it;  and  they  who  war 
>Vith  their  own  hopes,  and  have  been  vaoijuUh'd,  | 
bear 

Silence,  but  not  submission  : In  hI-«  lair 
Fix’d  Pasijinn  holds  his  breath,  until  the  hour 
Which  shall  atone  for  years ; none  need  despair  x 
It  came,  It  cometh,  and  will  come,  — the  i>owcr 
To  punish  or  forgive — Id  ime  wc  shall  be  slower. 

LXXXV. 

Clear,  placid  Leman  1 thy  contrasted  lake, 

With  the  wild  world  I dwelt  in,  U a thing 
Which  warns  me,  with  its  stillness,  to  forsake 
K.irth'i  troubled  waters  for  u purer  spring. 

This  quiet  sail  is  as  a noiseless  wing 
To  waft  me  from  distraction  ; once  I loved 
Tom  ocean's  roar,  but  thy  soft  murmuring 
Sounds  sweet  as  if  a Sister’s  voice  reproved. 

That  I with  stem  delights  should  e’er  have  been  so 
moved. 

LXXXVL 

It  is  the  bush  of  night,  and  all  between 
Thy  margin  and  the  mt)unlalns,  dusk,  yet  clear, 
Mellow’d  and  mingling,  yet  distinctly  seen, 

Save  darken'd  Jura,  whose  capt  heights  appear 
Precipitously  steep  ; and  drawing  near, 

There  Itvrathes  a living  fragrance  from  the  shore. 

Of  floweia  yet  fresh  with  childhood  ; on  the  car 
Drops  the  light  drip  of  the  suspended  oar, 

Or  chirps  the  grasshopper  one  go<^-nigbt  carol  more; 

Lxxxvir. 

He  Is  an  evening  reveller,  who  makes 
Ills  life  an  infancy,  and  sings  his  flUi 
At  Intervals,  some  bird  from  out  the  brakes 
Starts  Into  voice  a moment,  then  Is  still. 

There  seems  a floating  whi«per  on  the  hUl, 

But  that  Is  fancy,  for  the  starlight  dews 
All  silently  their  tears  of  love  instil. 

Weeping  themselves  away,  till  they  Infuse 
Deep  into  Nature’s  breast  the  spirit  of  her  hues.  $ 

force,  tn  be  Inadequate  to  the  deitneatlon : a paiatlng  can  give 
no  tuffleient  Idea  of  the  ocean. 

* [•*  I,nrd  Bjron**  character  of  Rousseau  Is  drawn  with 
great  fjrce,  great  power  nf  discrlTninatinn,  and  great  elo- 
quence. I know  not  that  he  layi  any  thing  which  has  not 
been  said  before  ; — but  what  be  says  Us i>es,  anpArently,  horn 
the  rec«.*sses  of  his  own  mind.  It  is  a little  laboured,  which, 
Tvossibty.  may  be  caused  by  the  form  of  the  stanta  into  which 
It  WAS  necessary  to  throw  It ; but  it  cannot  be  doubted  that 
the  poet  felt  a sympathy  for  the  enthusiastic  tenderocM  of 
Housseau‘i  svnfui,  whlcn  he  could  not  have  recognised  with 
such  extreme  fervour,  except  from  a consciousness  of  having 
at  least  occailooally  experienced  similar  emotions.”— Sta 
E.  BRTDCiM.l 

> [During  Lord  Dyrnn’s  stay  in  .Swltterland,  he  took  up 
his  resldebcu  at  the*  Campagnc-Diodali,  tn  the  village 
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LXXXVIIL 

Te  fttan  ! which  are  the  poetry  of  heaven ! 

If  in  your  bright  leaves  we  would  n>ad  the  (ate 
Of  men  and  empires,  — *t  In  to  be  furgUen, 

That  In  our  aspirations  to  be  great. 

Our  destinies  o’erleap  their  mortal  state. 

And  claim  a kindred  with  you ; for  ye  are 
A beauty  and  a mysteiy,  and  create 
In  us  such  love  and  reverence  from  afar. 

That  fortune,  fame,  power,  life,  have  named  them- 
M-Ivcs  a star. 

LXXXIX. 

All  heaven  and  earth  arc  still  — though  not  In  sleep, 
But  breathless,  as  wc  grow  when  feeling  most ; 

And  silent,  as  we  stand  in  thoughts  too  deep : — 

All  heaven  and  earth  are  still : From  the  high  host 
Of  stars,  to  the  lull'd  lake  and  roountain>co;iat. 

All  Is  concenter'd  In  a life  Intense, 

Where  not  a beam,  nor  air,  nor  leaf  Is  lost. 

But  hath  a part  of  l>elng,  and  a sense 
Of  that  which  is  of  all  Creator  and  defence. 

XC. 

Then  stir*  the  feeling  Infinite,  so  felt 
In  solitude,  where  we  are  Ua*t  alone ; 

A truth,  which  through  our  being  then  doth  melt, 
And  purifies  from  self : it  is  a tone. 

The  soul  and  source  of  miulc,  which  makes  known 
Eternal  harmony,  and  sheds  a charm, 

Like  to  the  hiblcd  C)‘therea's  zone. 

Binding  all  things  with  beauty  ; — 'C  wonld  disarm 
! Tlie  spectre  Dcatli,  had  he  substantial  power  to  harm. 

I XCI. 

I Not  vainly  did  the  early  Persian  make 
His  altar  the  high  places  and  the  peak 
Of  carth.o  ergazing  mountains  i,  and  thus  take 
A fit  and  unwall'd  temple,  there  to  seek 
The  Spirit,  In  whose  honour  shrine*  arc  weak, 
Uprear'd  of  human  hands.  Come,  and  compare 
Columns  and  Idol-dwellings,  Goth  nr  Greek, 

I With  Nature's  realm*  of  worship,  earth  and  air, 

Nor  fix  on  fond  abodes  to  circumscribe  thy  pray’r ! 

XCII. 

The  sky  is  changinl!  — and  such  a change!  Oh 
night. 

And  storm,  and  darkness  ye  are  wondrous  strong, 
Yet  lovely  in  your  strength,  as  is  the  light 
Of  a dork  eye  in  woman ! Far  along, 

Cnlieny.  It  sUndt  at  th^  top  of  a rapidly  df!*cendins  vine,  i 
yard:  the  nindowt  rotnmandlng,  one  way,  a noble  view  of 
the  lake  and  of  Geneva  ; the  other,  «p  the  lake.  Kvenr  even, 
tug,  the  poet  eoiltorknl  on  the  lake ; and  to  the  leelingt  I 
rreated  by  tbeie  excursions  we  owe  these  drltghtful  stanras. 
Of  his  nu‘>dtf  of  pa«slng  a day*,  the  following,  from  hit  Jouruai, 

Is  a pleasant  ip<-cimen  : i 

“ .^t.*nil<T  K Called.  Got  up  at  five.  Stopped  at  i 
Vcvay  two  hours.  View  from  the  ♦■Imrchyard  superb ; | 
within  (t  Ludlow  ^the  regicide's)  ntonumi-nC  — black  marble 
— . long  iiiscription  ; Latin,  but  simple.  Near  him  Broughton 
(who  rr^  King  Cliarles's  smtenoe  to  Charles  Stuart)  Is  buried.  I 
with  a qu<‘cr  and  rather  cantme  inscription.  Ludlow’s  lioues  j 
shown.  W.Ukrd  down  to  the  lake  shie;  servants,  carria^n*!,  | 
aaddle.honef,—>aU  set  o>T,  and  left  us  plauiii  Id,  by  some  j 
mUtake.  H«>hh04jsc  ran  on  twmro,  and  overtook  them.  Ar.  \ 
rived  at  Clareris.  Went  toCblllon  Ihrrsigh  scenery  worthy  j 
«(  I know  not  whom  ; weitt  over  the  t auJe  again.  Met  an 
English  party  in  a carriage,  a ladr  in  it  fait  asleep  — fast  | 
asleep  in  the  most  antUnruculic  spot  lu  Use  world,  — rx<*ellem!  ; 
Aher  a slight  and  short  dinner,  visited  the  Chiteau  dc  CUrrns.  . 
.Saw  all  worth  seeing,  and  then  dfacemled  to  the  • Bomuet  de 
Julie.’  &r.  &c. : our  guide  full  uf  IbHiueau.  whom  he  ts  eter- 
nally confounding  with  St.  I*r«ntx.  and  mixing  the  m.ui  and  | 
the  buiik.  Went  again  as  far  as  Chilloo,  to  rvviut  tlie  little  | 


From  peak  to  peak,  the  rattling  crags  among 
I>eaps  the  live  thunder  ! Not  f^rom  one  lone  cloud. 
But  every  mountain  now  hath  found  a tnngue. 

And  Jura  anzwera.  through  her  misty  shroud, 
f Back  to  the  joyous  Alps,  who  call  to  htf  aloud  1 

j .XCIIL 

I And  this  is  in  the  night : — Most  glorious  night ! 
Thou  wert  not  sent  for  slumber ! let  me  be 
A sharer  In  thy  fierce  and  far  delight,— 

, A portion  of  tem|>est  and  of  thee  ! ^ 

How  the  lit  lake  shines,  a phosphoric  sea, 

I And  the  big  rain  ctimes  dancing  to  the  earth  ! 

And  now  again 't  is  black, — and  now,  the  glee 
Of  the  loud  hills  shakes  with  its  mountain-mirth, 

. As  if  they  did  rgoice  o'er  a young  earthquake's  birth.* 

i xciv. 

j Now,  where  the  swift  Rhone  cleaves  his  way  between 
' Heights  which  appear  as  lovers  who  liavc  parted 
' In  hate,  whose  mining  depths  so  intervene, 

I That  they  can  meet  no  more,  though  broken-hearted ; 
Though  in  their  souls,whichtbuscach  other  thwarted. 
Love  was  the  very  root  of  the  fond  rage  [parted : — 
^Yhich  blighted  their  life's  bloom,  and  then  dc- 
Itself  expired,  but  leaving  them  an  age 
Of  years  all  winters,— war  within  themselves  to  wage. 

1 

xcv. 

I Nc»w,  where  the  quick  Rhone  tlm*  hath  cleft  bU  war, 
The  mightiest  of  the  storms  hath  ta'eu  his  stand : 
For  here,  not  one,  but  many,  make  their  play, 

And  fling  their  thunder-bolt*  from  hand  to  band. 

I Flashing  and  cast  around  : of  all  the  land, 

I The  brightest  through  these  parted  bills  hath  fork'd 
I HU  lightnings,  — as  if  he  did  understand. 

That  in  such  gaps  a.*  desolation  work'd, 

, There  the  hot  shaft  should  blast  whatever  tlierein 
lurk’d. 

i xcvi, 

I Sky,  mountains,  river,  winds,  lake,  lightnings ! ye  \ 
j With  night,  and  cloud5,  and  thunder,  and  a soul 
To  make  these  felt  and  feeUne,  well  may 
j Thing*  that  have  made  me  watchful ; the  far  mil 
Of  your  departing  voices,  U the  knoll 
■ Of  what  in  me  Is  sleepless,  — If  I rest  * 

I But  where  of  yc,  O tempests ! is’tbe  goal  ? 

I Arc  ye  like  those  within  the  human  brea.st  ? 

I Or  do  yc  And,  at  length,  like  eagles,  sonic  high  nest  ? 

! lorrmt  from  the  hill  behind  It.  The  corptirol  who  sbowed 
the  w’ondcrs  of  Cliillon  was  a*  drunk  a«  Blucher,  and  (to  mjr 
' mind:  A»  great  a man  * he  «a«  deaf  also  : and,  thinking;  every 
I i>t»e  else  so,  roared  out  the  li*pmdt  of  the  castle  »o  fearfiiily, 
that  Hotihouie  jtot  out  of  humour.  However,  we  mw  thliiKt, 
from  ihf  to  the  d«m{:c<ms.  buiwt  relh-ctrd  in  th« 

I lake.  Nine  o’clock  — going  to  bed.  Have  to  get  up  at  bve 
to-morri>w."J 

* See  Appendix,  Note  [Fj, 

* The  thiinder.ftorm  to  which  these  llnea  refer  occurred 
j on  the  Idth  of  June.  lAlfi,  at  midnight,  I have  tcea,  niunng 
j tht  Acroeersimlan  mountains  of  Chimarl,  several  more  u*r> 

I riblr.  but  none  mure  beautiful. 

• * This  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  passages  of  the  poem. 

; The  'fierec  and  for  delight’  of  a ihundcr-siorm  is  here  de» 

• scrilied  in  verse  almost  os  vivid  ns  its  lightnings.  The  live 
i thunder  ’ leapmz  among  the  rattling  (rags’  — the  voice  of 
t mountains,  as  If  shouting  to  each  other  — the  plasliin.g  uf  th« 

' big  rain  —the  (rlraminz  of  the  wide  lake,  lighted  like  a phos. 

I phnric  sea  — pn'sent  a picrure  of  sublime  terror,  yet  of  enjoy* 

I ment,  often  atteuipted,  but  never  »o  well,  rerulnly  luver 

better,  brought  out  In  |»oetry.*’ — Sia  Waltlr  Scott.J 

I 4 [The  Journal  of  hli  Swiss  tour,  which  Lord  Byron  kept 
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I XCVII. 

Could  I embodjr  and  unbosom  now 

That  which  U most  vrlthin  me,  — could  I wreak 

My  tbou^hU  upon  expression,  and  thus  throw 

heart,  mind,  passions,  fecUnffs,  strong  or  weak, 
All  that  1 would  have  sought,  and  all  I seek. 

Bear,  kimw.  feel,  and  yet  breathe  — Into  one  woni, 
And  that  one  word  were  Lightning,  1 would  speak  ; 
But  as  it  K I live  and  die  unheard. 

With  a most  voiceless  thought,  sheathing  U as  a swonl. 

XCVIIL 

The  mom  is  up  again,  the  dewy  mom. 

With  breath  all  incense,  and  with  cheek  all  bloom. 
Laughing  the  clouds  away  with  playful  scorn. 

And  living  as  if  earth  contain’d  no  tomb, — 

And  glowing  Into  day : we  may  resume 
The  march  of  our  existence  : and  thus  I, 

Still  on  thy  shores,  fair  Leman  l may  find  room 
‘ And  food  for  meditation,  nor  pass  by 

Much,  that  may  give  ua  pause,  if  ponder’d  fittingly. 

XCIX. 

Cbrens  ! sweet  Clarens blrthpbce  of  deep  I>ove  J 
Thine  air  is  the  young  breath  of  passionate  thought ; 
Thy  trees  taki-  root  in  Love ; the  snows  above 
The  verj'  Glaciers  have  his  colours  caught. 

And  suO'Set  inbi  rose^hues  sees  them  wrought 
By  rays  whicli  sleep  there  lovingly  t the  rocks. 

The  permanent  crags,  tell  here  of  Love,  who  sought 
In  them  a refuge  from  the  worldly  shocks. 

Which  stir  and  sting  the  soul  with  hope  that  woos, 
then  inoclu. 

C. 

Clarens  l by  heavenly  feet  thy  iiatha  arc  trod, — 
Undying  Love’s,  who  here  ascends  a throne 
To  which  the  steiw  are  raountolns ; where  the  gal 
Is  a pervading  life  and  light,  — so  shown 
Not  on  those  summits  solely,  nor  alone 
In  the  still  cave  and  forest ; o’er  the  flower 
HU  eye  is  sparkling,  and  hU  breath  hath  blown,  , 
Ills  soft  and  summer  breath,  whose  tender  power 
Passes  the  strength  of  storms  in  their  most  dcsoUtc  ; 
hour.* 

Cl. 

All  thing*  arc  here  of  Aim ; from  the  black  pines, 
Which  are  his  shade  on  high,  and  the  loud  roar 
Of  torrcnti,  where  he  Usteneth,  to  the  vines 
Which  slojw  hU  green  path  downward  to  the  shore, 
Where  the  bow’d  waters  meet  him,  and  adore, 

for  hU  liiter.  closes  with  the  following  mournbti  nafMgp : — 

“ in  the  W'Mther.  for  this  tour,  of  ttiirtr«>n  dars.  i have  tnicn 
very  fortunate  fortunate  in  a comiKinion”  (Nfr.  Hobhnutc) 

“ fartunaU*  in  mir  proipcctt,  and  exempt  from  eT«n  the 
Uttlo  petty  uceident*  and  delay*  which  often  render  journer* 
in  a k‘<*  wild  country  disappointing.  I was  dUpos^  to  tie 

f leased.  I am  •<  Inver  of  nature,  and  nn  aiimirer  of  beauty. 

can  bear  Ihtigiic.  and  welcome  privation,  and  h ave  teen  tnmo 
of  the  noblest  view*  in  the  world.  Rnt  in  ail  this,  — the  re* 
coUe^on  cd  hittemos*.  and  more  riipoclallr  of  recent  and  more 
home  desolation,  which  must  accompany  ine  through  life.  Pas 
prej'cd  upon  me  here  ; ^uid  neither  the  music  of  the  shepherd, 
the  crashing  nf  the  avalanche,  nor  the  torrent,  the  mountain, 
the  glacier,  the  forest,  nor  the  cloud,  have  for  one  moment 
ligbtenrd  tiie  weight  iij>on  my  Iteart.  nor  «i.Tbl«l  me  to  lo*e 
my  own  wrrtr;hcd  identity,  the  rmijestj-,  and  Uie  power,  an«i 
the  glory,  aruuud,  above,  and  beneath 
* [Stanaa*  *cix.  iocxv.  are  exquisite.  They  have  every 
thing  which  makes  a poetical  picture  of  local  and  paitlcultijr 

O — ■■  - 


Kissing  his  feet  with  murmurs;  and  the  wood, 

The  covert  of  old  trees,  with  truoks  all  hoar. 

But  light  leaves,  young  os  joy,  stand*  where  it  stood. 
Offering  to  him,  and  his,  a populous  solitude, 

CII. 

A populous  solitude  of  1>ces  and  birds. 

And  fair>'*formed  and  many-colour’d  things 
>Vho  worship  him  with  notes  more  sweet  than 
wortls 

And  innocently  open  thdr  glad  wings 
Fearless  and  full  of  life : the  gush  of  springs. 

And  fall  of  lofty  fountains,  and  the  bend 
Of  stirring  branches,  and  the  bud  which  brings 
The  swlft^  thought  of  beauty,  here  extend. 
Mingling,  and  made  by  Love,  unto  one  mighty  end. 

cm. 

He  who  hath  loved  not,  here  would  learn  that  lure, 
And  make  his  heart  a spirit ; he  who  knows 
That  tender  mysterj',  will  love  the  more  ; 

For  this  is  Love’s  recess,  where  vain  men's  woes. 
And  the  world’s  waste,  have  driven  him  far  from 
those, 

For  ’tis  his  nature  to  advance  or  die  ; 

He  stands  not  still,  but  or  decays,  or  grow* 

Into  a boundless  blessing,  which  may  vie 
With  the  immortal  lights,  in  its  eternity  ! 

CIV. 

T was  not  for  fiction  chose  Rousseau  this  spot, 
Peopling  it  with  affections ; but  he  found 
It  was  the  scene  which  passion  must  allot  | 

To  the  mind's  purified  beings ; ’twas  the  gnmnd  i 
A^Ticre  early  Love  his  Psjehe's  tone  unbound, 

And  hallow’d  it  with  loveliness : ’tU  lone, 

And  wonderful,  and  deep,  and  hath  a sound, 

And  sense,  and  sight  of  sweetness ; here  the  Rhone 
Hath  spread  himself  a couch,  the  Alps  have  rear'd  a 
throne. 

CV.  i 

Lausanne  ! and  Femey  I yc  have  been  the  abodes  j 
Of  names  which  unto  you  bequeath’d  a name ; ^ 
Mortals,  who  sought  and  found,  by  dangerous  rnad.«, 

A path  to  ;>crpctuity  of  fiune : { 

They  were  gigantic  minds,  and  their  steep  aim 
Was,  Titan>llkc,  on  daring  doubts  to  pile 
Thoughts  which  should  call  down  thunder,  and 
the  flame  i 

Of  Heaven,  again  assail’d,  if  Heaven  the  while  j 

On  man  and  man’s  research  could  deign  do  more  j 
than  smile.  ■ 

I 

leenery  perfect.  They  exhibit  a miraculmi*  brillianey  nntl 
furee  of  fanex* ; but  Uie  very  tulcUty  cau*e>  s little  crinctroint 
and  laltoiir  of  language.  Tlie  poet  teem*  to  have  been  to  etv 
grotfcd  by  the  auention  to  giv«  viRour  and  fire  to  the  in>« 
agery,  that  he  butli  ocglcetcct  anti  disdained  to  render  himtHf 
more  harmonlou*  by  dSlTuter  word*,  which,  while  they  might 
have  improved  the  cfTert  upon  the  ear.  might  have  weakened 
the  Impresciim  upon  the  mind.  Tids  mutery  over  new 
matter  — thit  supply  of  power*  equal  nut  only  to  an  untouched 
subject,  Imt  that  <ubiect  one  <»f  peculiar  and  iineoualled  gran- 
deur and  t>camy— Wat  ttiflirleiit  to  occtipy  the  strongest 

K' cal  faculties,  young  a*  the  author  was,  without  adding  to 
the  pmrtiral  iklll  oftheartht.  The  stanias,  too,  un  Vol- 
! uire  and  Gibbon  are  diterfminaHve.  sagaciuni.  and  just. 
They  are  amonq  the  proof*  of  that  very  great  variety  of  talent 
which  this  Canto  of  Lord  Dyrun  exhibits  St  a K.  ifaYUOls.^ 

s See  Appendix,  Noto  fCj. 
s Voltaire  and  Gibbon. 

=■  --  — 
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CVf. 

The  one  wm  Are  and  tlcklrnes.*,  a child 
Most  muUhlc  in  wishes,  but  In  mind 
A wit  as  various, — gay,  grave,  sage,  or  wild, — 
Historian,  bard,  philosopher,  combined; 

He  multiplied  himself  among  mankind. 

The  Proteus  of  their  talents  ; But  his  own 
Breathed  most  In  ridicule,  — which,  as  the  wind. 
Blew  where  it  listed,  laying  all  things  prone,— 
Now  to  o'erthrow  a fool,  and  now  to  shake  a throne. 

evil. 

The  other,  deep  and  slow,  exhausting  thought. 

And  hiving  wisdom  with  each  studious  year, 

In  meditation  dwelt,  with  learning  wrought. 

And  shaped  his  weapon  with  an  edge  severe. 
Sapping  a solemn  creed  with  solemn  sneer ; 

The  lord  of  Irony,  — that  master-spell. 

Which  stung  hU  foes  to  wrath,  which  grew  from  fear. 
And  doom'd  him  to  the  zealot's  ready  Hell, 

Which  answers  to  all  doubts  so  eloquently  well. 

0711. 

Tet,  peace  be  with  their  ashes,  — for  by  them. 

If  nferited,  the  penalty  Is  paid ; 

It  Is  not  ours  tojudge,  — far  less  condemn  ; 

The  hour  roust  come  when  such  things  shall  be  made 
Known  unto  all,  — or  hope  and  dread  allay'd 
By  slumber,  on  one  pillow,  — In  the  du«t. 

Which,  thus  much  we  are  suit,  mu-it  lie  decay'd ; 
And  when  it  shall  revive,  as  is  our  trust, 

T will  be  to  be  forgiven,  or  suffer  what  is  just 

CIX. 

But  let  me  quit  man’s  works,  again  to  read 
His  Maker's,  spread  around  me,  and  suspend 
This  page,  which  from  my  reveries  I feed, 

Until  it  s<'cms  prolonging  without  end. 

The  clouds  above  me  to  the  white  Alps  tend. 

And  I must  pierce  them,  and  survey  whate’er 
May  be  permitted,  as  my  steps  I bend 
To  their  most  great  and  growing  region,  where 
The  earth  to  her  embrace  compels  the  powers  of  air. 

CX. 

Italh  ! too,  Italia  i looking  on  thee, 

Full  flashes  on  the  soul  the  light  of  ages. 

Since  the  fierce  Carthaginian  almost  won  thee. 

To  the  last  halo  of  the  chiefs  and  sages 

* — •'IfUbeihui. 

For  nanqno’s  hsre  X/Urtl  my  mind  **—  M*carra. 

* It  is  Mid  by  Knchernucaiilt.  that  **  tliere  U always  some- 
thing in  (he  misfortuDi's  of  men's  bi-st  friemli  nut  ditjOcating 
to  them.” 

* [*•  It  is  not  the  temper  and  taimls  of  the  poet,  hut  the  use 
to  wntrh  he  puts  them,  on  whii  h his  happiness  or  rcUery  Is 
grounded.  A powerful  and  unbridlrd  imairination  is  the 
author  and  .whitect  of  its  own  dlMppointmtmU.  Its  foseina. 
tioni,  its  exagg*'rated  pirtures  of  gtaxl  ami  rril.  and  the 
mental  distress  to  which  ther  give  rise,  are  the  natural  and 
oerossary  evils  Attending  on  that  quirk  susceptibility  of  feeling 
and  fancy  Incident  to  the  poetical  lemj»cTameTtt.  But  the 
Giver  of  all  talents,  white  he  has  qiiaiiiii'd  them  each  with  its 
separate  and  peculiar  alhw,  has  endowed  the  owner  with  the 
power  of  purifying  «wl  renning  thent.  But.  as  if  to  moderate 
the  arrogance  of  genius.  It  Is  justlr  ami  wisely  made  requisite, 
that  he  must  regulate  and  tame  the  fire  of  his  fancy,  and  de- 
scend frmn  the  heights  to  which  she  exalts  him,  in  order  to 
obtain  eaae  «if  mind  and  tranquillity.  The  materials  of  ha;»- 
plnesf,  tlut  Is.  of  such  degree  of  happiness  as  Is  consistent  with 
f>ur  present  state,  lie  armmd  us  in  profusion.  But  the  man  of 
t-lltoits  m»ist  sl'sop  to  gather  them,  otherwise  they  would  be 
beyond  the  re.vrh  of  the  mass  of  aocirtr.  for  wh«He  benellt, 
as  well  a>  for  his.  Providence  has  created  them.  There  Is  no 


>Vho  glurifV  thy  coiwecratetl  pages  ; 

Thou  wert  the  throne  and  grave  of  empires  ; still. 
The  fount  at  which  the  panting  mind  a^uages 
Her  thirst  of  knowledge,  quailing  there  her  flit, 

' Flows  from  the  eternal  source  of  Rome's  imperial  hllL 

i CXI. 

I Tlius  fur  have  Z proceeded  In  a theme 
i Kenew'd  with  no  kind  auspices : — to  feci 
' We  are  not  what  we  have  been,  and  to  deem 
Wc  are  not  what  we  should  be,— and  to  steel 
Tlie  heart  against  Itself;  and  to  conceal. 

With  a proud  caution,  love,  or  hate,  or  aught, — 
Passion  or  feeling,  purisose,  grief,  or  zeal, — 

>Vhich  is  the  tyrant  spirit  of  our  thoiytht. 

Is  a stem  task  of  soul : — No  matter,  — it  U taughL 

CXIL 

And  for  these  words,  thu.s  woven  into  song. 

It  may  be  that  they  are  a harmless  wile, — 

The  colouring  of  the  scenes  which  fleet  along, 
AVhlch  I would  seize,  in  passing,  to  begtiiie 
My  breast,  or  that  of  others,  for  a while. 

Fame  is  the  thirst  of  youth,  — but  1 am  not 
.So  young  a.s  to  regard  men's  frown  or  smile, 

.Vs  loss  or  gucnlon  of  a glorious  lot ; 

I stood  and  stand  alone,  — remember'd  or  fon;:ot. 

CXIII. 

I have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me  ; 

I have  not  flatter’d  its  rank  breath,  nor  bow'd 
To  its  idolatries  a patient  knee,— 

Nor  coin'd  my  cheek  to  smiles,  — nor  cried  aloud 
In  worship  of  an  echo ; in  the  crowd 
They  could  not  deem  me  one  of  such  ; I stood 
Among  them,  hut  not  of  them ; In  a shroud  [could. 
Of  thoughts  which  were  not  their  thoughts,  and  still 
Had  I not  flied  i my  mind,  which  thus  itself  subdued. 

CXIV. 

I have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me,— 
But  let  us  part  ^Ir  foes  ; I do  bdleve, 

Though  1 have  found  them  not,  that  there  may  be 
Words  which  are  things,  — hopes  which  will  nut 
deceive. 

And  virtues  which  are  merciful,  nor  weave 
Snares  for  the  falling  ; I would  abo  deem 
O'er  others'  griefs  that  some  sincerely  grieve  ; • 

That  two,  or  one,  are  almost  what  they  seem, — 
That  goodncs.s  is  no  name,  and  happlnc.sa  no  dri*am.  * 

royal  and  no  poetical  path  to  contentment  and  hoart's.ea»«: 
that  by  which  they  are  attained  is  open  to  all  clatiws  ol  man- 
kind, arwl  lira  within  the  mnat  ItmittHl  range  of  Intellect,  To 
narrow  our  withe*  and  desires  within  the  «-f>pe  of  our  p^iwcr* 
of  attainment ; to  consliler  our  mbfurtunes,  however  pi'euit«r 
in  their  character,  a*  oor  inevltalrte  share  In  the  patrimony  of 
Adam ; to  bridle  those  Irrilahle  feeling*,  which  ungovemed 
are  sure  to  Iwroroe  governors  ; to  shun  lh«  intetnity  of  gall- 
ing and  self-woiinding  rcOection  which  our  iioct  boi  su 
forcibly  deMTlhcd  in  his  own  burning  language  : — 

■ * t have  thought  i 

Too  long  and  darkly,  till  my  brain  (xvame,  ' 

In  it*  on  u oddv,  boiling  and  o'rrwmught,  j 

A whirling  guff  of  phantasy  and  flame | 
— to  stoop,  in  short,  to  the  rraiitles  of  life  ; repent  If  wr  have 
ofH-nded.  ajHl  panion  if  we  have  iieen  trespAs»ed  against ; to 
look  on  the  world  less  a*  our  foe  than  as  a noiibtfui  and  raprt- 
eloui  friend,  whose  aptdause  we  ought  .n  far  at  possible  to 
deserve,  but  ru’ither  to  emirt  nor  rontrmn  — such  seem  the 
most  obvious  and  certain  mean*  of  keeping  or  regaining 
mental  iranquUlity. 

■ * SemlU  eerie 

Tranquil!*  per  tirtiitem  patvt  unlca  vltie.’*'— 

•Sii  WaLTca  ScoTT.J 
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cxv. 

My  daughter  I with  thy  name  thl«  non^?  begun  } 
My  daughter ! with  thy  name  thus  much  shall  end ; 

I soc  thee  not,— I hear  thee  not.  — but  none 
Can  be  so  wrapt  In  thee  ; thou  art  the  Wend 
To  whom  the  shadows  of  far  years  extend  ; 

Albeit  my  brow  thou  never  shouldst  behold. 

My  voice  shall  with  thy  future  visions  blend. 

Am!  reach  Into  thy  heart,  — when  mine  Is  cold,— 
A token  and  a tone,  even  from  thy  father’s  mould. 

CXYI. 

To  aid  thy  mind's  dcvelupement,  — to  watch 
Thy  dawn  of  little  joys,  — to  sit  and  sec 
Almo-it  thy  vciy  growth,  — to  view  thee  catch 
Knowlcdia*  of  objects,  — wonders  yet  to  thee  J 
To  hold  thee  lightly  on  a gentle  knee. 

And  print  on  thy  soft  check  a lorcnt’s  kiss, — 
This,  it  should  seem,  was  not  reserved  for  me  ; 

Yet  this  Wiis  in  my  nature : — as  It  Is, 

I know  not  what  is  there,  yet  something  like  to  this. 

CXVII. 

Yet,  though  dull  liatc  as  duty  should  be  taught, 

I know  that  thou  wilt  lore  me  ; though  my  name 
Should  be  shut  from  thee,  as  a spell  still  fraught 
With  desolation,  — and  a broken  claim  : [same. 

Though  the  grave  dosed  befwecn  us, — ’twcrc  the 
I know  that  Chou  wilt  love  me ; though  to  drain 
My  blood  from  out  thy  being  were  an  aim, 

And  an  attainment,— all  wuuM  Vn  in  vain«  — 
Still  thou  wuuld'st  love  m.‘,  still  that  more  th.m  life 
retain. 

CXVIII. 

The  child  of  love,— though  l)om  in  bitterness. 
And  nurtured  In  convulsion.  Of  thy  sire 
These  were  the  elements,  — and  thine  no  less. 

As  yet  such  are  around  thee, — but  thy  lire 
Shall  be  more  temper'd,  and  thy  hope  far  higher. 
Sw(?et  be  thy  crulleil  slumbers  1 O’er  the  sea 
And  from  the  mountains  where  I now  resplrp. 
Fain  would  I waft  such  blessing  upon  thee,  [me ! ■ 
As  with  a sigh,  I deem  thou  might’st  have  b«n  to 
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Viitoho  To*can.i.  Lombardia,  nomaana. 

Q u‘l  Monte  rhe  divide,  e quel  rhe  verra 
Itaiia,  e tm  mare  e 1'  attro,  die  la  bagnn. 

AriosUit  ^atira  iU. 


TO  JOHN  HOBHOUSFa,  FaSQ.  a m.  F.B.S.  Ac, 
Vokiett  January  2.  19IA 

Mr  DRAa  noonoL’ss, 

Arrjra  an  interval  of  eight  years  between  the  com- 
]>jdition  of  the  first  and  last  cantos  of  Childe  H.-irold, 
the  conclusion  of  the  j>ocm  Is  about  to  be  sulimltted 
to  the  public.  In  parting  with  so  old  a friend.  It  U 
Uyrou.  JuIt  4.  l»ld.  Dlodatl.**—  MS.j 


not  cxtmonlinary  that  I should  recur  to  one  still  older 
and  better,  — Co  one  who  has  beheld  the  birth  and 
death  of  the  other,  and  to  whom  1 am  far  more  in- 
debted for  the  social  advantages  of  an  enlightened 
fWendahlp,  than  — though  not  ungrateful  — I can,  or 
could  be,  to  Childe  Harold,  for  any  public  favour 
reflected  through  the  poem  on  the  poet,  — to  one, 
whom  I have  known  long  and  accompanied  far. 
whom  I have  found  wakeful  over  my  sickness  and 
kind  in  my  sorrow,  glad  In  my  prosperity  and  firm 
in  my  adversity,  true  in  counsel  and  trusty  in  i*crit, 

— to  a friend  often  tried  and  never  found  wanting  ; 

— to  yourself. 

In  so  doing,  I recur  from  Action  to  truth  ; and  in 
dedicating  to  you.  In  its  complete  or  at  least  concludeil 
state,  a poetl^l  work  which  U the  longe-.t,  the  most 
thoughtful  and  cumpreheu'^ive  of  my  compositions,  I 
wish  to  do  honour  to  myself  by  the  record  of  many 
years’  Intimacy-  with  a man  of  learning,  of  talent,  of 
steadiness,  and  of  honour.  It  is  not  for  minds  like 
ours  to  give  or  to  receive  flattery  ; yet  the  praises  of 
sincerity  have  ever  been  permitted  to  the  voice  of 
friendship ; and  it  is  not  for  you,  nor  even  fur  othen, 
but  to  relieve  a heart  which  has  not  elsewhere,  or 
lately,  been  so  much  accustomed  to  the  encounter 
of  good-will  as  to  withstand  the  shock  flrmly,  that  1 
thus  attempt  to  commemorate  your  good  qualities, 
or  rather  the  advantages  which  1 have  derls-ed  from 
their  exertion.  Even  the  recurrence  of  the  date  of 
this  letter,  the  anniversary'  of  the  most  unfortunate 
day  of  my  past  existence,*  but  which  cannot  poison 
my  future  while  1 retain  the  resource  of  your  friend- 
ship. and  of  my  own  faculties,  will  henceforth  have  a 
more  agreeable  recollection  for  both,  inasmuch  as  it 
will  remind  us  of  this  my  attempt  to  thank  you  for 
an  indefatigable  regard,  such  as  few  men  have  ex- 
perienced, and  no  one  could  experience  without 
thinking  better  of  his  s]>ccies  and  of  himself. 

It  has  been  our  fortune  to  traverse  together,  at 
various  periods,  the  countriw  of  chivalry,  hUtory, 
and  fable — Spain,  Greece,  Asia  Minor,  and  Italy; 
and  what  Athens  and  Con«tantlnople  were  to  us  a 
few  ye,*irs  ago,  Venice  and  Koine  have  been  more 
recently.  The  iwm  also,  or  the  pilgrun,  or  both, 
have  accompanied  me  from  first  to  last;  and  perhaps 
It  may  be  a ;>arduiiable  vanity  which  Induces  me  to 
reflect  with  compbaccncy  on  a composition  which  in 
some  degree  connects  me  with  the  spot  where  it  was 
produced,  and  the  olijects  it  would  fain  describe ; and 
however  unworthy  it  may  be  dccmetl  of  those  magical 
and  memorable  aUxles,  however  short  it  may  fall  of 
our  distant  conceptions  and  immediatif  Impn-s.^lons, 
yet  as  a mark  of  respect  for  what  Is  venerable,  and 
of  feeling  for  what  is  glorious,  it  has  lieen  to  me  a 
soim-e  of  ple.xsurc  in  the  production,  and  I part  with 
it  with  a kind  of  regret,  which  I hardly  8U«;>cctcd  that 
events  could  have  left  me  for  Imaginary'  objects. 

With  regard  to  the  conduct  of  the  last  canto,  there 
will  be  found  loss  of  the  pilgrim  than  In  any  of  the 
preceding,  and  that  little  slightly,  if  at  all,  separated 
from  the  author  siicoklng  In  his  own  person.  The 
fact  Is,  that  I had  become  weary  of  drawing  a line 
which  every  one  seemed  determined  not  to  percel^'e: 
like  the  Chlncjc  in  Goldsmith’s  “Citizen  of  the 
World,”  whom  nnliody  would  believe  to  be  a Chinese, 
it  w.xs  in  vain  th.n  I asserted,  and  Imagined  that  I 
bad  drawn,  a distinction  belween  the  uutlior  and  the 

* }II»  marriage. 
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CANTO  IV. 


TiiliO'ini ; and  the  very  anxiety  to  prc»ervc  this  dif- 
ference. and  disappointment  at  finding  it  unavailing, 
so  far  crushed  my  efforts  in  the  com|>o»ition.  that  I 
determined  to  abandon  it  altogether  — and  have  done 
sn.  The  opinions  which  have  been,  or  may  be, 
formed  on  that  subject  are  nov  a matter  of  indiffer- 
enre ; the  work  is  to  depend  on  itself,  and  not  on  the 
writer ; and  the  author  who  has  no  resources  in  bis 
own  mind  beyond  the  reputation,  transient  or  per- 
manent, which  is  to  arise  from  bis  literary  efforts, 
deserves  the  fote  of  authors. 

In  the  course  of  the  following  canto  It  was  my 
intention,  either  in  the  text  or  in  the  notes,  to  have 
touched  upon  the  present  state  of  Italian  literature, 
and  perhaps  of  manners.  But  the  text,  within  the 
limits  I proposed.  1 soon  found  hardly  sufficient  for  the 
labyrinth  of  external  objects,  and  the  consequent  r<-flec- 
tions ; and  for  the  whole  of  the  notes,  excepting  a few 
of  the  shortest,  1 am  indebted  to  yourself,  and  these 
were  necessarily  limited  to  the  elucidation  of  the  text. 

It  Is  also  a delicate,  and  no  very  grateful  task,  to 
dissert  upon  the  literature  and  manners  of  a nation  so 
dissimilar ; and  requires  an  attention  and  Impartiality 
which  would  induce  us — though  {lerbaps  no  inat> 
tentive  observers,  nor  ignorant  of  the  language  or 
customs  of  the  t^eople  amongst  whom  we  have  recently 
abode — to  distrust,  or  at  least  defer  our  judgment, 
and  more  narrowly  examine  our  information.  The 
state  of  literary,  as  well  as  political  party,  appears  to 
run.  or  to  hare  run,  so  high,  that  for  a stranger  to 
steer  impartially  between  them  is  next  to  impomible. 
It  may  be  enough,  then,  at  least  for  my  purjKise,  to 
quote  from  their  own  beautiful  language  — **  Mi 
pare  che  in  un  pacse  tutto  poetico,  che  vanta  la  Un- 
giu  la  piu  Qobile  cd  Inslcmc  la  pit!  dolce,  tutte  tutte 
le  vie  diverse  si  possono  tentare,  e che  sinebe  la 
patria  dl  Alfleri  e di  Monti  non  ha  perduto  1*  antico 
vaiore,  In  tutte  essa  dovrebbe  cssere  la  prima.”  Italy 
has  great  names  still  — Canura,  Monti,  Ugo  Foscolo, 
Plndemontc,  Visconti,  Morelli,  Cicognara,  Albrizzi, 
Mezz(^banti,  Mai,  Mustoxidi,  AgUetti,  and  Yacca, 
will  secure  to  the  present  generation  an  honourable 
place  In  most  of  the  departments  of  Art.  Science, 
and  Belles  I.ettres ; and  In  some  the  very  highest  — 
Europe  — the  World  — has  but  one  Canova. 

It  has  been  somewhere  said  by  Alderl,  that  “ La 
pianta  uomo  nasce  piu  robusta  in  Italia  che  in  qua-  j 
lunque  altra  terra — c che  gU  stessi  atrod  dcllttl  che  ! 
vi  si  commettono  ne  sono  una  pruva."  Without  tub-  . 
scribing  to  the  latter  part  of  hit  proposition,  a dan-  I 
gerous  doctrine,  the  truth  of  which  may  be  disputed  ' 
on  better  grounds,  namely,  that  the  Italians  arc  in  no  I 
respect  more  ferocious  than  their  neighbours,  that  i 
man  must  be  wilfully  blind,  or  Ignorantly  heedless,  I 
who  Is  not  struck  with  the  extraordinary  capacity  of 
this  people,  or,  if  such  a wonl  be  admissible,  their 
capnbilttiesy  the  facility  of  their  acquisitions,  the  ra- 
pidity of  their  conceptions,  the  lire  of  their  genius, 
their  sense  of  beauty,  and,  amidst  all  the  disadvantages 
of  repeated  revolutions,  the  desolation  of  battles,  and 
the  dcs|>air  of  ages,  their  still  unquenche<i  **  longing 
after  iramortalit)’,'* — the  immortality  of  independ- 
ence. Anil  when  we  ourselves,  in  riding  round 
the  walls  of  Rome,  heard  the  simple  lament  of  the 


labourers*  cborua,  **  Roma  I Roma  I Roma  ! Roma 
non  e pi6  come  era  prima,**  it  was  difficult  not  to 
contrast  this  melancholy  dlige  with  the  bacchanal 
roar  of  the  songs  of  exultation  still  yelled  from  the 
London  taverns,  over  the  carnage  of  Mont  St  Jean, 
and  the  betrayid  of  Genoa,  of  Italy,  of  France,  and 
of  the  world,  by  men  whose  conduct  you  yourself 
have  exposed  in  a work  worthy  of  the  better  days  of 
our  history.  For  me,  — 

•*  Son  niovcro  mai  eorda 

Ore  Is  turba  di  luc  dance  aisorda.’* 

WTiat  Italy  has  gained  by  tlic  late  transfer  of  na- 
tions, it  were  useless  for  Englishmen  to  inquire,  till 
it  becomes  ascertained  that  England  has  acquired 
something  more  than  a permajient  army  and  a sus- 
pended Habeas  Corpus ; it  1$  enough  for  them  to  look 
at  home.  For  what  they  have  done  abroad,  and  espe- 
cially in  the  South,  “ Verily  they  will  have  their  re- 
ward,” and  at  no  very  distant  period. 

Wishing  you,  my  dear  Hobhouse,  a safe  and  agree- 
able return  to  that  country  whose  real  welfare  can  be 
dearer  to  none  than  to  yourself,  1 dedicate  to  you  this 
poem  In  Its  completed  state ; and  repeat  once  more 
how  truly  I am  ever. 

Tour  obliged 

And  affectionate  friend, 

BYRON. 


I STOOD  in  Venice,  on  the  Bridge  of  Sighs ; ' 

A palace  and  a prison  on  each  hand : 

I saw  from  out  the  wave  her  structures  rise 
As  from  the  stroke  of  the  enchanter’s  wand  : 

A thousand  years  their  cloudy  wings  expand 
Around  me,  and  a dying  Glory  smiles 
O'er  the  far  times,  when  many  a subject  land 
Look'd  to  the  winged  Lion's  marble  piles,  [isles  I 
Where  Venice  sate  in  state,  throned  on  her  hundred 


She  looks  a sea  Cybele,  fresh  from  ocean,* 

Rising  with  her  tiara  of  proud  towers 
At  airy  distance,  with  migestic  motion, 

A ruler  of  the  waters  and  their  powers : 

Ami  such  she  was;  — her  daughters  had  their  dowers 
From  spoils  of  nations,  and  the  cxhau.stless  East 
Pour’d  in  her  lap  all  gems  in  sparkling  showers. 

In  purple  was  she  robed,  and  of  her  feast 
Monart  ):s  icutook,  and  deem'd  their  dignity  Incroased. 


In  Venice  Tasso’s  echoes  are  no  more,* 

And  silent  rows  the  songless  gondolier; 

Her  palaces  .ire  crumbling  to  the  shore. 

And  music  meets  not  always  now  the  car : 
Those  days  arc  gone  — but  Beauty  still  is  here. 
States  fall,  arts  fade — but  Nature  doth  not  die. 
Nor  yet  forget  how  Venice  once  was  dear, 

The  pleasant  place  of  all  festivity', 

The  Tvvel  of  the  earth,  the  masque  of  Italy ! 


• See  Appendix,  “ llistonca!  Vote*.  ’ Vo. !.  ^ tttrrHam  teliurij  Imagiiiem  medio  Oceano  figuratam  pc  yuCK 

* SabrlJictu.  deicriblng  the  appearance  of  Wmeo.  h.s>  m.sde  Ililpicerr.** 

use  of  the  aliove  ima«e,  which  wcrnhl  not  be  noeilcai  were  It  • »«  ••  v«  „ 

eu  Uu*—-  Quo  111  ut  qul  fcpcrne  urbera  cometnpletur,  * Appeodlx.  Historical  Votes,  Vo.  ii. 
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But  unto  us  th«  hath  a spell  bej'ond 
Her  name  in  story,  and  her  long  array 
Of  mighty  shadows,  whose  dim  forms  despond 
Above  the  dogelcss  city's  vanish'd  sway  i 
Ours  is  a trophy  which  will  not  decay 
With  the  Rialto ; Sh>  lock  and  the  Moor, 

And  Pierre,  can  not  be  swept  or  worn  away  — 
The  keystones  of  the  arch  ! though  all  were  o'er. 
For  us  repeopled  were  the  solitary  shore. 

V. 

The  beings  of  the  mind  are  not  of  clay ; 

Essentially  immortal,  they  create 

And  multiply  in  us  a brighter  ray 

And  more  beloved  existence : that  which  Fate 

Prohibits  to  dull  life,  In  this  our  state 

Of  mortal  bondage,  by  the;«e  spirits  bUppUed, 

First  exiles,  then  replaces  what  wc  hate ; 

Watering  the  heart  whose  early  flowers  have  died, 
And  with  a fresher  growth  replenishing  the  void. 


Such  is  the  refuge  of  our  youth  and  age. 

The  first  from  Hope,  the  last  from  Vacancy; 

And  this  worn  feeling  peoples  many  a page. 

And,  may  be,  that  which  grows  beneath  mine  eye: 
Yet  there  arc  things  whose  strong  reality 
Outshines  our  falry-Iand  ; in  shape  and  hues 
More  beautiful  than  oiu*  flmtastic  sky. 

And  the  strange  constellations  which  the  Muse 
O'er  her  wild  universe  Lh  skilful  to  ditfUsc : 


My  name  from  out  the  temple  where  the  dead 
Are  honour’d  by  the  nations  — let  it  be— > 

And  light  the  laurels  on  a loftier  head  I 
And  be  the  S]>artan’s  epitaph  on  me  — 

“ Sparta  hath  many  a worthier  son  than  he. " > 

I Meantime  1 seek  no  sympathies,  nor  need ; 

I The  thorns  which  I have  rcap’il  arc  of  the  tree 
I I planted,  — they  have  turn  me,— and  I bleed  : 

I should  have  known  what  fruit  would  spring  trom 
such  a seed. 

XI. 

The  spouseless  Adriatic  mourns  her  lord ; 

And,  annual  marri.igo  now  no  more  renew’d, 

The  Buemtaur  lies  rutting  unrestored, 

Neglected  gannent  of  her  widow  hood  f 
St.  Mark  yet  sees  bis  lion  where  he  »toe»l* 

Stand,  but  in  mockery  of  his  wither'd  power, 

Over  the  proud  Place  where  an  Emperor  sued. 
And  monarchs  gazed  and  envied  in  the  hour 
When  Venice  was  a queen  with  an  une<|uaird  dower. 

XII. 

The  Suabian  sued,  and  now  the  Austrian  reigns— ^ 
; An  Emperor  tramples  where  an  Emperor  knelt ; 
j Kingdoms  are  shnmk  to  provinces,  and  chains 
Clank  over  sceptred  cities ; nations  meit 
I From  power’s  high  pinnacle,  when  they  have  felt 
I The  sunshine  for  a while,  and  downward  go 
I Like  lauwlnc  loosen'd  from  the  mountain's  belt ; 

I Oh  for  one  hour  of  blind  old  Dandolo 
Th’  octogenarian  chief,  Byzantium’s  conquering  foe. 


I saw  or  dream’d  of  such,  — but  let  them  go,— 
They  came  like  truth,  and  disappear'd  like  dreams ; 
And  whatsoe'er  they  were— are  now  but  so : 

1 could  replace  them  if  I would  ; still  teems 
My  mind  with  many  a form  which  aptly  seems 
Such  as  1 sought  for.  and  at  moments  found ; 

I,et  these  too  go — for  waking  Reason  deems 
Such  over-weening  phantasies  unsound,  . 

And  other  voices  $}>eak,  and  other  sights  surround. 


Before  St  Mark  still  glow  his  steeds  of  brass, 
Tbclr  gilded  collars  glittering  in  the  sun  ; 

But  is  not  l>orta's  menace  come  to  pass  ? ^ 

Are  they  not  im'ci/ei/?— Venice,  lost  and  won, 
Her  thirteen  hundred  yean  of  freedom  done. 
Sinks,  like  a sea- weed,  into  whence  she  rum;  I 
I Better  be  whelm'd  beneath  the  waves,  and  shun, 
I Even  In  destruction's  depth,  her  foreign  foes, 

I From  whom  submisbiun  wrings  an  infamous  rei>oec. 


I've  taught  me  other  tongues  — and  in  strange  eyes 
Have  made  me  not  a stranger ; to  the  mind 
Which  is  itself,  no  changes  bring  surprise ; 

Nor  is  it  hanh  to  make,  nor  bard  to  find 
A country  with — ay,  or  without  mankind; 

Yet  was  1 bom  where  men  are  proud  to  Iw,— 

Not  without  cause  ; and  should  I leave  behind 
The  inviolate  island  of  the  sage  and  free, 

And  seek  me  out  a home  by*  a remotef  sea. 


In  youth  slie  was  all  glory,— a new  Tyre ; 

Her  very  by-word  sprung  from  victory. 

The  “ Planter  of  the  Lion*,”  which  through  fire 
And  blood  she  bore  o'er  suhlect  earth  and  sea; 
Though  making  m.any  slaves,  herself  still  fn^. 
And  Europe’s  bulwark  'gainst  the  Ottomitc  ; 
Witness  Troy’s  rival,  Candia  I Vouch  It,  yv 
Immortal  waves  that  saw  Lepanto's  fight ! 

For  ye  are  names  no  time  nor  tyranny  can  blight. 


Ferha;ts  I loved  !t  well : and  should  I lay 
My  ashes  in  a soil  sirhich  is  not  mine. 

My  spirit  shall  resume  it  — if  wc  may 
UnlKMiied  choose  a sanctuary.  I twine 
My  hopes  of  being  remember'd  In  my  line 
With  my  land’s  language : if  too  fond  and  far 
These  aspirations  in  their  scope  incline,  — 

If  my  fame  should  be,  as  my  fortunes  are,  j 

Of  hasty  growth  and  blight,  and  dull  Oblivion  bar 

* TheanswerofthemothcrnfTtmldmi.theLacedmnonian  | 
geoaral,  to  tho  strangers  who  praised  the  memory  of  her  son.  | 
*.*,*,*«  Appendix,  **  Historical  Notes,’*  Kos.  iii.  tv.  I 
V.  n.  I 


.Statues  of  glass  — all  shiver’d  — the  long  file 
Of  her  dead  Doges  are  declined  to  dust ; 

But  where  they  dwelt,  the  vast  and  sumptuous  pile 
Bespeaks  the  pageant  of  their  splendid  trust ; 
Their  sceptre  broken,  and  their  sword  in  rust. 
Have  yielded  to  the  stranger : empty  halls, 

Thin  streets,  and  foreign  aspects,  such  a must 
Too  oft  remind  her  who  and  what  Inthrals,? 

Have  flung  a desolate  cloud  o’er  Venice’  lovely  walls. 

• That  If,  the  I.lon  of  St.  Mnrk.  lh®  tlandard  of  tb« 

EubUc,  which  is  thr  nrifdn  of  the  word  Pantaiuou  — Fiaato. 
moe,  Paotaleon,  I'antaioon. 

I ^ Sc«  Appcndii,  " Hlitortcal  Notes."  No.  vii. 
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XVI. 

^V^len  Athens*  armies  fell  at  Syracuv. 

And  fetter’d  thousands  !>ore  the  y<*ke  tif  war, 
Redemption  rose  up  in  the  Attic  Muse,  • 

Her  voice  their  only  ransom  from  afur : 

See  1 as  they  chant  the  tragic  hymn,  the  car 
Of  the  o’ennaster’d  victor  sU>ps,  the  reins 
Fall  ln>m  bis  bands  — hU  idle  scimitar 
Suits  from  Its  belt  — he  remls  hU  captive's  chains. 
And  bids  him  thank  the  bard  for  freedom  and  hU 
strains. 

XVII. 

■nius,  Venice,  if  no  stronger  claim  wcir  thine, 
tVere  all  thy  proud  historic  deeds  forgot. 

Thy  choral  memory  of  the  Bard  divine, 

Thy  los'C  of  Tavio,  should  have  cut  the  knot 
Which  ties  thee  to  thy  tyrants ; and  thy  lot 
Is  shameful  to  the  natioivs  — most  of  all. 

Albion  ! to  thee : the  Ocean  queen  should  not 
Abandon  Ocean’s  children ; in  the  fall 
Of  Venice  think  of  thine,  despite  thy  wnter>‘  w.all. 

XVIII. 

I loved  her  from  my  boyluiod  , she  to  me 
Was  as  a fairy  city  of  the  heart. 

Rising  like  water>columns  from  the  sea. 

Of  joy  the  sojotim,  and  of  wealth  the  mart; 

And  Otway,  IladcllfTe,  Schiller,  ShaksjH^ure's  art,^ 
Had  stamp'd  her  image  in  me,  and  even  so. 
Although  1 found  her  thus,  we  did  not  part, 
Perchance  even  dearer  In  her  day  of  woe, 

Than  when  she  was  a boast,  a nun'el,  and  a show. 

XIX. 

I can  repeople  with  the  past  — and  of 
The  present  there  is  still  for  eye  and  thought. 

And  meditation  chasten'd  down,  enough  ; 

And  more.  It  may  l>e,  than  I hopetl  or  sought ; 
And  of  the  happiest  moments  which  were  vrrought 
Within  the  web  of  my  existence,  some 
From  thee,  fair  Venice ! have  their  colours  caught ; 
There  are  some  feelings  Time  cannot  benumb. 

Nor  Torture  shake,  or  mine  would  tx)w  bo  cold  and 
dumb. 

XX. 

But  from  their  nature  will  the  t.innon  grows 
Loftiest  on  loftiest  and  least  shelter’d  nuks, 

Kootcil  In  barrenness  vrherc  nought  below 
Of  soil  supports  them  ’gainst  the  Alpine  shocks 
Of  eddying  storms;  yet«i>rlngsthe  trunk,  and  mocks 
The  howling  temj»est,  till  Its  height  and  frame 
Are  worthy  of  the  mountains  from  whose  blocks 
Of  bleak,  gray  granite  into  life  it  came. 

And  grewagiant  tree ; — the  mind  may  grow  the  same. 

XXI. 

Existence  may  Ik?  l)ome.  and  the  deep  root 
Of  life  and  sutTcrance  make  Its  firm  aliodc 
In  bare  ami  desolatc«l  l»osoms : mute 
The  camel  labours  with  the  heaviest  laid. 

And  the  wolf  dies  in  silence,  — not  bestow’d 

* The  •tory  It  told  In  rintarch’t  Ufe  of  Xlda*. 

* Vcolee  I’rrtcrTed;  Mjrtterie*  of  Udo!pho;  Ihe  Ghost* 
8rer,  or  Armpnlwi ; Ihe  Merchant  of  Venice;  Othello. 

* Tannm  U the  plural  of  tamtr,  a tpec.ct  of  fir  peculiar  to 
the  Alpt,  which  only  tlirlvet  In  very  rocky  part*,  where 
tcarceljr  toll  lufflcient  for  lu  nomithment  can  be  found.  Un 
thote  tpoit  ii  groffi  to  a greater  height  thtA  any  ether 
raouotaio  tree. 

In  vain  should  such  example  be ; if  they, 

Thingi  of  ignoble  or  of  savage  mood. 

Endure  and  shrink  not,  we  of  nobler  clay 
May  temj>er  it  to  bear,— it  is  but  for  a day. 

XX IL 

All  suffering  doth  destroy,  or  is  destroy’d, 

Even  by  the  sufferer ; and.  In  each  event, 

Ends ; —Some, with  hope  replenish'd  and  rebuoy'd, 
Return  to  whem'e  they  came — with  like  intent. 

And  weave  their  web  again ; some,  bow’<l  and  bent, 
Wax  gray  and  ghastly,  withering  ere  their  time. 

And  iierish  with  the  reetl  on  which  they  leant ; 

Some  seek  devotion,  toll,  war.  good  or  crime. 
According  as  their  souls  were  form’d  to  sink  or  climb,  j 

XXIII.  [ 

But  ever  and  anon  of  griefs  suMued 
There  comics  a token  Ukc  a scorpion’s  sting,  i 

Scarce  seen,  but  with  fresh  bittemi^  Imbued ; | 

And  slight  withal  may  be  the  things  which  bring 
Back  on  the  heart  the  weight  which  it  would  lling 
Aside  fuT  ever : It  may  be  a sound  — 

A tone  of  music — summer'i  eve  — or  spring  — 

A fioacr — the  wind  — the  ocean  — which  shall  |i 
wound,  [bound ; | ’ 

Striking  the  electric  chain  wherewith  we  are  darkly  j 

XXIV.  I 

And  how  and  why  wc  know  not,  nor  c.in  trace  ; 

Home  to  Its  cloud  this  lightning  of  the  mind,  j 

But  feel  the  shock  renew'd,  nor  can  efface 

The  blight  and  blackening  which  it  leaves  behind,  i 
^VTiich  out  of  things  familiar,  unde^lgn’d, 

^Vhen  least  we  deem  of  such,  calls  up  to  view  1 1 

The  spectres  whom  no  exorcism  can  bind,  ' 

The  cold  — the  changed  — perchance  the  dead — ! 
anew,  [how  few  I 1 

The  mourn’d,  the  loved,  the  lost — too  many  : — j et  j 

XXV.  jl 

But  my  soul  wanders ; I demand  it  Ixu-k  jj 

To  meditate  amongst  decay,  and  stand  |j 

A ruin  amid*t  ruins ; there  to  track  II 

Fall'n  staU's  and  buried  greatness,  o'er  a land  H 

Which  »p«*  the  mightiest  in  Its  old  command,  j 

And  is  the  loveliest,  and  must  ever  Itc  ■ 

The  master-mould  of  Nature's  heavenly  hand,  j 

V*herein  were  cast  the  heroic  and  the  fn*e,  1 

The  beautiful,  the  brave — the  lords  of  earth  and  sea,  1 j 

XXVI.  ; 

The  commonwealth  of  kings,  the  men  of  Rome  1 ! | 

And  even  since,  and  now,  fair  Italy } 1 

Thou  art  the  garden  of  the  world,  the  home  i 

Of  all  .4rt  > lelds,  and  Nature  * can  decree  •, 

Even  in  thy  desert,  what  Is  like  to  thee  ? 

Thy  very  weetls  arc  beautiful,  thy  waste 
More  rich  than  other  dimes’  fertilitj- 1 < 

Thy  wreek  a glorj-,  and  thy  ruin  graced  i 

With  an  Immaculate  cb,irm  which  can  not  be  defaced.  | 

* [The  «-hnIe  of  this  canto  !■  rich  In  deicriiKlon  of  Nature. 

The  love  of  Nature  now  appears  a*  a dhtlnct  passion  In  I.ntt| 
Byron’s  minA  It  Is  a lore  that  dors  not  rest  in  lieholding, 
n^r  U satisfini  with  desertbiog.  what  is  before  him.  It  has  a 
Mwer  and  being,  blending  ilself  with  the  port's  scry  life. 
Though  Toird  Dymn  had.  with  bis  real  ryes,  perhaps,  seen 
raore  of  Nature  than  rrer  was  before  permUlni  to  any  great 
poet,  yet  he  nescr  before  seemed  to  open  his  whole  heart  to 

Digitized  by  Google 


O^KTO  IV. 

XX\TT. 

The  moon  Is  up.  anti  yet  it  is  not  nitfht  — 

Sunset  ilWitics  the  sky  with  her  — a sea 
Of  glory  streams  Hlong  the  Alpine  height 
Of  blue  FrluH’s  mountains ; Heaven  U free 
From  clouds,  but  of  all  colours  seems  to  be,~— 
Melted  to  one  vast  Iris  of  the  West, — 

Where  the  Day  joins  the  pa-st  Eternity ; 

While,  on  the  other  hand,  meek  Dian's  crest 
Floats  through  the  azure  air  — an  island  of  tin- 
blest ! * 

XXVIII. 

A single  star  1*  at  her  side,  and  reigns 
With  her  o'er  half  the  lovely  heaven  ; but  still  • 
Yon  sunny  sea  heaves  brightly,  and  remaim 
I Roll’d  o'er  the  peak  of  the  far  RhcUan  hill, 

^ As  Day  and  Night  contending  were,  until 
j Nature  reclaim’d  her  order:— gently  flows 
j The  deep-dyed  Brenta,  where  their  hues  Instil 
' The  o<l«rous  purple  of  a new-b«jm  rose. 

Which  streams  upon  her  stream,  and  glass’d  within  it 

1 glows 

XXIX. 

I nird  with  the  face  of  heaven,  which,  from  afar, 
Comes  down  upon  the  waters ; all  its  hues 
From  the  rich  *un>et  to  the  rising  star. 

Their  magical  variety  diffuse  : 

And  now  they  change  ; a paler  shadow  strews 
Its  mantle  o’er  the  mountains  ; parting  day 
Dies  like  the  dolphin,  whom  each  pang  imbues 
i With  a new  colour  as  It  gasps  .away, 

The  last  still  loveliest,  till  — 'tis  gone — and  all  Is  gray. 

XXX. 

Tl:ere  is  a tomb  In  .\rqua ; — rear’d  In  air, 

Pillar’d  In  their  sarcophagus,  repose 
The  bones  of  I.anra*s  lover  : here  repair 
Many  familiar  with  his  wcll-simg  woes. 

The  pilgrims  of  his  genius.  He  arose 
To  raise  a language,  and  his  hind  reclaim 
From  the  dull  yoke  of  her  barbaric  foes  ; 

Watering  the  tree  which  bears  hLs  lady’s  name* 
With  his  melodious  tears,  he  gave  himself  to  fame. 

XXXI. 

They  keep  his  dust  in  An|ua,  where  he  dlnl ; * 
The  mountain-village  where  his  latter  days 
Went  down  the  vale  of  years ; and ’t  is  their  pride  — 
An  honest  pride — and  let  It  be  their  praise, 

To  olfer  to  the  parsing  stranger’s  gaze 
Ills  mansion  and  bis  sepulchre ; both  plain 
And  venerably  simple,  such  as  raise 
A feeling  more  acconlant  with  his  strain 
Than  if  a pyramid  form’d  his  monumental  fane. 

her  genial  Impulses.  But  in  this  he  is  changed ; and  In  thii 
Canto  of  Chltde  Harold,  he  wU)  stand  a comparison  with  the 
t>cse  descriptive  ports,  in  this  age  of  defcrljitive  pMriry.  — 
Wilson. j 

> The  above  description  mar  seem  fantastical  or  exajrgrr. 
ate^l  to  those  who  have  never  seen  an  OriettUii  or  an  ItoJiiui 
tkr.  yet  it  is  hot  a literal  and  hardly  sudident  delineation  of 
j an  August  evening  vtho  eighteenth),  u cuutcmplaoxl  In  nnc 
^many  rides  along  the  bonks  of  the  Brenta,  near  La  Mira. 

*, 3 See  Appendix.  **  lUstorlcol  Notes,**  Noi.  viii.  and 
I*. 

* [•*  Half  way  up 

He  hitlU  his  house,  whence  os  hy  stealth  he  caught, 
Among  the  hills,  o glimpse  of  i<uiy  life 
That  soothed,  not  stirred.**  — Rooaam.j 
' The  struggle  Is  to  the  fun  as  Hkcly  to  be  with  demons  as 
with  oJr  better  thoughia  SaUu  chose  the  wilderzwst  for 

(]>-r--=r=.  


XXXII. 

And  the  quiet  hamlet  where  he  dwelt*  1 

Is  one  of  that  complexion  which  sctmis  made  \ 

For  those  who  their  mortality  have  felt,  j 

And  sought  a refuge  from  their  hoj>es  decay’d 
In  the  deep  umbrage  of  a green  hill’s  shade, 

Which  shows  a distant  prosin-ct  far  away 
Of  busy  cities,  now  in  vain  di.*play’d. 

For  they  can  lure  no  ftuther ; and  the  ray 
Of  a bright  sun  can  make  suflicient  holiday, 

XXXIIf. 

Developing  the  mountains,  leaves,  and  flowers, 

And  shining  In  tlie  brawling  brook,  wherc-by, 

Clear  a.s  Its  current,  glide  the  sauntering  hours 
With  a calm  languor,  which,  though  to  the  eye 
ldles.se  it  seem,  hath  Its  morality- 
If  from  society  we  leam  to  live,  ' 

'Tis  solitude  should  teach  us  how  to  die  ; 

It  hath  no  flatterers ; vanity  can  give 
No  hollow  aid ; alone  — man  with  hU  God  must  strive : 

XXXIV. 

Or,  It  m.ay  bo,  with  demons  who  imp-iir* 

Tlie  strength  of  better  thoughts  and  seek  their  prey 
In  melancholy  bosoms,  such  as  were  | 

Of  moody  texture  from  their  earliest  day,  ' 

And  loved  to  dwell  in  d.arkness  and  dismay,  , 

Deeming  themselves  prcd<*iitine<i  to  a doom  j 

MTiich  is  not  of  the  pangs  that  pass  away  ; 

Making  tlie  sun  like  blcKxl,  the  earth  a tomb.  ; ^ 

The  tomb  a hell,  and  hcU  Itself  a murkier  gloom. 

XXXV.  j| 

Ferrara®  ! In  thy  wide  and  grass-grown  street*,  [j 
Whose  symmetry  was  not  for  solitude,  j 

There  seem.s  a.s ’t  were  a cur«  upon  the  scats  | 

Of  former  sovereigns,  and  the  antique  broiKl 
Of  Estc,  which  for  many  an  .age  matle  good 
Its  strength  within  thy  walls,  and  was  of  yore 
Patron  or  tj^ant.  as  the  changing  mood 
Of  iwtty  power  impell’d,  of  those  who  wore 
The  wreath  which  Dante’s  brow  alone  had  worn  befiorc. 

XXXVI. 

And  Tasso  U their  glory  anil  their  shame. 

Hark  to  his  strain  I and  then  survey  hl.s  cell ! ! 

And  see  how  dearly  earn’d  Torquato’s  fame, 

And  where  Alfonso  lade  his  poet  dwell : ! 

The  miserable  despot  could  not  quell  i 

The  Insulted  mind  he  sought  to  quench,  and  blend 
With  the  surrounding  maniacs.  In  the  hdl 
Where  he  had  plunged  it  Glor>’  without  end 
Scatter’d  the  clou^  a>vay  — and  on  that  name  attend 

U>e  temptstlnn  of  our  Saviour.  And  our  uniullled  John 
1-cKke  preferred  the  presence  of  a child  to  complete  foUtude. 

• [In  April,  1M17,  Lord  Byron  viiiied  Ferrara,  went  over 
the  CMtle,  cell,  tic.,  and  wro<4^,  « few  day*  after,  the  lAment 
of  Tasco. — **  One  of  the  Ferrareso  asked  me,**  he  *avs,  in  a 
letter  to  a friend,  “if  I knew  * Lord  Brron,’  an  acquaintaitce  [ 
of  hit.  Bore  at  Naples.  I told  him'Voi*  which  was  tnw  I 
both  way*,  for  1 knew  not  the  impottor ; and.  In  the  other, 
no  on«  kiiowi  himielt  He  *fareci,  when  told  that  I wa«  the  ' • 
rc.vi  Simon  Pure.  Another  asketl  me,  if  I had  not  tramlatnl 
Tauo.  \ou  lee  what  Faroe  i«  f how  arenrato  I how  tound- 
lei«!  I dont  krtnw  how  olher*  feel,  but  I am  always  the  i 
Ulfhler  and  the  better  kKikwl  on  when  1 have  got  rid  of  mine. 

It  *ltt  on  me  like  armour  on  the  Lord  Mayor'*  champien  ; 
and  1 go*  rid  of  all  the  husk  of  literature,  and  the  attciul.ant  ' 
IwWde.  hy  answering  Oiai  I ha»l  not  translated  Taisr»,  but  a I 
names.vke  had:  and.  by  the  blcisingof  lleAven.  I looked  *o  . 
little  lUic  a jjoet.  that  cverr  body  believed  me.”]  1 1 
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XXXVII. 

The  tears  and  praises  of  all  time ; while  thine 
Wotild  rot  in  iU  oblivion  — in  the  sink 
Of  worthless  dust,  which  from  thy  boasted  line 
Is  shaken  into  nothing ; but  the  link 
Thou  formest  in  his  fortunes  bids  us  think 
Of  thy  poor  inaUce,  naming  thee  with  scorn  — 
Alfonso  t bow  thy  ducal  pageants  shrink 
From  thee  ! If  in  another  station  bom. 

Scarce  fit  to  be  the  slave  of  him  thou  mad'st  to  mourn: 


XXXVUL 

Thou  / form'd  to  cat,  and  be  despised,  and  die, 
Even  as  the  beasts  that  perish,  save  that  thou 
Ihulst  a more  splendid  trough  and  wider  sty : 

He!  with  a glory  round  his  furrow'd  brow, 

Which  emanated  then,  and  dazzles  now, 

In  face  of  all  his  foes,  the  Cruscan  quire. 

And  Boileau,  whose  rash  en^~y  could  allow  • 

No  strain  which  shiuned  his  cuuntr>-’s  creaking  1>tc, 
That  whetstone  of  the  teeth  — monotony  in  wire  I 


XXXIX. 

Peace  to  Torquato's  injured  shade  ! 'twas  his 
la  life  and  death  to  be  the  mark  where  Wrong 
Aim'd  with  her  poison'd  arrows ; but  to  miss. 

Oh,  victor  unsurpass'd  in  modem  song  ! 

Kach  year  brings  forth  its  mUUons  ; but  how  long 
The  tide  of  generations  shall  roll  on. 

And  not  the  whole  combined  and  countless  throng 
Compose  a mind  like  thine  ? though  all  in  one 
Condensed  their  scatter'd  rays,  they  would  not  form  a 
sun. 

XL. 

Great  as  thou  art,  yet  parallel'd  by  those, 

Thy  countrymen,  l^forc  thee  bora  to  shine. 

The  Bards  ^ Hell  and  Chivalry  : first  rose 
The  Tuscan  father's  comedy  divine  ; 

Then,  not  unequal  to  the  Florentine, 

The  southern  Scott  the  minstrel  who  call'd  forth 
A new  creation  with  his  magic  line. 

And,  like  the  Ariosto  of  the  North,  > 

Sang  ladyC'lovc  and  war,  romance  and  knightly  worth. 


XLI. 

The  lightning  rent  from  Ariosto's  bust^ 

The  iron  crown  of  laurel's  mimic’d  leaves ; 

Nor  was  the  ominous  element  unjust. 

For  the  true  laurel.wreath  which  Glor)-  weaves 

• See  Appeodix,  “ Ilittnrical  Kote«,‘*  No.  X. 

* C*  .Scoit.”  *a)-»  Lord  Byron,  In  hlj  MS.  l>Urr,  for  1*21, 
**  is  certainly  the  most  woodeiful  writer  of  the*  day.  HU 
norcli  are  a new  lltcrutiire  in  themselves,  and  his  poetry  as 
gfjod  as  any  — If  not  better  (only  on  an  erroneous  svstem  , — 
and  only  ceased  to  be  so  popular,  because  the  vulgar  were 
tired  of  hearing  ' Aristides  called  the  Just.'  and  Scott  the 
Best,  and  ostracised  him.  I know  no  reading  to  which  I foil 
with  such  alacrity  as  a work  of  his.  1 love  him.  too,  for  his 
manliness  of  character,  for  the  extreme  pleasantness  of  his 

I cunversation,  and  hii  good-nature  towards  mrvelf  personally. 

; May  he  prosper ! for  he  deserves  It."  In  a letter,  wrilteii  to 
. Sir  Walter,  from  Pisa,  in  1*22,  he  says—  “ I owe  to  you  for 
I more  tlun  the  usual  »biigatl<in  for  the  courtesies  of  Uteratiir«' 

' and  common  friendship;  for  you  went  out  of  your  way.  in 
IS17,  to  do  me  a service,  when  It  required  not  merely  k’ind- 
' ness,  but  courage,  to  do  so  ; to  have  been  recorded  In*  you  in 
j such  a manner,  would  have  been  a prmid  memorial  at  at«y 
1 time  ; but  at  such  a time,  when  * All  the  world  and  bis  wifei' 

I as  the  nroverb  p»>et.  were  trying  to  trample  iirmn  me,  was 
I something  still  higher  to  my  self-esteem.  lia*l  It  iseen  a 
I common  criticism,  Viowever  eloquent  or  panegyrical,  I should 
; have  fell  pieaacd  and  grateful,  but  not  to  0>e  extent  which 
■ the  extraordinary  good-heartisiness  of  the  whole  proceeding 
I must  induce  in  any  mind  capable  of  such  sensations. "J 

^ 


Is  of  the  tree  no  bolt  of  thunder  cleaves,  > j 

And  the  false  semblance  but  disgraced  his  brow ; ' 

Yet  still,  if  fondly  Superstition  grieves,  | 

Know,  that  the  lightning  sanctifies  lielow^  I 

Whate’er  it  strikes -yon  head  is  doubly  sacred  now.  i 

XLIL  I 

Italia ! oh  Italia  ! thou  who  bast 

The  fatal  gilt  of  beauty,  which  became  * 

A funeral  dower  of  present  woes  and  past, 

On  thy  sweet  brow  is  sorrow  plough'd  by*  shame. 

And  annals  graved  in  characters  of  flame. 

Oh,  God  ! that  thou  wert  in  thy  nakedness 
l.a:s3  lovely  or  more  powerful,  and  couldst  claim 
Thy  right,  and  awe  the  roblK'rs  back,  who  press 
I To  shed  Uiy  blood,  and  drink  the  tears  of  thy  distress ; | 

XLIII. 

t Then  might’st  thou  more  appal ; or,  less  desired,  ] . 
I Be  homely  and  be  peaceful,  undeplored  1 1 

I F’or  thy  destructive  ebanns ; then,  still  untired,  i 

I AVould  not  be  seen  the  armed  torrents  pour’d 
I Down  the  deep  Alps ; nor  would  the  hostile  horde  j 
j Of  many-nation'd  spoilers  from  the  Po  1 

I QuaiT  blood  and  water ; nor  the  stranger's  sword 
I Be  thy  sad  weapon  of  defence,  and  so, 

Victor  or  vanquish'd,  thou  the  ila>*e  of  friend  or  foe.  7 

XLIV. 

M'andering  in  youth,  I traced  the  path  of  him,* 

The  Roman  friend  of  Rome's  least-mortal  mind. 

The  friend  of  TuUy ; as  my  bark  did  skim 
The  bright  blue  waters  with  a fanning  wind, 

Came  Megara  before  me,  and  behind 
.£gina  lay,  Pineus  on  the  right. 

And  Corinth  on  the  left ; I lay  reclined 
Along  the  prow,  and  saw  all  these  unite 
In  ruin,  even  as  he  had  seen  the  desolate  sight ; 

XLV. 

For  Time  hath  not  rebuilt  them,  hut  uprear’d 
I Barbaric  dwellings  on  their  shatter'd  site, 

>Vhich  only  make  more  mourn'd  and  more  endear’d  i 
! The  few  last  rays  of  their  far-scatter'd  light,  ' 

And  the  crush'd  relics  of  their  vanish'd  might 
The  Roman  saw  these  tombs  in  hU  own  age. 

These  sepulchres  of  cities,  which  excite 
Sad  wonder,  and  his  yet  suniiving  jwigc 
The  moral  lesson  bcars^  drawn  from  such  pilgrimage. 

* C I do  not  know  whether  Scott  will  like  It,  but  I h«ve 
callMi  him  • the  Arlo*io  of  the  North  * In  my  text.  If  ho 
fhould  not,  say  so  In  time."— Lord  Bftvnto  Mr.  Murray, 

Aug.  1817.]  I 

*,  • See  Appendix,  ••  Hittorlcal  Notes,"  Nos.  xt.  xit.  I 
Xlil.  I 

7 The  two  (tantai  xtiL  and  xliU.  are.  with  the  exception  of  I 
a line  or  two,  a translation  of  tlio  famous  sonnet  of  tUlcoja  : I 

— " ItalU,  Italia,  O tu  cui  feo  U sorte  I " 

• The  celebrated  letter  of  Scrviui  Sulpiclus  to  Cicero,  on 
the  death  of  his  daughter,  descritics  as  it  then  was,  and  now 
it,  a path  which  I often  traced  In  Greece,  both  I7  sea  and 
land,  in  different  Journeys  and  roy^es.  **  On  my  return  from 
Asia,  as  1 was  sailing  from  ACgina  towards  Megara.  I began 
to  contemplate  the  prospect  of  the  countries  around  me: 
.f^gina  was  behind.  Megara  before  me;  Plrwus  ou  the  right, 
Corinth  on  the  left:  all  which  (owns,  once  famous  and 
flourishing,  now  Uc  overturned  and  burled  in  their  ruins. 
Hpon  this  sight,  I could  not  Init  think  presently  within  my- 
self, Alas  I how  do  wc  poor  mortals  fret  and  vex  ourselves  if 
any  of  our  friends  happen  to  die  or  be  killed,  whose  Ufe  is  yet 
st>  short,  when  the  carcasiei  of  so  maity  noble  cities  lie  here 
exposed  l>efore  me  In  one  view.'*— Sm  AfMfdfrftm's  Oterp,  1 
Tol.ILp.3Tl. 


CniLDE  HAROLDS  PILGRIMAGE. 


t 


XLVI. 

That  page  U now  before  me,  and  on  mine 
Jlis  ouuntr)’'i*  ruin  adilrtl  to  the  ina^s 
Of  perish'd  states  he  mourn'd  in  their  decline, 
And  1 in  desolation : all  that  teat 
Of  then  de^^truction  m;  and  now,  alas  ! 

Rome  — Ib)me  Imperial,  bows  her  to  the  storm, 

In  the  same  dust  and  blackness,  and  we  pass 
The  skeleton  of  her  Titanic  form,  ^ 

Wrecks  of  another  world,  whose  ashes  still  are  warm. 


XLVII.  I 

Yet,  Italy  I through  everj*  other  land  [side ; • 
Thy  wrongs  shoulil  ring,  and  shall,  from  side  to  i 
Mother  of  Arts ! as  once  of  arms ; thy  hand 
Was  then  our  guardian,  and  is  still  our  guide  ; 
Parent  of  our  Religion  J whom  the  wide  | 

Nations  have  knelt  to  for  the  keys  of  heaven ! 
Europe,  repentant  of  her  parricide,  j 

Shall  yet  redeem  thee,  and,  all  backward  driven,  j 
Roll  the  barbarian  tide,  and  sue  to  be  furgiMm.  [ 

XIAIIL 

Dut  Amo  wins  us  to  the  fair  white  walls 
Where  the  Etrurian  Athens  claims  and  keeps 
A softer  feeling  for  her  fairy  halls 
Girt  by  her  theatre  of  hills  *he  reaps 
Her  com,  and  wine,  and  oil,  and  Pient)-  leaps 
To  laughing  life,  with  her  redundant  bom. 

.\Iung  the  banks  where  smiling  Amo  sweeps 
Was  modem  Luxur)*  of  Commerce  bora. 

And  buried  Learning  rose,  redeem’d  to  a new  mom. 

XL  IX. 

There,  too,  the  Goddess  loves  In  stone,  and  fllL 
The  air  around  with  beauty  \ we  inhale 
The  ambrosial  as^ioct,  which,  lieheld.  Instils 
Part  of  Its  immortalUy  ; the  veil 
Of  heaven  is  half  undrawn ; within  the  pile 


> It  U Pogirio,  who,  looking  brnm  the  CapitoUoe  btll  upon 
mined  Rotiu'.  brcxlu  forth  in  the  exclamation,  "Vt  nunc 
omni  dccorc  nudala.  proatrata  jacet,  iuttar  gigantei  cadarerii 
corrupt!  otquc  undique  cxral.'’ 

* Sec  Appendix,  •*  Historical  Notes,”  No.  xiv. 

• In  1*17,  I,ord  Brron  riilted  Flormre,  on  hii  war  to 
Rome.  ” I remained.'^  he  Ka)  S.  “ but  a dan ' bowerer,  1 went 
to  the  two  galleries,  from  which  onr  returns  drunk  vitfi 
beauty.  The  Venus  is  more  for  admiration  than  love ; but 
there  are  Bcul|>iiirc  and  painting,  which,  for  the  first  time,  at 
all  gave  me  an  idea  nf  what  people  mean  by  their  caut  about 
those  two  most  artiiirlai  of  (no  arts.  \NHiat  struck  me  most 
were,  the  mistress  of  Raphael,  a portrait;  the  mistress  of 
Titian,  a portrait ; a Venus  of  TUiao  in  the  MeiUci  Gallery; 
the  V'enut ; Canova's  Venus,  also,  in  the  other  gallery: 
'Utian’s  mistress  it  also  In  the  other  gallery  (that  l».  !n  tlie 
Pitti  Palace  gallery) ; the  Paren  of  Michael  Angelo,  a pic- 
ture; and  the  Antinous,  the  Alexander,  and  one  or  two  nut 
very  decent  groups  in  tnaride ; the  Genius  of  Death,  a sleep- 
ing figure,  Ac.  Ac  1 alio  went  to  the  Medici  ehapeL  h'im' 
frippery  In  great  slabs  of  various  expensive  stones,  to  eomme- 
marste  filty  rotten  and  forgotten  carcasses.  It  U unfiuishod. 
and  « ill  remain  so.”  We  find  the  following  note  of  a second 
visit  to  the  galleries  in  1*31,  aecomp.'inSed  by  the  author  of 
**  The  Pleasures  of  Memory:”— “ My  former  impressions 
were  confirmed ; but  there  were  too  many  Tisitora  to  allow 
me  to  feet  any  thing  properly.  When  we  were  (ultout  thirty 
nr  forty)  all  stuffed  into  the  cabinet  of  gems  and  kniek. 
knaekerie*.  in  a comer  of  one  of  the  galleries,  I told  Rrtgeri 
that  * it  felt  like  being  in  the  watch-house.'  ) heard  one  tx>ld 
Briton  declare  to  the  woman  on  his  arm,  looking  at  the  Venus 
of  Titian,  'Well,  now,  that  is  really  very  fine  indeed  t*  — 
an  observation  which,  like  that  of  the  landlord  In  Jc4«ph 
Andrews,  on  ‘the  certainty  of  death,'  was  (as  the  landlord’s 
wife  ol)serv«l)  'extremely  true.’  In  the  Pitti  Palace,  1 dUl 
oot  omit  Goldsmith’s  prescription  for  a connoisseur,  vis.  ‘that 


Wc  stand,  and  In  that  fonn  and  fare  liehnld  [fail ; 
W'hnt  Mind  can  make,  when  Nature's  self  would 
And  to  the  fond  Idolaters  of  old 
En\y  the  innate  flaah  which  such  a soul  could  mould : 

L. 

I We  ga*e  and  turn  away,  and  know  not  where, 

I D.'tzzlcd  and  drunk  with  beauty,  till  the  heart  * 
ItceU  with  its  fulness;  there  — for  ever  there — 
j Chain'd  to  the  chariot  of  triumphal  Art, 

^\c  stand  M captives,  and  would  not  dcj'art. 

I Away ! — there  need  no  words,  nor  terms  precise, 
The  paltry  jargon  of  the  marble  mart, 

Where  Pedantry  gulls  FoUy  — we  have  eyes  t 
Blood  — pulse  — and  breast,  confirm  the  Lardon 
Shepherd’s  prize. 

LL 

.\ppear’dst  thou  not  to  Paris  in  this  guise? 

Or  to  more  deeply  blest  Anchises  ? or. 

In  all  thy  perfect  goddess-ship,  when  lies 
Before  thee  thy  own  vanquish'd  Lord  of  War  ? 

And  guing  in  thy  face  as  toward  a star. 

Laid  on  thy  lap,  his  eyes  to  thee  upturn. 

Feeding  on  thy  sweet  check  I * while  thy  lips  arc 
With  lava  kisses  melting  while  they  burn, 

Shower'd  on  his  eyelids,  brow,  and  mouth,  as  from  an 
um?  * 

LIL 

Glowing,  and  circumfused  in  speechless  love. 

Their  full  divinity  inadequate 
That  feeling  to  express,  or  to  improve, 

The  gods  become  as  mortals,  and  man's  fate 
Has  moments  like  their  brightest ; but  the  weight 
< >f  earth  recoils  upon  us  ; — let  It  go  ! 

Wc  can  recall  such  visions,  and  create,  [grow 
From  what  baa  been,  or  might  be,  things  which 
Into  thy  statue's  form,  and  look  like  gods  below. 


the  pictures  would  Hare  been  better  If  the  painter  had  taken 
murv  pams,  and  to  praise  the  works  of  Peter  Ferugino."'J 

* imrnt. 

**  .\lqucocuIot  pascat  uterque  suos.”  — Ovio.  Amor.  lib.  U. 

* [The  delight  with  which  the  pilgrim  conlemplatM  the 
ancient  Greek  statins  at  Florence,  and  afierwardsat  Rome, 
is  such  as  might  have  been  expected  from  any  great  poet, 
vrho*c  youthful  mind  had,  like  his.  been  imbuM  with  those 
cUssieai  ideis  and  associations  « hJrh  afford  so  many  sources 
nf  pleasure,  througli  every  period  of  life.  He  has  gazed  upon 
tliew  masterpieces  of  art  with  a more  lusceptlble,  ami,  in  spite 
of  his  disavowal,  with  a more  learned  eye,  than  can  be  traced 
in  the  efl\isinns  of  anr  poet  who  had  previously  expressed.  In 
any  funnal  maniwr,  hu  admiration  of  tbdr  beauty.  It  may 
appear  fanciful  to  say  so ; — bat  we  think  the  genius  of  Byron 
It.  moro  than  that  of  any  other  modem  poet,  akin  to  that 
(KH'uIiar  genius  which  seems  to  have  been  dlfiUied  among  ail 
the  ports  and  artists  of  ancient  Greece;  and  In  whose  spirit, 
alxive  all  Us  other  wonders,  the  great  specimens  of  sculpture 
stinn  to  have  been  eonceived  and  exerutciL  Ills  rrratiuns, 
whether  of  beauty  or  of  strength,  are  all  single  creations.  He 
requires  no  grouping  to  give  effect  to  his  favourites,  or  to  tell 
his  story.  His  heroines  are  solitary  symbols  of  loveliness, 
w hieh  require  DO  foil ; his  heroes  stand  alone  as  upon  marble 
pedestals,  dlsplaring  tho  naked  power  of»nassion,  or  the 
wrapped  up  and'  reposing  energy  of  grief,  'fbe  artist  who 
would  Illustrate,  as  It  li  colled,  the  works  of  any  uf  our  other 
poets,  must  borrow  the  mimic  splendotirs  of  the  pencil.  He 
who  would  transfer  into  another  rchlcle  the  spirit  of  Brron, 
must  pour  the  liquid  metal,  or  hew  the  stubborn  rock,  what 
he  loses  in  ease,  .he  will  gain  in  power.  He  might  draw  from 
Mctiora,  Gulnare,  Lara,  or  Manfred,  subjects  for  relievos, 
worthy  of  enthusiasm  almnst  as  great  as  Harold  has  himself 
displayed  on  the  contemplation  of  the  loveliest  and  the 
sternest  relics  of  the  inimitable  genius  of  the  Greeks.— 

WiLSCMS.] 
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4S  BYRONS 


f‘  UII. 

I Irave  to  learned  fincers  and  wi^e  hands 
The  artist  and  his  ajH\  • to  teach  and  tell 
j H(»w  well  his  connolsAcurship  understands 
The  fnraceful  bend,  and  the  voluptuous  swell : 

I>et  th»*se  describe  the  undescribable  t [stream 
I would  not  their  vile  breath  should  cil«p  the 
Wherein  that  imaee  shall  for  ever  dwell ; 

1 1 The  unruffled  mirror  of  the  loveliest  dream 
That  ever  left  the  sky  on  the  deoj)  soul  to  beam. 

I LIV. 

In  Santa  Croce’s  holy  precincts  He* 
j Ashes  which  make  it  holitr,  du»t  which  U 
I Even  in  lt«clf  an  immortality,  [this 

' Thmuih  thefv  were  nothin?  save  the  past,  and 
j The  jiarticle  of  thase  sublimities 

Which  have  relapsed  to  chaos : — here  repose 
[ Anffclo’s  Alfleri's  bones,  and  his,* 

The  starry  Oalileo,  with  his  woes  ; 
j Here  Machkvelll's  earth  return’d  to  whence  it  rose.  * 

i LV. 

Those  are  four  minds,  which,  like  the  elements. 
Mi?ht  furnish  forth  creation  Italy  1 [rents 
r>me,  which  hath  wronc’d  thee  with  ten  thousand 
j frf  thine  imperial  iranmnt,  shall  deny. 

And  hath  denied,  to  every  other  sky. 

Spirits  which  soar  ftt>m  min  ; — thy  decay 
Is  still  impre?nate  with  divinity. 

Which  gdld*  it  with  revivifying  ray ; 

Such  as  the  great  of  yore,  Conova  is  to-day. 

LVI. 

But  where  repose  the  all  Etruscan  three  — 

1 P.inte,  and  Petran*h.  and,  scarce  le<«  than  they, 

I The  B;ird  of  Prose,  creative  spirit ! he 
I or  the  Hundretl  Tales  of  love — where  did  they  lav 
j Their  bone^  di>tlnguish'd  from  our  common  clay 
j In  death  as  life  ? Are  they  re^dved  to  duit. 

And  have  their  country’s  marbles  nought  to  say  v 
Could  not  her  quarries  furnish  forth  one  bust  ? 

' Did  they  not  to  her  breast  their  flUal  earth  cntniv?.  ? 

Lvir. 

j ' Ungrateful  Florence ! Dante  sleeps  afar,* 

: I Bike  Sclpln,  burii^d  by  the  upbraiding  shore  : * 

|i  Thy  factions,  in  their  wor-'c  than  civil  war, 

|!  PoKcribeii  the  banl  whose  name  for  evcnnorc 
ji  Their  children’s  children  would  In  vr.in  adore 
j With  the  remtir'ic  of  ages  ; and  the  crown  ^ 

[ Which  Petrarch’s  laureate  brow  supremely  wore, 
j V|x)n  a far  an«l  foreign  soil  hail  grown,  [own. 

I His  life,  hii  fume,  hl»  gRivc,  though  rilled — not  thine 

lATH. 

Boccaccio  to  hJ«  parc))t  earth  bequeath’d" 

( Ills  du't,  — and  lies  It  not  her  Great  among, 

With  many  a «woct  and  solemn  requiem  breathwi 
I O’er  him  who  fonn'd  the  Tu-^can’s  siren  tongue  ? 

‘ r Only  » wp-k  brfwp  Ihp  port  tIsUpsI  iHp  Flormre  p.illrrj-, 
j hp  wmtp’thus  to  a fn<*nil  : — *•  I know  noihinit  of  painting. 

«{>on  It,  of  all  the  arts.  It  U the  most  vtSd(  iai  AOti 

I I ur.TMtiiral.  and  that  hr  irhich  tho  nonsmsc  of  mankind  It 
' inn't  ImptiSPil  ujw>n.  I bever  y«-t  saw  thr  I'lrture  orthr  ttatne 
I winch  c.tiQe  a loague  within  my  coacrjiljon  or  expectation; 

. bit  ! have  tern  many  mounlaui*,  .ind  le.w,  and  rlsert.  and 

views,  and  two  or  thre«  women,  who  went  aa  far  bejond  It." 
— Uuriftt 

• Sew  .Appendix,  *•  I!i*ti>rl‘*.xl  Vutet.”  Sos.  XV.  xri. 
I Tlic  ch'irrh  of  Santi  CrtK-e  contains  much  Ulus- 

I (rioiis  Te>thiti^.  The  tombs  of  Mn«  hlavrUl,  Michael  Ancrbi, 
I Oahieo.  and  Alfieri.  make  It  the  Wiwtirdnster  AM>ey  of  Italy. 
* I did  not  admire  any  of  these  tombs  »-tH‘yuflid  their  contents. 


WORKS.  CANTO  IV. 


That  mu.<Ic  In  It.«clf,  whose  sounds  are  song. 

The  poetry’  of  speech  ? No  ; — even  his  tomb 
Uptom,  must  bear  the  hytrna  bigot’s  wrong, 

N’o  more  amid^t  the  meaner  dead  dnd  room, 

Nur  claim  a passing  sigh,  because  it  told  for  whom  f 
BIX. 

And  Santa  Croce  wants  their  mighty  dust ; 

Yet  for  this  want  more  noted,  as  of  yore 
The  Cjesar’s  iiageant,  shorn  of  Brutus*  bust. 

Did  but  of  Rome’s  best  Son  remind  her  mure . 
Happier  Ravenna ! on  thy  hoary  shore. 

Fortress  of  falling  empire  ! honour’d  sleeps 
The  immortal  exile; — Arqua,  too,  her  store 
Of  tuneful  relics  proudly  claims  and  keeps,  [weeps. 
Wliile  Florence  vainly  begs  her  banihb’d  dead  and 
BX. 

B*hat  Is  her  pyramid  of  precious  stones  ? > 

Of  porphjTy,  jasper,  agate,  and  all  hues 
f)f  gem  and  marble,  to  encrust  the  bones 
<K  merchant-dukes  ? the  momentary  dews 
Which,  sjKirkllng  to  tl»e  twilight  stars,  infu«e 
Freshness  In  the  green  turf  that  wraps  the  dead, 
^>'ho!ie  najnes  are  inaus/dcums  of  the  Muse, 

.Are  gently  prest  with  far  more  reverent  tread 
Than  ever  paced  the  slab  which  paves  the  princely  head. 
BXI. 

There  he  more  things  to  greet  the  heart  and  eyes 
In  .Amo’s  dome  of  Art’s  mo*t  princely  shrine. 
Where  Sculpture  with  her  raiiilx>w  sUter  v»e> ; 
There  be  more  marvels  yet — but  not  for  miuc; 
For  I have  Iwen  acvustom’J  to  entwine 
My  thoughti  with  Nature  rather  In  the  fields, 
Thun  Art  in  galleries;  though  a work  divine 
Calls  for  my  spirit’s  homage,  yet  it  yields 
loCss  than  it  fccU,  bcc.iu.se  tiic  wcaixin  which  it  wicldi 
BXII. 

Is  of  another  temper,  and  I roam 
By  Thra-simene's  lake.  In  the  defiles 
Fatal  to  Roman  rashness,  more  at  home ; 

For  there  the  Carthaginian’s  warlike  wiles 
Come  back  before  me,  as  bis  skill  beguiles 
The  host  between  the  mountalas  and  the  shore. 
Where  Courage  falls  in  her  despairing  flies. 

And  torrcnt<,  swoU’n  to  rivers  with  their  gore. 
Reek  through  the  «ultrypl.iln,wltUleglonsjcaUerfdo’er, 

BXIII. 

Bike  to  a forest  fell’d  by  mountain  wlnd.s  ; 

And  such  the  storm  of  battle  on  tliis  day, 

And  such  the  frenzy,  whose  coimdrion  blinds 
To  all  save  cam.*ure.  that,  beneath  the  fray. 

An  earthquake  reel’d  unhecdedly  away  I 'o 
None  fl  it  stem  Nature  rorhing  at  his  feet. 

And  j*nwninq  forth  a grave  for  tho«e  who  lay 
Upon  their  bucklers  fur  a winding  shtet ; [meet  1 
Such  b the  absorbing  hate  when  warring  nations 

Th^  of  .Alfieri  Is  he.iry ; and  all  of  them  seem  to  t>e  over- 
loaded.  Wliat  Is  neressanr  hut  a bust  nnd  name?  .iiid  porham 
a date?  tJie  List  for  the  «nchron«ilo;*ic.\l.  of  whom  I am  one. 
But  ail  your  alh-corv  and  cul  '/)•  i«  infernal,  and  worse  than 
the  lonp  wigs  of  Knclish  nuMikuiU  upon  h”m.tn  bodies,  in 
Ih?  itatuarrof  the  r»  ieni  of  ('harlrs  the  Second,  William,  and 
Anne.’*  — jlgron  I.ttur$,  IslT.j 

.See  Apncaillx,  **  Itlitorical  Notes,"  No*,  xvm. 
XIX.  XX.  an«l  x\i. 

* 5ee  Appendix.  “ Ilittorfeal  Notes,"  No.  xxu. 

See  Appendix,  " Hlrtorleil  Notes."  No.  xxjtt.  — TAn 
earthquake  which  shook  all  It.'ily  iwcurred  during  the  battle, 
and  was  unfeU  by  any  of  the  combatanU.  j 
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1 LXIV. 

, The  Earth  to  them  wris  aa  a iMllinK  hark 
Which  bore  them  to  Eternity ; they  saw 
! The  Ocean  round,  but  hail  no  time  to  mark 
i The  motions  of  their  vessel ; Nature’s  law, 

. In  them  suspended,  reck’d  not  of  the  awe  [birds 
I Which  relinis  when  mounlalns  tremble,  and  the 
Plunge  in  the  clouds  for  refuse  and  withdraw 
I From  their  down>toi*i>Ung  nests;  and  bellowing 
j herds  [no  wonls. 

Stumble  o'er  heavin;^  plains  A^td  man's  dread  bath 

LXV. 

Far  ether  scene  is  Thnislmenc  now : 

I iicr  lake  a .sheet  of  silver,  and  her  plain 
I Kent  by  no  ravage  save  the  «entle  plough; 
j Her  aced  trees  rise  thick  as  once  the  slain 

l.:ty  where  their  roots  arc ; but  a brook  bath  ta’en  ~ 
A little  rill  of  scanty  stream  and  bed  — 

I A name  of  blood  from  that  day’s  sanguine  rain ; 

And  &uiguinetto  tells  ye  where  the  dead  [red.  • 

' Made  the  cartii  wet,  and  turn'd  the  unwilling  waters 

LXVI. 

Hut  thou,  CHtumnus ! In  thy  sweetest  wave  < 
the  ma>t  living  cr)  shd  that  was  e'er 
'I’hc  haunt  of  river  nymph,  to  gaxe  and  lave 
Her  llml>s  where  nothing  hid  them,  thou  do»t  rear 
Thy  gnwsy  banks  whereon  the  milk-white  steer 
(«nucs ; the  purest  god  of  gentle  waters  I 
And  most  serene  of  aspect,  and  most  clt'ar; 

Surely  that  stream  was  unpmfaucd  by  slaughters— 
A mirror  and  a bath  for  Beauty’s  youngest  daughters ! 

Lxvn. 

And  on  thy  happy  shore  a Temple  * still. 

Of  small  and  delicate  proportion,  keeps, 
l'[)on  a mild  declivity  of  hill. 

! Its  jnemorj’  of  thee;  lK*ncath  it  sweeps 
i Thy  ewrrent’s  calmness ; oft  fre>m  out  it  kap* 

The  finny  darter  with  the  glittiTing  scale.s 
! Who  dwe!U  aitd  revels  In  thy  glass}'  deeps ; 

I While,  chance,  some  scatter’d  water-lily  sails 
( Down  where  the  shallower  wave  stiU  ItlLs  Its  bub- 
bling talcs. 

* f*'  Ttie  lovely  peaeefnl  mirror  n-flrrfed  the  moonfaini  of 
Moiitr  Puleiiuu,  arkl  (he  wild  font  ckimmlntt  iti  ample  >ur- 
face,  touched  the  watiTS  with  their  rapid  wiiiKi.  leat  tiii.'  cirrles 
and  trains  of  light  to  itUlter  in  gray  reitoM*.  Ai  we  moved 
along,  one  H*t  of  interesting  features  tielde«l  to  another,  and 
every  change  excited  new  tleiighl.  Vet,  w:tk  It  nut  among 

I these  traiu|uil  tcenes  that  ll;jmilial  and  Flaminlus  met  ? 

I Was  not  the  blush  of  blood  upon  the  silver  lake  of  Thrasb 
I inene?*’_||.  W.  Wiu-issiv.} 

* No  tMM>k  of  travels  has  omitted  to  expatiate  on  the  temple 
of  the  Clltumiius,  U'tween  Foligtio  and  -Spoletu  ; and  no  •lie, 
or  scenery,  even  m Italy,  is  more  worthy  a descrifdlon.  For 
an  account  of  the  dilaptii.ition  of  this  teiople,  the  reader  is 
referred  to**  Historical  Illustrations  of  the  Fourth  Canto  of 

; C'hildu  Harold,"  p.  A^. 

* r*  This  pretty  little  gem  stands  on  the  aecHvUy  of  a liank 
I os'criookiug  Its  crystal  waters,  whicti  hare  their  source  at  the 

distanceof  sume  himdml>ar<ls  towanls  Spoleto.  Thclemple, 

I fronting  (lie  river,  is  of  an  ohhmg  form.  In  the  ('onnthtan 
order.  Four  columns  sopmrt  the  pediment,  the  shahs  of 
which  arc  covered  in  spiral  lines,  and  in  forms  to  represent 
I the  scales  nf  fishes  : tlic  bases,  too,  are  richly  srulptursHl. 
Within  the  huUdins  Is  a chai>el,  the  walls  of  which  are 
covered  with  many  hundred  luuies ; but  wc  saw  none  which 
i|  we  ruuld  reengnise  ns  British.  Can  it  he  that  (his  rlassieal 
I ' tetn{p|e  Is  sehhim  visited  by  our  countrymen,  though  celchnited 
by  Dryden  and  Addison  f To  future  tvaveUers  irom  Britain 
i it  will  surely  be  rendered  hicercsting  by  the  beaiitiiul  lines  of 
, Lord  Byron,  flowing  as  swes'tly  as  the  lovely  stream  which 
j they  des'rrihe."— - H.  W.  WttxiAMs.] 

1 * [Perhaps  there  are  no  verics  In  osir  lajigu.agc  of  happli'r 

deseriptlve  [K>wer  tl.on  the  two  stansas  which  eharacterlsc  (he 
I Clitumnua.  In  general  ports  brid  it  so  dlilicult  to  leave  an 


Lxvm. 

Pass  nut  unbicst  the  (rcnlu!i  of  tlu*  place  1 
If  thnn4;h  the  air  a xephyr  more  bcn-ne 
Win  to  the  brow,  'tU  his;  and  if  yc  trace 
Along  his  margin  a more  eloquent  green,  ! 

If  on  the  heart  the  freshness  of  the  scene  I 

S{irinklv  its  coolness,  and  from  the  dr>*  Uu>t  } 

Of  wear)'  life  a moment  lave  It  clean  i 

With  Nature’!)  baptUm, — 'th  to  him  yc  nm>t  | 
Pay  orisons  fur  this  suspensiou  of  disgust.  < j 

LX  IX. 

The  nwir  of  waters ! — from  the  headlong  height 
Yflino  cleavw  the  wave-woni  precipice ; 

The  fall  of  waters  ! rapid  as  the  light 
The  flashing  ma*>s  foams  shaking  the  abyss ; 

The  hell  of  waters  1 where  they  howl  and  hiss, 

And  boll  In  endless  torture ; while  the  sweat 
Of  their  great  agony,  w rung  out  from  this 
Their  Phlegcthon,  curls  round  the  nvka  of  jet 
That  gird  the  guif  around,  in  pitiless  horror  set, 

LXX. 

Ami  mounts  in  spray  the  skies,  and  thence  again 
Returns  in  an  unceasing  shower,  which  round. 

With  its  unemptled  cloud  of  gentle  rain,  • 

U an  eternal  April  to  the  ground,  I 

Making  it  all  one  emerald: — how  prefound 
The  gulf!  and  how  the  giant  element 
Frmn  reck  to  rock  lea|>s  w ith  deliriuu.s  bound. 
Crushing  the  cUlTs,  which,  downward  worn  and 
rent  [vent 

With  his  Jlercc  footsteps,  yield  In  chasms  a fe.uful 

LXX  I. 

To  the  broad  column  which  rolls  on,  and  shows 

More  like  the  fountain  of  an  infant  sea 

Tom  from  the  womb  of  mountains  by  the  throes 

Of  a new  world,  than  only  thus  to  be 

Ihirent  of  rivers,  which  flow  giinhlngly,  fl»ack  ! 

With  many  windings,  throiq;h  the  vale : — Look 

Lo  I where  It  comes  like  an  etcrait)*. 

As  if  to  sweep  down  ail  things  In  iu  tnu'k. 

Charming  the  eye  with  dread,  — a matchless  cataract,  * ' 

Interertlng  «ubjwt.  that  thry  liiiure  the  dlMlnctnev*  of  the 
ileH'riptioo  by  loading  it  >o  u to  eint*aiTnii«,  rather  than 
excite,  the  t*ncy  of  the  reader;  or  eUe,  (u  avoid  that  Tsult, 
they  confine  themteivea  to  cold  and  alxtrart  geitcralUtec. 
HjTon  hai,  in  ihr*p  stanxxs,  admirably  »te»*r«sl  hU  roun*  be- 
twixt these  extremes:  while  they  preMau  the  niitlirtet  of  a 
picture  m pure  .iiid  m lirillinrit  a'«  those  of  ('laudr  larrraioe, 
the  tatk  nf  fiUlng  up  (hr  more  minul4-  particular*  t*  judiduudy 
left  to  the  tmaj^lnAlion  of  the  reader  ; and  it  muxt  )>e  drul 
indeeil  If  it  doe*  not  tunply  what  the  po<-t  ha*  left  umutid.  or 
but  generally  and  briefly  mtimatril.  While  the  eye  (tlaiice* 
oT,T  the  Hue*,  we  »eem  to  fivl  the  refreshing  ermine**  of  ilie 
terme.— we  liewr  the  Inibbllng  tale  r>(  the  more  rapid  tlream*. 
and  tee  the  slender  proportion*  of  the  rural  temple  reflrrted 
in  the  crystal  depth  of  trie  calm  pool.  » $ia  Waltka  ScuTT.} 

* { taw  the  Cascata  del  Marmora  of  Tern!  (wire,  at  dlf* 
ferret  jKTiml*  ; once  from  the  «ummit  of  the  precipice,  and 
again  from  the  valley  below.  The  lower  view  1*  far  to  be 
preferred,  if  the  traveller  ha*  time  for  one  only  ; Imt  in  any 
|H)ir>t  of  view,  either  from  above  or  below,  it  1*  worth  all  the 
ratcodr*  ami  torrent*  of  Switirrland  put  together  : the  StAU- 
luch,  Ut'ichenttacb,  lM>>»c  Voche,  fall  of  Arptuiax,  &r.  arc  rlHi 
(n  romporollre  apiiearance.  Of  the  fall  of  SchaffhauArn  I 
cannot  *peak,notyet  having  keen  it.  — ['*  Tlie  ttimning  tnund, 
the  inl*(,  uncertainty,  and  trerrendoa*  depth,  twwihlered  the 
*(-ntc*  fur  a time,  and  the  eye  had  little  re»t  from  the  lm|>e. 
tuou*  and  hurrying  water*,  to  tearch  into  tho  niyitcrluu*  and 
whitened  gulf,  which  precented,  through  a cloud  of  tpray, 
the  apparition*,  a*  it  were,  of  rut'k*  and  overhanging  w<kmI. 

The  wmd,  however,  would  >omrtime*  remove  for  an  tn*tant 
(hi*  mi*ty  veil,  and  dliplay  inch  a >cen«  of  havoc  a*  appalled 
tbecoiO.'*  — It  \V.  WiLLiAwa.j 
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BYROX'S  WORKS. 


CAXTO  IV. 


LXXII. 

Horribly  beautiful ! but  on  the  vcrKC, 

From  side  to  side,  beneath  the  glittering  mom. 

An  Iris  sits,  amidst  the  infernal  surge, ' 

Like  HoiX!  uixin  a death-bed.  and,  unworn 
Its  steady  dyes,  while  all  around  is  tom 
By  the  dLstnicted  waters,  serene 
lu  brilliant  hues  with  all  their  Ixams  unshorn : 
Resembling,  'mid  the  torture  of  the  scene, 

Ix>vc  watching  Madness  with  unalterable  mien. 

Lxxm. 

Once  more  upon  the  woody  Apennine, 

The  Infant  AJps  which  — had  I not  before 
Gazed  on  their  mightier  parents,  where  the  pine 
Sits  on  more  sbagiO'  summits,  and  where  roar< 
The  thundering  lauwine— might  be  worshipij‘<l 
But  I has*e  seen  the  soaring  Jungfrau  rear  [mure ; 
Her  never-trodden  snow,  and  seen  the  hoar 
Glaciers  of  bleak  Mont  Blanc  both  far  and  near. 
And  in  Chimori  heard  the  thunder-hills  of  iv-ar. 


I LXXVL 

I Aught  that  recalls  the  daily  drug  which  turn’d 
My  sickening  memory ; and,  though  Time  hath 
My  mind  to  meditate  what  then  it  learn 'd,  [taught 
^ Yet  such  the  fix'd  inveteracy  wrought 
[ By  the  Impatience  of  my  early  thought, 

I liiat,  with  the  freshness  wearing  out  before 
! My  miml  ctudd  relish  what  it  might  have  sought, 
j If  free  to  choose,  1 cannot  now  restore 
Its  health ; but  what  it  then  detested,  still  abhor. 

LXXVII. 

Then  farewell,  Horace ; whom  I hated  so.  ^ 

Not  for  thy  faults,  but  mine ; it  is  a curse 
' To  understand,  not  feel  thy  lyric  flow, 

« To  comprehend,  but  never  love  thy  verse: 
Although  no  deeper  Momllst  rehearse 
Our  little  life,  nor  Bard  prescribe  his  art. 

Nor  livelier  Satirist  the  conscience  plen'c, 
j Awakening  without  wounding  the  touch’d  heart, 
Yet  fare  thee  well  — upon  Soracte’i  ridge  we  part. 


LXXIV. 

Th’  Acroceraunlan  mountains  of  old  name ; 

And  on  Parnassus  seen  the  eagles  fly 
Like  spirits  of  the  spot,  ns ’t  were  for  fame, 

For  still  they  soar'd  unutterably  high : 

I’ve  look’d  on  Ida  with  a Trtyan’s  eye; 

Athos,  Olympus,  .^tna.  Atlas,  made 
These  hills  seem  things  of  lesser  dignity. 

All,  sas'e  the  lone  Sunicte's  height,  Uispiny’d 
Not  now  in  snow,  which  asks  the  lyric  Roman's  aid 


LxxvnL  !' 

Oh  Rome  I my  country  I city  of  the  «nd  I 1 1 

The  orphans  of  the  heart  must  turn  to  thee,  ‘ j 

Lone  mother  of  dead  empires ! and  control 
In  their  shut  breasts  their  ixtty  miseiy. 

What  are  our  woes  and  sufferance  ? Come  and  5«r  i ! 
The  cypress,  hear  the  owl,  and  plod  your  way  ! i 
O’er  steps  of  broken  thrones  and  temples,  Ycl  j 

^Miose  ag<inlcs  are  evils  of  a day  . j 

A world  is  at  our  feet  as  fragile  as  our  clay.  h 


LXXV. 

j For  our  remembrance,  and  from  out  the  plain 
I Heaves  like  a long-swept  srave  about  to  break, 

! And  on  the  curl  hangs  jiausing:  not  In  vain 

I May  he,  who  will,  bis  recollections  rake, 

! And  quote  in  classic  raptures,  anil  awake 

j!  The  hills  with  Latlan  echoes;  I abhoirM 

I Too  much,  to  conquer  for  the  poet’s  sake, 

1 The  drill’d  dull  lesson,  forced  down  word  by  word’ 
In  luy  repugnant  youth,  with  pleasure  to  record 


L.XXTX.  j 

'fhe  Niobe  of  nations  l there  j>he  stand?,  * ‘ 

Childless  and  crownless,  in  her  voiceless  woe ; ; 

An  empty  um  within  her  wither’d  hands,  i 

Whose  holy  dust  wa.s  scatter’d  long  agi>; 

The  Scipios’  tomb  contains  no  ashes  now;  ® 

The  vfiy  sepulchres  lie  tcnantless 
Of  their  heroic  dwellers  : dost  thou  flow,  i 

Old  Tiber!  through  a marble  wilderness?  ■■ 

Rise,  with  thy  yellow  waves,  and  mantle  her  distress.  ■ 


■ Of  the  time,  place,  and  qualities  of  this  kind  of  Iris,  the 
reader  will  ice  a sbort  arcriunt,  in  a note  to  Mon/rfd.  I'he 
fall  looks  CO  much  like  “the  hell  of  waters,'*  that  Addi«on 
thought  the  descent  alluded  to  by  the  gulf  in  which  Alerto 
plunged  into  the  infernal  reitioo*.  It  U singular  enough,  that 
two  of  the  finest  cascades  in  Hiirope  shnuld  bo  artiflci.'U^ 
this  of  the  Vcliiio,  and  the  one  at  HroU.  The  traTelliT  is 
stroncly  recommended  to  trace  the  Velino,  at  least  as  hii;h  ns 
the  little  lake,  railed  Pit'  di  Lnp.  ITic  Ilealine  territory  w.ii 
the  Italian  Temfw  (Clcer.  KpUt  ad  Attic.  \v.  lib.  tr.},  and  < 
the  ancient  naturalists  (Plln.  Hist.  Nat.  HU  ii.  cap.  Kii.),  j 
amongst  other  beautiful  varieties,  remarked  the  daily  raili.  < 
bows  of  the  fake  Velinus.  A scholar  of  great  name  has  \ 
devoted  a treatise  to  thU  district  alone.  See  Aid.  Manut.  ilc  ; 
Kcatina  Crbc  Agruqur,  ap.  Sollcngre,  TItesaur.  tom.  i.  p.  773  ' 

* In  the  greater  part  of  Switzerland,  the  avalanches  are 

known  by  the  name  of  Ltuwine.  I 

* Tliese  stanzas  may  prohal.ly  remind  the  reader  of  Ensign 
Northerton’s  remarks : “ D— 1\  Homo,"  &c. ; btit  the  reasons 
for  our  dislike  are  not  ex.vctty  the  sar.-.a.  1 wish  to  expreM, 
that  wo  become  tired  of  the  t.vsk  before  we  can  comprehend 
the  Ix'auU' ; that  wc  Iram  by  rote  liefore  wc  can  get  heart ; 
that  the  freshness  Is  worn  away,  and  the  future  pleasure  and  < 
oiiv.\nUge  do4«lraetl  ami  destroyed,  by  the  diuavtir  antici- 
pation, at  an  age  when  we  ran  neither  fct*I  nor  understand  | 
the  power  of  compositions  which  it  requires  an  acquainiaiici* 
with  life,  as  well  as  Leilin  and  Greek,  to  relish,  or  to  reason  ! 
upon.  For  the  same  reason,  we  never  can  be  aware  of  the 
fulness  of  some  of  the  finest  (Husages  of  ShiUispeare  To  be.  I 
or  not  to  be,”  for  instance),  from  the  haldtof  having  them 
hammered  into  us  at  eight  yrMs  old,  as  an  exercise,  not  of  I 
mimi,  but  of  reemorv:  so  that  when  we  are  old  enough  to 
enjoytbem.the  tastei’sgooe.  andtheappetitrpallM.  liisome  | 
parti  of  the  conUtH-nt,  voung  persons  are  taught  from  more  1 
common  authors,  aud  do  not  read  the  best  classics  till  their 


matmily.  1 certainly  do  not  sjieak  on  this  point  from  any 
pique  nr  aversion  towards  the  place  of  my  education.  I was 
not  n stow,  though  an  idle  Imy ; and  I believe  no  one  cotild.  or 
can  he,  more  attached  (o  Harrow  than  I have  always  been, 
and  with  reason  ; — a part  of  the  time  passed  there  was  the 
happiest  of  my  life ; and  my  preceptor,  tlie  Hev.  Dr.  Josefdi 
Drury,  was  the  best  and  worthiest  frier>d  1 ever  posses<ni, 
whose  warnings  1 have  n'membertd  but  too  well,  inough  too 
late  when  I have  erred.  — and  whose  counsels  1 have  Init 
followed  when  1 have  done  well  or  wisely.  If  ever  this  im- 
perfect record  of  my  feelings  towanis  hfm  should  reach  Ids 
eyes,  let  it  remind  liim  of  one  who  never  thinks  of  him  twit 
with  gratitude  and  veneration  — of  one  who  would  more 
gladly  l>oast  of  having  been  his  pupil.  If,  by  more  closely  fol- 
lowing hit  injunctions,  he  could  refli^t  any  honour  upo’n  his 
instructor. 

* [I/ird  Ilyron’s  prepossessimt  against  Horace  It  not  without 
a parallel.  It  was  n<A  tsU  rcleatiri  from  the  duty  of  reading 
Virgil  ns  a Uuk.  that  Gray  could  fetd  himself  capable  of  ei>- 
Joring  the  beauties  of  that  ;»oet.  — MooaE.l 

* I have  been  some  days  in  Rome  the  WonderfuL  I am 
dellghtcil  with  Rome.  Asa  whole  — ancient  ami  moaern,— 
It  l>cats  Greece.  Conitantlnonle,  every  thing  — at  least  that  1 
have  ever  seen.  Hut  I can't  descrllH*.  I>ecansc  my  first  Im- 
preisiom  are  always  strong  and  cimfused.  and  my  memory 
Klteit  and  mltices  them  to  order,  like  distance  in  the  lamf- 
srape,  and  blends  them  better,  allhough  they  may  lx  less 
distinct.  1 have  been  on  horseback  roost  of  the  day,  all  days 
since  my  arrival.  I hare  l*een  to  Albano,  its  lakes,  ami  to 
the  top  of  the  Alban  Mount,  and  to  Freacati.  Arida.  Ac.  As 
for  the  Coliseum,  Pantheon,  St.  Peter's,  the  Vatican.  Palatine, 
Ac.  Ac.  — they  ore  quite  inconceivable,  and  must  be  scew.”  — 
Hjfrrm  Lettfrt,  May,  1R17.3 

< For  a comment  on  this  and  the  two  following  stanzas, 
the  reader  may  consult  •*  Hiitorical  niuitratloos,”  p.  <6. 
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CAKTOIV.  CIIILDE  HAROL 


LXXX. 

The  Goth,  the  Christian,  Time,  War,  Flood,  and  Fire, 
Have  dealt  upon  the  &evcn-biU'd  city's  pride ; 

Sbe  saw  her  glories  star  by  star  expire. 

And  up  the  steep  barbarian  monarchs  ride. 

Where  tbe  car  climb'd  the  Capitol ; &r  and  wiile 
Temple  and  tower  went  tiown,  nor  left  a site : 
Chaus  of  ruins ! who  shall  trace  the  void, 

O'er  the  dim  fragments  cast  a lunar  light. 

And  say,  **bcre  was,  or  Is,”  where  alUs  doubly  night  ? 

LXXXt. 

: The  double  night  of  ages,  and  of  her, 

I Night’s  daughter,  Ignorance,  hath  wrapt  and  wrap 
I All  round  us ; we  but  feel  our  way  to  err : 

The  ocean  bath  its  chart,  the  stars  their  ma|). 

And  Knowledge  spreads  them  on  her  ample  lap ; 
But  Rome  Is  as  the  desert,  where  we  steer 
Stumbling  o'er  recollections ; now  we  clap 
Our  hands,  and  cry  **  Eureka ! ” it  is  clear — 
^Vben  but  some  fklse  mirage  of  ruin  rises  near. 

LXXXIL 

Alas ! the  lofty  city ! and  alas  f 
The  trebly  bimdred  triumphs ! * and  the  day 
^V'hcn  Brutus  made  the  dagger's  edge  surpass 
The  conqueror's  sword  In  bearing  fame  away  I 
Alas,  for  Tally’s  voice,  and  Virgil's  lay. 

And  Livy's  pictured  page  I — but  these  shall  be 
Her  resurrection;  all  beside— decay. 

Alas,  for  Earth,  for  never  shall  we  see 
That  brightness  In  her  eye  »he  bore  when  Romo  was 
free ! 

LXXXIII. 

Oh  thou,  whose  chariot  lull'd  on  Fortune’s  wheel, 
Triumphant  Sylla  I Thou,  who  didst  subdue 
Thy  country’s  foe*  ere  thou  wouldst  pause  to  feel 
The  wrath  of  thy  own  wrongs,  or  reap  the  due 
Of  hoarded  vengeance  till  thine  eagles  flew 
O'er  prostrate  A^la;  — thou,  who  with  thy  frossm 
Annihilated  senates  — Roman,  too. 

With  all  thy  vices,  for  tbou  didst  lay  down 
I With  an  atoning  smile  n more  than  earthly  crown  — 

LXXXIV. 

The  dictatorial  wreath  '^, — cou’dst  thou  divine 
To  what  would  one  day  dwindle  that  which  made 
Thee  more  than  mortal  ? and  that  so  supine 
By  aught  than  Romans  Rome  should  thus  be  laid  ? 
She  who  was  named  Eternal,  and  array’d 
Her  warriors  but  to  conquer — she  who  veil'd 
l-;arth  with  her  haughty  shadow,  and  dbqtlay'd, 

^ Until  the  o'er-canopied  horizon  faU'd, 

Her  rushing  wings— > Oh  ! she  who  was  Almighty 
haU'd! 

> Ortniut  3^0  for  the  number  of  triumph*,  lie  is 
follnwed  by  Panirtnius;  and  P^nTiniui  by  Mr.  Gibbon  and 
tbc  modem  writer*. 

f Certainir,  were  it  net  for  them  two  trait*  in  the  life  of 
Sylla,  allu4l«kl  to  in  this  ■taits*.  we  ihould  reganl  him  a*  n 
monster  unredeemed  by  any  admirable  quality.  Tim  atome. 
mnU  of  hii  voluntary  resignation  of  empire  mar  perhapt  Ite 
accepted  by  ui,  as  U teemi  to  hare  a.-itlifled  tbe  tbwnan*,  who 
if  tbry  had  not  respected  muit  hare  destroyed  him.  There 
could  be  no  mean,  no  division  of  opinion  ; they  mint  have  all 
ttxuighL.  like  Kucrates,  that  what  iiad  appeared  ambition  was 
a love  of  glory,  and  that  what  had  been  mistaken  fur  pride 
waa  a real  grandeur  of  souL  — Seigneur,  voua  chongez 
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LXXXV. 

Sylla  was  flret  of  victors  ; but  our  own 
Tbc  sagest  of  usurpers,  Cromwell ; he 
Too  swept  off  senates  while  he  bew'd  the  throoe 
Down  to  a block  — immortal  rebel ! See 
Wliat  crimes  it  costs  to  be  a moment  free 
And  fiunous  through  all  ages  ! but  beneath 
His  fate  the  moral  lurks  of  destiny ; 

Hii  day  of  double  victory  and  death  [breath. 
Beheld  him  win  two  realms,  and,  happier,  yield  bis 

LXXXVL 

The  third  of  the  same  moon  whose  former  course 
Had  all  but  crown'd  him,  on  the  selfsame  day 
Deposed  him  gently  from  his  throne  of  force, 

And  laid  him  with  the  earth’s  preceding  clay.  3 
And  show’d  not  Fortune  thus  how  fame  and  sway, 
And  all  we  deem  delightful,  and  consume 
Our  souls  to  compass  through  each  arduoiu  way, 

Are  in  her  ryes  'teas  happy  than  the  tomb  ? 

Were  they  but  so  In  man's,  bow  ditferent  were  his 
doom ! 

LXXXVn. 

And  thou,  dread  statue  I yet  existent  in 
The  austcrest  form  of  naked  maj^t>’i 
Tliou  who  behcldest,  'mid  the  assassins’ din. 

At  thy  bathed  base  the  bloody  Ca-sor  lie. 

Folding  bis  robe  in  dying  dignity. 

An  offering  to  thine  altar  from  the  queen 
Of  gods  and  men,  great  NemesU  I did  he  dir, 

And  thou,  too,  perish,  Pompey  ? have  ye  been 
Victors  of  countless  kings,  or  puppets  of  a scene  ? 

Lxxxvrii. 

And  thou,  the  thunder-stricken  nurse  of  Rome ! ' 
Sbe-wolf : whose  brazen-lmaged  dugs  Impart 
Tbc  milk  of  conquest  yet  within  the  dome 
\Vherc,  as  a monument  of  antique  art,  I 

Thou  standest : — Mother  of  the  mighty  heart.  I 
MTilch  the  great  founder  suck’iI  from  thy  wild  teat,  I 
Scorch’d  by  the  Roman  Jove's  ethereal  dart,  I 

And  thy  limbs  black  with  lightning  — do4t  thou  yet 
Guard  thine  immortal  cubs,  nor  thy  fond  charge 
forget  ? 

LXXXIX 

Thou  dost ; — but  all  thy  foster-babes  arc  dead  — 

The  men  of  iron : and  the  world  hath  rear'd 
Cities  from  out  their  sepulchres  : men  bled 
In  imitation  of  the  things  they  fear'd,  [steer'd. 

And  fought  and  conquer'd,  and  the  same  course 
At  apish  distance  ; but  as  yet  none  have. 

Nor  coulil,  tlie  same  supremacy  have  near'd, 

Save  one  vain  man,  who  is  not  In  the  grave. 

But,  vanquish’d  by  himself,  to  his  own  slaves  a slave— 

toiitcs  nicf  ItU««  do  la  riQon  dont  jo  vmit  mis  aitir.  Jc  cro)  als 
quo  vous  avln  do  rambitlon,  mti<  aiirunc  amour  pour  U 
Rinire  : Je  voyals  bion  quo  vntro  imo  ftalt  haute ; mats  je  no 
smipconna'i  pas  qu'ellc  hit  grande."  — Z>f'a4of isrs  de  Sylta  ft 
tfKvcratf.2 

> On  the  3d  of  .^ptember  Cromwell  gained  the  victory  ot 
Dunbar : a year  attcrwordi  ho  oMained  **  hU  crowning  ^ 
mercy  nf  Worcester ; and  a few  year*  afler,  on  the  same 
il.iy.  which  he  had  ever  estrcniod  the  most  fortunate  for  him,  I 
died. 

<,»  See  .tppendix,  " Hlstnrlral  Notes,"  Nos.  xxfv.  x\r. 
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BYRON’S  AVORKS. 


CANTU  IV. 


xc. 


The  fool  of  false  (k)mlnum  — and  a klnJ 
Of  i)u.stanl  C.T^ar,  following  him  of  old 
With  steps  unequal ; for  the  Roman's  mind 
Was  modcilVl  in  a less  terrestrial  mould,  > 

With  passions  fiercer,  yet  a judgment  cold,  ’ 

And  an  Immortal  instinct  which  redeem'd 
The  frailties  of  a heart  so  soft,  yet  bold,  | 

Alcidfs  with  the  disUtf  now  he  secm’il  1 

At  Cleopatra's  feet,  — and  now  himself  he  Ivcam'd,  | 

XCL 

And  came — and  saw— and  conquer'd ! But  the  man  ' 
Who  would  have  tamed  his  eagles  down  to  five, 

Like  a train'd  falcon,  in  the  Gallic  van, 

Which  he.  In  sooth,  long  led  to  vlctorj-,  I 

With  a deaf  heart  which  never  seem’d  to  l>e 
A listener  to  itself,  was  strangely  framed  ; I 

With  but  one  weakest  weakness  — vanity,  i 

Co({ueUlsh  in  ambition — still  he  aim’d  — I 

At  what?  can  he  avouch — or  answer  what  he  ' 
claim'd  ? 

xcn.  I 

And  would  be  all  or  nothing  — nor  could  wait  ' 
For  (he  sure  grave  to  level  him  ; few  years  | 

Ha  l fix'd  him  with  the  Caesars  in  bb  fate, 

On  whom  wc  treail ; For  tkU  the  conqueror  rears 
The  arch  of  triumph  I and  for  this  the  tears  1 

And  bloo<l  of  earth  flow  on  as  they  have  fiow'd,  | 

An  universal  sleluge,  which  appears  | 

Without  an  ark  for  wretched  man's  alKxie,  < 

And  ebbs  but  to  reflow  ] — Renew  thy  rainbow,  God  1 

xciii.  i 

W*liat  from  this  l«rren  being  do  we  reap  ? 

Our  senses  nam»w.  and  our  reassm  frail.  * i 

Life  short,  and  truth  a gem  which  loves  the  deep,  ' 
And  all  things  weigh’d  in  custom’s  falsest  scale  ; 
Opinion  an  omnliHitence,  — whose  veil 
Mantles  the  earth  with  «larkne«s,  until  right  j 
Anti  wrong  are  accidents,  and  men  grow  pale  | 

I^t  their  own  judgments  should  become  toobricht, 

■ And  their  free  thoughts  be  crimes,  and  earth  have 
too  much  light. 

XCIV. 

And  thus  they  plod  in  sluggish  misery. 

Rotting  from  sire  to  son,  and  age  to  age, 
l*roud  of  their  trampled  nature,  and  «o  die. 
Bequeathing  their  hereditary  rage 
To  the  new  race  of  inlxirn  slaves,  who  wage 
War  for  their  chains,  and  rather  than  Ik*  free, 

Bleed  gladiator-like,  and  still  engage 
Within  the  same  arena  where  they  see 
Tocir  fellows  fall  befon*,  like  leaves  of  the  same  tree. 

.\CV. 

t speak  not  of  men’s  erccsls  — they  rest  between 
Man  and  hU  Maker  — but  of  things  allow’d, 
Avcrr’d,  and  known,  — and  daily,  hourly  seen  — 
The  yoke  that  is  ujion  us  doubly  Iww’d, 

.And  the  Intent  of  tyranny  avow’d, 

* S»c*  Appendix.**  llittorical  N’ote*,"  No.  x*vi. 

/ — ■—  **  Omnei  penc  veterei ; qul  nilill  eogtiosd. 

nihil  ncrrrpi,  nihil  tclri  poise  dixerunt ; snguito*  •cniui  ; 
imbeciUot  aniinnt,  Umi.i  rurricula  ru«i  in  pmfundo  veri. 
tatrm  denuTum  ; opinionihui  el  omnia  trnrri  ; 

nihil  Ter'Uti  rrlinqol : tleineepi  ocnniA  tenebri*  cimimfnia 
e«»e  dixeruiiL'*  Academ.  L IS.  'llie  eighteen  iiumired  >ear* 


The  edict  of  llarth's  rulers,  who  are  grown 
The  apes  of  him  who  humbled  once  the  proud. 

And  shook  them  from  their  sluralH'rs  on  the  thnme : 
Too  glorious  were  this  all  bis  mighty  arm  bad  done. 

' XCVL 

Can  tyrants  but  by  tyrants  conquer’d  b?. 

I And  Freedom  find  no  champion  and  no  child 
I Such  as  CoUmibla  saw  arise  when  she 
! Sprung  forth  a P.illas,  arm'd  and  unJcfllcd  ? 

Or  must  such  minds  be  nourish'd  in  the  wild, 

I>cep  in  the  unpruned  forest,  ’midst  the  roar 
' Of  cataracts,  where  nursing  Nature  smiled 
On  infant  Washington  ? Has  Earth  no  more 
Such  seeds  within  her  breast,  or  £uro|>c  no  such 
I shore  ? 

I XCVIL 

[ But  France  got  drunk  with  blood  to  vomit  crime, 

I .And  fatal  have  her  Saturnalia  been 
' To  Freedom’s  cause,  In  every  age  and  clime  ; 

Because  the  deadly  d.'iys  which  we  have  seen, 

I And  vile  Ambition,  that  built  up  between 
I Man  and  his  hopes  an  adamantine  wall, 

I .And  the  ba«e  pageant  upon  the  scene. 

Arc  grown  the  pretext  for  the  eternal  thruil 
, X^Tiich  nips  life’s  tree,  and  dooms  m.in't  worst  — hU 
j second  fall. 


xcvm. 

Yet,  Freedom  I yet  thy  banner,  tom,  but  flying. 
Streams  like  the  thunder-storm  a<7oin«<  the  wind  ; 
Thy  trumpet  wicc.  though  broken  now  and  dying, 
The  loudest  still  the  tempest  k>avt*s  behind  ; 

Thy  tree  hath  lost  its  blossoms  and  the  rind. 
Chopp’d  by  the  a.ve,  looks  rough  and  little  worth. 
But  the  sap  lasts  — and  still  the  seed  we  find 
Sown  deep,  even  In  the  bosom  of  the  North  : 

So  shall  a better  spring  less  bitter  fhill  bring  forth. 

XCIX. 

There  U a stem  round  t<mer  of  other  days  * 

Firm  as  a fortress,  with  Its  fence  of  stone, 

Such  as  an  army’s  baffled  strength  delays 
Standing  with  half  its  battlements  alone. 

And  with  two  thousand  years  of  Ivy  grown. 

The  garland  of  eternity,  where  wave 
I The  green  leaves  over  all  by  time  o’erthrown  ; — 
What  was  this  lower  of  strength  ’ within  its  cave 
What  treasure  lay  so  lock'd,  so  hid?  — A woman's 
j grave. 

C. 

I But  who  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  dead, 

I Tomb’d  in  a palace  ? Was  she  chaste  and  fair  ? 

Worthy  a king's,  or  more— a Roman's  bed  ? 

' What  race  of  chiefs  and  heroes  did  she  bear  ? 

What  daughter  of  her  beauties  was  the  heir  ? 

• How  lived  — how  loveil  — how  died  si»e  ? Wax  she 
I So  honour’d  — and  conspicuously  there,  [not 
Where  meaner  relics  must  not  dare  r<»  rut. 

Placed  to  cuinmerooratc  a more  than  mortal  lot  ? 


»hkh  have  elapsed  ilncr  Circro  wr'vtp  ttili,  have  not  irwovod 
Aliy  01*  the  ImiK'fStx lions  of  latimauty ; «ii<l  the  r<impLainU  of 
tlie  Ancirnt  philoiupheri  may.  wuixiui  ielusiice  ur  affoctaitoii, 
b«  tramcribed  la  a (Korin  wtitteu  yes-eoUr. 

^Albaling  to  the  tomb  a recitiu  ^letella  called  Capo  dl 
Ibirr.  See  **  HUunieal  IUu»*rA'u)ns,"  p.  SOU. 
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OASTO  IV 


CHILDE  HAROLDS  PILOUIMACE. 


=0 

5;i  II 


I Was  shr  as  those  who  los’c  their  lords,  or  they 

jj  Who  love  the  lonls  of  others  ? such  have  been 

Even  in  the  olden  time,  Rome's  annaU  say. 

Wm  she  a matron  of  Cornelia's  mien, 

!|  Or  the  lUtht  air  of  Egypt's  ffraeeful  <iucen, 

!,  ProfiLsc  of  joy— or  ’gainst  it  did  she  war 
,,  Inveterate  In  virtue  ? Did  she  lean 
I To  the  soft  side  of  the  h>*art,  or  wisely  bar 
'|  Love  from  amongst  her  griefs?  — for  such  tiie 
i|  afTcitions  are. 

j CIL 

Peichance  sne  died  in  youth:  It  may  be,  bow'd 
I With  wi>e!i  fur  heavier  than  the  ]»ondcrous  tomb 
That  weigh’d  upon  her  gentle  dust,  a cloud 
Might  gather  o'er  her  Ijcauty,  and  a gloom 
In  her  dark  eye,  prophetic  of  the  doom  [shed  > 
Heaven  givi^s  its  favourites  — early  death ; yet 
A sunset  charm  arotind  her,  and  illume 
With  hectic  light,  the  Ilecjienis  of  the  dead. 

Of  her  consuming  chc^k  the  autumnal  Ieaf>likc  red. 


Perchance  she  died  in  aire  — surviving  all, 

Charms,  kindn‘d,  children  — with  the  silver  gray 
On  her  long  tresses,  which  might  yet  recall, 

It  may  be,  still  a something  of  the  day 
When  they  were  braided,  and  her  proud  array 
And  lovely  form  were  envied,  pralwd,  and  eyed 
Hy  tli)me  — Hut  whither  would  Coiijccture  stray  ? 
Thus  miK'h  alone  wc  know  — Metella  died. 

The  wealthiest  Roman's  wife:  Beheld  his  love  or 
I , pride ! 

CIV. 

I I know  not  why  — but  standing  thus  by  thee 

I It  seems  os  If  I h.id  thine  inmate  known. 

Thou  Tomb  ! anil  other  days  come  back  on  me 

|>  With  recollected  mu-'ic,  though  the  tone 

II  Is  changed  and  solemn,  like  the  cloudy  groan 
|!  Of  dying  thunder  on  the  distant  wind  ; 

|{  Yet  could  I sc:it  me  by  this  ivk*d  stone 
n Till  1 h:ul  bodied  forth  the  heated  mind 

Forms  from  the  floating  wreck  which  Ruin  leaves 
behind 

CV. 

And  from  the  plank»,  far  shatter'd  o'er  the  rocks, 
Huilt  me  a Uttic  bark  of  bo(>c,  once  more 
To  battle  with  the  ocean  and  the  shocks 
Of  the  loud  bri'Hkcrs,  and  the  c<*a.«eless  roar 
Which  rushes  on  the  solitary  shore 


WTicrc  all  Ucs  founder'd  that  was  ever  dear  : | 

Hat  could  I gather  from  the  wave-woni  store  | 

Enough  for  my  rude  boat,  where  should  I steer  ? 
There  woos  no  hone,  nor  hope,  nor  Ufe,  save  w hat  is 
here. 

CVI. 

Then  let  the  wind*  howl  on  I their  harmony 
Shall  henceforth  be  my  music,  and  the  night  i 

The  sound  shall  temper  with  the  owlets’  co'» 

As  I now  hear  them,  in  the  fading  light 
Dim  o'er  the  bird  of  ilarkness'  native  site,  ' 

.\n5wcring  each  other  cm  the  Palatine,  [bright,  j 
With  their  large  eyes,  all  glistening  gray  and  i! 
And  sailing  pinions.  — I'poh  such  a shrine 
tVbat  are  our  petty  griefs? — let  me  not  number  mine. 

evir, 

Cyprc*s  and  ivy,  weed  ami  wallflower  grown 
Matted  and  mass'd  together,  billoc'ks  heap'd  | 

On  what  were  chambers,  arch  crush ’<1,  column  >tniwn 
In  fragments,  choked  up  vauits  ond  frescos  steep'd 
In  subterranean  damps,  where  the  owl  itcep'd, 
I>ecmlng  it  midnight : — Temples,  batb-s  or  halls  ? ' 
Pronounce  who  can  ; for  ail  that  Learning  reap'd 
From  her  rcsioaixh  hath  been,  that  thesearewalls — 
Behold  the  Im]>erial  Mount!  'tls  thus  tlic  mighty  i 
fails.  ’ I 

cvm. 

There  Is  the  moral  of  all  human  tales ; • 1 

‘Tls  but  the  same  rehearsal  of  the  past,  | 

First  Freedom,  and  then  Glory’  — when  that  fails. 
Wealth,  vice,  conruption,  — barbarirrn  at  la.st. 

.\nd  History,  w ith  all  her  volume*  vast,  I 

Hath  but  one  page, — 'tls  better  written  here  j 

Where  gorgeous  'Pyranny  hath  thus  amass'd  i 

All  treasures,  all  delights,  that  eye  or  ear,  j 

Heart,  soul  could  seek,  tongue  ask  — Away  with  I 
words  I draw  near,  ^ 

CIX.  I 

Admire,  exult — de*pl«e — laugh,  weep,  — for  here 
There  is  such  matter  for  nil  feeling  : — Man  ! I 
Thou  pendulum  betwixt  a smile  and  tear, 

.\ges  and  realms  are  crowded  in  this  si>an,  ; 

l*bis  mountain,  whose  obliterated  plan 

The  pyramid  of  empires  itinnaclcd, 

Of  Glory's  gewgaws  shining  In  the  van 

Till  the  sun’s  raj  s with  aildcd  flame  were  fill’d  ! 

Where  are  its  gtddcn  roofs  ? where  those  who  dared 
to  build  ? 


1^  tS  s^Xevn*,  »t««* 

j RiL-h.  Fro;ic.  PitU.  UruiKk.  Ports  (iiiurolcf,  p.  V3I.  e<l.  I7M. 

I * [Four  words,  and  two  initUls,  comiv)s«  the  whole  of  the 
inceription  which,  whatever  wiu  its  ancient  t«oiftion,  is  now 
plarctl  in  front  of  this  towering  setMilohrr:  r£cii.Mi . Q . Caa. 
Tici  . F . Mktrllj:  . CaA»«t.  It  is  more  likely  to  hare  been 
. ; the  pride  tiion  the  love  of  Crasiiis,  which  raised  so  superb  a 
I mctnorlal  to  a wife,  whose  name  is  nut  tnrntinnt*«l  in  hUt'iry. 

M unless  she  tupposc«l  to  be  that  lady  whose  Intimacy  with 
^ ' Dolaltella  was  st»  offimslve  to  TuiUa,  the  daughter  of  Cicero  ; 

or  she  « hu  w is  divorced  by  I,«iitulut  Hpiiither  ; or  she.  {>er. 

I ha(»4  the  s.une  (lerson,  from  whose  ear  the  i.'in  of  .Fkopul 
I transferred  a precious  Jewel  lu  conch  his  daughter.  — lluis. 

IMousa.] 

* The  Palatine  l«  one  mass  of  ruin*,  particiilarly  on  the 
’ side  tow.irds  the  tilreus  Msaimua  The  very  soil  it  formoi 
1 of  crumbled  bnckwi^rk.  NiHhing  hat  been  tmd.  nothing  can 
be  told,  to  satUfy  the  lielief  of  any  but  a Roman  antlnuary. 
See  ••  If  iuorical  niuslratlons.'*  p 2J)5  — The  voice  of  .Marius 
could  not  sound  more  deep  and  tnlemn  .wnong  the  rntned  i 
arches  of  Carthage,  than  the  strains  of  the  Pilgrtm  amid  llte 


hrtiken  tbrinet  and  fallen  statues  of  her  sulxluer."  — Mil 
WaLiaa  Scorr.j 

* The  aiithnr  of  Life  of  Cicero,  speaking  of  the  opinion 
entertain<st  of  DriHn  hy  that  orator  ami  his  cotemporary 
ItomaiH,  has  the  foilijM-ing  eloquent  passage:—**  From  tbeir 
railleries  of  this  kind,  on  the  borbiu'lty  and  misery  of  our 
isUml.  one  c.vnnot  help  reftrrtiQg  on  the  surprising  fate  otkI 
revolutions  of  kingdoms ; huw  Rome,  once  the  mistress  of  the 
world,  the  seal  or  arts,  empire,  ami  glory,  now  lies  sunk  in 
•inth.  ignorance,  uui  poverty,  emlatiM  (u  the  matt  cruel  os 
well  as  to  the  must  cuntemptibln  of  tyrants,  superstition  ard 
religious  lm{M>tture  : while  this  remote  country,  anciently  the 
Jest  and  contempt  of  the  polite  Kumans.  is  become  the  happy 
teat  of  lilwriy,  pienty,  anil  letters;  fiinirlilung  in  all  the  arts 
and  refinements  of  civil  life;  ret  riinr.mg  pcrha|>s  the  tame 
coune  which  Koine  Itself  had  run'  before  it.  from  vlrtuoiu 
industry  to  wealth  ; fnnn  wealth  to  luvurv  ; from  luxury  to 
an  impatience  of  discipline,  atni  corruption  of  morals  : till,  by 
a bdal  degemeraer  ami  lost  of  virtue,  being  grown  ri|«  for 
destntetion,  it  fall  a prey  at  last  t»>  some  hardy  oppressor, 
and,  with  the  loss  of  liberty,  hning  every  thing  that  is  valuable, 
ttnkt  gra<iuallr  again  into  its  enginai  lutrbarlim.**  (8ce  Hiw 
tory  of  the  Life  of  .\L  ruUius  Cic^^  secL  vi.  vol.U.  p.  UMLj 
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Tulh-  was  not  so  eloquent  as  thou, 

Thou  namelc&s  column  with  the  buried  base  ! 
What  arc  the  laurels  of  the  Casar’s  brow  ? 

Crown  me  with  ivy  from  his  dwelling-place. 
Whose  arch  or  pillar  meets  me  In  the  fjice, 

Titus  or  Trajan‘8  ? No — 't  Is  that  of  Time  : 
Triumph,  arch,  pillar,  all  he  doth  displace 
Scoffing  ; and  apostolic  statue's  climb 
To  crush  the  Imperial  um,  whose  ashes  slept  s\ib. 
lime,  > 


Buried  in  air,  the  deep  blue  sky  of  Rome, 

And  looking  to  the  stars ; they  had  contain'd 
A spirit  which  with  these  would  find  a home, 

The  last  of  those  who  o'er  the  whole  earth  reign'd. 
The  Roman  globe,  for  after  none  sustain'd. 

But  >iclded  bock  his  conquests  : — he  was  more 
Than  a mere  Alexander,  and,  unstain’d 
With  household  blood  and  wine,  serenely  wore 
His  sovereign  virtues  — still  wc  I'rgjan's  name  adore.  J 

CXIL 

Where  l<  the  rock  of  Triumph,  the  high  pla^e 
Where  Rome  embraced  her  heroes  7 where  the 
steep 

Tarpelan  7 fittest  goal  of  Treason’s  race. 

The  promontory’  whence  the  Traitor’s  I^ap 
Cured  all  ambition.  Did  the  conquerors  heap 
Their  spoils  here  7 Yes ; and  in  yon  field  below, 

A thoasand  years  of  silenced  factions  sleep  — 

The  Forum,  where  the  immortal  accents  glow, 

And  still  the  eloquent  air  breathes — bums  with 
Cicero  I 

cxin. 

The  field  of  freedom,  faction,  fame,  and  Mood : 

Here  a proud  iH'ople's  passions  were  exhaU  d, 

From  the  first  hour  of  empire  in  the  bud 
To  that  when  further  worida  to  conquer  fail'd  ; 

But  long  before  had  Freedom's  face  been  veil'd, 

And  Anarchy  assumed  her  attributes  ; 

Till  e\Try  lawless  soldier  who  assail’d 
Trod  on  the  trembling  senate's  slavish  mute«. 

Or  raised  the  venal  voice  of  baser  prostitutes.  j 

eXTV. 

Then  turn  wc  to  her  latest  tribune’s  name. 

From  her  ten  thoasaml  tyrants  turn  to  thor. 
Redeemer  of  dark  centuries  of  shame  — 

The  friend  of  Petrarvh  — hope  of  Italy— 

Rienii  I Ust  of  Romans  While  the  tree 
i)f  freedonj’s  wither'd  trunk  puts  forth  a leaf, 

F.ven  for  thy  tomb  a garland  lot  It  la: — i 

The  forum’s  champion,  and  the  iMrople’s  chief — ] 

Her  new-bom  Numa  thou — with  reign,  alas  1 too  brief.  ; 


I cxv. 

j F.seria  ! sweet  croation  of  sone  hearts 
I Which  found  no  mortal  resting-place  so  fair 
As  thine  ideal  breast ; whate'er  thou  art 
Or  wort,  — a young  Aurora  of  the  air, 

The  n)  mphoU’pyy  of  some  fond  despair ; 
j Or,  It  might  be,  a beauty  of  the  earth, 

I WTio  found  a more  than  common  votary  there 
( Too  much  adoring;  whatsoe'er  thy  birth. 

Thou  wert  a beautiful  thought,  and  softly  bodied 
I forth. 

CXVL 

^ 'fhe  mosics  of  thy  fountain  still  are  sprinkled 
With  thine  Elysian  water-drops ; the  face 
Of  thy  cave-guanled  spring,  with  years  unwrinkle<l. 
Reflects  the  meck-eye<l  genius  of  the  place. 

Whose  green,  wild  margin  now  no  more  erase 
Art's  works ; nor  must  the  delicate  waters  sleep. 
Prison’d  in  marble,  bubbling  from  the  base 
Of  the  cleft  statue,  with  a gentle  leap 
The  rill  runs  o’er,  and  round  fern,  flowers,  and  isT 
creep, 

CXVII. 

Fanta.stically  tangled : the  green  hills 
Are  clothed  with  early  blossoms,  through  the  gras* 
The  quick-eyed  lizard  rustles,  and  the  bills 
Of  summer-birds  sing  welcome  as  ye  i«o>s ; 

Flowers  ftrsh  in  hue,  and  many  in  their  class, 
Imjilore  the  pausing  step,  and  with  their  dyes 
Dance  in  the  soft  breeze  in  a fairy  mass ; 

The  sweetnv'is  of  the  violet’s  deep  blue  C)‘es, 

Kiss'd  by  the  breath  of  heaven,  seems  colour'd  by  Its 
skies. 

CXVIII. 

Here  didst  thoti  dwell,  in  this  enchanted  cover, 
l^gcria  I thy  all  heavenly  bosom  beating 
For  the  far  footsteps  of  thy  mortal  lover ; 

The  purple  Midnight  veil’d  that  mystic  meeting 
With  her  most  starr>’  canopy,  and  seating 
Thyself  by  thine  ailorer,  what  befel  ? 

I’his  cave  was  surely  shaped  out  for  the  greeting 
Of  an  enamour'd  Goddess,  and  the  cell 
Haunted  by  holy  Love  — the  earliest  oracle ! 

CXIX. 

And  didst  thou  not,  thy  breast  to  his  replying, 
lilend  a celestial  with  a human  heart; 

And  Love,  which  dies  as  it  was  born,  In  sighing, 
Share  with  immortal  transports  7 rould  thine  art 
Make  them  indce*l  immortal,  and  impart 
The  purity  of  heaven  to  earthly  joys, 

Exik'1  the  venom  and  not  blunt  the  dart  — 

The  dull  satiety  which  all  destroys  — 

And  root  from  out  the  soul  the  deadly  weed  which 
I cloys  ? 


> Th«‘  mbimn  of  Trajan  li  smwmintcsl  by  Si.  Peter  : that 
of  AiireUus  by  St.  Paul.  See  “ lliitnricai  IllUitraCiOiiV* 
p 314. 

Trajan  was  prorvrbiaOm  the  best  of  the  Roman  prinees 
(Kutrojt.  I.  vUL  c.  6.) ; and  ft  would  be  easier  to  hnd  a sov<*- 
noffn  nnltlnjt  exactly  the  opposite  characteristics,  than  one 
p>»u^»ed  oC  all  the  nappy  qualities  ascribed  to  this  emperctr. 
“ When  he  mounted  the  throne,”  says  the  hlst<>rian  Minn, 
**  he  was  strong  in  body,  ho  was  vizorous  in  inimt ; ase  had 
Impaired  none  of  hU  faculties  ; he  was  altogether  frva  fn»m 
rnry  aud  from  detractloo  ; he  honoured  alt  the  good,  and  he 
advanced  them;  and  on  this  account  they  could  uut  be  the 


objects  of  his  fear,  nr  of  hli  hate ; he  never  listened  to  In. 
formers  ; he  gave  not  « .ir  to  hU  anger  ; he  abstained  equally 
from  unfair  exactions  ami  unjust  puntibments  ; he  had  rather 
be  Inresl  as  a man  than  honoured  as  a sovereign ; he  was 
afftble  with  his  people,  respectful  to  the  senate,  and  univer- 
sally helovptl  by  both  ; he  Inspired  none  with  dread  but  the 
enemies  of  his  country.”^  Hist.  Rom.  I.  IxLil.  c.  6,  7, 

> The  name  and  exploits  of  Riensi  must  he  familiar  to  the 
reader  of  Cibbon.  S^ime  detaUs  and  unedited  tnaniincrints, 
I r«-UttvH  to  this  unhappy  hero,  will  he  seen  in  Iho  '*  llisturWal 
I Illustrations  of  the  r ourth  C4inln,'*  p.  24H. 

1 « See  Ap}»cndix, " Hlstorkal  Notes.”  No.  xxvii. 
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I CXX. 

Alas  ! OUT  youiifj  afTecllims  run  to  waste. 

Or  water  but  the  tiesert ; whence  arise 
But  wccils  of  dark  luxuriance,  lares  of  haste.  j 

* Rank  at  the  core,  though  tempting  to  the  eyes,  ; 

Flowers  whose  wild  odours  breathe  but  agonies, 

I And  trees  whose  gums  are  poisons;  such  the  plants 

i'  >Vhich  spring  beneath  her  steps  as  Passion  flies 

O'er  the  world's  wildenms.  and  rainly  pants 
! For  some  celestial  fruit  forbidden  to  our  wants. 

I ; 

! exxr.  ; 

Oh  Lore ! no  habitant  of  earth  thou  art— 
j An  unseen  seraph,  we  believe  In  thee, — 

A faith  whose  martyrs  arc  the  broken  heart, — 

But  never  yet  hath  seen,  nor  e’er  shall  «vee 
I The  tiaked  e>*e,  thy  form,  as  it  should  be ; 
i The  mind  hath  made  thee,  as  it  peojiled  heaven, 
Even  with  its  own  desiring  phantasy. 

And  to  a thought  such  shape  and  image  given. 

As  haunts  the  unquench’d  soul — parch’d  — wearied 
I — wrung  — and  riven. 

exxn. 

I Of  its  own  Iwauty  Is  the  mind  diseased, 

I And  fevers  into  false  crcatioti:— where, 

I \Vherr  arc  the  forms  the  sculptor’s  soul  hath  seised  > 

1 1 In  him  alone.  Can  Nature  show  so  fair  ? 

} I >Vhcre  are  the  charms  and  virtues  which  we  dare 
Conceive  in  boyhood  and  pursue  as  men, 
j I 'Fhe  unreachM  ParadUc  of  our  despair, 

Which  o'er-informs  the  pencil  and  the  pen. 
j And  overpowers  the  page  where  It  would  bloom  again  ? 

1 1 CXXIII. 

I tVhoioves,  raves — *t  is  youth’s  frenx>*  — but  the  cure 

Is  bitterer  still,  as  charm  by  charm  unwinds 
I j ^Vhlch  n)bed  our  idols,  and  we  ^ too  sure 
I Nor  worth  nor  beauty  dwells  from  out  the  mind's 
1 1 Ideal  shape  of  such ; yet  still  it  binds 
The  fatal  spell,  and  still  it  draws  us  on, 

Reaping  the  whirlwind  from  the  oft-sown  winds ; 
The  stubborn  heart,  its  alchemy  begun,  [undone. 

I Seems  ever  near  the  prize,  — wcallhli*st  when  most 

CXX  IV. 

! I We  wither  from  our  youth,  we  ga«p  away  — [thirst, 
j Sick  — sick;  unfound  the  boon  — imsUiked  the 
Though  to  the  last,  in  verge  of  our  dec.*iy, 

I Some  phantom  lures,  such  as  we  sought  at  flrst  — 

I But  all  too  late,  — ik)  are  we  doubly  curst 
lyove,  fame,  ambition,  avarice — 'tis  the  same. 

Each  idle  — and  all  ill  — and  none  the  worst  — 

For  all  are  meteors  with  a different  name. 

’|  And  Death  the  sable  smoke  where  vanishes  the  flame. 

j|  exxv.  rioTOl. 

j Few  — none — And  what  they  love  or  could  have 

i Though  accident,  blind  contact  and  the  strong 
■ Necessity  of  loving,  have  removed 
Antipathies  — but  to  recur,  ere  long. 


Envenom’d  with  irrevf»cable  wrong  ; ^ 

And  Circumstance,  that  unspiritual  go<l 
And  mLscreator,  makes  and  helps  along  | 

Oar  coming  eviU  with  a crutch-Ukc  nxl.  I 

Whose  touch  turns  Hope  to  dust  the  dust  we  all  i 
have  trod,  j 

exxvi.  I 

Our  life  b a false  nature  — 't  Is  not  in  < 

The  harmony  of  things,  — this  hard  decree,  j 

This  uneradicablc  taint  of  sin,  < 

This  boundless  upas,  Ihb  all-blasting  tree,  ' 

WTiosc  root  b earth,  whose  leaves  aud  branches  be 
Theskieswbichraintheirplaguesonmcn  likedew—  j 
Disease,  death,  bondage  — all  the  woes  we  see. 

And  worse,  the  woes  wc  see  not — which  throb  [j 
through  • 

The  immedicable  soul,  with  heart-aches  ever  new. 

cxxvn.  I 

Tct  let  us  ponder  boldly  — 'tb  abased  j 

Abandonment  of  reason  to  rcsigu  I 

Our  right  of  thought  — our  last  and  only  place  ( 
Of  refuge ; this,  at  least,  shall  still  be  mine : j 

Though  from  our  birth  the  faculty  divine 
Is  chain’d  and  tortured  — cabin’d,  cribb’d,  confined. 
And  bred  in  darkne^,  lest  the  truth  should  shine  I 
Too  brightly  on  the  unprepared  mind,  [blind.  !j 
The  beam  pours  in,  for  time  and  skill  will  couch  the 

cxxvm. 

Arches  on  arches ! as  it  were  that  Rome, 

Collecting  the  chief  trophies  of  her  line,  j 

Would  build  up  all  her  triumphs  in  one  dome. 

Her  Coliseum  stands ; the  moonbeams  shine  | 

As 't  were  its  n.atiu'al  torches  for  divine  I 

Should  be  the  light  which  streams  here,  to  illume  I 
Thb  long-explored  but  still  exbaustless  mine  ' 

Of  contemplntion ; and  the  azure  gloom  ' 

Of  an  Italian  night,  where  the  deep  «kles  assume  j 

CXXIX. 

Hues  which  have  words,  and  speak  to  ye  of  heaven,  I ' 
Floats  o’er  thb  vxst  and  wondrous  monument, 

•\nd  shadows  forth  Its  glor>’.  There  b given  i 

Unto  the  things  of  earth,  which  Time  hath  bent,  ‘ 
A spirit’s  feeling,  and  where  he  hath  leant  1 

His  hand,  but  broke  his  scj  the,  there  b a power  j 
.\nd  magic  In  the  min'd  battlement. 

For  which  the  pal.acc  of  the  present  hour  j i 

Must  yield  its  pomp,  and  wait  till  ages  are  its  dower.  ' i 

exxx. 

Oh  Time!  the  beautifler  of  the  dead,  l| 

Adomer  of  the  min,  comforter  I 

And  only  healer  when  the  heart  hath  bleil — j 

Time  ! the  corrector  where  our  judgments  err. 

The  test  of  tmth,  love,  — sole  phllowiphcr. 

For  all  beside  are  sophists  from  thy  thrift,  ' 

Which  never  loses  though  It  doth  defer—  ;t 

Time,  the  avenger  I unto  thee  I lift  'gift  : 

My  hands,  and  eyes,  and  heart,  and  crave  of  thee  a 


> **At  all  erenu,’*  •ay*  the  author  of  the  Aradeinic.-xl 
1 1 Q'lestiont.  **  1 trust,  whatever  rnnr  be  the  fate  of  my  own 
I •peculattons.  ttiat  phitotuptw  will  regain  that  estimation 
j which  it  nuBht  to  possess.  The  free  and  philosophic  spirit 
' I rtf  our  nation  has  been  the  thrme  nf  admir.itiun  to  the  worLI, 
This  was  the  proud  distinction  of  Enghihmeo,  and  the  Itu 

Imlnous  sourre  of  all  their  glory  Slkali  wc  thwi  forget  the 
manly  and  dignlAed  sentiments  uf  our  anee«turs,  to  proto  in 
language  of  the  tnoClier  or  the  nurse  about  uur  good  old 


prejiidlers  ? This  Is  not  the  way  to  defend  the  cause  of 
truth.  It  was  not  thus  that  our  fathers  maintained  it  in  the 
brilliant  periods  of  our  history.  Prejudice  may  Im>  trusted  to 
guanl  the  oulanrks  for  a short  space  of  time,  while  reason 
bhunbers  In  the  citadel;  but  If  the  latter  sink  into  a lethirRy, 
the  former  will  quickly  erert  a standard  for  herself.  Philo- 
sophy, wisdom,  and  liberty  support  each  other : be  who  will 
not  reason  Is  a bigot : he  who  cannot,  is  a fool  j and  be  who 
dares  nut,  U a slave.'*  Vol.  1.  pref.  p.  14, 15. 
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CXXXI.  j 

Amidst  this  wreck,  where  thou  hast  made  a shrine  j 
And  trm{dc  more  divinely  desolate. 

Among  thy  tnightier  offerings  here  are  mine,  I 
Kuim  of  years  — though  few,  yet  full  of  fate ; — 1 
If  thou  hast  ever  seen  me  t*»  elate,  1 

Hear  me  not ; but  If  calmly  I have  borne 
Good,  and  reson-etl  my  pride  against  the  hate  I 
Which  shall  not  whelm  me,  let  me  not  have  worn  j 
This  iron  in  my  soul  in  vain  — shall  Mey  nut  mourn? 

CXXXII. 

And  thou,  who  never  yet  of  human  wrong 
Ivoft  the  unlKilanccd  scale,  great  Nemesis ! i 
Here,  where  the  ancient  paid  thee  homage  long  — 
Thou  who  didst  call  the  Furies  from  the  abyss, 

And  round  Orestes  bade  them  howl  and  hiss 
For  that  unnatural  retribution  —Just, 

Hud  it  but  been  from  hands  less  near  — In  this 
Thy  former  realm,  I call  thee  from  the  dust!  [mu't. 
Dost  thou  not  hear  my  heart  ? — Awake ! thou  shalt,  and 

CXXXIIL 

Tt  U not  that  I may  not  have  Incurr’d 
For  my  ancestral  faulU  or  mine  the  wound  , 

I bleed  withal,  and,  had  It  been  conferr’d  ! 

With  a just  weapon,  it  had  flow’d  unl*ound  ; | 

But  now  my  b1oo;l  shall  not  sink  in  the  ground ; I 
To  thee  I do  devote  it  — thou  shalt  take  I 

The  vengeance,  which  shall  yet  be  sought  and  found, 
Which  if  / ha\*e  not  taken  for  the  sake  — ■ ■—  j 
But  let  tbaf  pass  — I sleep,  but  thou  shalt  yet  awake.  ; 


[ CXXXIV. 

And  if  my  voice  break  forth,  ‘t  is  not  that  now 
I shrink  froni  what  Is  suffer’d : let  him  speak 
Who  hath  beheld  decline  upon  my  brow, 

I Or  seen  my  mind's  convubion  leave  it  weak  ; 

I But  in  this  page  a record  will  I seek. 

Not  In  the  air  shall  these  my  words  disperse, 
Though  I be  ashes ; a far  hour  shall  wix'ak 
The  deep  prophetic  fblness  of  this  verse, 

I And  pile  on  human  heads  the  mountain  of  my  curse  ! 

, cxxxv. 

That  curse  shall  be  Forgiveness.  — Have  I not  — 
Hear  me,  my  mother  Earth ! Ix'hold  it.  Heaven  ! — 
Have  I not  had  to  wrestle  with  my  lot  ? 

Have  I not  suffer’d  things  to  be  forgiven  ? 
lUve  I not  had  ray  brain  sear'd,  my  hc.irt  riven, 
j Hopes  sapp'd,  name  blighted,  Life’s  life  lied  away  ? 

I ' And  only  not  to  de.«peration  driven, 

, ' Because  not  lUtogelher  of  such  clay 

As  rots  Into  the  souls  of  those  whom  1 survey. 

I CXXXVT. 

From  mighty  wrongs  to  petty  perfidy 

Have  I not  seen  what  human  things  could  do? 

I > 5>ee  Appendix,  “ Hlitorlcal  Notes, ” No.  xxvm. 

! * [Detwreo  itvitu  nexxr.  and  cxxxtL  we  find  in  the 

orlfmal  Ms.  the  roUuwiag  : — 

. j “ If  to  foririve  he  he*j*ing  coals  of  fire  — 

, ' At  God  hath  ip«ken  — on  the  hr.idi  of  foes. 

Mine  should  be  a volrano,  and  ri*r  higher 
I Thiin,  o'er  the  Titaits  cnitliM.  Ulymput  rote. 

Or  Athot  tikart,  or  biasing  Ktna  clowi : _ 

I True,  they  who  ttiing  were  creenlng  thlnjt ; hut  what 

I Than  tcrpenls*  t4W(h  InflU'tt  wUn  dfMillier  throes? 

' The  iJun  may  be  goaded  by  the  Gnat 

Who  sucks  the  slumbcrer’s  'jlood?»-  The  Eagle?— No: 

I the  Hat. ”J  I 


From  tlic  loud  roar  of  foaming  calumny 
To  the  small  whisper  of  the  as  |i.iltry  few. 

And  subtler  venom  of  the  reptile  crew, 

The  Jumis  glance  of  whose  significant  eye, 
Incoming  to  lie  with  silence,  would  seem  true, 

And  without  utterance,  save  Che  shrug  or  sigh. 
Deal  round  to  happy  fools  its  speechless  obloquy.  ^ 

cxxxvn. 

But  I have  lived,  and  have  not  Iive<l  in  vain  ; 

My  mind  may  lo<c  Its  force,  my  hhKwl  Its  fire. 

And  my  frame  i)orl>h  even  In  conquering  pain ; 
But  there  l.s  th.it  within  me  which  shall  tire 
Torture  and  Time,  and  breathe  when  I expire  ; 
Something  unearthly,  which  they  deem  not  of, 
Like  the  remember’d  tone  of  a mute  lyre. 

Shall  on  their  soften’d  spirits  sink,  and  move 
In  hearts  all  rocky  now  the  late  remoric  of  love. 

cxxxvm. 

The  seal  is  set.  — Now  wel«»mc,  thou  dread  i>owcr  t 
Nameless,  yet  thus  omnipotent,  which  here 
Walk’s!  in  the  shadow  of  the  midnight  hour 
With  a deep  awe,  yet  all  distinct  fnmi  fear; 

Thy  haunts  arc  cs*er  whei-c  the  dead  walls  rear 
'Hielr  ivy  mantles,  and  the  solemn  scene 
Derives  from  thee  a sen.se  so  deep  and  clear 
That  wc  become  a p;irt  of  what  has  Iteen, 

And  grow  unto  the  spot,  all-sccing  but  unseen. 

CXXXIX. 

And  here  the  buz*  of  eager  nations  ran. 

In  murmur’d  pity,  or  loud-roar'd  applause, 

As  man  w.i.s  slaughter'd  by  his  fellow  man. 

Atiil  wherefore  slaughter’d  ? wherefore,  but  bccauae 
Such  were  the  bloody  Circus'  genial  laws. 

And  the  Imperiai  pleasure.  — Wherefore  not  ? 

What  mattci^  where  we  fall  to  fill  the  maws 
Of  worms  — on  battle-plains  or  listed  s|>ot  ? 

Both  are  but  theatres  where  the  chief  actors  i-oL 

CXI^ 

T sec  before  me  the  Gladiator  lie : 

He  leans  upon  his  hand  — his  manly  brow 
Consents  to  death,  but  conquers  agony. 

And  his  droop’d  head  sinks  gradually  low  — 

.And  through  his  side  the  last  drops,  ebbing  slow 
From  the  red  gash,  fall  hea\7,  one  \vy  one. 

Like  the  first  of  a thunder-shower;  and  now 
Tlie  arena  swims  arounil  him  — he  Is  gone, 

Ere  ceased  the  inhuman  shout  which  hail'd  tlie  >vretcta 
who  won. 

rXLI. 

He  heard  It,  but  he  heeded  not  — his  eyes 
Were  with  kU  heait,  and  thiit  was  fur  away ; 9 
He  n*ck*d  not  of  the  life  he  Io«t  nor  prize. 

But  where  hls  rude  hut  by  the  Danulw  lay, 

' XS'heiher  the  wonderfiil  status*  wbfch  this 

Imaxe  be  a laqurarian  xla<h>t<;r.  which.  In  fplte  of  Winkt>]. 
mann'ft  crUlrism.  hiu  l»«*n  stmitly  inniiitainod  ; or  whptbcf  >t 
bo  a Gr<fk  hofil.l,  m tlint  grow  v)tlqii«ry  pothlvoly  i»- 
•ertt'd*  ; ur  wliirthcr  It  it  to  l»e  thought  a Si>arlan  or  Uirba- 

• Either  Polifont***,  hrrxM  of  Taiiut,  killnl  bv  (Kdipiit , or 
Crprtjst,  herxld  of  F.uritbeus,  kilhnl  by  the  AOirniaiu  w hen 
he  rndexrotiml  to  driur  the  Itorarllila.'  fnnn  the  altar  <»f 
meny.  aitd  in  whon  h<‘niHir  they  Initiliited  onnnal  gamt^t, 
ronllnunl  to  ih*  time  of  ll.ulrl.Vn ; or  Antht-morrltut,  the 
Athenian  herald,  MlleU  bv  the  Meg*ren*e«,  who  never  re- 
covered the  Impiffr.  Set-  Str>rla  di  lie  Artt,  Ac.  ton«.  U. 

rag.ata,  aw,  ai/.\  vt/O,  icr.  iib.  ix.  tap.  u. 
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CANTO  IT. 


CHILDE  IIAROED'S  PILOKIMAGE. 


S? 


l^ere  were  hl:<  voiin!;  Iwrlarian*  all  at  play, 

There  was  their  Dacian  mother — he,  their  sire, 
Butcher'd  to  make  a Homan  holiday  ' — 

AU  this  rush’ll  with  his  Wooii  — Shall  he  expire 
And  unavenged  ? — Arise ! ye  Gotlvs,  and  glut  your  ire ! 

CXIAI. 

Blit  here,  where  Murder  breathed  her  bloody  steam ; 
And  here,  where  buzzing  nations  choked  the  ways. 
And  roar'll  or  murmur'd  like  a mountain  stream 
Dishing  or  winding  as  its  torrent  stniys ; 

Here,  where  the  Roman  million’s  hlamc  or  praise 
Was  death  or  life,  the  playthings  of  a crowd,  ^ 

My  voiee sounds  much  — and  fall  the  stars’  faint  rays 
On  the  arena  %’oid  — scats  crush’d  ~ walla  1k>w’iI  — 
And  galleries,  where  my  steps  seem  echoes  strangely 
loud. 

CXLIir. 

A ruin  — yet  what  ruin  I from  its  ma«s 
Walls,  palaces,  half-cities,  have  been  rear’d ; 

Yet  oft  the  cnormom  skeleton  ye  piss, 

And  man'cl  where  the  spoil  could  have  appear’d. 
Hath  it  indceil  been  plunder'd,  or  but  clear’d  ? 
AUis ! developed,  opens  the  decay, 

When  the  coloss.al  fabric’s  foirn  is  near’d : 

It  will  not  bear  the  brightness  of  the  day, 

Which  streams  too  much  on  all  years,  man,  luve  reft 
away. 

CXIaIV. 

But  when  the  rising  moon  begins  to  climb 
Its  topmost  arch,  and  gently  pauses  there ; 

When  the  stars  twinkle  through  the  loops  of  time, 
And  the  low  night-breeze  waves  along  the  air 
The  g-arland-forcst,  which  the  gray  walls  wear, 
Like  laurels  on  the  bald  first  Cflc^ir’s  head ; 5 
>Vhen  the  light  shines  serene  but  doth  not  glare, 
Then  in  tills  magic  circle  raise  the  dead : 

Heroes  have  trod  thb  spot  — ‘tis  on  their  dust  yc 
tread. 

CXIaV. 

**  While  stands  the  Coliseum,  Rome  shall  stand ; + 
“ When  falls  the  Coliseum,  Rome  shall  fall ; 

“ And  when  Rome  falls  — the  World.”  From  our 
oirn  land 

Thus  siiake  the  pilgrims  o’er  thU  mighty  wall 
In  Saxon  times,  which  we  are  wont  to  call 
Ancient ; and  these  three  mortal  things  arc  still 
On  Uicir  foundations,  and  unaltcr’d  all ; 

rinn  ihieltl.betircr,  according  to  the  opinion  of  his  ItAlisn 
cd't'ir : It  must  aMurnllr  seem  a copy  of  that  masterpiece  of 
Ctpsiiaus  which  represented  **a  woundetl  m.tn  d)ing.  who 
pcrfiTtljr  expressed  whnt  there  reoulniNl  of  life  in  him.” 
>I>>ntru'4Con  and  MafTei  thought  It  the  idrnliral  straiic;  but 
that  stat.iR  was  of  bronze.  The  Gladiator  was  onee  la  the 
Villa  L'lJovIzi,  and  was  hobght  hy  Clement  Xlt.  Tiie  rigid 
arm  is  an  enUre  restoration  of  .\ficliael  Angelo. 

»,  » Kee  Appendix,  ••  Historical  Notes,”  Nos.  XXJX.  xtx. 
s Suetonius  informs  us  that  Julius  Cwsar  was  partlndarly 
gritified  by  that  decree  of  the  senate  which  enahlej  him  to 
we.-ir  .X  wreath  of  laurel  on  all  oceaslnni.  Ho  wns  anxious, 
n'it  to  show  that  he  was  the  conqueror  of  the  world,  bsit  to 
hitle  that  he  was  bald.  A stranger  at  Rome  would  hardly 
have  guessed  at  the  motire,  nor  should  wc  without  the  help 
of  the  hi>itorlan. 

* This  Is  quoted  In  the  “ Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Rom.an 
Fmpire,”  os  a proof  that  the  Coliseum  was  entire,  when  seen 
hv  the'  Ansiu-S.ixon  pilgrims  .H  the  end  of  the  s»vent^  or 
tfi"  U'ginnlng  of  the  eghth,  century.  A notice  on  the  Coll, 
scum  may  be  seen  In  the  ” Ilhtorical  Illustratiuiis,”  p.  SG3 

* ” Though  plundered  of  sdl  its  brass,  Micept  the  ring 


! Rome  and  her  Ruin  pist  Redemption’s  skill. 

The  World,  the  same  wide  den  — of  thieves,  or  what 
j yc  will. 

CXLVI. 

I Simide,  erect,  severe,  austere,  stibllme  — 

! Shrine  of  all  saints  and  temple  of  all  gods, 
i Front  Jove  to  Jesits  — j^itared  and  bleat  by  time  j ^ 

I lAOuking  tranquillity,  while  fulls  or  nods 
! Arch,  empire,  each  thing  h>und  thee,  and  man  phnls 
i His  way  through  thonn  to  ashes — glorious  dome  t 
i .Shalt  thou  not  last?  Time's  scythe  and  tyrants’ 
j rods 

’ Shiver  upon  thee  — sanctuary  and  home 
i Of  art  and  piety  — Pantheon ! — pride  of  Home  ! 


exUTL 

Relic  of  nobler  days,  and  noblest  arts ! 

Despoil’d  yet  perfect,  with  tby  circle  spreads 
A holinc^  api>ealing  to  all  hearts  — 

To  art  a model ; and  to  him  who  treads 
Home  for  the  sake  of  ages.  Glory  sheds 
Her  light  through  thy  sole  aperture ; to  those 
Who  worship,  here  are  altars  for  their  beads ; 

And  they  who  feel  for  genias  may  repose 
Their  eyes  on  honour’d  forms,  whose  busts  around 
them  close.  ® 

CXLVHI. 

There  is  a dungeon,  in  whose  dim  drear  light " 
What  do  1 gaze  on  ? Nothing : Look  again ! 

Two  forms  are  slowly  shadow’d  on  my  sight  — 
Two  lasulutcd  phantoms  of  the  brain : 

It  is  not  so;  I see  them  full  and  plain ~ 

An  old  man,  and  a female’  young  and  fair. 

Fresh  a.s  .a  nursing  mother,  In  whose  vein 
The  blood  U nectar : — but  what  doth  she  there. 
With  her  unmantled  neck,  and  bosom  white  and  bare  ? 

CXLIX. 

Full  swells  the  deep  pure  fountain  of  young  life, 
^'’hc^T  on  the  heart  and  from  the  heart  wc  took 
Our  first  and  sweetest  nurture,  when  the  wife. 
Blest  into  mother,  in  the  innocent  look, 

Or  even  the  piping  cry  of  lips  that  brook 
No  i>ain  and  small  susjwnsc,  a joy  perceives 
M m knows  not,  when  from  out  Us  cradled  nook 
She  sees  her  little  bud  put  forth  its  leaves  — 

What  may  the  fruit  be  yet  ? — I know  not  — Cain 
was  Eve's. 

which  was  necessary  lo  preserre  th«  aperture  above ; (hoiiBh 
exposed  lo  repeAteil  iircs ; thou;;h  sometimes  flooded  by  the 
river,  and  always  open  to  the  rain,  no  monument  of  ^nal 
antiquity  is  so  v<  II  preserved  as  this  rotiindn.  It  p.vsed  witb 
little  alteration  from  the  Pagan  into  the  present  worship ; 
and  to  convenient  were  Its  niches  fur  the  Chiittlan  altar,  that 
Mlehnel  Angelo,  ever  studious  of  ancient  beauty,  inirodnred 
their  deiiitn  as  a model  In  tJic  Catholic  church.'*  — l‘v 


Italy,  p.  137.  'Jd  edit. 


Fwsjth's 


• The  Pantheon  has  been  tinde  a recepUcic  for  the  busts 
of  mo<lern  great,  nr,  at  least,  distinguishw,  men.  The  flood 
of  light  which  once  fell  lliroagh  the  lar^  orb  above  on  the 
who’e  circle  of  divinities,  now  shines  on  a numerous  assem, 
Mnse  of  mortals,  somo  one  or  two  of  whom  have  Ixwn  almost 
deifie,!  by  the  vmeratlon  of  their  rtumtrrmen.  For  a notice 
of  the  Pamheon,  sec  Historical  ldustr.ations,”  p. 

‘ This  and  the  three  next  stanzas  allude  to  the  story  of  the 
Human  daughter,  which  is  recalled  to  the  traveller  by  the 
site,  or  prrten'Ieil  site,  of  that  adventuro,  now  shown  at  tho 
church  of  St.  Nicholas  in  Careere.  The  diftleuUles  .attending 
the  full  belief  of  iho  talc  arc  stated  in  **  Historical  Illustra- 
tions,'* p.  295. 
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BYRON’S  WORKS. 


CANTO  IV. 


CL. 

Bat  here  70UU1  offen  to  old  age  tbe  food, 

TIjo  milk  of  hla  own  gift : It  her  aire 
To  whom  ibc  render*  beck  tbe  debt  of  blood 
Bom  with  her  birth.  No ; be  ihall  not  expire 
^VhUe  In  tboee  warm  and  lovely  veiiu  tbe  fire 
Of  health  and  holy  feeling  can  provide 
Great  Nature's  Nile,  wboiie  deep  stream  rises  higher 
Than  Egypt’s  river : — from  that  gentle  side 
I Drink,  drink  and  live,  old  man  1 Heaven's  realm  holds  ' 

no  such  tide.  I 

CLL  I 

The  starry  fable  of  the  milky  way  I 

Has  not  thy  stoty's  purity ; it  is 
A constellation  of  a sweeter  ray. 

And  sacred  Nature  triumphs  more  in  thb 
Reverse  of  her  decree,  than  in  the  abyss 
Where  sparkle  distant  worlds : — Oh,  holiest  nurse ! 
No  drop  of  that  clear  stream  its  way  shall  miss 
To  thy  sire's  heart,  replenishing  its  source 
With  life,  as  our  freed  souls  rgoin  the  universe.  ' 

CLU. 

Turn  to  the  mole  which  Hadrian  rear'd  on  high,  > 
Imperial  mimic  of  old  £g>  pt's  piles. 

Colossal  copyist  of  deformity 
Whose  travell'd  phantasy  from  the  far  Nile's 
Enormous  model,  doom’d  tbe  artist's  toils 
To  build  for  giants,  and  for  bis  vain  earth. 

His  shrunken  ashes,  rabe  this  dome : How  smiles 

Tbe  gaxer's  eye  with  philosophic  mirth,  [birth ! 
To  view  tbe  huge  design  which  sprung  from  such  a 

CLIU. 

But  to!  the  dome — the  vast  and  wondrous  dome.s 
To  which  Diana’s  marvel  was  a cell  — 

Christ's  mighty  shrine  above  bis  martyr's  tomb ! | 

I have  beheld  the  Ephesian's  miracle  — 

Its  columns  strew  the  wilderness,  and  dwell 
The  hyaena  and  the  jackal  in  their  shade ; 

I have  beheld  Sophia's  bright  roofs  swell 
Their  glittering  mass  1’  the  sun,  and  have  survey’d  ! 
Its  sanctuary  the  while  the  usurping  Moslem  pray'd;  , 

CLIV. 

But  thou,  of  temples  old,  or  altars  new, 

Standest  alone  — with  nothing  like  to  thee 
Worthiest  of  God,  the  holy  and  the  true. 

Since  Zion's  desolation,  when  that  He 
Forsook  his  former  city,  what  could  be, 

Of  earthly  structures,  in  bis  honour  piled. 

Of  a sublimer  aspect  ? Majesty, 

Power,  Glory,  Strength,  and  B^uty*,  all  are  aisled 
In  this  eternal  ark  of  worship  undefiled. 

> The  cattle  of  St.  Angelo.  **  See  HUtorical  Uluttrations.” 

* f Thii  and  the  tlx  next  ttanras  hare  a reference  to  the 
chiirm  of  Sl  Pctcr't.  For  a mraturem«fnt  of  (he  comparatire 
length  of  thit  batilica  and  the  other  great  churrhei  of 
F.urope,  see  tl>«  pavemetit  of  St  Fetcr's.  and  the  Classical 
Tour  through  Italy,  voL  U.  p.  IVi.  et  leq.  ch.  ir.) 

» ["  1 remember  rery  well,”  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds, 
”tny  own  disappointment  when  1 fint  visited  the  Vatican : 
hut  on  confessing  mr  feelinfs  to  a brother  student,  of  whose 
ingenuousness  I had  a high  opinion,  he  ockoowl^ired  that 
the  works  of  Ropbael  had  the  tame  effect  on  him,  or  rather 
Uiat  they  did  not  produce  the  effect  which  he  expected.  This 
was  a great  relief  to  my  mind;  and.  on  inquiring  further  of 
outer  itudeots.  1 found  that  those  persons  only  who,  from 
I natural  imlkecility,  appeared  to  be  incapable  of  relishing  those 
I dtrinc  performances,  tii^c  pretensions  to  iosiantaneous  rap. 

I tore*  00  first  beholding  theai..-»My  not  reUsbtng  them  as  I 


CLV. 

Enter : its  grandeur  overwhelms  thee  not ; ^ 

And  why  ? it  Is  not  lessen'd ; but  thy  mind. 
Expanded  by  tbe  genius  of  the  spot. 

Has  grown  colossal,  and  can  only  find 
A fit  abode  wherein  appear  enslurined 
Thy  hopes  of  Immortality ; and  thou 
ShMt  one  day,  if  found  woithy,  so  defined, 

Sec  thy  God  face  to  face,  os  thou  dost  now 
HU  Holy  of  lIolU's,  nor  be  blasted  by  his  brow. 

CLVI. 

Thou  movest  — but  increasing  with  tbe  advance. 
Like  climbing  some  great  Alp,  which  still  doth  rise. 
Deceived  by  its  gigantic  elegance ; 

Yastness  which  grows  — but  grows  to  harmonise  — 
All  musical  in  Us  immensities;  [flame 

Rich  marbles  ■ — richer  painting  — shrines  where 
The  lamps  of  gold  — and  haughty  dome  which  vies 
In  air  with  Earth's  chief  structures,  though  their 
frame  [must  claim. 

Sits  oD  the  firm-set  ground  — and  this  the  clouds 

CLVIL 

Thou  seest  not  all ; but  piecemeal  thou  must  break. 
To  separate  contemplation,  the  great  whole ; 

And  as  the  ocean  many  hays  will  make 
That  ask  the  eye  — so  here  condense  thy  soul 
To  more  immediate  otyects,  and  control 
Thy  thoughts  until  thy  mind  hath  got  by  heart 
Its  eloquent  proportions,  and  unroll 
In  mighty  graduations,  part  by  part. 

The  glor>*  which  at  once  upon  tbcc  did  not  dart, 

cLvm. 

Not  by  its  fault  — but  thine : Our  outward  sense 

Is  but  of  gradual  grasp  — and  as  It  Is 

That  what  wc  have  of  feeling  most  intense  • 

Outstrips  our  faint  expression ; even  so  thb 

Outshining  and  o’crwhclmlng  edifice 

Fools  our  fond  gaze,  and  greatest  of  the  great 

Defies  at  first  our  Nature's  littleness, 

Till,  growing  with  Its  growth,  vre  thus  dilate 
Our  spirits  to  the  ^le  of  that  they  contemplate. 

CLIX. 

Then  pause,  and  be  enlighten’d ; there  Is  mure 
In  such  a survey  than  the  sating  gaze 
Of  wonder  pleased,  or  awe  which  would  adore 
The  worship  of  the  place,  or  the  mere  praise 
Of  art  and  its  great  masters,  who  could  raise 
\>'hat  former  time,  nor  skill,  nor  thought  could  plan; 
The  fountain  of  sublimity  displays 
Its  depth,  and  thence  may  draw  the  mind  of  man 
Its  golden  sands,  and  Learn  what  great  conceptions  can. 

wa<  eonixHout  I ouzht  to  hare  done,  was  one  of  the  most 
humiliatiaffcircuinuances  that  ever  happened  to  me ; I found 
myself  in  tne  midst  of  works  executed  upon  principles  with 
Which  I was  uii.icquainted ; I felt  mr  ignorance,  and  stood 
abashed.  All  the  Indigested  notions  of  painting  which  1 had 
brought  with  me  from  F.ngland,  where  the  art  was  in  tbe 
lowest  slate  ii  had  ever  been  in,  were  to  be  totally  done  away 
and  eradicated  from  my  mind.  U was  necessary,  as  it  is  rx- 

f>ress^  on  a very  Milcmn  ocrasion,  tiiat  i shouln  become  at  a 
ittli.’ cAtld.  N'otw'ithstandine  my  disappointment,  I proceeded 
to  copy  some  of  those  excellent  works.  1 viewed  (hem  again 
and  again : I even  affected  to  feel  their  merit  and  admira 
them  more  than  1 really  did.  In  a short  time,  a new  taste 
and  a ovw  perception  befraii  to  dawn  upon  me.  and  I was 
roTtrinced  (hat  1 Kad  oriatuaUy  formed  a false  opinion  of  lha 
perfection  of  the  art,  and  that  this  great  painter  was  well  ea. 
tilled  to  the  high  rank  which  be  bolds  in  the  admlratloo  of 
tbe  world. 
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CLX. 

Or,  turning  to  the  Vatican,  go  see 
Laocoon's  torture  dignifying  pain  — 

A father's  love  and  mortal's  agony 
With  an  Immortal’s  patience  blending:  —Vain 
The  struggle ; vuin,  against  the  colling  strain 
And  gripe,  and  deepe^ng  of  the  dragon’s  grasp. 
The  old  man's  clench ; the  long  envenom'd  chain 
Rivets  the  living  links,  — the  enormous  asp 
Enforces  pang  on  pang,  and  stifles  gasp  on  gasp. 

CLXI. 

Or  view  the  Lord  of  the  unerring  bow, 

The  God  of  life,  and  poesy,  and  light  — 

The  Sun  in  human  limbs  array'd,  and  brow 
All  radiant  from  his  triumph  in  the  flght ; 

The  shaft  hath  just  been  shot  — the  arrow  bright 
With  an  Immortal’s  vengeance ; in  his  eye 
: ' And  nostril  beautiful  disdain,  and  might 
And  majesty,  flash  their  full  lightnings  by. 
Developing  in  that  one  glance  the  Deity. 

CTJcn. 

But  in  his  delicate  form — a dream  of  Love, 
Shaped  by  some  solitary  nymph,  whose  breast 
Long’d  fur  a deathless  lover  from  above. 

And  madden'd  in  that  vision — are  exprest 
All  that  ideal  beauty  ever  bless’d 
The  mind  with  in  its  most  unearthly  mood. 

When  each  conception  was  a heavenly  giiest— 

A ray  of  immortality  — and  stood 
Starlike,  around,  until  they  gather'd  to  a god  I 

CLXIII. 

And  if  it  be  Prometheus  stole  from  Heaven 
The  fire  which  we  endure,  It  was  repaid 
By  him  to  whom  the  energy  was  given 
>^lilch  this  poetic  marble  hath  array’d 
With  an  eternal  gloo*  — which,  if  made 
By  human  hands,  is  not  of  human  thought ; 

And  Time  himself  hath  hallow'd  it,  nor  laid 
One  ringlet  In  the  dust — nor  hath  it  caught 
A tinge  of  years,  but  breathes  the  flame  with  which 
*twas  wrought. 

CLXIV. 

But  where  Is  he,  the  Pilgrim  of  my  song. 

The  being  who  upheld  It  through  the  past  ? 
Mcthlnks  he  cometh  late  and  tarries  long. 

He  is  no  more  — these  breathings  are  his  last ; 

UU  wanderings  done,  his  visions  ebbing  fast. 

And  he  himself  as  nothing : — if  he  was 
Aught  but  a phantasy,  and  could  be  class’d 
With  forms  which  live  and  suffer — let  that  pass  — 
His  shadow  lades  away  Into  Destruction's  mass, 

CLXV. 

\Vhicb  gathers  shadow,  substance,  life,  and  all 
That  we  Inherit  In  Its  mortal  shroud. 

And  spreads  the  dim  and  universal  pall  [cloud 
Tlirough  which  all  things  grow  phantoms ; and  the 
Between  us  sinks  and  all  which  ever  glow’d, 

Till  Glor)*’s  self  is  twilight,  and  displays 
A melancholy  halo  scarce  allow’d 

* f The  death  of  the  Princett  Charlotte  has  b«yfl  a shock 
I efvn  ber<>  (Venice),  anJ  mutt  have  tieen  an  earthnnake  at 
, Lome.  Thti  fate  of  this  jtoof  cirl  Is  melancholy  in  every 
i respect , dyiog  at  tvrenty  or  so,  to  chlldl>cd  — of  a boy  too,  a 


To  hover  on  the  verge  of  darkness ; rays 
Sadder  than  saddest  night,  for  they  distract  the  gaze, 

CLXVI. 

And  send  us  prying  into  the  abyss. 

To  gather  what  we  shall  be  when  the  frame 
Shall  be  resolved  to  something  less  than  this 
Its  wretched  essence ; and  to  dream  of  fame. 

And  wlfte  the  dust  from  off  the  idle  name 
Wc  never  more  shall  hear,  — but  never  more.  j 

Oh,  happier  thought ! can  wc  be  made  the  same  : { 

It  is  enough  in  sooth  that  onct  we  bore  [was  gore.  I 
These  farticls  of  the  heart  — the  heart  whose  sweat  | 

CLXVI  I.  j 

Hark  1 forth  from  the  abyss  a voice  proceeds,  i 

A long  low  distant  murmur  of  dread  sound,  j 

Such  as  arises  when  a nation  bleeds 
With  some  deep  and  immedicable  wound  ; 

Through  storm  and  darkness  yawns  the  rending  ^ 
ground,  ! 

The  gulf  is  thick  with  phantoms,  but  the  chief  | 
.Seems  royal  still,  though  with  her  bead  discrown'd,  ! 
And  pale,  but  lovely,  with  maternal  grief 
She  clasps  a babe,  to  whom  her  breast  yields  no  relict  | 

I 

CLXVIU. 

Scion  of  chiefs  and  monarchs,  where  art  thou  7 
Fond  hope  of  many  nations,  art  thou  dead  7 
Could  not  the  grave  forget  thee,  and  lay  low 
Some  less  majestic,  less  beloved  bead  ? 

In  the  sad  midnight,  while  thy  heart  still  bled. 

The  mother  of  a moment,  o'er  thy  boy, 

Death  hush'd  that  pang  for  ever;  with  thee  fled 
The  present  happiness  and  promUed  joy 
Which  fill'd  the  imperial  isles  so  full  it  seem’d  to  cloy. 

CLXIX. 

Feasts  bring  forth  in  safety.  — Can  it  be. 

Oh  thou  that  wert  so  happ)*,  so  adored  I 
Those  who  weep  nut  for  kings  shall  weep  for  thee. 
And  Freedom’s  heart,  grown  heavy,  cease  to  hoard 
Her  many  griefs  for  One;  for  she  bad  pour’d 
Her  orisons  for  thee,  and  o’er  thy  bead 
Beheld  her  Iris.  —Thou,  too,  lonely  lord. 

And  desolate  consort  — vainly  wert  thou  wed  ! 

The  husband  of  a year  1 the  father  of  the  dead  I 

CLXX. 

Of  sackcloth  was  thy  wedding  garment  made ; 

Thy  bridal's  fruit  is  ashes : in  the  dxist 
The  fair-hair’d  Daughter  of  the  Isles  is  laid. 

The  love  of  millions ! How  wc  did  entrust 
Futurity  to  her!  and,  though  It  must 
Darken  above  our  bones,  yet  fondly  deem'd 
Our  children  should  obey  her  child,  and  bless’d 
Her  and  her  hoped-for  seed,  whose  promise  M'cm'd 
Like  stars  to  shepherds'  eyes: — ’twas  but  a meteor 
beam  d. 

CLXXL 

Woe  unto  us,  not  her  i ; for  she  sleeps  well : 

The  fickle  reek  of  popular  breath,  the  tongue 
Of  hollow  counsel,  the  false  oracle, 

V^'hicb  from  the  birth  of  monarchy  hath  rung 

K resent  prlnri*u  am!  rutnn*  ciiieen,  and  Juit  aa  rhe  bexaa  to 
p happy,  and  to  enj  vy  hertell,  and  the  hopes  which  ahe  In- 
•pired.  1 reel  loiTy  in  every  retpeef’^^roM  LeOers.] 
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Its  knell  in  princely  oars,  till  the  o’emtim? 

Nations  have  arm'd  in  madness  the  strange  fate  * ' 

"WTiich  tumbles  mightiest  sovereigns,  and  hath  flung  , 
Against  their  blind  omnipotence  a weight 
Within  the  opposing  scale,  which  crushes  soon  or 
late,  — 

CLXXII.  I 

These  might  have  been  her  destiny ; but  no,  i 
Our  hearts  deny  It : and  so  young,  so  fair,  j 

Good  without  effort,  great  without  a foe ; j 

But  now  a bride  and  mother  — and  now  ihrre ! j 
How  many  ties  did  that  stem  moment  tear ! 

Fmm  thy  Sire’s  to  his  humblest  subject's  lircast 
Is  link'd  the  electric  chain  of  that  despair,  I 

Whose  shock  was  as  an  earthquake's,  and  opprc't 
The  land  which  loved  thee  so  that  none  could  low 
thee  best 

CLXXIII. 

Jx),  Nemi ! J navcll  d in  the  woody  hills 
So  far,  that  the  uprooting  wind  which  tears 
The  oak  from  his  foundation,  and  which  spills 
The  ocean  o'er  Its  boumlary,  and  boars 
Its  foam  against  the  skies,  reluctant  spares 
The  oval  mirror  of  thy  glas^'  lake; 

And,  calm  as  cherish'd  hate,  its  surface  wear* 

A deep  cold  settled  asi>oct  nought  can  shako. 

All  coll'd  into  itself  and  round,  us  sleeps  the  snake. 

CLXXIV. 

And  near  Albano’s  scarce  divided  waves  | 

Shine  from  a sister  valley ; — and  afar 
Tlsp  Tiiwr  winds,  and  the  broad  ocean  laves 
The  Latian  coast  where  sprung  the  Epic  war. 

Arms  and  the  Man,”  whose  re-ascending  star 
Rose  o'er  an  empire: — but  beneath  thy  right 
Tully  reposc«l  from  Romo ; — and  when*  yon  bar 
Of  girdling  mountains  Intercepts  the  sight 
The  Sabine  farm  was  till'd,  the  wear>'  bard’s  delight.  ’ 

CLXXV. 

■But  I forget. — My  Pilgrim’s  shrine  is  won, 

And  he  and  I must  part, — so  let  it  be,— 

His  ta«k  and  mine  alike  are  nearly  done ; 

Tot  once  more  let  us  look  upon  the  sea ; 

The  midland  ocean  breaks  on  him  and  me. 

And  from  the  Alban  Mount  we  now  behold 
Our  friend  of  youth,  that  Ocean,  which  when  we 
Beheld  it  last  by  Calpc’s  rock  unfold 
Those  waves,  vre  follow’d  on  till  the  dark  Eusine  roll’d 

1 1 n,xxvi. 

Upon  the  blue  Symplegadcs : long  years  — 

I.^ng.  though  not  very  many,— since  have  done 
Thtir  work  on  both ; some  suffering  and  some  tears 
Have  left  as  nearly  where  wo  had  begun : 

Tet  not,  in  %*aln  our  mortal  race  hath  run ; 

We  have  had  our  reward — and  It  Is  herct— 

That  we  can  yet  feel  gladden’d  by  the  sun, 

• Mnrr  died  on  the  srsffdd  ; F.lltabrth  of  a broken  Sitart  j 
ChwlrsY.  a hermit;  1/mls  XIV.  .1  bAnkmpt  In  mraai  e.n  * 
pl*>ry;  Cromwell  of  anxiety;  and,  the  grrate«t  ll  t»e!ilncl.” 
Napoleon  live*  a prisoner.  To  lhe*e  •oTerelf.m*  a lonit  but 
•iiprrfliious  lUt  might  be  added  of  name*  equally  Uluitriuui 
and  unhappy. 

* The  villase  of  Neml  wm  near  the  Arician  retre.il  of 

Fgrria.  ami.  fr>Tm  the  »hade<»  which  emSoiomed  the  lemplf 
of  Diana,  hai  proiervcJ  to  IhU  day  it*  dirtincllTc  appellaliuo 


And  reap  from  earth,  sea,  joy  almost  as  dear 
As  If  there  were  no  man  to  trouble  what  is  clear. 


CBXXVII. 

Oh  I that  the  Desert  were  my  dwelling-place. 

With  one  fair  Spirit  for  my  minister. 

That  I miglit  all  forget  the  human  race, 

And,  hating  no  one,  love  imt  only  her ! 

Te  elements  f — In  whose  ennobling  stir 
I feel  myself  exalted  — Can  yc  not 
Acconl  me  such  a being  ? Do  I err 
In  deeming  such  inhabit  many  a S|Kit  ? 

Though  with  them  to  converse  can  rarely  be  our  lot. 

CLXxvni. 

There  Is  a pleasure  In  the  pathless  wood-s. 

There  is  a rapture  on  the  lonely  shoiv, 

There  Is  society,  where  none  intrudes. 

By  the  deep  Sea,  and  music  in  It*  roar ; 

1 love  not  Man  the  less,  bi*t  Nature  more, 

From  these  our  Interviews,  In  which  I steal 
Fnmj  all  I may  be,  or  have  been  KTon*, 

To  mingle  with  the  I'niverse,  and  feel 
What  I can  ne’er  express,  ret  cannot  all  conceal. 

CLXXIX. 

Roll  on,  thou  deep  and  dark  blue  Octran  — rjll  ! 
Ten  thousaiul  fleets  sweep  over  thee  in  vain ; 

IMan  marks  the  earth  with  ruin  — his  contn)) 
Stoi»s  with  the  shore;  — upon  the  water)  plain 
The  wrecks  arc  all  ihy  deed,  nor  doth  remain 
A shadow  of  num’s  ra\Tige,  save  his  own, 

WTien,  for  a moment,  like  a drop  of  rain. 

He  sinks  into  thy  depths  with  bubbling  groan. 
Without  a grave,  unknell'd,  uncoinn’d,  an«i  unknowm. 

CLXXX. 

His  steps  are  rot  upon  thy  p.iths,  — thy  fields 
Are  not  a spoil  for  him,  — thou  dost  arise 
And  shake  him  from  thee ; the  rile  strength  he  wields 
For  e.arth’s  dcftructinn  thou  do«t  all  despise. 
Spuming  him  from  thy  bosom  to  the  skies, 

And  send’st  him,  shivering  in  thy  playful  spray 
And  howling,  to  his  Gods,  where  haply  lie* 

HU  petty  ho|K*  in  some  near  port  or  Iwy, 

And  dashcsl  him  again  to  earth : — there  let  him  lay. 

CLXXXI. 

The  srnn.’imenfs  which  thunderstrike  the  walls 
Of  rock-built  cities,  bidding  nations  quake, 

.\nd  monarehs  tremble  In  their  capitals. 

The  oak  leviathans,  whose  huge  ril«  make 
Their  clay  croator  the  vain  title  tike 
Of  lonl  of  thee,  and  arbiter  of  war ; 

These  arc  thy  toys,  and.  ns  the  sno\vy  flake, 

Tliey  melt  into  thy  yeast  of  wa\*cs,  which  mar 
Alike  the  Armada’s  pride  or  spoils  of  Trafalgar. 

of  Tfu"  Cro**c.  Xcir.l  I*  but  anereniuj;**  ride  fn.m  the  <<.ra. 
furf.^l’Jr  Inn  of  Albati'V 

» The  whoir  ili-cUvItT  of  the  Alb.m  I1IU  1«>  of  unTitHlIi-l 
tM'iuty,  and  imm  the  ronvcnl  tin  t|ir  « hii  h hn< 

•tirceeded  to  tl.e  of  llif  !.atlan  JupUrr,  the  protrrrt 

f>mbrarr5  »U  the  uliutltd  to  in  this  vUiirn  ; tbp  Mt-Ji. 

U*rtam*."a; ; the  w hole  »rcne  of  the  latter  bn»f  of  the  Alnritl, 
and  the  coaM  from  beyond  the  mouth  of  the  TiUt  to  tin* 

headland  of  ('ji<\Tiim  and  the  of  Ttrraelna. 

Appeaulix,  " Historical  Notc*,”XoL  xxxi. 
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CLXXXIL 

Thy  shorw  are  cmi>ires,  changed  In  all  nave  thee  — 
Assyria.  Greece,  Rome,  Carthage,  what  are  they  ? • 
Thy  water*  wash'd  them  power  while  they  were  free, 
And  many  a tyrant  since ; their  shores  obey 
The  stranger,  slave,  or  savage ; their  decay 
Has  dried  up  realm*  to  deserts : — not  so  thou ; — 
Unchangeable  save  to  thy  wild  waves’  play  — 

Time  writes  no  wrinkle  on  thine  azure  brow  — 
Such  as  creation's  dawn  l)cheld,  thou  roUest  now. 


CLXXXni. 

Thou  glorious  mirror,  where  the  Almighty’s  form 
(ilo5.6cs  Itself  in  tempests ; in  all  time. 

Calm  or  convulsed  — In  breeze,  or  g:ile,  or  storm, 
Icing  the  pole,  or  in  the  torrid  clime 
DarltTheaving;  — boundless,  endless,  and  sublime — 
The  Image  of  Eternity  — the  throne 
Of  the  Invisible;  even  from  out  thy  slime 
The  monsters  of  the  deep  arc  made ; each  xone 
Obeys  thee ; thou  gocst  forth,  dread,  fathomless,  alone. 

CLXXXIV. 

Ami  I have  loved  thee.  Ocean  * 1 and  my  joy 
Of  youthful  .sports  was  on  thy  breast  to  be 
Borne,  like  thy  bubbles,  onwafd : from  a Iwy 
I wanton’d  with  thy  breakers  •>- they  to  me 

* [When  T.ord  Dyron  wrote  this  stnmt,  he  han,  no  doubt, 
(he  liillowiitc  paitoge  in  Bosweli'*  Johnson  Uoatiiiv  on  hU 
rniml:  — **  Dioing  one  day  with  General  PaoU.  ati.)  Ulkliig 
of  hit  projected  joumer  to  Italy.  — * A raan,’  said  Johnson, 
* who  hits  not  been  in  Italy,  it  always  consciout  of  an  Infe^ 
nority.  rrom  hit  not  bavins  seen  nliat  it  it  ex[K*cted  a man 
thoidd  tee.  'i1ie  xraod  object  of  all  trarelling  It  to  tee  the 
shorct  of  the  Mediterranean.  On  thote  »horet  were  the  four 
great  empiret  of  the  world ; the  Atsyrie.n.^the  Persian,  tlio 
Grecian,  and  the  Roman.  AH  our  religion,  almost  all  our 
law,  almott  all  our  arts,  almost  all  that  teti  u*  above  tavam-t. 
hat  come  to  ut  from  the  thorct  of  the  MctiUcrranean  ' The 
Cmeral  obterved,  that  • The  Mwliterranoan  * w«»uld  be  n 
noble  iuitjact  for  a poem."  life  of  Johnson,  toI.  v.  p.  U&. 
cd.  I83.V] 

* [**  litis  passage  would,  perhapt.  be  read  without  emotion, 
if  we  (Ikl  not  Know  that  Ixjrd  Uyron  was  here  describing  bit 
actual  feelings  and  habits,  and  (hat  this  was  an  urufll-cted 
picture  of  hU  nmpcnsities  and  amusements  even  from  child, 
hood,—  when  he  mtened  to  the  roar,  and  watched  the  burtit 
of  the  northern  ocean  on  the  tempettuout  shores  of  Aberdeen, 
tliire.  It  was  a fearful  and  rioleiit  change  at  (ho  age  of  ten 

Jears  to  be  separated  from  this  congtuul  suUtudc,  — (hit 
ndcpendcnce  to  suited  to  h!s  haughty  and  contemplative 
spirit.  — this  rude  grandeur  of  nature,  — and  thrown  among 
tne  mere  worldlr.mlndrd  and  sclfiih  ferocity,  the  a9<-rtctl 

Klifb  aiKl  repeliing  coxcombry,  of  a great  public  school. 

iw  many  tliousand  time*  did  the  moody,  sullen,  and  Indlg. 
nant  boy  wish  himself  itack  to  the  keen  air  and  Iwtstcrous 
billows  that  broke  loaelr  upou  the  simple  and  aouUlnvigor* 
ailng  haunts  of  his  childhood.  How  did  ho  prefer  some 
ghott-story ; some  talc  of  sccond-ttght ; some  relation  of 
Ilohin  Hood’s  feats : some  harrowing  narrative  of  huecaneer* 
exploits,  to  all  of  Horace,  and  Virgil,  and  Homer,  that  was 
dinui'd  into  Ids  repulsive  spirit  1 To  the  shock  of  tills  change 


Were  a delight ; &nd  if  the  freshening  sea 
Mode  them  a terror  — *t  was  a pleasing  fear, 

For  I was  as  it  were  a child  of  thee, 

And  trusted  to  thy  billows  far  and  near, 

.\nd  laid  my  baud  upon  thy  mane — as  1 do  here. 

CLX.XXV. 

My  task  is  done  > — my  song  hath  ceased  — my 
theme 

Has  died  into  an  echo ; it  is  fit 
The  spell  should  break  of  this  protracted  dream. 
The  torch  shall  be  extinguish'd  which  hath  lit 
My  midnight  lamp— and  what  is  writ.  Is  writ,— 
Would  It  were  worthier  J but  I am  not  now 
That  which  I have  been— and  my  visions  flit 
Less  palpably  before  me — and  the  glow 
\1Ti!ch  in  my  spirit  dwelt  U fluttering,  faint,  and  low. 

cLxxxvr. 

Farewell ! a word  that  miwt  be,  and  hath  been  — 
sound  which  makes  us  Unger;— yet  — farewell ! 
Tc ! who  have  traced  the  Pilgrim  to  the  scene 
Which  is  hU  last,  if  In  )Our  memories  dwell 
A thought  which  once  was  his,  if  on  ye  swell 
A single  recollection,  not  in  vain 
He  wore  his  sandal>shoon  and  scaIIop>shell ; 
Farewell ! with  Aim  alone  may  re^t  the  pain, 

If  such  there  were — with  you,  the  moral  of  hb  strain ! 

II.  I fuipect  to  he  tram!  much  of  the  ecrtmtridty  of  I^rd 
Krron'i  future  life.  Tbi*  fourth  Canto  U the  fruit  of*  mini 
which  hoi  itomi  itielf  with  great  care  ani  toll,  aiHl  had  if* 
grsted  with  profound  rellectioa  and  intenu*  vigour  what  it 
iio<i  learned : the  icotlmcnU  are  not  *uch  at  lie  on  the  curfacr, 
but  could  only  be  awakened  by  long  meditation.  Whoever 
read*  it,  and  It  not  impretied  with  the  many  grand  virtues  at 
well  at  gigantic  powers  of  the  mind  that  wrote  it,  teenit  to 
me  to  afford  a proof  both  of  inteniibilicy  of  heart,  and  great 
ttupklity  of  Intellect."  — SiH  B.  Bbyugss.] 

* f**  It  wa*  a thought  worthy  of  the  groat  tpiril  of  Byron, 
after  exhibiting  to  us  his  PtlgHm  amitltt  all  the  mi>it  striking 
iccQC*  of  earthly  ^andeur  and  earthly  decay,  — after  teaching 
ut,  like  him.  to  siokcn  over  the  mutoldlity,  and  vanity,  and 
cmptlneti  of  human  greatness,  to  cxmduct  him  and  ut  at  ta^t 
to  the  borders  of  "the  Great  Deep  ” It  1*  there  that  we  may 
perceive  an  image  of  the  .nwfiil  and  unchangeable  aliyss  of 
eternity,  into  whote  bosom  so  much  has  sunk,  ami  ail  shall 
one  day  sink,  — of  that  eternity  wherein  the  scorn  and  Ihe 
contempt  of  man, and  the  mcUnchuIy  ofgrr.-it,  and  the  fretting 
of  little  mlodi,  shall  bo  at  rest  for  ever.  No  one,  hut  a true 
poet  of  man  and  of  nature,  would  have  Hared  to  frame  such  a 
terminatioo  for  such  a Pilgrimage.  The  image  of  the  wan. 
derer  may  well  be  AtioclAt>‘d,  for  a time,  with  the  rock  of 
Calpe.  the  ihattered  temples  of  Athms,  or  the  gigantic  frag- 
ments of  Romo ; but  when  we  wish  to  think  ut  this  dark 
ncrsonlfiration  as  of  a thing  which  U,  where  can  we  to  well 
imagine  him  to  have  bit  dally  haunt  as  by  the  roaring  of  (he 
ware*  ? It  was  thus  that  Homer  rrprctentei!  Achilles  in  his 
motnentt  of  ungovernable  and  Inconsolable  grief  for  the  lots 
of  Potroclus.  It  was  thus  be  choM  to  d<^pict  the  paternal 
despair  of  C'hHseus — 

y imitn  rm*k  rtXtifXurSmi 
— WlLSOX.j 
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Cf)(  <^taour: 

A FRAGMENT  OF  A TURKISH  TALE.' 


Onr  fat.ll  remerahrvwe  — one  jorroir  that  throw* 

1(1  btcak  ahadv  alike  o’er  our  joy*  amt  our  wori  ^ 

To  vhlrh  Ufa  nothing  darker  n<»r  briithter  ran  bring. 
For  which  bath  no  balm  — and  aflliction  nu  ttlDK.'* 

Mourk. 


S.4MUEI^  ROGERS,  ESQ. 

aa  a nuoht  but  n<m  binccre  tdkrx  of  anmaaTioir  roa  mt  ocNtns, 
aaaaacT  roa  ms  cnaiucrra.  and  oaaTmmB  roa  iti»  raiKNOsiur, 

TIU5  PRODUCTION  IS  INSCRIBED, 

aT  ms  oBLiaRD  avo  ArfEcnoxara  sertaxt, 

nviioN. 


London,  May,  1S13. 


I ADVERTISEMENT. 

I Tirr  Ule  which  these  dliyolntcd  fragments  present,  i 
I Is  founlcd  upon  circumstances  now  less  common  in  ' 
; the  Ka&t  than  formerly ; either  because  the  ladies  | 
' arc  more  circumspect  than  In  the  **  olden  time,"  or  | 
because  the  Christians  have  better  fortune,  or  less  , 
j enterprise.  The  story,  when  entire,  contained  llte 
• adventures  of  a female  slave,  who  was  thrown,  in 
the  Mussulman  manner,  Into  the  sea  for  infidelity, 
and  avenged  b>'  a youni;  Venetian,  her  lover,  at  the 
time  the  Seven  Islands  were  possessed  by  the  Re. 
public  of  Venice,  and  soon  after  the  Arnauts  wen* 
beaten  back  from  the  Morea,  which  they  had  ravaged 
for  some  time  subsequent  to  the  Russian  Invasion. 
The  desertion  of  the  Malnotes,  on  being  refused  the 
plunder  of  Misltm,  led  to  the  abandonment  of  that 
enterprise,  and  to  the  desolation  of  the  Moreii, 
during  which  the  cruelty  exercised  on  all  sides  was 
unparalltletl  even  in  the  anuals  of  the  falthfuL  ^ 

1 rThe  **  Claonr  " wa*  published  in  Mar  1813,  and  abum* 
lUntiy  sustained  the  impression  created  by  the  two  first  cantos 
of  Childe  Harold.  It  is  abrious  that  in  this,  the  first  of  hit 
romantic  narratires.  Lord  Byron's  vrrstficad.on  relif^ti  the 
aiitnirjt^n  h«  always  arowrd  for  Mr.  Coleridge’s  “ Chrlsu 
idirl.".~tbe  irregular  rhythm  of  which  had  already  been 
adopted  in  the  **  Lay  of  the  Last  .^linstrel."  The  ha^ptentarv 
itrle  of  the  composition  wn*  sugRcited  by  the  fticn  mw 
aiid  popular  ” Columbus  " of  Mr.  Rogers.  As  to  the  snbjeri. 
it  W.1*  not  merely  be  rerent  trarcl  that  the  author  h.id  f.imb 
llarised  himself  with  Turkish  history.  *•  Old  Koolles,’*  hr 
said  at  Missolonghl,  a few  week*  brforo  hit  death.  *•  was  one 
of  the  first  brxiks  thiU  gare  me  pleasure  whro  a child  ; and  I 
believe  It  had  much  Influence  on  my  future  wishes  to  visit 
the  l.eTant.  and  gave,  perhaps,  (he  oriental  colouring  whU-ii 
is  observed  In  nw  poetry."  In  the  margin  of  his  copy  of 
Mr.  D’lsraeli'c  Kssay  on  the  Literary  Character,  wc  find 
the  following  note;— *•  Knolle*.  Cantemlr,  De  Toll.  Lady 
M.  W.  Montag^ie.  Hawkins’s  translatioa  from  Mlgnot's  History 
of  the  Turks,  the  Arabian  Nights  — all  travels  or  histories, 
or  books  upon  the  East,  t could  meet  with,  1 bad  read,  as 
well  as  Ricaut,  befw  1 was  fen  years  eld.’*] 

* [An  event,  in  which  I>wd  Byron  was  persornHy  eon- 
comed,  undoubtedly  supplied  the  groundsrork  of  Ibis  tale  ; 
but  for  the  story,  so  ctrcurastantially  put  forth,  of  his  having 
himself  been  the  lov(^  of  this  female  slave,  there  is  no  found. 
atiOQ.  The  girl  whose  life  the  poet  saved  at  Athens  was  not. 


Chr  (Siaour. 


No  l)reath  of  air  to  break  the  wave 
Tliat  rolls  below  the  Athenian's  grave, 
That  tomb  5 which,  gleaming  o’er  the  clifT, 
First  giwts  the  homeward- veering  skiff, 
High  o'er  th^land  he  saved  in  vain; 

When  shall  such  hero  live  again  ? 

• • • • • 

Fair  cllrae  ■‘1  where  every  season  smiles 
Benignant  o’er  those  blessed  Isles, 

VTiich,  seen  from  far  Colonna's  height. 
Make  glad  the  heart  that  hails  the  sight. 
And  lend  to  loneliness  delight 
There  mildly  dimpling,  Ocean's  cheek 
Rcfiects  the  tints  of  many  a peak 
C.iught  by  the  laughing  tides  that  lave 
Th««  Edens  of  the  eastern  wave ; 


wp  are  assured  by  Sir  John  Hobhotise.  an  object  of  his  Lord, 
ship’s  ntuchraent,  but  of  that  of  hii  Turkish  servant.  For 
the  Marquis  of  Sligo's  account  of  the  alfiur,  tee  Moore’s 
Notices.} 

* A tomb  above  the  rocks  on  th?  promooto^,  by  some 
supposed  the  sepalchre  of  Thcmistocles.  — f“  iTiero  are," 
says  Cumberland,  In  his  Observer,  " a few  Hoes  hr  Plato, 
U[mn  the  tomb  of  Thnnistncics.  which  have  a turn  of  elegant 
and  pathetir  simplicity  in  them,  that  deserves  a better  trana. 
latioD  than  I can  give  : — 

‘ By  the  sea’s  margin,  on  the  watery  strand. 

Thy  TOonumPin.  Themiilodii.  shall  stand: 

^ this  directed  to  thy  native  shore, 

’rtic  merchant  shall  convey  his  freighted  store  ; 

And  when  our  fleets  are  summoned  to  the  fiEhc. 
Atheos  sliall  conquer  with  thy  tomb  In  sight.'  "j 

* [•*  Of  the  beautiful  flow  of  Byron’s  fancy,”  aari  Moore, 
* when  its  sources  were  once  opened  on  any  subject,  the 
Giaour  aflbriis  one  of  the  most  remarkable  {nsUDces  t this 
poem  having  accumulated  under  his  hand,  both  !n  printing 
and  thmugh  successive  editions,  till  from  four  hundrm  lines, 
of  which  It  cmjslited  in  Us  first  ropy,  it  at  present  ammmts 
to  fmrteen  hundred.  The  plan,  indeed,  which  he  had  adopted, 
of  a series  of  fraemeots,  _ a set  of  ’ orient  pearls  at  random 
strung'  — left  him  free  to  introduce,  without  reference  to 
more  than  the  general  complexioo  of  bU  story,  whatever  sers* 
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And  If  at  times  a transient  breeze 
Break  the  blue  fr>'8tal  of  the  sejis. 

Or  sweep  one  bltmom  fW)m  the  trees. 

How  welcome  is  each  gentle  air 
That  wakes  and  waft^  the  odours  then* ! 

For  there  — the  Kosc  o'er  crag  or  vale. 

Sultana  of  the  Nightingale, ' 

The  maid  for  whom  his  melody. 

Ills  thousand  songs  arc  heard  on  high. 

Blooms  blushing  to  her  lover’s  talc  : 

His  cjucen,  the  garden  queen,  hb  Rose, 

Unbent  by  winds,  unohiH’d  by  snows, 

Far  from  the  winters  of  the  we«t. 

By  every  brerre  and  season  blest. 

Returns  the  sweets  by  nature  given 
In  softest  incense  back  to  heaven ; 

And  grateful  yields  that  smiling  sky 
Her  fairest  hue  and  fragrant  sigh. 

And  many  a summer  fltnvcr  Is  there, 

And  many  a shade  that  love  might  share. 

And  many  a grotto,  meant  for  rest, 

That  holds  the  pirate  for  a guest ; 

1^11080  bark  in  sheltering  cove  below 
Lurks  for  the  passing  peaceful  prow. 

Till  the  gay  mariner’s  guitar  ■ 

Is  heard,  and  scon  the  evening  star; 

Then  stealing  with  the  muffled  oar. 

Far  shaded  by  the  rocky  shore, 

Rush  the  night-prowlers  on  the  prey, 

And  turn  to  groans  his  roundelay. 

Strange  — that  where  Nature  loved  to  trace. 

As  If  for  gods,  a dwelling  place. 

And  cver>-  charm  and  grace  hath  mix’d 
Within  the  paradise  she  fix’d. 

There  man,  enamour’d  of  distress. 

Should  mar  It  into  wlldemesg. 

And  trample,  brute-like,  o’er  each  flower 
That  tasks  not  one  laborious  hour; 

Nor  claims  the  culture  of  his  hand 
To  bloom  along  the  fklry  land, 

timenti  or  tmaje*  hli  faary,  in  Us  excorsiotui,  could  collect ; 
and,  how  little  festered  he  wu  by  aay  regard  to  connection 
in  these  additions,  appr.nrs  from  a note  which  accompnled 
his  own  copy  of  this  paragraph.  In  wliich  he  says, — ’I  have 
not  yet  fisra  the  place  of  insertion  for  the  following  lines,  hut 
wilt,  when  t see  you  —as  I have  no  copy.’  Even  into  this 
new  passage,  rich  as  it  was  at  first,  his  fancy  afterwards  poured 
a fresh  Infusion,”—  ITir  raluo  of  these  after-touches  of  the 
master  maybe  appreriatwl  by  comparing  the  following  verses, 
from  his  original  draft  of  this  p.'ira^aph,  with  the  form  which 
they  DOW  wear  : — 

**  Fair  clime ! where  eeateirss  ittmmer  smiln. 
H<*nignant  o'er  those  blrssesi  lates. 

Which,  set'is  from  far  f^Honna'i  height, 

Make  glad  the  liearf  that  h^s  the  sight, 

Andgfpc  to  loneliness  delight. 

There  ikinf  tAt  bright  abod^  yc  tffh. 

Like  dimplet  upon  Ocean's  ektek. 

So  tmiling  rmirut  the  traten  Inte 
These  Edens  of  the  eastern  wave. 

Or  if.  at  times,  the  transient  hreeae 
Itreak  the  trruMtk  crystal  of  the  seas. 

Or  truth  one  blossom  from  the  trees, 

How  grateful  Is  the  gentle  air 

That  waves  and  wafts  the/rogrance  there.” 

The  whole  of  this  passage,  from  line  T.  down  to  line  1G7., 
“ Who  heard  it  first  bad  cause  to  grieve,”  was  not  in  the  first 
edition.] 

^ The  attachment  of  the  nightingale  to  (he  rose  Is  a well, 
known  Persian  fatile.  If  1 mistake  not,  the  **  Bulbul  of  a 
thousand  tales  ” is  one  of  his  appellations.  [*l*hus,  Mesihl,  at 
translated  by  Sir  William  Jones  : — 

**  Come,  charming  maid  t and  hear  thy  poet  sing. 

Thyself  rhe  rose,  and  he  the  bird  of  spring  : 
lx>ve  bids  him  stag,  and  I.ove  will  be  obey'd. 

Be  gay : too  ao'.a  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fade.”] 


But  springs  ms  to  preclude  his  care, 

And  sweetly  woos  him  — but  to  spvc  t 
.Strange  — that  where  all  U peace  beside, 
There  passion  riots  in  her  pride, 

And  lu.8t  and  rapine  wildly  rcigo 
To  darken  o’er  the  domain. 

It  is  os  though  the  fiends  prevail’d 
Against  the  seraphs  they  assail’d 
And,  fix’d  on  heavenly  thrones,  should  dwell 
The  freed  inheriton  of  hell ; 

So  soft  the  scene,  so  form’d  for  joy. 

So  curst  the  tyrants  that  destroy  I 


lie  who  hath  bent  him  o’er  the  dead’ 

Ere  the  fim  day  of  death  is  fled, 

I The  first  dark  day  of  nothingness. 

The  last  of  danger  and  distn*!<s, 

(Before  Decay’s  effacing  fingers 

Have  swept  the  lines  where  beauty  lingers,) 

And  mark'd  the  mild  angelic  air. 

The  rapture  of  rejKwc  tliat's  there,  < 

The  fix’d  yet  tender  traits  that  streak 
The  languor  of  the  placid  cheek. 

And  — but  for  that  sad  shrouded  eye, 

That  fires  not,  wins  not,  weeps  not,  now. 

And  but  for  that  chill,  changeless  brow, 

^Tiere  cold  Obstruction’s  apathy  ^ 

Appals  the  gazing  mourner's  heart, 

.\s  if  to  him  it  could  Impart 

The  doom  he  dreads,  yet  dwells  upon  ; 

Tes,  but  for  these  and  these  alone, 

.Some  moments,  ay,  one  treacherous  hour. 

He  still  might  doubt  the  tyrant’s  power; 

So  fair,  so  calm,  so  softly  seal’d, 

'Fhe  first,  last  look  by  death  rc\'eal’d 
Such  is  the  aspect  of  this  shore ; 

’T  Is  Greece,  but  living  Greece  no  more ! “ 

So  coldly  sweet,  so  deadly  fair, 

Wc  start,  for  soul  is  wanting  there. 

* The  guitar  li  the  constant  amusement  of  the  Greek  sikilor 
by  night : with  m stcaily  fair  wind,  and  during  a calm,  it  Is 
accompanied  always  by 'the  voice,  and  oficn  by  dandug. 

> [If  once  the  public  notice  is  drawn  to  a poet,  the  talents 
he  exhibiu  on  a nearer  view,  the  weight  his  mind  carrtci 
with  it  in  hit  every-day  Intercourw.  somehow  or  other,  are 
reflected  aroand  un  bis  ccrnipositionv , and  co-operate  ii^vtng 
a collateral  force  to  their  Impre^flon  on  the  public.  'To  this 
we  must  atsicn  some  part  of  the  impression  made  by  the 
**  Giaour.”  The  thirty-five  lines  beginning  ” Ho  who  hath 
bent  him  o’er  the  dead  ” are  so  bcauMfiil,  so  original,  and  so 
utterly  beyond  the  reacii  of  any  one  whoso  poetical  gi'tilus 
w jis  not  very  decided,  and  very  rkh,  tliat  they  alone,  under 
tho  circtimstanrcs  expiaineil,  were  sufficient  to  secure  cele- 
brity to  this  poem.  — .Sis  E.  Rkti>ge.<i-J 

* [”  And  mark’d  the  almost  dreaming  air 

Which  sjtcaks  the  swr«'t  repose  that’s  there.”—  ME.] 

* ••  .JU,  but  to  die  and  go  we  know  not  where, 

'To  He  in  cold  obstruction*—” 

Measure  for  Measure,  art  IIL  sc.  I. 

* I trust  that  few  of  my  re.iders  have  ever  had  an  oi»por- 
tunity  of  witnessing  what  Is  here  attempted  In  description  ; , 
tuit  those  who  have  will  probably  retain  a painful  rernem-  | 
branco  of  that  slngnlar  ^autv  which  pcrvatles,  with  few 
exerptions.  the  features  of  the  duad,  a few  hours,  and  but  for  j 
a few  hours,  after  ”tho  spirit  is  not  there, " It  is  to  bo  ! 
remarked  in  cases  of  violent  death  by  gun-shot  wounds,  the 
expression  is  always  that  of  languor,  whatever  the  natural 
enerpry  of  Che  suflercr's  character  : bat  in  death  fCotn  a stab 
the  countenance  preserves  its  traits  of  feeling  or  ferocity,  and 
the  mind  its  bias,  to  the  last. 

f [In  Palinway's  Constantinople,  a book  which  Lord  Bvron 
Is  not  unlikely  to  have  ronsultetU  1 flrul  a passage  quotetl  from 
GilUes’s  History  of  Greece,  whieh  cor.tains.  perhaps,  the  first  ' 
seed  of  the  thought  thus  expanded  Into  full  perfectiou  by 
£ 2 
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I Hm  U the  lovellnes*  in  death. 

I That  I'arU  not  quite  with  partiiiR  breath  j 
lJut  beauty  with  that  fearful  bUwm, 

That  hue  which  haunU  It  to  the  tomb, 
Expression**  last  receding  ray, 

A gilded  halo  hovering  round  decay, 

The  farewell  beam  of  Feeling  pa.*s’d  away  ’ 

IS|>ark  of  that  (lame,  perchance  of  heavenly  birth, 

' Which  gleams,  but  warms  no  more  its  cherish'd  earth  t * 

1 1 Clime  of  the  unfontotten  hrasT ! * 

1 ' NtTiose  land  fMm  plain  to  mounlaln-cave 
Wai  Freedfim's  home  or  Oiory’*  grave  : 

I , Shrine  of  the  mlglity  ! can  it  lie. 

That  this  is  all  remains  of  thee  ? 

Approach,  thou  craven  crouching  ^Iave  : 

1 Say,  Is  m*t  this  Thennopybe  ? 

These  waters  blue  that  itJunJ  you  lave. 

Oh  servile  offspring  of  the  free  — 

I Pronounce  what  sea,  what  shore  U this  ? 

The  gulf,  the  rock  of  Salamis ! 

! These  scenes  their  story  not  unknown, 
i Arise,  and  make  again  your  own : 

I • Snatch  fn»m  the  a'^lics  of  your  sin** 
j The  ember*  of  their  fonner  tire* ; 

! And  he  who  In  the  strife  expire* 

1 Will  add  to  theirs  a name  of  fear 

! That  'r>’ranny  shall  quake  to  hear, 
i And  leave  hi*  sons  a hojtc,  a fame. 

They  too  will  rather  die  than  shame ; 

For  Freedom's  battle  once  begun, 

; Ileqneath'd  by  bleeding  Sire  to  Son, 

Thomjh  bafllcd  oft  U ever  won. 

Boar  witness,  Gi%*ecc,  thy  living  luge  I 
Attest  it  many  u deathless  age ! 

! ! While  kings.  In  dusty  darkness  hid, 

Have  left  a nameless  pyramid, 

I Thy  heroes,  though  the  general  doom 
I Hath  swept  the  column  fmai  their  tomb, 

A mightier  monument  command, 
j The  inounUiins  of  their  native  land  ! 

I There  iwlnts  thy  Muse  to  stranger’*  *‘ve 
j The  graves  of  those  that  cannot  die ! 

'T  were  long  to  tell,  and  sad  to  trace. 

Each  step  from  splendour  to  disgrace  j 
Enough  — no  foreign  foe  could  quell 
Thy  soul,  till  fnmi  itself  It  fell ; 

Yes  I Self-abasement  pavctl  the  way 
To  vllkdn-btmd*  and  desjwt  sway. 

1 What  can  he  tell  who  treads  Ihy  shore? 

j No  legend  of  thine  olden  time, 
j No  theme  on  which  the  Muse  might  soar 
I High  a*  thine  own  In  day*  of  yore. 


When  man  was  worthy  of  Ihy  dime. 
The  hearts  within  thy  valleys  bred. 

The  fiery  soul*  that  might  l^ve  led 
Thy  sons  to  deed*  sublime. 

Now  crawl  from  cradle  to  the  grave, 
Slaves  — nay,  the  Inindsmen  of  a »lavc,* 
And  callous,  save  to  crime  ; 

Stain’d  with  each  evil  that  pollute* 
Mankind,  where  least  above  the  bruU** ; 
W'itbout  even  savage  virtue  blest, 

W ithout  one  free  or  valiant  breast. 

Still  to  the  neighbouring  itort*  they  waft 
Proverbial  wile*,  and  ancient  craft; 

1 In  this  the  subtle  (;rcek  Is  found, 
j For  this,  and  thl*  alone,  renown’iL 
In  vain  might  Liberty  invoke 
The  spirit  to  Its  bondage  broke. 

Or  raise  the  neck  that  courts  the  yoke : 
No  more  her  sorrows  I licw.iiJ, 

Vet  thU  will  be  a mouniful  tide, 

And  they  who  listen  may  liellcvc, 

Who  heard  it  first  b.'id  cause  to  grieve. 


Far,  dark,  along  the  blue  sea  glancing, 

The  shadow*  of  the  rock*  advancing 
Start  on  the  fisher’*  eye  like  boat 
Of  island-pirate  or  Malnote ; 

And  fearful  for  hi*  light  caique. 

He  shun#  the  near  but  doubtful  crcck ; 
Though  worn  and  wear)-  with  hi*  toil. 

And  cumber’d  with  hU  scaly  spoil. 

Slowly,  yet  strongly,  plies  the  oar, 

TUI  Port  Leone's  safer  shore 
Receives  him  by  the  lovely  light 
That  best  becomes  an  Eastcni  night. 

* • • • • 

Wlio  thundering  comes  on  blackest  steed,  * 
With  slacken'd  bit  and  hoof  of  *i>ecd  ? 
Beneath  the  clattering  ii-oii’*  sound 
The  cavem’d  echoes  wnke  around 
In  la*>h  for  lash,  and  bound  for  bound  ; 

The  foam  that  streaks  the  courser’s  side 
Seems  gather’d  fmm  the  occan-tlde: 

Though  weary  waves  arc  sunk  to  rest. 
There’s  none  within  his  rider’s  breast ; 

And  though  to-morrow temt>est  lower, 

’Tls  calmer  than  thy  heart,  young  Giaour!* 
I know  thee  not,  I loathe  thy  race, 

But  In  thy  lineaments  1 trace 
W'hat  time  shall  strengthen,  not  efface: 
Though  young  and  pale,  that  fallow  front 
Is  scathitl  by  fierj  ixwfclon’s  brunt ; 


I 


I 


I 


gcnlui : — “The  preient  »tale  of  Greece  compared  to  the 
ancient.  ii  the  silnit  obtrurlty  of  the  grave  cuiitrutcd  with 
the  vivid  luitre  of  active  IHe.”  — Mikiril] 

> [There  U (nflnUc  »>ca«ty  and  rff.-ct,  though  ot  a painful 
anJ  almort  oppressive  chararter,  in  this  extraonUnijy  pas- 
sage; in  wliieh  the  author  hai  illustrated  (he  bcantiud,  Init 
itm  and  melancholy  aspect  of  the  once  busy  and  ginrious 
shores  of  Greece,  by  an  Image  more  true,  more  mnumfUl, 
and  more  exquisitely  finished,  than  any  that  WQ  can  recollect 
In  the  whole  compass  of  poetry.  — Jemev.] 

* [From  this  line  to  the  conclusion  of  the  jwtragraph,  the 
MS-  I*  written  in  a hurried  and  almost  Illegible  hanil,  as  If 
these  splendid  llor*  had  lieen  poured  forth  in  one  cuntinuotu 
hurst  o(  poetic  feeling,  which  would  hardlyallnw  time  for  the 
hand  to  follow  the  rapid  flow  of  the  imagin-ition.] 

» Athens  is  the  propertvof  the  Klslar  Apt  (the  slave  of  the 
srrogliu  and  guardian  of  the  women),  who  appoints  the  \\  ay- 

^ 


wode.  A pander  and  eunuch  — these  are  not  polite,  yet  tnse  I 
appellations  — now  guvtnu  the  gotrmor  of  Atiieiu  J 

* [The  reciter  of  the  talc  is  a Turkish  fisherman,  who  has 
been  emplo)Til  during  the  day  in  the  gulfttf  .Tgtna,  and  in 
the  evening,  apprehensive  of  the  Maiuote  pirates  who  infest 
the  coast  of  Attica,  lands  with  hli  boat  on  the  harbour  of 
Port  I.e<ine,  the  aivdcmt  Plrvus.  Ho  becomes  the  eye-witness 
of  nearly  all  the  Inddents  in  the  story,  and  in  one  of  them  U 
a principal  agent.  It  is  to  bis  reeling*,  and  particularly  to 
his  reli^oiis  prejudices,  that  we  are  indebted  for  some  of  the 
must  forcible  and  ipicndld  parti  of  the  poem.  — Gaoaug 
Elli*.] 

* [In  Dr.  Oarke’s  Travels,  thia  word,  which  means  tn/idrL, 
is  always  written  according  to  Us  English  prunuttclatiun, 
J})our.  l»rd  tlyron  iuio{i(ed  the  Italian  spelling  usual  among 
the  Franks  of  the  Lavaut.3 
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THE  GIAOUR.  t>.',  ! 


i'hough  bent  on  earth  thine  erU  ejt, 

A*  meteor-like  thou  glidest  by, 

Right  well  I view  and  deem  thee  one 
Whom  Othman's  ions  should  slay  or  shun. 

On — on  he  hasten'd,  and  he  drew 
My  Rase  of  wonder  as  be  flew : 

Though  like  a demon  of  the  night 
j He  pars'd,  and  vanish'd  fh>m  my  sight, 

I Ills  aspect  and  his  air  impress'd 
[ A troubled  memory  on  my  breast, 

' And  long  upon  my  startM  ear 
; I Rung  his  dark  courser's  hoofs  of  fear. 

He  spurs  hU  steed ; he  nears  the  steep. 

That,  jutting,  shadows  o'er  the  deep ; 

I He  winds  around  ; he  hurries  by ; 

Tlic  rock  relieves  him  from  mine  eye ; 

For  well  I ween  unwelcome  he 
Whose  glance  Is  fix’d  on  those  that  flee ; 

I And  not  a star  but  shines  too  bright 
' [ On  him  who  takes  such  timeless  flIghL 
I He  wound  along ; but  ere  he  post’d 
I One  glance  he  snatch'd,  as  if  his  last, 

A moment  check'd  his  wheeling  steed, 

' A moment  breathed  him  from  hh  speed, 

l!  A moment  on  bis  stirrup  stood  — 

^'*hy  looks  he  o’er  the  olive  wood  ? 

' I The  crescent  glimmers  on  the  hill. 

! The  Mo»que's  high  lamps  are  quivering  still : 

I i Though  too  remote  for  sound  to  wake 
; In  echtH  fi  of  the  fhr  tophaike,  ‘ 

I I The  flashes  of  each  Joyous  t>eal 

Are  seen  to  prove  the  Moslem’s  seal. 

To-night,  set  Rhamazani's  sun  ; 

To-night,  the  Halram  feast's  begun  ; 

To-night — imt  who  and  what  art  thou 
Of  foreign  garb  and  fearful  brow  ? 

And  what  are  these  to  thine  or  tbee. 

That  thou  should'st  cither  pause  or  fli*e  ? 

He  sttxxl  — some  dread  was  on  bis  fate. 

Soon  Hatred  settled  in  Its  place : 

It  rt)se  not  with  the  reddening  flush 
Of  transient  Anger's  hasty  blush,'* 

I Hut  pale  as  marble  o’er  the  tomb. 

Whose  ghastly  whiteness  aiils  Its  gloom. 

! ' “ Tophaike,'*  musket.  — The  Bairatn  it  Announced  by 

1 the  rannuii  at  ; the  UluminAllun  of  the  Mos«iuea,  and 

the  firing  of  aU  kiwis  of  small  arms,  loaded  >^Uh  bail,  pro- 
claim it  during  the  night. 

* f"  //oi/y  blush."  For  Aoffy.  all  the  editions  till  the 
twelfth  read  '*  tLirkmimg  blush.”  Oo  (he  hark  ol  a copy  of 
the  olctrenlh,  la^rd  Byron  has  wriUen,  **  Why  did  not  the 

1>rtntcr  attend  to  the  solitarr  correction  so  r«|»ea(v<l1y  made  ? 

have  no  copy  of  this,  and  desire  to  have  none  Ull  my  rd^uest 
it  compiled  wlth.’*j 

> Then  turned  It  swiftly  to  his  blade, 

As  loud  hit  raven  charger  neigh'd.”  ^ U-S.  J 
* Jerreed,  or  Djerrid,  a blunted  Turkish  Javelin,  which  it 
darted  from  horset>ack  with  great  force  and  prerltlon.  It  is 
a favourite  eserciac  of  the  Muuiilinans  ; but  I know  not  if  it 
can  bt‘  railed  a nuiaiy  one.  since  the  most  expert  tn  the  art 
are  the  Black  Fuu  >chs  of  Constantinopl<'  I think,  next  to 
I these,  a Maralouk  a Smyrna  was  (be  most  skilful  (hat  came 
’l  wuhirt  my  utwervalioik. 

* fKvery  gesture  of  the  Impetuous  hoTi'*man  Is  full  of 
1|  anxlMyMid  fiassina  In  the  midst  of  hit  career,  whilst  in 
full  view  of  the  aslonluhed  «{»ertator.  he  suddenlr  checks  his 
stee»l.  and  rising  on  hit  stirrup,  survej-t,  with  a look  of  agimls- 
i1  ing  impatience,  the  distant  city  iniiminat«N|  for  the  feast  of 
J Balram  ; then  pale  with  anger,  raises  hit  arm  as  if  in  meuare 

II  of  an  Invisible  enemy;  >>ut  aw.ikenrd  from  hit  trance  of 
passton  hy  the  neighing  of  his  charger,  again  hurries  forward, 
and  disap[ica/a.  — Gloigb  Ellis.J 


HU  brow  was  bent,  his  eye  was  glased , 

He  raised  his  arm,  and  fiercely  raised. 

And  sternly  shook  his  hand  on  high. 

As  doubting  to  return  or  fly ; 

Impatient  of  his  flight  delay’d, 

Here  loud  hU  raven  charger  neigh'd  — 

I>own  glanced  that  hand,  and  grasp'd  his  blade ; > 
That  sound  had  burst  his  waking  dream, 

I As  .Slumber  starts  at  owlet's  scream, 
j The  spur  hath  lanced  hU  courser's  sides ; 

I .\way,  away,  for  life  he  rides : 

Swift  as  the  hurl’d  on  high  jerreed  ♦ 
j Springs  to  the  touch  hb  startled  steed ; 

The  rock  Is  doubled,  and  the  shore 
Shakes  with  the  clattering  tramp  no  more  t 
The  crag  is  won,  no  more  U seen 
His  Christian  crest  and  haughty  mien.  * 

I 'T  was  but  an  iiutant  he  restrain’d 
That  fiery  barb  so  sternly  rein’d;® 

'T  was  but  a moment  that  he  stood. 

Then  spetl  as  if  by  death  pursued  ; 

But  In  that  instant  o’er  bis  soul 
Winters  of  Memory  seem'd  to  roll, 

.And  gather  in  that  drop  of  time 
A life  of  pain,  an  age  of  crime. 

O'er  him  who  loves,  or  hates,  or  fears, 

Such  moment  pours  the  grief  of  years : 

What  felt  fu  then,  at  once  opprest 
By  all  that  must  distracts  the  breast? 

That  |wu»e,  which  ponder'd  o'er  his  fate. 

Oh,  who  iti  dreary  length  shall  date  1 
j Though  in  Time's  record  nearly  nought. 

It  was  Eternity  to  Thought ! 

I Fur  infinite  as  boundless  space 

The  thought  that  Conscience  must  embrare, 

' Which  in  itself  can  comprehend 
Wue  without  name,  or  hope,  or  end. 


The  hour  is  tcist,  the  Giaour  Is  gone ; 

And  did  be  fly  or  fall  alone  ? ' 

Woe  to  that  hour  he  came  or  went : 

The  cflrse  fur  Hassan's  sin  was  twnt  J 

To  turn  a palace  to  ^ tomb : 

He  came,  he  went,  like  the  simoom,  * 

Thrtt  harbinger  of  fate  and  gloom, 

* [”  *T  wu  but  an  Instant,  though  lo  lunr 

When  thui  dilated  In  roy  •oag.”~  MS.j 

7 Out  neither  fled  nor  fell  alone.”.—  MS.] 

* The  blast  of  the  desert,  fatal  to  every  thing  living,  and 

ohm  alluded  to  in  eastern  poetn. f .AbyMintan  Untre  gives, 
perhaps,  the  livcilesc  account  of  the  apiwaraoce  and  elU^ts  of 
the  sulTocatlng  blast  of  the  Dwert:  — **  At  elrva*R  o'clock,** 
he  says.  **  while  we  contetnpUted  with  great  pleasure  the 
rugged  top  of  Chtggre,  to  whkh  we  were  fast  approncliing, 
aud  where  we  were  to  solace  ourselves  with  plenty  of  good 
water,  Idris,  our  guide,  cried  out  with  a loud  voice,  * Fall 
upon  your  faces,  for  here  Is  the  simoont*  I saw  from  the 
south-east  a base  ct>mr,  in  colour  like  the  purple  pert  of  the  ; 
rainbow,  Iwt  not  so  corapreisnl  or  thick.  It  did  not  oiYupy  j 
twenty  yanU  in  breadth,  and  was  ai>ou(  twelve  feet  high  from  [ 
the  ground.  It  was  a kirul  of  blush  (hr  air,  and  it  I 

mnve«)  scry  rapidly  : for  I scarce  could  turn  to  tall  upon  the  I 
gr>3un<i.  With  my  heaxi  to  the  northward,  when  I lelt  (he  heat  | 
of  its  current  plainly  uptm  mr  face.  We  alt  lay  flat  on  the  M 
ground  as  if  deatl,  till  Idris  (oU  us  it  was  (down  over.  The  ! 
mrtvor.  or  purple  haie.  whl*:h  I saw  was,  indesNl.  |Mused,  but 
the  light  air.  wlilch  still  blew,  wn«  of  a heat  to  threater  siif.  | 
foc.iUon.  For  my  part,  I found  distinctly  in  my  breast  that  1 
lud  imiiihed  a part  of  it ; nor  was  1 free  of  an  asthmatic 
sensation  till  I hail  iwen  some  months  In  It.ily,  M the  bath.s 

of  I'uretta.  near  two  years  .inerwards.*'— . See  Bruce's  Life 
aiwl  Travels,  p.  470.  edit.  1830.] 
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Beneath  who$e  wldely^wasting  breath 
Tlie  very  cypress  droops  to  death  — 

Dark  tree,  still  sad  when  others’  prlcf  Is  fled, 

The  only  con-^tant  mourner  o’er  the  dead  I 

The  steed  Is  vanish’d  from  the  stall ; 

No  serf  is  seen  In  Ha«san’s  hall ; 

The  lonely  spider's  thin  gray  pall 
Waves  slowly  widening  o'er  the  wall ; ‘ 

The  bat  builds  In  his  haram  bower. 

And  in  the  fortress  of  his  power 
The  owl  usurps  the  heacon-lowor; 

The  wild-dou  howls  o’er  the  fountain's  brim, 

With  baffled  thirst,  and  famine,  grim 

Kor  the  stream  has  shrunk  from  its  marble  bed, 

>^Tjcre  the  weeds  and  the  desolate  dust  are  spread. 

*T  wjis  sweet  of  yore  to  see  it  play 

And  chase  the  sultriness  of  day. 

As  springing  high  the  silver  dew 
In  whirls  fantastically  flew, 

And  flung  luxurious  coolness  round 
The  air,  and  verdure  o’er  the  ground. 

*T  was  sweet,  when  cloudless  stars  were  bright. 

To  view  the  wave  of  waterj'  light. 

And  hear  its  melody  by  night. 

And  oft  had  Ilassan’s  Childhood  play'd 
Around  the  verge  of  that  cascade  ; 

I And  oft  upon  his  mother’s  breast 
I That  sound  had  harmonixed  his  rest; 

I And  oft  had  Hassan's  Youth  along 

Its  l>ank  been  soothed  by  Beauty's  song ; 

And  softer  seem’d  each  melting  tone 
Of  Music  mingled  with  its  own. 

But  ne’er  shall  Hassan's  .Age  repose 
Along  the  brink  at  twilight's  dose : 

The  stream  that  fill'd  that  font  is  fled— ~ 

The  blood  that  wanu'd  hU  heart  is  shed 
And  here  no  more  shall  human  voice 
Be  heard  to  rage,  regret,  rgjoicc. 

The  last  sad  note  that  swrll’d  the  gale 
Was  woman's  wildest  funeral  wail : 

'Ptat  quench’d  In  silence,  all  is  still. 

But  the  lattice  that  flaps  when  the  wind  A shrill ; 
Though  raves  the  gust,  and  floods  the  rain. 

No  hand  shall  close  its  clasp  again. 

On  desert  sands 't  were  joy  to  K*an 
The  rudest  stei»s  of  fellow  man, 

* [**  The  lonely  spider's  th.in  grAT  pAll 

It  curtsined  on  the  tplvi^m  wall.”—  MS.j 
t 'j'Ijq  wild.doft  howii  o’er  the  fuuntalri't  brink 
But  vainly  telia  hU  tongue  to  drink.">-  MS.} 

* C For  thlrtty  tbx  and  Jackal  gaunt 

May  vainly  Tor  iU  waters  paut."^  MS.} 

* [This  part  of  the  narrative  not  only  runtaint  much  bril> 
llAiit  and  j<ut  description,  but  U managed  with  ummial  Uttc. 
Tha  fithmnan  has.  hUhertn,  relatcil  nothing  more  than  the 
extraordinary  phenomenon  which  had  exciti^  his  curiosity, 
and  of  which  it  is  hi*  immediate  object  to  explain  the  caute 
to  hU  hearers  ; but  inst<>ad  of  i>r<a'eeding  to  do  so,  he  stem's 
to  vent  his  execrations  on  the  Gunur,  to  describe  the  solitude 
of  Ila^san's  once  luxurious  haram,  and  to  lament  the  uti> 
timely  death  of  the  owner,  artd  of  I.rtla.  together  with  the 
cessation  of  that  hospitality  nhich  they  ha<l  uniformly  ex> 
l•erience(i  Hr  reveaU.as  Uuntntentionalfy  amt  unconsciously, 
the  eatastrophe  of  his  itorr  ; but  he  thus  prepare*  his  ap[x-al 
to  the  sympathy  of  hit  audience,  without  much  diminishing 
their  suvprase.— > Ceoana  Kllis.} 

* C"  I have  just  recollected  an  alteration  you  may  make  in 
the  proof.  Among  the  lines  on  lUssan's  Serai,  is  tuls  — 

■ Unmeet  for  solitude  to  share.’ 

Kow.  to  share  ImpHe*  more  than  one,  and  .SoHtude  U a tingle 
^atleman  ; It  must  be  thus  — 


So  here  the  very  voice  of  Grief 
Might  wake  an  Echo  like  relief — 

At  least  t would  say,  ” All  are  not  gone : 

There  lingers  Life,  though  but  In  one"— 

For  many  a gilded  chamber 's  there. 

Which  Solitude  might  well  forlwar  ; > 

Within  that  dome  as  yet  Decay 

Hath  slowly  work’d  her  cankering  way  — 

But  gloom  Is  gather'd  o’er  the  gate. 

Nor  there  the  Fakir's  self  will  wait ; 

Nor  tlicre  will  wandering  Denise  stay. 

For  bounty  cheers  not  his  delay ; 

Nor  there  will  weary  stranger  halt 
To  bless  the  sacred  ” bread  and  salt."® 

Alike  must  Wealth  and  Poverty 
Pass  heedless  and  unheeded  by, 

For  Courtesy  and  Pity  died 
With  Hassan  on  the  mountain  side 
His  roof,  that  refuge  unto  men, 

Is  Desolation's  hungry  den. 

The  guest  flies  the  hall,  and  the  vassal  from  labour. 
Since  his  turban  was  cicit  by  the  infidel's  sabre  P 

• • • • * 

1 hear  the  sound  of  coming  feet. 

But  not  a voice  mine  ear  to  greet ; 

More  near— each  turlwn  I can  scan. 

And  silvcr-shcallu’d  ataghan  ; •* 

The  foremost  of  the  baml  is  seen 
An  Emir  by  his  garb  of  green  ; 

**  Ho  ! who  art  thou  ?" — « This  low  falaiii 
Replies  of  Moslem  faith  I am." — 

The  burthen  ye  so  gently  bear 
Seems  one  that  claims  your  utmost  care. 

And,  doubtless,  holds  some  precious  freight. 

My  humble  bark  would  gladly  wait." 

“ Thou  fipeakest  sooth  ; thy  skiff  unmoor. 

And  waft  us  from  the  silent  shore ; 

Nay,  leave  the  sail  still  furl’d,  and  ply 
The  nearest  o.ir  that 's  scatter’d  by, 

And  midway  to  those  rocks  where  sleep 
The  ehanncird  waters  dark  and  deep. 

Rest  from  your  txsk  — so  •— bravely  done, 

Our  course  has  been  right  swiftly  run  ; 

Yet  'tis  the  longest  voyage,  I trow, 

That  one  of  — • • • 


‘ For  many  a giltlctl  chamber  '•  there, 

Which  solitude  might  well  forb4‘Ar  ; ' 
anil  *0  on.  Will  you  adopt  Ihli  rorrectUm  ? and  pray  accept 

a Stilton  chee*e  from  mo  for  your  trouble. I*.  S,  1 lease 

Ihti  to  your  dicerction  : If  any  body  think*  the  old  line  a sood 
one.  or  the  cheeie  a bad  me,  don't  accept  of  dUier."— ilyron 
Xc«cr»,  Stilton.  Oct.  1818  } 

• To  partake  of  food,  to  break  bread  nnd  salt  with  ymir 
host,  Insurci  the  tafety  of  the  guest : even  though  an  enemy, 
hit  person  from  that  mumcnl  I*  larred. 

? I netti  hardly  olHcrve,  that  Charity  and  HospUatitjr  are 
the  flrit  duties  enjoined  by  Mahomet ; and  to  say  truth,  very 
generally  pr:icti>e«i  by  hu  iiUci|def.  The  lint  pmlM*  that 
can  be  bWtowed  on  a rbivl',  u a jwiivgyric  on  hU  bounty  ; the 
next,  on  hit  valour. 

• The  alaghan,  a longdogprr  worn  with  r riols  In  the  belt. 
In  a metal  scabbard,  generally  of  silver  and,  araoug  Uie 
wraithier,  gilt,  or  of  gold. 

>•  Green  I*  the  privileged  colour  of  the  prophet's  numerous 
nretended  de«ctmdants  ; « iih  them,  as  here,  faith  (the  famtlr 
inheritance)  is  sunpuied  to  superx.de  the  neri'tsKy  of  good 
works : they  ore  the  worst  of  a very  Indifferent  brood. 

“ Saloin  aJeikoum  ! aleikoum  salam  ! " peace  ^ with 
you;  be  with  you  peace  ~ the  saluUtion  reserved  for  the 
faithful to  a ChrtiUan.  *•  Uiiarula."  a good  journey;  or 
“ tabiin  biresetn.  saban  senila ; " B»njd  mom,  good  even  ; .-md 
sometimes,  “ ma)  your  end  be  happy ; " aro  the  usual  sahurw. 


THE  (UAOUR. 


Sullen  it  i>Iun^l«  and  ilowljr  unk, 

The  calm  wave  rippled  to  the  bank ; 

I watch'd  it  M it  tank,  methouj^ht 
Some  motion  from  the  current  causht 
Bestirr’d  it  more,  — *t  was  but  the  beam 
That  checker’d  o’er  the  livln<?  stream : 

I gazed,  till  vanishing  from  view. 

Like  lessening  pebble  it  withdrew ; 

Still  less  and  less,  a speck  of  white 

That  gemm’d  the  tide,  then  mock’d  the  sight ; 

And  all  its  hidden  secrets  sleep, 

Known  but  to  Genii  of  the  deep, 

Which,  trembling  in  their  coral  caves, 

They  dare  not  wbbi»cr  to  the  waves. 


As  rising  on  its  ptiri»Je  wing 
The  ioscct-queon ' of  eastern  spring, 
O’er  emerald  meadows  of  Kashmeer 
Invites  the  young  pursuer  near. 

And  leads  him  on  from  flower  to  flower 
A weary  chase  and  wasted  hour. 

Then  leaves  him,  as  it  soars  on  hlch. 
With  panting  heart  and  tcarftil  e>e  : 

So  Beauty  lures  the  full-grown  child. 
With  hue  as  !>rlght,  and  wing  as  wild ; 
A chase  of  idle  hojics  and  feai^. 

Begun  In  felly,  closed  In  tears. 

If  won,  to  equal  ills  betray’d,  ® 

Woe  waits  the  insect  and  the  maid  ; 

A life  of  pain,  the  loss  of  peace. 

From  infant's  play,  and  man's  caprice  : 
The  lovely  toy  so  fiercely  sought 
Hath  lost  its  charm  by  being  caught. 
For  every  touch  that  woo'd  its  stay 
Hath  brush'd  its  b^ighte^t  hues  away, 
Till  charm,  and  hue,  and  beauty  gone, 
Tia  left  to  fly  or  fall  alone. 

With  wounded  wing,  or  bleeding  breast. 
Ah  ! where  shall  cither  victim  rest  ? 

Can  this  with  faded  pinion  sour 
From  rose  to  tulip  as  before  ? 

Or  Beauty,  blighted  in  an  hour, 

Find  joy  within  her  broken  bower? 

No;  gayer  insects  fluttering  by 
Ne’er  droop  the  wing  o’er  those  that  die, 
And  lovelier  things  have  mercy  shown 
To  every  failing  but  their  own. 

And  every  woe  a tear  can  claim 
Escv'pt  an  erring  sister’s  shame. 


Till  Inly  search’d  by  thousand  throes, 

And  maddening  in  her  ire. 

One  sad  and  sole  relief  she  knows, 

The  sting  she  nourish’d  fur  her  foes, 
venom  never  yet  was  vain. 

Gives  but  one  pang,  and  cures  all  pain, 
And  darts  into  her  des|>erate  brain : 

So  do  the  dark  in  soul  expire, 

Or  live  like  Scorjdon  girt  by  tire ; * 

So  writhes  the  mind  Remorse  hath  riven,* 
Unfit  for  earth,  uodoom‘<l  for  heaven, 
Darkness  aliovc,  despair  beneath, 

.\round  U flame,  within  it  death  S 


Black  llassan  from  the  Hamm  flics, 

Nor  bends  on  w oman's  form  his  eyes  ; 

The  unwonted  chase  each  hour  employs. 
Yet  shares  he  not  the  hunter's  joys. 

Not  thus  was  Hassau  wont  to  fly 
When  I^cila  dwelt  in  his  Serai. 
l>oth  Leila  there  no  longer  dwell  ? 

That  tale  can  only  llassan  tell : 

Strange  rumours  in  our  city  say 
UiKm  that  eve  she  fled  away 
When  Rhamazan's‘7  hut  sun  was  iM.'t, 

And  flashing  from  each  minaret 
Millions  of  lamps  proclaim'd  the  feast 
Of  Bairam  through  the  boundless  East. 
*Twas  then  she  went  as  to  the  bath, 

Wliicb  lia&san  vainly  search’d  in  wrath ; 
For  she  was  flown  her  master's  rage 
In  Ukenevs  of  a Georgian  page. 

And  far  beyond  the  Moslem’s  power 
Had  wrong'd  him  with  the  faithless  Giaour. 
Somewhat  of  tbU  hod  Ha.«san  <lccm'd  j 
But  still  so  fund,  so  fair  she  seem'd. 

Too  well  he  trusted  to  the  slave 
M’bosc  treachery  descrvetl  a grave: 

And  on  that  eve  had  gone  to  mosque, 

And  thcDcc  to  feast  in  his  kiosk. 

Such  is  the  tale  hU  Nubians  tell, 

Who  did  not  watch  their  charge  too  well ; 
But  others  say,  that  on  that  night. 

By  pale  Phlrigari’s*  trembling  light. 

The  Giaour  upon  hb  jct-black  steed 
Was  seen,  but  seen  alone  to  speed 
With  bloody  spur  along  the  shore, 

Nor  maid  nor  page  behind  him  bore. 


The  Mind,  that  broods  o'er  guilty  woes, 
Is  like  the  Scorpion  girt  by  Are,> 

In  circle  narrowing  as  It  glows,* 

The  flames  around  their  captive  c1om>. 


^ T!te  biuc>winged  tiittcrfly  of  Kashmeer,  the  most  rare 
and  beautiful  of  the  species, 
s £**  If  caught,  to  fate  alike  betrared.”— -MS.3 
* f Mr.  Dallas  says,  that  Lord  Byron  assured  him  that  the 
paragraph  containing  the  simito  of  the  scorpion  was  imagined 
tn  his  sleep,  it  farms,  therefore,  a pfndant  to  the  **  psycho, 
logical  curiosity.”  begtouing  with  Uiose  exquUiu'y  musical 
li^s : — 

“ A damsel  with  a dukimer 
In  a mlon  once  I saw  ; 

It  was  an  Abyssinian  miUd.”  Ac. 

The  whole  of  which,  Mr.  Coleridge  says,  was  composed  by 
Kim  during  a llesta.] 


Her  eye  s dark  charm  *t,W’cre  vain  to  tell, 

But  gaze  on  that  of  the  Gazelle, 

It  win  assist  thy  fancy  well ; 

As  Large,  as  langulshingly  dark, 

But  i^ul  beam'd  forth  In  every  spark 

• f**  The  gathering  lUmes  arouful  her  close.’*—  MS.} 

• Alluding  tu  the  dubious  luitido  of  the  scorpion,  so  plaeetl 
for  experiment  br  gcnile  philosophers.  Sume  maintain  that 
the  position  of  the  sling,  when  turned  towards  the  head,  is 
merely  a convulsive  movement;  but  others  have  actually 
hruugtit  In  the  verdict  “ Felo  do  se.”  The  Korploos  are 
surely  interested  tn  a speedy  decision  of  the  question  ; as.  if 
once  fairly  csublUhed  as  insect  Catos,  they  will  prot^ily  be 
allowed  to  live  as  long  as  they  think  prop^,  without  biing 
martyred  for  the  sake  of  an  hypothesis. 

® [•*  So  wrlihes  the  mind  by  Conscience  riven."  — MS.} 

• The  cannon  at  sunset  close  the  Rl>.-im.axan.  See  osshf, 

I p,  60.  note.  " Pbmgari,  the  moou. 
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Thai  (lAjrted  from  bencatb  the  U<i, 

Bright  aa  the  jewel  of  Qiamschid.  ' 

Tea,  Snul^  and  should  our  prophet  say 
That  form  was  nought  but  breathing  clay. 
By  Alla  ! I would  answer  nay ; 

Though  on  Al^SIrat’s^  arch  1 stood, 

Which  totters  o’er  the  fiery  flood. 

With  Paradise  within  my  view, 

And  all  hU  Ilourls^  beckoning  through. 

Oh  I who  young  Julia’s  glance  could  read 
And  keep  that  ^rtlon  of  his  creed, 

Which  saith  that  woman  Is  but  dust, 

A soulless  toy  for  tyrant’s  lust  ? ♦ 

On  her  might  hfuftl<  gaxe.  and  own 
That  through  her  eye  the  Immortal  shone ; 
On  her  fair  check’s  unfading  hue 
The  young  pomegranate’s  * blossoms  strew 
Their  bloom  in  blushes  ever  new ; 

Her  hair  in  hyacliuhine^  flow, 

When  left  to  roll  iU  folds  below. 

As  midst  her  handmaids  in  the  ball 
She  stood  superior  to  them  all. 

Hath  swept  the  marble  where  her  feet 
Gleam'd  whiter  than  the  mountain  sii  et 
Ere  from  the  cloud  that  gave  it  birth 
It  fell,  and  caught  one  st^n  of  earth. 

The  cygnet  nobly  walks  the  water ; 

So  moved  on  earth  Circasain’s  daughter, 

The  loveliest  bird  of  Franguestan ! ? 

As  rears  her  crest  the  ruffled  Swan, 

And  spurns  the  wave  with  wing*  of  pride, 
When  pass  the  steps  of  stranger  man 
Along  the  banks  that  bound  her  tide  ; 
Thus  ruse  fair  Leila's  whiter  neck : — 

Thus  arm'd  with  beauty  would  she  check 
Intrusion's  glance,  till  Folly’s  gaxv 
Shnink  from  the  charms  U meant  to  praisr. 
Thus  high  and  graceful  was  her  gait ; 

Her  heart  as  tender  to  her  mate  ; 

Her  mate  — stem  Hassan,  who  was  he  * 

Alas  1 that  name  was  not  for  thee  I 


Stem  Hassan  hath  a Journey  ta'en 
With  twenty  vassals  in  bis  train, 

Each  ami'd,  as  best  becomes  a man, 

M'ith  arquebuss  and  atagluan ; 

The  chief  before,  as  deck’d  for  war, 

Bears  in  bU  belt  the  scimitar 

I The  relrUnUed  fabuloiit  rul>y  of  SuU.in  GiamichiJ.  the 
embclliiher  of  I»lakhAr ; frum  iU  spienJour,  namnl  Svh<*u« 

fi  rs);,  “ the  torch  of  night ; *'  nlio  *'  the  cup  of  the  lun,"  ^c. 
ti  the  flr*l  e.litlon.  **  Giamtchii  *’  »a»  written  a«  a word  of 
three  ii il abics  ; so  D*  Herbelot  has  (t ; but  T am  told  Richard- 
son redmes  It  to  a dissvUable,  and  writes  “ JaTnshid.”  I hare 
loft  in  the  text  the  orthography  of  the  one  with  the  pronun* 
elation  of  the  other.  — fin  the  lirst  edition,  Ixtrd  Byron  ha>l 
used  this  word  aa  a trisyltahli-,  — **  Bright  a«  the  gt'in  irf 
Giamschid,'*  — but,  on  my  remarking  to  him,  ut»oa  the  au- 
thority of  Ririianlson’t  rerslan  DiLllonary,  that  this  wr.is 
iiieorrert,  he  altered  It  to  **  Bright  as  the  ruby  of  Giamschid.** 
On  seeing  this,  howerer,  I wrote  to  him,  “iWu  a«  the  com- 
parison of  his  heroine’s  eye  to  a ruby  roiglit  unlockily  call  up 
tl»e  Idea  of  its  twing  bloodshot,  he  had  tiefter  change  the  line 
to  “ Bright  as  the  iewel  of  Giatnschid  \ **  whicli  he  accordtngly 
did.  lu  the  following  ediuon.  — MooazO 

• AhSiriO,  l>e  bridge  of  breadth,  narrower  than  the  thread 
of  a famislied  s]sder.  and  sharper  than  the  edge  of  a sword, 
over  wltich  the  Mussulmans  must  tlale  Into  Paradise,  to 

which  It  is  the  only  entrance  ; but  (his  is  not  the  worst,  the 
rirrr  beneatli  being  hell  itself,  into  whicli.  as  may  be  expected, 
Uie  uiitkilfiil  and  tender  of  foot  contrive  to  tumble  with  a 
|i  * facilis  descensus  .\vemi,**  not  very  pleasing  in  prospect  to 


J, 


SUln'd  with  the  beat  of  Amnut  blood. 

When  in  the  pass  the  reliels  stood, 

And  few  return’d  to  tell  the  talc 
Of  what  befell  in  Panic’s  vale. 

Thc  platols  which  his  girdle  bore 
Were  thfjse  that  once  a pasha  wore, 

Which  .still,  though  gemm’d  and  boss’d  with  gc^i. 
Even  robbers  tremble  to  behold. 

'T  U said  he  goes  to  woo  a bride 
More  true  than  her  who  left  his  side ; 

The  faithless  slave  that  broke  her  bower. 

And,  worse  than  faithless,  for  a Giaour  l 


The  sun’s  last  rays  are  on  the  hill. 
And  sparkle  in  the  fountain  rili. 

Whose  welcome  waters,  cool  and  clear. 
Draw  blessings  from  the  mountaineer : 
Here  m.*ty  the  loitering  merchant  Greik 
Find  that  rci>osc  'twerc  vain  to  seek 
In  cities  lod^  too  near  his  lord. 

And  trembling  for  his  secret  hoard  — 
Here  may  he  rest  where  none  can  *ee. 
In  crowds  a slave,  in  deserts  free ; 

And  with  forbidden  wine  may  sGiln 
The  bowl  a Moslem  must  not  dniin. 


The  foremost  Tart.ir’s  In  the  gap. 
Conspicuous  by  his  yellow  cap ; 

The  rest  in  lengthening  line  the  while 
Wind  slowly  through  the  long  deHlc : 
Aliove,  the  mountain  rears  a peak, 

Where  vultures  whet  the  thirsty  beak. 

And  theirs  may  be  a feast  to-night, 

Shall  tempt  them  down  ere  morrow’s  light; 
Beneath,  a river’s  wintry  stream 
Has  shrunk  before  the  summer  beam, 

And  left  a channel  bleak  and  Ixire, 

Save  shrubs  that  spring  to  perish  there : 
Each  side  the  midway  path  there  lay 
Small  broken  crags  of  granite  gray. 

By  time,  or  mountain  lightning,  riven 
From  summits  clad  in  mists  of  heaven ; 

For  where  is  he  that  hath  beheld 
The  peak  of  Llakura  unveil’d  ? 


the  next  passenjrrr.  Tiicro  U atliortcr  cut  downward*  for 
the  Jew*  and  Cliiittl.'uu. 

* fThe  virgin*  of  Paradise,  called  from  their  large  black 
eve*.  Ilur  at  oyM.  An  intercourse  with  those,  acct>rding  to 
the  inHtllution  of  MahonuH,  I*  to  constitute  the  principal 
feiicltyofthefaitlirul.  Not  forniedofclay,  like  mortal  women, 
they  arc  adorned  w ith  unlading  ciiarms.aiul  deemed  to  poshes* 
the  o-lcstial  privilege  ol  an  eternal  youth,  bee  D’iierbclot, 
and  Sale's  Kuran.I 

* A vulgar  error  ; the  Koran  nllots  at  least  a third  of  Pa- 
radise to  wclbbeliaved  women  ; but  bv  far  the  grc.xter  numbi-r 
of  Mussulman*  Interpn-t  the  text  tbelr  own  way.  and  exclude 
tbi-ir  inoletiei  from  heaven.  B«‘inx  enemies  to  Halunics-  they 
cannot  discern  ‘ any  fitness  of  tilings'*  In  the  souls  of  tho 
other  sex,  conedviug  them  tu  be  sujierteded  by  the  liourls. 

* An  orleni-il  simile,  which  may,  perhaps,  though  fairly 
stolen,  be  deemed  “ plus  Arabe  qu  eii  Arable.” 

* HyAcinthine.  in  Arnliic  “ Sunbiil ; '*  n.«  common  a lb  ogJit 
in  the  eastern  poets  as  it  wa*  among  the  Greeks. 
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THE  GIAOUR. 


6Q  ii 


Tlu'y  rrach  the  gruve  uf  pino  At  ia-tC : 

**  UUmlllah  • ] now  the  pcril'a  t>a«kt ; 

For  yonder  view  the  opening  plain. 

And  there  well  prick  our  »teed<  amain:  '* 

The  Chiaus  spak,%  and  as  be  saitl, 

A bullet  whbtted  o’er  hU  head ; 

'^c  foremost  Tartar  bites  the  grountl  f* 

•Scarce  had  they  lime  to  check  the  rein, 

I Swift  from  their  steeds  the  riders  l»»und  ; 

liut  three  shall  never  mount  again ; 

I I.^nseen  the  foes  that  gave  the  wound, 

The  dying  ask  revenge  in  vain. 

With  steel  unsheath'd,  and  carbine  bi-nt, 

S^jtne  oVr  their  courser's  harness  leant. 

Half  shelter'd  by  the  steed  ; 

Some  fly  behind  the  nearest  rock. 

And  there  await  the  coming  iboc^.. 

Nor  tamely  stand  to  bleed 
Beneath  the  shaft  of  foes  unseen, 

Who  dare  not  quit  their  craggy  screen. 

Stem  Ilassan  only  from  hb  hoi^e 
Disdains  to  light,  and  keeps  his  coiirMi 
Till  flery  flashes  In  the  van 
Proclaim  too  sure  the  robber-clan 
Have  well  secured  the  only  way 
Could  now  avail  the  promised  prey; 

Then  curl’d  his  very  beard  * with  ire. 

And  glared  his  e>-e  with  fiercer  fire : 

“ Though  far  and  near  the  bullets  hl^s. 

I’ve  V'apetl  a bloodier  hour  than  this.” 

And  now  the  foe  their  covert  quit, 

And  cdl  hU  vassals  to  submit; 

But  Hassan's  frown  and  furious  word 
Are  dre:idi‘d  more  than  hostile  swunl. 

Nor  uf  his  little  band  a man 
Resign’d  carbine  or  ataghan. 

Nor  robed  the  craven  cry,  Amaun  I* 

In  fuller  sight,  more  near  and  near. 

The  lately  ambush'd  foes  appear. 

And,  Issuing  from  the  grove,  udvanre 
S>mic  who  on  battle-charger  prance. 

Who  Icatb  them  on  with  foreign  brand. 

Far  flashing  in  hU  red  right  hand  ? 

•*  'TU  he  I ’tU  he  I 1 know  him  now ; 

I know  him  by  his  pallid  brow ; 

I know  him  by  the  evil  eje> 

That  aids  hU  envious  treachery' ; 

I know  him  by  bU  jet-black  barb : 

Though  now  array’d  in  Amaut  garb, 

Ap;»state  from  his  own  vile  faith, 

It  shall  not  save  him  from  the  death  : 

’Tb  he  ! well  met  in  any  hour. 

Ia»t  Leila's  love,  accursed  Oiaour!” 

A?  rolls  the  river  into  ocean. 

In  sable  torrent  wildly  streaming; 

As  the  Bca-tidc's  opposing  mutluii, 

In  azure  column  proudly  gleaming. 

Beats  iKiek  the  current  many  a ruml. 

Ill  curling  foam  and  mingling  flood, 

I IMsmltlah  — *•  In  the  nnmo  of  Coil ; **  tbr  oimn'fnretnetit 
of  all  tfi(*  cha{>tcrs  of  the  Koran  but  one,  and  of  prayer  amt 
tbankigiviiig. 

> r**  Scarce  had  they  time  to  check  the  rel’!. 

The  Tartar  bite*  the  pUln.  ’ — MS  ] 

> A phenomenon  not  uncommrn  with  an  «ii«rr  Mussul- 
man. In  IN09.  the  Capitan  Pacha'a  whUk'^rs  nt  a ulplDmatic 
audience  were  no  lesi  llrely  with  fndUnation  th.in  a tiger 
cat's,  to  tl«e  horror  of  all  the  dragomans;  the  |■ort^m^mn 
nuitacbios  iwtued,  they  stood  erect  of  tbetr  own  accord,  and 


W'hllc  eddyitig  whirl,  and  breaking  wave, 
Roused  by  the  blast  of  winter,  rave ; 

Through  sparkling  spmy,  in  thundering  clash. 
The  lightnings  of  the  waters  flash 
In  awful  whiteness  o’er  the  shore, 

That  shines  and  shakes  beneath  the  roar; 
Thus — as  the  stream  and  ocean  greet, 

With  waves  that  madden  as  they  meet  — 

Thus  join  the  hands,  whom  mutual  wrung, 
And  fate,  and  fury,  drive  along. 

The  bickering  sabres'  shivering  jar; 

And  pending  wide  or  ringing  near 
Its  echoes  on  the  throbbing  car. 

The  deathshot  hissing  from  afar ; 

The  shock,  the  shout,  the  groan  of  war. 
Reverberate  along  that  vale. 

More  suited  to  the  shepherd’s  tale  : 

Though  few  the  numbers  — theirs  the  strifr, 
That  neither  spares  nor  speaks  for  life  I* 

Ah  ! fondly  youthful  hearts  can  press. 

To  seize  and  share  the  dear  caress  ; 

But  Love  itself  could  never  pant 
Fur  all  that  Beauty  sighs  to  grant 
with  half  the  fervour  Hate  bestows 
I'pon  the  last  embrace  of  foes. 

When  grappling  in  the  fight  they  fuld 
Those  arms  that  ne’er  shall  lose  their  hold : 
Friends  meet  to  part ; I.,ove  laughs  at  faith  ; 
True  foes,  once  met,  are  join'd  till  death  I 


With  sabre  shiver’d  to  the  hilt. 

Yet  dripping  with  the  blood  he  spilt ; 

Yet  strain'd  within  the  sever'd  hand 
^Vhich  quivers  round  that  faithless  brand ; 
His  turban  far  behind  him  ruH'd. 

And  cleft  in  twain  its  firmest  fold  ; 
lib  flowing  robe  by  falehlon  tom. 

And  crimson  as  those  clouds  of  mom 
That,  streak'd  with  dusky  red,  portend 
The  day  shall  have  a stormy  end  ; 

A stain  on  every  bush  that  bore 
A fragment  of  his  iMdampore,^ 
lib  breast  with  wounds  unnunil>cr'd  riven. 
His  back  to  earth,  his  face  to  heaven, 
Fall'n  ilassan  lies — his  unclosid  eye 
Yet  lowering  on  hb  enemy, 

As  if  the  hour  that  seal'd  his  fate 
Surviving  left  hb  quenchless  hate ; 

And  o'er  him  bends  that  foe  with  brow 
As  dark  as  hb  that  bled  below.  — 


“ Tes,  I,ella  sleeps  liencath  the  wave. 

But  his  shall  be  a redder  grave ; 

Her  spirit  pointed  well  the  steel 
Which  taught  that  felon  heart  to  feel. 

He  call’d  the  Prophet,  but  hb  power 
Was  vain  against  the  vengeful  Giaour : 

were  expected  erery  moment  to  change  their  colour,  but  at 
lAtt  rondetcervled  tb  subside,  which,  probably,  saved  more 
than  they  contained  hairs. 

4 '*  Amaun,**  qiurter,  pardon. 

* The"* evil  eye,”  a common  superstition  in  the  Levant, 
and  of  which  the  tmoKinarr  eflwts  are  yet  very  singular  oji 
iJioic  who  etneeive  themselves  aflW:ted. 

s That  nrlthcT  gives  nor  asks  for  life  **— . MS  ] 

* The  flowered  shawls  generally  worn  by  persons  of  rank. 
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Ue  call’d  on  AUa — but  the  vonl 
Arose  unbeeded  or  uoheani. 

Thou  Paynim  f<x»l ! could  Lcibi’s  prayer 
Be  iM^^’d,  and  thine  accorded  there  ? 

I watch’d  my  time,  I lea^'ued  with  these. 
The  traitor  la  hU  turn  to  seize ; 

My  wrath  Is  wreak’d,  the  deed  Is  done. 
And  now  I go — but  go  alone.” 


I The  browsing  camels'  bells  are  tinkling : » 
j His  Mother  look’d  from  her  lattice  high—* 

She  saw  the  dews  of  eve  iH-sjirinkUng 
i The  pasture  green  beneath  her  eye. 

She  saw  the  planets  faintly  twinkling: 

I *•  'Til  twilight — sure  his  tniln  is  nigh."3 
She  could  not  rest  In  the  ganlen-bowcr. 

But  gazed  through  the  grate  of  his  steepest  tower : 
! ” Why  comes  he  not  ? his  steeds  are  fleet, 

, Nor  shrink  they  from  the  summer  heat ; 

't’hy  sends  not  the  Bridegniom  his  promised  gift  ? 
Is  his  heart  more  cold,  or  his  barb  less  swift? 
i Oh,  false  rcpnwi-h  I yon  Tartar  now 
I Has  gain'd  our  ncaivst  mountain's  brow, 

I And  warily  the  steep  dt*jcends 
I And  now  within  the  valley  bends  • 

^ And  he  liears  the  gift  at  his  saddle-bow  — 

I How  could  I deem  his  courser  slow  ? 

Right  well  my  lai^ess  shall  repay 
His  welcome  speed  and  weary  way.” 

The  Tartar  lighted  at  the  gate. 

But  scarce  upheld  his  ftdnting  weight : * 

His  swarthy  visage  spake  distress. 

But  this  might  be  from  wcarini'ss ; 

HU  g:irb  with  sanguine  spots  was  dyed. 

But  these  might  be  from  his  courser's  side ; 

He  drew  the  token  fhum  his  vest  — 

Angel  of  Death  1 't  U Uassan's  cloven  erv^t  I 
HU  calpac^  rent— hU  caftan  red  — 

Lady,  a fearful  bride  thy  aon  hath  wed : 

* [This  beautiful  first  ai^aml  in  the  fiilii  edition. 

**  If  you  send  more  proof*,*'  write*  Lord  Byron  to  Mr.  Mutrar 

i August  loth,  **  I (hall  never  finish  thU  infernal  *tor}\ 

'eer  *>^wm -thirty-three  more  Unet  enclosed!  — to  the 
utter  fusenmfiture  of  the  printer,  and,  I fear,  not  to  your 
adranUge."3 

* r**  The  mother  of  SEsera  looked  out  at  a wimlow,  and 
crlpu  thniugl)  the  lattice.  Why  it  hit  chariot  no  long  in 
coming?  why  tarry  tlie  wheel*  of  hiicharioi?"— Judge:,, 
c ».  r.  2fl-3 

> [ In  the  original  draft  — 

*•  His  mother  look'd  from  the  lattice  high. 

With  throbbing  heart  and  eager  eye  ; 

The  browsing  camel  bells  are  tinkling, 

And  the  last  i^am  of  twilight  twinkling. 

*T  ii  eve : hi*  train  shotild  now  be  nigh. 

She  could  not  rest  in  her  garden  howor. 

And  gated  through  the  loop  of  hi*  iteepi'it  tower. 

* Why  come*  he  not  ? hi*  steeds  are  fleet. 

And  well  are  they  train'd  to  the  (ummer**  heal.*  ** 
Another  copy  begins  — 

•*  The  browsing  camel  bell*  are  tinkling. 

And  the  first  lieam  of  errning  twinkling  ; 

Ills  mother  look'd  from  her  lattice  high. 

With  throbbing  breast  and  eager  eye— > 

* *Tls  twilight— sure  his  train  is  nigh.'"] 

* [*  The  Tartar  sped  beneath  the  gate. 

And  flung  to  earth  his  fainting  weight."  — MS.] 

* The  calttac  is  the  solid  rap  or  centre  part  of  the  head- 
dress : the  snawl  is  wound  rouiKl  it.  and  forms  the  tuiiMti, 

* The  turban,  pilUr,  and  luscriptire  verse,  dernrato  the 
tombs  of  the  Osoianliea,  whether  in  the  cemetery  or  the 
wilderness,  la  the  iiiountains  yuu  frequently  pass  simitar 


Me,  not  from  mercy,  did  they  spare. 

But  this  empurpled  pledge  to  brar. 

Peace  to  the  brave  1 who^  blood  b spilt : 

Woe  to  the  Giaour  I for  hb  the  guilt.” 

• • • • • 

A turban  <1  car\'etl  In  coarsest  stone, 

A pillar  with  rank  weeds  o’  crgrowii,  • 

Whereon  can  now  be  scarcely  read 
The  Koran  verse  that  mourns  the  dead. 

Point  out  the  spot  where  Hossan  fell 
A victim  in  that  lonely  dell. 

There  sleeps  os  true  an  Osinanlie 
As  e'er  at  31ecca  b<Mit  the  knee ; 

As  ever  scorn'd  forbidden  wine. 

Or  pray'd  with  face  towards  the  shrine. 

In  orbons  resumed  anew 
At  solemn  sound  of  “ .\lla  Hu  ! *‘T 
Yet  died  be  by  a stranger's  hand. 

And  stranger  In  his  native  land  ; 

Yet  died  be  as  in  arms  he  stood. 

And  unavenged,  at  least  iu  blood. 

But  him  the  maids  of  Paradis* 

Impatient  to  their  halls  invite, 

And  the  dark  heaven  of  Houris’  eyes 
On  him  shall  glance  for  ever  bright ; 

They  come  — their  kerchiefs  grwm  they  wavn,a 
And  welcome  with  a kiss  the  brave  ! 

Mlio  falls  in  battle  'gainst  a Giaour 
Is  worthiest  an  immortal  bower. 


But  thou,  false  Infidel ! shall  writhe 
Beneath  avenging  Monkir'so  scythe; 

And  from  its  turrocut  'scape  alone 
To  wander  round  lost  Eblb’’*^  throne; 

And  fire  unquench'd,  unquenchable, 

.\round,  within,  thy  heart  shall  dwell ; 

Nor  ear  can  hear  nor  tongue  can  tell 
The  tortures  of  that  Inward  hell  I 
But  first,  on  earth  as  Vampire  ‘ ' sent, 

Thy  corse  shall  from  its  tomb  be  rent : 

mcmrntns ; and  on  inquiry  you  are  informed  that  they  record 
some  victim  of  rcbcliluii,  piundrr,  or  revenge. 

* " AIU  Hu  I " (he  conchiding  words  of  the  >fuessiirs  rail 
to  prayer  from  the  highest  gailcrry  on  the  exterior  of  the 
Minaret.  On  a still  evening,  when  Che  Muetsin  hu  a flne 
voice,  which  1i  frcquetitly  the  case,  the  efleit  is  solemn  and 
beautiful  lieyond  all  the  (>rHs  in  Chrlttendom.  — [Valid  the 
son  of  Abdalmaick,  was  the  first  who  crcctiNl  a minaret  or 
turret ; and  (his  he  placed  on  the  grand  mosque  at  Damascus, 
fr»r  the  tnneaiin,  or  crier,  to  announce  (rum  it  the  hour  of 
prayer.  The  practice  is  kept  to  this  day.  See  D'Herbclot.] 

* The  following  is  part  of  a battle  song  of  the  Turks  : — 
*■  I see  — 1 see  a dark^yed  girl  of  Paradise,  and  she  Waves  a 
handkerchief,  a kerchief  of  green  ; and  cries  aloud,  * Come, 
kiss  nic,  for  1 love  thee,*  " &e. 

* Monkir  and  Ncklr  are  the  inouisitors  of  the  dead,  before 
whom  (he  corpse  undergoes  a sUgnt  noviciate  and  pre{»aratory 
training  fordatimation.  If  the  answers  are  none  of  the  cle.'irest, 
ho  it  hauietl  up  with  a scythe  and  thumped  down  with  a red 
hot  mare  till  properly  sisuoned,  w ith  a variety  uf  subsidiary 
protwtion*.  Hie  olhee  of  these  angels  is  no  sinecure;  tliere 
are  (lut  two,  aiul  the  number  of  orthodox  diveasfd  being  In  a 
small  pri’portion  to  the  remainder,  their  bauds  aro  always 
full.  See  Itelig.  Ceremon.  and  Sale's  Koran. 

•®  Eblis,  tlie  Orituiul  Prince  of  Darkness [D'Herbclot 

supposes  (his  title  to  liave  liern  a corruption  of  the  Greek 
A«ifsXer.  According  to  Arabian  mvthologv*,  Kbiis  had  surfi'fed 
A dr.-gradatiim  from  bis  primeval  rank  for  having  refused  to 
worship  Adam.  In  conformity  to  the  supreme  comm-and  ; aU 
Icging.  in  justifirstion  of  his  refusal,  that  himseU  had  been 
formed  of  ethereal  (irv,  whilst  .Adam  was  only  a creature  of 
clay.  See  Koran.] 

' ‘ The  Vampire  superstition  I*  still  general  In  the  Levant. 
Honest  Tournefort  tells  a long  *tory,  which  Mr.  Southey,  in 
the  notes  on  Tholalsa,  qiiob-s,  about  these  **  VroucuUKhM,** 
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THE  GIAOUR. 


Thi-n  ghastly  haunt  thy  native  I'lacr, 

And  suck  the  bhx>d  of  all  thy  race  ; 

There  from  thy  daughter,  sister,  wife. 

At  midnight  drain  the  stream  of  life ; 

Yet  loathe  the  banquet  which  perforce 
Must  feed  thy  livid  living  corse ; 

Thy  victims  ere  they  yet  expire 
Shall  know  the  demon  for  their  sire, 

I As  cursing  thee,  thou  cursing  ihens. 

Thy  flowers  are  wither’d  on  the  stem. 

But  one  that  for  thy  crime  must  fall, 

The  youngest,  most  beloved  of  all, 

^ Shall  bleifs  thee  with  vl  fntbrr'»  name  — 

, That  word  shall  wrap  thy  heart  in  flame! 

Y'et  must  thou  end  thy  r;isk,  and  mark 
I Her  cheek's  last  tinge,  her  eye’s  last  spark, 

I And  the  last  glassy  glance  must  view 
Which  fnTzes  oVr  Its  lifeless  blue  ; 

Then  with  unhallow’d  hand  shalt  tear 
The  tresses  of  her  yellow  hair, 

I Of  which  in  life  a lock  when  shorn 
I Aflection’s  fondest  pledge  was  worn, 

[ But  now  is  t>orne  away  hy  thee, 
j|  Memorial  of  thine  agony  \ 

MVt  with  thine  own  best  hloml  shall  drip  * 

I Thy  gna.«hing  tooth  and  hacganl  lip; 

' \ Then  stalking  to  thy  sullen  grave, 
jj  Go  — and  with  GouU  and  Afrits  rate  ; 

>1  TUI  these  In  horror  shrink  away 
!■  From  «pectre  mure  accursed  than  they  1* 

I;  • • • • • 

:! 

jj  •*  How  name  ye  yon  lone  Caloyer  ? 

I His  features  1 have  seann'd  before 

1 1 In  mine  own  land : t is  many  .a  year, 

I Since,  dashing  by  the  lonely  shore, 

;;  I saw  him  urge  as  fleet  a steed 
;j  As  ever  served  a horseman's  need, 
ij  Hut  once  I taw  that  face,  yet  tbrn 

^ ' It  was  so  mark’d  with  inward  i>ain, 

I , I could  not  pn«s  it  by  again  ; 

|i  It  breathes  the  some  dark  spirit  now, 

1 1 As  death  were  stamp'd  upon  his  brow, 
i' 

t-  “*Tls  twice  three  years  at  summer  tide 
I Since  first  among  our  freres  he  came  ; 

1 1 And  here  it  soothes  him  to  abide 
jl  For  some  dark  deed  he  will  not  name. 

' But  never  at  our  vesper  prayer. 

Nor  e’er  before  confession  chair 
Kneels  he,  nor  recks  he  when  arise 
t Incense  or  anthem  to  the  skies, 

! But  broods  within  his  cell  alone. 

His  faith  and  race  alike  unknown. 

I H«  he  enllt  them.  The  nomnie  terra  U “ Vardoulacha.**  I 
remliect  rt  whole  ramilf  heiiiR  lerriHed  by  ilie  scream  nf  a 
{'  child,  which  they  imagined  ramt  proceeti  from  kuch  a visiu 
I atinn.  The  Grrrkt  Dever  mention  (he  word  without  horror. 
I find  that  “ Broucoiokas  " i*  an  old  leg.timate  Hellenic  ap* 
pellation  —at  leait  ii  *napp1ii*d  to  Arieniii*.  who,  arrordiug 
to  the  Creeks.  «as  alter  hi*  de.ilh  imimaied  by  the  Devil. — 
; The  moderiit,  however,  use  the  word  ! mention. 

II  i The  frethnest  of  the  fice,  and  the  wetness  of  the  Up  with 
ll  blood,  are  tlie  ncver*fdling  sIko*  of  A Vampire.  The  tlnries 
(I  tolil  in  HunEaryanit  Creuce  of  thei-e  foil  feiders  are  singuUr, 
|l  and  ionieof  them  mutt  iiUTt-ifr&/y  alU-strd, 

I j * rWith  the  death  of  Matvan.  or  with  hit  Interment  on  the 
I place  where  he  fell,  or  with  some  mnrnl  reflKtiont  on  Ids 
late,  We  may  prettirae  that  the  naffator  concluded 

tfaetaleof  wuich  Lor<l  flyron  has  professed  to  give  us  a (rag- 


’I  he  sea  from  Paynlm  land  he  crust, 

And  lirre  ascended  from  tne  ctbrst ; 

Yet  seems  he  not  of  Othtnan  race. 

But  only  Christian  in  his  face : 

I’d  judge  him  some  stray  renegade, 
KcjJcnTant  of  the  change  he  made. 

Save  that  he  shuns  our  holy  shrine. 

Nor  tastes  the  Mcred  bread  and  wine. 
Great  largess  to  the*e  walls  he  brought. 
And  thus  our  ablxit's  favour  bought; 

But  were  I prior,  not  a day 
Should  brook  such  stranger's  further  >tay, 
Or  pent  within  our  iienancc  cell 
Should  doom  him  there  for  aye  to  dwell. 
Much  In  his  visions  mutters  he 
Of  maiden  whelm'd  Itcneath  the  sea ; • 

Of  sabres  clashing,  focmen  flying. 

Wrongs  avenged,  and  Moslem  dying. 

On  clitT  he  hath  been  known  to  inland, 
And  rave  as  to  some  bloody  hand 
Fresh  sever’d  from  Its  parent  limb, 
Invisible  to  all  but  him. 

Which  beckons  onward  to  his  grave, 

,\nd  lures  to  leap  Into  the  wave.” 


Park  and  unearthly  is  the  scowl  * 

That  glares  beneath  hU  dusky  cowl : ‘ 

The  flash  of  that  dilating  eye 
IlcveaU  too  much  of  times  gone  by  ; 

Though  varying,  indistinct  its  hue, 

Oft  will  his  glance  the  gazer  rue. 

For  In  it  lurks  that  nameless  sindl. 

Which  speaks,  itself  unspeakai)le, 

A spirit  yet  utiqurll’d  and  high. 

Th.it  claims  and  keeps  asctnidcncy  ; 

And  like  the  bird  whose  pinions  quake, 

Hut  cannot  fly  the  gazing  snake. 

Will  others  quail  beneath  hU  look. 

Nor  'scape  the  glance  they  scarce  can  brook 
From  him  the  half*atfrighted  Friar 
When  met  alone  would  fain  retire, 

As  if  that  eye  and  bitter 
Transferr’d  to  others  fe.ir  and  guile : 

Not  oft  to  smile  descendeth  he,  j 

And  when  he  doth ’t  is  sad  tu  sec 
That  he  hut  mocks  at  Misery. 

How  tliat  (*ale  Hp  will  curl  and  quiver! 

Then  fix  once  more  as  If  for  ever; 

As  If  his  sorrow  or  disdain 
Forbade  him  e'er  to  smile  again. 

Well  were  It  so — such  ghastly  mirth 
From  juyaunce  ne’er  derived  its  birth. 

meut.  hilt  «wery  reader.  w«  are  lurc.  « 111  agree  with  ia 
ihiiiking,  lliAt  the  interest  excited  by  the  caUilrophe  Ii 
greatly  (lelghteiied  In  the  modern  poem  ; and  itiat  (he  impre* 
cations  of  the  'I'tirk  against  the  arriirted  Glaotir,'*  are  in- 
troduced with  great  judgment,  arMi  rontribule  much  to  the 
dramatic  efTcct  of  the  narrative.  The  remainder  of  the  poem, 
we  think,  would  h:>ve  been  more  properly  printed  as  a second 
cantr>;  because  a total  change  of  sceue,  aud  a chasm  of  no 
lesa  th-iu  six  years  in  the  senes  of  events,  can  scarcely  fail  to 
(•rc.nsioD  tome  little  confusiiH)  Id  the  tuiud  of  Ltie  rt^or.— 
Gsuftut  Klus.] 

> [*'  Of  foreign  maiden  lost  at  sea.*'—  MS  ] 

I 

* [The  rrmainfrtf  lines,  about  five  hundred  in  number, 
were,  «(tb  (he  cxrrplioii  of  the  Iasi  slxteeQ,  all  .iddeit  to  the 
poem,  either  during  its  first  progrrts  through  the  press,  or  in 
subsequent  eihUoiis.] 
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But  sjulder  still  it  were  to  tnirv 
What  once  were  feelings  In  that  face  ; 

Time  bath  not  yet  the  features  fix’d, 

But  brighter  traits  with  oil  mix'd ; 

And  there  are  hues  not  always  faded,  > 

Which  speak  a mind  not  all  degraded  j 

Even  by  the  crimes  through  which  It  waded  • I 
The  common  crowd  but  sec  the  gloom  j 

' Of  waywartl  deeds,  and  fitting  dotun  ; 1 

The  close  observer  can  espy  | 

A noble  soul,  and  lineage  high  : I 

Alas  1 though  both  bestow'd  in  vain,  j 

Mliich  Grief  could  change,  and  Guilt  could  stain,  i 
It  was  no  vulgar  tenement  ' 

To  which  such  lofty  gifts  were  lent. 

And  still  with  little  less  than  dread 
On  such  the  sight  Is  rivctetl. 

The  rix»fless  cot,  decay'd  and  rent. 

Will  scarce  delay  the  passer  by ; 

The  tower  by  war  or  temi»cst  bent. 

While  yet  may  frown  one  Itattlement, 

Demands  and  daunts  the  stranger's  eye  ; 

Each  ivied  arch,  and  pillar  lone, 

Pleads  haughtily  for  glories  gone  ! 

**  HU  floating  robe  around  him  folding. 

Slow  sweeps  he  through  the  column’d  aisle ; 

With  dread  beheld,  with  gloom  beholding 
The  rites  that  sanctify  the  pile. 

But  when  the  anthem  shakes  the  choir. 

And  kneel  the  monks,  his  steps  retire  ; 

By  yonder  lone  and  wavering  torch 
His  aspect  glares  within  the  |>orch ; 

There  will  he  pause  till  all  1$  done — 

And  hear  the  prayer,  but  utter  none. 

See  — by  the  half-illumined  wall* 

His  hiMMl  fly  back,  his  dark  hair  fall, 

That  pale  brow  wildly  wresithing  round. 

As  if  the  Gorgon  there  had  bound 
The  sahicst  of  the  seri»cnt-braid 
That  o’er  her  fearful  forehead  stray'd  j 
I For  he  declines  the  convent  oath. 

I And  Iraves  those  locks  unliallow'd  growth. 

But  wears  our  garb  in  all  lx*slde  ; 

And,  not  from  piety  but  pride. 

Gives  wealth  to  walls  that  never  heard 
Of  hU  one  holy  vow  nor  word. 

Ix>!  — mark  ye,  as  the  hannony 
Peals  louder  praises  to  the  sky. 

That  livid  check,  tliat  stony  air 

Of  mix'd  defiance  and  desjialr 

Saint  Frauds,  ks^cp  him  frtun  the  >hrine  ♦ 

Else  may  we  dread  the  wnith  divine 
Made  manifest  by  awfjii  sign. 

If  ever  evil  angel  lK>re 

The  form  of  mortal,  such  he  wore  : 

By  all  my  hope  of  sins  forgiven. 

Such  looks  arc  not  of  earth  nor  heaven  J ** 

• f*  Hrhoid  — ns  turns  tie  fnxn  the  waU  ” MS.] 

I • f“  Mutt  hum  before  It  kTnite  or  shine.”  — MS. 

I > [Seeing  himself  Mcuted  of  h«Ting.  In  this  pnsuige,  too 
etotely  imluird  CraUie.  Ix>r4  Byron  wrote  to  a friemi  — **  I 
' h«re  read  the  British  lleTieir,  and  really  think  (he  writer  la 
I mo«t  points  very  right.  'l*he  only  mortifying  thing  Is,  the 

II  accusation  of  imiullon.  Cralthe't  nassage  I never  tnw  ; and 
Sef«tt  I nn  further  mennt  to  follow  than  in  his  /yrv  measure, 

I vhwh  If  f*r«y'«.  Milton's,  and  anyone's  who  likes  It.  The 
I Giaour  Is  rertainly  a ImvI  character,  but  not  dangerous  t atmI 
j I think  his  fate  and  his  feelings  will  meet  with  few  prose- 


To  love  the  softest  hearts  are  j»n>ne. 

But  such  can  ne'er  be  all  his  own  ; 

Too  timid  In  his  woes  to  share, 

Too  meek  to  meet,  or  brave  despair ; 

And  sterner  hcaru  alone  may  feel 
The  wound  that  time  can  never  heal 
The  rugged  metal  of  the  mine, 

Slust  bum  before  Its  surface  shine,® 

But  plunged  within  the  furnace-flame. 

It  bends  and  melts though  stiU  the  same 
Then  temper'd  to  thy  want,  or  will, 

'T  will  serve  thee  to  defend  or  kill ; 

A breast-platc  for  thine  hour  of  need. 

Or  blade  to  bid  thy  fooman  bleed  ; 

But  if  a dagger's  fomi  it  Itcar, 

Ia?t  those  who  shape  Its  edge,  beware  ! 
Thus  pa.ssion’s  fire,  and  woman's  art. 

Can  turn  and  tame  the  sterner  heart  j 
From  these  Its  form  and  tone  arc  la'en, 
And  what  they  make  it,  must  remain. 

But  break  — before  it  bend  again. 


If  solitude  succeed  to  grief. 

Release  from  pain  is  slight  relief  i j 

The  vacant  barn's  wilderness  | 

Might  thank  the  pang  that  made  It  less.  , 

We  loathe  what  none  are  loft  to  share ; ! 

Even  bliss  — 't  were  woe  alone  to  li«ar ; I 

The  heart  once  thus  left  desolate  i 

Must  fly  at  last  for  ea.se—  to  hate.  { 

It  is  as  if  the  dead  could  fix  I | 

The  ley  worm  anmnd  them  steal,  | 

And  shudder,  as  the  reptiU^  cteep 
To  revel  o'er  their  rt.Uing  sleep. 

Without  the  i*ower  U'  scare  away 
The  cold  consumers  of  Ihtlr  clay 
It  is  as  if  the  descrt-hlrd.  ^ { 

Whose  Iwak  unlocks  hei  Ivisom’#  sTw  .itn 
To  still  her  famUh'd  nestlings*  scream. 

Nor  mourns  a life  to  them  tnrnsfeir'd. 

Should  rend  her  rash  devoted  brr:ist. 

And  find  them  flown  her  empty  iM«t.  j 

The  keenest  pangs  the  wretched  find  | 

Arc  rapture  to  the  dre*r>  vohl. 

The  leafless  desert  of  the  mind. 

The  wa.stc  of  feelings  unemploy'd.  f{ 

Who  would  be  doom'd  to  gaxe  upon 
A sky  without  a cloud  or  sun  ? { 

Less  hideous  fur  the  tetnpest's  roar  }} 

Than  ne'er  to  bravo  the  billows  more—  | 

Thrown,  when  the  war  of  winds  is  o'er,  j 

A lonely  wreck  on  fortune’s  shore,  | 

'Mid  sullen  calm,  and  silent  Ixiy,  | 

tin.secn  to  drop  by  dull  decay ; — | 

itetter  to  sink  beneath  the  shock  i 

Than  moulder  piecemeal  on  the  rock  ! I 


Mes.”  The  fallowing  lire  the  Hnei  of  Crabbe  which  i,nrd 
Byron  {■  chargod  with  having  imitatiHl  : — 

••  Theao  are  like  wax  — »pply  them  to  the  fire. 

Melting,  they  take  the  imprr«»ion  you  desire; 

Raty  to  mmthl  and  (atMon  aa  jim  pleave,  ' 

Ana  again  moulded  with  an  eipial  ewe  ; ; 

Like  smelted  Iron  the*e  the  form*  retain,  | 

But  uDce  impreu'd  will  never  meJl  agam."  — ' 

Crabbe’*  Work*,  vol.  r.  p.  163.  ed.  i 

• The  peliean  is,  I lietieve,  the  Hrd  so  lllwlled,  by  the  iuw 
potAiioii  of  fettling  her  chickens  with  her  blood. 
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'•  Father ! thy  day*  have  pas&'d  in  peace, 

'Mid  counted  bead*,  and  countless  prayer ; 

To  bid  the  sins  of  others  cease. 

Thyself  without  a crime  or  care, 

Save  transient  ills  that  all  must  bear. 

Has  been  thy  lot  from  youth  to  age ; 

And  thou  wilt  ble.<is  thee  fVom  the  ra^ 

Of  passions  fierce  and  uncontroll'd. 

Such  as  thy  penitents  imfuld, 

>l'hose  secret  sins  and  sorrows  rest 
Within  thy  pure  and  pitying  breast. 

My  days,  though  few,  have  pass’d  below 
In  much  of  joy,  but  more  of  woe ; 

Vet  still  In  hours  of  love  or  strife. 

I've  'scapeti  the  weariness  of  life : 

Xow  leagued  with  friends,  now  girt  by  foes, 

I loathetl  the  languor  of  repose. 

Now  nothing  loft  to  love  or  hate. 

No  more  with  hot>e  or  pride  elate, 

I 'd  rather  lie  the  thing  that  crawls 
Most  noxious  o'er  a dungeon's  walls. 

Than  my  dull,  unvaiying  days, 

Condemn'd  to  meditate  and  gaze. 

Yet,  lurks  a wish  within  my  brea.'<t 
For  rest  — but  not  to  feel  *t  is  rest. 

Soon  shidl  niy  fate  that  wish  fulfil ; 

And  1 shall  sleep  without  the  dixiun 
Of  what  I was,  and  would  be  still. 

Dark  as  to  thee  my  deeds  may  seem 
My  memory  now  Is  but  the  tomb 
Of  joys  long  dead ; my  hoix*.  their  diK>m : 

Though  better  to  have  died  with  thoau 
Than  be-ar  a life  of  lingering  woes. 

My  spirit  shrunk  not  to  sustain 
The  searching  throes  of  ceaseless  pain  ; 

Nor  sought  the  self-:iccordcd  gnivc 
Of  ancient  fixjl  and  motlcm  knave  : 

Yet  death  I have  nut  fear'd  to  meet ; 

> .\nd  in  the  field  it  had  been  sweet. 

Had  danger  woo'd  me  on  to  move 
The  slave  of  glory,  not  of  love. 

I've  braved  it  — not  for  honour’s  boast; 

I smile  at  laurels  won  or  lost ; 

To  such  let  others  can-e  their  way. 

Fur  high  ivnown,  or  hireling  pay : 

Hut  place  again  UTore  my  eyes 
Aught  that  I deem  a worthy  prise — 

The  maid  I love,  the  man  I hate— 

1 .And  I will  hunt  the  steps  of  fate, 

I To  save  or  slay,  as  these  require. 

Through  rending  steel,  and  rolling  fire ; 

Nor  necd'st  thou  doubt  this  speech  from  one 
Who  would  but  do — what  be  fuith  done. 

Death  Is  but  what  the  haughty  brave. 

The  weak  must  bear,  the  wretch  must  crave ; 

i Thougli  HoTi«h.ath  liMig  withdrawn  her  beam." — MS.] 
3 Till*  *ii|>er»tltlon  of  a semnd  hearing  Tor  I never  met 
with  downriirht  lecimd.siKht  In  the  Katt)  fell  once  under  my 
own  ohtervution.  On  my  tliird  journev  to  Cape  Colonna. 

Irarlr  in  1st  I.  as  we  iMused  thniURh  the  uel'ile  that  leads  from 
the  hamlet  between  Kcratia  and  Colonna.  1 observed  Dervish 
Tahiri  riding  rather  out  of  the  path,  and  leaning  his  head 
upon  his  hand,  at  If  in  pain.  1 rode  up  and  inquired.  " We 
are  in  peril."  ho  answered.  “ Mfhat  peril  ? we  are  not  now 
in  Albania,  por  In  the  passes  to  Kphesus.  Messalunithi,  or 
1.ep«nto ; there  are  plenty  of  lu,  well  armed,  and  the  Cho- 
riates  have  not  courage  to  be  thieves."  — " True.  Affbndi, 
hut  nevertheless  the  shot  it  rinffhig  In  mr  ears.*'  — "The 
’ shot  I nert  a tophalke  has  been  fired  this  reoming."  — **  I hear 
I it  notwithtla.vliu3  — Dorn  — 0om  — at  plainly  as  1 hear  your 


Thea  let  Life  go  to  him  who  gmve  • 

1 have  not  quail'd  to  danger's  brow 
When  high  and  happy  — need  I new  f 


“ I Io%’cd  her.  Friar ! nay,  adored  — 

But  these  are  words  tJut  all  can  luc — 

1 proved  it  more  In  deed  than  word ; 

There's  blood  upon  that  dinted  sword, 

A stain  its  steel  can  never  lose : 

'Twas  shed  for  her,  who  died  for  me. 

It  warm'd  the  heart  of  one  abhurr'd : 

Nay,  start  not— no — nor  bend  thy  knee, 

Nor  midst  my  sins  such  act  reconl ; 

Thou  wilt  absolve  me  from  the  deed, 

For  he  was  hostile  to  thy  creed  ! 

The  very  name  of  Nazarene 

Was  wormwood  to  his  Payuim  spleen. 

I’ngrateful  fool  1 since  but  for  brands 
Well  wielded  In  some  hardy  bands, 

I And  wounds  by  Galileans  given^ 

; The  surest  pass  to  Turkish  heaven, 

I For  him  his  Houris  still  might  wait 
Impatient  at  the  Prophet's  gate. 

! I loved  her— love  will  find  its  way 
1 Through  paths  where  wolves  would  fear  to  prey ; 

.And  if  it  dares  enough,  'twere  hard 
If  passion  met  not  some  reward  — 

No  matter  how,  or  where,  or  why, 

I did  not  vainly  seek,  nor  sigh  : 

Yet  sometimes,  with  remorse,  in  vain 
I wish  she  had  not  loved  again. 

She  died  — I dare  not  tell  thee  how; 

But  look — 'tls  written  on  my  brow  ! 

There  read  of  Cain  the  curse  and  crime, 

In  characters  unworn  by  time : 

•Still,  ere  thou  dost  condemn  me,  pau.«e ; 

Not  mine  the  act,  though  1 the  cause. 

Yet  did  he  but  what  I had  done 
Had  she  been  IkUc  to  more  than  one. 

Faithless  to  him,  he  gave  the  blow ; 

But  true  to  me,  I laid  him  low : 

Howe’er  deserved  her  dwim  might  be. 

Her  treachery  was  truth  to  me ; 

To  me  she  gave  her  heart,  that  all 
^^^lich  tyranny  con  ne'er  enthrall ; 

And  I,  alas  I too  late  to  save  I 
Yet  all  1 then  could  give,  I gave, 

'T  was  some  relief,  our  f«>c  a grave. 

His  death  sits  lightly ; but  her  fate 

Has  made  me— what  thou  well  may'st  hate. 

His  doom  was  scal’d  — he  know  It  well, 

Warn’d  by  the  voice  of  rtem  Taheer, 

Deep  in  whose  darkly  Ixxllng  ear^ 

The  deathshot  peal'd  of  murder  near. 

As  filed  the  troop  to  where  they  fell  t 

voice." — “ P»ha  I " As  you  please,  Aflbndl ; ifit  It  written, 
to  will  It  be."  — t left  tliU  qiiick.eared  predeitlnariAD,  and 
rode  up  to  Basili,  hit  Christian  compatriot,  whose  ears, 
though  not  at  all  prophetic,  by  no  means  relished  the  Intel* 
licence.  We  all  arrived  at  Colonna,  remained  some  hours, 
and  returned  leisurely,  saying  a variety  of  brilliant  things,  in 
more  languages  than  spoiled  the  building  of  Babel,  upon 
the  mistaken  seer.  Romaic.  Amaout,  Turkish,  Italian,  and 
KngUsh  were  all  exercise*!.  In  various  cooceits,  upon  the  un> 
fortunate  Mussulman.  While  we  were  contemplating  tbo 
beautiful  prospect.  Dervish  was  occupied  about  the  columns. 

I thought  he  was  deranged  into  an  antiquarian,  and  asked 
him  if  ne  had  become  a " Paiao'Wtutro"  man?  " No,"  saM 
he. " but  these  pillars  will  be  useful  in  making  a stand  ; '*  and 
added  other  remarks,  which  at  least  erinced  hli  own  beliel 

— — Q 
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He  died  too  hi  the  liatUe  broil, 

A time  that  heeds  nor  pain  nor  toll ; 

One  cry  to  Mahomet  for  aid, 

One  prayer  to  Alla  all  he  made ; 

He  knew  and  cross'd  me  In  the  fray  — 

1 ^cd  ti|)on  him  where  he  lay. 

And  watch'd  his  spirit  ebb  away : 

Thou;?h  pierceil  like  pard  by  huntei-s'  ster!, 
He  felt  not  half  that  now  I feel. 

I search'd,  but  vainly  search'd,  to  find 
The  workings  of  a wounded  mind  ; 

Each  feature  of  that  sullen  rttrse 
BetrayM  hLs  rage,  but  no  remorM*. 

Oh,  what  had  Vengeance  given  to  trac 
Despair  uiwn  his  dying  face ! 

The  late  repentance  of  that  hour. 

When  Penitence  hath  lost  her  inmcr 
To  tear  one  terror  from  the  grave, 

And  will  not  soothe,  and  cannot  «ive. 


**  The  cold  in  clime  are  coM  in  MoihI, 
Their  love  can  scarce  desene  the  nano 
But  mine  was  like  a lava  flood 

That  bolls  in  .Etna's  breast  of  finme. 

I cannot  prate  in  puling  strain 
Of  Lidyc'luve,  and  beauty's  chain : 

If  changing  chock,  and  scorching  vein.  • 
Li|>s  taught  to  writhe,  but  not  complain. 
If  bursting  heart,  and  madd'ning  brain. 
And  daring  deed,  and  vengeful  steel. 

And  all  that  I have  felt,  and  feci. 
Betoken  love— that  love  was  mine. 

And  shown  by  many  a bitter  sign. 

'Tls  true,  I could  not  whine  nor  sigh, 

I knew  but  to  obtain  or  die. 

I die— but  first  I have  possess’d, 

And  come  what  may,  I Aar^  bttn  blcss'tt 
Shall  I the  doom  I sought  upbraid  ? 

No  — reft  of  all,  yet  undlsmay'd 


But  for  the  thought  of  Leila  slain. 

Give  me  the  pleasure  with  the  pain. 

So  would  1 live  and  love  again. 

I grieve,  but  not,  my  holy  guide  ! 

For  him  who  dies,  but  her  who  died  : 

She  sleeps  bciieath  the  wandering  wave  — 

Ah  I had  she  but  an  earthly  grave, 

This  breaking  heart  and  throbbing  hoail 
Should  seek  and  share  her  narrow  bed.  5 
She  was  a fonn  of  life  and  light, 

That,  seen,  became  a part  of  sight ; 

And  rose,  where’er  I tumcfl  mine  eye. 

The  Momlng-ftar  of  Mcmor>- 1 

“ Yes,  Love  Indeed  is  light  from  hc.avcn  ; ♦ 

A spark  of  that  immortal  lire 
With  angels  shared,  b>-  Alla  given. 

To  lift  from  earth  our  low  desire.  > 

I>evotlon  wafts  the  mind  above. 

But  Heaven  Itself  descends  in  love ; 

A feeling  from  the  Godhead  caught. 

To  wean  from  self  each  sordid  thought ; 

A Ray  of  him  who  form’d  the  whole  ; 

K Glory  circling  round  the  soul  l 
I grant  my  love  Imperfect,  all 
That  mortals  by  the  name  miscall ; 

Then  deem  it  evil,  what  thou  wilt ; 

But  say,  oh  say,  hers  was  not  ruilt  J 
She  was  my  life’s  unerring  light ; 

That  quench’d,  what  beam  shall  brer.k  my  nigh;  ? 6 
Oh  ! wx>uld  It  shone  to  lead  me  still. 

Although  to  death  or  dcadlie*-t  111  l 
Why  marvel  ye,  if  they  who  l<«te 
ITiis  present  joy,  this  future  hope, 

Ko  more  with  sorrow  meekly  cope  ; 

In  phrensy  then  their  fate  accuse : 

In  madness  do  those  fearful  deeds 
That  seem  to  add  but  guilt  to  woe  ? 

AIm  I the  breast  that  inly  bleeds 

Hath  nought  to  dread  from  outward  blow ; 


I 


in  bis  troublesome  faculty  of  JortJiearmg.  On  our  rrtnm  to 
Athens  we  heard  from  I.eon6  la  prisoner  set  ashore  tome 
da^s  alU*r)  of  the  intended  attack  of  the  Mainotes,  mentioned, 
wllh  the  cause  of  it«  not  taking  place,  in  the  notes  to  Cbilde 
Harold,  Canto  3d.  1 was  at  some  pains  to  question  the  man.  i 

an  t be  described  the  dresses,  arms,  and  marks  of  the  horses 
of  our  party  so  accurately,  that,  aith  other  circumstances. 
wec«mid  not  doubt  of  kit  harinq  beeit  in  '*Tlllaoou«  com-  I 
pany,"  and  ourselves  in  a ttad  neighbourhood.  Denlsh  be-  j 
came  a soothsayer  l<.ir  life,  and  I dare  say  Is  non*  hearing  more 
musketry  than  ever  will  Itc  fired,  to  the  great  refreshment  of 
the  Amaouti  of  Herat,  and  his  native  muunuina — i iball  ' 
metuion  one  trait  more  of  tins  singular  rare.  In  March,  lit!  I,  I 
a remarkably  stout  and  nclive  Anumut  came  (1  believe  the  | 
fiUieth  on  the  same  errandi  to  oBbr  himself  as  an  attendant,  | 
wlm  h was  declined ; ••  Well,  Aflbniil,"  quoth  he,  may  you  ' 
lire!  — yoti  would  have  found  me  useful  I shall  leave  the  t 
town  for  Che  hills  to-morrow,  in  the  winter  1 return,  perhaps 
you  wtll  then  receive  jne.**—  Dervish,  who  was  present,  re- 
marked as  a thing  of  course,  and  of  nu  ruiucqucnee.  “ in  the  | 
mean  time  he  will  join  the  KIcphtes  **  (robbers),  which  was  i 
true  to  the  letter.  If  not  cut  ofT.  they  come  down  in  the 
winter,  and  past  it  unmolested  in  some  town,  where  tliey  are  | 
often  as  well  known  as  their  expluils. 

t £**  I cannot  pr.vte  In  puling  strain  ! 

Of  burkiing  heart  and  maddening  brain,  ( 

Aud  lire  that  raged  in  every  veiu."—  | 

* [“  Rven  now  alone,  yet  undlsmay'd.  — 

I know  no  friend  and  ask  no  aid."—  MS.] 

* [Tliese,  in  our  opinion,  are  the  most  beamiful  passages  I 
of  the  poem  ; and  tome  of  them  of  a lieauty  which  it  would 
not  lie  easy  to  eclipse  by  many  clt^osu  In  the  laoiJiuagp.  — 
JarraxY.] 

* I^The  hundred  and  twenty-six  lines  which  follow,  down 
to  “Tell  me  oo  more  of  fancy's  glernn."  flrit  anneareti  In  the 
filth  editioo.  Id  returning  the  proof  to  Mr.  Murray,  Lord 


Prmn  says:  — “ I hove,  but  with  some  difficulty,  wo/ .added 
any  more  to  this  snake  of  a |K>cm,  w hlrh  has  been  lengthening 
Its  ratlh-s  even-  month.  It  is  now  rcanully  loutf.  l>elng  m<4e 
than  a canto  and  a half  of  Chllde  Harold.  The  la»t  lines 
Hodgson  likes.  U is  not  often  he  docs ; and  when  he  don’t, 
l>e  tells  me  with  great  cnerg)'.  and  I fret,  and  alter  1 
have  tbrtiwn  them  In  to  soften  the  ferocity  of  our  Infitlel ; 
.^nd,  for  a dying  man,  have  given  him  a deal  to  say  for 
himsdf.  Do  you  know  any  liody  who  can  stop— ] mrao. 
/«.<»/  — commas,  and  so  forth  ? for  1 am,  I hear,  a sad  hand 
at  your  punctuation.'' 

‘ [Among  the  Giaour  5ISS.  Is  the  first  draught  of  this  ras- 
r.^gc,  which  He  subjoin : 

Ves  1 f doth  sjirlog  } 

> Love  Indeed  < descend  J-  from  heaven  ; 

If  3 Cl’cliom  3 

f immortal ") 

A spark  of  that-<  riem:ij  >firc, 

Ccrlrstisl  3 

fo  human  hearts  In  merry  glsen. 

To  lift  from  earth  our  low  desire. 

A fci'liiig  from  the  GodheaiJ  caught. 

To  wean  from  «lf  J JJJ**  |sordid  thought ; 

Devotion  sends  the  soul  above. 

Hut  He.'ivt'n  itself  descends  to  lore. 

Vet  marvel  not,  if  they  who  love 
'J'lus  nrcsciit  joy,  this  future  hope. 

Which  (aught  them  with  ail  III  to  core. 

In  tnadness,  thim,  their  fate  accuse  — 
in  luaducts  do  those  fearfid  deeds 

That«.cm  J 

I hut  to  augment  their  y ’ 

Ala*:  the 

11*1  nought  to  dread  from  outward  foe,"  dre.j 
r*  'Tls  quench'd,  and  I am  lost  in  night."—  MS.] 
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THE  GIAOUH, 


I Who  falls  frr>m  all  he  knows  of  Mis*. 

I Cares  little  Into  what  aby-^s. 

Fierce  as  the  slooniy  vulture's  now 
To  thee,  old  man,  my  deeds  api>car : 

I read  abhorrence  on  thy  brow, 

And  this  too  was  I bom  to  bear ! 

*T  is  true,  that,  like  that  bird  of  prey. 

With  havoc  have  1 mark’d  my  way : 

But  this  was  taught  me  by  the  dove. 

To  die  — and  know  no  second  love. 

I This  lesson  yet  hath  man  to  loam, 

' Taught  by  the  thing  be  dares  to  spura : 

I The  bird  that  sings  within  the  brake, 
j The  swan  that  swims  upon  the  lake, 
j One  mate,  and  one  alfme,  will  take. 

And  let  the  fool  stiU  prone  to  range,* 

And  sneer  on  all  who  cannot  change. 

Partake  his  jest  with  l>oasting  boys 
I envy  not  hU  varied  joys. 

But  deem  such  feeble,  heartless  man 
Less  than  yon  solitary  swan ; 

Far,  far  beneath  the  shallow  maid 
He  left  believing  and  betray’d. 

Such  shame  at  least  whs  never  mine  — 

Leila  ! each  thought  was  only  thine  ! 

My  good,  my  guilt,  my  weal,  my  woe, 

My  hoi»e  on  high  — my  all  below. 

Earth  holds  no  other  like  to  thee, 

Or,  If  It  doth,  in  vain  for  me : 

For  worlds  I dare  not  view  the  dame 
Resembling  thee,  yet  not  the  same. 

The  very  crimes  that  mar  my  youth. 

This  bed  of  de.ath — attest  my  truth  ! 

*Tls  all  hx)  late — thou  wert,  thou  art 
The  cherish’d  madness  of  my  heart ! 

**  .‘\nd  she  was  lost— and  yet  I breathed. 

But  not  the  breath  of  hum-an  life  ; 

A serpent  round  my  heart  was  wreathed, 

And  stung  my  every  thought  to  strife. 

Alike  all  time,  abhorrwl  all  place. 

Shuddering  I shrunk  from  Natxire’s  face. 

Where  every  hue  that  charm’d  bctopc 
The  blackness  of  my  bosom  wore. 

The  rest  thou  dost  already  know. 

And  all  my  sins,  and  half  my  woe. 

But  balk  no  more  of  penitence  ; 

Thou  seest  I soon  shall  part  from  hence  : 

And  If  thy  holy  tale  wcPi*  true, 

I The  deed  that ’s  done  canst  thou  undo  ? 

I Think  me  not  thankless — but  this  grief 
I/ooks  not  to  priesthood  for  relief.  • 

My  soul’s  estate  in  secret  guess  : * 

I But  wouldst  thou  pity  more,  say  less. 

When  thou  const  bid  my  IiCil.1  live. 

! Then  will  I sue  thee  to  forgive  ; 

I Then  plead  my  cause  in  that  high  pl.icc 
Where  purchased  masses  profli  r grace. 

Go,  when  the  hunter’s  hand  hath  wrung 
From  forest-cave  her  shrieking  young, 

* And  let  the  liirht.  Inconstant  fool 

ITiat  incers  hU coxcomb  ridicule.**—  MS.] 

> The  rnonk's  sermon  Is  omilted.  It  seems  to  have  had  lo 
liule  HT^t  upon  the  patient,  that  U could  have  no  hopes  frevn 
ilte  reader.  It  may  W siilhcient  to  ur,  that  it  vas  of  a cus. 
uimary  lenftth  (as  may  Iw  perceived  m«n  the  inteirupUons 
and  unrasineas  of  the  ^tlent).  and  was  dellverad  in  the  usual 
tooc  of  all  ortiu^x  preachers. 


I And  calm  the  lonely  lioness : 

But  soothe  not  — mock  not  my  distress  ! 

{ *•  In  earlier  days,  and  calmer  hours, 

; \Vben  heart  with  heart  delights  to  blend, 
j WTiere  bloom  my  native  valley’s  bowers  * 
i I had  — Ah!  have  I now?  — a friend! 

I To  him  this  pledge  I charge  thee  send, 
j Memorial  of  a youthful  vow  j 
I I would  remind  him  of  my  end  : * 

1 Though  souls  absorb'd  like  mine  allow 
Brief  thought  to  distant  friendship's  claim. 

Yet  dear  to  him  my  blightetl  name. 

*Tls  strange  — he  pn>phrsied  my  doom. 

And  I have  smiled  — I then  could  smile  — 
When  Prudence  wcuild  his  voice  assume, 

And  warn  — I reck'd  not  what  — the  while: 
Hut  now  remembrance  whispers  o’er 
Those  accents  scarcely  mark’d  before. 

Say  — that  his  bodines  c.imc  to  pa.ss, 

And  hr  will  start  to  hear  their  truth, 

And  wish  his  words  had  not  been  sooth : 

Tell  him,  unheeding  as  1 wjis. 

Through  many  .a  busy  bitter  scene 
, Of  all  our  golden  youth  had  been, 
j In  |Kiln,  my  fidterlng  tongue  had  tried 
To  bless  his  memor)-  ere  I died  ; 

But  Heaven  In  HTath  would  turn  away, 

If  (lulll  shutUd  for  the  g\illtless  pray. 

1 do  nut  ask  him  not  to  blame. 

Too  gentle  he  to  wound  my  name ; 

And  what  have  I to  do  with  fame  ? 

! I do  not  ask  him  not  to  mourn. 

Such  ct>ld  request  might  sound  like  scorn ; 

.4nd  what  than  iricndshlp's  manly  tear 
May  better  grace  a brother’s  bier  ? 

But  bear  this  ring,  his  own  of  old, 

.Vnd  tell  him  — what  thou  dost  behold  * 
j The  wither’d  frame,  the  ruin’d  mind, 

I The  wrack  by  passion  left  behind, 
j A shrivelled  scroll,  a scatter’d  leaf, 
j Sear’d  by  the  autumn  b1a.st  of  grief ! 

• • « • • 

j ••  Tell  me  no  more  of  f.mcy’s  gleam, 

[ No,  father,  no,  'twas  not  a dream  ; 

.Vlas  ! the  dreamer  first  must  sleep, 
i I only  watch’d,  and  wish'd  to  weep  ; 

1 But  could  not,  for  my  burning  brow 
j Throbb'd  to  the  very-  bmin  as  now : 

1 I wish’d  but  for  a single  tear, 

1 As  something  welcome,  new,  and  dear ; 

I I wish'd  it  then,  I wish  It  still ; 

Despair  Is  stronger  than  my  will. 

' Waste  not  thine  orison,  despair® 
j Is  mightier  than  thy  pious  prayer : 

I I would  not,  if  1 might,  be  blest ; 

I want  no  paradise,  but  rest. 

* ’Twas  then,  1 tell  thee,  father ! then 
j I saw  her ; yes,  she  lived  again ; 

[ And  shining  In  her  white  symar,? 

* As  through  yon  pale  gray  cloud  the  star 

* Z — — " blit  this  grief 

In  truth  Is  oot  for  tby  relief. 

My  Mate  thy  thought  can  never  gtteM.”—  MS.} 

* p*  Where  rise  my  tubve  city’s  towers.**— MS.} 

> [“  1 have  no  heart  to  love  him  now. 

And  'tis  but  tu  declare  my  ctxi.*’  — !IIS.} 

* [“  Nay,  kneel  not,  father,  rise  — despair,”  Ac.  — M S.} 
j • **  Sjmar,”  a shroud. 
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BYRON‘8  WORKS. 


Which  now  I gikze  on,  as  on  her. 

Who  look'd  ami  luoku  fur  lovelier; 

Dimljr  I view  Its  tremblins  sparit ; * 

To-morrow's  night  shall  be  mure  ilark  ; 

And  I,  before  Its  rays  appear, 

That  lifeless  thing  the  li^ng  fear, 

1 wander,  father  1 for  my  soul 
Is  fleeting  towanls  the  final  goal. 

I saw  her,  friar  t and  1 rose 
Forgetful  of  uur  fonner  woes ; 

And  rushing  from  my  couch,  I ilart. 

And  chL<p  her  to  my  dwperato  hi  art ; 

1 clasp-— what  Is  it  that  I clasp  ? 

No  breathing  form  within  my  grasp. 

No  heart  that  beats  reply  to  mine. 

Y et,  Leila ! yet  the  form  is  thine  ! 

And  art  thou,  dearest,  changed  so  much, 

As  meet  my  eye,  yet  mock  my  touch  ? 

Ah  ! were  thy  beauties  e'er  so  cold, 

I care  not ; so  my  arms  enfold 
The  all  they  ever  wish’d  to  hold. 

Ahis  ! around  a shadow  pn^t 
They  shilnl^  upon  my  lonely  breast ; 

Yet  still  'ttS  there  t In  silence  sLinds, 

And  beckons  with  beseeching  hands  ] 

With  braided  hair,  and  bright-black  eye  — 

I knew  *twas  false  — she  could  not  die ! 

But  he  is  dead  t within  the  dell 
I saw  him  buried  where  he  fell ; 

He  comes  not,  for  he  cimnot  break 
From  earth  ; why  then  art  thou  awake  ? 

> [“  Which  now  I view  wUh  trembling  ipark.”—  MS.) 

* Hie  fircunnUoce  to  which  the  shore  story  relsles  wiu 
not  very  uucfimmon  in  Turkey  A few  resrs  sgo  the  wife  of 
Murhur  I’achs  romplaltwd  to  his  father  of  hit  son's  supposed 
Intidelity ; he  sshMl  with  whom,  sod  she  had  Che  tMrt>:irity 
to  give  IQ  a lift  of  the  twelve  hanclfomest  women  In  Ysnius. 
They  were  seised,  fastened  up  iu  iscks,  and  drowned  in  tlir 
lake  the  s-ime  night  I One  of  the  guanii  who  was  present 
informed  me.  that  not  one  of  the  lictlms  uttered  aery,  or 
showed  a ^mptom  of  terror  at  so  sudden  a “ wrench  from  all 
we  know,  from  all  we  love.”  The  fate  of  Throslne,  the  fairest 
of  this  sacrifice,  it  the  subject  of  many  a lloinaic  and  .Arnaout 
ditty.  Hie  story  in  the  text  it  one  (old  of  a young  Venetian 


manr  years  uro.  and  now  nearly  forgotten.  I heard  it  by 
.-UTtoent  rcciU'd  by  one  of  the  coffM»hoit«e  stonr.tellers  who 
Alxiund  III  the  Levant,  ami  sing  or  rcrite  their  narratives. 


The  ailditinns  ami  intcr|>olatk>hi  by  the  translator  wiii  be 
easily  distictguishcHl  from  the  rest,  by  the  want  of  Kastem 
imagery ; and  1 regret  that  tny  metnorr  has  retained  so  few 
fragni<*nts  of  the  original.  For  the  contents  of  some  of  the 
notes  1 am  indebted  partly  to  D’llerbctot,  and  partly  to  that 
most  Kastern,  and.  as  Mr.  Weber  jufily  entitles  it.  **  sublime 
tale.”  the  “ C'.aliph  Valhek.*’  I do  not  know  from  wKjtt  source 
the  author  of  that  singular  volume  may  have  drawn  his  ma- 
te.-ials ; some  of  bU  iocidt-Dl  i are  to  be’  found  in  the  ** 


They  told  me  wild  waves  roU’d  above 
I The  face  I view,  the  form  I love ; 

[ Thej*  told  me  — ’twas  a hideous  tale ! 

I I'd  tell  it,  but  my  tongue  would  fall : 

If  tnic,  and  from  thine  occan-cavc 
, Thou  corn's!  to  claim  a calmer  grave. 

Oh ! pass  thy  dewy  fingers  o'er 
I This  brow  that  then  will  bum  no  more  ; 

I Or  place  them  on  my  hopeless  heart : 

But,  shape  or  shade  ! whate'er  thou  art, 

In  mercy  ne'er  agjiin  depart  I 
f)r  farther  with  thee  bear  my  soul 
Than  winds  can  waft  or  waters  roll  1 

• • • • s 

Such  U my  name,  and  such  my  tale. 

Confessor  ! to  thy  secret  ear 
I breathe  the  sorrows  I bew’ail, 

And  thank  thee  for  the  generous  tear 
This  glazing  eye  could  never  shed. 

Then  lay  me  with  the  humblest  dead. 

And,  save  the  cross  above  niy  heail, 

Ik*  neither  name  nor  emblem  spreail, 

By  pr>  Ing  sirancer  to  be  reml, 

Or  stay  the  passing  pilgrim's  tread.  *'* 

lie  pa.ss’d— nor  of  his  name  and  race 
Hath  left  a token  or  a trace, 

Sav’e  what  the  father  must  not  say 
Who  shrived  him  on  hU  dying  day ; 

This  broken  tde  was  all  we  knew  > 

Of  her  he  loved,  or  him  he  slew.  ^ 

Cheque  Oriental?  but  for  corroctnest  of  costume,  beauty 
of  description,  and  power  of  imaginatiun,  it  far  surpasres  all 
European  iiniUUun*  ; mid  bears  such  luarkt  of  originaiity, 
that  those  who  have  visited  the  East  will  find  some  difficulty 
in  boUeving  it  to  be  more  than  a translation.  At  atx  Eastern 
tale,  rven  ILuselas  must  Ik>w  before  It ; his  **  Happy  Valley  ** 
will  not  bear  a coui]«risun  with  the  **  Hall  of  Eblts.'* 

* Nor  whether  most  he  mourn'd  none  knew. 

For  her  be  iure<l,  or  him  be  slew."  — .AIS.) 

* [In  this  poem,  which  w.vs  puhllslied  after  the  two  first 
c.'intos  of  Ciiilde  Harold,  Ixiru  Uyron  began  to  show  his 
piwert.  He  had  now  rocdvodcitcourageinent  wiilch  set  free 
ills  daring  hamU,  and  gave  his  strokes  their  natural  force. 
Here,  tiien.  we  first  find  passages  of  a tone  peniilar  to  Lnrd 
Ilyron  ; Imt  rtill  this  appearince  was  nut  uniform  : he  often 
return^  to  his  tramim-ls,  and  reminds  us  of  the  manner  of 
some  favourite  predecessor : among  these,  1 think  wr  some, 
times  catch  (he  notes  of  Sir  Walter  Scott.  But  the  internal 
tem|>est  — the  deep  passion,  soinctimn  burled,  and  sometimos 
blazing  from  tome  Incident^  touch  — the  intensity  of  agonis- 
ing refleetion,  which  will  always  distinraish  Lord  Bitoii  from 
other  writers  — now  began  to  display  tbcmseli'cs.  — Sit 
EoaKTON  Utvoatjs.) 
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THE  BRIDE  OF  ABYDOS. 


Wi)t  of  : 


A TURKISH  TALE.‘ 


“ IIoil  wr  nertT  lovnl  to  kiodir, 

Hwi  wp  never  loved  to  blind!  jr, 

Nflver  met  or  never  pnrtcd, 

M'c  h*d  oe’er  been  broken.l»c*rted.** 

Be  Rim. 


TO 

THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  LORD  HOLLAND. 

THIS  TALE  IS  lySCEIBCI). 
wmi  EtERT  sr.srmteirr  or  rcuirii  a-mo  RKRPEcr. 

ST  ttiS  URATErULLT  USUUEU  AND  •IMCKRR  rURNO, 

BYRON. 


Stir  ISriSr  of 


CANTO  THE  PIRST. 


Know  ye  the  land  where  the  cyprets  and  myrtle  5 | 

Are  emblems  of  deeds  that  are  done  in  their  clime?  | 
Where  the  rage  of  the  vulture,  the  love  of  the  turtle,  ! 

Now  melt  into  sorrow,  now  madden  to  crime  1 i 
Know  ye  the  land  of  the  cedar  and  vine. 

Where  the  flowers  ever  blowuin,  the  lieams  ever  shine : ! 
^Vlicre  the  light  wings  of  Zephyr,  oppress’d  with 
perfume. 

Wax  faint  o'er  the  gardens  of  Gul*  in  her  bloom  ; 
\>Tutc  the  citron  and  olive  arc  fairest  of  fruit. 

And  the  voice  of  the  nightingale  never  U mute ; 
Where  the  tints  of  the  earth,  and  the  hues  of  the  sky, 
In  colour  though  varied,  in  beaut>’  may  vie. 

And  the  purple  of  ocean  Is  <leepest  in  dye ; 

Where  the  virgins  are  soft  os  the  roses  they  twine. 
And  all,  save  the  spirit  of  man.  Is  divine  ? 

*T  is  the  clime  of  the  East ; 't  is  the  land  of  the  Sun  — 
Can  he  smile  on  such  deeds  as  his  children  have 
done?  * 


I [The  “ Bride  of  Abydof  *'  was  pul>li«hed  in  the  br^ionloR  | 
’ of  Dpcemher,  ISIS.  'The  mood  of  mind  In  which  It  wa«  struck  ! 
i off  U thus  suied  hy  Lord  Byron,  In  a letter  to  Mr.  Ollhird  : j 
You  have  b«vn  good  enough  to  look  at  a thing  of  mine  In 
MS.  —a  Turkish  story  — and  I should  feel  ^atlBed  if  you  ' 
would  do  it  (he  same  favour  in  Its  probationary  state  of  . 
prlnllng.  It  was  written,  I cannot  say  for  amusement,  nor 
^obliged  by  hunger  and  request  of  friends.*  but  in  a state  of 
mind,  from  circumstances  which  occasionally  occur  to  *us 
youth,'  that  rendered  It  necessary  for  me  to  apply  my  mind 
to  something,  any  thing,  but  reality  ; and  under  this  not  very 
brilliant  InspliatloQ  It  was  compos'vd.  Send  it  either  to  the 
Bunes,  or 

— ' A hundred  hawkers*  load, 
j On  wings  of  winds  to  fly  or  fall  abroad.' 

! ft  deserves  no  better  than  the  first,  as  the  work  of  a week, 
scribbled  * stani  pede  in  uno  * (by  the  bye,  the  only  foot 
1 have  to  sfnd  on)  { and  I promise  never  to  trouble  you  again 
under  forty  cantos,  and  a voyage  between  each.**] 


Oh  I wild  08  the  nccenU  of  loven'  farewell 
Are  the  bcarta  which  they  bear,  and  the  tales  which 
they  tell. 


IL 

Begirt  with  many  a gallant  slave, 

Apparell’d  as  becomes  the  brave. 

Awaiting  each  his  lord’s  behest 
To  guide  his  steps,  or  guard  hU  rest. 

Old  Giafllr  sate  In  his  Divan: 

Deep  thought  was  in  his  aged  eye ; 

' And  though  the  face  of  Mussulman 
Not  ofl  U*tray8  to  standers  by 
The  mind  within,  well  skill’d  to  hide 
All  but  unconquerable  pride. 

His  pensive  cheek  and  pondering  brow 
Did  more  than  be  was  wont  avow. 

in. 

I.et  the  chamber  be  clear'd.”  — The  train  dU- 
api*car’d  — 

**  Now  call  me  the  chief  of  the  llaram  guard.” 
With  GlafHr  Is  none  but  his  only  son. 

And  the  Nubian  awaiting  the  sire's  award. 

H.'iroun — when  all  the  crowd  that  wait 

Are  pass'd  beyond  the  outer  gate, 

(Woe  to  the  head  whose  eye  beheld 

My  child  Zulelka’s  face  unveil'd  1) 

* r”  Murray  trill  me  tbM  Oroker  asked  lilm  why  the  thing 
U railed  the  Bndf  of  Abydot?  It  li  an  awkward  qucAthm, 
being  unantwerabie:  ihe  iiiict  a bride ; only  about  to  be  one. 
1 dem't  wunder  at  hta  finding  out  the  BtiU ; but  the  detretion 
li  too  late  to  do  any  good.  I wai  a great  fool  to  have  made 
It.  and  am  aahamr^  of  not  being  an  lrti>hmaa.’*-> 

Diaty,  Dec.  6.  Ikl3.] 

^ (To  the  Bride  of  Abydoi.  Lord  Byron  made  many  adili- 
Uons  during  its  progren  through  the  prei»,  ainoum'lMg  to 
about  two  hundred  line*  ; and.  ai  in  the  case  of  the  Giaour, 
the  passage!  to  adde<i  will  be  seen  to  be  some  of  the  most 
•pleodid  In  the  whole  ;>ocm.  These  opmln?  lines,  which  are 
among  (he  new  Insertions,  are  supposed  to  have  been  iug< 
getted  a song  of  Goethe's 

**  Kennic  du  dai  Land  wo  die  dtrooen  bluliQ.**] 

* " Gdl,**  the  rose. 

* **  .Souls  made  of  fire,  and  children  of  the  Run. 

With  whom  revenge  Is  virtue.”  — Yotnio*#  Brvmge. 
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Hence,  lc4ul  my  dauffhtrr  fn»m  l^r  tomr ; 

Her  fate  U Hx’d  this  verj*  hour: 

Yet  not  to  her  reiieat  my  thbught  j 
By  me  alone  be  duly  taujtht ! " 

•*  Pacha  ! to  hear  h to  obey.** 

No  more  mmt  slave  to  despot  say»* 

Then  to  the  tower  had  ta’cn  hU  way, 

Hut  here  young  Sellin  silence  brake. 

First  lowly  rendering  reverence  meet ; 

Ami  downcast  look'd,  and  gently  stake, 

Still  standing  at  the  Pacha's  feet  ■ 

For  son  of  Moslem  must  expire. 

Ere  ilare  to  sit  U-furr  hU  sire  ! 

“ Father ! for  fear  that  thou  should&t  chide 
My  sister,  or  her  sable  guide, 

Know  — for  the  fault,  If  fault  (here  be. 

Was  mine,  then  fall  thy  frowns  on  me  — 
hit  luvellly  the  morning  shone. 

That  — let  the  old  and  wear)’  sleep  — 

1 could  not : and  to  view  alone 

The  fairest  scenes  of  biul  and  deep. 

With  none  to  listen  and  reply 
To  thoughts  with  which  my  heart  Iwat  high 
Were  irksome — for  whateVr  my  mood. 

In  sooth  I love  md  solitude; 

1 on  Ztiieika’s  slumber  broke, 

And,  as  thou  knowest  that  for  me 
Soon  turns  the  llaram's  grating  key. 

Before  the  guardian  slaves  awoke 
We  to  the  cj  prcss  groves  had  flown. 

And  made  earth,  main,  and  heaven  our  own  ! 
There  linger'd  we,  begullwl  too  long 
With  Mejnoun’s  talc,  or  Sadi's  sot^;  I 
Till  I,  who  heard  the  deep  tamlxtur* 

Beat  thy  Divan’s  approaching  hour. 

To  thee,  aiid  to  my  duty  true, 

Warn’d  by  the  sound,  to  gn‘ct  thee  flew : 

Rirt  there  Zulelka  wandert  yet  — 

Kay,  Father,  rage  not  — nor  forget 
That  none  can  pierce  that  secret  bower 
But  those  who  watch  the  wumcn'i  tower." 

IV. 

*•  .Son  of  a slave" — the  Pacha  said  — 

“ From  unbellevlnK  mother  bred. 

Vain  were  a father’s  hope  to  see 

Aught  that  besorins  a man  In  thee 

Thoii,  when  thine  arm  should  Immm!  the  bow, 

And  hurl  the  dart,  and  curb  the  steed 
Thou,  Greek  in  soul  If  not  In  cn^ed. 

Must  i»ore  where  babbling  waters  flow. 

And  watch  unfolding  roses  blow. 

Would  that  yon  orb,  whose  matin  glow 
Thy  lisilefts  eyes  so  much  ailmlre, 

W(mld  lend  thee  something  of  his  fire  ! 

Thou,  who  would’st  sec  this  batUciik'nt 
By  Christian  cannon  piecemeal  n nt ; 

Nay,  tamely  view  old  Stamtsol  s wall 
Before  the  dogs  of  Moscow  fall. 

Nor  strike  one  stroke  for  life  and  death 
Against  the  curs  of  N.-uareth  I 
(fo  — let  thy  less  than  woman's  hand 
Assume  the  distaff — not  the  brand. 

' Me)noun  and  I,Hls.  Ihi*  Romeo  and  JnHet  of  the  Ea»f. 
Sadi,  the  moral  poet  of  PrreU. 

> Turkish  drum,  which  scKiniU  al  lonrlse,  noon,  and  twilighL 
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V. 

No  sound  from  Selim's  Up  was  heard. 

At  least  that  met  old  Giadir's  ear, 

But  every  frown  and  every  word  , 

Piercetl  keener  than  a Christian's  swonl.  I 

“ Son  of  a slave  ! — reproach'd  with  fear  I | 

Those  gibes  had  cost  another  dear.  ! 

Son  of  a slave  ! — and  «’Ao  my  sire  ? " . 

Thus  held  his  thoughts  their  dark  career ; 

And  glances  cv'n  of  more  than  ire 
Flash  forth,  then  faintly  disappear. 

Old  Giaffir  gazed  upon  his  son 
And  started  ; for  within  his  eye 
lie  read  how  much  his  wmth  hod  done ; 

He  saw  rebellion  there  bi*gun  : 

•*  Come  hither,  b«»y  — what,  no  reply  ? 

I mark  thee  — and  I know  thee  too  ; 

But  there  be  detHls  thou  dar'st  not  do; 

But  if  thy  beard  had  manlier  length, 

And  if  thy  hand  had  skill  and  strength, 

I 'd  joy  to  see  thee  break  a lance, 

Albeit  against  my  own  perchance."  i 

As  sneeringly  these  accents  fell.  ! 

On  Selim's  eye  he  fiercely  gazed  : ! 

That  eye  return'd  him  glance  for  glance, 

And  proudly  to  his  sire’s  was  raided,  ii 

Till  GiaflKr’s  quail'd  and  shrunk  ask.'ince— . 

And  why  — be  felt,  but  durst  mH  tell.  i 

••  Much  I misdoubt  this  wayward  boy  j 

Will  one  day  work  me  moif  .innoy ; j 

I never  loveil  him  from  his  birth,  | 

And  — but  hts  arm  U little  worth.  | 

And  scarcely  in  the  chase  could  cope 
With  timid  fawn  or  antelope, 

Far  less  would  venture  into  strife  \ 

Where  man  contends  for  fame  and  life  — | 

I would  not  trust  that  look  or  tone : ; 

No — nor  the  blood  so  near  ray  own.  |i 

That  blood  — be  bath  not  heard  — no  nuire  — ' I 

1 11  watch  him  closer  than  before.  , ] 

He  Is  an  Arab*  to  my  sight,  ' 

f)r  Christian  crouching  in  the  fight  — 

But  h.srk  ! — I hear  Zulcika’s  voice ; 

Like  Hourls’  hymn  It  meets  mine  ear ; 

She  Is  the  offipring  of  my  choice  ; 

Oh  I more  than  cv’n  her  mother  dear, 

With  all  to  hope,  and  nought  to  fear  — 

My  Peri ! ever  welcome  here  I I 

Sweet,  as  the  desert  fountain's  wave  j 

To  Ups  Just  cool’d  in  time  to  save  — | 

Such  to  my  longing  sight  art  thou ; ' 

Nor  can  they  waft  to  Mecca’s  shrine  ! 

More  thanks  for  life,  than  1 for  thine. 

Who  blest  thy  birth,  and  bless  thee  now."  i 

I 

VI.  I 

Fair,  as  the  first  that  fell  of  womankind,  I 

When  on  that  dread  yet  lovely  serpent  smiling, 

* The  Tork«  abhor  the  Arabs  (who  return  the  compUntrat  1 
a hundred-fulii}  eseo  more  than  they  hate  the  ChristUna. 

, 


But,  Haroun  I — to  ray  daughter  speed : 

And  bark  — of  thine  own  head  take  heed  — 
If  thus  Zulcika  oft  takes  wing  — 

Thou  scest  yon  bow  — it  hath  a stnng  I " 
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ij  Wbo$e  Ima^jc  then  win  stamp'd  upon  her  mind  — 

I But  once  bcfCuUed  — and  ever  more  bejtulHng ; 

' Daszltnit,  as  that,  oh  1 too  transcendent  vision 
To  Sorrow’s  phantom-peopled  slumber  ptvm, 

When  heart  meets  heart  again  In  dreams  Elysiaii, 
And  paints  the  lost  on  Karth  revived  in  Heaven ; 
Soft,  as  the  memory  of  buried  love  ; 

Pure,  as  the  prayer  which  Childhood  wafts  above, 
Was  she  — the  daughter  of  that  rude  old  Chief. 

Who  met  the  maid  with  tears  — but  not  of  grief. 

Who  hath  n*»t  provcil  how  feebly  wnnls  essay  > 

To  lix  one  spark  of  Beauty’s  heavenly  ray  ? 

ViXio  doth  not  feel,  until  his  failing  sight 
Faints  into  dimness  with  Its  own  delight, 

I HU  changing  check,  hU  sinking  heart  confess 
The  might  — the  mgjesty  of  Loveliness  ? 

Such  was  Zuleika  — such  around  her  shone 
The  nameless  charms  uninark’d  by  her  alone  — 

The  light  of  love,  the  purity  of  grace, 

The  mind,  the  Music  * breathing  from  her  fare.= 

I The  heart  whose  softness  harmonized  the  wh<*ie, 

^ And  oh  I that  eye  was  In  Itself  a Soul  1 

i Her  graceful  arms  In  merknew  bending 
. Across  her  genUy-bUilding  breast ; 

' I At  one  kind  word  those  arms  extending 
h To  clasp  the  neck  of  him  who  blest 
I HU  child  caressing  and  carest, 

Zuleika  came  — and  Giallir  felt 
His  purpose  half  within  him  melt : 

Not  that  against  her  fancuHl  weal 
His  heart  thoiuth  stem  could  ever  fed ; 

Afli'Ction  chain'd  her  to  that  heart ; 

Ambition  tore  the  links  ut>art. 

VII. 

**  Zuleika ! child  of  gentleness ! 

How  dear  this  ver)*  ilay  must  tell. 

When  I forget  my  own  distress, 

> [These  twelve  fine  lines  were  ailded  In  the  course  of 
printing.} 

• This  expression  has  met  with  objection*.  I will  not  refer 
' to  **  Him  whu  luttli  not  Music  in  his  soul,”  but  mmOy  re<iiie«t 
the  reaik-r  tn  rocollect,  for  ten  seconds,  the  features  or  the 
woman  whom  he  believes  tn  be  the  most  hrautiful ; and.  if 
he  then  does  not  comprehend  fully  what  is  feebly  exprcsxed 
! In  the  above  line,  I shAll  be  sorry  for  us  Imth,  For  an  elo. 

Silent  p.us.tgB  in  the  laU4t  work  of  the  first  feniale  wiitc-r  of 
lis.  |>rrh.‘ips  of  any.  a^n*.  on  the  analogy  iantl  the  Unmediate 
comitariMH)  exeitr<d  by  that  aoaluKy)  between  **  (•atntinK  and 
{ nniiic.”  see  vo{.  iii.  rap.  lU.  t>K  uAllsmaghs.  And  Is  not 
I this  connection  still  stronger  with  the  orlK’InaJ  than  the  copy  ? 

I with  the  eolounng  of  Nature  than  of  Art  ? After  all.  this  is 
1 rather  to  he  felt  than  described  ; itill  I think  there  are  some 
I who  will  iimlerstand  It.  at  least  they  wonlil  have  done  had 
• ther  liehekl  the  courvlenaijrc  whose  speaking  harmony  su^ 
gested  the  tdi-.v;  fur  this  fiassage  is  not  drawn  from  fioagi- 
nation  but  memory,  that  mirror  whieh  Atllictknn  dashes  Co 
the  earth,  and  Imktag  down  u|>on  the  fragmi-nu,  only  beholds 
I;  the  rcfiection  miiltinUcd  I — £“  'lids  morning,  a very  yretty 
; billet  from  the  Stael  She  has  been  plcau^  to  l>c  pleased 
I with  my  slight  eulo^jy  in  the  note  annexed  to  tfie  * Bride.' 

This  is  to  be  accounted  for  in  several  ways : flriUy.  all 

^ women  like  all,  or  any  praise  ; secondly,  this  was  unexp<^ed. 
because  1 have  never  ctiurted  her ; and,  Uiirdly,  as  Scrub 
aa)*!.  those  who  have  been  ail  their  livea  regularly  praised  by 
regular  critics,  like  a little  variety,  and  are  glad  when  any 
one  goes  out  of  Ids  way  to  say  a civil  thing  ; and.  lourthly,  she 
is  a very  good-natured  creature,  which  Is  the  best  reason, 
after aIK  and.pc'^haps.tbeonlyotie.*’— H.Dtarf,  Dec.  7. 1&13.} 
) [.Among  the  Imputed  plagiarisms  so  industriously  hunted 
out  la  his  wr'.tings.  this  line  has  been,  with  somewhat  more 
plausibility  tnon  it  frequent  in  such  charges,  included ; the 
j lyric  poet  Lovelace  having,  it  seems,  written  "The  melody 
and  music  of  her  fare.”  .Sir  Tiiomas  Browne,  too.  In  hfs 
I BtUglo  Medici,  says,  " There  Is  music  even  in  beauty.”  'fhe 


In  loalng  what  I love  »o  well,  i| 

To  bid  thre  with  another  Uwill ; |1 

Another  1 and  a braver  man  [I 

Was  never  i«cn  In  battle's  van.  L 

We  Moslem  reck  not  much  of  bhuxl  •,  ; 

But  yet  the  line  of  Canisman  |j 

l^nchanged,  unchangeable  hath  >t(xxl  it 

First  of  the  bold  Tlmariot  Unjuls  l[ 

That  won  and  well  can  keep  their  I.-iml?. 

Enough  that  he  who  comes  to  wuo  <j 

H kinsman  of  the  Bey  Oglou  : m 

His  years  need  scarce  a thought  cmj  If  y : j| 

1 would  not  have  thee  wed  a buy.  j! 

And  thou  shall  have  a noble  dower  : 

And  his  and  my  united  )>ow(  r i i 

Will  laugh  to  scorn  the  dcath-ilrnian,  { 

>^1iich  others  tremble  but  to  scan,  ' 

And  tench  the  messenger  ^ what  fate  j 

The  bearer  of  such  boon  may  wait.  i 

And  now  thou  know’»t  thy  father's  will  | 

All  that  thy  aex  hath  need  to  knew  : i 

’Twas  mine  to  teach  obcdlvnce  still  — 

The  way  to  love,  thy  lord  may  show.**  ^ 

vm.  I 

In  silence  bow’d  the  virgin  s head ; i 

And  if  her  eye  was  till'd  with  tenn  ij 

That  stifled  feeling  dare  nut  shed,  |j 

And  changed  her  cheek  from  pale  to  red,  || 

And  red  to  pale,  as  through  her  ears  I 

Those  winged  words  like  arrows  si>rd,  | ' 

What  could  such  be  but  m.'iidcn  fi-.irs*  I 

So  bright  the  tear  in  Beauty's  eye,  | 

Ix>vc  half  regrets  to  kl.ss  it  dry  ; j 

So  sweet  the  blush  of  Ibvshfuliu-ss  | 

Even  Pity  scarce  can  wish  it  less ! j 

Whale’  er  it  was  the  sire  forgot ; j 

Or  If  remember'd,  mark'd  It  not ; | 

Thrice  clapp'd  bis  hands,  and  call'd  his  steed,  ^ | 

Kesign'd  his  gem-adom’d  chibi>uquc,7  1 

coioddrace,  no  doubt,  is  worth  observing,  and  the  task  of 
**tracklng  thus  a favotirltc  writer  m tiir  »n'  w («  Dryd,n  ‘i 
expresses  10  of  otbcri.”  U sometimes  nnt  uitamiising ; but  to  > 
those  who  found  upou  such  resrmblaner*  a eener.\l  rharge  of  | 
ploglarksm,  we  may  apply  whJit  Sir  Walter  Soft  says : — " It  ! 
>s  a favourite  theme  ot  Ulxirioiis  duluess  tn  trace  such  coin- 
cidencei,  because  they  appear  to  reduce  genius  of  the  hii:her  I ; 
order  to  the  usual  slcuviard  of  humanitv,  and  of  coursi>  to  . I 
bnng  the  author  nearer  to  a level  with  Ills  critics.**  Itlsreit  I 
only  curious,  but  iiutructive.  tn  trace  the  progress  of  this  ^ 
passage  to  its  present  state  of  finish.  Having  at  first  written—  '| 

“ Mind  on  her  Up  and  music  in  her  face.”  j ’ 

he  after  words  altered  it  to  — | 

" 'llie  miml  of  music  breathing  In  her  face  ? 

lH)t  this  not  satisfying  him,  the  next  step  of  correction  brought 
the  line  to  what  it  is  at  present.  — Mooac.} 

* Corasman  Oglou.  or  Karo  Osman  Oglou,  is  the  prlnHpal 

landowner  In  Turkey i he  governs  Magnesia:  those  who.  by 
a kind  of  feudal  tenure,  postcks  land  on  ronditlun  of  tervlre, 
are  called  'nmarlota  : (hey  serve  as  Spahis,  according  to  the  . 
extent  of  territory,  and  bring  a certain  number  into  (he  field, 
generally  cavalry.  [ 

* When  a Pacha  Is  sufliclcntly  strong  to  resist,  the  single 
messenger,  who  Is  always  the  first  tv'arer  of  the  order  for  his 
death,  IS  strangled  instead,  and  sometimes  five  or  six.  one 
alter  the  other,  on  the  same  erraud,  by  command  of  the  re- 
fractorr  patient ; If.  on  the  contrary,  he  Is  weak  or  loyal,  he 
hows,  kiwes  (he  Stdtan's  respectable  signature,  and  ft  bow- 
strong  with  great  complacerscy.  In  IKIO,  several  of  these 
presents  were  exhibited  in  the  niche  of  the  Seraglio  gate ; 
among  others,  the  head  of  the  Pacha  of  Bagdat,  a brave  young 
man,  cut  off  by  treachery,  after  a desperate  resistance. 

* Clapping  of  the  hoods  calls  the  servants.  The  Turks  hate  I 
a siiperfluom  expendltuir  of  voice,  and  they  have  no  bells.  | 

f " Chibouque,”  the  Turkish  pipe,  of  which  the  amber 
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And  mountin;;  featJy  for  the  mt-ail. 

With  Maiuzrabce  ' and  ManiHiukc, 

IIU  way  amid  his  Delis  took,v 
To  witness  many  an  active  deed 
With  sahre  keen,  or  blunt  jerrvciL 
The  KUIar  only  an<l  his  Moors 
Watch  well  the  JIanim‘s  massy  doors. 

IX. 

llis  head  was  leant  upon  his  band. 

His  eye  lcK>k’d  o'er  the  d.irk  blue  water 
That  swiftly  glides  and  gently  swells 
Betwwn  the  winding  Ditrdanclles ; 

But  yet  he  saw  nor  sea  nor  strand, 

Nor  even  his  Pacha’s  turlwnM  hand 
Mix  in  the  game  of  mimic  slaughter, 

Cart'cring  cleave  the  folded  felt  * 

With  B.nbre  stroke  right  shandy  dealt ; 

Nor  mark’d  the  javelin.darting  crowd, 

Nor  heanl  their  Ollahs*  wild  and  loud  — 

He  thought  but  of  old  Giaffir's  daughter ! 

X 

No  word  fWim  Selim’s  bosom  bnike ; 

One  sigh  Zulelka’s  thought  be«poke : 

Still  gajed  he  through  the  lattice  grate, 

Pate,  mute,  and  moumfuily  sedate. 

To  him  Zuleika's  eye  was  turn’d, 

But  little  from  his  aspect  Icam’d  ; 

Equal  her  grief,  yet  not  the  same ; 

Her  heart  confess’d  a gentler  flame  ; 

But  yet  that  heart,  alarm’d  or  weak. 

She  knew  not  why,  forbade  to  speak. 

Yet  speak  she  must  — but  when  essay? 

**  How  strange  he  thus  should  turn  away ! 

Not  thus  we  e’er  before  have  met ; 

Nor  thus  shall  be  our  parting  yet," 

Thrice  paced  she  slowly  through  the  room, 

And  watch’d  his  eye  — it  still  was  fix’d  : 

She  snatch'd  the  um  wherein  was  mix’d 
The  PcrsL'in  Atar'gul’s  ^ perfume, 

And  sprinkled  ail  Its  odours  o'er 
The  picturerl  roof*  and  marble  floor; 

The  dro|>s.  that  through  his  glittering  vest 
The  playful  girl's  appeal  address'd, 

Unheeded  o'  er  hU  bosom  flew. 

As  if  (bat  breast  were  marble  too. 

“ What,  sullen  yet?  It  must  not  bo  — 

Oh  I gentle  Sellro,  this  from  thee  I " 

She  saw  in  ctuious  onler  set 

The  fairest  flowers  of  eas-tem  land  — 

**  He  lov’d  them  once ; may  touch  them  yet. 

If  offer'd  by  Zuleika’s  hand.” 

The  childish  thought  was  hardly  breathed 
Before  the  rose  was  pluck'd  and  wreathed ; 

mouth-piece,  and  lometlm^i  the  ball  which  ermuins  the 
leaf,  It  unrned  with  precious  stones,  if  In  poisestlon  of  the 
wealthier  orders 

» “ Maugrahee,**  Moorish  mercenaries. 

* “ Pells,**  hraroe  who  form  the  forlorn  hope  of  the  cai  alry, 
and  always  begin  the  action. 

* A twitted  f<iM  of/fU  is  used  for  scimitar  practice  by  the 
Turks,  and  few  but  Mussulman  arms  cvi  cut  through  it  at  a 
liitRle  stroke:  somctlmrs  a tough  turltan  is  useii  for  the  same 
purpose.  The  jerreed  is  a game  of  blunt  jaTelina,  animated 
aixl  KTaceful. 

* *•  Ollahi,**  Alia  11  Allah,  the  *'  I^ellles,**  at  the  SnwUh 
poets  call  them,  the  sound  Is  OUah  ; a ery  of  which  the  Turks, 
for  a silent  people,  are  somewhat  probiie,  particiilarlt  during 
the  jeTTOd.  or  in  the  chase,  but  mostly  in  battle.  Twir  anl- 


The  next  fond  moment  saw  her  scat 
Her  fairy  form  at  Si  lim’s  feet : 

“ ThU  roac  to  calm  my  brother’s  cares 
A message  from  the  Bulbul  ? bi'ars ; 

It  says  to-night  he  will  prolong 
For  Selim’s  ear  his  »weete>t  sung ; 

And  though  bis  note  la  somewhat  sad. 

He’ll  try’  fot  once  a strain  more  glad. 

With  some  faint  hope  his  alter'd  lay 
May  sing  Uunc  glixmiy  thoughts  away. 

XL 

“ What  1 not  receive  my  foolish  flower  ? 

Nay  then  I am  indeed  unblest : 

On  me  can  thus  thy  forehead  lower  ? 

And  know*  St  thou  nig  who  loves  thee  best  ? 

Oh,  Selim  dear  1 oh,  more  than  dearest  1 
Say,  Is  It  me  thou  hat’st  or  fearcst  ? 

0*me.  lay  thy  head  upon  my  breast, 

And  1 will  kiss  thee  into  rest. 

Since  words  of  mine,  and  songs  must  fail, 

Ev'n  from  my  fabled  nightingale. 

I know  our  sire  at  times  was  stem, 

But  this  from  thee  had  yet  to  Icam ; 

Too  well  I know  he  loves  thee  not; 

But  U Zuleika’s  love  forgot  ? 

Ah  { deem  1 right  ? the  Pacha’s  plan  — 

This  kinsman  Bey  of  Carasman 
Pcrhai*  may  prove  some  foe  of  thine. 

If  so,  1 swear  by  Mecca's  shrine,  — 

If  shrines  that  ne’er  approach  allow 
To  woman’s  step  admit  her  vow,  — 

Without  thy  free  consent,  command, 

The  Sultan  should  not  have  my  hand  ! 

Think’st  thou  that  I could  Iwar  to  part 
With  thee,  and  Icam  to  halve  my  heart  ? 

Ah  1 were  I sever’d  from  thy  side, 

M'hcre  were  thy  friend  — and  who  my  guide  ? 
Years  have  not  seen.  Time  shall  not  see 
The  hour  that  tears  my  soul  from  thee ; 

Even  AzracI  from  his  di*adly  qulv*cr 
^^'hen  flics  that  sliaft,  and  fly  it  must. 

That  parts  all  else,  shall  doom  for  ever 
Our  hearts  to  undivided  du.«tl" 

XII. 

He  lived  — he  breathed  — he  moved  — he  felt ; 

He  raised  the  maid  from  where  she  knelt ; 

Hi*  trance  was  gone  — his  keen  eye  shone 
With  thoughts  that  long  in  ilarkncss  dwelt ; 

With  thoughts  that  bum  — In  rays  that  melt 
As  the  stream  late  conceal'd 
By  the  fringe  of  Its  willows, 

When  it  rushes  reveal'd 
In  the  light  of  its  billows  ; 

Tsation  In  the  field,  and  grarlty  in  the  chamber,  with  their 
pipe*  and  «WBbotok>»,  form  «n  Mniisitig  contrast. 

• “ AUf-srid.”  ottar  of  roses.  The  Persian  is  the  finest. 

• The  criling  and  wainscots,  or  rather  walla,  of  the  Muasut 
man  apartments  are  irencrally  painted.  In  irreat  house*,  with 
one  eternal  and  highly  coloured  view  ConitanOnople, 
wherein  the  princ4}«al  feature  Is  a noble  contempt  of  ncr- 
ipectire : below,  anns,  icimiUrs.  *c.  are  in  general  fancifully 
and  not  inelegantly  disposed. 

r It  has  been  mtjch  doubted  whether  the  note*  of  this 
**  Lorerof  the  rose** are  ia<l  or  merry  ; and  Mr.  Foa's  remarks 
on  the  subject  hare  provoked  tome  leamed  conimrerty  as  tn 
the  opinions  of  the  ancients  on  the  subject.  1 dare  r>ot  ven* 
Hire  a conjecture  on  the  point,  thmigh  a little  inclined  to  the 
"errare  maltem,**  Ac.  if  Mr.  Kox  lea#  mistaken. 

• “ Arrael.**  the  angel  of  death. 
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THE  BRIDE  OF  ABYDOS. 


Aa  the  bolt  bursts  on  hixh 

Kn)m  the  black  cloud  that  bound  It, 

Flash’d  the  soul  of  that  eye 

Through  the  long  lashes  round  it. 

A war-hurse  at  the  trumpet's  sound, 

A lion  roused  by  heedless  hound, 

A tyrant  waked  to  sudden  strile 
By  graae  of  Ill-directed  knife, 

.Starts  not  to  more  convulsive  life 
Thun  he,  who  heard  that  vow,  display'd. 

And  all,  before  repress’d,  betray'd : 

Now  thou  art  mine,  for  ever  mine. 

With  life  to  keep,  and  scarce  with  life  resign ; 

Now  thou  art  mine,  that  sacred  oath. 

Though  sworn  by  one,  hath  bound  us  both. 

Yes,  fondly,  wisely  hast  thou  done; 

That  vow  hath  saved  more  heads  than  one  . 

But  blench  not  thou  — thy  simplest  tress 
Claims  mure  from  me  than  tenderness ; 

I would  not  wrong  the  slenderest  hair 
That  clusters  round  thy  forehead  fair, 

For  all  the  treasures  burled  for 
Within  the  caves  of  Istakar.  ‘ 

This  morning  clouds  upon  me  lower'd. 

Reproaches  on  my  head  were  shower'd, 

And  GialRr  almost  call'd  me  coward  ] 

Now  I have  motive  to  be  brave  j 
The  son  of  his  neglected  slave, 

Nay,  start  not,  twos  the  term  he  gave. 

May  show,  though  little  apt  to  vaunt, 

A heart  his  words  nor  deeds  can  daunt 
Jfi$  tun,  indeed  I — yet  thanks  to  thee. 

Terchance  1 am,  at  least  shall  be ; 

But  let  our  plighted  secret  vow 
Be  only  known  to  us  as  now. 

I know  the  wretch  who  dares  demand 
From  GiafHr  thy  reluctant  hand ; 

Mure  ill-got  wealth,  a meaner  soul 
Holds  not  a Mussellm's*  control : 

Was  he  not  bred  In  Egripo  ? * 

A viler  race  let  Israel  show ; 

But  let  that  pass  — to  none  be  told 
Our  oath ; the  rest  shall  time  unfuld. 

To  me  and  mine  leave  Osman  Bey ; 

I *ve  partisans  for  peril’s  day : 

Think  not  I am  what  I appear; 

I 've  arms,  and  friends,  and  vengeance  near.  ” 

XUL 

“ Think  not  thou  art  what  thou  appearest ! 

My  Selim,  thou  art  sadly  changed : 

This  mom  1 saw  thee  genUest,  dearest ; 

But  now  thou  *rt  from  thyself  estranged 
My  love  thou  surely  knew'st  before, 

It  ne'er  was  less,  nor  can  be  more. 

To  see  thee,  hear  thee,  near  thee  stay. 

And  hate  the  night  1 know  not  why, 

Save  that  we  meet  not  but  by  day ; 

With  thee  to  lire,  with  thee  to  die, 

1 dare  not  to  my  hope  deny : 

Thy  cheek,  thine  eyes,  thy  lips  to  kiss, 

Like  this  — and  this  — no  more  than  this ; 

Fur,  Alla  I sure  thy  Ups  are  flame : 

>\'hat  fever  In  thy  veins  Is  flushing  ? 

‘ Tfio  treasure*  of  the  Pre.adamite  Sultan*.  Sec  D'llcr. 
belot.  ariicle  Istakar. 

* **  MuitcUni.*'  a gorernor,  the  neit  In  rank  after  a Pacha; 
a Way uuJe  1*  the  thinl ; and  then  come  the  Agas. 


My  own  have  nearly  caught  the  same. 

At  least  I fed  my  cheek,  too,  blushing. 

' To  soothe  thy  sickness,  watch  thy  health, 

(Partake,  but  never  waste  thy  wealth,  I 

Or  stand  with  smiles  unmurmuring  by.  I 

I And  lighten  half  thy  pov'erty  ; 

I I>u  all  but  close  thy  dying  eye. 

Fur  that  I could  not  live  to  try ; 

To  these  alone  my  thought*  aspire : | 

More  can  I do  ? or  thou  require  ? 

. But,  Selim,  thou  must  answer  why 
1 We  need  so  much  of  mystery  ? 

I The  cause  I cannot  dream  nor  tell,  i 

; But  be  it,  since  thou  say'st  ‘t  Is  well ; i 

I Yet  what  thou  mean’ll  by  * arms’  and  •friend^,* 

Beyond  my  weaker  sense  extends.  I 

1 meant  that  Giaftir  shouM  have  heard  i 

1 The  very  vow  I plighted  thee;  • 

f Hi*  wrath  would  not  revoke  my  word ; 
i But  surely  he  would  leave  me  ftve.  i ; 

' Can  this  fond  wish  seem  strange  In  me. 

To  be  what  I have  ever  been  f i i 

I What  other  hath  Zutelka  seen  jl 

From  simple  childhood's  earliest  hour?  il 

What  other  can  she  seek  to  sec  I 

Than  thee,  companion  of  her  bower,  i 

The  partner  of  her  Infancy  ? 

These  cherish’d  thoughts,  with  life  begun,  ' 

Say,  why  must  I no  more  avow  ? 

What  change  is  wrought  to  make  me  shun  | 

The  truth ; my  pri<Ie,  and  thine  till  now  ? jl 

To  meet  the  gaxe  of  stranger's  ej  es  ' 

Our  law,  our  creed,  our  God  denies ; 

I Nur  shall  one  wandering  thought  of  mine  | 

At  such,  our  Prophet’s  will,  repine : 

I No  t happier  made  by  that  decree, 

He  left  me  all  in  leaving  thee. 

Peep  were  my  anguish,  thus  competl’d  I 

To  wed  with  one  I ne’er  beheld  : I 

This  wherefore  should  1 not  reveal  ? I 

I Why  wilt  thou  urge  me  to  conceal  ? 

I know  the  Pacha's  haughty  mood  | 

To  thee  hath  never  boded  good ; 

And  he  so  often  storms  at  nought,  | 

Allah ! forbid  that  e’er  he  ought ! ' 

j And  why  I know  not,  but  within 
I Afy  heart  concealment  weighs  like  sin. 

I If  then  such  secrecy  be  crime,  \ 

And  such  It  feels  while  lurking  here ; ! 

Ob,  Selim  I tell  me  yet  in  time, 
j Nor  leave  me  thus  to  thoughts  of  fear. 

Ah  I yonder  see  the  Tchocadar^,  1 

My  fiither  leaves  the  mimic  war; 

I tremble  now  to  meet  his  eye  — 

Say,  Si'lim,  canst  thou  tell  me  why  ? ” 

XIV.  ! 

I *•  Zuleika  — to  thy  tower’s  retreat  | 

Betake  thee  — Glafllr  I can  greet : i 

[ And  now  with  him  I fain  mu.*t  prate  I 

Of  Armans,  im|>ost,  levies,  state. 

I There's  fearful  news  from  Danube's  banks,  j 

I Our  VUicr  nobly  thins  his  ranks,  | 

Fur  which  the  Giaour  may  give  him  thank*  1 ' 

I 

! * “ Fgrlno,”  (he  Negropout  Aerording  to  the  proterb,  the 

I Turk*  of  KfMpo,  the  Jew*  of  .SalotiicA.  and  the  Greeks  of 
‘ Athen*.  are  the  wont  of  their  respeetiTC  race*. 

I * “ Tchoeadar  one  of  the  attendants  who  precede*  a : 
moo  of  authority. 
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Our  SulUn  hath  a shorter  way 
Such  costly  triumph  to  repay, 
j But,  mark  me,  when  the  twilight  drum 

Hath  warn'd  the  troops  to  food  and  sleep, 
j Unto  thy  cell  will  Selim  come : 

Then  softly  from  the  Uaram  creep 
' Where  we  may  wander  by  the  deep  : 

' ' Our  garden*batUemcDts  are  steep  ; 

Nor  these  will  rash  intruder  climb 
To  list  our  words,  or  stint  our  time  ; 
i And  if  be  doth,  1 want  not  steel 

[ Wliich  some  have  felt,  and  more  may  feel. 

Then  shall  thou  learn  d Selim  more 
i Than  thou  hast  heard  or  thought  before  : 
Trust  me,  Zulelka—  fear  not  me  1 
Thou  know’st  1 bold  a haram  key.  ” 

I 

I '*  Fear  thee,  my  ScUm  ! ne’er  till  now 
I Did  word  like  this 

, **  Delay  not  thou ; 

I keep  the  key  — and  Haroun's  guard 
Have  some,  and  hope  of  more  reward. 

' To-night,  Zulcika,  thou  shalt  hear 

I My  tale,  my  purpose,  and  my  fear : 

1 am  not,  love  1 what  1 api)ear.'' 


ttrtr  )3rilie  of  9tsliO0. 


CANTO  TUB  SECOND. 


The  winds  are  high  on  Helle's  wave. 

As  on  that  night  of  stormy  water 
When  Love,  who  sent,  forgot  to  save 
i The  young,  the  beatitlful,  the  brave, 

The  lonely  hope  of  Sextos'  daughter. 

I Oh  ! when  alone  along  the  sky 
Her  turret-torch  was  blazing  high, 

Though  rising  gate,  and  breaking  foam. 

And  shrieking  sea-birds  warn'd  him  home  ; 

And  clouds  aloft  and  tides  below. 

With  signs  and  sounds,  forbade  to  go. 

He  could  not  see,  he  would  not  hear, 

I Or  sound  or  sign  foreboding  fear ; 

His  eye  but  saw  that  hght  of  love, 
i The  only  star  it  hail'd  above  \ 

His  ear  but  rang  with  Hero’s  song. 

Ve  waves,  di\ide  not  lovers  !u»ig  — 

* That  tale  is  old,  but  love  anew 

May  nerve  young  hearts  to  prove  as  true. 

I • TTje  wrangling  sboui  ihU  epithet, " the  broad  Hellrtpont  ** 
or  the  ••  boundlen  HeUrtpont,*'  whether  It  meuii  one  or  the 
I other,  or  « hat  it  mcani  at  all.  has  been  beyond  all  poatihililjr 
oidet^l.  1 hare  eren  heard  it  di>piited  on  the  spot ; and  not 
' foreseeing  a ipeedy  eoncluaton  to  the  controversy,  amused 
I toyseli  with  swinminc  across  it  in  tb«  me.in  lltne;  and  pro- 
I babty  may  anain,  before  the  point  U settled.  Indeed,  the 
‘ question  as  to  the  truth  of  “ Use  tale  of  'froT  divine  '*  still 
. continues,  much  of  it  resUnu  upon  the  tallsmanic  word 
**  : '*  probably  Homer  had  the  same  notion  of  distance 

i that  a coquette  has  of  time;  aitd  when  he  talks  of  boundless, 
! means  half  a mii« ; as  the  Utter,  by  a like  Ogure,  when  the 
j aays  tUmal  attachment,  limply  specifies  three  weeka 

* Before  his  Persian  invasion,  and  crowne'^  the  altar  with 
Uurvi,  kc.  lie  was  afterwards  imitated  by  CaracalU  in  his 

i — 


If. 

The  winds  are  high,  and  Helle's  tide 
Rolls  darkly  heaving  to  the  main ; 

And  Night’s  descending  shadows  hide 
That  field  with  blood  bedew'd  In  vain, 
The  desert  of  old  Priam's  pride  ; 

The  tombs,  sole  relics  of  bis  reign, 

All save  Immortal  dreams  that  could  bcgulk* 
The  blind  old  man  of  Scio’s  rocky  Ule  ! 


lU. 

Oh  1 yet — for  there  my  steps  have  been  ; 

These  feet  have  press’d  the  sacred  shore. 

These  limbs  that  buoyant  ware  hath  borne  — 

Minstrel  I with  thee  to  muse,  to  muum,  > 

To  trace  again  those  fields  of  yore,  , 

Believing  every  hillock  green  | 

Contains  no  &blcd  hero's  ashes,  | 

And  that  around  the  imdoubtcd  scene 

Thine  own  **  broad  Hellespont"  i still  dashes,  I 
Be  long  my  lot  I and  cold  were  he  t j 

Who  there  could  gaae  denying  thee  ! I 

IV. 

The  night  hath  closed  on  Ilelle's  stream, 

Nor  yet  hath  risen  on  Ida's  hill 
That  moon,  which  shone  on  his  high  theme : 

No  warrior  chides  her  pcacefiU  bcaTi,  * 

But  conscious  shepherds  bless  It  still.  ! 

Their  flocks  are  grazing  on  the  mound 
Of  him  who  felt  the  Dardan’s  arrow  : 

That  mighty  heap  of  gather'd  ground 
A^liich  Ammon’s  son  ran  proudly  round,* 

By  nations  raised,  by  monarchs  crown'd. 

Is  now  a lone  and  nameless  barrow  1 
Within  — thy  dwelling-place  how  narrow  f 
Without — can  only  stranger*  breathe 
The  name  of  him  that  tens  beneath  : 

Dust  long  outlasts  the  storied  stone ; 

But  Thou— thy  very  dust  Is  gone  ! 

V.  '1 

I.Ate,  late  to-night  will  Dlan  cheer  ^ 

The  swain,  and  chise  the  boatman’s  f«ir; 

TUI  then  — no  beacon  on  the  cliff 
May  shape  the  course  of  struggUng  skiff; 

The  scatter'd  lights  that  skirt  the  bay. 

All,  one  by  one,  have  died  away  ; 

The  only  lamp  of  this  lone  hour 
Is  glimmering  in  Zuleika’s  tower. 

Ves  1 there  is  light  in  that  lone  chamber, 

And  o'er  her  silken  Ottoman  i 

Are  thrown  the  fVagnuit  beads  of  amber, 

O’er  which  her  fairy  fingers  nui ; ^ J 

ii 

race,  ft  ti  bellered  ihal  the  fast  abo  poisone<l  a friend,  namM 
Festus,  for  the  sake  of  new  Patrorian  games,  t have  seen 
the  shewn  feeding  on  the  tombs  of  AUictes  and  Antifochus : < 

the  first  is  in  the  centre  of  the  plain.  I 

> When  rubbed,  the  amber  is  susrepUble  of  a perfume  I 
vhlch  is  slight  hut  noi  disagreeable.  [On  discovering  that,  I 
in  some  of  the  early  conies,  the  all-lmportaut  moooirUablc 
•*  not  **  had  been  omitted.  Lord  B>  ron  wrote  to  Mr.  Murray,  | 
— **  There  Is  a diabuUcal  mistake'which  must  be  correct*^  | i 
ft  Is  the  omissioa  of  ‘ not ' before  diiagreealde.  in  Ctic  note  uii  ' 
the  amber  rosary.  This  Is  really  horrible,  and  nisarlv  as  bad  * 
as  the  stumble  of  mine  at  the  threshold^!  mean  the  mts. 
nomer  of  Drlde.  Pray  do  not  let  a copy  go  without  the  ‘ not 
it  is  nonsense,  and  wurso  than  uonseusv.  1 wish  the  printer 
was  saddled  with  a vampire."]  h 


Digitized  by  Google 


0-= 


OAWTO  IX. 


THE  BRIDE  OF  ABYDOS. 


K.M 


Near  these,  with  emerald  rays  beset, 

(How  could  she  thus  that  gem  forget?) 

Her  rootbefs  sainted  amulet,  * 

Whereon  engraved  the  Koorsee  text. 

Could  smooth  thU  life,  and  win  the  next ; 

And  by  her  comboloio  * lies 
A Koran  of  illumined  dyes  ; 

And  many  a bright  emblaxon'd  rhyme 
By  Persian  scribes  redeem'd  from  time  ; 

And  o’er  those  scrolls,  not  oft  so  mute, 

Reclines  her  now  neglected  lute  ; 

And  round  her  lamp  of  fretted  gold 
Bloom  flowers  in  urns  of  China’s  mould ; 

The  richest  work  of  Iran’s  loom. 

And  Sheerax’  tribute  of  perftime ; 

All  that  can  eye  or  sense  delight 
Are  gather'd  in  that  gorgeous  room : 

But  yet  it  hath  an  air  of  gloom. 

She,  of  this  Pert  cell  the  sprite, 

^Vhat  doth  she  hence,  and  on  so  rude  a night  ? 

VI. 

Wrapt  in  the  darkest  sable  vest, 

WThicb  none  save  noblest  Moslem  wear. 

To  guard  from  winds  of  heaven  the  breast 
As  heaven  itself  to  Selim  dear. 

With  cautious  steps  the  thicket  threading. 

And  starting  oft,  as  through  the  gbdc 
The  gust  its  hollow  meanings  made. 

Till  on  the  smoother  pathway  treading. 

More  free  her  timid  bosom  brat. 

The  maid  pursued  her  silent  guide ; 

And  though  her  terror  urged  retreat. 

How  could  she  quit  her  Selim's  side  ? 

How  teach  her  tender  Ups  to  chide  ? 

VII. 

They  reach'd  at  length  a grotto,  hewn 
By  nature,  but  enlarged  by  art, 

WTicre  oft  her  lute  she  wont  to  tune, 

And  oft  her  Koran  conn'd  apart; 

And  oft  In  youthful  reverie 

She  dream 'd  what  ParadUc  might  be : 

Where  woman’s  j>arted  soul  shall  go 
Her  Prophet  had  di^ain'd  to  show ; 

But  Si’Um's  mansion  was  secure. 

Nor  deem'd  she,  could  he  long  endure 
His  bower  in  other  worlds  of  blUa 
Without  Aer,  most  beloved  in  this ! 

Oh  I who  so  dear  with  him  could  dwcU  ? 

What  Huuri  soothe  him  half  so  well  ? 

VIII. 

Since  last  the  visited  the  spot 

Some  change  seem’d  wrought  within  the  grot  i 

It  might  be  only  that  the  night 

Disguised  things  seen  by  better  light; 

That  braxen  lamp  but  dimly  threw 
A ray  of  no  celestial  hue ; 

• The  belief  in  amuleti  cngr-ired  on  gems,  or  enctoted  In 
gold  boxes,  roouining  scrap*  from  the  Koran,  worn  roursd 
the  neck,  wrUt,  or  arm.  is  still  uniTersat  in  the  East  The 
Koorsee  (throne!  verse  in  the  s(>cnrxl  cap.  nf  the  Koran  div 
scribes  the  attributes  of  the  Most  High,  and  it  engraved  in 
this  manner,  and  worn  by  the  pious,  as  the  most  esleemod 
and  sublime  of  all  sentences. 

* “ Coroboioio  *•  — 3 Turkish  rosary.  The  MS.S.,  portlcti. 

larly  those  of  the  Persians,  are  richty  adorned  and  illuminateil 
The  Greek  femmes  are  kept  In  utter  ignoranre ; but  many  of 
the  Turkish  girls  arc  iiighiy  accomplished,  though  not  actually 


But  in  a nook  within  the  cell 
Her  eye  on  stranger  otyecu  fell. 

There  arms  were  piled,  not  such  as  wield 
The  turbon'd  Delis  In  the  flcld  ; 

But  brands  of  foreign  blade  and  hilt. 

And  one  was  red — perchance  with  guilt  I 
Ah  I how  without  can  blood  be  split  ? 

A cup  too  on  the  board  was  set 
That  did  not  seem  to  hold  sherbet 
What  may  this  mean  ? she  turn'd  to  see 
Her  Selim—  ” Oh  I can  this  be  he  ? " 

IX. 

Uis  robe  of  pride  was  thrown  aside. 

His  brow  no  high-crown'd  turban  bore, 

But  in  its  stead  a shawl  of  rvd. 

Wreathed  lightly  round,  his  temples  wore . 
That  dagger,  on  whose  hUt  the  gem 
Were  worthy  of  a diadem, 

No  longer  glitter'd  at  his  waist 
Where  pUloIs  unadora  d were  braced ; 

And  from  bis  belt  a sabre  swung, 

And  from  hU  shoulder  loosely  bung 
The  cloak  of  white,  the  thin  capote 
That  decks  the  wandering  Candiote ; 

Beneath  — his  golden  plated  vest 
Clung  like  a cuirass  to  his  breast ; 

The  greaves  below  his  knee  that  wound 
With  silvery  scales  were  sheathed  and  bound. 

But  were  it  not  that  high  umimand 
Spake  in  his  eye,  and  tone,  and 
All  that  a careless  eye  could  see 
In  him  was  some  young  Craliongu.sJ 

X. 

**  I said  I was  not  what  1 seem'd  ; 

And  now  thou  seert  my  words  were  true  : 

I have  a tale  thou  hast  not  dresmi'd. 

If  sooth — its  truth  must  otlien  rue. 

My  story  now 't  were  >*ain  to  hide, 

1 must  not  see  thee  Osman's  bride : 

But  had  not  thine  own  Ups  declared 
How  much  of  that  young  heart  1 sham!, 

1 could  not,  must  not,  yet  have  s.hown 
The  darker  secret  of  my  own. 

In  this  I speak  not  now  of  love ; 

That,  let  time,  truth,  and  peril  prove : 

But  first  •.>  Oh  I never  wed  another 
Zuleika  I 1 am  not  thy  brother  1” 

XL 

“ Oh  I not  my  brother  1— yet  unsay  ^ 

God  I am  I left  alone  on  earth 
To  mourn  — I dare  not  curse— the  day^ 

That  saw  my  soUtar)-  birth  ? 

Oh  I thou  wilt  love  me  now  no  more  I 
My  sinking  heart  foreboded  ill ; 

But  know  use  all  1 was  before, 

quAliflcd  for  a Christian  coterie.  Perhaps  some  of  our  own 
**  Mhc*  **  might  QOt  be  worse  for 
* “ Calloagfe"  — or  Galiongl,  a sailor,  that  Is,  a Turkish 
sailor  ; the  Greeks  navigate,  the  Turks  work  the  gum.  Their 
dross  Is  picturesque ; and  1 have  seen  the  Capitan  Pacha  more 
than  ooce  wearing  it  as  a kind  of  incog.  Their  legs,  however 
are  generally  naked.  The  buskins  described  in  the  text  as 
sheathed  behind  with  silver  are  those  of  an  Aroaut  robber, 
who  was  my  host  (he  bad  quitted  the  profession)  at  his  Pyrgo, 
ne.sr  Gastounl  in  the  Mnrea;  they  were  plated  in  s^es  one 
over  the  other,  like  the  back  of  an  armaitHlo. 

< [•*  To  curse  — if  I could  curse  — the  day."—  MS.] 
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Thy  ikl-itcr  — friend  — Zuloikfi 
Thou  led'st  me  here  percbuicc  to  kill ; 

If  thou  haAt  cau»e  for  vengeance,  see  ! 

[I  My  breast  Is  offer’d — take  thy  fill ! 

Far  better  with  the  deatl  to  be 
1 1 Than  live  thus  nothing  now  to  thee  t 
Perhaps  far  worse,  for  now  I know 
1 1 M’hy  Giaffir  always  seem’d  thy  foe  ; 

And  I.  alas ! am  Glaflir’s  child. 

For  whom  thou  wert  contemn’d,  reviled. 

I If  not  thy  sUtcr  — would'st  thou  save 
1 My  life,  oh  I bid  me  be  thy  slave 

XII. 

“My  slave,  Zulcika  nay,  I'm  thine: 
But,  gentle  love,  thL^  tnuisport  calm, 
Thy  lot  shall  yet  be  link'd  with  mine  ; 

I swear  It  by  our  I*rophot’s  shrine, 

And  be  that  thought  thy  sorrow's  balm. 
So  may  the  Koran  ‘ verse  display'd 
T^liun  its  steel  direct  my  blade, 

1 1 In  danger's  hour  to  guard  us  both, 

I As  I preserve  that  awful  oath  I 
I The  name  in  which  thy  heart  hath  prided 
Mu't  change  ; but,  my  Zuleika,  know, 

' That  tie  Is  widen’d,  not  divided, 

Although  thy  Sire’s  my  deadliest  foe. 
j ! My  father  was  to  GlafBr  ^1 
I That  Selim  late  was  deem’d  to  thee  ; 

I That  brother  wrought  a brother's  fall, 

But  spared,  at  least,  my  infancy  ; 

I And  lull'd  me  with  a vain  deceit 


.\nd  Paswan’s^  rebel  honlcs  attest 
How  little  love  they  bon*  such  guest  s 
His  death  U all  I need  relate. 

The  stem  effect  of  Giaftir’s  hate ; 

And  how  my  birth  disclosed  to  mo, 

Whate'er  beside  it  makes,  hath  made  me  fn*e 

XIV. 

Wlien  Paswan,  after  years  of  strife, 

At  last  for  power,  but  first  for  life. 

In  Widdin's  wallstoo  proudly  sate, 

I Our  Pachas  rallied  round  the  state ; 

Ni>r  last  nor  least  In  high  command, 
flach  brother  led  a separate  band  ; 

They  gave  their  horsetails  * to  the  wind, 

And  mustering  in  Sophia’s  plain 
I Their  tents  were  pitch’d,  their  po«t  assign'd  ; 
I To  one,  alas  I assign'd  in  vain  ! 

I What  need  of  words  ? the  deadly  bowl, 

By  Olafilr's  order  dnigg'd  and  given. 

With  s*enom  subtle  as  his  soul, 

; DUmiss’d  Abdallah’s  hence  to  heaven. 
Prcllned  and  feverish  In  the  bath. 

He,  when  the  hunter's  sport  was  up, 

. But  little  deem'd  a brother’s  wnth 
I To  quench  his  thlnt  had  such  a cup : 

The  bowl  a bribed  attendant  bore  ; 

IK*  diwnk  one  draught,^  nor  needed  more  ! 

If  thou  my  tale,  Zulieka,  doubt. 

Call  llaroun  — be  can  tcU  it  out 

I 

XV. 
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That  yet  a like  return  may  meet  i 

Ilf  rear’d  me,  not  with  tender  help,  j 

But  like  the  nephew  of  a Cain  ; I 

He  watch’d  me  like  a lion's  whelp. 

That  gnaws  and  yet  may  break  bis  chain.  I 
My  Other's  blood  in  ever>*  vein  | 

I«  boiling ; but  for  thy  dear  sake 
No  present  vengeance  will  I take  ; 

Though  here  I must  no  more  remain. 

But  first  l)cluved  Zuleika ! hear 
How  GlafBr  wrought  this  deed  of  fear. 

I 

XIIL 

How  first  their  strife  to  rancour  grew,  j 

If  love  or  envy  made  them  foes,  I 

It  matters  little  If  I knew  ; 

In  fiery  spirits,  slights,  though  few 
And  thoughtless  *'^111  disturb  repose. 

In  war  Abdallah’s  arm  was  strong,  | 

Remember’d  yet  in  Boiniac  song,  \ 

■ The  rhsrn^rters  on  nil  Turkish  •dmltari  conUin  lotne* 
times  the  name  of  the  pLu'e  of  their  manuf.trture,  but  more  ' 
Kenernlly  a text  from  the  Koran,  in  letters  of  goM-  Amongst 
tiiosc  in  mv  posMvstion  is  one  srith  a blade  of  singular  con* 
itriu'tion ; It  is  very  broad,  aiel  the  edge  notched  Into  ter* 
pentloB  curves  like  the  ripple  of  water,  or  the  wavering  of 
(Ume-  1 aske>t  the  Armenian  who  »old  it,  what  pnuible  u*e 
such  a Afure  could  add  : he  said,  in  Italian,  that  he  did  not  I 
know  ; but  the  Musiulmaiis  had  an  kiea  that  those  of  this 
form  gave  a severer  wound  ; and  liked  It  because  it  was  '*  piu  I 
fenme.**  I dUl  not  much  admire  the  reason,  but  bought  it 
for  its  peculiarity.  | 

* It  is  to  be  olHerved.  th-U  every  allusion  to  any  thing  or  ] 
personage  in  the  Old  Testament,  such  as  the  Ark,  or  Cain,  it 
equallr  the  privilege  of  Mussulman  nnd  Jew  : iodeod,  the  { 
former  pr<>fe*s  to  be  much  better  acqu^ted  with  the  lives,  , 
tiue  and  hUtuloui.  of  the  patriarchs,  than  U warranted  by  our 
o»n  sarrwl  writ;  and  not  content  with  Adam,  they  has-e  a . 
biography  of  Pre-Adamites.  S«»lomr>n  is  the  monirch  of  all 
Drrromancy,  aiul  Moses  a prophet  luforior  only  to  Christ  and  . 


“ The  deed  once  done,  and  Pagwan’s  feud 
In  iKirt  suppresw’d,  though  ne'er  subdued, 
.Abdallah's  Pachalick  was  gain'd : — 

Thou  know’at  not  what  In  our  Dit-an 
Can  wealth  procure  for  worse  than  man  — 
Abdallah’s  honours  were  obtain’d 
By  him  a brother’s  murder  stain’d  ; 

'T  Is  true,  the  purchase  nearly  drain’d 
His  ill  got  trea.sure,  soon  replaced. 

\>'nuldtt  question  whence?  Survey  the  waste. 

And  ask  the  squalid  pea.«ant  how 
His  gains  repay  his  broiling  brow  [ — 

Why  me  the  stem  asurper  spared. 

Why  thus  with  me  his  palace  shared, 

I know  not.  Shame,  regret,  remorse, 

And  little  fear  fW>m  Infant’s  force ; 

Bfoldes,  adoption  as  a son 

By  him  whom  Heaven  accorded  none. 

Or  some  unknown  cabal,  caprice. 

Preserved  me  thus ; — but  not  in  peace  ; 

Mahomet.  Zninika  ii  the  Periian  name  of  Poliphor’*  wife  ; 
an4  her  amour  with  Joseph  constitutes  one  of  the  finest  p<iema 
in  their  language  It  io.  therefore,  no  violation  of  costume  to 
put  the  names  of  Coin,  or  Noah,  into  the  mouth  of  a Moslem. 
— [Some  duubt  having  been  expressed  hr  Mr.  Murray,  as  to 
the  nropricty  of  putting  the  name  of  Coin  Into  the  mouth  of 
a MuMulmaii.  L^rd  Uyron  sent  him  the  preceding  note~ 
•*  for  the  benefit  of  the  I'gnoram.”  “ 1 don't  care  one  lump  of 
sugar,"  he  says,  **  for  my  noctrv ; but  for  inr  costume,  ooU 
my  correctness  on  tlmw  ^inis,  1 will  rombat'lustily  *'3 
> Poswon  Oglou,  the  rel>el  of  WIddin ; who,  for  the  loot 
years  of  hit  life,  set  the  whole  power  of  tlic  Porte  at  deAanoo  • 
* *'  Horse-tail,"  the  suadanl  of  a Poclio. 
s GiaAir,  Pacha  of  Argyro  Castro,  nr  Scutari,  I am  not  tiirsr 
which,  was  ortiully  taken  off  by  the  Albanian  .\li,  in  tb« 
manner  described  in  the  text.  All  Forha,  «hlte  1 was  in  the 
country,  married  the  daughter  of  hit  rictitn^  some  years  af\wr 
the  event  had  taken  place  at  a bath  in  ^pbia.  or  Adrionopie. 
The  poison  was  mix^  in  Iheeiip  of  coffee,  which  is  presented 
Deforo  the  sherbet  by  the  b«lb*kceper,  after  drciilaj. 
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THE  BRIDE  OK  AUYDOS. 
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CAXTO  »l. 


He  cannot  curb  hU  h«u;;ht7  muoij, 

Nor  I forgive  a father's  blood. 

XVI. 

* \Titbln  thy  father's  house  are  foes; 

Not  all  who  break  his  bread  are  tnie : 

To  these  should  I my  birth  disciosct 
Ills  days,  his  very  hours  were  few  ; 

They  only  want  a heart  to  lead, 

A hand  to  point  them  to  the  deed. 

But  Haroun  only  knows,  or  knew 
This  tale,  whose  close  Is  almost  ni^h: 

He  in  AbdalLih's  palace  grew, 

And  held  that  post  in  his  Serai 
^Vhich  holds  he  here  — he  saw  him  die: 

But  what  could  tingle  slavery  do  ? 

Avenge  hit  lord  f alas  I too  late  ; 

Or  save  hit  son  from  such  a fate  f 
He  chose  the  I%«t,  and  when  elate 

With  foes  subdued,  or  friends  betray'd, 

Proud  Giafilr  in  high  triumph  sate, 

Hu  le<l  me  hclplets  to  his  gate. 

And  not  In  vain  It  teems  essay’d 
To  save  the  life  for  which  he  pray'd. 

The  knowledge  of  my  birth  sccureil 
From  all  and  each,  but  most  from  me  ; 

That  Giafhr's  safety  was  insured. 

Rem<»ved  be  too  from  Roumelic 
To  this  our  Asiatic  side. 

Far  from  our  scats  by  Danube’s  tide. 

With  none  but  Haroun,  who  retains 
Such  knowledge  — and  that  Nubian  fee.i 
A tyrant's  secrets  are  but  chaln«. 

From  which  the  captive  gladly  steals, 

And  this  and  more  to  me  reveals : 

Such  still  to  guilt  just  Alia  sends  — 

Slaves,  tools,  accomplices  — no  friends  ! 

XVII. 

**  All  this,  Zulelka,  hanhiy  sounds  ; 

But  harsher  still  my  ta^e  must  be  i 
Howe’er  my  tongue  thy  softness  wounc^ 

Yet  I must  prove  all  truth  to  thee. 

1 saw  thee  start  this  garb  to  see. 

Yet  U it  one  I oft  bare  worn. 

And  long  must  wear  t this  Galiong^, 

Tt:  whom  thy  plighted  vow  is  sworn, 

Is  leader  of  those  pirate  hordes, 

\Miose  laws  and  lives  are  on  their  swords ; 

To  hear  whose  desolating  tale 

Would  make  thy  waning  cheek  more  pale : 

Thn  r arms  thou  seest  my  band  ha\T  brought, 
The  hands  that  wield  are  not  remote ; 

This  cup  too  for  the  nigged  knaves 

Is  fill’d  — once  qu:tfrd,  they  ne'er  repine: 

Our  Prophet  might  forgive  the  slaves ; 

They're  only  infidels  in  wine. 

xvm. 

What  could  I be  ? Proncrlbcd  at  home, 

And  tumled  to  a wish  to  roam ; 

And  listless  left  — for  Glaflir's  fear 
Denied  the  courser  and  the  spear  — 

< The  Turkish  notions  nf  Nlmo«t  all  islands  ar«  confined  to 
the  Arvhltwingu.  the  alhwied  to. 

* loimhro  Cantani.  a nrrek.  famous  for  hit  efforts  in 

90,  fur  the  ii>depend>'nc«  of  Ids  country.  Altandoned  by  the 
Bumurs,  he  boi'ame  a pirate,  and  the  Arcidpelago  was  the 


Though  oft — Oh,  Mahomet ! how  oft  I — 

In  full  Divan  the  despot  senfT'd, 

As  if  my  weak  unwilling  hand 
Refused  the  bridle  or  the  brand  : 

He  ever  went  to  war  alone. 

And  pent  me  here  untricti  — unknown  ; 

To  lloroun's  care  with  women  left. 

By  hope  unblest,  of  fame  bereft. 

While  thou  — whose  softness  lone  endenr'd, 
l*hough  It  unmann’d  me,  still  had  cheer'd  — 

To  Brusa's  wi^ls  for  safety  sent, 

Awaitedst  there  the  field's  event. 

Haroun,  who  saw  my  spirit  pining 

Beneath  Inaction's  sluggish  yoke,  ! 

Ills  captive,  though  with  dread  resigning. 

My  thraldom  for  a «eason  broke, 

On  promi>e  to  return  before 

The  day  when  Giaffir’s  chaiye  was  o'er. 

'TIs  vain  — my  tongue  cannot  impart 
My  almt»t  drunkenness  of  heart. 

When  first  this  liberated  eye 
Survey’d  Earth,  Ocean,  Sun,  and  Sky. 

As  if  my  spirit  pierced  them  through, 

And  all  their  Inmost  wonders  knew  l 
One  word  alone  can  paint  to  thee 
That  more  than  feeling  — I was  Free ! 

E’en  for  thy  pnuwnce  ceased  to  pine ; 

The  World  — nay,  Heaven  itwlf  was  mine! 

XIX. 

“ The  shallop  of  a trusty  Moor 
Convey'd  me  from  this  Idle  shore  ; 

I long'd  to  see  the  Ules  that  gem 
Old  Ocean’s  purple  diadem  : 

1 sought  by  turns,  and  saw  them  .all ; ' 

But  when  and  where  I join'd  the  crew. 

With  whom  I 'ra  pledg'd  to  rise  or  fall. 

When  all  that  we  design  to  do 
Is  done,  'twill  then  be  time  more  meet 
To  tell  thee,  when  the  tale’s  cunipkte. 

XX, 

•*  Tis  true,  they  are  a lawless  brood, 

But  rough  in  form,  nor  mild  In  mood  ; 

And  every  creed,  and  every  race. 

With  them  hath  found  — may -find  a place; 

But  open  speech,  and  ready  hand, 

Obedience  to  their  chiefs  command ; 

A soul  for  every  enterprise, 

That  never  sees  with  terror's  e>'w  i 
Friendship  for  each,  and  faith  to  ail. 

And  vengeance  vow’d  for  those  who  fall. 

Have  made  them  fitting  instruments 
For  more  than  ev’n  my  own  intents. 

And  some  — and  1 have  studied  all 
Distinguish'd  ftom  the  vulgar  rank, 

But  chiefly  to  my  council  call 

The  wi^om  of  the  cautious  Frank  — 

And  some  to  higher  thoughts  aspire, 

The  last  of  Lambru's'*  patriots  there 
Anticipated  ftretlom  share ; 

And  oft  around  the  cavern  fire 
On  visionary  schemes  debate, 

To  snatch  the  Rayahs  ^ from  their  fate. 

»cene  of  hU  enttM^riic*.  He  is  siu>l  in  still  alive  at  Prtnr^ 
burg.  H«  an<l  Riga  are  the  two)  mo»t  relebratcJ  of  the  Greek 
rerulutlunlito.  1 

» “ R4y:ilu,’*-.an  who  pay  the  capiUlion  ux,  colled  thf»  ' 
“ Haratch.” 
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So  let  them  ease  their  hearts  with  prate  I 

Of  equal  rights  which  muu  ne’er  knew ; j 

I have  a love  for  ftvedojn  too. 

Ay ! let  me  like  the  ocean-Patriarch  • roam, 

Or  only  know  on  land  the  Tartar’s  home ! * ^ 

My  tent  on  shore,  my  galley  on  the  sea, 

Are  more  than  cities  and  Serais  to  me  : i 

Borne  by  my  steed,  or  wafletl  by  my  sail,  I 

Across  the  desert,  or  before  the  gale,  1 

B«mnd  where  thou  wilt,  my  l»rbl  or  glide,  my  prow: 
But  l»e  the  star  that  guides  the  wanderer,  Thou ! 
Thou,  my  Zuleika,  share  and  bless  my  bark  ; 

The  Dove  of  peace  and  promise  to  mine  ark  !*  j 

Or,  since  that  hope  denied  in  worlds  of  strife,  I 

Be  thou  the  rainbow  to  the  storms  of  life  ! j 

The  evening  beam  that  smiles  the  clouds  away. 

And  tints  Uvmorrow  with  prophetic  ray  1 ■* 

Blent  — ns  the  Muezxin’s  strain  from  Mecca’s  wall 
To  pilgrims  pure  and  prostrate  at  hU  call ; 

Soft  — as  the  melody  of  youthful  days, 

That  steals  the  tri-mbllng  tear  of  speechlo>s  praise ; 
Dear  — as  his  native  song  to  Exile’s  ears. 

Shall  sound  each  bme  thy  long-loved  voice  endears 
Kur  thee  in  those  bright  isles  Is  built  a bower 
Blo<'minq  as  Aden  > in  its  earliest  hour. 

A thousand  swonls,  with  Selim’s  heart  and  hand, 

M'ait  — wave  — defend — destroy  — at  thy  eoiumandj 
Girt  by  my  band,  Zuleika  at  my  side,  i 

The  spoil  of  nations  shall  Ijedeck  my  bride.  j 

The  Hamm’s  languid  years  of  listless  ease  j 

Are  well  resign’d  for  cares  — for  joys  like  these:  j 

Ntd  blind  to  fair,  I see,  where’er  I rove, 

Unnumber'd  perils,  — but  one  only  love  ! j 

Yet  well  my  toils  shall  that  fond  breast  repay,  ; 

Though  fortune  frown,  or  falser  friends  betray.  i 

How  dear  the  dream  In  darkest  hours  of  111, 

Should  all  be  changed,  to  find  thee  faithful  still ! 

Be  but  thy  soul,  like  Selim’s,  firmly  shown ; 

To  thee  be  Selim’s  tender  as  thine  own  ; 

To  soothe  each  sorrow,  share  in  each  delight. 

Blend  everj*  thought,  do  all  — but  disunite  J j 

Once  free,  'tis  mine  our  horde  again  to  guide ; * 

Friends  to  each  other,  ft>es  to  aught  beside;®  i 

Yet  there  we  follow  but  the  bent  assign’d 
By  f.dal  Nature  to  man’s  warring  kind  : 

M.uk  1 where  his  carnage  and  his  conqucst«  cease ! 

He  makes  a solitude,  and  calls  it peace  t 

‘ Thli  first  of  ToyagM  ts  one  of  the  few  with  which  the 
Mufis'ilmani  profess  much  acquaintance. 

* The  wandering  life  of  the  Arabs,  Tartar*,  and  Turkomars, 
will  be  found  well  detailed  in  any  iKmk  of  KaUem  travels.  ^ 
That  It  pottestn  a charm  peculiar  to  ttseU,  cannot  be  denied. 

A young  French  renegadn  confessed  to  Chalraubrtaitd.  that  t 
he  never  found  himself  alone,  galloping  In  the  dew-rt,  without 
a sens-vtion  approaching  to  ra|>ture,  which  was  Indescribable. 

* [The  longest,  as  well  as  most  splendid,  of  those  paisap>s, 
with  which  the  perusal  nf  his  own  strains,  during  revision. 
Inspired  him,  was  that  rich  (low  of  eloquent  feeling  which  ' 
futlows  the  couplet, 'I'hou,  my  Ztileika,  share  and  bless 
my  bark.”  Ac.  — a strain  of  poetry,  which,  for  energy  an«l 
tendcrrwss  of  thought,  for  music  of  versification,  and  select* 
ness  of  diction,  has,  throughout  the  greater  portion  of  it,  but 
few  rivals  in  eUher  anrient  or  modem  song.  — llooai.]  ! 

* [Originally  written  thus—  j 

“ And  lints  to-morrow  with  | ray."  I 

The  following  note  being  annexed  : — **  Mr.  Murray,  choose 
which  of  the  two  epithets,  ■ fajirted.*  or  ‘ airy.'  may  be  Isest ; ' 
w If  neither  will  do.  tell  me,  and  1 will  drenui  another.”  In  l 
a sulssequeitt  tetter,  he  says : — **  Instead  of— 

**  And  tints  to-morrow  with  t/atuieJ  ray. 

Print  — 

" And  tints  to-morrow  srith  propkftie  ray ; 


1, like  the  rc<«t,  mu.st  u»e  my  skill  or  strength, 

But  a.sk  no  land  beyond  my  sabre’s  length  *, 
iNiwcr  sways  but  by  division  — her  resource 
The  blest  alternative  of  fraud  or  force  l 
Ours  l)e  the  last;  in  time  deceit  nuy  come 
M'ben  cities  cage  us  in  a social  home ; 

There  ev’n  thy  soul  might  err — how  oft  the  heart 
f'omiptlon  shakes  which  peril  could  nut  part ! 

.\nd  woman,  m<?re  than  man,  when  death  or  woe. 

Or  even  Disgrace,  would  lay  her  lover  low. 

Sunk  In  the  lap  of  Luxury  will  ihame— 

Away  suspicion  ! — tiof  Zuleika's  name! 

Hut  life  U hazard  at  the  best;  and  here 
No  more  remains  to  win,  and  much  to  fear ; 

Ves,  fear  1 — the  doubt,  the  dread  of  losing  thee, 

By  Osman’s  power,  and  Giaffir’s  stem  decree. 

That  drt'ad  shall  vanish  with  tlie  favouring  gale, 
Which  lA)ve  to-night  hath  prenUsed  to  my  sail ; 

No  danger  daunts  the  pair  his  smile  hath  blest, 

Tlicir  stops  still  roving,  but  their  hearts  at  rest. 

With  thee  all  toils  are  sweet,  each  clime  hath  charms; 
Earth  — sea  alike  — our  world  within  our  anm ! 

.\y  — let  the  loud  winds  whUtle  o’er  the  deck. 

So  that  those  arms  ding  closer  round  my  neck  : 

The  deeptrst  murmur  of  this  lip  shall  be, 7 
No  sigh  fur  safet}’,  but  a prayer  for  thee  ! 

The  war  of  elements  no  fears  impart 
To  Love,  whose  deadliest  banc  is  human  Art : 

7%cr«  lie  the  only  rocks  our  course  can  check  ; 

Here  moments  men.ice — there  are  years  of  wreck  I 
But  hence  ye  thoughts  that  rise  in  Horror’s  shape ! 
This  hour  bestows,  or  ever  bars  escape. 

Few  words  remain  of  mine  my  tale  to  close; 

Of  thine  but  one  to  waft  us  from  our  foes ; 

Yc.i  — - foes  — to  me  will  Giafiir’s  hate  decline  ? 

And  is  not  Osman,  who  would  part  us,  thine  ? 


XXL 

' Bis  head  and  faith  from  doubt  and  death 
Return’d  in  time  my  guard  to  save ; 

Few  heard,  none  told,  that  o’er  the  wave 
From  Isle  to  Ule  I roved  the  while : 

And  since,  though  parted  from  my  band, 
Tf»o  seldom  now  I leave  the  Lmd, 

No  deed  they 've  lione,  nor  deed  shall  do, 
Ere  1 have  heard  and  doom’d  it  too : 


i " And  I j the  hope  of  morning  with  Its  ray ; 

. Or  — 

“ And  gild*  to-morrow’s  hope  wUb  hear«*nly  ray. 
t 1 trUIi  you  would  flfck  Mr.  GllTurd  which  ol  them  is  best  f or 
j rather,  not  tcorti.”} 

* **  Jannnl  a]  Aden,”  the  perjultial  abode,  the  MusiulmAn 
j parAiUte. 

i • C“  You  wanted  some  rrfiertlons  ; and  1 send  you,  per 
Selim,  eighteen  linei  in  decent  couplets,  v(  » peiuive,  if  not 
an  etiucol,  temleury.  OiiC  more  revise  — posititely  the  lost. 
If  decently  done  — at  any  rate,  the  penultimate.  'Mr.  Can. 
nlng’s  approt>at1on,  1 need  not  say.  makes  tne  proud."  To 
make  you  some  amende  for  eternally  pestering  you  with 
alteratKms,  I send  you  CnhhKt,  — tu  confirm  j our  ort’hcsjoxjr.” 
— Zon'd  B.  to  3/r.  .Warroy  j 

• [*•  Then  if  my  Up  onrv  murmurs.  It  must  be.”  — MS.] 

I • C^fr.  Canning’s  note  was  as  follows  : — “ I received  the 
IBooks,  and  among  them,  the  ' Uride  of  Abvdos.*  It  it  very. 
Very  tM'autlfuI.  Lord  Hyrnn  (when  I met  him,  one  day.  at  a 
dinner  At  Mr.  Ward’s)  was  so  kind  at  to  promise  to  gfre  me 
a copy  of  It  1 mention  this,  not  to  save  my  purchase,  hut 
because  1 should  be  reiiUy  flattered  b;  the  present  ”J 
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I form  the  plan,  decree  the  spoU»  | 

’TU  fit  I oftener  share  the  toil. 

But  now  too  long  I ‘vt  held  thine  ear; 

Time  presses,  floats  my  bark,  and  here  i 

We  leave  liehind  but  hate  and  fear. 

To-morrow  Osman  with  his  train 
Arrives  — to-night  must  break  thy  chain : 

And  wouldst  thou  sav»*  that  haughty  Bey, — 
Perchance,  hi$  life  who  gave  thee  thine, — 

With  me  this  hour  away  — away ! ■ 

But  yet,  though  thou  art  plighted  mine,  i 

Wouldft  thou  recall  thy  willing  vow,  1 

Appaird  by  truths  Imparted  now, 

Here  rest  I — not  to  sec  thee  wed  ; i 

But  be  that  {>eri)  on  tny  head  ! ** 

XXII. 

Zulelka,  mute  and  motionless,  I 

Stood  like  that  statue  oi  distress,  \ 

''"hen,  her  last  hope  for  ever  gone,  j 

The  mother  harden'd  into  stone  : j 

AU  in  the  maid  that  eye  could  see 
Was  but  a younger  Niob«^.  i 

But  ere  her  Up,  or  even  her  eye,  j 

Essay’d  to  speak,  or  look  reply,  | 

Beneath  the  garden’s  wicket  porch  i 

far  flash’d  on  high  a blazing  torch  1 | 

Another  — and  atiothcr — and  another—  * 

“ Oh  ! fly  — no  more  — yet  now  my  more  that) 
brother  J " 

Far,  wide,  thmugh  eveiy  thicket  spread 
'Fbe  fearful  lights  are  gleaming  reil ; 

Xor  these  alone  — for  each  right  band  I 

Is  ready  with  a shcathlcss  brand. 

They  part,  pursue,  return,  and  wheel 
With  searching  flambeau,  shining  steel ; 

A^)d  last  of  all,  his  sabre  waring, 

Stem  GlafHr  In  his  fury  raving  : 

Aivl  now  almost  they  touch  the  cave  — 

Oh  ! must  tiiat  grot  be  Selim's  grave  ? 

xxiir.  i 

Dauntless  he  stood— “'T  Is  come— soon  past — i 
One  kiss,  Zulelka — ’tis  my  last:  ! 

But  yet  my  band  not  far  from  shore 
May  hear  this  signal,  see  the  flash ; 

Vet  now  too  few  — the  attempt  were  rash  : 

No  matter — yet  one  effort  mon*. " 

Forth  to  the  cavern  mouth  he  stept ; I 

His  pistol’s  echo  rang  on  high.  i 

Zulelka  started  not,  nor  wept, 

l>c5palr  benumb’d  her  breast  and  eye  I — 

“ They  hear  me  not,  or  If  they  ply 
Their  oars,  'tls  but  to  see  me  die  ; 

That  sound  hath  drawn  my  foes  more  nigh. 

Then  forth  my  father's  scimitar, 

Thou  ne’er  hast  seen  less  equal  war ! 

Farewell,  Zulelka  I— sweet  ! retire: 

Vet  stay  within— here  linger  safe, 

At  thee  his  rage  will  only  chafe. 

Stir  not— lest  even  to  thee  perchance 
Some  erring  blade  or  ball  should  glance. 

Fear’st  thou  for  him  ? — may  I expire 
If  in  this  strife  1 seek  thy  sire  ! 

No  — though  by  him  that  poison  pour’d  ( 

No  — though  again  be  call  me  coward  I 
But  tamely  shall  1 meet  their  steel  ? 

Ho  — as  ea!h  crest  save  Au  may  feel !” 


XXIV. 

One  bound  he  made,  and  gain'd  the  Kuid  ; 

Already  at  bU  feet  bath  sunk 
The  foremost  of  the  pr>  lng  band, 

A gasping  head,  a quivering  trunk  : 
Another  falls  — but  round  him  close 
A swarming  circle  of  his  foes  ; 

From  right  to  left  hU  path  he  cleft, 

And  almost  met  the  meeting  wave  : 

His  boat  appears — not  five  oars'  length  — 

Uis  comrades  strain  with  desperate  strength  — 
Oh  ! are  they  yet  in  time  to  save  ? 

Ilb  feet  the  foremost  breakers  lave ; 

HU  hand  arc  plunging  in  the  bay, 

Their  sabres  glitter  through  the  spmy; 

Wet  — wild  — unwearied  to  the  strand 
They  struggle  — now  they  touch  the  land  ! 
They  come  — 'tU  but  to  add  to  slaughter  — 
HU  heart's  best  blood  U on  the  water. 

XXV. 

E«<*aped  from  shot,  unharro’d  by  steel. 

Or  acarcsly  grazed  its  force  to  feel, 

Had  Selim  won,  betray'd,  beset, 

To  where  the  strand  and  billows  met ; 

There  as  hU  last  step  left  the  land. 

And  the  last  death-blow  dealt  his  hand  — 

Ah  I wherefore  did  he  turn  to  look 
For  her  bU  eye  but  sought  in  vain  ? 

That  pause,  that  fkta)  gaze  he  took. 

Hath  doom’d  hU  death,  or  fix'd  hU  chain. 
Sail  proof,  in  peril  and  in  pain. 

How  late  will  Lover's  hope  remain  I 
HU  back  was  to  the  dashing  spray  ; 

Behind,  but  close,  his  comrades  lay. 

\M)en,  at  the  instant,  hiss'd  the  ball  — 

**  So  may  the  foes  of  Glafflr  fall  !'* 

Whose  voice  U heard  ? whose  carbine  rang  ? 
Whose  bullet  through  the  nJght-air  sang. 

Too  nearly,  deadly  aim'd  to  err  ? 

TU  thine  — Abdallah's  Murderer ! 

The  father  slowly  rued  thy  hate, 

The  son  hath  found  a quicker  fhte  : 

Fast  fri>m  hU  breast  the  blood  U bubbling. 
The  whiteness  of  the  sea-foam  troubling  — 

If  aught  his  lips  essay’d  to  groan, 

The  rushing  billows  choked  the  tone ! 

XXVI. 

Mom  slowly  rolls  the  clouds  away  ; 

Few  trophies  of  the  fight  are  there : 

The  shouts  that  shook  the  midnight-bay 
Are  sUent ; but  some  signs  of  fray 
That  strand  of  strife  may  bear, 

And  fhurments  of  each  shiver'd  brand ; 

Steps  stamp'd ; and  dash'd  into  the  sand 
The  print  of  many  a struggling  hand 
May  there  be  mark'd ; nor  far  remote 
A broken  torch,  an  oarlcss  boat ; 

And  tangled  on  the  weeds  that  heap 
The  beach  where  nhelvlng  to  the  deep 
There  lies  a white  capote  1 
’TU  rent  in  twain  — one  dark-red  stain 
The  wave  yet  ripples  o'er  in  vain  ; 

But  where  U he  who  wore  ? 

To  t who  would  o'er  hU  relics  weep^ 
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Go.  seek  them  where  the  surers  sweep 
Their  burthen  roun<l  Slira'um’s  steep 
And  cast  on  I>emnos'  shore : 

The  sea-binls  shriek  above  the  prey» 

O’er  which  their  huntnr  beaks  delay. 

As  shaken  on  his  restless  pillow. 

Ills  head  heaves  with  the  heaving  billow 
That  hand,  whose  motion  Is  not  life, 

Yet  feebly  to  menace  strife, 

Flunst  by  the  tossinst  tide  on  high. 

Then  levell’d  with  the  wave  • — . 

AVh.at  recks  It,  though  that  corse  shall  lie 
Within  a living  grave  ? 

The  bird  that  tears  that  prostrate  form 
Hath  only  robb*d  the  meaner  worm  ; 

The  only  heart,  the  only  e>e 
Had  bled  or  wept  to  see  him  die. 

Had  seen  those  scatter’d  llml»s  compoaed, 
And  mourn’d  al>ove  hi*  turlwm-stone,® 
That  heart  hath  hurst  — that  eye  was  closed 
Yea  — closed  before  his  own  1 


Kow  let  it  tear  thy  beard  In  idle  grief: 

Thy  pride  of  heart,  thy  bride  for  Osman’s  bed. 

She,  whom  thy  sultan  had  but  seen  to  wed, 

Thy  Daughter ’s  dead ! 

Hope  of  thine  age,  thy  twilight's  lonely  beam, 

The  Star  bath  set  that  shone  on  Hellc's  stream. 
What  quench’d  Its  ray?  — the  blood  that  thou  luist 
shed  ! 

Hark  ! to  the  hurried  question  of  Despair : 

“Where  Is  my  child?’*  — an  £cho  answers  — 
“ Where  ? **  ♦ 


XXVII. 

I By  Hello’s  stream  there  Is  a voice  of  wall  I 
I And  woman's  eye  Is  wet  — man’s  cheek  is  pule : 
Zuleika  ! last  of  Glafflr’s  rare, 

Thy  destined  lord  Is  come  too  late : 

He  sees  not  — ne’er  shall  see  thy  face  1 
) Can  be  nut  hear 

Tlie  loud  Wul-wuIU’h  ' warn  hts  distant  ear  ? 

[ Tliy  hanilmaids  weeping  at  the  cate, 

' The  Roran-chanters  of  the  hymn  of  fate. 

The  silent  slaves  with  folded  arms  that  wait. 

Sighs  In  the  hall,  and  shrieks  upon  the  gale. 

Tell  him  thy  tile  I 
Tliou  didst  not  view  thy  Selim  fall ! 

Th.it  fearfhl  moment  wht-n  he  left  the  cave 
Thy  heart  grew  ehlll : 

He  w.is  thy  ho|H‘  — tUy  Joy  — thy  love  — thine  all  — 
And  that  la<«t  thought  on  him  thou  couldst  not  save 
Sufficed  to  kill; 

Burst  forth  In  one  wild  cry  — and  all  was  still. 

Pc.itv  to  thy  broken  heart,  and  virgin  grave  I 
Ah  ! happy  J but  of  life  to  lose  the  worst ! 

That  grief — though  deep  — though  fatal — was  thy 
ftr-t! 

Thrice  happy  | ne’er  to  feel  nor  fear  the  force 
Of  alwenre.  shame,  pride,  h.ite,  n-ventp*,  remorse  ! 
And,  oh  I that  pans  where  more  than  madness  lies ! 
The  worm  that  will  not  sleep  — and  never  die* ; 
Thoucht  of  the  gloomy  day  and  gha.stly  night. 

That  diT.ids  the  d.irknws,  and  yet  lo.ithcs  the  light, 
Th.it  wind*  around,  and  tears  the  quivering  heart  I 
Ah  I wherefore  not  consume  it  — and  depart! 

Woe  to  thee,  rash  and  unrelenting  chief  I 
Vainly  thou  hcap’st  the  dust  upon  thy  head. 

Vainly  the  sarkchith  o’er  thy  Umb*  dost  spn-ad ; 

By  that  same  hand  AbdalUh  — Selim  bled. 


XXVIII. 

Within  the  place  of  thousand  tombs 
That  shine  beneath,  while  dark  above 
The  Md  but  living  cj  prcss  glooms 

And  withers  not,  though  branch  and  leaf 
Are  stamp'd  with  an  eternal  grief, 

— I Like  early  imrequlted  Love, 

One  spot  erlsts,  which  ever  blooms, 

Ev'n  in  that  deadly  grove  — 

I A single  ruse  is  shedding  there 

Its  lonely  lustre,  meek  and  pale  : 

It  looks  as  planted  by  Despair  — 

So  white  — so  faint  — the  slightest  gale 
Might  whirl  the  leaves  on  high ; 

And  yet,  though  storms  and  blight  assail. 
And  hands  more  rude  than  wintry  sky 
May  wring  it  fVom  the  stem  — in  vain  — 

I To-morrow  secs  it  bloom  again : 

The  stalk  some  spirit  gently  rear*. 

And  waters  with  celestial  tears ; 

For  well  may  maids  of  Helle  deem 
That  this  can  be  no  earthly  flower. 

I Which  mocks  the  tempest’s  withering  hour. 
And  buds  unshelter’d  by  a bower  ; 

I Nor  droojjs,  though  Spring  refuse  her  shower, 

I Nor  WOOS  the  luimner  beam ; 

I To  it  the  livelong  night  there  sings 
! A binl  unseen  — but  not  remote  : 

Invisible  his  air>*  wings, 

But  soft  as  harp  that  Hour!  strings 
His  long  entrancing  note  I 
I It  were  the  Bulbul ; but  his  thn»at. 

Though  mournful,  pours  not  such  a strain  : 
For  they  who  listen  cannot  leave 
The  sjtot,  but  Unger  there  and  grieve, 

I As  if  they  loved  in  vain  I 
' And  yet  so  sweet  the  tears  they  shed, 

’Tls  sorrow  so  unmix'd  with  dread, 

They  scarce  can  l»car  the  mom  to  biTok 
1 That  melancholy  spell, 

I And  longer  yet  would  weep  and  wake, 

I 11c  sings  so  wild  and  well  I 
i But  when  the  day-blush  bursts  from  high 
I Expires  that  magic  melody. 

' And  some  have  been  who  could  believe, 
i (So  fondly  youthful  dreams  dercive, 


* f*‘  While  the  lay  off  the  l)ar«!anelle*.  I/^nl  nyrtm 

Saw  the  l»ody  of  a man  who'had  born  pxwiIcH  by  brin*'c»ut 
into  ihr  *PA.' floatlnx  on  the  stream  to  and  fro  with  the  trem- 
Mina  of  the  water,  witirh  ^are  to  Its  arms  the  effect  of  icarlna 
away  several  sea-fowl  that  were  hoverinv  In  devour. 
iocijent  has  been  strikingly  dericted.”— ' Oalt.J 

* A turt>an  is  c.vrrctl  In  stone  above  the  graw.s  of  men  only. 

* The  death.sor.g  of  the  Turkiih  women  The  **  silent 


slaves  ’*  are  the  men,  whose  notions  of  decorum  forbid  ton^ 
plaint  In  pulttic. 

j • “ 1 fame  to  the  pUre  of  my  Wrth.  ami  rricd,  • The  friends 
' of  my  youth,  where  are  th«^?*  and  an  Kcho  aiisua-r^ 
. 'Where  are  they  ?”*— From  an  Ar.ibie  iiS.  The  al»re 
quotation  (from  which  the  idea  in  the  text  U Uken  must  bo 
, already  familtar  to  every  reader ; It  U gtven  in  the  first  ao. 

notation,  p.  C7.,  of  The  Ple.-itures  of  Memoty  5 **  a poem  to 
■ well  known  as  to  rerwler  a reference  a>mo%t  superfluous  ; but 
. to  whose  pages  all  will  be  delighted  to  recur. 
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Yet  hanh  be  they  that  blame,) 

Thnt  note  so  piercing  and  profound 
Will  shape  and  syllabic  ' lU  sound 
Into  Zuloifca's  name.« 

’Tis  fW>m  her  cypress'  summit  heard. 
That  melts  in  air  the  liquid  word : 

'Tls  from  her  lowly  virgin  earth 
I'hat  white  rose  takes  its  tender  birth. 
There  late  was  laid  a marble  stoTU' ; 
Eve  saw  It  placed  — the  Morrow  ^'one  I 
It  was  no  mortal  arm  that  bore 
That  deep  Axed  pillar  to  the  shore ; 


For  there,  as  Helle's  legends  tell, 

Next  mom  'twas  found  where  ScUm  fell ; 
Lash’d  by  the  tumbling  tide,  whur»e  wave 
Denied  bis  bones  a holier  grave : 

And  there  by  night,  reclined,  ’t  Is  said, 

D seen  a ghastly  turban'd  head  : 

And  hence  extended  by  the  billow, 

'Tls  named  the  **  Pirate-phantom's  pillow  i" 
Where  Arst  it  lay  that  mourning  (lower 
Hath  Aouiished  ; Aourisheth  tl)i»  hour, 
Alone  and  dewy,  coldly  pure  and  pale  ; 

As  weeping  Beauty's  cheek  at  Sorrow’s  tale  1 ^ 


Zi)t  (Tor^atr, 


A TALE.'* 


- 1 «uol  |M’niierl  in  lul  donnir  non  nonno.’* 

Tasso,  Gtnuaiem*:i<  Liberaxa,  canto  > 


TO  THOMAS  MOORE,  ESQ. 

Mr  nr..\a  Moobe,  I 

I oxmcATB  to  you  the  last  production  with  which 
1 shall  trespass  on  public  patience,  and  your  indul- 
gence, for  some  years  ; and  I own  that  I feel  anxious 
to  avail  mywlf  of  this  latest  and  only  opportunity 
of  adorning  my  pages  with  a name,  consecrated  by 
unshaken  public  principle,  and  the  most  undoubted 
and  various  talents.  \>'hlle  Ireland  ranks  you  among  [ 
the  Armest  of  her  patriots ; while  you  stand  alone 
the  Arst  of  her  bards  in  her  estimation,  and  Britain 
repeats  and  ratlAes  the  decree,  permit  one,  whose 

1 “ And  airy  tongues  that  men’s  Oiunes."._Mil. TON. 

For  a belief  that  the  sotili  of  the  dead  Inhabit  the  form  of 
birds,  we  neeii  not  travel  to  the  East.  Lord  Lyttelton's  ghost 
story,  the  Itellef  of  the  Duchess  of  Kendal,  that  Ueorn  1.  fiew  | 
into  her  window  in  the  shape  of  a raren  (see  Orforivs  Keuil* 
niiccnrrs).  and  many  other  instances,  bring  this  super»tl(iun 
nearer  home.  The  most  singular  was  the  whim  of  a Wor- 
cester lady,  who,  believing  her  daughter  to  exist  In  the  shape 
of  a singing  bird,  literally  famished  her  pew  In  the  cathedral 
witli  rages  full  of  the  klrsd  ; and  as  she  was  rich,  and  a l>ene- 
factress  in  braiitifyina  the  church,  no  objection  was  made  to 
her  hannlrss  folly.  For  this  anecdote,  see  Urford’s  letters. 

* [The  heroine  of  this  poem,  the  blooming  Zulelka,  is  all 
pnrity  and  tosetiaess.  Never  was  a fanllless  character  more 
deUcolely  or  more  justly  delineated.  Her  pietr,  her  intrlli. 
gence,  her  strict  sense  of  duty,  and  her  un*lenatlng  lore  of 
truth,  appear  to  hare  been  originally  bleodrd  In  her  mind, 
rather  tWn  inculcated  by  eihirallon.  She  Is  always  natur-d, 
always  attractive,  always  afTcrtlonate ; and  It  must  he  tui. 
mitled  that  he'  affi^ctluns  are  not  tniworthdy  bestowed  Selim, 
while  an  orphan  and  dependant,  Is  nerrer  degraded  by  rala- 
mlty ; when  Itrtter  hopes  are  presented  to  him.  hts  buoyant 
spirit  rises  with  Kls  expectations:  he  is  enterprising,  with  no 
more  lashucis  than  becomes  his  youth  ; and  when  dlsap. 
p«lnte»l  in  the  success  of  a wcU-cunrerted  project,  he  mrtdi. 
with  Intrepidity,  the  fate  to  which  he  is  exposed  through  hts 
own  generous  forliearance.  To  us,  ••  The  Uride  of  Abydos" 
appears  lo  be.  in  every  respect,  superior  to  “ The  Giaour,** 
though,  in  point  of  diction,  it  haabwn,  perhaps,  less  warmly 
admlr^  We  will  not  argue  this  point,  but  will  simply  ob. 
serve,  that  wh.-u  Is  rc.id  with  ease  is  generally  read  witn  rapi. 
dity ; and  (lial  many  beauties  of  style  which  csc.-)pe  observation 
lo  a simple  and  i-onnected  narrative,  would  be  forced  on  the  - 
reader's  attention  by  abrupt  and  |>erplexin|  transitions.  It 
Is  only  when  a traveller  Is  ^tiged  to  stop  on  his  Journey,  that 
he  Is  dispN«^  to  exomloe  and  admire  tbeprospe^.— CaoBJB 
ELLia.)  ; 


I only  regret,  since  our  Arst  acquaintance,  has  been  j 
I the  years  he  had  lost  before  It  commenced,  to  add  I 
I the  humble  but  sincere  suffrage  of  friemUhip  to  the  ; 
voice  of  more  than  one  nation.  It  will  at  least  - 
prove  to  you,  that  I have  neither  forgotten  the  • 
gmtiAcatlon  derived  from  your  socict)*,  nor  aban- 
doned the  prosiiect  of  iU  renewal,  whenever  your  ' 
leisure  or  inclination  allows  you  to  atone  to  your  ^ 
friends  for  too  long  an  absence.  It  is  said  among  ' 
^ those  fHends,  1 trust  truly,  that  you  are  engaged  In  ^ 
the  compoeiUon  of  a poem  whose  scene  will  be  laid 
in  the  East ; none  can  do  those  scenes  so  much  jus- 
tice. The  wn>ngs  of  your  own  country  the  mag- 

* [“  The  • BriflCp*  such  as  U is,  li  my  first  fntirf  compos!- 
tiou  of  any  length  ^except  the  S^ir«,  and  be  d — rt  to  It),  for 
the  * Giaour  ' is  but  a string  of  passages,  and  ' Childe  Harold  * 

I is.  and  I rather  think  always  will  uiicuncludod.  It  was 

f>uldii}icd  on  Thursriay,  the  3d  of  December;  hut  how  it  Is 
iked,  I know  nut.  Whether  it  succeeds  or  not.  It  no  fault  ^ 
the  public,  ogoiiut  whom  I con  have  no  compUint  But  1 am 
much  more  indebted  to  the  tale  than  I ran  ever  be  to  the 
most  important  rcoilrr  ; os  it  wrung  my  thoughts  h-om  reality 
to  Imagination;  from  selfish  regrets  to  vivid  recollections; 
and  r><caJlrd  me  to  a country  replete  with  the  brightest  an,! 
darkest,  hut  always  mo«t  lively  colours  of  my  memory.*’  — 
Byrou  Diary,  Dec.  6.  1S13.3 

^ r**  The  Corsair  " was  begun  on  the  l&th.  and  fiolshevi  on 
tlieaist,of  Derember,  IblS;  a rapidity  of  composiUun  wtiU  h. 
taking  Into  consideration  the  extraordinary  beauty  of  the 
poem,  U,  ;terhaps,  unparalleled  in  the  literary  history  of  the 
country.  Lord  Byron  states  it  to  have  l>e«n  written  **  nm 
amore,  and  very  much  from  ertf/CNre."  lu  the  original  MS. 
the  chief  female  character  was  called  Francesca,  in  whose 
person  the  author  meant  to  delineate  one  of  his  acquaintance ; 
but,  while  the  work  was  at  press,  he  changed  the  name  to 
l/tdora.j 

* [This  political  allusion  having  been  ohjecled  to  hy  a 
frirthi,  Ix>rd  Byron  sent  a seconri  oediratiem  to  Mr.  Moore, 
with  a request  that  he  would  “take  his  choice."  It  ran  os 
follows:  — 

**  My  dbab  Mooib,  January  7th,  1814. 

" 1 had  written  to  you  a long  letter  of  dedicatioo. 
which  I suppress,  Ivecause.  though  It  contained  something 
relating  to  you,  which  every  one  had  been  glad  to  he.nr,  yet 
' tliere  was  too  much  about  politics,  and  poesy,  and  all  thiugs 
whatsoever,  ending  with  that  Uipic  on  which  most  men  ore 
fluent,  and  none  very  amusing. —one's  se/y:  U might  hare 
been  rewritten  ; but  to  what  purpose  ? Ikfy  praise  could  add 
I notiung  to  your  weli-eamed  and  firmly  established  fame; 
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nificent  ami  flcry  spirit  of  ber  sons,  tlie  beauty  and 
^‘eUn?  of  ber  dauj^hters,  may  there  be  found  ; and  j 
CoUins,  when  he  denominated  his  Orienbil  hU  Irish 
£<1(^05,  was  not  aware  how  true,  at  least,  was  a 
part  of  his  parallel.  Your  imagination  will  create 
a warmer  sun,  and  less  clouded  sky ; but  wildness, 
tenderness,  and  originality,  are  part  of  your  national 
claim  of  oriental  descent,  to  which  you  have  already 
thus  far  proved  your  title  more  clearly  than  the 
most  ae:dous  of  your  country's  antiquarians. 

May  1 add  a few  words  on  a suUjrct  on  which  all 
men  are  supposed  to  be  fluent,  and  none  agreeable  ? 
— Self.  I have  written  much,  and  pubUshwl  more 
than  enough  to  demand  a longer  silence  than  1 now 
meditate ; but,  for  some  years  to  come.  It  U my  In- 
tention to  tempt  no  further  the  award  of  “ Gods, 
ii*cn,  nor  columns."  In  the  present  composition  I 
have  attempted  not  the  most  dltSciUt,  but,  perhaps, 
the  best  adaptfHl  measure  to  our  language,  the  gocKl 
old  and  now  neglected  heroic  couplet.  The  stanza 
of  S|K-nser  Is  jwrhajw  too  >low  and  dlgnifled  for 
narrative ; though,  I confess,  it  is  the  me.vurc  most 
after  my  own  heart  s Scott  alone  >,  of  the  prudent 
generation,  has  hitherto  completely  triumphed  over 
the  fatal  facility  of  the  octu-syllabic  Tei-se ; and  this 
Is  not  the  least  victor^'  of  his  fertile  and  mighty 
genius : in  blank  verse,  Milton,  Thomson,  and  our 
di*ajnatists,  are  the  beacons  that  shine  along  the 
deep,  but  warn  us  from  the  rough  and  barren  rock 
on  which  they  are  kindled.  The  heroic  couplet  is 
not  the  most  popular  measure  certainly ; but  as  I 
did  not  deviate  into  the  other  from  a wbh  to  flatter 
what  Is  called  public  opinion,  I shall  quit  it  without 
further  apology,  and  take  my  chance  once  more 
with  that  versification,  in  which  I hare  hitherto 
published  nothing  but  com{K)sitlons  whose  former 
circulation  is  part  of  my  present,  and  will  be  of  my 
future,  regret 

■With  regard  to  my  story,  and  stories  in  general, 

1 should  have  been  glad  to  hare  rendered  my  per-  l 
sonages  more  perfect  and  amiable,  if  possible,  inas- 
much  as  1 hare  been  sometimes  criticised,  and 
considered  no  less  responsible  for  their  deeds  and 
qualities  than  If  all  had  been  personal.  Be  it  so  — 
if  I have  deviated  into  the  gloomy  vanity  of  “ draw. 
Ing  from  sell^"  the  pictures  are  probably  like,  since 
they  are  un&vourable ; and  if  not,  tho^c  who  know 
me  are  undeceived,  and  those  who  do  not  I have  | 
little  interest  in  undeceiving.  I have  no  particular 
desire  that  any  but  my  acquaintance  should  think 
the  author  better  than  the  beings  of  his  imagining ; 
but  I cannot  help  a little  surprise,  and  perhaps 
amusement  at  some  odd  critical  exceptions  in  the 
prirsent  instance,  when  I see  several  bards  (far  more 
deserving,  I allow)  in  very  reputable  plight  and 
quite  exempted  from  all  participation  in  the  faults 
of  those  heroes,  who,  nevertheless,  might  be  found 
with  little  more  morality  than  **  The  (Jiaour,”  and 

and  with  tny  most  hearty  admiration  of  ymir  talents,  and 
delict  in  yotir  convenation.  you  are  already  acouaintrd.  In 
avalllo(t  tnyfclf  of  your  frientlly  permiiiUm  to  m*crll»c  thU 
poem  to  you,  1 con  only  with  the  offering  were  as  worthy 
your  aocepUoce,  at  your  regard  U dear  to 

“ Yuan,  most  affectionately  and  faithfully, 

“ Bvnox."] 

* f After  the  words  Scott  alone,"  Lord  nrron  bad  In. 
aerte«l.  In  a parentheaU  — **  He  will  eacute  the  ‘ .VTr.'  — we 
do  tKM  say  Mr.  Ccmt."] 

* fit  U dlfflcult  to  ear  whether  wc  are  to  rveeire  this 


pcrhair^  — but  no — I mu-«t  admit  Childe  Harold  to 
be  a very  repulsive  personage  j and  as  to  hU  identity, 
those  who  like  it  must  give  him  whatever  "alias’* 
they  please.* 

If,  however,  it  were  worth  while  to  remove  the 
impression,  it  might  be  of  some  service  to  rae,  that 
the  man  who  is  alike  the  delight  of  bis  readers  and 
his  friends,  the  poet  of  all  circles,  and  the  idol  of 
his  own,  permits  me  here  and  elsewhere  to  sub- 
scribe myself, 

Most  truly. 

And  alfectionately, 

His  obedient  servant, 

BYBON. 

January  2.  I HI  4. 


trijc  Corsair.® 


CANTO  THE  FIRST 


- nritun  maggtor  dolorc. 


Ch**  rlcordaril  del  tempo  felicf* 
bella  mircria,— - — Dantk. 


I. 

“ O'ra  the  glad  waters  of  the  dark  blue  sea. 

Our  thoughts  as  boundlcs-s  and  our  souls  as  free, 

Far  as  the  breeze  can  bear,  the  billows  foam, 

Survey  our  empire,  and  behold  our  home  1 
These  are  our  realms,  no  limits  to  their  sway — 

Our  flag  the  sceptre  all  who  meet  obe)-. 

Ours  the  wild  life  in  tumult  still  to  range 
From  toil  to  rest,  and  joy  In  every  change. 

Oh,  who  can  tell  ? not  thou,  luxurious  slave  1 
Whose  soul  would  sicken  o’er  the  heaving  wave ; 

Not  thou,  vain  lord  of  wantonness  and  ease  I 
^\’hom  slumber  soothes  not — pleasure  cannot  please—* 
Oh,  who  can  tell,  save  he  whose  heart  hath  tried, 
And  danced  in  triumph  o’er  the  waters  wide. 

The  exulting  sense  — the  pulse’s  maddening  play. 
That  thrills  the  wanderer  of  that  trackless  way  ? 
That  for  itself  can  woo  the  approaching  flght. 

And  turn  what  some  deem  danger  to  delight ; 

That  seeks  what  cravens  shun  with  more  than  seal. 
And  where  the  feebler  faint  can  only  feel  — 

Feel  — to  the  rising  bosom’s  inmost  core. 

Its  hope  awaken  and  its  spirit  soar  1 
No  dread  of  death  if  with  us  die  our  foes— 

Siivc  that  it  seems  even  duller  than  repose : 

Come  when  it  will — wc  snatch  the  life  of  life  — 
When  lost  — what  recks  It  — by  disease  or  strife  ? 
l.,et  him  who  crawls  enamour’d  of  decay, 

Cling  to  hU  couch,  and  sicken  years  away  : 

pojMge  u an  admitilon  or  a denial  of  the  opinion  to  which  it 
refer*  . but  Ix»rr{  Byron  certainly  did  the  public  injuftice,  (f 
lie  supposed  It  imputed  to  him  the  criminal  action*  with 
which  many  of  hU  heroc*  were  ctained.  Meu  no  more  ea- 
petied  to  inert  in  I^rd  Byron  the  Corsair,  who  •*  knew  him- 
«r|j'  a rlllain,"  than  thev  looked  for  the  hypoerhy  of  Koliama 
on  the  shores  of  the  Derwent  Wider,  or  the  profligacy  of 
MarmiuD  on  the  bank*  of  the  Tweed.  — Sis  Waltkb  Score,  j 
^ The  time  in  this  poem  may  seem  too  short  for  the  occur- 
rences, hut  the  whole  of  the  Alzean  isles  are  within  a few 
hours'  sail  of  the  rontlneot,  and  the  reader  must  be  kind 
enough  u>  take  the  toind  as  1 bare  often  found  it. 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  CORSAIR. 


91 


1 


Heave  thick  brvath,  and  shake  hi<  palsied  head ; 
Ours  — the  fWish  turf,  and  not  the  foverUh  bed. 
While  gasp  by  ga.sp  be  falters  forth  his  soul, 

Oun  with  one  pan;?— one  bound  — esca|)es  control. 
Hts  corse  may  boa*t  Its  um  and  narrow  cave. 

And  they  who  loath'd  his  life  may  gild  his  grave: 
Ours  arc  the  tears,  though  few,  sincerely  shed, 
When  Ocean  shmuds  and  sepulchres  our  dead. 

For  us,  even  banquets  foud  regret  supply 
In  the  red  cup  that  crowns  our  memory' ; 

And  the  brief  epitaph  in  danger's  day, 

When  thofse  who  win  at  length  divide  the  prey, 

Ami  cry,  Rcmembnince  saddening  o'er  each  hnw. 
How  hmi  the  brave  who  fell  exulted  how!" 


II. 

Such  were  the  notes  that  from  the  Pirate’s  isle, 

|j  Around  the  kindling  watch-fire  rang  the  while  : 
Such  were  the  sounds  that  thiiH'd  the  rocks  along, 
.And  unto  ears  as  rugged  seem'd  a song ! 

In  scatter'd  groups  upon  the  golden  sand. 

They  game — carou.se — converse— or  whet  the  brand 
Select  the  arms  — to  each  his  blade  assign. 

And  careless  eye  the  blood  that  dims  its  shine  ; 
Repair  the  boat,  replace  the  helm  or  onr. 

While  others  struggling  mu&e  along  the  shore  ; 

Fur  the  wild  bird  the  busy  springes  set, 

Or  spread  beneath  the  sun  the  dripping  net ; 

Gate  where  some  distant  sail  a speck  supjdifs, 

With  all  the  thirsting  eye  of  Enterprise ; 

Tell  o'er  the  talcs  of  many  a night  of  toll. 

And  marvel  where  they  next  shall  seize  a spoil : 

No  matter  where — their  chief’s  allotment  this  ; 
Theirs,  to  believe  no  prey  nor  plan  amiss. 

But  who  that  Cmar  ? his  name  on  ever}'  shore 
Ii4  famed  and  fear’d  — they  ask  and  know  no  more. 
With  these  he  mingles  not  but  to  command  ; 

Few  are  his  words,  but  kcim  bis  eye  and  hand. 

Ne'er  seasons  he  with  mirth  their  jovial  mess. 

But  they  forgive  bis  silence  fur  success. 

Ne’er  for  his  Up  the  purpling  cup  they  fill, 

That  goblet  passes  him  unta.«ted  still — 

And  for  his  fiu'e  — the  nulost  of  hLs  crew 
Would  that,  in  turn,  have  pass'd  untasted  too  ; 
Earth’s  coarsest  bread,  the  garden’s  homeliest  roots. 
And  scarce  the  summer  luxury  of  fnitts, 

^is  short  repast  in  humbleness  supply 
With  aU  a hermit's  board  would  scarce  deny. 

But  while  he  shuns  the  grosser  joys  of  sense. 

His  mind  seems  nourished  by  that  abstinence. 

“ Steer  to  that  shore  I**  — they  sail.  “Do  this 
— 'tis  done : 

Now  form  and  foUow  me  r — the  spoil  Is  w.-n. 
Thus  prompt  his  accents  and  his  actions  stUI, 

And  all  obey  and  few  Inquire  his  will; 

To  such,  brief  answer  and  contemptuous  eye 
Couvey  reproof,  nor  further  deign  reply. 

IIL 

“ A sail  I — a sail  I" — a promised  prise  to  Huj  r I 
I Her  nation  — flag  — bow  speaks  the  telearope  ? 

No  prize,  alas  t — but  yet  a welcome  sail : 

The  blood-red  signal  gutters  in  tlie  gale. 

Tes — she  is  oun — a home-returning  bark  — 

Blow  fair,  thou  breeze  ! — she  anchors  ere  the  dark. 

Already  doubled  U the  cape — our  bay 

Beccives  that  prow  which  proudly  spurns  the  spray. 


How  gloriously  her  gallant  course  she  goes  ! 

Her  white  wings  flying  — never  from  her  foes- 

She  walks  the  waters  like  a thing  of  life, 

And  seems  to  dare  the  elements  to  strife. 

^V'ho  would  not  brave  the  battle-flrc  — the  wreck  — 
To  move  the  monarch  of  her  peopled  deck  ? 

IV. 

Hoarse  o'er  her  side  the  fu.'tling  cable  r.ngs ; 

The  sails  are  furl’d;  and  anchoring  round  she  swings; 
.Ami  gathering  loiterers  on  the  land  discern 
' Her  boat  descending  from  the  latticed  stem. 

’Tls  roonn'd—  the  oars  keep  concert  to  the  strand, 
TUI  grates  her  keel  upon  the  shallow  sand. 

Hall  to  the  welcome  shout ! — the  friendly  speech  I 
When  hand  grasps  hand  uniting  on  (he  beach ; 

The  smile,  the  question,  and  the  quick  reply, 

And  the  heart's  promise  of  festlvlt}  I 

V. 

The  tidings  spread,  and  gathering  grows  the  crowd  ; 
The  hum  of  voices  and  the  huehter  loud, 

.And  woman’s  gentler  anxious  tone  is  heard  — 
Friends* — husbands'— lovers'  names  in  each  dear 
wool : 

“ Oh  I are  they  safe  ? wc  a.sk  not  of  success  — 

But  shall  wc  see  them  ? will  their  accents  bless  ? 
Fnim  where  the  battle  roars — the  billows  chafe  — 
They  doubtless  boldly  did  — but  who  are  safe  ? 

Here  let  them  h.Tde  to  gladden  and  surpri-^. 

And  kisa  the  doubt  from  these  delighted  eyes !” 

VI. 

“ Where  is  our  chief  ? for  him  wc  bear  report 

j And  doubt  that  jo)' — which  hails  our  coming  — short ; 

, Yet  thus  sincere — ‘tis  cheering,  though  so  brief; 

But,  Ju.in  i instant  guide  us  to  our  chief: 

, Our  greeting  paid,  well  feast  on  our  return, 

.Vnd  all  shall  hear  what  each  may  wish  to  learn.” 

: .Ascending  slowly  by  the  rock-hewn  way, 

I To  where  his  watch-tower  beetles  o'er  the  bay, 

. By  bushy  brake,  and  wild  flowers  blossoming. 

.And  freshness  breathing  from  each  silver  spring, 

I >niose  scatter'd  streams  from  granite  basins  burst, 
j I.,eap  into  life,  and  sparkling  woo  your  thirst; 

From  crag  to  cliff  they  mount— Near  yonder  cave. 
What  lonely  straggler  looks  along  the  wave  ? 

I In  pensive  posture  leaning  on  the  brand, 

! Not  0(1  a resting-staff  to  that  red  hand  ? 

“ Tls  he — 'tU  Conrad  — here  — as  wont— alone; 

I On— Juan  1 — on— and  make  our  purpose  known. 

; The  hark  he  vkwa — and  tell  him  we  would  greet 
Ills  oar  with  tidings  he  must  quickly  meet : 

We  dare  not  yet  approach  — thou  know’st  his  mood, 

! When  strange  or  uninvited  steps  intrude.” 

I VII. 

Him  Juan  sought,  and  told  of  their  intent ; — 

I He  spake  not — but  a sign  express'd  assent. 

' These  Juan  calls  — they  come  — to  their  salute 
I He  bends  him  slightly,  but  his  Mps  are  mute. 

I These  letters,  Chief,  arc  from  the  Greek  — the  spy, 

; Who  still  proclaims  our  spoil  or  peril  nigh  : 

; Whate'er  his  tidings,  we  can  well  report 
Much  that” — “Peace,  peace]”— he  cuts  their 
I prating  short. 

Wondering  they  turn,  abash’d,  while  each  to  each 
I ConJectUR  whispers  in  his  muttering  speech : 
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I They  wutoh  hi*  glance  w'.th  many  a stealing  look, 

I To  gather  how  that  eye  the  tidings  took  ; 

But,  this  as  If  he  guess'd,  with  head  aside. 

Perchance  from  some  emotion,  doubt,  or  pride, 

He  rea«l  the  scroll  My  tablets,  Juan,  hark  — 
^Vhcrc  Is  Gonsalvo  ?” 

**  In  the  anchor’d  bark.” 

*'  There  let  him  stay  — to  him  this  order  bear  — 
Back  to  your  duty — for  my  course  prepare  ; 

Myself  this  enterprise  to-night  will  ihare.” 

” To-night,  Lord  Conrad  ?*’ 

Ay  I at  set  of  sua  : 

! The  breexe  will  freshen  when  the  day  Is  dune. 

My  corslet,  cloak  — one  hour  and  we  are  gone* 

Sling  on  thy  bugle  — see  that  free  from  ru«t 
My  carbine-lock  springs  worthy  of  my  tru^t ; 

Be  the  edge  sharpen'd  of  my  boarding-bran  1, 

And  give  its  guard  more  room  to  tU  my  hand. 

This  let  the  annourer  with  speed  dls|K)se ; 

Last  time.  It  more  fatigued  my  arm  th  m foes : 

Mark  that  the  »ignol-gun  be  duly  fired, 

To  tell  us  when  the  hour  of  stay ’s  eipircd.” 

VIII. 

They  make  obeisance,  and  retire  in  haste, 

Too  scon  to  seek  again  the  watery  wa^te; 

Yet  they  repine  not  — so  that  Conrad  guides  ; 

And  who  dare  question  aught  that  he  decides  ? 

That  man  of  loneliness  and  mystery. 

Scarce  seen  to  smile,  and  seldom  heard  to  sigh  ; 

^VTiose  name  appals  the  fiercest  of  his  crew. 

And  tints  each  swarthy  cheek  with  sallower  hue; 

Still  sways  their  souls  with  that  commanding  nrt 
That  dazzles,  leads,  yet  chills  the  vulgar  heart. 

What  U that  s]>ell,  that  thus  his  lawless  train 
Confess  and  envy,  yet  oppose  in  vain  ? 

^\'bat  should  it  be,  that  thus  their  faith  c.an  bind  ? 
The  power  of  Tho\g{ht — the  magic  of  the  Mind  1 
Link'd  with  success,  assumed  and  kept  with  skill. 
That  moulds  another's  weakness  to  its  will ; 

Wields  with  their  hands,  but,  still  to  these  unknown. 
Makes  even  their  mightiest  deeds  appear  his  own. 
Such  hath  it  been  — shall  be — beneath  the  sun 
The  many  still  must  labour  for  the  one  I 
'Til  Nature’s  doom  — but  let  the  wretch  who  toils 
Accuse  not,  hate  not  Aim  who  wears  the  s]>oiIs. 

* rin  th'  fc.ihim  of  CrmraJ,  those  who  liave  innked  upon 

Lord  Byron  will  recomlte  some  likeness;  .and  the  SM-etic 
regimen  which  the  nohle  poet  himself  nhserved.  was  no  less 
I msrked  tn  the  precetting  description  of  Conrad’s  fare.  To 
I what  are  we  to  ascribe  the  siuxular  pcciiliaritr  which  induced 
an  author  of  stirh  talent,  and  so  well  skilk'd  in  tracing  the 
I darker  impreMiuni  which  guilt  and  remorse  leave  on  the 
I human  character,  so  frequently  In  alEx  features  peculiar  to 
himself  to  the  rubbers  and  rorsaln  which  he  iketched  with  a 
pertcil  as  forcible  as  that  of  Salvator  ? More  than  one  answer 
may  be  returned  to  this  queslioo  ; nor  do  we  pretend  to  say 
which  is  best  warranted  by  the  farts.  "Die  practice  may  arise 
from  a temperament  which  radical  and  conitltutional  melon, 
fholy  had,  as  to  the  case  of  lUmleL  predisposed  to  Identify 
Its  o«  ner  with  scenns  of  that  deep  and  amazing  interest  w birfi 
arise*  from  the  stings  of  cniiKlence  contending  with  the 
s(ul>bom  energy  of  pride,  arsd  delighting  to  be  placed  in  sup- 
posed situations  of  guilt  arui  danger,  as  some  men  love  in. 
stinctivelr  to  tread  the  giddy  edge  of  a precipice,  or,  holding 
by  some  frail  twig,  to  st>j<»p  mrward  over  the  abvii  into  which 
i the  (lark  torrent  (Usctiarges  itself  Or.  it  may  be  that  tlicse  i 
, disguises  were  assumed  capriciously. .as  a man  might  choose 
I the  cloak,  p<miu^  and  dark  lantern  of  a bravo,  for  his  disguise 
I at  a masqueratie  Or,  feeling  his  own  powers  in  painting  the 
sombre  and  the  horrible.  Lord  Byron  assumed  in  hts  fervour 
I the  very  srmbUnce  of  the  characters  he  describes ; like  an 
ji  actor  who  prssscnls  on  the  stage  at  once  his  own  i>erson  and 
the  tragic  chorortor  with  which  for  the  time  hell  Invested. 

' Nrr.  U It  altogeUier  Incompatible  with  hia  character  t'Z  ' 


Oh  ! if  he  knew  the  weight  of  splendid  chaln% 

How  light  the  bahmcc  of  hU  hurablcr  paiusi 

IX. 

, Unlike  the  hcroe«  of  each  ancient  mce, 
j Demon*  In  act,  but  Gods  at  least  in  face, 

I In  Conrad's  form  seem*  little  to  admire. 

Though  his  d.vk  eyebrow  shades  a glattce  of  fire  : 

: Robust  but  not  Herculean  — to  the  sight 
j No  giant  frame  sets  forth  bis  common  height ; 

I Yet,  in  the  whole,  who  (taused  to  look  again, 

I Saw  more  than  marks  the  cn>wd  of  vulgar  men ; t 
, They  gaze  and  marvel  how  — and  still  confess 
That  thus  It  Is,  but  why  they  cannot  guess. 

I Sun.bumt  hU  cheek,  his  forehead  high  and  pule 
! The  sable  curls  in  wild  profusion  veil ; 
j And  oft  pcrfoR’c  his  ri-lng  lip  reveals 
The  haughtier  thought  It  curbs,  but  scarce  conceals. 
Though  smooth  his  voice,  and  calm  his  general  mien, 
j Still  seems  there  sometliing  he  would  not  have  seen : 

I His  features'  deepening  lines  and  varying  hue 
I At  times  attract^,  yet  perplex’d  the  view, 
j As  If  within  that  nmrkiness  of  mind 
Work’d  feelings  fearful,  and  yet  undefined  ; 

Such  might  it  be— that  none  could  truly  tell  — 

Too  close  Inquiry  his  stem  glance  would  quell. 

There  breathe  but  few  whose  a<|>ect  might  defy 
The  full  encounter  of  hli  scorching  eye 
He  bad  the  skill,  when  Cunnlnr’s  gaze  would  sc'ek 
To  probe  his  heart  and  watch  his  changing  check. 

At  once  the  observer’s  purpose  to  espy. 

And  on  himself  rull  back  his  scrutiny, 

I-cst  he  to  Connid  rather  should  Indray 

.Some  Kcrvt  thought,  than  drag  that  thief’s  to  day. 

There  was  a laughing  Devil  in  bis  »ncer. 

That  rolled  eniuiioas  both  of  rage  and  fear  ; 

And  where  his  frown  of  hatred  darkly  fell, 

Hope  withering  fled  — and  Mercy  sigh’d  fowwell  1* 

X. 

I Slight  are  the  outward  signs  of  evil  thought, 

, Within  — within— ’t was  there  the  spirit  wrought ! 

I Ixive  shows  all  changes — Hate,  Ainbitiun,  Guile, 

I Betray  no  further  than  the  bUtcr  smile  ; 

I The  lip’s  least  curU  the  lightest  paleness  thrown 
j Along  the  govern'd  aspect,  speak  alone 

I believe  th;U,  in  contempt  of  the  crUidims  which,  oo  this 
ocTounl,  hail  otlemled  *■  fhiMe  Uarold,"  he  w.«  dirtiTiniuml 
to  show  to  the  public  how  little  be  w.11  oBii-ii'd  by  them, 
and  liow  i-fTectually  it  was  In  his  {•ower  to  coiniwl  oltenUuu 
and  respect,  even  when  imfiarting  a portion  ut  bis  uwn  like. 
n«’S4  and  hli  own  pecuUariUes,  tu  pirate*  and  outlaws.  .-Bi  a 
I W*i,Vi.a  ScoTT.J 

I • Thit  Conrad  I*  a character  not  allojcethiT  rut  of  nature, 

I shall  attcm|>t  to  prove  by  some  hist«»rlcal  coincidettce*  which 
I have  met  with  since  wniloK  **  The  Corsair . " — 

“ Ecceltn,  privonnier,"  dll  UotandtMi.  **  sViifennoit  don*  un 
silence  men;ic»nt ; !•  Ilxolt  sor  la  terre  ton  rrxard  fer*tc'e.  ct  ne 
j donnoit  point  il'cttor  i sa  prubmde  iT  digiuaion.  He  tout*** 

I partes  cr]H*ndant  let  soldati  et  les  {H-uplet  occuuruieot  ; 11* 

I vuolulent  voir  cct  homme,  jndis  si  puiMMit,  rt  la  pile  uuirrr. 
sehe  frlotoU  de  toutcc  partes.  • • • **  Ket-elln 

^tolt  d'une  petite  toille:  mats  tout  l'a*pe«i  ile  sa  pertimne, 
tom  sc*  mouvement,  indtqti-dent  un  sobial.  Son  lanzuce 
ciolt  omer,  sm  deportement  superlte  — et  par  son  m*mI  nyard, 
j|  faisoit  trembler  iesphis  liardi*.‘'.-.VuMiofKff,  tome  Hi  p.  X19. 

Axroln.  **  Gtscrk'ut  ,(»et>seric,  king  of  llie  Vandals,  the  con. 
querorof  both  Carthage  oiirl  Romel.  slatnrA  im*di<x  ris,  el  equi 
I cosu  claudicans,  aiiimo  profundus,  termone  r.irus,  luauriw 
! cnntnnptor,  IrA  turbidui,  haiwridk  cutddui.  0*1  soinitonda* 

; fTcnles  providenlissimus,”  Ac.  he.  — <fc  AcAits  O’e- 
hcfs,  c, 

] bee  leave  to  quote  these  glo<wny  reolltie*  to  keep  io  cour». 
tenaiice  tny  Gtouur  and  Corsair. 
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_ THE  CORSAIR.  | 


Of  deeper  paMfoTVij  and  to  jud^  their  mien,  | 

Hr.  who  would  *eo,  mu^l  be  hlmudf  un*wn.  | 

i Then  — with  the  hurried  trea<l,  the  upward  e^'e,  I 
j The  clencheil  hand,  the  pau;^  of  agony,  j 

That  listens,  starting,  lest  the  step  too  near  i 

, Approach  Intrudve  on  that  mood  of  fear:  j 

Then  — with  each  featua*  working  from  the  heart, 
j With  filings  look'd  to  strengthen  — not  depart ; [ 

That  rise— convulse  — contend  — that  freeze  orglow,  j 

! ’ IHiKh  in  the  cheek,  or  damp  upon  the  brow ; I 

li  Then  — Stranger!  If  thou  canst,  and  tremblest  not, 
j ; Behold  his  soul  — the  rest  that  soothes  hU  lot ! 

1 1 Mark -•how  that  lone  and  blighted  bosom  sears 
The  scathing  thought  of  execrated  years  ! 

Bi'hold  — but  who  hath  seen,  or  e'er  shall  see. 

Mail  as  himself — the  secret  spirit  free  ? 


I Tet  was  not  Conrad  thus  by  Nature  sent 
I Ti»  lead  the  guilty  — giult’s  worst  instrument  — 

I His  soul  was  changed,  before  hU  deeds  ha<l  driven 
I Hitn  forth  to  war  with  man  and  forfeit  heaven, 
i Warp'd  by  the  world  In  Disapi»ointment‘8  schtwl, 

I In  words  too  wise,  lu  conduct  tfurt  a fool ; 

' Too  firm  to  yield,  and  far  too  proud  to  stoop, 

I Boom’il  by  his  very  virtues  for  a dupe. 

He  cut^d  those  virtues  as  the  cause  of  ill, 

And  nut  the  traitors  who  betniy'd  him  still ; 

I Nor  deem’d  that  gifts  bestow'd  on  better  men 
I Had  left  him  joy,  and  means  to  give  again. 

Fear'd — sbunn'd  — belied  — ere  youth  bad  lost  her 
, force, 

He  hated  nun  too  much  to  feel  remorse. 

And  thought  the  voice  of  wrath  a sacred  call. 

To  pay  the  injuries  of  some  on  all.  . 

He  knew  himself  a villain  — but  be  deem’d  ^ 

The  rest  no  better  than  the  thing  he  seem'd ; i 

Ami  scorn'd  the  best  as  hypocrites  who  hid 
Thi>^  deeds  the  bolder  spirit  plainly  did. 

I He  knew  himself  detested,  but  he  knew  [too.  ' 

The  hearts  that  loath’d  him,  crouch'd  and  dreaded 
*1  Ixine,  wild,  and  strange,  he  stood  alike  exempt  I 

From  all  affection  and  fh>m  all  contempt : 

I His  name  could  sadden,  and  his  acts  surprise ; 

But  they  that  fear'd  him  dared  not  to  despise : I 

Man  spurns  the  worm,  but  pauses  err  hr  wake 
The  slumbering  vcuom  of  the  folded  »iiake  : 

IV*  first  may  turn  — but  not  avonge  the  blow;  i 
The  last  expires  — but  leaves  no  liring  ft* ; 

Fast  to  the  doom'd  offender’s  form  It  clings. 

And  he  may  crush  — not  conquer  — still  It  stings  I 

I xir. 

None  arc  all  evil  — quickening  round  his  heart. 

One  softer  feeling  would  not  yet  depart ; j 

Oft  could  he  sneer  at  others  as  beguiled 
. By  passions  worthy  of  a fool  or  child  ; 
i Tet  ’gainst  that  passion  vainly  still  he  strove. 

And  even  in  him  it  asks  the  name  of  Love ! 

I Tes,  it  was  love  — unchangeable— unchanged,  . 
j Felt  but  for  one  from  whwn  he  never  ranged  ; | 

j Though  fairest  captives  dally  met  hU  eye,  j 

I He  sbunn'd,  nor  sought,  but  coldly  pass’d  them  by ; 

I Though  many  a beauty  droop'd  In  prison’d  bower, 

, None  ever  sooth'd  his  most  unguarded  hour. 

, Yes  — it  was  I.#ovc  — If  thoughts  of  tenderness, 

I IVied  in  temptation,  strengthen'd  by  dUtress, 


Unmoved  by  absence,  firm  In  every  dime. 

And  yet  — oh  more  than  all ! — untired  by  time;  I 
Which  nor  defeated  hope,  nor  baffled  wile,  I 

Could  render  sullen  were  she  near  to  smile,  j 

Nor  rage  could  fire,  nor  sickness  fret  to  vent  I 

On  her  one  murmur  of  his  discontent ; ‘ 

Which  still  would  meet  with  joy,  with  calmnes-*  part, 
l^t  that  his  look  of  grief  should  reach  her  heart ; 
Which  nought  removed,  nor  menaced  to  remove — |l 
If  there  be  love  in  mortals  — this  was  love  I | 

He  was  a vlUaia  — ay,  reproaches  shower 
On  him  — but  not  the  passion,  nor  its  power,  ! 

Which  only  proved,  all  other  virtues  gone, 

Not  guilt  itself  could  quench  this  loveliest  one  1 

XIII. 

He  paused  a moment  — till  his  hastening  men 
IVvi'd  the  first  winding  downward  to  the  glen. 

“ Strange  tidings  i — many  a peril  ha\x  I pass’d. 

Nor  know  1 why  this  next  appears  the  la»t  1 | 

Yet  so  my  heart  forebodes,  but  must  not  feiu",  ' 

Nor  shall  my  followers  find  me  falter  here.  I 

’Tis  rash  to  meet,  but  surer  death  to  wait 
Till  here  they  bunt  us  to  undoubted  fate ; 

And,  If  my  plan  but  hold,  and  Fortune  smile. 

We’ll  furnish  mourners  for  our  funeral  pile.  > 

Ay,  let  them  slumber — peaceful  be  their  dreams  I | 
Mum  ne’er  awoke  them  with  such  brilliant  beams 
As  kindle  high  to*nlght  (but  blow,  thou  breeze  !)  . 

To  warm  these  slow  avengers  of  the  seas,  r 

Now  to  Medora  — Oh  I my  sinking  heart,  ! 

Long  may  her  own  be  lighter  than  thou  art ! ) ! 

Yet  was  1 brave  — mean  boast  where  all  are  brave  l ’ < 
£v'n  Insects  sting  for  aught  they  seek  to  save. 

This  common  courage  which  with  brutes  we  share. 

That  owes  Us  deadliest  efforts  to  despair. 

Small  merit  claims  — but  *t  was  my  nobler  hope 
To  teach  my  few  with  numbers  still  to  cope ; 

Long  have  I led  them  — not  to  vainly  bleed  : 

No  medium  now  — we  perish  or  succeed ; I 

So  let  it  be  — it  Irks  not  me  to  die  ; | 

But  thus  to  urge  them  whence  they  cannot  fly. 

My  lot  hath  long  had  little  of  my  care. 

But  chafes  my  pride  thus  baffled  in  the  snare  : 

Is  this  my  skill  ? my  craft  ? to  set  at  last 
Hope,  power,  and  life  u;>oi  a single  cast  ? 

Oh,  Faw  ! — accuse  toy  tolly,  not  thy  fate ! i 

She  may  redeem  thee  still,  nor  yet  too  late.  ” | 

XIV. 

Thus  with  himself  communion  held  he,  till  | 

He  reach'd  the  summit  of  his  tower-crown’d  hill : i 

There  at  the  portal  paused  — for  wild  and  soft 
He  beard  those  accents  never  bcanl  too  oft ; J 

Through  the  high  lattice  far  yet  sweet  they  rung,  1 1 
And  these  the  notes  his  bird  of  beauty'  sung  : 


“ Deep  In  my  soul  that  tender  secret  dwells, 

I/)nely  and  lost  to  light  for  evermore,  * 

Save  when  to  thine  my  heart  responsive  swells,  , i 

Then  trembles  into  silence  as  before.  j| 

2.  || 

There,  Jn  its  centre,  a sepulchral  lamp  ii 

Bums  the  slow  flame,  eternal  — but  unseen;  i 

Which  not  the  darkness  of  dej*i»air  can  damp,  , 

Though  >*ain  Its  ray  as  it  had  never  been. 
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I 3- 

I “ R«mcTnbcr  me — Oh  I pass  not  thou  my  prave 
I Without  one  thoui^ht  whose  relics  there  recline : 

' The  only  pang  my  bosom  dare  not  breve 
j j Must  be  to  find  forgetfulness  In  thine. 

ii  4. 

I I •'  My  fondest — faintest  — latest  accents  hear— 

I Grief  for  the  dead  not  virtue  can  reprove  i 

I Then  give  me  all  I erer  ask'd — a tear, 
fj  The  first — last  — sole  reward  of  so  much  love 

/I 

' He  pass’d  the  portal  — cross’d  the  corridor, 

And  reach’d  the  chamber  as  the  strain  gave  o'er : 

“ My  own  Medure ! sure  thy  song  is  sad — " 

**  In  Conrad’s  absence  wouldst  thou  have  it  glad  ? 
Without  thine  ear  to  listen  to  my  lay, 

Still  must  my  song  my  thoughts  my  soul  betray  t 
Still  must  each  accent  to  my  bosom  suit. 

My  heart  unhush’d  — although  my  lips  were  mute  1 
Oh  I many  a night  on  this  lone  couch  reclined. 

My  dreaming  fear  with  storms  hath  wing'd  the  wind. 
And  deem'd  the  breath  that  faintly  Iknn’d  thy  sail 
The  murmuring  prelude  of  the  ruder  gale  ; I 

, Though  soft,  it  seem’d  the  low  prophetic  dirge, 

I That  mourn’d  thee  fioating  on  the  savage  surge; 

Still  would  1 rise  to  rouse  the  beacon  fire,  j 

I Lest  spies  less  true  should  let  the  blaze  expire; 

And  many  a restless  hour  outwatch'd  each  star, 

' And  morning  came  — and  still  thou  wert  afar. 

Oh  1 bow  the  chill  blast  on  my  Ixtsom  blew, 

And  day  broke  dreary  on  my  troubled  view, 

I And  still  I gazed  and  gazed  — and  not  a prow 
Was  granted  to  my  tears  — my  truth  — my  vow  ! 

At  length  — t was  noon  — 1 hail’d  and  blest  the  mast 
i That  met  my  sight  — It  near'd  — Alas  I It  pa<‘seil ! 

I Another  came  — Oh  God  t 't  was  thine  at  la»t  1 
Would  that  those  days  were  over!  wht  thou  ne'er. 

My  Conrad ! leom  the  joys  of  peace  to  share  ? 

Sure  thou  ho.st  more  than  wealth,  and  many  a home 
As  bright  as  this  invites  us  not  to  roam  : 

Thou  know'st  It  b not  peril  that  1 fear, 

I I only  tremble  when  thou  art  not  here ; 

! Then  not  for  mine,  but  that  far  dearer  life, 

Which  flies  from  love  and  languishes  for  strife  — 

How  strange  that  heart,  to  me  so  tender  still, 

^ Should  war  with  nature  and  its  better  will !"  > 

I “ Yea,  strange  Indeed  — that  heart  bath  long  been 
j changed ; 

I Worm-lIkc  ’twos  trampled — adder-llkc  avenged, 

I Without  one  hope  on  earth  beyond  thy  love, 

, And  scarce  a glimpse  of  mercy  from  above. 

Yet  the  same  feeling  which  thou  dost  condemn. 

My  very  love  to  thee  b hate  to  them. 

So  closely  mingling  here,  that  dim:ntwincd, 

1 cease  to  love  thee  when  1 love  mankind  : 

I Yet  dread  not  thb  — the  proof  of  all  the  past 
, A.sfures  the  future  that  ray  love  will  last ; ■ 

j , But  — oh.  Mc'dora  t nerve  thy  gentler  heart : 

|i  This  hour  again  — but  not  for  long — we  jort.”  [ 

' i 

* f I«ord  Brron  hM  made  a fine  uw  of  the  and  < 

submitiion  <n  Chr  fenutes  of  these  regiunt,  m ruOtnuU’d  with  I 
Uie  lunlly  pride  and  martial  ferocity  of  the  raen  * and 
we  fuspect  he  ha>  lent  them  more  <o«/  than  of  rirht  behmgf  | 
to  them,  as  well  at  more  delicacy  and  reflrctiOQ  ; yet.  there  u | 
•onieihiQg  to  true  to  fucnalo  nature  in  geaarsl,  ta  hU  rctH-c.  | 


**  Thb  hour  we  part  I — ray  heart  foreboded  thb : ^ 

Thus  ever  fade  roy  fairy  dreams  of  bibs. 

'fhb  hour — it  cannot  be— >thb  hour  away  I . . 

Yon  bark  bath  hardly  anchor'd  in  the  bay : I 

Her  consort  still  U absent,  and  her  crew  1 1 

Have  need  of  rest  before  they  toll  anew  : [steel 

My  love  t thou  muck’st  my  weakness ; and  wouldst  : i 
My  breast  before  the  time  when  It  must  feel ; i 

But  trifle  now  no  more  with  my  distress, 

Such  mirth  hath  less  of  pby  than  blttemes*.  | 

Be  silent,  Conrad  1 — dearest  I come  and  shore  I 

The  feast  these  hands  delighted  to  prepare ; I 

Light  toil ! to  cull  and  dress  thy  frugal  fare  ! ( 

Sec,  I liave  pluck'd  the  frxilt  that  promised  best, 

And  where  not  sure,  perplex'd,  but  pleased,  I guess'd  1 1 
At  such  as  seem’d  the  fairest ; thrice  the  hill  i! 

My  steps  have  wound  to  try’  the  coolest  rill ; | 

Y'es  I thy  sherbet  to-nlgbt  will  sweetly  flow,  I’ 

See  how  it  sparkles  in  its  vase  of  snow  1 I j 

The  grapes'  gay  juice  thy  bosom  never  cheers ; • 

Thou  more  than  Moslem  when  the  cup  appears : i 

Think  not  I mean  to  chide  — for  I r^oice  || 

What  others  deem  a penance  b thy  choice,  I J 

I But  come,  the  board  is  spread ; our  silver  lamp  > i 

Is  trimm'd,  and  heeds  not  the  sirocco's  damp : ;| 

Then  shall  my  handmaids  while  the  time  aioug. 

And  join  with  me  the  dance,  or  wake  the  song ; 

Or  my  guitar,  which  still  thou  lov'st  to  bear. 

Shall  soothe  or  lull  — or,  should  It  vex  thine  car. 

We  11  turn  the  tale,  by  Ariosto  told, 

Of  frlr  Olympia  loved  and  left  of  old.* 

WTiy,  thou  wert  worse  than  he  who  broke  his  vow 
To  that  lost  damsel,  shouldst  thou  leave  me  now ; 

Or  even  that  traitor  chief — I’ve  seen  thee  smile. 

When  the  clear  sky  sbow'd  Ariadne’s  Isle, 

Which  I have  pointed  from  these  cliffs  the  while  ; 

And  Uias,  half  s{H)rtire,  half  in  fear,  1 said, 

I..est  time  should  raise  th.it  doubt  to  more  than  dread,  j 
Thus  Conrad,  too,  will  quit  me  for  the  main  ; 

And  he  deceived  me  — for  — he  came  again  ! ’* 

Again  — again  — and  oft  again  — my  love  1 
If  there  be  life  below,  and  hope  alM>ve, 

He  w ill  return  — but  now,  the  moments  bring 
The  time  of  i>arting  with  rvdoubU*d  wing ; 

The  why  —the  where  — what  boots  It  now  to  tell  ? < 

Since  all  must  end  In  that  wild  word  — farcwelU 
Vet  would  1 fain  — did  time  allow  — di<o:lusc  — < 

Fear  not  — these  ate  no  ft>rmidable  foes  ; j [ 

And  here  shall  watch  a more  than  wonted  guard,  i 

For  sudden  siege  and  long  defence  preiMm-d  : I 

Nor  be  thou  lonely  — tiiough  thy  lord's  away, 

Our  matrons  ami  thy  handmaids  with  thee  stay  ; 

And  this  thy  comfort  — that,  when  next  wc  meet. 
Security  shall  make  rci>ose  more  sweet. 

List!  — 'tU  the  Imgle”  — Juan  shrilly  blew  — 

**  One  kiss  — one  more  — another  — (.»h  I Adieu  I ” j 


She  rose  — she  sprung  — she  clung  to  bb  embrace. 
Till  hb  heart  heaved  beneath  her  bidden  facet 
He  dared  not  rabe  to  hU  that  deep-blue  eye, 

N\'hicb  downcast  dru(»p'd  in  tearless  agony. 


•eotation*  of  this  sort,  and  lo  much  of  the  oriental  lohnm 
and  ^ulesrcmce  In  hU|tarticuiarUdineationt.tliatitii«rari'ely 
jKwiiblfl  to  refuse  the  picture  the  pratse  of  being  cbAracteristic 
and  harmooiouA,  as  well  ai  emiuenUr  swevt  utd  beautiful  in 
iuelf.- Jirrazv.] 
s Orlando  Furioso,  CaiUo  x. 
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Her  long  f^ir  hair  lay  floating  o'er  bU  arms 
In  all  the  wildncM  of  diabe^’eH'd  charms; 

Scarce  brat  that  bosom  where  his  Image  dwelt 
So  full  — that  feeling  seem'd  almost  unfelt ! 

Hark  — peals  the  thunder  of  the  signaUgun  ! 

It  tcdd  *twas  sunset-^ and  he  cursed  that  sun. 

Again  — > again  ^ that  form  he  madly  press'd. 

Which  mutely  clasp’d.  Imploringly  caress'd  ! 

And  tottering  to  the  couch  bis  bride  he  bore. 

One  moment  gnied  — as  If  to  gase  no  more ; 

Felt  that  for  him  earth  held  but  her  alone. 

Kiss'd  her  cold  forehead ^ turn'd— b Connul  gone? 

XV. 

**  And  b he  gone?"— on  sudden  solitude 
How  oft  that  fearful  question  will  Intrude ! 

**  T was  but  an  instant  past  — and  here  he  stood  t 
And  now"  — without  the  portal's  porch  she  rtish'd, 
And  then  at  length  her  tears  In  fr^om  gush'd ; 

Big  — bright  — and  Ihst,  unknown  to  her  they  felt ; 
But  still  her  Ups  refused  to  send  — “ Farewell ! " 

For  In  that  word  — that  (ktal  word  — howe’er 
We  prondse  — hope — believe  — there  breathes  despair. 
O'er  every  feature  of  that  still,  pale  flure. 

Had  sorrow  fix'd  what  time  can  ne'er  erase : 

The  tender  blue  of  that  Urge  loving  eye 
Grew  froxen  with  Its  gaxe  on  vacancy, 

TUl  — Oh,  how  Ur  1 — It  caught  a glimpse  of  him. 
And  then  It  flow'd  — and  pbrensied  seem’d  to  swim. 
Through  those  long,  dark,  and  glbtenlng  laches  dew'd 
With  drops  of  sadness  oft  to  be  renew'd. 

**  He's  gonel" — against  her  heart  that  band  b driven, 
Convulsed  and  quick  — then  gently  raised  to  heaven : 
She  look’d  and  saw  the  beavh^  of  the  main ; 

The  white  sail  set  — she  dared  not  look  again  ; 

But  turn’d  with  sickening  soul  within  the  gate  — ■ 

**  It  is  no  dream  — and  1 am  desolate ! ’’  > 

XVI, 

From  crag  to  crag  descending,  swiftly  sped 
Stem  Conrad  down,  nor  once  he  turn'd  bis  head ; 
But  shrunk  whene’er  the  windings  of  hit  way 
Forced  on  hb  eye  what  be  would  not  survey, 

Ub  lone  but  lovely  dweUing  on  the  steep, 

'lliat  hail'd  him  first  when  homeward  from  the  deep : 
And  she  — the  dim  and  melancholy  star, 

>Vho8c  ray  of  beauty  reach'd  him  from  afar, 

On  her  be  must  not  gaze,  he  must  not  think, 

There  he  might  rest — but  on  Destruction’s  hriak : 
Yet  once  almost  he  stopp'd  — and  nearly  gave 
Hit  Utc  to  chance,  hb  priyects  to  the  wave : 

But  no  — it  must  not  be  — a worthy  chief 
May  melt,  but  not  betray  to  woman's  grief. 

He  sees  his  bark,  he  notes  how  fair  the  wind. 

And  sternly  gathers  all  bis  might  of  mind : 

Again  he  hurries  on  — and  as  he  hcai-s 
The  clang  of  tumult  vibrate  on  hb  ears, 

The  busy  sounds,  the  bustle  of  the  shore, 

The  shout,  the  signal,  and  the  dashing  oar  ; 

As  marks  hb  eye  the  seaboy  on  the  mast. 

The  anchors  rise,  the  saiU  unfurling  fast. 

The  waving  kerchiefs  of  the  crowd  that  urge 
That  mute  adieu  to  those  who  stem  the  surge ; 

And  more  than  all,  his  blood>ml  flag  aloft. 

He  roarvell'd  how  hb  heart  could  seem  so  soft. 

* rWf  do  not  know  aJiy  ihinf  In  poetry  more  b«iuUfol  or 

IkUciilng  than  tliU  picture  uf  lUcir  pariing.  — JarravY.  j 


Fire  In  hb  glance,  and  wildness  in  hb  breast. 

He  feeb  of  all  bU  former  self  possest ; 
lie  bounds  — he  flics  — until  hb  footsteps  reach 
The  verge  where  ends  the  clltf,  begins  the  beach. 
There  checks  hb  speed ; but  (Miuses  less  to  breathe 
The  breezy  freshness  of  the  deep  beneath. 

Than  there  hb  wonted  statelier  step  renew  ; 

Nor  rush,  disturb’d  by  baste,  to  vulgar  view ; 

For  well  had  Conrad  learn 'd  to  curb  the  cron  d. 

By  arts  that  veil,  and  oft  preserve  the  proud ; 

His  was  the  lofty  port,  the  distant  mien. 

That  seems  to  shun  the  sight  — and  awes  If  seen : 
The  solemn  aspect,  and  the  hlgb-bom  eye, 

That  checks  low  mirth,  but  tacks  not  courtesy ; 

All  these  he  wielded  to  command  assent : 

But  where  he  wished  to  win,  so  well  unbent. 

That  kindness  concell'd  fear  in  those  who  heard. 

And  others'  gifts  show’d  mean  beside  hb  word. 

When  echo'd  to  the  heart  as  from  hb  own 
Ub  deep  yet  tender  melody  of  tone : 

But  such  was  foreign  to  his  wonted  mood. 

He  cared  not  what  be  soften'd,  but  subdued : 

The  evil  passions  of  hb  youth  ba*l  made 
Him  value  less  who  loved  — than  what  obey'd. 

XVIL 

Arotmd  him  mustering  ranged  his  ready  gtiard. 
Before  him  Juan  standi  — **  Are  all  prepared  ? " 

" They  arc— nay  more  — embark'd : the  latest  boat 

Waits  but  my  chief ’’ 

“ My  sword,  and  my  capote." 
Soon  firmly  girded  on,  and  lightly  slung, 

Ub  belt  and  cloak  were  o’er  bb  shoulders  flung : 

“ Call  Pedro  here  I " He  comes — and  Connul  bends. 
With  all  the  courtesy  he  deign'd  bis  friends ; 

“ Receive  these  tablets,  and  peruse  with  care. 

Words  of  high  trust  and  truth  are  graven  there ; 
Double  the  guard,  and  when  Anselmo’s  bark 
Arrives,  let  him  alike  these  orders  mark : 

In  three  days  (serve  the  breeze)  the  luu  shall  shine 
On  our  return  — till  then  all  peace  be  thine  » " 

This  said,  hb  brother  Pirate's  band  he  wrung. 

Then  to  hb  boat  vrith  haughty  gesture  spiung. 
Flash'd  the  dipt  oars,  and  sparkling  with  the  stroke. 
Around  the  waves*  phosphoric^  brightness  broke; 

They  gain  the  vessel  — on  the  deck  he  stancs, 

Shrieks  the  shrill  whbtle  — ply  the  busy  hands 

He  marks  how  well  the  ship  her  helm  obeys. 

How  gallant  all  her  crew  — and  deigns  to  pi^ss. 

His  eyes  of  pride  to  young  Gonsalvo  turn  — 

Why  doth  he  start,  and  inly  seem  to  mourn  ? 

Alas : those  eyes  beheld  hb  rocky  tower, 

And  live  a moment  o'er  the  parting  hour ; 

She  — hb  Medora  — did  she  mark  the  prow  ? 

Ah  ! never  loved  be  half  so  much  as  now ! 

But  much  must  yet  be  done  ere  dawn  of  day  — 
Again  he  mans  himself  and  turns  away ; 

Down  to  the  cabin  with  Gonsalvo  bends. 

And  there  imfolds  hb  plan — his  nteans  — and  ends: 
Before  them  bums  the  lamp,  and  spreads  the  chart. 
And  all  that  speaks  and  aids  the  naval  art ; 

They  to  the  midnight  watch  protract  debate ; 
j To  anxious  eyes  what  hour  Is  ever  late  ? 

Meantime,  the  steady  breeze  serenely  blew, 

And  last  and  falcon-Ukc  the  vessel  ^w ; 

* By  night.  particiiUrIr  in  a warm  Utitud.*.  erpry  ttndie  t»f 
the  oar.  every  motion  of  the  boat  or  ship,  !■  followed  by  a 
•light  flash  like  sheet  lightning  from  the  water. 
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Pass’d  the  blRh  headlands  of  each  clustering  We, 

To  gain  lh:*lr  port — long—  long  ere  raomlog smile: 
And  soon  the  night-glass  through  the  narrow  bay 
Discovers  where  the  Pacha’s  galleys  lay. 

Count  they  each  s*ul  — and  mark  how  there  supine 
The  lights  In  vain  o’er  heedless  Moslem  shine. 
Secure,  unnoted,  Conrad's  prow  pass’d  by, 

And  anchor’d  where  his  ambush  meant  to  Ue; 
Screen’d  from  espial  by  the  jutting  cape. 

That  rears  on  high  Its  rude  fantastic  shape. 

TTu-n  rose  his  band  to  duty  — not  from  sleep  — 
Equipp’d  for  deeds  alike  on  land  or  deep ; 

While  loan’d  their  leader  o’er  the  fretting  flood. 

And  calmly  talk’d  — and  yet  he  talk’d  irf  blood ! 


ClDr  erorsair. 
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“ Conoicestc  I dubiost  dcsirl  ? ” — D kata.  | 

i 

1. 

la  Colon’s  bay  floats  many  a galley  light, 

'rhrough  Coron's  lattices  the  lamps  arc  bright. 

For  Seyd,  the  Pacha,  makes  a feast  to-night : 

I A feast  for  promised  triumph  yet  to  come, 

I Wljen  he  shall  drag  the  fetter’d  Rovers  home ; 

1 l*his  hath  he  sworn  by  Alla  and  his  sword. 

And  faithful  to  his  firman  and  his  word,  i 

I His  summon'd  prows  collect  along  the  coast. 

And  great  the  gathering  crews,  and  loud  the  boast ; 
Already  shared  the  captives  and  the  prlxe. 

Though  fiu*  the  distant  foe  they  thus  despise ; I 

I ’T  is  but  to  sail  — no  doubt  to-monow’s  Sun 
j Will  see  the  Pirates  bound  — their  haven  won  ! ' 

I Meantime  the  watch  may  slumber,  if  they  will,  I 

j Nor  only  wake  to  war,  but  dreaming  kill.  1 

' Though  all,  who  can,  disperse  on  shore  and  seek  | 
I To  flesh  their  glowing  valour  on  the  Greek ; | 

How  well  s\ich  deed  becomes  the  turban’d  brave  — i 
j To  bare  the  sabre’s  edge  before  a slave ! j 

Infest  bis  dwelling  — but  forbear  to  slay,  i 

Their  arms  are  strong,  yet  merciful  to-day,  1 

And  do  not  deign  to  smite  because  they  may  ! i 

Unless  some  gay  caprice  suggests  the  blow,  \ 

To  keep  In  practice  for  the  coming  foe.  i 

Revel  and  rout  the  evening  hours  beguile. 

And  they  who  wish  to  wear  a head  must  smile ; 

■ For  Moslem  mouths  produce  their  choicest  cheer,  ] 
I And  hoard  their  curses,  till  the  coast  Is  clear. 

1 

High  in  his  hall  reclines  the  turban’d  Seyd ; 
i Around  — the  bearded  chiefs  he  came  to  lead.  ] 

Removed  the  banquet,  and  the  last  pilaff — 

Forbidden  draughts,  tls  said,  he  dared  to  quaff, 

I ' Coffee.  > “ Chihouqae,"  pipe.  > Dancing  girl*. 

I * Jl  ha»  obterred,  th*t  Conrad'*  enterini  dUwi»efl  a* 

a *py  U out  of  nature.  I’erhap*  *o.  I find  lomctning  not 
tinJike  it  in  hUtory ; — “ .Anxlou*  to  explore  with  ht*  own  err* 

• thr  ttxt?  of  the  Vandal*.  Majorlan  ventured,  nOcr  ditgulimr 
I the  colour  uf  bU  hair,  to  rldt  Carthage  iu  (he  character  of  Ida 

I 
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Though  to  the  rest  the  solwr  berry’s  juice  * • 

The  slaves  bear  round  fur  rigid  Moslems’  use ; 

The  long  chibouque’s^  dissolving  cloud  supply,  • 

WTiilc  dance  the  Almas  5 to  wild  minstrels)'.  j 

*rhe  rising  mom  wilt  view  the  chiefs  embark ; | 

Hut  waves  arc  somewhat  treacherous  in  the  dark  : I 

.\nd  revellers  nvty  more  securely  sleep  ! 

On  silken  couch  than  o'er  the  rugged  deep : , j 

Kex't  there  who  can  — nor  combat  till  they  must. 

And  less  to  conquest  than  to  Kurons  trust : 

And  yet  the  numbers  crowded  In  his  host  ' 

Might  warrant  more  than  even  the  Pacha’s  boast.  | 

IIL 

With  cautious  reverence  from  the  outer  gate 
.Slow  stalks  the  slave,  whose  office  there  to  wait. 

Bows  bis  bent  bead  — bis  hand  salutes  the  floor, 

Ere  yet  bis  tongue  the  trusted  tidings  bore  t 
**  A captive  Dervlse,  from  the  pirate’s  nest 
Escatied,  Is  here  — himself  would  tell  the  rest."^ 

He  took  the  sign  from  Scyd's  as-senling  eye, 

And  led  the  holy  man  In  silence  nigh.  i 

HU  arms  were  folded  on  hU  dark-green  vest,  | 

His  step  was  feeble,  and  his  look  deprest ; I 

Yet  worn  be  seem'd  of  hardship  more  than  years, 

And  pale  his  cheek  with  penance,  not  from  fears. 

Vow’d  to  his  God  — his  sable  locks  be  wore, 

And  these  hU  lofty  cap  rose  proudly  o'er : 

Around  bU  form  bis  loose  long  robe  was  thrown. 

And  wrapt  a breast  bestow'd  on  heaven  alone ; 
SubmUsivc,  yet  with  self-posses«iou  mann’d. 

He  calmly  met  the  curious  eyes  that  scann’d;  | 

And  question  of  hU  coming  fain  would  seek,  i 

Before  the  Pacha’s  will  allow'd  to  speak. 

IV. 

“ ^^'hence  com'st  thou,  Dervlse  ? ” i 

“ From  the  outlaw’s  den,  [ 

A foglUvc  — ” 

“ Thy  capture  where  and  when  ? ** 

“ From  Scalanovo’s  port  to  Scio’s  Isle, 

The  Saick  was  bound ; but  Alla  did  not  smile  | 

l.'lHfn  our  course  — the  Moslem  merchant’s  gains  j 
The  Rovers  won ; our  limbs  have  worn  their  chains. 

I had  no  death  to  fear,  nor  wealth  to  boast,  | 

Beyond. the  wandering  freedom  which  I lost; 

At  length  TTlsher’s  humble  boat  by  night  * 

.\tforded  hope,  and  ofl'er’d  chance  uf  flight; 

I seized  the  hour,  and  find  roy  safety  here  — 

With  thee  — most  mighty  Pacha  I who  can  fear  ? ” 

“ How  speed  the  outlaws  ? stand  they  well  prepared. 
Their  plunder'd  wealth,  and  robber's  rock,  to  guard  ? 
Dream  they  of  thU  our  preparation,  doom'd 
To  slew  with  fire  their  scorpion  nest  consumed  7 " 

Pacha ! the  fetter'd  captive’s  mourning  eye, 

That  weeps  for  flight,  but  ill  can  play  the  spy ; 

I only  heard  the  reckless  waters  roar, 

Those  waves  that  would  not  bear  me  from  the  shore  ; 

I only  mark’d  the  glorious  sun  and  sky, 

Too  bright  — too  blue  — for  my  captivity ; | 

owm  lunlussruior ; and  Genwric  wm  aftettrard*  mortiftiHl  by  * 
the  diirovery,  tiuU  lie  had  rntertaloed  aiul  dl*ml**eil  the  Km-  . 
prror  of  the  Roman*.  Such  an  anecdote  may  be  rejecUsl  aa  , { 
an  ifnnrolialile  Action ; hut  It  it  a fiction  which  would  not  hav«  r | 
been  imoglnoti  iinleu  In  the  life  of  a beru”  — See  Gibl>uo*6  I 
Drclme  and  Kail,  Tuh  vi.  p.  lAO.  | 
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THE  CORSAHt 


And  felt — that  all  which  Freedom'!  boaum  chetrs, 
Mu!<t  break  my  chain  before  it  dried  my  tears. 

This  may'st  thoujuibir,  at  least,  from  my  c$ca|>c, 
They  little  deem  of  aught  in  peril's  shape  j 
Else  vainly  had  I pray'd  or  sought  the  chance 
That  leads  me  here  — if  e>*ed  with  vigilance : 

The  careless  guard  that  did  not  see  me  fly 
May  watch  as  idly  when  thy  power  is  nigh. 

Pacha ! — my  limbs  are  fhint  — and  nature  craves 
Food  for  my  hunger,  rest  from  tossing  waves ; 

Permit  my  absence  — peace  be  «ith  Ihcc  ! Peace 
With  all  around  ! — now  grant  repose release. '* 

“ Stay,  Dervise ! I have  more  to  question  — ■ stay, 

1 do  command  thee  — sit— > dost  hesir  ? — ol»cy  : 
More  I must  ask,  and  food  the  slaves  shall  bring ; 
Thou  shalt  not  pine  where  all  are  ban<iuctlng  : 

The  supper  done  — prepare  thee  to  reply. 

Clearly  and  full — I love  not  mystery.” 

Twerc  vain  to  guess  what  shook  the  pious  n:an, 
\Vho  look’d  not  lovingly  on  that  Divan  ; 

Nor  show'd  high  TcUsh  for  the  banquet  prest. 

And  leas  respect  for  every  fellow  guest 
’Twas  but  a moment's  peevish  hectic  pass'd 
Along  his  cheek,  and  tranquIIUsed  as  : 

He  sate  him  down  in  silence,  and  bU  look 
Resumed  the  calmness  which  before  forsook  : 

The  feast  was  usher'd  in  — but  sumptuous  fare 
Ue  thunn’d  as  if  some  poison  mingled  there. 

For  one  so  long  condemn’d  to  toil  and  fast, 

Methinks  be  strangely  siiares  the  rich  repast 

“ ails  thee,  Dervise  ? eat — dost  thou  suppo^ 
This  feast  a Christian 's  ? or  my  friends  thy  foes  ? 
Why  dost  thou  shun  the  salt  7 that  sacred  pledge, 
Which,  once  partaken,  blunts  the  sabre’s  edge, 

Makes  ev’n  eontemling  tribes  in  peace  unite. 

And  hated  busts  seem  brethren  to  the  sight  I” 

Salt  seasons  dainties  — and  my  food  is  still 
The  humblest  root  my  drink  the  simplest  rill ; 

And  my  stem  vow  and  order's ' laws  oppose 
To  break  or  mingle  bread  with  Mends  or  fin^ ; 

It  may  M'cm  strange  — if  there  l)e  aught  to  dread, 
That  peril  rests  upon  my  single  head  ; 

But  for  thy  sway  — nay  more — thy  Sultan's  throne, 
1 taste  nor  bread  nor  banquet  — save  alone ; 
Infringed  our  order’s  rule,  the  Prophet’s  rage 
To  Mecca's  dome  might  bar  my  pilgrimage.” 

« Well  — as  thou  wilt  — ascetic  as  thou  Jirt  — 

One  question  answer ; then  In  peace  dci>art. 

Ihtw  many  ? — Ha ! It  cannot  sure  be  day  ? 

star  — what  sun  is  bursting  on  the  bay  ? 

It  shines  a lake  of  Arc  { — away  — away  I 
Ho  I treachery  I my  guards  t my  scimitar  J 
The  galleys  feed  the  flames  — and  1 afar  1 
Accursed  Dervise  ! — these  thy  tidings  — thou 
Some  villain  spy  — seiie  — cleave  him  — slay  him 
now  r 

Up  rose  the  Dervise  with  that  burst  of  light. 

Nor  less  hia  change  of  form  appall'd  the  sight ; 

Up  rose  that  Dervise  — not  In  saintly  garb, 

But  like  a warrior  bounding  on  his  ^irb, 

• The  Derriift  are  in  colleges,  and  of  different  orders,  os 

the  irtoivkk.  s “ Z«Unal,"  Satan. 

* A coiDtnoQ  and  not  very  novel  eflbct  of  Mutiuiroon  anger. 
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Dash’d  bis  high  cap,  and  tore  his  rube  away  — 
Shone  hit  mail’d  breast,  and  flash’d  his  sabre’s  ray  ! 
His  close  but  glittering  casque,  and  sable  plume, 

More  glittering  eye,  and  bluk  brow's  sabler  gloom, 
Glared  on  the  Moslems'  eyes  some  Afrit  sprite, 
AVbose  demon  death-blow  left  no  hope  for  fight. 

The  wild  confusion,  and  the  swarthy  glow 
Of  flames  on  high,  and  torches  from  l^low ; 

The  shriek  of  terror,  and  the  mingling  yell  — 

For  swords  began  to  clash,  and  shouts  to  swell  — 
Flung  o’er  that  spot  of  earth  the  air  of  hell ! 
Distracted,  to  and  fro,  the  flying  slaves 
Behold  but  bloody  shore  and  fiery  waves ; 

Nought  heeded  they  the  Pacha’s  angry  cry, 

They  seise  that  Dervise  1 — seise  on  Zatamii ! 

He  uw  their  terror  — check’d  the  first  de^iwlr 
That  urged  him  but  to  stand  and  perish  there. 

Since  for  too  early  and  too  well  obey'd. 

The  flame  was  kindled  ere  the  signal  made ; 

He  saw  ihclr  terror — from  his  baldric  drew 
His  bugle  — brief  the  blast  — but  shrilly  blew ; 

’Tls  answer’d Well  ye  speed,  my  gallant  enw  S 
Why  did  1 doubt  their  quickness  of  carver  ? 

And  deem  di^lgn  had  left  me  single  here?** 

Sweeps  bis  long  arm  — that  sabre's  whirling  .sway 
Sheds  foot  atonement  for  its  first  delay ; 

Completes  his  friry  what  their  fear  begun, 

And  makes  the  many  basely  quail  to  one. 

The  cloven  turbans  o’er  the  chamber  spread. 

And  scarce  an  arm  dare  rise  to  guard  its  head : 

Even  SeyrI,  convulsed,  o'crwhelm’d,  with  rage,  sur» 
prise. 

Retreats  before  him,  though  he  still  defies. 

No  craven  he  — and  yet  he  dreads  the  blow, 

So  much  Confusion  magniftes  bis  foe  ! 

His  biasing  galleys  still  distract  his  sight. 

He  tore  his  beard,  and  foaming  fled  the  fight ; ^ 

For  now  the  pirates  piss'd  the  Hanun  gate. 

And  burst  within  — and  it  were  death  to  wait ; 
Where  wild  Amascinent  shrieking  — kneeling  — 
throws 

The  sword  aside  — In  vain  — the  blood  o'erflows  1 
The  Corsairs  pouring,  haste  to  where  within 
Invited  Conrad's  bugle,  and  the  din 
Of  groaning  victims,  and  wild  cries  fur  life, 
Proclaim'd  bow  well  he  did  the  work  of  strife. 

They  shout  to  find  him  grim  and  lonely  there, 

A glutted  tiger  mangling  in  hU  lair  ! 

But  short  their  greeting — shorter  his  reply  — 

“ ’Tis  well  — but  Seyd  cscai)es — and  he  must  die  — 
Much  hath  been  done  — but  more  remains  to  do  — 
Their  galleys  blaie  — why  not  their  city  too  ?” 

V. 

Quick  at  the  word  they  seized  him  each  a torch. 

And  fire  the  dome  from  minaret  to  porch. 

A stem  delight  was  fix’d  in  Conrad's  eye, 

But  sudden  sunk  — for  on  his  ear  the  cry 
Of  women  struck,  and  like  a deadly  knell 
Kntnrk'd  at  that  heart  unmoved  by  battle’s  yell. 

**  Oh  1 burst  the  Uaram  — wrong  rot  on  your  lives 
One  female  form  — remember  — ice  have  wives. 

On  them  such  outrage  Vengeance  will  repay ; 

Man  is  our  foe,  and  such  ’tls  ours  to  slay  : 

But  still  we  spared  — must  spare  the  weaker  prey. 

See  Prince  RujMc't  Memoirs,  j^airo  24.  **  The  Seratkkr 
received  & wound  In  the  tltjch  j he  pltK'ked  up  hit  U-ard  by 
the  roots,  beemusu  he  was  ol>liire<t  to  quit  the  Geld.** 
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Oh  ! I forgot  — but  nravcn  will  not  forgive 
If  at  mjr  word  the  helpless  cease  to  live ; 

Follow  who  will  — I go  — wc  yet  have  time 
Our  souls  to  lighten  of  at  least  a crime.” 

He  climbs  the  crackling  stUr  — he  bursts  the  door, 
Nor  feels  his  feet  glow  scorching  with  the  floor; 

His  breath  choked  gasping  with  the  volumed  smoke, 
But  still  from  room  to  room  his  way  he  broke. 

They  search  — they  fltid  — they  save : with  lusty  omvi 
Each  bears  a prize  of  unregarded  charms ; 

Calm  their  loud  fears ; sustain  their  sinking  fmme* 
With  all  the  care  defenceless  beauty  clainu : 

So  well  could  Conrad  tame  their  fiercest  moo«!. 

And  check  the  very  bands  with  gore  lmbnie<L 
But  who  is  she  ? whom  Conrad's  arms  convey 
From  reeking  pile  and  combat’s  wn^rk  away  — 

Who  but  the  love  of  him  he  dooms  to  bloc  ? 

The  Uanun  queen  — but  still  the  slave  of  Scyd  ! 


Brief  time  had  Conrad  now  to  greet  Oulnare,  f 
Few  words  to  re-assure  the  trembling  fair ; 

For  in  that  pause  compassion  snatch’d  from  war. 

The  foe  Ixifore  retiring,  fast  and  far. 

With  wonder  saw  their  foobtei>$  unpursued. 

First  slowlier  fled  — then  rallied  — then  withstowl. 
This  Seyd  i>erceivea,  then  first  perceives  how  few. 
Compart  with  his,  the  Corsair’s  roving  crew. 

And  blushes  o’er  his  error,  as  he  eyes 
The  ruin  wrought  by  panic  and  suipri-Jc. 

Alla  il  Alla  I Vengeance  swells  the  cry  — 

Sb.'ime  mounts  to  rage  that  must  alone  or  die  ! 

And  flame  for  flame  and  blood  for  blood  must  tell. 
The  tide  of  triumph  ebbs  that  flow’d  too  well  — 
When  wrath  returns  to  renovated  strife. 

And  those  who  fought  for  conquest  strike  for  life. 

Conrad  beheld  the  danger  — be  beheld 

Hii  followers  faint  by  freshening  fow  repell’d  ; 

“ One  effort  — one  — to  break  the  circling  host ! *’ 
They  form  — unite  — charge  — waver — all  is  Icet ! 
Within  a narrower  ring  compress'd,  beset. 

Hopeless,  not  heartless,  strive  and  struggle  yet  — 

Ah  t now  they  fight  in  firmest  flic  no  more, 

Hemm'd  In  — cut  off — cleft  down  — and  trampled 
o’er; 

I But  each  strikes  singly,  silently,  and  home, 

I And  sinks  outwearied  rather  than  o'crcume, 

I His  last  faint  quittance  rendering  with  his  breath, 

I Till  the  blade  glimmers  in  the  grasp  of  death ! 


The  Corsair  vow'd  protection,  soothed  affright, 

As  if  his  homage  were  a woman’s  right. 

•*  The  wbh  U wrong  — nay,  worse  for  female  — vain; 
Vet  much  I long  to  view  that  chief  again ; 

If  but  to  thank  for,  what  my  fear  forgot, 

I The  life  — my  loving  lord  remember’d  not  I” 

I vm. 

! And  him  she  saw,  where  thickest  carnage  si»rcad, 

But  gather'd  breathing  from  the  happier  dead ; 

Far  from  his  band,  and  battling  with  a host 
That  deem  right  dearly  won  the  field  he  lost. 

Fell’d  — bleeding  — baffled  of  the  death  he  sought. 
And  snatch’d  to  expiate  all  the  ills  he  wrought ; 
Prc?en'cd  to  Unger  and  to  live  in  vain, 

\Vhilc  Vengi*ancc  ponder’d  o'er  new  plans  of  pain. 
And  stanch’d  the  blooil  she  saves  to  shctl  again  — 
But  drop  for  drop,  for  ScyU’s  unglutted  eye 
Would  doom  him  ever  dying  — ne’er  to  die  i 
Can  this  be  he  ? triumphant  late  she  saw, 
j WTien  his  red  hand's  wild  gesture  waved,  a law  t 
’TLs  he  indeed  — disarm'd  but  undeprvst. 

His  sole  regret  the  life  he  still  possest ; 

I His  wounds  too  slight,  though  taken  with  that  will. 
Which  would  have  kiss'd  the  hand  that  then  could 
kill. 

Oh  were  there  none,  of  all  the  many  given, 

To  send  his  soul — he  scarcely  aj»k’d  to  heaven  ? 
Must  he  alone  of  all  retain  his  breath. 

Who  more  than  all  bad  striven  and  struck  for  death  7 
He  deeply  felt  — what  mortal  hearts  mu>t  feel, 

WTien  thus  reversed  on  faithless  fortune's  wheel, 

* For  crimes  committed,  and  the  victor's  threat 
Of  lingering  tortures  to  repay  the  debt  — 

I He  deeply,  darkly  felt ; but  evil  pride 
That  led  to  perpetrate  — now  serves  to  hide, 
sun  in  bis  stem  and  self-collected  mien 
A conqueror's  more  than  captive’s  air  b seen, 

' Though  faint  with  wasUng  toil  and  stiffening  wound. 
But  few  that  saw  — so  calmly  gazed  around  : 

Though  the  far  shouUng  of  the  distant  crowd. 

Their  tremors  o’er,  rose  InsolcnUy  loud. 

The  better  warriors  who  beheld  him  near, 

Insulted  not  the  foe  who  taught  them  fear ; 

And  the  grim  guards  that  to  bb  durance  led, 

1 In  silence  eyed  him  with  a secret  dread. 


But  first,  ere  came  the  rallying  host  to  blows. 

And  rank  to  rank,  ancl  hand  to  hand  oppose, 

Gulnare  and  all  her  Uanun  handmaids  fired. 

Safe  in  the  dome  of  one  who  held  their  creed. 

By  Conrad's  mandate  safely  were  bestow’d. 

And  dried  those  tears  for  life  and  fame  that  flow’d  : 
.\nd  when  that  dark-cyet!  lady,  young  Gulnare, 
Ttecall'd  those  thoughts  late  wandering  In  despair. 
Much  did  she  marvel  o’er  the  courtesy 
Tnat  smooth’d  hb  accents  ; soften'd  in  hit  eye : 
*Twas  strange  — that  robber  thus  with  gore  bedew’d 
Seem'd  gentler  the;i  than  Scyd  In  fondest  mood. 

The  Pacha  woo’d  as  if  be  deem'd  the  slavr 
Must  seem  delighted  with  the  heart  he  gave  ; 

* Gulnare.  a female  name ; It  mcann,  literally,  the  rr  of 
the  po*au'i;T!matc. 


Tlie  Leech  was  sent  — but  not  in  mercy  — there, 
To  note  how  much  the  life  yet  left  could  Iwar ; 

He  found  enough  to  load  with  heaviest  chain. 

And  promise  foeting  for  the  wrench  of  pain ; 
Tomorrow  — yea  — to-morrow’s  evening  sun 
Will  sinking  see  impalement’s  pangs  begun, 

And  rising  with  the  wonted  blush  of  mom 
, Behold  how  well  or  ill  those  pangs  are  borne. 

Of  torments  this  the  longest  and  the  worst, 

W'hich  adds  all  other  agony  to  thirst. 

That  day  by  day  death  still  forbears  to  slake, 

WTiilc  famish’d  vultures  flit  around  the  stake. 

“ Oh  I water  — water!” — smiling  Hate  denies 
The  victim’s  prayer  — for  If  he  drinks  he  dle-s. 

This  was  hb  doom: — the  Leech,  tlic  guard  were 
gone, 

And  left  proud  Conrad  fetter’d  and 
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X. 

’T  were  vain  to  paint  to  what  h!-*  fcdin^p  grew  — 
j It  even  were  doubtful  if  their  victim  knew. 

I There  1$  a war,  a chao$  of  the  mind, 

I When  all  its  elements  convulse<l  — combined  — 

' Lie  dark  and  jarring  with  perturbed  force, 

' And  gnashing  with  impenitent  Remorse— 

That  juggling  fiend  — who  never  spake  before  — 

I But  cries  “ 1 warn’d  thcc  t"  when  the. deed  Is  o'er. 

' Vain  voice  I the  spirit  burning  but  unbent. 

Mar  writhe  — rebel  — the  weak  alone  repent  f 
, I Even  in  that  loneljr  hour  when  most  It  feels, 

I And,  to  itself,  all  — all  that  self  reveals, 

I No  ringle  passion,  and  no  ruling  thought 
I That  leaves  the  rest  as  once  unseen,  unsought ; 

! But  the  wild  prospect  when  the  soul  reviews, 

} All  rushing  throtigh  their  thousand  avenues. 
Ambition’s  dreams  expiring,  love’s  regret. 

Endanger'd  glor>*,  life  itself  beset ; 

The  joy  untasted,  the  contempt  or  hate 
'Gainst  those  who  fain  would  triumph  in  our  fate ; 
The  hopeless  past,  the  hasting  future  driven 
Too  quickly  on  to  gue»s  of  bell  or  heaven ; 

Deeds,  thoughts,  and  words,  perhaps  remember'd  not 
So  keenly  till  that  hour,  but  neVr  forgot ; 

’ Things  light  or  lovely  in  (heir  acted  time, 

I But  now  to  stem  reflection  each  a crime ; 

The  withering  sense  of  evil  unrevcal'd, 
j Mot  cankering  less  because  the  more  conceal’d  — 

All,  in  a word,  from  which  all  eyes  must  start. 

That  opening  sepulchre  — the  naked  heart 
Bares  with  Its  buried  woes,  till  Pride  awake, 

To  snatch  the  mliror  from  the  soul  — and  break. 

Ay  — Pride  can  veil,  and  Courage  brave  it  all,— 

All  — all  — before  — • beyond  — the  deadliest  fail. 
Eachhath  some  fear,  and  be  who  least  betrays, 

The  only  hypocrite  deserving  praise : 

Not  the  loud  recreant  wretch  who  boasts  and  flies ; 
But  he  who  looks  on  death  — and  silent  dies. 

! So  steel’d  by  pondering  o’er  his  far  career. 

He  half-way  meets  him  should  he  menace  near  I 

XI. 

In  the  high  chamber  of  his  highest  tower 
Sate  Conrad,  fetter’d  In  the  l*acha‘s  power. 

His  palace  perish’d  In  the  flame  — this  fort 
Contain’d  at  once  his  captive  and  his  court 
Not  much  could  Conrad  of  his  sentence  bliune. 

His  foe.  If  vanquish'd,  had  but  shared  the  same : — 
Alone  he  sate  — in  solitude  had  scami’d 
HU  guilty  bosom,  but  that  breast  be  mann’d : 

One  thought  alone  be  could  not  — dared  not  meet  — 
“ Oh,  how  these  tidings  will  Medora  greet  ? ” 

Then  — only  then  — his  clanking  hands  he  raised, 
And  strain’d  with  rage  the  chain  on  which  he  gaxed ; 
But  soon  he  found  — or  feign'd  — or  dream’d  relief, 
And  smiled  in  self-derision  of  bU  grief, 

**  And  now  come  torture  when  It  will  — or  may, 
More  need  of  rest  to  nerve  me  for  the  day  I ’* 

This  said,  with  languor  to  hU  mat  he  crept. 

And,  whatsoe'er  his  visions,  quickly  slept. 

’’Pwas  hardly  midnight  when  that  fray  begun. 

For  Conrad's  plans  matured,  at  once  were  done : 

And  Havoc  loathes  so  much  the  waste  of  time, 

She  scarce  had  left  an  uncommitted  crime. 

One  hour  beheld  him  since  the  tide  he  stemm’d  — 
Disguised  — discover'd  — conquering  — ta’en  — con- 
demn'd— 


A chief  on  land  — an  outlaw  on  the  deep  — 
Destroying  — saving  — prison’d  — and  asleep  I 


I He  slept  in  calmest  seeming  — for  his  breath  ' 

I Was  bush’d  so  deep — Ah  l happy  if  in  death ! | 

{ He  slept  — Who  o’er  bis  placid  slumber  bends  ? ^ , 

I His  foes  are  gone  — and  here  he  hath  no  friends  ; I 
: U it  some  seraph  sent  to  irrant  him  grace  ? 
j No,  *tU  an  earthly  form  with  heavenly  6ce ! |j 

i Its  white  arm  raised  a lamp  — yet  gently  hid, 

; Lest  the  ray  fla.sh  abruptly  on  the  lid  j 

j Of  that  closed  eye,  which  opens  but  to  pain,  j 1 

; And  once  unclosed  — but  once  may  close  again.  t 

I That  form,  with  e>*e  so  dark,  and  cheek  so  fair,  I 

I And  auburn  waves  of  gemm'd  and  braided  hair ; 

' With  shape  of  fairy  lightness  — naked  foot,  ' 

; That  shines  like  snow,  and  falls  on  earth  as  mute  — 
Through  guards  and  dunnest  night  how  came  it  there?  , 

' Ah  ! rather  ask  what  will  not  woman  dare  ? |i 

I Wliom  youth  and  pity  lead  like  thee,  Oulnare  I | 

I She  could  not  sleep  — and  while  the  Pacha's  rest  ^ 

I In  muttering  dreams  yet  saw  his  pirate-guest, 

I .She  left  his  side  — bis  ilgnet-ring  she  bore,  I j 

Which  oft  In  sport  adorn'd  her  bund  before  — 

' And  with  it,  scarcely  question’d,  won  her  way  i 

Through  drowsy  guiuvls  that  must  that  sign  obey.  1 1 
I Worn  out  with  toll,  and  tired  with  changing  blowy,  I j 

; Their  eyes  had  envied  Conrad  bis  repose ; 1| 

And  chill  and  nodding  at  the  turret  door. 

They  stretch  their  listless  limbs,  and  watch  no  more ; 
Just  raised  their  beads  to  ball  the  signet-ring,  I 

Nor  ask  or  what  or  who  the  sign  may  bring. 

XIII. 

She  gazed  in  wonder,  “ Can  he  calmly  sleep, 

WTille  other  eyes  his  fall  or  ravage  weep? 

And  mine  in  restlessness  are  wandering  here  — 

What  sudden  spell  hath  made  this  man  so  dear  ? i 
True  — 'tls  to  him  my  life,  and  more,  1 owe,  I 

And  me  and  mine  he  spared  from  worse  than  woe : 

Tls  late  to  think— but  soft — his  slumber  breaks  — 
How  heavily  be  sighs ! — be  starts  — awakes  I " ^ 

He  raised  his  head  • — ami  dauled  with  the  light,  j 

His  eye  seem’d  dubious  if  it  saw  aright : ; 

Re  moved  his  hand  — the  grating  of  bis  chain  i 

Too  harshly  told  him  that  he  lived  again.  ' 

*«  What  It  Uiat  form  ? if  not  a shape  of  air, 

Methinks,  my  jailor’s  face  shows  wond’rous  fair  I ” ‘ . 

**  Pirate ! thou  know’st  me  not  — but  I am  one,  i ' 

Grateful  for  deeds  thou  hast  too  rarely  done  ; I 

Look  on  me  — and  remember  her,  thy  band  | : 

Snatch'd  from  the  flames,  and  thy  more  fearful  band.  i 
I come  through  darkness  — and  1 scarce  know  why  — ] j 
Tct  not  to  hurt  — 1 would  not  see  thee  die.  ” 

! “ If  so,  kind  lady  I thine  the  only  eye  j 

j That  would  not  here  in  that  guy  hope  delight : i ' 

I Theirs  is  the  chance — and  let  them  use  their  rigbL 
But  still  I thank  their  courtesy  or  thine,  ; 

That  would  confess  me  at  to  fair  a shrine  ! " I 

Strange  though  It  seem  — yet  with  extreraest  grief 
Is  link’d  a mirth  — it  doth  not  bring  relief— 

That  playfulness  of  Sorrow  ne’er  beguiles. 

And  smiles  in  bitterness — but  still  It  smiles; 
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An>l  sometimes  with  the  wisest  and  the  best. 

Till  even  the  scaffold  > echoes  wifJi  their  jest! 

Yet  not  the  joy  to  which  It  seems  akin  — 

It  nuy  deceive  all  hearts,  save  that  within. 

Vi’hate’er  it  was  that  dash'd  on  Conrad,  now 
A laughing  wildness  half  unbent  hU  brow : 

And  these  hU  accents  had  a sound  of  mirth, 

As  if  the  last  he  could  enjoy  on  earth ; 

Yet  'gainst  his  nature  — for  through  that  short  life, 
Few  thoughts  bad  he  to  spare  from  gloom  and  strife. 

XIV. 

I **  Corsair!  thy  doom  is  named  — but  I have  power 
To  soothe  the  Pacha  in  his  weaker  hour. 

Thee  would  I spare— nay  more — would  save  thee  now, 
But  this — lime  — hope — nor  even  thy  strength  allow  j 
But  all  I can,  I will ; at  le.’ist,  delay 
The  sentence  that  remits  thee  scarce  a day. 

More  now  were  ruin  — even  thyself  were  loth 
The  vain  attem]>t  should  bring  but  doom  to  both.  ” 

*'  Tes! — loth  Indeed: — my  soul  U nerved  to  all, 

Or  fall’n  too  low  to  fear  a further  fall  : 

Tempt  not  thyself  with  i>eril— tne  with  hope 
I Of  flight  from  fi>es  with  whom  I could  nut  cupc : 

I Unfit  to  vanquish  — shall  I meanly  By, 

The  one  of  all  my  band  that  would  not  die  ? 

Yet  there  is  one  to  >«hom  my  memory  clings 
Till  to  these  eyes  her  own  wild  softness  springs. 

My  sole  resource*  in  the  p:xth  I trod  [God ! 

Were  these  — my  bark — my  sword  — my  love  — my 
The  Last  I left  in  youth  — he  leave*  me  now  — 

I j And  Man  but  works  hU  will  to  by  me  low. 

I I have  no  thought  to  muck  hU  throne  with  prayer  j 
Wrung  from  the  coward  crouching  of  despair  j 
It  is  enough  — I breathe — and  I can  bear. 

My  sword  Is  shal<en  from  the  worthless  hand 
I That  might  have  better  kept  so  true  a brand; 

My  bark  Is  sunk  or  captive  — but  my  love  — 

For  her  in  sooth  my  voice  would  mount  above  : i 

Oh  ! she  is  all  that  still  to  earth  can  bind  — 

And  thU  will  break  a heart  so  more  than  kind. 

And  blight  a form  — till  thine  apjicar’d,  Oulnnrc  I 
j Mine  eye  ne'er  ask'd  if  others  were  .os  fair.” 

! **  Thou  lov’st  another  then  ? — but  what  to  me 
I Is  this  — ’t  is  nothing  — nothing  e'er  can  l>e : I 

But  yet— thou  lov'st  — and  — Oh  I Ienvytho.se  j 
Whose  heart-s  on  hearts  as  faithful  can  rc|>ose,  j 

j Who  never  fed  the  void  — the  wandering  thought  j 
j That  ftlgiis  o'er  vUlons  — such  as  mine  hath  wrought.  **  | 

1 “ I^ady  — methought  thy  love  was  his,  fur  whom 
; This  arm  redeem’d  thee  from  a liery  tomb." 


Oh  1 hard  It  is  that  fondness  to  sustain. 

And  strug^e  not  to  feel  averse  in  vain ; 

But  harder  still  the  heart's  recoil  to  bear. 

And  hide  from  one  — perhaps  another  there. 

He  takes  the  band  I give  not  — nor  withhold  — 

Its  pulse  nor  check'd — nor  quicken'd  — calmly  cold: 
And  when  resign'd,  it  drops  a lifeless  weight 
From  one  I never  loved  enough  to  bate. 

No  warmth  these  lips  return  by  bis  Imprest, 

And  chill'd  remembrance  shudders  o'er  the  rest. 

Ye*  — had  I ever  proved  that  passion's  seal, 

The  change  to  hatred  were  at  least  to  feel : 

But  still  — he  goes  unmoum'd — returns  unsought  — 
And  oft  when  present — absent  from  my  thought. 

Or  when  reflection  comes— and  come  it  must  — 

1 fear  that  henceforth 't  will  but  bring  disgust ; 

I am  his  slave— but.  In  despite  of  piidc, 

’Twerc  worse  than  bondage  to  become  his  bride. 

Oh  ! that  this  dotage  of  hU  breast  would  cease  : 

Or  seek  another  and  give  mine  release. 

But  yesterday  — I could  have  said,  to  peace  I 
Yes  — if  unwonted  fondness  now  I fdgti, 

Remember  — captive  I 'tls  to  break  thy  chain; 

Repay  the  life  that  to  thy  hand  I owe; 

To  give  the*  back  to  all  endear’d  below, 

WTio  share  such  love  as  I can  never  know. 

Farewell  — mom  breaks  — and  I must  now  away : 

'T  will  cost  me  dear  — but  drc.ad  no  death  to-day ! " 


She  press'd  his  fettcr'xl  Angers  to  her  bean. 

And  bow'd  her  head,  and  turn'd  her  to  depart. 

And  noiseless  as  a lovely  dream  Is  gone. 

And  was  she  here  ? and  is  he  now  alone  ? 

Wliat  gem  hath  dropp'd  and  sparkles  o’er  his  chain? 
The  tc:ir  most  sacred,  shed  for  others'  (xaln. 

That  starts  at  onye  — bright  — pure  — from  Tiry** 
mine, 

.Already  polish'd  by  the  hand  divine  t 

Oh ! too  convincing  — dangerously  dear  — 

In  woman's  eye  the  unanswerable  tear ! 

That  wca;>on  of  her  weakness  she  can  wield, 

To  save,  subtiue  — at  once  her  spear  and  shield: 
Avoid  it  — Virtue  ebbs  and  Wisdom  errs, 

Too  fondly  gazing  on  that  giief  of  hers  * 

What  lost  a world,  and  bade  a hero  fly  ? 

The  timid  tear  In  Cleopatra'*  c)  c. 

Yet  be  the  soft  triumvir's  fault  forgiven  ; 

By  this  — how  many  lose  not  earth  — but  heaven ! 
Consign  their  souls  to  man’s  eternal  foe, 

And  seal  their  own  to  si«rc  some  wanton's  woe  I 


Mylove  stem  fM’yd's!  Oh — No— No— not  mylove— 
I Yet  much  this  heart,  that  strives  no  mure,  once  strove 
I To  meet  hi*  passion  — but  it  would  not  be. 

I;  I felt  — I feel  — love  dwells  with  — with  the  free, 

I I am  a slave,  a favour’d  slave  at  best, 

I To  share  hi#  splendour,  and  sce^m  very  Idest ! 

Oft  muU  my  soul  the  question  undergo. 

I Of — * IkHt  thou  love?  ’ and  imm  to  answer,  ‘Nol* 

j > In  Sir  Tluimas  More,  for  ln*taure,  on  the  seatToid,  and 
I Anne  Ilidryn  In  the  Tower,  when,  grupins  her  necli,  »hn 
' rrmttked,  th-U  U " w.-u  tw  elender  to  IrouWc  the  headim^n 
j much."  During  one  part  uf  Uie  Frotch  UevoSutiuD,  it  became 


I Tls  mom  — and  o’er  his  alter'd  features  play 
I The  beams  — without  the  hope  of  yesterday. 

I What  sbatl  he  be  ere  night  7 perchance  a thing, 

I O’er  which  the  raven  flaps  her  funeral  wing, 

■ By  his  dosed  eye  itnhecdod  and  unfelt; 

I While  sets  that  sun,  and  dews  of  evening  melt, 

, Chill — wet  — and  misty  round  «*acb  stiffen’d  limb. 
Refreshing  earth  — revidng  all  but  him  t 

« fashion  to  leave  some  “ mol  " as  a lesacjr ; and  the  quantity 
I of  faretious  words  spoken  during  that  period  would  form 
a meUnchoty  jesUbook  o(  a consklerable  sise. 
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"Come  TcUi  -oiDcor  non  m*AbbondoM.'*>~  DAirnL 


Slow  sinks,  more  loreljr  ere  his  race  be  run,  < 

Along  Morea'a  hills  the  setting  sun ; 

Not,  as  in  Northern  climes,  obscurely  bright. 

But  one  unclouded  blase  of  living  light ! 

I O'er  the  hush'd  deep  the  yellow  beam  he  throws, 

Gilds  the  green  wave,  that  trembles  as  it  glows. 

On  old  Angina's  rock,  and  Idra's  hie, 

The  god  of  gladness  sheds  his  parting  smile ; 

O’er  his  own  regions  lingering,  loves  to  shine, 

Though  there  his  altars  are  no  more  divine. 
Descending  fast  the  mountain  shadows  kiss 
Thy  glorious  gulA  unconquer'd  Salamls ! 

Their  azure  arches  through  the  long  expanse 
More  deeply  purpled  meet  his  mellowing  glance. 

And  tenderest  tints,  along  their  summits  driven, 

Mark  bis  gay  course,  and  own  the  hues  of  heaven ; 
Till,  darkly  shaded  from  the  land  and  deep. 

Behind  bU  Delphian  cliff  be  sinks  to  sleep. 

On  such  an  eve,  bis  palest  beam  he  cast, 

Wlien  — Athens  I here  thy  Wisest  look’d  his  last. 

How  watch'd  thy  better  sons  bU  fkrewell  ray. 

That  closed  their  murder'd  sage’s*  latest  day  ; 

Not  yet  ■ — not  yet  — Sol  pauses  cm  the  hill  — 

The  precious  hour  of  parting  Ungers  stiU  ; 

But  sad  his  light  to  agonising  c)’es. 

And  daric  the  mountain's  once  delightful  dyes : 

Otoom  o’er  the  lovely  land  be  seem’d  to  pour, 

The  land,  where  Pheebus  never  frown'd  before ; 

But  ere  be  sank  below  Citlurrun’s  head. 

The  cup  of  woe  was  quaff'd  — the  spirit  fled  ■, 

The  soul  of  him  who  scorn'd  to  fear  or  fly  — 

Wlio  lived  and  died,  as  none  can  live  or  die  1 

But  lo  ! from  high  Hyroettus  to  the  plain, 

The  queen  of  night  asserts  her  silent  reign.  * 

No  murky  vapour,  herald  of  the  storm. 

Hides  her  fair  face,  nor  girds  her  glowing  form  ; 

^^Ith  comice  glimmering  as  the  moon-bcaras  play, 
There  the  white  column  greets  her  grateful  ray. 

And,  bright  around  with  quivering  beams  beset. 

Her  emblem  sparkles  o'er  the  minaret : 

The  groves  of  olive  scatter'd  dark  and  wide 
Where  meek  Cephistu  pours  his  scanty  tide,  ' 

The  cj'press  saddening  by  the  sacred  mosque,  I 

The  gleaming  turret  ^ the  gay  kiosk,  * | 

I Ttie  opening  lines,  as  far  os  section  li..  have,  nerhaps,  little 
business  liere,  and  were  annexed  tc  au  unp  ihlithed 
printed)  poem ; but  they  were  written  on  the  spot,  in  tl»e 
Spring  oi  1811,  anl-.-!  scarce  know  why  — the  reader  roust 
excuse  the ir  appearance  here  — if  he  caa  [ &ee  po$t,  **  Curse 
of  Mlnenra."3  | 

s Socrates  drank  the  hemtnek  a short  time  before  sunset 
(the  hour  of  execution),  notwithstanding  the  entreaties  of  his 
disdplet  to  wait  till  the  sun  went  dowa 

• The  twilight  In  Greece  Is  mitch  ihorter  than  In  our  own 
country:  the  days  in  winter  are  longer,  but  in  sumroer  of 
sborter  duration. 

* The  kiosk  Is  a Turkish  sumroer'hoiise : the  palm  It 
without  titc  present  walls  of  Athens,  not  far  from  the  temple 


And,  dun  uid  lombrc  'mid  the  holy  ctlm, 

Near  Thneus'  fane  yon  solitary  palm, 

AU  tinged  with  varied  hues  arrest  the  eye  — 

And  duU  were  hb  that  pass’d  them  heedless  by. 

Again  the  .£gean,  heard  no  more  afkr, 

Lulls  his  chafed  breast  frtnn  elemental  war  { 

Again  hU  waves  In  roUder  tints  unfold 
Their  long  array  of  sapphire  and  of  gold, 

Mix'd  with  the  shades  of  many  a distant  isle. 

That  frown  — where  gentler  ocean  seems  to  smile.  * 

II. 

Not  now  my  theme— why  turn  my  thoughts  to  thee  ? 

Oh  ! who  can  look  along  thy  native  sea. 

Nor  dwell  upon  thy  name,  whate'er  the  tale, 

So  much  its  magic  must  o'er  all  prevail  ? 

^^'ho  that  beheld  that  Sun  upon  thee  set. 

Fair  Athens  I could  thine  evening  face  forget  ? 

N(4  he  — whose  heart  nor  time  nor  distance  frees. 
Spell-bound  within  the  clustering  Cyclades  ! 

Nor  seems  this  homage  foreign  to  bis  strain. 

His  Corsair's  isle  was  once  thine  own  domain  — 

Would  that  with  freedom  It  were  tbtne  again  I 

III. 

The  Sun  hath  sunk  — and,  darker  than  the  night. 

Sinks  with  its  beam  upon  the  beacon  height 
Medori’f  heart  — the  third  day 's  come  and  gone  — 

With  it  he  comes  not  — sends  not  — ^thless  one  I 
The  wind  was  fair  though  light ; and  storms  were 
eve  Anselmo’s  bark  return'd,  and  yet  [none. 

His  only  tidings  that  they  had  not  met  1 
Though  wild,  a.s  now,  far  different  were  the  tale 
Had  Conrad  waited  for  that  single  sail. 

The  night-breeze  freshens  — she  that  day  had  pass'd 
In  watching  all  that  Hope  proclaim'd  a mast ; 
isadly  she  sate  — on  high  — Impatience  hon 
At  lost  her  footsteps  to  the  midnight  shore, 

And  there  she  wander’d,  heedless  of  the  spray 
That  dash’d  her  garments  oft,  and  warn’d  away  : 

She  saw  not  — felt  not  this  — nor  dared  depart. 

Nor  deem'd  It  cold  — her  chill  was  at  her  heart ; 

Till  grew  such  certainty  from  that  saspense  — 

His  very  sight  had  shock'd  from  life  or  H^nse ! 

It  came  at  last  — a sad  and  sh.'itter'd  boat. 

Whose  Inmates  first  beheld  whom  flnt  they  Mmght ; 

Some  bleeding — all  most  wretched  — these  the  few— 
Scarce  knew  they  how  escaped  — this  all  they  knew. 

In  i>ilence,  darkling,  each  appear'd  to  wait 
His  fellow's  mournful  guess  at  Conrad's  fate : 

Something  they  would  have  said ; but  teem'd  to  fear 
To  trust  their  accents  to  Medora's  car. 

She  saw  at  once,  yet  sunk  not  — trembled  not  — 
Beneath  that  grief,  that  loneliness  of  lot, 

of  ThMeos.  betwi^m  which  and  Ihe  trre  the  wall  InterveTkea. 

— CrpliUua’  •(ream  U ioileed  icanty,  oud  Uiuui  has  no  stream  i 
at  alL  ^ I 

* f Of  the  brilliant  akirs  and  rarlegatcd  landscapes  of  Greece 
every  imkt  has  formed  to  htintelf  a general  notion,  from  having  i 
cooteropUtMl  tlicm  through  the  liaxy  atmosplirrp  of  some 
prose  narration  ; but,  in  l4>rd  H)  ron's  poetry,  every  Imase  is  | 
distinct  amt  gli'wtns;.  as  if  it  were  IllurTtlnatrd  by  Its  native  ’ i 
siinthlne ; and.  In  (he  lipire*  which  people  the  larMlscape,  we  ' 
behold  ool  only  tlie  general  form  an>i  costume,  but  the  { 
countenanev.  and  the  attitude,  and  the  play  of  features  and  of 
ftesture  acrom|>anytiig.  and  tncUcatinf,  tlu*  sullen  impulses  of 
momentary  leelinits.  Tlie  maidc  of  cniourins  by  which  this 
l«  efTi-ctnl  t».  p(-rha|>s.  the  most  striking  evtdebce  of  Lord 
Byron's  talent.  — Gauaoa  I'lus  ] 
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Within  that  ueek  fiur  form,  were  feelings  high, 

' That  deem'd  not  till  they  found  their  encrg>'. 

, While  yet  was  Hope  — they  soften'd — flutter’d-— 

! j wept  — 

! Ail  lost  — that  softness  died  not  — but  It  slept ; 

I And  o'er  Its  slumber  nwe  that  Strength  which  said, 

! “ With  nothing  left  to  love  — there’s  nought  to 
i!  drcatL** 

’TIsraore  than  nature's;  like  the  burning  might 
Delirium  gathers  from  the  fever's  height. 

**  Silent  you  stand  — nor  would  1 hear  you  tell 
jj  AVhat — speak  not — breathe  not — for  I know  It 
Yet  would  I aiik  — almost  my  Hp  denies  [well  — 

: ' The  — quick  your  answer  — tell  me  where  he  Iks," 

**  Lady  f wc  know  not  — scarce  with  life  we  fled  • 

Bnt  here  Is  one  denies  that  he  is  dead : 
ij  He  saw  him  bound  ; and  bleeding  — but  alive.” 

She  heard  no  further  — 'twas  in  vain  to  strive  — 

So  throbb'd  each  vein — each  thought  — till  then 
{ withstood; 

; Her  own  dark  soul  — these  words  at  once  subdued , 

, She  totters  — falls  — and  senseless  had  the  wave 
' Perchance  but  snatch’d  her  from  another  grave  ; 

1 But  that  with  hands  though  rude,  yet  weeping  eyes, 
j They  yield  such  aid  as  Pity’s  haste  supplies  ; 

Dash  o’er  her  deathlike  cheek  the  ocean  dew, 

B.iise  — fan  — sustain  — till  life  returns  anew  ; 
Awake  her  handmaUls,  with  the  matrons  leave 
That  fainting  form  o’er  which  they  gasc  and  grieve ; 
Then  seek  Anselmo’s  cavern,  to  report 
The  tale  too  tedious — when  the  triumph  short 

IV. 

In  that  wild  council  words  wax'd  warm  and  strange. 
With  thoughts  of  ransom,  rescue,  and  revenge ; 

All,  save  repose  or  flight : still  lingering  there 
Breathed  Conrad’s  spirit,  and  forbade  despair ; 
Whate'er  bis  fate  — the  breasts  he  form’d  and  led 
Will  save  him  living,  or  appease  him  dead. 

Woe  to  his  foes  I there  yet  survive  a few. 

Whose  deeds  are  daring,  as  their  hearts  are  true. 

V. 

Within  the  Haram’s  secret  chamber  sate  ' 

Stem  Scyd,  still  pondering  o’er  his  Captive’s  fate ; ! 

His  thoughts  on  love  and  bate  alternate  dwell, 

Now  with  Gulnarc,  and  now  in  Conrad’s  cell ; I 

Here  at  his  feet  the  lovely  slave  reclined 
Surveys  his  brow  — would  soothe  hU  gloom  of  mind;  ' 
While  many  an  anxious  glance  her  large  dark  eye 
Sends  in  iU  idle  search  for  s>  mpathy, 

Hit  only  bends  in  seeming  o'er  his  beads,  * ' 

But  inly  riews  hU  victim  as  be  bleeds. 

**  Pacha  I the  day  is  thine ; ahd  on  thy  crest 
Sits  Triumph  — Conrad  taken  — fall’n  the  rest  I 
His  doom  Is  fix’d  — he  dies : and  well  his  fate 
Was  earn’d  — yet  much  too  worthless  for  thy  bate  • 
Methinks,  a short  release,  for  ransom  told 
With  all  hLs  treasure,  not  unwisely  sold  ; 

Report  speaks  largely  of  his  pirate-hoard  — 

Would  that  of  this  my  Pacha  were  the  !oni  ! 


■ fVt>e  whole  of  thii  tcction  was  added  In  the  course  ot 
printing.] 


While  baffled,  weaken’d  by  this  fatal  fray  — 

I Watch’d  — follow'd  — he  were  then  an  easier  prey  ; 
j But  once  cut  off  — the  remnant  of  his  band 
Embark  their  wealth,  and  seek  a safer  strand." 

**  Gulnarc  t — If  for  each  drop  of  blood  a gem 
Were  offer'd  rich  as  Stamboul's  diadem  ; 

If  for  each  hair  of  his  a massy  mine 
Of  virgin  ore  should  supplicating  shine; 

If  all  our  Arab  tales  divulge  or  dream 

Of  wealth  were  here  — that  gold  should  not  redeem  ! 

It  had  not  now  redeem'd  a single  hour« 

But  that  I know  him  fetter’d,  in  my  power ; 

And,  thirsting  for  revenge,  I ponder  ^11 
On  |>tmgs  that  longest  rack,  and  l^cst  kill" 

**  Nay,  Sej'd ! — I seek  not  to  restrain  thy  rage, 

Too  justly  moved  for  mercy  to  assuage  ; 

My  thoughts  were  only  to  secure  for  thee 
HLs  riches  — thus  released,  he  were  not  free  : 
DLsabled,  shorn  of  half  bis  might  and  band, 

His  capture  could  but  wait  thy  first  command.” 

**  His  capture  could  ! — and  shall  I then  resign 
One  day  to  him  — the  wretch  already  mine  ? 

Release  my  foe  1 — at  whose  remonstrance  ? — thine  1 
Fair  suitor  I — to  thy  virtuous  gratitude, 

That  thus  repays  this  Giaour’s  relenting  mood. 

Which  thee  and  thine  alone  of  ail  could  spare. 

No  doubt  — regardless  If  the  prize  were  fair, 

My  thanks  and  praise  alike  are  due  — now*  hear ! 

1 have  a counsel  for  thy  gentler  car ; 

I do  mistrust  thee,  woman  1 and  each  word 
Of  thine  stamps  truth  on  all  Suspicion  heard. 

Borne  in  his  arms  through  Are  from  yon  Serai  — 

Say,  Wert  thou  lingering  there  with  him  to  fly? 

Thou  need'st  not  answer  — thy  confession  speaks, 
Already  reddening  on  thy  guilty  cheeks ; 

Then,  lovely  dame,  bethink  thee  1 and  beware : 

'Tis  not  kit  life  alone  may  claim  such  care  l 
Another  word  and  — nay— 1 need  no  more. 
Accursed  was  the  moment  when  be  bore 

Thee  from  the  flames,  which  better  far — but  no 

I then  liad  mourn’d  thee  with  a lover's  woe  — 

Now  ‘l  is  thy  lord  that  warn*  — deceitful  thing  I 
Knuw’st  thou  that  I can  clip  thy  wanton  wing  ? 

In  words  alone  I am  not  wont  to  chafe : 

Ivook  to  thyself  — nor  deem  thy  falsehood  safe  I ” 

He  rose— and  slowly,  sternly  thence  withdrew, 

Rage  in  his  e)  c and  threats  in  his  adieu : 

Ah ! little  reck'd  that  chief  of  womanhood  — 

AVTiich  frowns  ne’er  qucU’d,  nor  menaces  subdued  ; 
And  little  deem’d  he  what  thy  heart,  Gulnarc  I 
When  soft  could  feci,  and  when  incensed  could  dare. 
His  doubts  appear’d  to  wrong  — nor  yet  she  knew 
How  deep  the  root  from  whence  compassion  grew  — 
She  was  a slave- from  such  may  captives  claim 
A fellow-feeling,  differing  but  in  name ; 

Still  half  unconscious  — heedless  of  his  wrath. 

Again  she  ventured  on  the  d.inircrous  path, 

Again  his  rage  rcpell’d  — until  arose 

That  strife  of  tliuught,  the  source  of  wom.'in’s  woes  1 

s Tlic  rmnhoinio,  or  Mahometoo  rosary;  the  beads  are  la 
number  Linety-nUne. 
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Meanwhile — lon^  anxious — wear)' — 'till — the  same 
Roll'd  day  and  night  — hii  soul  e'ould  terror  tame  — 
Thb  fearful  interval  of  doubt  and  dread, 

M'ben  every  hour  mbrht  doom  him  worm?  than  dead, 
W'hen  every  step  that  echo'd  by  the  gate 
Might  entering  lead  where  axe  and  stake  await; 
When  every  voice  that  grated  on  his  ear 
Might  be  the  last  that  he  could  ever  bear ; 

Could  terror  tame — that  spirit  stem  and  high 
Had  proved  unwilling  os  uatit  to  die ; 

'Twas  worn  — pcrha|w  decay'd  — yet  silent  bore 
That  conflict,  deadlier  far  than  all  before : 

The  heat  of  fight,  the  hurr)’  the  gale, 

I^avc  acarce  one  thought  Inert  enough  to  quail ; 

But  bound  and  fix'd  in  fetter'd  solitude. 

To  pine,  the  prey  of  every  changing  imwd ; 

To  gaac  on  thine  own  heart;  and  meditate 
Irrevocable  faults,  and  coming  fate  — 

Too  late  the  last  to  shun the  fir»t  to  mend>» 

To  count  the  hours  tiiat  struggle  to  thine  end. 

With  not  a friend  to  animate,  and  tell 
To  other  ears  that  death  became  thee  well ; 

Around  thee  foes  to  for^  the  ready  lie, 

And  blot  life's  latest  scene  with  calumny ; 

Before  thee  tortures  ^^'hteh  the  soul  can  ilarc. 

Yet  doubts  how  well  the  shrinking  flesh  may  bear; 
But  deeply  feels  a single  cry  would  shame. 

To  valour's  pralve  thy  l..st  and  dcan.‘st  claim ; 
j Tbc  life  thou  leav'st  below,  denied  above 
I By  kind  monopolists  of  heavenly  love ; 

And  more  than  <luubtful  panuli*«  — thy  heaven 
Of  earthly  hope  — thy  loved  one  from  thee  riven. 
Such  were  the  thoughts  that  outlaw  must  sustain, 
And  govern  pangs  sun>assing  mortal  pain : 

And  those  sustain'd  hr — boots  it  vretl  or  ill  ? 

Since  not  to  sink  beneath,  is  something  still  1 

VIL 

The  first  day  pass'd  — he  viw  not  her— >Gulnare  — 
The  second  — third  — and  still  she  came  not  there; 
But  what  her  wonls  avouch'd,  her  eliarms  had  done, 
Or  e1>c  he  had  not  seen  another  sun. 

The  fourth  day  roll'd  along,  and  with  the  night 
Came  storm  and  darkness  in  their  mingling  might. 
Oh  I how  he  lUtcu’d  to  the  rushing  deep. 

That  ne'er  till  now  so  broke  upon  hU  sleep ; 

And  his  wild  spirit  wilder  wishes  K'lit, 

Roused  by  the  roar  of  his  own  element  I 
Oft  had  he  ridden  on  that  wlnge<l  wave. 

And  loved  Its  roughness  for  the  speed  It  gave ; 

And  now  Its  dashing  echo’d  on  hU  ear, 

A long  known  voice — olast  too  vainly  near! 

I#oud  sung  the  wind  above ; and,  doubly  loud. 

Shook  o'er  his  turret  ceil  the  thunder*elond ; 

And  flash'd  the  lightning  by  the  latticed  l>ar. 

To  him  more  genial  than  the  midnight  star: 

Close  to  the  glimmering  grate  he  drjgg'ii  his  chain ; 
And  hoped  that  peril  might  not  prove  in  vain. 


lie  mise«l  tils  iron  hand  to  Heaven,  and  pray’d 
One  idtying  flash  tn  mat  the  form  It  made  : ' 

His  steel  and  impious  prayer  attract  alike  — 

The  storm  roll'd  onward,  and  disdain'd  to  strike ; 
Its  peal  wax'd  tiinter  — ceased  — he  felt  alone, 

I As  if  some  faithless  friend  had  spum'd  his  groan! 


The  midnight  pass'd  — and  to  the  mossy  door 
A light  step  came  — it  paused  — it  moved  once  more ; 
Slow  turns  the  grating  bolt  and  sullen  key : 

Tis  as  bU  heart  foreboded — that  fair  she ! 

Wbate’er  her  sins,  to  him  a guardian  saint. 

And  beauteous  still  as  hermit's  hope  can  paint ; 

Yet  changed  since  last  within  that  ceil  she  came. 
More  pale  her  cheek,  more  tremulous  her  frame  : 

On  him  she  cast  her  dark  and  hurried  e)  c, 

Which  spoke  before  her  accents— Thou  must  die ! 
Yes,  thou  must  die — there  is  but  one  resource. 

The  last — the  worst  — if  torture  were  not  worse." 

I **  loidy!  1 look  to  none — my  lips  proclaim 
What  last  proclaim'd  they  — Conrad  still  the  same : 
Why  shouidst  thou  seek  an  outlaw's  life  to  siwre, 

I And  change  the  sentence  1 deserve  to  boar? 

I Well  have  I earn’d— nor  here  alone— the  meed 
I Of  Styd's  revenge,  by  many  a lawless  deed." 

**  ^\^»y  should  I seek  ? because  — Oh  ! didst  thou  not 
! Redeem  my  life  from  worse  than  slaver>  ’»  lot  ? 

I Why  should  I seek?  — hath  misery  made  thee  blind 
To  the  fond  workings  of  a woman's  mind? . 

! And  roust  1 say  ? albeit  my  heart  rebel 
j With  all  that  woman  feels,  but  should  not  tell  — 
Becaa«e  — despite  thy  crimes — that  heart  Is  moved; 
It  fear’d  thee — thank'd  tbcc— pitied  — nuulden'd  — 
loved. 

Reply  not,  tell  not  now  thy  tale  again, 

Thou  lov'st  MJother — and  I love  In  vain  ; 

Though  fond  as  mine  her  bosom,  form  more  fair, 

I rush  through  peril  which  she  w*ould  not  dare. 

If  that  thy  heart  to  hors  were  truly  dear. 

Were  1 thine  own  — thou  went  not  lonely  here : 

An  outlaw's  spouse  — and  leave  her  lord  to  roam  ! 
MTiat  hath  such  gentle  dame  to  do  with  home  ? 

But  speak  not  now  — o’er  thine  and  o'er  my  bead 
Hangs  the  keen  sabre  by  a single  thread ; 

If  thou  hast  courage  still,  and  wouldst  be  free. 
Receive  this  poniard  — rise — and  follow  me  !" 

**  Ay  — in  my  chains  1 my  steps  will  gently  tread. 
With  these  adornments,  o’er  each  slumbering  head  I 
Thou  hast  forgot  — Is  this  a garb  for  flight  ? 

Or  Is  that  instrument  more  fit  for  fight  ?" 

“ Misdoubting  Corsair ! I have  gain'd  the  guard, 

Ripe  for  revolt,  and  greedy  for  reward. 

A single  word  of  mine  removes  that  chain  : 

Without  some  aid  how  here  could  I remain  ? 


> [**  By  the  way-.  I hare  a rhari^e  agalntt  yoiL  A<  (lie 
great  Mr.  Uentiii  roarvd  out  oa  a •Imiiar  ocoulon,  ‘ By  U— <1, 
tJtai  i«  .*ny  thunder  1 ' — to  do  1 exclaim,  * ‘/'Aii  U mv  li^hu 
ning  : ' r allude  in  a uperch  uf  Ivan't,  in  the  scene  with  I'e. 
trowna  and  the  Emprrts,  where  the  ihoiiirhi,  and  almost 
•xprrstion,  arc  similar  to  Conrad's  in  the  third  canto  of  the 
* Corsair.'  I.  bowes  er,  do  not  say  this  to  accuse  you,  but  to 
except  royarif  from  suspicion  ; as  there  It  a priority  of  six 
months'  pulilkatlon,  on  iny  part,  between  the  appearance  of 
that  im;>.('iaitUin  and  of  your  irageiUet."— Lord  Byron  to 


Mr.  Sotheby.  Sept.  S5.  ISIS.  — Tlie  following  are  the  lines  In 
Mr.  Sotheby’s  tragedy  : — 

■ **  Ami  I have  lea|>t 

In  transport  from  my  flinty  couch,  to  wdcoroe 
The  thunder  as  it  hunt  upon  my  roof; 

And  lieckon'd  to  the  lightning,  as  it  (lash'd 
And  spArkled  on  these  fetters." 

XotwUhstanding  Lonl  Byron's  preraulfnn,  the  eoincidetire  In 
. question  was  cited  against  him,  some  years  after,  iu  a 

, meal  Journal.  3 
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Well,  since  we  met,  hath  sped  my  bmy  time, 

If  in  aught  evlU  for  thy  sake  the  crime  : 

The  crime  — tU  none  to  punish  those  of  Sc)  d. 
l*hat  hated  tyrant,  Conrad— > be  must  bleed  l 
I see  thee  shudder — but  my  soul  Is  changed  — 
Wrong'd,  spum'd,  revileil — and  it  shall  be  avenged  — 
Accused  of  what  till  now  my  heart  disdain'd  — 

Too  falthfhl,  though  to  bitter  bondage  chain'd. 

Yes,  smile  I— but  he  had  little  cause  to  sneer, 

I was  not  treacherous  then  — nor  thou  too  dear : 

But  be  has  said  it  — and  the  jealous  well. 

Those  tyrants,  teasing,  tempting  to  rebel. 

Deserve  the  fate  their  fretting  Ups  forctelL 
1 never  loved — he  bought  me — somewhat  high  — 
Since  with  me  came  a heart  he  could  nut  bu}'. 

1 was  a slave  unmurmuring ; he  hath  said. 

But  for  hU  rescue  I with  thee  had  fled. 

'Twas  fal>e  thou  know'st — but  let  such  augurs  rue. 
Their  words  are  omens  insult  renders  true. 

N’or  was  thy  respite  granted  to  my  prayer ; 

This  fleeting  grace  was  only  to  prepare 
New  torments  fur  thy  life,  and  my  despair. 

Mine  too  he  threatens ; but  hU  dotage  still 
Would  fain  reserve  me  for  his  lordly  will : 

When  wearier  of  these  fleeting  charms  and  me, 

'Inhere  yawns  the  sack— and  yonder  rolls  the  sea ! 
NVhat,  am  1 then  a toy  for  dotard's  play. 

To  wear  but  till  the  gtldlnj;  fh;ts  away  ? 

1 MW  thee— loved  thee— owe  thee  all  — would  save, 
If  but  to  show  how  grateful  is  a slave. 

But  bad  be  not  thus  menaced  fame  and  life, 

(And  well  be  keeps  his  oaths  pronounced  in  strife,) 

I still  had  saved  thee  — but  the  Pacha  spared. 

Now  I am  all  thine  own — for  aU  prepared  : 

Thou  lov’st  me  not  — nor  know’st— or  but  the  worst. 
Alas  ! thi$  love— hatred  are  the  first  — 

Oh ! couldst  thou  prove  my  truth,  thou  wouldtt  not 
start, 

Nor  fear  the  fire  that  lights  an  I'^tem  heart ; 

TU  now  the  beacon  of  thy  safety — now 
It  points  within  the  port  a Mainote  prow  : 

But  in  one  chamber,  where  our  path  mu.<  lead. 
There  sleeps— be  must  not  wake — the  oppressor  Ss-yd  1 “ 

Giilnare  — Gulnarc  — I never  felt  till  now 
My  abject  fortune,  wither'd  fame  so  low ; 

Seyd  is  mine  enemy : had  swept  my  band 
From  earth  with  ruthless  but  with  open  hand, 

And  therefore  came  I,  In  my  bark  of  war, 

To  smite  the  smiter  with  the  scimitar; 

Such  is  my  weapon  — not  the  secret  knife  — 

^>110  spares  a woman's  seeks  not  slumber's  life. 

Thine  saved  I gliwHy,  Lady  — nut  for  this; 

Irft  me  not  deem  that  mercy  showm  amba. 

Now  fare  thee  well  — more  peace  be  with  thy  breast! 
Night  wears  apace— my  last  of  earthly  TesU** 

**  Rest  1 rest  I by  sunrise  must  thy  sinews  shake, 

An«l  thy  limbs  writhe  around  the  ready  stake. 

1 heard  the  order— saw — 1 will  not  sec — 

If  thou  wilt  peri-h,  I will  fall  with  thee. 

My  life — my  love  — my  hatreil  — all  Ixdow 
Are  on  this  cast  — Corsair  ! *t  is  but  a blow  ! 

Without  It  flight  were  idle — how  evade 
His  sure  pursuit?  my  wrongs  too  unrepaid. 

My  youth  dl'gracetl  — the  long,  long  wn-sted  years, 
One  blow  shnll  cancel  with  our  fliture  fears  ; 


But  since  the  dagger  suits  thee  less  than  brand, 

I ’ll  try  the  flrmness  of  a female  hand. 

The  giurds  arv  gain'd  — one  moment  all  were  o’er- 
Ciursair  1 we  meet  In  Mfcty  or  no  more ; 

If  errs  my  feeble  hand,  the  morning  cloud 
'ViU  hover  o'er  Ihy  scafTuld,  and  my  shroud.” 


She  turn'd,  and  vanish'd  ere  he  could  reply. 

But  his  glance  followed  far  with  eager  eye  ; 

And  gathering,  as  be  could,  the  links  that  bound 
His  form,  to  curl  their  length,  and  curb  their  sound. 
Since  bar  and  bolt  no  more  his  steps  preclude. 

He,  fast  as  fetter’d  limbs  aJIow,  pursued. 

'T  was  dark  and  winding,  and  he  knew  not  when* 
That  iiossagc  led ; nor  lamp  nor  guard  was  there  : 

He  sees  a dusky  glimmering  — shall  be  seek 
Or  shun  that  ray  so  indistinct  and  weaV  ? 

Chance  guides  his  steps  — a freshness  seems  to  bear 
Full  on  bis  brow,  a.s  if  from  morning  air — 

He  reach'd  an  open  gallery  — on  his  e>  e 
Gleam’d  the  last  star  of  night,  the  clearing  sky ; 

Yet  scarcely  heeded  these  — another  light 
From  a lone  chamber  struck  upon  his  sight. 

'I'owards  it  he  moved ; a scarcely  closing  dour 
Reveal'd  the  ray  wUhlii,  but  nothing  more. 

With  hasty  step  a figure  outward  pass'd,  [last  * 

Then  paused  — and  turn'd  — and  pau.<cd — ’tis  sh€  at 
No  poniard  in  that  hand— nor  sign  of  ill  — 

“ Thanks  to  that  softening  heart — she  coxild  not  kill  I ** 
Again  he  look'd,  the  wildness  of  her  eye 
Starts  from  the  day  abrupt  and  fearfully. 

.She  stopp'd  — threw  kick  her  dark  Cir-floating  hair, 

I That  ncariy  veil'd  her  face  and  bosom  fair, 

: As  If  she  late  had  bent  her  leaning  head 
Aliove  some  oltjocl  of  her  doubt  or  dmd. 

They  meet — upon  her  brow—  unknown  — forgot  — 
Her  hurrying  hand  had  left  — 'twas  but  a spot  — 

Its  hue  was  all  he  saw,  and  scarce  withst<»od  — 

^ Oh  ! slight  but  certsiin  pledge  of  crime  — 'tls  blood  1 


He  had  seen  battle  — he  had  brooded  lone 

O’er  promised  pangs  to  sentenced  guilt  foreshown  ; 

He  had  been  tempted  — chastened  — and  the  chain 
Yet  on  his  arms  might  ever  there  remain  : 

But  ne’er  from  strife  — captivity— remorse  — 

From  all  his  feelings  in  their  inmost  force  — 

So  thrill’d— so  shudder'd  every  creeping  vein. 

As  now  they  froze  before  that  purj'le  stain. 

That  spot  of  blood,  that  light  but  guilty  streak, 

Il.nd  banish’d  all  the  beauty  from  her  chw‘k  ! 

Blood  he  had  view’d  — could  view  unmoved— Hrf. 
then 

It  flow'd  in  combat,  or  was  shed  by  mem  I 


“ 'Tis  done — he  nearly  waked  — but  it  Is  done. 
Corsair!  he  perish'd — thou  art  dearly  won. 

AU  words  would  now  l>c  vain  — away  — away  I 
Our  bark  Is  tmsing  — 'tis  already  day. 

The  few  gain'd  over,  now  arc  wholly  mine. 

■ And  these  thy  yet  surviving  liand  skiJl  join; 

1 Anon  my  voice  shall  vindicate  my  hand. 

M'ben  once  our  sail  forsakes  this  hatcil  stracd.” 
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She  iUpp*<l  her  hands— ami  through  the  s;at!ery  j>oar,  j 

* Equipp'd  for  flight,  her  ywA\*  — Greek  ami  Moor;  j 
Silent  but  quick  they  stoop,  his  chains  unblntl ; i 
Once  more  bis  limbs  are  free  as  mountain  wind  ! 

But  on  his  heavy  heart  such  sadness  sate. 

As  If  they  there  transferr’d  that  Iron  weight. 

No  wonU  are  utter’d  — at  her  sign,  a dour 
ReveaN  the  secret  passage  to  the  shore : 

The  city  lies  Whlnd — they  speed,  they  rem  h 
The  glad  waves  dancing  on  the  yellow  beach ; 
i And  Conrad  following,  at  her  beck,  obey’d. 

Nor  cared  he  now  if  rescued  or  betray’d ; 

Resi-.t:mcc  were  as  useless  at  If  Seyd  | 

Yet  livi“d  to  view  the  duum  his  ire  decreiil.  i 

.XIII.  I 

Embark'd,  the  *all  unfurl’d,  the  light  breeic  blew  — 
How  much  hail  Conrad’s  memory  to  review  { 

Sunk  be  In  contemplation,  till  the  cape  : 

Where  last  he  anchor'd  rear’d  Its  giant  shape.  I 

Ah  ! — since  that  fatal  night,  though  brief  the  lime. 
Mail  swept  an  age  of  terror,  grief,  and  crime. 

As  its  flir  shadow  frown’d  above  the  mast,  ' 

He  veil'd  his  face,  ami  sorrow'd  as  he  pass’d ; 

He  thought  of  all  — Gonsalvo  and  his  bmil, 

1IU  fleeting  triumph  and  his  falling  hand  ; 

He  thought  on  her  abr,  his  lonely  bride ; 

He  turn’d  and  saw  — Gulnarc,  the  homicide ! 

XIV. 

She  watch’d  his  featiurs  till  she  could  not  bear 
Their  freexing  aspect  and  averteil  air, 

And  that  strange  fierceness  foreign  to  her  eye, 

Fell  quench’d  In  tears,  too  late  to  shed  or  dry. 

She  knelt  beside  him  and  hU  hand  «he  press’d, 

Thou  may’st  forgive  though  Allah's  self  detect ; 

But  for  that  deed  of  darkness  what  wert  thou  ? 
Reproach  me  — but  not  yet — Oh  ! sp;irc  me  «oir/ 

* I am  not  what  I seem  — this  fearful  night 
My  brain  bewilder’d— do  not  madden  quite ! 

If  I had  never  loved  — though  less  my  guilt. 

Thou  badst  not  lived  to— hate  me— if  thou  wilt." 

XV. 

She  wrongs  his  thoughb>,  they  more  hlm*elf  uplnaM 
Than  her,  though  undesign’d,  the  wretch  he  made ; 
But  speechless  all,  deep,  dark,  and  unexprest. 

They  bleed  within  that  silent  cell- his  breas.t. 

Still  onward,  fair  the  breexc,  nor  rough  the  surge, 

The  blue  waves  sport  around  the  stem  they  urge ; 

Far  on  the  horixon's  verge  appears  a speck, 

A spot — a mast  — a sail— an  armed  deck  I 
Their  lliile  bitrk  her  men  of  w;dcb  descry. 

And  ampler  canvas  woos  the  wind  from  high ; 

She  be.irs  her  down  majestically  near. 

Speed  on  her  prow,  and  terror  In  her  tier ; 

' A flash  is  seen  — the  ball  beyond  their  Itow 
I Booms  harmless,  hlsalng  to  the  deep  ladow. 

I'p  rose  keen  Conrad  from  bis  silent  trance, 

■ A long,  long  absent  glailness  in  bb  glance ; 

■ •*  ’ ris  mine — my  blood-retl  flag  ! again  — again  — 

, I an)  not  all  de»erteil  on  the  n)alu ! " 

I They  own  the  signal,  answer  to  the  hail, 

Hoi'.t  out  the  boat  at  once,  and  slacken  salt. 

“ ’TIs  Connull  ConnuU"  shouting  from  the  deck. 
Command  nor  duty  could  their  transport  check  t 

* f*  I have  lukleil  a seettnn  for  Ctt/nare,  tn  (1H  up  (he  part- 
hig,  AiiU  dUmis*  her  more  cvremiHiiously.  If  Mr.  Giffnrd  or 


With  tight  alacrity  and  gaze  of  pride, 

They  view  him  mount  unce  more  hU  vessel's  side ; 
A smile  relaxing  in  each  rugged  face. 

Their  aims  can  scarce  forbear  a rough  embrace, 
lie,  half  forgetting  danger  and  defeat, 

Returns  their  greeting  as  a chief  may  greet. 

Wrings  with  a cordial  grasp  Anselmo's  hand. 

And  feels  he  yet  can  conquer  and  command  ! 


These  greetings  o’er,  the  feelings  that  o'erflow,  j 

Vet  grieve  to  win  him  back  without  a blow ; 

They  sail'd  prepared  fw  vengeance— hail  they  known  ! 
.■V  woman's  hand  secured  that  deed  her  own, 

II  she  were  their  queen  — less  scrupulous  are  they 
Than  haughty*  Conrad  how  they  win  their  way. 

With  many  an  asking  smile,  and  wondering  stare, 

They  whb|>er  round,  and  gaze  upon  Gulnare ; 

.\nd  her,  at  once  above- beneath  her  sex, 
j Whom  blood  appall'd  not,  their  reganis  jterplex. 

I To  Comud  turns  her  faint  imploring  eye. 

She  drops  her  veil,  and  stands  in  silence  by ; 

. Her  anns  are  meekly  folded  on  that  breast,  1 

' Which — Conrad  safe— to  fate  resign’d  the  rest  I 

! Though  worse  than  frenzy  could  that  bosom  fill,  I 

i Extreme  In  love  or  hate,  in  good  or  ill,  < 

I The  worst  of  crimes  had  left  her  woman  stUl ! ' 

XVII. 

This  Conrad  mark'd,  and  felt— ah  ! could  he  less?  ■— 

; Hiitc  of  that  deed  — but  grief  for  her  distress ; 

^^'hat  she  has  done  no  tears  can  wash  away. 

And  Heaven  must  punish  on  its  angry  dny : 

. Hut  — it  was  done:  be  knew,  whatr'er  her  guilt, 

I For  him  that  poniard  smote,  that  blood  was  spilt ; 

. .\nd  he  was  free  I — and  she  for  him  had  given 
Her  all  on  earth,  and  more  than  all  in  heaven  ! 

And  now  he  turn'd  him  to  that  dark-eyed  slave, 

I Whose  brow  was  bow'd  beiMath  the  glance  he  gave. 

I Who  now  seem’d  changed  and  bumbled,  faint  and 
j meek, 

I But  varying  oft  the  colour  of  her  check 
To  deeper  shades  of  paleness- alt  its  red 
That  fearful  spot  which  stain'd  It  from  the  dead ! 

I He  took  that  hand  — It  trembled  — now  too  late  — 

I So  soft  In  love  — so  wildly  nerveil  in  hate; 

^ He  clasp'd  that  hand- It  trembled  — and  hU  own 
I Had  lost  lis  firmness,  and  his  voice  Its  tone. 

I “ Gulnarel" — but  she  replied  not — •*  dear  Gulnare  1 ” 
She  raised  her  eye  — her  only  answer  there — I 

. At  once  the  sought  and  sunk  In  his  embrace:  I 

I If  he  hai!  driven  her  from  that  resting-place, 

' Hi^  had  been  more  or  less  than  mortal  heart. 

But  — good  or  111  — It  bade  her  not  de]>art 
Perchance,  but  for  the  bodlngs  of  hls  breast. 

His  latest  virtue  then  had  Join’d  the  rest. 

Vet  even  Medora  might  forgive  the  kiss 

That  ask’d  from  form  so  fair  no  more  than  thK 

The  flrut,  the  last  that  Fndity  stole  ftxmi  Faith  — 

To  lips  where  Love  had  lavish’d  all  hls  breath. 

To  lips  — whore  broken  sighs  such  fragram  e fling. 

As  he  bad  fann’d  them  freshly  with  hb  wing  I 

XVIII. 

They  gain  Ijy  twilight’s  hour  their  lonrly  isle, 
j To  them  the  very  rocks  appear  to  smile ; 

I you  dlibke.  'tlsbiit  » yonrr  and  Another  mlilidglit.'*—lzwJ 
I Byrua  to  Mr.  Mtirniy,  Jan.ll.  1NI4.] 
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The  haven  hums  with  many  a cheerinij  sound. 

The  beacons  blaze  their  wonted  stations  round. 

The  boats  arc  darting  o‘er  the  curly  bay, 

And  iportlve  dolphins  bend  them  thromjh  the  spray  j 
Even  the  hoarse  sea-bird’s  shrill,  discordant  shriek 
GreeU  like  the  welcome  of  his  tuneU*M  beak  ! 

I Beneath  each  lamp  that  through  it*  lattice  gleams 
Their  fanc>-  i»inU  the  fHends  that  trim  the  beam*. 
Oh ! what  can  sanctify  the  joys  of  home, 

Like  Hoi)c‘*  gay  glance  from  Ocean’s  troubled  f<»am  ? 

; XIX. 

j The  lights  are  hii?h  on  beacon  and  from  Iwwer, 

And  'midst  them  Conrad  seeks  Medora’s  tower : 

He  looks  In  vain  — ’tis  strange  — and  all  rem  u k. 
Amid  so  many,  hers  alone  is  dark. 

'Tis  strange — of  yore  its  welcome  never  fail'd. 

Nor  now,  perchance,  extinguLsh’d,  only  velltl. 

With  the  first  boat  descends  he  for  the  »hoi*e, 

And  looks  Impatient  on  the  lingering  oar. 

Oh  I for  a wing  beyond  the  falcon’s  flight. 

To  l)car  him  like  an  arrow  to  that  height  1 
With  the  flr^!t  pause  the  resting  rowers  gave. 

He  waits  not — looks  not— k^ps  into  the  wave. 
Strives  through  the  surge,  bestrides  the  beach,  and  high 
Ascends  the  j>ath  familiar  to  hU  eye. 

He  reach'd  hU  turret  door — he  paused  — no  sound 
Broke  from  within  ; and  all  was  night  around. 

He  knock'd,  and  loudly— footstep  nor  reply 
Announced  that  any  heard  or  deem’d  him  nigh ; 

He  knock'd  — but  faintly  — for  bU  trembling  hand 
Refused  to  aid  his  heavy  heart's  demand. 

The  portal  oiK*ns  — ‘t  b a well-known  face  — 

But  not  the  form  he  panted  to  embrace. 

Its  Kps  arc  silent  — twice  his  own  essay’d. 

And  fiiiVd  to  frame  the  question  they  deUy'd; 

He  snatch’d  the  lamp  — its  light  will  answer  all  — 

It  quit*  his  gra.'-p,  expiring  in  the  fall 
He  wotUd  not  wait  for  that  reviving  ray  — 

As  soon  could  he  have  linger'd  there  for  day ; 

But,  glimmering  through  the  du^ky  corritlor. 

Another  chequer*  o'er  the  shallow'd  floor; 

His  steps  the  chamber  gain — his  eyev  l»ehold 
All  that  his  heart  believed  not — >ct  furctuM  1 

X.X. 

He  turn’d  not  — s;>okc  not  — sunk  not — fix’d  hb  look. 
And  set  the  anxious  frame  that  lately  shook : 

He  gazed  — how  long  wc  gaze  despite  of  pain. 

And  know,  but  dare  not  own,  wc  gaze  in  v^n  I 
In  life  itself  she  was  so  still  and  fair, 

That  death  with  gentler  ajq»ect  wither’d  there ; 

And  the  cold  flowers  > her  colder  hand  amtain'd, 

In  that  last  grasp  as  tenderly  were  strain'd 
As  if  she  scarcely  felt,  but  feign’d  a sleep. 

And  made  it  almo>t  mockery'  yet  to  weep : 

The  long  dark  laches  fringed  her  lids  of  *:now, 

.\nd  veil’d  — thought  shrinks  from  all  that  lurk’d 

below  — 

Oh ! o’er  the  eye  Death  mo*t  exerts  bis  might. 

And  hurls  the  spirit  from  her  throne  of  light ; 

Sinks  those  blue  orbs  In  that  long  U.*t  eclipse, 

1 But  spares,  as  yet,  the  chann  around  her  li|*s  — 

1 Yet,  yet  they  seem  a*  they  forbore  to  smile. 

And  wUb'd  repose — but  only  for  a while  j 

• ’ In  the  Levant  (t  In  the  mitom  to  *trcar  ftnwer*  on  the 

1 bodies  of  the  dead,  and  tn  the  hatnit  of  young  penotu  to  place 
' a uusegay. 

But  the  white  shroud,  and  each  extended  trc«. 

Long  — fair — but  spread  in  utter  lifelesaneas, 

Which,  late  the  sjKirt  of  every  summer  wind. 

Escaped  the  batUed  Mrreath  that  strove  to  bind ; 
These^and  the  pale  pure  cheek,  became  the  bier  — 
But  she  is  nothing  — wherefore  is  he  here? 

XXL 

He  ask'd  no  question  — all  were  answer’d  now 
By  the  first  glance  on  that  still  — marble  brow. 

It  was  enough  — she  died  — what  reck’d  it  how  ? 

The  love  of  youth,  the  hope  of  better  ye.irs. 

The  source  of  softest  wi'hes,  tcndcrcst  fears. 

The  only  living  thing  he  could  not  hate, 

Wus  reft  at  once — and  be  deservtxl  his  fate. 

But  did  not  feci  it  less;  — the  good  explore. 

For  peace,  those  realms  where  guilt  can  never  soar ; 
The  proud  — the  waywrard  — who  have  fix'd  Udow 
Their  joy,  and  find  this  earth  enough  for  woe, 

Iahc  in  that  one  their  all — ijerchance  a mite  — 

But  who  In  patience  parti  with  all  delight  ? 

Full  many  a Ktolc  eye  and  aspect  stem 

Mask  hearts  where  grief  hath  little  left  to  learn ; 

.\nd  many  a witheriug  thought  lies  hid,  not  lost. 

In  smiles  that  least  befit  who  wear  them  roost. 

XXII. 

By  those,  that  deepest  feel,  U ill  exprest 
The  indistinctness  of  the  suftVring  brea?t ; 

Where  thousand  thoughts  begin  to  end  in  one, 

>'’hlch  seeks  from  all  the  refuge  found  in  none ; * 

No  wonls  sufllce  the  secret  soul  to  show, 

For  Truth  denies  all  eloquence  to  Woe. 

On  Conrad's  stricken  soul  exhaustion  prest, 

.\nd  stupor  almost  lull’d  It  Into  rest; 

So  feeble  now — his  mother's  softness  crept 
To  those  wild  eyes,  which  Hke  an  infant's  wept : 

It  was  the  very  weakness  of  his  bmin, 

\Miich  thus  confess’d  without  relieving  pain. 

None  saw  hli  trickling  tears  — perchance,  if  seen, 

That  uscles*  flood  of  grief  had  never  been : 

Nor  long  they  flow’d  — he  dried  them  to  depart. 

In  helpless — hopeless — brokennes*  of  heart: 

The  sun  goes  forth  — but  Conrad’s  day  b dim; 

And  the  night  cometh  — ne'er  to  pass  from  him. 

There  is  no  darkness  like  the  cloud  of  mind,  | 

On  Griefs  vain  eye  — the  blindest  of  Ihc  blind  1 
\Vhich  may  not  — dare  not  see  — but  turns  aside 
To  blackest  shade  — nor  will  endure  a guide  J 

XXIIL 

His  heart  was  form’d  for  softness  — warp'd  to  wrong ; * 
Betray’d  too  early,  and  l>eguiled  too  long;  I 

Each  feeling  pure  — as  fiills  the  dropping  dew  I 

Within  the  grot ; like  th.nt  had  harden’d  too ; j 

Ixss  clear,  perchance.  Its  earthly  trials  pass'd,  1 

But  sunk,  and  chill'd,  anti  petrified  at  bwt.  | 

Y'et  temiK.'sn  we.ir,  and  lightning  cleaves  the  ruck,  \ 

If  such  his  he.ort,  so  shatter'd  It  the  shock.  j 

There  grew  one  flower  beneath  Its  nigged  brow. 
Though  ilark  the  shade  — it  shelter'd  — saved  till  now,  i 
The  thunder  came  — that  bolt  hath  blasted  both. 

The  Granite's  firmness,  and  the  Lily’s  growth ; 

The  gentle  plant  hath  left  no  leaf  to  t<  11 
Its  tale,  but  shnmk  and  wither'd  w here  It  fell ; 

And  of  its  cold  protector,  blacken  round 
But  shiver'd  fhigmcnts  on  the  barren  ground  1 

• f Thc*e  lixtern  line*  arc  not  in  the  original  MS.j 
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XXIV. 

*TU  mom  — to  venture  <m  Ills  luncly  hour 
Few  dure ; thouj;h  now  An^elmo  sought  his  tower. 

He  wxs  not  there  — nor  seen  along  the  shore ; 

Ere  night,  alarmM,  their  l-slc  Is  traversed  o'er : 
Another  mom  — another  bids  them  seek. 

And  Khout  his  name  till  echo  waxeth  weak ; 

Mount — grotto — cavern  — valley  search’d  in  vain. 
They  find  on  shore  a sea>b;ut's  broken  chain : 

Their  h<^  revives— they  follow  o’er  the  main. 

• That  the  point  of  honour  which  Is  rcpresenttnl  In 
tnstaiK’O  of  Courad’i  rhnractor  hni  not  been  carried  bej'oivd 
the  boumU  of  pruhaluhtr,  may  i>orhaps  be  in  some  degree 
conUrmed  by  the  following  Am-cduto  of  a brother  buccaneer 
io  die  year  IHit  r — Our  readers  hare  all  seen  the  account 
of  the  enterprise  ag  dnst  the  pirates  of  Usrratarla  ; l>ut  few, 
wo  beliere,  were  fiifurmed  of  the  situation,  history,  or  nature 
of  that  estiblishmerti.  For  tho  information  of  sucli  as  were 
unacquainted  with  U,  we  have  procured  u^m  a fVIcnd  (he  fuU 
lowing  interesting  narrative  of  tlie  main  farts,  of  which  he 
has  personal  knowledge,  and  which  cannot  fail  to  interest 
some  of  our  readers.  — Uarrataiia  is  a Itay,  or  a narrow  arm 
of  the  Gulf  of  .Vlexico  ; It  runs  through  a rich  hut  very  flat 
country,  until  It  reaches  within  a mile  of  the  MUslssippi  nver, 
fifteen  miles  below  the  riir  of  Sew  Orleans.  'Jlie  Kay  has 
branches  almost  Iniiuinembio,  In  whlcli  persons  ean  He  con- 
cealed from  the  severest  irnitiny.  It  communicates  with 
three  lakes  which  lie  on  the  louth-weit  side,  and  these,  « llh 
the  lake  of  the  same  name,  and  which  lies  contiguous  to  the 
s«a,  where  there  Is  an  Island  formed  by  the  two  arms  of  this 
lake  and  the  sea.  The  east  .md  west  points  of  this  island 
; were  fortinesl,  in  the  year  1h||,  by  a battd  of  pirates,  nndcr 
the  commaod  of  one  a1on«ieur  La  Fitte.  A large  maiorlty 
of  (licse  outlaws  are  of  that  class  of  the  population  of  the 
state  of  Louisiana  who  fled  from  the  island  of  St.  Domingo 
during  the  troubles  there,  and  took  refuge  In  the  island  of 
Cuba : and  when  the  last  war  between  Franco  and  Spain 
commencetl,  they  were  compelled  to  leave  that  Ularsd  with 
the  short  notice  of  a few  aays.  Without  ceremony,  they 
entered  the  Ignited  States,  the  most  of  them  the  state  tif 
Louisiana,  with  oil  the  n^roes  they  had  possessed  in  Cuba. 
They  were  notified  by  the  Governor  of  that  State  of  the  clause 
in  (he  constitution  which  forbad  the  importation  of  slaves  ; 
but,  at  the  same  time,  received  the  assurance  of  the  Governor 
that  he  would  obtain,  if  possible,  the  approbation  of  the  Gi-- 
neral  Government  for  tnelr  retaining  this  property.  — The 
island  of  Darrataria  Is  situated  about  lat.  '£)  deg  IS  min.,  Ion. 
92.  30. ; and  is  as  remarkable  tor  Its  health  as  fur  tlie  superior 
scale  and  shell  fl«h  with  which  its  waters  abound.  The  chief 
of  this  horde,  like  Charles  dc  Moor,  had  mixed  w ith  his  many 
vices  some  virtues.  In  the  year  1813,  this  party  had.  from  its 
turnitude  and  boldness,  clatmed  the  attention  of  the  (ioveruor 
of  Louisiana ; and  to  break  up  the  rstablUhncnl.  he  thought 
proper  to  strike  at  the  head.  He  therefore  offbred  a reward 
uf  MO  dollars  fur  the  head  uf  Monsieur  La  Fitte,  who  was  well 
known  to  the  inhabiunts  of  the  city  of  New  Orleans,  from 
his  immediate  connection,  and  his  once  having  been  a fencing, 
master  in  that  city  of  great  reputation,  which  art  he  learnt  in 
Buonaparte’s  army,  where  be  was  a captain.  The  reward 
which  was  offered  hy  the  Governor  for  the  head  of  I.os  Fitte 
was  answered  by  the  ofkr  of  a reward  from  the  latter  of 
15.000  for  the  head  of  the  Governor.  The  Guvrrnor  ordered 
out  a company  to  march  IVom  the  city  to  La  Fitte’s  island, 
and  to  burn  and  destmv  all  the  property,  and  tu  bring  to  tise 
city  of  New  Orleans  all  his  Uanditcl.  'iTils  company,  under 
the  command  of  a man  who  luid  been  the  luUmatr  a>sociate 
uf  this  bold  Captain,  approat  lied  very  near  to  the  furtified 
island,  before  he  saw  a man.  or  heard  a sound,  until  he  heard 
a whistle,  not  uulike  a boatswain’s  call.  Then  It  was  he 
found  himself  surrounded  by  armed  men  who  had  emerged 
from  the  secret  avenues  which  led  into  Uaycot  ifere  it  was 
that  the  mnderu  Charles  de  Muor  dcveloficd  his  few  noble 
traits  ; for  to  this  man  who  had  come  to  destroy  Ins  life  and 
all  that  was  dear  to  him.  he  not  only  spared  liis  life,  tmt  nf. 
iVred  him  that  which  wuuld  hare  moefe  the  huTK'st  snlriier 
easy  for  the  remainder  of  his  days ; which  was  indignantly 
refused.  Ho  tlicn,  with  the  approbation  of  his  captor,  re- 
, turned  to  the  citr.  This  circumstance,  and  some  cuncomitant 
events,  proved  that  this  band  of  pIraU-s  was  not  to  Ite  taken 
\ by  land.  Our  naval  force  having  always  been  small  in 
that  i^ujrtev.  exertions  ior  the  destnu-n'on  of  this  illicit 
esuhluhmrnl  could  not  !«•  exinjcted  from  them  uidil  axig- 
merded ; for  au  offierr  of  the  navy,  with  most  of  the  gun- 
IkmUs  on  tliat  statioji,  had  f«*  retreat  from  an  overwhelming 
force  uf  I,a  I'ittc’s.  So  souti  as  the  augmentation  oi  the 


'TIs  idle  all  — muom  roll  on  moons  away, 

And  Conrad  comes  not  — came  nut  since  that  day  : 

Nor  tnee,  nor  tidin^ts  of  his  doom  iledare 
Whore  lives  his  grief,  or  perish’d  his  despair ! 

Long  ntoum'd  his  band  whom  rvonc  c^juld  muum 
beside ; 

iVnd  fair  the  monument  they  gave  his  bride : ' 

For  him  they  raise  not  the  recording  stone — 

His  death  yet  dubious,  deeds  too  widely  known ; 

He  left  a Corsair’s  name  to  other  times,  I 

Link'd  with  one  virtue  •,  and  a thousand  crimes.* 

nav)' authnrlsM  aii  attack,  one  was  made;  thcovrr:hrT»w  of  : 
this  banditti  has  been  the  mult ; and  now  (his  aimust  iuviil.  [ 
nerahle  point  and  key  to  New  Orleans  is  clear  uf  an  etn*my, 
it  is  to  be  hoped  the  government  will  bold  it  by  a strong  | 
milttaij  force.’’  — American  Sevtpaiter. 

In  Noble's  cuntinuatloD  of  Granger’s  Biographical  History  ; 
there  Is  a iltigular  passage  in  his  account  of  Archbishop 
Blarklfourne ; and  su  in  some  measure  cunnected  w ith  li>e 
profession  of  the  hero  of  the  foregoing  poem,  I cannot  resist  i 
the  temptation  of  extracting  it.  — “ There  U something  niys. 
terious  in  the  history  and  character  of  Dr.  Biackbounic*.  ! 

former  is  but  imperfectly  known ; and  ret>ort  has  even  ' 
asserted  he  waa  a buccaneer  t and  that  one  of  his  brethren  in 
that  profession  having  asked,  on  hit  arrival  io  England,  what  j 
had  bccurne  of  his  old  chum,  Biorkbourno,  was  answered.  He  ' 
is  Archbishop  of  York.  We  are  lnforme<d,  that  Blockbourne 
was  inslaibni  sulkdeun  of  Kxctrr  in  Ibfst.  which  nflice  he  re>  | 
signetl  In  1702;  but  after  his  successor  I.#rwU  liarnct's  death. 

In  ITtli,  he  regained  it.  In  the  tullowlng  year  he  tiecame 
dean  ; and  in  1714,  held  with  it  the  arrhdeam-ry  of  Cornwali.  ! 
He  was  const crattxl  bishop  of  Exeter,  February  21.  171C;  , 
aikI  transUtea  to  York,  November  2n.  1724.  as  a reward,  ac. 
Cording  to  court  scandal,  for  uniting  George  1.  to  the  Diicltcss  i 
of  Munster.  This,  however,  appears  to  have  been  an  un-  ! 
fonnded  coluruny.  As  arrhblsliup  he  behaved  with  gr.-at  | 
prudence,  and  was  equally  respectable  as  the  guardian  of  the  | 
revenues  of  the  see.  Humour  whisj>crc<l  he  retained  the  i 
vices  of  his  youth,  and  that  a passion  lor  the  (air  sex  formed  ' 
an  item  In  the  list  of  his  wcaanesses  ; hut  so  lar  from  lioing  ' 
convicted  by  seventy  witnesses,  he  does  not  appear  U>  have 
been  directly  crimm.ited  by  one.  In  short.  I Iook  upon  lhi-*e 
nspenloQs  as  (he  effix-tt  of  mere  malice.  How  is  It  possiHe 
a buccaneer  should  have  been  so  good  a scholar  as  Block, 
bourne  certainly  was?  He  who  had  so  perfect  a knowledge 
of  the  clanirs  (^rtlculariy  of  the  Greek  tragedians;,  as  to  l e 
aide  to  read  them  with  the  same  ease  as  he  cuuld  Shakipcarr,  I 
must  hive  taker  great  pains  to  acquire  llie  learned  languages , ^ 
and  have  had  both  leisure  oiHl  good  masters.  But^  w.  s I 
undoubtedly  educated  at  Christ  Church  College,  Oxford.  | 
He  Is  b11ow(hI  to  have  been  a pleasant  man : (hb,  however,  | 
was  turned  against  him  hy  its  being  said,  ’ he  gained  more  j 
; hearts  than  souls.'  ” | 

I “ 'Hie  only  voice  that  could  soothe  the  passions  of  the 
savage  (Alpbonso  IH.<  was  that  of  on  amiable  and  vlrtuvms 
wife,  the  sole  object  of  his  love ; the  voice  of  Donna  Isabella, 
the  daughter  of  the  Duke  of  Savoy,  and  the  grand.daughtcr  uf 
Philip  11.  King  of  Spain.—  Her  dying  words  sunk  iWp  into  , 
his  memory  ; his  fierce  spirit  meltfd  into  tears  ; vid  after  the 
last  embrace.  Atplioiiso  retired  into  bis  chamber  to  Iwwail  , 
his  lrTi‘{iarable  lots,  and  to  meditate  on  the  vanity  of  butnati 
life." — <;il.bnn‘s  Milccllaiieous  Works,  vol.  ill.  p*.  473. 

* [In  **  The  Corsair."  Lord  Byron  first  felt  himself  at  full 
I liberty  ; aud  then  nil  at  once  he  shows  (he  unbroken  stream 
of  his  native  eloquence,  of  rapid  narrative,  of  vigorous  and  ' 
' intense,  yet  unforced  imagery,  sentiment,  and  thought ; of  1 
I extraorditiarr  elostiri^,  trans|>arency,  purity,  rase,  and  bar* 

I mony  of  lancuage. ; of  an  arrangement  of  words,  never  trite, 

* yet  uways  flmple  and  flowing;— in  such  a prrtect  expression 
of  idesu,  Always  impressive,  generally  pointed,  frequently  pat. 
siouate,  and  often  new,  that  it  Is  perspicuity  Itself,  with  not  a 
superfluous  word,  and  not  a word  out  of  Its  natural  plare.  — 
Sir  K.  Batnurji.  “Tlie  Corsair"  Is  written  In  the  regu'ar 
heroic  couplet,  with  a spirit,  freedom,  and  variety  of  tone, 
of  wlilrh,  notwithstanding  the  example  of  Dryden,  we  searcety 
i Iwliered  that  measure  rusceptible.  It  was  yet  to  be  proved 
that  this,  the  most  ponderous  and  stately  verse  In  our  laiu 
gtisge.  eould  be  accommodated  to  the  variations  of  a tale  of 
passion  cml  of  pity,  and  to  all  (he  breaks,  startle  atul  transitions 
of  an  adventurous  and  dramatic  narration.  This  experiment 
lovrd  Hyron  has  mule,  with  equal  boldness  and  succru  ; and 
has  satisfied  us,  that  the  oldest  and  most  respectable  mea<ure 
I that  U known  amongst  ns,  ti  at  least  as  flexible  os  any  other, 

: and  capable,  in  (he  hands  of  a master,  of  vibrations  ac  string 
I nrd  rapid  as  those  of  a lighter  structure.  — JtrraxT.] 
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Thi  Scrfi*  arc  glad  through  I.Ara’*  wMc  domain, 
And  Slavery  half  forgcbi  her  feudal  chain ; 

He,  their  unhoped,  but  unforgotten  lord. 

The  long  telf-exUeil  chieftain,  Is  restored  : 

There  be  bright  fhcct  in  the  busy  halt. 

Bowls  on  the  board,  and  banners  on  the  wall ; 

Far  checkering  o'er  the  pictured  window,  plays 
The  unwonted  higgots*  hospitable  blast ; 

And  gay  retainers  gather  round  the  hearth. 

With  tongues  all  loudness,  and  with  eyes  all  mirth. 

II. 

The  chief  of  Lara  Is  return’d  again ; 

And  why  had  Lara  cross'd  the  bounding  main  ? 

Left  by  his  sire,  too  young  such  loss  to  know. 

Lord  of  himself,  — that  heritage  of  woe. 

That  fearful  empire  which  the  human  breast 
But  hediU  to  rob  the  heart  within  of  rest ! — 

• TA  fewdari  after  he  had  put  t1ieflr»Uh1nff  ham!  to  thc“Od® 
to  Napoleon' Dunnapane,'*  Lord  Bj^ron  adopted  the  most 
extraordinary  resolution  that,  perhapa,  erer  entered  Into  the 
znind  ot  an  author  of  any  celebrity.  Annoyed  at  the  tone 
dirparagement  In  which  hU  a»*ailanti  — not  content  with 
Markenlag  bU  moral  and  lodal  rhararter»  now  affbeted  to 
•peak  of  hU  irenlus,  «k)  »omewhat  mortilied.  there  U reason 
to  brliere.  by  Ondlnit  that  hli  own  fliendi  tlreaded  the  rflbcU 
of  conitant  pubhcatlnn  on  hU  ultimate  fame,  he  came  to  the 
deirrmlnailon,  not  only  to  print  no  more  in  lUturr.  but  to  pur- 
cha»e  bock  the  whole  of  hi*  part  nmyriahu,  and  »upprex» 
every  line  he  had  erer  written.  With  thUrlcw.  on  the  »lh 
of  April,  he  actually  encJo*ed  hi*  piibiirtier  a draft  for  the 
money.  *•  Kor  all  thl»,*'  he  *akl.  ••  It  might  l»e  a*  well  to  amIrd 
iomc  reaaon  : I hare  none  to  alre.  except  my  own  caprice, 
and  1 do  not  consider  the  circum»tance  of  con»equeiice 
ennui^  to  require  explanation.**  An  appeal,  however,  from 
Mr.  Murray,  to  hi*  |rood>nature  and  con«ideratn»et«.  brought. 
In  ciirht  and  forty  hour*,  the  following  replv  : — “ If  your  pre. 
•ent  note  i«  »eiiout.  and  it  really  would  he  inrtinvcnlent, 
there  li  an  erid  of  the  matter : tear  my  draft,  and  go  on  aa 
UBU^  ; that  1 waa  pcrfectiv  »erloui.  In  wUhlng  to  luppreu 
all  future  publication.  U iniej  but  certainly  not  In  interfere 
with  the  convenience  of  others,  asd  more  partlciilarly  your 
own.” 

The  following  nasiage*  In  hi*  Pianr  depict  the  itate  of 
I,erd  llyrtin’immcl  at  thI*  t>eriod:— .*•  kfurray  ha*  h-vd  a letter 
from  bu  brother  bibliopole  of  Edinburgh,  who  *ay»,  ' he  I* 
lucky  In  bating  luch  a port lomething  a*  If  one  wa*  a 
iiock-harxe,  or  ‘ai*.  nr  any  thing  that  i*  hi*;'  or  like  Mr*. 
I'ackwood.  who  repUed  to  *nmo  Innuin"  after  the  Otie*  on 
Raxor*.  * Laws,  *ir,  we  keep*  a poet.  The  *amr  llluatrious 
KdinburgL  bookteller  once  »ent  an  order  for  bonk*,  i»oe*T. 
and  cookery,  with  thU  agreeable  po*t*cript  — * The  HaroUi 
and  Owicry  are  much  wanted.'  Such  i»  fame  J and,  after 
ail,  qtilie  a*  good  a*  any  other  * life  In  other*'  bn-alh.'  *TI* 
much  the  »ame  todlviile  purrhatert  with  Hannah  (tlaste  or 
Hannah  More.” — ” March  17th,  Rclde  the  ‘Quarrel*  of 
Author*,'  a new  work  bv  that  mo»t  entertaining  and  re* 
•earchinc  writer.  D’UraelL  They  *eem  to  be  an  Irritable 
act,  and  1 wUb  rnyM^U  well  out  oflt.  * lH  not  march  through 


With  none  to  check,  and  few  to  point  In  time 
The  thousand  paths  that  slope  the  way  to  crime ; 
Then,  when  he  most  required  commandment,  then 
Had  Lara's  daring  bo)  hood  govern’d  men. 

It  skills  not,  boots  not  step  by  step  to  trace 
RIs  youth  through  all  the  mazes  of  its  race ; 

Short  waa  the  course  his  restlessneas  had  run. 

But  long  enough  to  leave  him  half  undone.  * 

in. 

And  Lara  left  in  youth  his  father-land  ; 

But  from  the  hour  he  waved  bis  parting  hand 
Each  trace  wax'd  fainter  of  his  course,  till  all 
Had  nearly  ceased  his  memoiy  to  rrcall. 

His  sire  was  dust,  his  vassals  could  declare, 

'Twos  all  they  knew,  that  Lara  was  not  there ; 

Nor  sent,  nor  came  he,  till  conjecture  grew 
Cold  In  the  in.xny,  anxious  in  the  few. 

Ills  hall  scarce  echoes  with  his  wonted  name. 

Ills  portrait  darkens  in  its  fading  frame, 

Another  chief  consoled  his  destinetl  bride. 

The  young  forgot  him,  and  the  old  had  died  ; 

” Tet  doth  he  live  5 **  exclaims  the  impatient  belr. 
And  sighs  for  sables  which  he  must  not  wear. 

A hundred  scutcheons  deck  with  gloomy  grace 
The  Laras'  last  and  longest  dwelllng-pl^ ; 

Coventry  with  them,  that  '•  flat.'  MTiat  the  devil  had  I to  do 
with  the  arribbling?  It  ii  tun  late  lu  inquire,  and  all  regrK 
I*  u*ele*>.  But  *an  It  were  to  do  again  I should  write  a^o, 

I (uppoie.  Such  U human  nature,  at  lea«t  my  *hare  of  It ; 
though  1 shall  think  better  of  myself  If  I have  eriise  to  ttofi 
now.  If  1 hare  a wife,  and  that  wife  has  a *nn,  I »iU  bring 
up  mine  heir  In  the  mo«i  aotl-poetlcal  way  make  him  a 
lawyer,  or  a pirate,  or  an)  thing.  But  If  he  writrs.  too.  I shall 
be  sure  he  I*  none  of  mine,  and  will  cut  him  oft  with  a B.ink 
token.”.— **  April  19.  Twill  keep  no  further  JniiruAl ; mxKl.  to 

freveot  mefrom  returning,  like  a dog,  to  the  i omit  of  memory, 
tear  out  the  retnaining  leave*  of  this  vulume.  * Oh  fixri  I I 
•hall  go  mad.’” 

These  extract*  are  from  the  Dlatr  of  March  .xnd  April.  1914. 
Before  the  end  of  May  he  bful  ^gun  the  romposiilou  of 
” Lara.”  which  has  been  almost  universally  considered  os  the 
continuation  of  “ The  Corsair.”  This  was  puldithed 

anonymously  In  tha  following  August,  in  the  *.iine  volume 
with  'Mr  Kneeri't  elegant  tale  of  *-  Jarqncllne  ; ” an  unnatural 
and  unintelligible  ennjuoction,  which,  bowerer.  gave  rise  lo 
•ome  pretty  gimd  ^kr*.  **  1 believe,”  says  I.ord  Byron,  lu 
nne  of  hU  letters,  ”1  told  vou  of  Ijirry  and  JA<-quy.  A 
friend  of  mine  — at  IcAst  a friend  «>f  hU— w.-u  reading  said 
I,arry  askd  Joequy  In  a Brightrm  roach.  A |<a»Mm,(er  took  up 
the  book  and  queried  a*  to  the  author.  The  proprietor  tola, 
‘there  were  rtco  ,•*  — to  which  the  answer  of  the  unknown 
was,  * Ay.  av,— . a jnioC  concern,  I suppose,  ttrmmot  like  Stem- 
hold  and  Ropkln*.'  1*  nut  this  excellent  ? I would  not  have 
missed  the  ' vile  comparisftn ' to  have  escaped  being  the 
• Airades  ombo  etcanUre  paici.’”] 

* The  reader  I*  apprised,  that  the  name  of  I,ara  being 
Spanish,  and  no  circumstance  of  local  and  natural  descriptiun 
flxing  the  scene  or  bsro  of  the  |Kwm  to  at»y  country  or  age. 
the  » ord  ‘ Serf  which  could  not  be  corrrcll)  applietl  to  iKe 
lower  classes  In  Spam,  who  were  never  vassaU  i>f  the  soil, 
bai  nevertheless  hern  cmpim'ed  to  designate  the  ft  llowecs  of 
our  Actitious  chieftain.  — TLord  Hymn  cisewnerc  intlniataa, 
that  he  meant  Lora  lor  a chief  of  the  Morea.] 

> ri,nrd  Byron's  own  tale  1*  partly  told  in  Util  sccUon.— 
Stk  waLTxa  ScorrJ 
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But  on«  1a  absent  from  the  mouldering  file, 
That  now  were  welcome  In  that  Gothic  pile. 


He  romefl  at  last  In  sudden  loneliness. 

And  whence  they  know  not,  why  they  need  not  guess ; 
They  more  might  marvel,  when  the  greeting's  o'er, 
Not  that  he  came,  but  came  not  long  before  : 

No  truln  is  his  beyond  a single  page. 

Of  foreign  aspect,  and  of  tender  age. 

Years  roll’d  on,  and  fast  they  speed  away 
To  those  that  wander  as  to  those  that  stay ; 

Rut  lack  of  tidings  fbom  another  clime 
Had  lent  a flagging  wing  to  weary  Time. 

They  see,  they  recognise,  yet  almost  deem 
The  present  dubious,  or  the  i^ast  a dream. 

He  lives,  nor  yet  is  past  bis  manhood’s  prime,  [time ; 
Though  scar'd  by  toil,  and  something  touch'd  by 
His  faults  whatt’er  they  were,  if  scarce  forgot. 

Might  be  untaught  him  by  hU  varied  lot ; 

Nor  good  nor  U1  of  late  were  known,  his  name 
Might  yet  uphold  bis  patrimonial  fame : 

His  soul  In  youth  was  haughty,  but  bh  sins 
No  more  than  pleasure  from  the  stripling  vr!n«  { 

And  such,  If  not  yet  harden’d  In  their  course. 

Might  be  redeem'd,  nor  a»k  a long  remorse. 


And  they  Indeed  were  changed  — ‘t  Is  quickly  scon, 
Whate'er  he  be,  ‘twas  not  what  he  had  been : 

That  brow  in  fiiirow’d  lines  had  fix’d  at  Ust, 

And  spake  of  {tasslons,  but  of  pansion  (vxst : 

The  pride,  but  not  the  Arc,  of  early  days. 

Coldness  of  mien,  and  carelessness  of  praise ; 

A high  demeanour,  and  a glance  that  took 
Their  thoughts  from  others  by  a single  lw»k  ; 

And  that  sarcastic  levity  of  tongue. 

The  stinging  of  a heart  the  world  hath  stung. ' 

That  darts  In  seeming  playfulness  around, 

And  makes  those  feel  that  will  not  own  the  wound  ; 
Ali  these  seem’d  his,  an<l  something  more  beneath 
Than  glance  could  well  reveal,  or  accent  breathe. 
Ambition,  glory,  love,  the  common  aim. 

That  some  am  conquer,  and  that  all  would  cl.dm, 
Within  his  breast  appear’d  no  more  to  strive, 

Yet  seem’d  as  lately  they  had  been  alive ; 

And  some  deep  feeling  it  were  vain  to  trace 
At  mumeuts  lighten’d  o'er  his  livid  fkcc. 

* [It  U a r<*markal)le  property  of  the  poetry  of  Lord  Byron, 
that  although  hU  manner  it  fri^uently  TariM.  — although  he 
appeart  to  have  atiumed  for  an  occatlnn  the  rharacterlttic 
•lania  and  «tjrie  of  tevc^al  contemporarict.  — yet  not  cmly  li 
hit  poetry  marked  In  every  Instance  hy  the  itrongnt  rail  of 
nripnality,  but  in  tome  leading  partlculart,  and  etpeclally  In 
the  character  of  liU  heroet,  each  itorr  to  clotcly  rrtvmbled 
the  other,  that,  luanaftiHl  by  a writer  of  leit  power,  the  effh-t 
would  have  brim  an  unpicatant  monotony  All,  or  almoit  alt. 
hit  hentcs  have  sumewhat  the  aUributet  of  Chllde  Harold : 
all.  or  almost  all,  have  mind*  which  term  at  variance  with 
their  forlunrt.  .-iiid  exhibit  hicrh  and  pui^'nant  feeiiugt  of  pain 
and  pleasure ; a kewn  tense  of  what  it  noble  and  bonoorable  ; ' 
and  an  equally  keen  tutccptibility  of  liijutiln  or  Injury,  under  ; 
the  g-trb  of  stoicism  nr  contempt  of  mankiod.  TIm  itrmirth 
of  early  patsion.  and  (he  glow  of  youthful  feeline,  are  uniformly 
painted  as  chilled  or  subdued  by  a train  of  early  imprudences 
or  of  darker  guilt,  and  the  tense  of  enjoyment  tamUho<i, 
by  too  intimate  an  arnuaintance  with  the  vanity  of  human 
wlshet.  'Fhese  groerai  attributes  mark  the  ttrra  fratiim  of 
ill  Lord  Byron's  heroes,  from  those  which  are  shaded  by  the 
tcallupcd  hat  of  the  Uluitrtout  Pilgrim,  to  tlsote  which  lurk 
itrtdcr  the  tiiriwm  of  Alp  the  Renegaile.  It  was  rcservetl  to 
him  to  prcssmt  the  tame  cliaractcr  ou  the  public  ttago  a„'am  i 


Not  much  he  loved  long  question  of  the  past. 

Nor  told  of  wondrous  wilds,  and  deserts  vast. 

In  those  flir  lands  where  he  had  wander'd  lone, 
And-~-as  himself  would  have  it  seem  — unknown; 
Yet  these  in  vain  his  eye  could  scarcely  scan. 

Nor  glean  experience  from  bU  fellow  man ; 

But  what  be  bad  beheld  he  sbunn’d  to  show, 

As  hardly  worth  a stranger’s  care  to  know ; 

If  still  more  prying  such  Inquiry  grew, 

HU  brow  fell  darker,  ami  his  words  more  few. 


Not  unrt;)o{ccd  to  see  him  once  again, 

Warm  was  his  welcome  to  the  haunts  of  men ; 
Bom  of  high  lineage,  link'd  In  high  commami, 
Re  mingled  with  the  magnates  of  his  land ; 
Join’d  the  carousals  of  the  great  and  gay, 

And  saw  them  smile  or  sigh  their  hours  away ; « 
But  still  he  only  saw,  and  did  not  share. 

The  common  pleasure  or  the  general  care ; 

He  did  not  follow  what  they  all  pursued. 

With  hope  still  baffled,  still  to  be  renew'd  ; 

Nor  shadowy  honour,  nor  substantial  gain. 

Nor  beauty's  preference,  and  the  rival’s  pain : 
Around  him  some  mysterious  circle  thrown 
Repell’d  approach,  and  show’d  him  still  alone; 
Upon  hU  eye  sat  something  of  reproof. 

That  kept  at  least  frivolity  aloof ; 

And  thing*  more  timid  that  beheld  him  near. 

In  silence  goied,  or  whisper’d  mutual  fear ; 

And  they  the  wiser,  friendlier  few  confess'd 
They  deem'd  him  better  than  hU  air  expreVd. 


'T  was  strange  — In  youth  all  action  and  all  life, 
Burning  for  pieastire,  not  averse  from  strife ; 

Woman  — the  field— -the  ocean  — all  that  gave 
Promise  of  gladness,  peril  of  a grave. 

In  turn  be  tried  — he  ransack'd  all  below. 

And  found  his  recompense  in  Joy  or  woe, 

No  tame,  trite  medium ; for  his  feelings  soti  :ht 
In  that  Intcnseness  an  escape  from  thought : 

The  tempest  of  hU  heart  in  scorn  had  gated 
On  that  the  feebler  elements  had  raised ; 

The  rapture  of  hU  heart  had  look'd  on  high, 

.And  ask’d  if  greater  dwelt  beyond  the  sky : 
i Chain'd  to  excess,  the  slave  of  each  extreme, 

I How  vrokc  he  from  the  wildness  of  that  dream  ? 

and  Again,  varfed  only  by  the  exertions  of  that  onwerfiil  grnlus 
which,  searching  the  springs  of  passion  and  of  fctling  in  their 
innermoAt  recesses,  knew  how  tucombine  their  operations,  so 
that  the  interest  was  eternally  varying,  and  never  aluitrd. 
although  the  most  important  pertonoge  of  the  drama  retained 
the  same  lineaments.  It  will  one  day  be  considered  as  not 
the  least  remarkable  literary  phenomenon  of  this  age.  tlMt 
I during  a period  of  four  years,  notwithstanding  the  quantity  of 


distinguished  poetical  ^eot  of  which  we  mar  be  {>cnniued 
to  boast,  a single  author  — and  he  managing  hit  pen  » Ith  the 
careless  and  nogligmt  ease  of  a man  of  quality,  and  choosing 


for  his  theme  subiccts  lo  very  similar,  and  persona;res  bearing 
so  close  a resemblance  to  each  oilier,— did.  In  despite  of  these 
eimimttances,  of  the  unamiabic  attributes  witfi  which  he 


utuaily  invest^  his  heroes,  and  of  the  proverbial  fickleness  of 
the  public,  maintain  the  ascendency  in  their  favour,  which  h« 
had  acquired  by  hts  first  matured  production.  S*>,  however, 
it  indisputably  nos  been.  — Sia  WsLTsa  ScuoV.J 
* [This  description  of  Ijira,  suddenly  and  unexpectedly 
returned  from  distant  travels,  and  rtsauuming  his  station  In 
the  society  of  hliowm  country,  has  strong  points  of  resemblance 
to  the  part  which  the  author  himself  seemed  oeca'ionilly  to 
bear  amid  the  scenes  where  the  great  mingle  with  the  fair.  — 
bin  WALTSa  ScoTT.J 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


CANTO  T, 


Ala* ! he  told  not — but  he  did  awake 

To  curse  the  wither'd  heart  that  would  not  break. 


Books,  for  his  volume  heretofore  was  Man, 

With  eye  more  curious  he  apjwar’d  to  scan. 

And  oft,  in  sudden  roixkl,  for  niar.y  a day. 

From  all  communi  jn  be  would  start  away  : 

And  then,  bis  rarely  call'd  attcmlants  said,  [tread 
Through  night's  long  hours  would  sound  his  hurried 
O’er  the  dark  gallery,  where  his  fathers  frown'd 
In  rude  but  antique  portraiture  around: 

They  heard,  but  whisper'd must  not  be 
known— 

The  sound  of  words  leas  earthly  than  his  own. 

Yes,  they  who  chose  might  smile,  but  some  had  seen 
They  scarce  knew  what,  but  mt»rc  than  should  have 
l»ccn. 

AVliy  gazed  be  so  upon  the  ghastly  beai] 

^t'hlch  hands  profane  had  gather'd  from  the  dead. 
That  still  beside  his  open'd  volume  lay, 

A*  if  to  startle  all  save  him  away  ? 

Why  slept  he  not  when  others  were  nt  rest? 

W’hy  heard  no  mu»ic,  and  received  no  guest  ? 

All  was  not  well,  they  deem’d — but  where  the  wrong  ? 
Some  knew  i>crchance  — but  'twere  a talc  too  lung ; 
And  such  besides  were  too  discreetly  wi:»c. 

To  more  than  hint  their  knowledge  In  sunnise ; 

But  if  they  would  — they  could" — around  the  board 
Thus  Lara's  vassal*  prattled  of  their  lord. 


It  was  the  night  — and  Lara's  glassy  stream 
The  start  are  studding,  each  with  imaged  beam ; 

So  calm,  the  water*  scarcely  seem  to  stray, 

And  yet  they'  glide  like  happiness  .tway ; 

Reflecting  and  fairy-like  from  high 
The  immortal  lights  that  live  along  the  sky : 

Its  banks  are  fHnged  with  many  a goodly  tree. 

And  flowers  the  fairest  that  may  feast  the  bcc ; 

Such  in  her  chaplet  infant  Dian  wove. 

And  Innocence  would  offer  to  her  love. 

These  deck  the  shore ; the  waves  their  channel  make 
In  winding*  bright  and  mazy  like  the  snake. 

All  was  M stilt,  M soft  in  earth  and  air, 

Y'ou  scarce  would  start  to  mbet  a spirit  there ; 

.Secure  that  nought  of  evil  could  delight 
To  walk  in  such  a scene,  on  such  a night ! 

It  was  a moment  only  for  the  good : 

So  ]..ara  deem’d,  nor  longer  there  he  stood, 

But  turn'd  in  silence  to  hi*  castlc-gatc ; 

Such  scene  hi*  soul  no  more  could  contemplate : 
Such  scene  reminded  him  of  other  days. 

Of  skies  more  cloudless,  moon*  of  purer  blaze. 

Of  nights  more  soft  and  frequent,  hearts  that  now  — 
No — no — the  storm  may  beat  upon  hi*  brow, 

Unfelt — unsparing  — but  a night  like  this, 

A night  of  beauty,  mock'd  such  breast  as  his. 


He  turn'd  within  his  solitary  hall. 

And  hi*  high  shadow  shot  along  the  wait ; 

There  were  the  painted  fonn*  of  other  times, 
'Twas  all  they  left  of  virtue*  or  of  crime*. 

Save  vague  tradition ; and  the  gloomy  vaults 
That  hid  their  dust,  their  fuildes,  and  their  faults; 
And  half  a column  of  the  iH>m{Mtu*  page. 

That  speeds  the  specious  talc  from  age  to  age ; 


^ Where  history's  pen  its  praise  or  blame  supplies. 
And  lies  like  truth,  and  still  most  truly  lies. 

He  wandering  mused,  and  as  the  nKK>iibeam  shone 
Through  the  dim  lattice  o'er  the  floor  of  stone. 
And  the  high  fretted  roof,  and  saints,  that  there 
O'er  Gothic  window*  knelt  in  pictured  prayer, 
Kcflected  In  fantastic  figures  grew, 

‘ Like  life,  but  not  like  mortal  life,  to  view : 

, Hi*  bristling  lock*  of  sable,  brow  of  gloom, 

’ And  the  wide  waving  of  bis  shaken  plume, 

I Glanced  like  a spectre's  attributes,  and  gave 
I Ills  aspect  all  that  terror  gives  the  grave. 

XII. 

I 'Twas  midnight  — all  was  slumber;  the  lone  light 
I ]>imm'd  in  the  bmp,  as  loth  to  break  the  night. 

, Hark  ! there  be  murmurs  heard  in  Lara's  hall  — 

I A sound  — a voice  — a shriek— a fearful  call  I 
I A long,  loud  shriek  — and  silence — did  they  hear 
That  frantic  echo  burst  the  sleeping  ear  ? 

They  heard  and  ro»e,  and.  tremulously  brave, 

Itush  where  the  sound  invoked  their  aid  to  save ; 
They  come  with  half-Ut  tapers  in  their  hands 
And  snatch'd  in  startled  haste  unbelted  brands. 


Cold  a*  the  marble  where  his  length  was  laid, 

Pale  as  the  beam  that  o'er  his  features  play’d, 

Was  I.ara  stretch'd ; his  balf>drawn  sabre  near. 
Dropp'd  it  should  seem  in  more  than  nature's  frar ; 
Yet  he  was  firm,  or  hod  been  Arm  till  now, 

And  still  defiance  knit  his  gather'd  brow ; 

Though  mix'd  with  terror,  senseless  a*  he  by. 

There  lived  upon  his  lip  the  wish  to  sby ; 

S«>me  half-form'd  threat  in  utterance  there  ha^l  died. 
Some  Imprecation  of  despairing  pride ; 

Hi*  eye  was  almost  seal'd,  but  not  forsook, 

Even  in  its  trance,  the  gladiator's  look. 

That  oft  awake  hU  a.*pect  cotdd  di.«closc. 

And  now  wo*  fix'd  in  horrible  repose. 

They  raise  him  — bear  him:— huah!  he  breathes, 
he  fipcak*. 

The  swarthy  blush  recolour*  in  his  cheeks. 

Hi*  lip  resume*  it*  red,  hi*  eye,  though  dim, 

Roll*  wide  and  wild,  each  slowly  quivering  limb 
Recall*  its  functiou,  but  his  words  arc  strung 
In  terras  that  seem  not  of  his  native  tongue  ; 

Distinct  but  strange,  enough  they  understand 
To  deem  them  accents  of  another  land ; 

And  such  they  were,  and  meant  to  meet  on  ear 
That  hears  him  not— alas  I that  cannot  hear  ’ 

XIV. 

Hi*  |>age  approach'd,  and  he  alone  appear'd 
To  know  the  import  of  the  word*  they  beard  ; 

And,  by  the  change*  of  his  cheek  and  brow. 

They  were  not  such  a*  Lara  should  avow, 

Nor  he  Interpret, — yet  with  less  sun>ri*e 
Than  those  around  their  chieftain's  state  he  eyes. 

But  Lara's  pnistratc  fonn  be  bent  beside. 

And  in  that  tongue  which  seem'd  hb  own  replied. 
And  l.Ara  heed*  those  tone*  that  gently  seem 
To  soothe  away  the  horrors  of  hb  dream  — 

If  dream  It  were  that  thus  could  overthrow 
A breavt  that  needed  not  ideal  woe. 

XV. 

^^Tiatc’cr  hb  frenzy  dream 'd  or  eye  beheld. 

If  yet  reraember’d  ne'er  to  be  reveal'd. 
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LARA. 


!l  f,VKTO  U 


Resti  at  hU  heart : the  custom'll  momlni?  came, 

And  breathed  new  vigour  in  hU  shaken  frame  ; 

And  solace  sought  he  none  from  priest  uor  leech. 

And  soon  the  same  in  movement  and  in  speech, 

As  heretofore  be  liU'd  the  passing  hours. 

Nor  less  he  smiles,  nor  more  his  forehead  lowers, 
Than  these  were  wont ; and  if  the  coming  night 
Appear'd  less  welcome  now  to  Lara's  sight. 

He  to  his  marvelling  vassab  show'd  it  not. 

Whose  shuddering  provi-d  fear  was  less  forgot. 

In  trembling  itairs  (alone  they  dared  not)  crawl 
The  astonish’d  slaves  ^nd  shun  the  fated  hall ; 

'The  waving  banner,  and  the  clapping  door. 

The  rustling  tapestry,  and  the  echoing  floor ; 

The  long  dim  sbadovrs  of  surrounding  trees, 

Tlic  flapping  bat,  the  night  song  of  the  breexe ; 

Aught  they  behold  or  hear  their  Uiought  ap{>als 
As  evening  saddens  o'er  the  dark  grey  walls. 

XVI. 

Vain  thought ! that  hour  of  ne’er  unravell'd  gloom 
Came  not  again,  or  Lara  could  assume 
A seeming  of  forgetfulness,  that  made 
His  vassals  more  am.ized  nor  le^  afhdd. 

Had  memory  vanish'd  then  with  sense  restored  ? 
Since  word,  nor  look,  nor  gesture  of  their  lord 
B<‘tray’d  a feeling  that  recall’d  to  these 
That  fever'd  moment  of  his  mind's  dUease. 

Was  it  a dream  ? was  his  the  voice  that  s)>oke 
Those  strange  wild  accents ; his  the  cry  that  bn>kc 
Their  slumber  ? hU  the  oppress’d,  o erlabour’d  heart 
That  ceased  to  beat,  the  look  that  made  them  start  ? 
Could  he  who  thus  had  suffer’d  so  forget, 

M'ben  such  as  saw  that  suffering  shudder  yet  ? 

Or  did  that  silence  prove  bis  memory  fix'd 
Too  deep  for  words,  indelible,  unmlx’d 
In  that  corroding  secrecy  which  gnaws 
The  heart  to  show  the  effect,  but  not  the  cause  ? 

Not  so  in  him ; his  breast  hail  buried  both. 

Nor  common  gaxers  could  discern  the  growth 
Of  thoughts  fhat  mortal  lips  must  leave  half  told ; 
They  choke  the  feeble  words  that  would  unfold. 

XVIL 

In  him  Inexplicably  mix'd  appear'd 

Much  to  be  loved  and  bated,  sought  and  fear'd ; 

Opinion  varying  o'er  hb  hidden  lot, 

In  praise  or  railing  ne'er  bis  name  forgot : 

His  silence  form’d  a theme  for  others’  prate— 

They  guess'd  — they  gaxed  — they  £aln  would  know 
his  fate. 

What  had  he  been  ? what  was  be,  thus  unknown. 
Who  walk'd  their  world,  his  Uncage  only  known  ? 

A hater  of  his  kind  ? yet  some  would  say. 

With  them  he  could  seem  gay  amid»t  the  gar  ; 

But  own'd  that  smite,  if  oft  observed  and  near. 
Waned  In  its  mirth,  and  wither'd  to  a sneer ; 

That  smile  might  reach  hb  lip,  but  pass'd  not  by, 
None  e'er  could  trace  its  laughter  to  bis  eye : 

Tct  there  was  softness  too  in  his  regard, 

At  times,  a heart  as  not  by  nature  hard. 

But  once  perceived,  bis  spirit  seem'd  to  chhle 
Such  weakness,  as  unworthy  of  its  pride. 

And  steel  d itself,  as  scorning  to  redeem 
One  doubt  from  others'  half  withheld  esteem ; 

In  sclMollicted  penance  of  a breast 

^t’hkh  tenderness  might  once  have  wrung  from  rest ; 


In  viglLinco  of  grief  that  would  comsjcl 
The  soul  to  bate  for  having  loved  too  welL 

I xvm 

There  was  in  him  a vital  scorn  of  all : 

As  if  the  worst  had  fall’n  which  could  befall. 

He  stood  a stranger  in  this  breathing  world. 

An  erring  spirit  from  another  burl'd ; 

A thing  of  ilark  imaginings,  that  shaped 
, By  choice  the  perils  he  by  chance  e^capcd ; 

I But  'scaped  in  vain,  for  in  their  memory  yet 
I HU  mind  would  half  exult  and  half  regret : 

^ With  more  capacity  for  love  than  earth 
Bestows  on  must  of  mortal  mould  and  birth, 

HU  early  dreams  of  good  outstripp'd  the  tnnh. 

And  troubled  manhood  follow’d  baffled  youth  ; 

' With  thought  of  years  in  phantom  chase  mU->pent, 

I .\.nd  wasted  powers  for  better  purpose  lent ; 

I And  fiery  passions  that  had  pour’d  their  wrath 
I In  hurried  desolation  o'er  bU  path. 

And  left  the  better  feelings  all  at  strife 
In  wild  reflection  o'er  bis  stormy  life ; 

I But  haughty  still,  and  loth  himself  to  blame, 

He  call'd  on  Nature’s  self  to  share  the  shame, 

.\nd  charged  all  faults  upon  the  fleshy  form 
She  gave  to  clog  the  soul,  and  fea>t  the  worm ; 

Till  he  at  last  confounded  gocxl  and  ill, 

! And  half  mbtook  for  fate  the  acts  of  will : 

Too  high  for  common  selfishness,  he  could 
At  times  resign  his  own  for  others’  good, 

I But  not  in  pity,  nut  because  be  ought, 
j But  in  some  strange  perversity  of  thought, 

! That  sway’d  him  onward  with  a secret  i)riUc 
• To  do  what  few  or  none  woubl  do  beside  ; 

I .\nd  this  same  impulse  woiUd,  In  tempting  time, 

I Mislead  his  spirit  e<iually  to  crime ; 

] .So  much  be  soar'd  beyond,  or  sunk  beneath, 
j The  men  with  whom  be  felt  condemn’d  to  breathe, 
And  long’d  by  good  or  ill  to  separate 
Himself  from  all  who  shareil  his  mortal  state  j 
HU  mind  abhorring  thU,  bad  fix'd  her  throne 
Far  from  the  world,  in  reglojis  of  her  own ; 

Thus  coldly  passing  all  that  pass'd  below. 

His  blood  in  temperate  seeming  now  would  flow : 

I \h  I happier  If  it  ne’er  with  guilt  had  glow'd, 

I But  ever  in  that  icy  smoothness  flow'd  I 
I Tls  true,  with  other  men  their  path  be  walk'd, 

I And  like  the  rest  in  seeming  did  and  talk'd, 

I Nor  outraged  Reason's  rules  by  flaw  nor  start, 

[ His  madness  was  not  of  the  head,  but  heart ; 

1 And  rarely  wander’d  In  hU  speech,  or  drew 
i HU  thoughts  so  forth  as  to  offend  the  view. 

I 

XIX. 

; With  all  that  chilling  mystery  of  mien, 

I And  seeming  gladness  to  rem;dn  unseen, 

I He  bad  (If  ’twere  nut  nature's  boon)  an  art 
Of  fixing  memory  on  another’s  heart: 

; It  was  not  love  pcrchancc  — nor  hate  — nor  aught 
1 That  words  can  image  to  exprens  the  thought; 

But  they  who  saw  him  did  not  sec  in  vain. 

And  once  beheld,  would  ask  of  him  again : 

' .\nd  those  to  whom  he  spoke  remember'd  well, 

And  on  the  words,  however  light,  would  dwell : 
None  knew  nor  how,  nor  why,  but  he  entwined 
{ Himself  perforce  around  the  bearer’s  mind ; 

There  he  was  stamp'd,  in  liking,  or  In  bate, 

If  greeted  once ; however  brief  the  date* 
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That  friendship,  pity,  or  arersion  knew. 

Still  there  within  the  inmost  thought  he  jrrew. 

You  could  not  penetrate  hU  soul,  but  found. 

Despite  your  wonder,  to  your  own  he  wound ; 

His  presence  haunted  still ; and  from  the  bn-a^t 
He  forced  an  all  unwiUintt  Interest : 

Vain  was  the  stnutgle  In  that  mental  net, 

HU  spirit  seem'd  to  dare  you  to  forget . 

XX. 

There  is  a festival,  where  knights  and  dames, 

And  aught  that  wealth  or  lofty  lineage  claims, 
Appear — a highborn  and  a welcome  guest 
To  Otho's  hall  came  I,ara  with  the  rest. 

The  lung  carousal  shakes  the  illumined  hr.ll, 

Well  spr^  alike  the  banquet  and  the  ball ; 

And  the  gay  dance  of  bounding  Beauty’s  train 
Links  grace  and  harmony  In  happiest  chain  : 

Blest  are  the  early  hearts  and  gentle  hands 
That  mingle  there  In  well  according  band-* ; 

It  U a sight  the  careful  brow  might  smooth. 

And  make  Age  smile,  and  dream  itself  to  yntdh. 

And  Youth  forget  such  hour  was  pa»t  on  winli, 

So  springs  the  exulting  bosom  to  that  tnirth  ! 

XXL 

And  Lara  gazed  on  these,  sedately  glad. 

His  brow  bidied  him  If  his  soul  is*a.s  sm! ; 

And  his  glance  follow'd  fa^t  each  fluttering  f..ir, 
\Yhose  steps  of  lightness  woke  no  echo  there  ; 

He  lean'd  again-*t  the  hifly  pillar  nigh. 

With  folded  arms  and  long  attentive  eye, 

Nor  mark’d  a glance  so  sternly  fix’d  on  his  — 

HI  brook’d  high  Lara  scrutiny  like  this : 

At  length  he  caught  it — ‘tls  a face  unknown, 

But  seems  as  searching  his,  and  his  alone  ; 

Pr>ing  and  dark,  a stranger’s  by  bis  mien. 

Who  still  till  now  had  gazed  on  him  un'Cen  : 

At  length  encountering  meets  the  mutual 
Of  kii-n  inquiry,  and  of  mute  amaze ; 

On  Lara's  glance  emotion  gathering  grew, 

As  if  dUtru>itlng  that  the  stranger  threw ; 

Along  the  stranger's  aspect,  fix’d  and  stem. 

Flash’d  more  than  thence  the  vulgar  eye  could  Icam. 

XXII. 

” ’Tl*  he  1”  the  stranger  cried,  and  those  that  heard 
Re-echoed  fast  and  far  the  whl«|)er’d  word, 

**  'TU  he  I*’ — “ 'Tls  who?  **  they  que-^Uon  far  and  near, 
Till  louder  accents  rung  on  Inara's  ear ; 

So  widely  sprvml,  few  bosoms  well  could  brook 
The  general  niars’cl,  or  that  single  look  : 

But  Lara  stlrr'd  not.  ch.anged  not,  the  suii)ri>« 

That  sprung  at  first  to  his  arrested  eyes 
Seem’d  now  subdded,  neither  sunk  nor  raL<*ed 
Glanced  his  eye  round,  though  still  the  stranger  enzed ; 
And  drawing  nigh,  exclaim’d,  with  haughty  sneer, 

“ ’Tls  he  ! — how  came  he  thcncc?  — what  doth  be 
here?” 

xxni. 

It  were  too  much  for  Lara  to  pass  by 
Such  questions,  m repeatetl  fierce  and  high  ; 

With  look  I'ollected,  but  with  accent  cold, 

More  mildly  firm  than  petulantly  ijold. 

He  turn'd,  and  met  the  inquisitorial  tone  — 

**  3fy  name  U Lam  : — when  thine  ovtti  U known. 


Doubt  not  my  fitting  answer  to  requite 
The  unlook’d  for  courtesy  of  such  a knight. 

'TU  Lara  !— frtrther  wouldst  thou  mark  or  ask  ? 

I shun  no  question,  and  I wear  no  mask.** 

“ Thou  staunn'st  no  question  I Ponder— is  there  none 
Thy  heart  must  answer,  though  thine  ear  would  shun? 
And  deem’st  thou  me  unknown  too  ? Gaze  agaiu  ( 
.\t  least  thy  memory  was  not  given  In  vain. 

Oh ! never  canst  thuu  cancel  half  her  debt, 

Eternity  forbids  thee  to  forget.” 

With  slow  and  searching  glance  upon  his  fu,« 

Grew  I-ara’s  eyes,  but  nothing  there  could  trace 
They  knew,  or  chov  to  know — with  dubimis  look 
He  deign’d  no  answer,  but  his  head  he  shook, 

.\nd  half  contemptuous  turn’d  to  pass  away  ; 

But  the  stern  stranger  motion'd  him  to  stay. 

**  A word  I — I charge  thee  stay,  and  answer  here 
To  one,  who,  wert  thou  noble,  were  thy  peer, 

But  as  thou  wast  and  art  — nay,  frown  not,  lord. 

If  false*,  ’tls  easy  to  disprove  the  wonl  — 

But  as  thou  wast  and  art,  on  thee  looks  down, 
Dlstnists  thy  smiles,  but  shakes  not  at  tliy  frown. 

Art  thou  not  he  ? whose  deeds ” 

**  Whate’er  I be. 

Words  wild  as  these,  accusers  like  to  thee, 
r list  no  further  ; th«»se  with  whom  they  weigh 
May  hear  the  rest,  nor  venture  to  gainsay 
The  wondrous  tale  no  doubt  thy  tongue  can  tell, 
Which  thus  begins  so  courteously  and  wtlL 
Ix*t  Otho  cherish  here  his  polish'd  guest. 

To  him  my  thanks  and  thotights  shall  1)C  express'd.” 
And  here  their  wondering  host  hath  Interposed  — 

'*  \\Tiate’er  there  be  betwi*en  you  und!<^cl<»ed. 

This  is  no  time  nor  fitting  place  to  mar 
The  mirthful  meeting  w ith  a wordy  war. 

If  thou.  Sir  Ezzclin,  hast  aught  to  show 
Which  it  befits  Count  Lara’s  ear  to  know. 

To-morrow,  here,  or  el?^where,  as  may  lx*'*t 
Beseem  your  mutual  judgment,  speak  the  rest ; 

I pledge  myself  for  thc*e,  as  iH>t  unknown. 

Though,  like  Count  I.#ara,  now  return’d  alone 
From  other  lands,  almost  a stranger  grown  ; 

And  if  from  lint's  blood  and  gentle  birth 
I augur  right  of  courage  and  of  worth, 

He  will  not  that  untainted  line  belie, 

Nor  aught  that  knighthood  may  accord,  deny.” 

**  To-morrow  be  it,”  Ezzelin  replied, 

“ And  here  our  several  worth  and  truth  Iw  tricfl : 

I gage  my  life,  my  falchion  to  attest 
My  word*,  so  may  I mingle  with  the  blest  I” 

What  answers  Lara  ? to  its  centre  shrunk 
His  soul,  in  deep  abstraction  sudden  sunk  ; 

The  words  of  many,  and  the  eyes  of  a!l 

Th.at  there  were  gather'd,  seem’d  on  bim  to  fall ; 

But  his  were  silent,  his  appear'd  to  stray 
In  far  forwtfulness  away — away  — 

Alas  ! that  hecdlessnci**  of  all  around 
Be- poke  remembrance  enjy  too  profound. 

XXIV. 

**  To-morrow  !—  ay,  to-morrow  1”  further  word 
Than  those  repeatetl  none  from  Lira  heard  : 

Ui>on  his  brow  no  outw.ord  passion  spoke ; 

From  his  Ltn'e  eye  no  flashing  anger  broke ; 

Yet  there  was  something  fix'd  in  that  low  tone. 

Which  show’d  resol\T,  determined,  though  unknown. 
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He  Mixed  hia  clo«k  ~ bh  head  be  *lii(htl3^  bowM, 

And  posting  EueUn,  be  left  the  crowd  ; 

And,  at  be  past'd  him,  tmiUng  met  the  fro’*n 
tVlth  which  tb»t  chleftain't  brow  would  bear  him  tlown : 
It  was  nor  smile  of  mirth,  nor  itruggling  pride 
That  curbs  to  Kom  the  wrath  it  cannot  hide  ; 

But  that  of  one  In  his  own  heart  sccuiv 
Of  all  that  he  would  do,  or  could  endure. 

Could  this  mean  peace?  the  calmness  of  the  roo.1  ? 

Or  guilt  grown  old  in  desperate  hanllhood  ? 

Alas  t too  like  hi  confidence  are  each. 

For  man  to  trust  to  mortal  look  or  speech  ; 

From  deeds,  and  deeds  alone,  may  he  dl'*oern 
Truth*  which  It  wrings  the  unpractised  heart  to  learn. 

XXV. 

And  Lara  call’d  hU  page,  and  went  his  way  — 

Well  could  that  stripling  word  or  lign  obey  : 

His  only  follower  from  those  climes  afkr. 

Where  the  soul  glows  beneath  a blighter  star  ; 

For  Lara  left  the  shore  from  whence  he  sprun.:. 

In  duty  patient,  and  sedate  though  young  ; 

Silent  as  him  he  served,  his  faith  appears 
Above  bis  station,  and  beyond  his  years. 

Though  not  unknown  the  tongue  of  Lara’s  land. 

In  such  from  him  he  rarely  heard  command ; 

But  fleet  his  step,  and  clear  his  tones  would  come. 
When  Lara's  lip  breathed  forth  the  words  of  home  ; 
Those  accents,  as  his  native  mountains  dear. 

Awake  their  absent  echoes  In  his  car, 

Friends’,  kindred’s,  parents’,  wonted  voice  recall, 

Now  lost,  abjured,  for  one  — hi*  friend,  his  all ; 

For  him  earth  now  disclosed  no  other  guide  ; 

What  marvel  then  he  rarely  left  his  side  ? 

xxn. 

Light  was  his  form,  and  darkly  delicate 
That  brow  whereon  his  native  sun  had  sate. 

But  bad  not  marr’d,  though  In  his  beams  he  grew, 
The  cheek  where  oft  the  unbidden  blush  shone 
through; 

Yet  not  such  blush  as  rootmts  when  health  would  show 
All  the  heart's  hue  in  that  delighted  glow ; 

But  twaa  a hectic  tint  of  secret  care 
That  for  a burning  moment  fever’d  there ; 

And  the  wild  sparkle  of  his  eye  seem'd  caught 
From  high,  and  lighten’d  with  electric  though!. 
Though  its  black  orb  those  long  low  lashes'  fringe 
Had  temper'd  with  a melancholy  tinge ; 

Yet  less  of  sorrow  than  of  pride  was  there. 

Or,  If  twerc  grief,  a grief  that  none  should  share  : 
And  pleased  not  him  the  sports  that  plea*e  his  age, 
The  tricks  of  youth,  the  frolics  of  the  page ; 

For  hours  on  I.Ara  he  would  fix  bis  glance. 

As  olLforgotten  In  that  watchful  trance ; 

And  frrum  his  chief  withdrawn,  he  wander’d  lone. 
Brief  were  his  answers,  and  hi*  questions  none  ; 

His  walk  the  wood,  bis  sport  some  foreign  book  ; 

His  resting-place  the  bank  that  curbs  the  bnK>k ; 

He  seem’d,  like  him  he  served,  to  live  apart 
From  all  that  lures  the  eye,  and  fills  the  heart ; 

To  know  no  brotherhood,  and  take  from  earth 
No  gift  beyond  that  bitter  boon  — our  birth. 

XXVII. 

If  anght  he  loved.  *twas  Lara;  but  was  shown 
His  faith  in  reverence  and  in  deeds  alone ; 


In  mute  attention ; and  hi*  care,  which  guess’d  | 

K.ach  wish,  fulfill’d  it  ere  the  tongue  exprew’d.  ! 

Still  there  was  haughtiness  In  all  be  did.  I 

' A spirit  deep  that  brook'd  not  to  be  chid ; 

' Ills  seal,  though  more  than  that  of  servile  bands. 

: l:i  act  alone  obeys,  bU  air  commands ; 

I As  if  twas  Lara's  less  than  his  desire 
That  thus  he  sensed,  but  surely  not  for  hire. 

Slight  were  the  tasks  enjoin’d  biro  by  hi*  lord, 
j To  hold  the  stirrup,  or  to  bear  the  sword  ; 

To  tune  his  lute,  or,  if  he  will'd  it  more, 

On  tomes  other  times  and  tongues  to  pore ; 

Hut  ne’er  to  mingle  with  the  menial  train, 

! To  whom  be  sbow’d  nor  deference  nor  disdain, 

I But  that  well-worn  reserve  which  proved  he  knew 
' No  sympathy  with  that  familiar  crew : 

' ills  soul,  whate’er  bis  station  or  his  stem,  * 

Could  bow  to  Lara,  not  descend  to  them. 

Of  higher  birth  he  seem'd,  and  betUT  days. 

Nor  mark  of  vulgar  toll  that  band  betrays, 

So  femininely  white  it  might  bespeak 
I Another  sex,  when  match’d  with  that  smooth  cheek, 

: But  fur  his  garb,  and  something  In  hb  gaze, 

More  wild  and  high  than  woman’s  eye  betrays 
I A latent  fierceness  that  Car  more  became 
Hb  fiery  climate  than  his  tender  frame: 

True,  in  hb  words  it  broke  not  from  bb  breast. 

But  firom  hb  aspect  might  be  more  than  guess'd.  \ 
Kaled  hb  name,  though  rumour  said  he  bore 
Another  ere  he  left  hb  mountain->horc  ; 

! For  sometimes  he  would  hear,  however  nigh, 

That  name  repeated  loud  without  reply. 

As  unCaroitiar,  or,  if  roused  again, 

>tart  to  the  sound,  as  but  remember’d  then ; 

Unless  Twas  Lara’s  wonted  voice  that  spake, 

For  then,  ear,  eyes,  and  heart  would  all  awake. 

; XXVIII. 

1 He  bad  hx^k’d  down  u|K>n  the  festive  h.ill, 

: And  mark’d  that  sudden  strife  so  mark’d  of  all ; 

I And  when  the  crowd  around  and  near  him  told 
Their  wonder  at  the  calmness  of  the  bold,  ! 

! Their  marvel  how  the  high-born  Lara  bore  ' 

Such  Insult  from  a stranger,  doubly  sore, 

I The  colour  of  young  Kaled  went  an  J came, 

I The  Up  of  ashes,  and  the  cheek  of  fljune; 

And  o’er  hb  brow  the  dampening  heart-drops  threw 
' The  sickening  Iciness  of  that  cold  dew, 

'{'hat  rises  as  the  busy  bosom  sinks 

With  heavy  thoughts  from  which  reflection  shrinks. 

YcHi  — there  be  things  which  wc  must  dream  and  dare. 

And  execute  ere  thought  be  half  aware: 

I Wfuite’er  might  Kaled’s  bo,  it  was  enow 
To  seal  his  Ui>,  but  agonise  hb  brow. 

I He  gazed  on  Ezzelin  till  I«ara  cast 
i That  sidelong  smile  upon  the  knight  he  passed  ; 

; Wlien  Kaled  saw  that  smile  hb  visage  fell, 

I As  If  on  something  recognised  right  well ; 

* H'ls  memory  read  in  such  a meaning  more 
Than  Lara’s  aspect  unto  others  wore : 

Fonrard  he  sprung — a moment,  both  were  gone, 

' .\nd  all  within  that  ball  seem’d  left  alone ; 

Each  had  so  fix'd  his  eye  on  Lara's  mien, 

I .Ail  had  so  mix’d  their  feelings  with  that  scene, 

. That  when  hb  long  dark  ih^ow  through  the  porch 
. No  more  relieves  the  glare  of  yon  high  torch, 

I E.*tcb  pulse  beats  quicker,  and  all  bosoms  seem 
To  bound  as  doubting  from  too  black  a dream, 

. > ^ ^ 
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Such  u we  know  Is  fiUsc,  yet  dread  in  sooth. 
Became  the  worst  is  ever  nearest  truth. 

And  they  are  gone — but  Exzelin  is  there, 

With  thoughtful  visage  and  imperious  air ; 

But  long  remain'd  not ; ere  an  hour  expired 
Ue  waved  his  hand  to  Otho  and  retired. 

' XXIX 

The  crowd  are  gone,  the  revellers  at  rest ; 

The  courteous  host,  and  alUapproving  guest, 

Again  to  that  accustom'd  couch  must  creep 
Where  joy  subsides,  and  sorrow  sighs  to  sleep, 

And  man,  o’erlabotir’d  with  his  being's  strife. 
Shrinks  to  that  sweet  forgetfulness  of  lifir : 

There  lie  love's  feverish  hope,  and  cunning's  guile, 
Hate's  working  brain,  and  lull'd  ambition's  wile ; 

I O’er  each  vain  eye  oblivion's  pinitms  wave, 

; And  quench'd  existence  crouches  In  a grave. 

I What  better  name  may  slumber's  bed  become  ? 

1 Night’s  sepulchre,  the  tmiversal  home, 

I Where  weakness,  strength,  vice,  virtue,  sunk  supine, 
Alike  in  naked  helplessness  recline ; 

Olad  for  a while  to  heave  unconscious  breath. 

Vet  wake  to  wrestle  with  the  dread  of  death, 

I And  shun,  though  day  but  dawn  on  ills  increased, 

• That  sleep,  the  loveliest,  since  it  dreams  the  least. 


' turii. 

CANTO  THE  SECOND.' 

I. 

Nioirr  wanes  — the  vapours  round  the  mountains 
curl'd 

Melt  into  mom,  and  Light  awakes  the  world. 

Man  has  another  day  to  swell  the  past. 

And  lead  him  near  to  little,  but  hU  last; 

But  mighty  Nature  bounds  as  from  her  birth. 

The  sun  is  In  the  heavens,  and  life  on  earth ; 

Flowers  in  the  valley,  splendour  in  the  beam, 

Health  on  the  gale,  and  freshness  in  the  stream. 
Immortal  man  ! behold  her  glories  shine. 

And  cr>',  exulting  inly,  " They  are  thine  I ^ 

Gaxc  on,  while  yet  thy  gladden’d  eye  rrviy  see ; 

A morrow  comes  when  they  are  not  for  thee : 

And  grieve  what  may  above  thy  sen^less  bier, 

Nor  earth  nor  sky  will  yield  a single  tear; 

Nor  cloud  shall  gather  more,  nor  leaf  shall  fall. 

Nor  gale  breathe  forth  one  sigh  fur  thee,  for  all ; 

But  creeping  things  shall  revel  In  their  spoil, 

And  fit  thy  clay  to  fertilise  the  soLL 

II. 

Tls  mom — tls  noon assembled  In  the  hall. 

The  gather'd  chieftains  come  to  Otho's  call ; 

*Tls  now  the  promised  hour,  that  muU  proclaim 
The  life  or  death  of  Lara's  future  f.ime ; 

t rLord  Brmn  seemt  to  hare  tAken  a whltn»ical  plruure 
in  (llMppointlnR.  bv  hit  *rc on<l  Cantis  mo»t  nf  the  expert* 
ationi  which  he  had  excih'd  by  thr  tim  Ki»r.  the 

roiuidUlion  of  Mr  Ktietin,  Lara'i  mrtt>*rv»'ii  vicmhi  in  hi* 
aotique  hall  brcoine*  a mer**  uvI*>m  of  m^p. 

plicwle  to  any  intHligibUi  purpotA.  ili,.  ol  M,*. 

j.va,  whom  wo  had  been  aatuhed  to  behold  ««fy  cuntentcdly 


When  Ezxelin  his  charge  may  here  unfold. 

And  whatsoe'er  the  tale,  it  roust  be  told. 

Ills  &ith  was  pledged,  and  Lara's  promise  given. 
To  meet  it  in  the  eye  of  man  and  heaven. 

Wily  comes  he  not  ? Such  truths  to  be  divulged, 
Methinks  the  accuser's  rest  is  long  indulged. 

III. 

The  hour  Is  past,  and  Lara  too  is  there, 

With  self-confiding,  coldly  jiatient  air; 

Why  comes  not  Exzelin  ? The  hour  is  past. 

And  murmurs  rise,  and  Otho’s  brow ’s  oVreast. 

**  1 know  my  friend ! bis  faith  I cannot  fear. 

If  yet  be  be  on  earth,  expect  him  here ; 

The  roof  that  held  him  in  the  valley  stands 
Between  roy  own  and  noble  Lara's  lands ; 

My  halls  from  sucli  a guest  had  honour  gain'd. 
Nor  had  Sir  EzzeUn  his  host  disdain'd. 

But  that  some  prerious  proof  forbade  his  stay. 

And  urged  him  to  prepare  against  to-day ; 

The  word  1 pledged  for  his  1 pledge  again. 

Or  will  myself  redeem  his  knighthood's  stain." 

He  ceased— and  Lara  answer'd,  **  I am  here 
To  lend  at  thy  demand  a listening  ear 
To  tales  of  evil  from  a stranger's  tongue. 

Whose  words  already  might  roy  heart  have  wrung. 
But  that  I deem'd  him  scarcely  less  than  ma«t^ 

Or,  at  the  worst,  a foe  ignobly  bad. 

1 know  him  not—  but  roe  it  seems  he  knew 
In  lands  where  — but  I must  not  trifle  too : 
Produce  this  babbler — or  redeem  the  pledge; 

Here  in  thy  hold,  and  with  thy  falchion's  edge." 

Proud  Otho  on  the  Instant,  reddening,  threw 
His  glove  on  earth,  and  forth  his  sabre  flew. 

“ The  last  alternative  befits  me  best. 

And  thus  I answer  for  mine  absent  guest." 

With  cheek  unchanging  from  its  sallow  gloom. 
However  near  his  own  or  other's  tomb ; 

With  hand,  whose  almost  careless  coolness  spoke 
Its  grasp  well-used  to  deal  the  sabre-stroke ; 

With  eye,  though  calm,  determined  not  to  spare. 
Did  Lara  too  hU  willing  weapon  bare. 

In  vain  the  circling  chieftains  round  them  closed. 
For  Otho's  frenzy  would  not  be  opposed ; 

And  from  hU  lip  those  words  of  insult  fell  — 

His  sword  is  good  who  can  maintain  them  weU. 


Short  was  the  conflict;  furious,  blindly  rash,  I 

Vain  Otho  gave  hi.4  iKfsoin  to  tne  gash  : 

He  bled,  and  fed ; but  not  with  deadly  wound. 

Stretch'd  by  a dexti  rous  sleight  along  the  ground. 

**  Demand  thy  life  I " He  answer’d  not:  and  then  ' 
From  that  red  Boor  he  ne’er  had  risen  again,  |j 

Fur  Lara's  brow  upon  the  moment  grew  I 

Almost  to  blackness  In  its  demon  hue;  ‘ 

And  fiercer  shook  hU  angry  falchion  now  • 

Than  when  his  foe’s  was  levcll’d  at  his  brow;  • 

■I 

domeftirated  In  the  Pirate'*  Island,  without  inqainne  whence  |j 
or  why  the  lia<t  etnlgrMiiM  thttiwr.  Is,  Iry  rneAHs  cl  wime  mys- 
tertous  relattuD  tictween  her  and  Sir  Ettelin,  hivnited  to  •rry 
di*«;re«a!ile  ambigtiUy  : — an>l,  turther.  (he  htgh.miin.t-M  niitt 
genernu*  Conraii.  whri  had  preferred  death  and  torture  tu  Itle 
and  liberty,  if  purchased  hy  a nightly  murder,  it  degradml  tiiU> 
a vile  and  cowardly  assAMio.  — Ladoos  Ellis.J  ■ 
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Then  all  stem  coUectedne!<>s  and  art. 

Now  roac  the  unleaven'd  batml  of  bU  heart ; 

So  little  sparlnK  to  the  foe  be  tVU'd, 

That  when  the  approaching  crowd  hU  arm  withheld, 
lie  almost  turn'd  the  thirsty  point  on  those 
Who  thus  for  mercy  dared  to  intcn>osc ; 

But  to  a moment's  thought  that  purpose  lient ; 

Yet  look'd  he  on  him  still  with  eye  intent. 

As  if  be  loathed  the  ineffectual  s^fe 
That  left  a foe,  howe'er  o'cnoire,  with  life  ; 

As  if  to  search  how  far  the  wound  be  gave 
Had  sent  Its  victim  onward  to  his  grave. 

V. 

They  raised  the  bleeding  Otho,  and  the  Leech 
Forbade  all  present  question,  sign,  and  speech  , 

The  others  met  within  a neighbouring  ball, 

.\nd  he,  incensed,  and  heedless  of  them  all, 

The  cause  and  conqueror  In  this  sudden  fray. 

In  haughty  silence  slowly  strode  away ; 

He  back'd  his  steed,  bis  homeward  path  he  took. 

Nor  cast  on  Otho's  towers  a single  look. 


But  where  was  be  ? that  meteor  of  a night, 

W’bo  menaced  but  to  disappear  with  light 
%Vhere  was  this  Esxelln  ? who  came  and  went, 

To  leave  no  other  trace  of  bis  intent 
He  left  the  dome  of  Otho  long  ere  mom, 

In  darkness,  yet  so  well  the  path  was  worn 
He  could  not  min  it : near  his  dwelling  lay ; 

But  there  be  was  not  and  with  coming  day 
Came  fast  inquiry,  which  unfolded  nought 
Bxcept  the  absence  of  the  chief  It  sought 
A chamber  tenantless,  a steed  at  rest 
Mis  host  alarm'd,  his  murmuring  squires  distress'd ; 
Their  search  extends  along,  around  the  path. 

In  dread  to  meet  the  marks  of  prowlers'  wrath : 

But  none  arc  there,  and  not  a brake  bath  Iturae 
Nor  gout  of  blood,  nor  sbred  of  mantle  tom ; 

Nor  fall  nor  struggle  bath  defaced  the  grass. 

Which  still  retains  a mark  where  murder  was ; 

Nor  dabbling  Angers  left  to  tell  the  talc. 

The  bitter  print  of  each  convulsive  nail. 

When  agonised  hands  that  cea»e  to  guard. 

Wound  in  that  pang  the  smoothness  of  the  swanl. 
Some  such  had  been,  if  here  a life  was  reft. 

But  these  were  not ; and  doubting  hope  is  leil ; 

And  strange  suspicion,  whispering  Lari's  name. 
Now  daily  mutters  o'er  his  blacken'd  fame ; 

Then  sudden  silent  when  hb  form  apiicar'd, 

Aw^ts  the  absence  of  the  thing  it  fear'd 
Again  Its  wonted  wondering  to  renew. 

And  dye  conjecture  with  a darker  hue. 


Days  roll  along,  and  Otho's  wounds  arc  heal'd. 
But  not  bis  pride ; and  hate  no  more  conceal'd : 
He  was  a man  of  power,  and  Lara's  foe, 

The  Mend  of  all  who  sought  to  work  him  woe, 
And  from  his  country's  Justice  now  denumds 
Account  of  Esxelin  at  Lara's  hands. 

Who  else  than  I^ra  could  have  cause  to  fear 
Hb  presence  7 who  had  made  him  disappear, 

If  not  the  man  ou  whom  hb  menaced  charge 
Had  sate  too  deeply  were  be  left  at  large  7 
The  genend  rumour  ignorantly  loud, 

The  mystery  dearest  to  the  curious  crowd ; 


i The  seeming  friendleasness  of  him  who  strove 
To  win  no  coufldence,  and  woke  m>  love ; 

! The  sweeping  tlerceness  which  hb  soul  betray'd. 
The  skill  with  which  he  wicIdcU  hb  keen  bUde ; 
Where  bad  hb  arm  unwarilke  caught  that  an  7 
Where  had  that  fierceness  grown  upon  hb  bean  7 
For  it  was  not  the  blind  capricious  rage 

■ A word  can  kindle  and  a word  assuage ; 

■ But  the  deep  working  of  a soul  unmix'd 

I With  aught  of  pity  where  its  wrath  had  fix'd  j 
I Such  as  long  power  and  overgorged  success 
I Concentrates  into  all  tbit's  merciless: 

I These,  link'd  with  that  desire  which  ever  sways 
Mankind,  the  rather  to  condemn  than  praise, 

; 'Gahut  Lara  gathering  imbed  at  length  a stomi, 

! Such  as  hinuelf  might  fear,  and  foes  would  form. 
And  he  must  answer  for  the  absent  bead 
Of  one  that  haunts  him  still,  alive  or  dead. 


Within  that  land  was  many  a malcontent, 

' ^Vho  cursed  the  tyranny  to  which  he  bent ; 

That  scdl  full  many  a wringing  despot  saw, 

I Who  work’d  hb  wantonness  in  form  of  law ; 
l^ong  war  without  and  frequent  broil  within 
Had  made  a path  fur  blood  and  giant  sin. 

That  waited  but  a rignal  to  begin 
I New  havoc,  such  as  civil  discord  blends, 

I Which  knows  no  neuter,  owns  but  foes  or  friends , 

I Fix’d  in  his  feudal  fortress  each  was  lord, 

' In  word  and  deed  obey’d,  In  soul  abborr'd. 

I Thus  Lara  had  inherited  hb  Lands, 

I And  with  them  pining  hearts  and  sluggish  hands; 
But  that  long  absence  from  hb  native  clime 
Had  left  him  stainless  of  oppression’s  crime, 

I And  now,  diverted  by  hb  milder  sway, 

All  dread  by  slow  degrees  had  worn  away. 

. The  menials  felt  their  usual  awe  alone, 

I But  more  for  him  than  them  that  fear  was  grown ; 

, They  deem’d  him  now  unhapp>‘,  though  at  first 
' Their  evil  judgment  augur'd  of  the  wor^t. 

And  each  long  resUcu  night,  and  silent  mood, 

I Was  traced  to  sickness,  fed  by  solitude  : 

And  though  his  lonely  habits  threw  of  late 
I Gloom  o'er  hb  cham^r,  cheerful  was  his  gate ; 

I For  thence  the  wretched  ne’er  unsootbed  withdrew, 

' For  them,  at  least,  hb  sou!  compas^[oD  know. 

I Cold  to  the  great,  contemptuous  to  the  high, 

ITbc  humble  pass'd  not  his  unheeding  eye; 

Much  be  would  speak  not,  but  beneath  hb  roof 
The/  found  asylum  ofr,  and  ne'er  reproof. 

And  they  who  watch'd  might  mark  that,  day  by  clay, 
Some  new  retainers  gather’d  to  hU  sway ; 

But  most  of  late,  since  Exzelln  was  lost. 

Me  play'd  the  courteous  lord  and  bounteous  host: 
Perchance  hb  strife  with  Otho  made  him  dread 
Some  snare  ]>re|ian.*d  for  hb  obnoxious  head ; 
Whate'er  his  view,  his  favour  more  obtains 
AiVlth  these,  the  people,  than  hb  fellow  thanes. 

If  thb  were  policy,  so  far 't  was  sound, 

The  million  judged  but  uf  him  as  they  found  ; 

From  him  by  sterner  chiefs  to  exile  driven 
They  but  required  a shelter,  and  'twas  given. 

By  him  no  peasant  mourn'd  bis  rifled  cot. 

And  scarce  the  Serf  could  murmur  o'er  bU  lot; 

With  him  old  avarice  found  its  hoard  secure. 

With  him  contempt  forbore  to  mock  the  poor; 

I 2 
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BYRON  S WORKS, 


I'  Touth  present  cheer  and  praml'«ed  recumpenie 
1 1 Detain'd,  till  all  too  late  to  part  from  thence : 

1 1 To  hate  he  offer'd,  with  the  coming  change. 
t‘  The  deep  reversion  of  delay’d  revenge ; 

To  love,  long  baffled  by  the  unequal  match, 
j I The  welUwon  charma  success  was  sure  to  snatch. 
jl  All  now  was  lipe,  he  waits  but  to  proclaim 
That  slavery  nothing  which  was  stilt  a name. 

The  moment  came,  the  hour  when  Otho  thought 
I Secure  at  la.st  the  vengeance  which  be  sought ; 

I Hh  summons  found  the  destined  criminal 
I Ilegirt  by  thousands  in  his  swrarming  hall, 

I Fresh  from  their  feudal  fetters  newly  riven, 

I l>efying  earth,  and  confident  of  heaven. 

That  morning  he  had  freed  the  soil-bound  slaves 
I Who  dig  no  land  for  tyrants  but  their  graves ! 

, Such  Is  their  cry  — some  watchword  for  the  fight 
j Mast  vindicate  the  wrong,  and  warp  the  right : 
Religion  — freedom  — vengeance — what  you  will, 
i A word  'i  enough  to  raise  mankind  to  kill ; 

Some  factious  phrase  by  cunning  caught  and  spread, 
That  guilt  may  reign,  and  wolves  an<l  worms  be  fed ! 

I IX. 

Throughout  that  clime  the  feudal  chiefs  had  gain'd 
I Such  sway,  their  Infant  monarch  hardly  reign’d ; 

' Now  was  the  hour  for  faction’s  rebel  growth, 

I The  Serfs  contemn’d  the  one,  and  hated  both  ; 
i They  sfalted  but  a leader,  and  thc>*  found 
' One  to  their  cause  inseparably  bound; 

{ By  circumstance  compell'd  to  plunge  again, 

In  self-defence,  amidst  the  strife  of  men. 
t'ut  off  by  some  mysterious  fate  from  those 
^Vhom  birth  and  nature  meant  not  for  his  (iK*, 

Had  loira  from  that  night,  to  him  accurst. 

PrriMired  to  meet,  but  not  alone,  the  worst  : 

, Some  reason  urged,  whate’er  it  was,  to  shun 
I Inquiry  into  deeds  at  distance  done ; 

{ By  mingling  with  hU  own  the  cause  of  all, 

E'en  if  he  fail'd,  he  still  delay’d  his  &I1. 

The  sullen  calm  that  long  his  bosom  kept. 

The  storm  that  once  hail  spent  itself  and  slept. 
Roused  by  events  that  seem’d  fowloom’d  to  urge 
His  gloomy  fortunes  to  their  utmost  verge, 

I Burst  forth,  and  made  him  all  he  once  liad  been. 

And  is  again ; he  only  changed  the  H'tme. 

J Light  care  had  he  for  life,  and  less  for  fame, 

But  not  less  fitted  for  the  desperate  game : 
j He  deem'd  hinnelf  mark’d  out  fur  others'  hate, 

I And  mock'd  at  ruin  so  they  shared  his  fate. 

i \Miat  cared  he  for  the  freedom  of  the  crowd  ? 

I I He  raJseil  the  humble  but  to  bond  the  proud. 

, He  had  hoped  quiet  in  his  sullen  lair, 

, But  man  and  destiny  beset  him  there : 

Inured  to  hunten,  be  was  found  at  i>ay  ; 

[ And  they  must  kill  they  cannot  snare  the  prey, 
j Stem,  unambitious,  silent,  he  had  lH*cn 
Henceforth  a calm  spectator  of  life's  scenr  ; 

But  dragg'd  again  upon  the  arena,  st<XKl 
I A leader  not  unequal  to  the  feud  ; 
j In  voice  — mien  — gesture  — savage  nature  si<okc, 
j And  from  hia  eye  the  gladiator  broke. 

1 X. 

What  boot«  the  oft-repeatcil  tale  of  strife. 

, 'Fhc  feast  of  vultures,  and  the  waste  of  life  ? 

The  varying  fortune  of  each  separate  field, 

|{  The  fierce  that  vanquish,  and  the  faint  that  yield  ? 


I Tbe  smoking  ruin,  and  the  crumbled  wall  ? I 

I In  this  the  struggle  was  the  some  with  all ; , 

.Save  that  distemper'd  passions  lent  their  force 
I In  bitterness  that  banish'd  all  remorse, 
j None  sued,  for  Mercy  knew  her  cry  was  vain, 

! The  captive  died  upon  the  ItatUc-slaln : 

I In  either  cause,  one  rage  alone  possesis’d 
I The  empire  of  the  alternate  victor's  breast ; i 

And  they  that  smote  for  freedom  or  for  sway. 

Deem’d  few  were  slain,  while  more  remain'd  to  slay,  i 
It  was  too  laic  to  check  the  wasting  brand, 

And  Desolation  reap'd  the  AimUh'd  land  ; j > 

The  U»rch  was  lighted,  and  the  flame  was  spread,  I 
And  Carnage  smiU'd  upon  her  daily  dead.  | 

XI.  I 

Fresh  with  the  nerve  the  new-born  impulse  strung, 

The  first  success  to  Lara’s  numbers  clung : 

But  that  vain  victory  hath  ruin’d  all ; 

I They  form  no  longer  to  their  leader's  call ; 

' In  blind  confusion  on  the  Lie  they  press,  j 

And  think  to  snatch  is  to  secure  success. 

The  lust  of  booty,  and  the  thirst  of  hate. 

Lure  on  the  broken  brigands  to  their  fate; 

In  vain  he  doth  wbate'er  a chief  may  do,  i ' 

To  check  the  headlong  fury  of  that  crew  ; 

In  vain  their  stubborn  ardour  he  would  tame.  | 

The  hand  that  kindles  cannot  quench  the  flame ; 

The  war>'  foe  alone  bath  turn'd  their  mood. 

And  shown  their  rashness  to  that  erring  brood  : i 

The  feign’d  retreat,  the  nightly  ambuscade. 

The  daily  harass,  and  the  fight  delay’d,  ; 

The  long  privation  of  the  hoped  supply, 

The  tentless  rest  beneath  the  humid  sky. 

The  stubborn  wall  that  mocks  the  leaguer’s  art, 

.Vnd  palls  the  patience  of  his  baffled  heart. 

Of  these  they  had  not  deem’d  : the  battle-day  ‘ 

They  could  encounter  as  a veteran  may  ; 

But  more  preferr  d the  fury  of  the  strife, 

.\nd  present  death,  to  hourly  suffering  life : 

.\nd  famine  wrings,  and  fever  sweeps  away  ^ 

His  numbers  melting  fast  from  their  array ; j 

Intemperate  triumph  fades  to  discontent,  * 

And  lean’s  soul  alone  seems  still  unbent : 

But  few  remain  to  aid  his  voice  and  hand. 

And  thou-sands  dwindled  to  a scanty  band : 

Desperate,  though  few,  the  last  and  best  remain'd 
To  mourn  the  discipline  they  late  disdain'd. 

One  hope  sunives,  the  frontier  b not  far,  1 

.\od  thence  they  may  escape  from  native  war; 

And  bear  within  them  to  the  neighbouring  state 
.\n  exile's  sorrows,  or  an  outlaw's  bate : 

Hard  b the  task  their  father-land  to  quit. 

But  harder  still  to  perish  or  submiL  I 

XIL  I 

It  b resolveil  — they  march  — cementing  Night  J 

Guides  with  her  star  their  dim  and  torchicss  flight:  | 

Already  they  perceive  Its  tranquil  beam  ' 

Sleep  on  the  surface  of  the  liairicr  stream ; 

Already  they  descry  — Is  yon  the  bank  ? 

Away  I tis  lined  with  many  a hostile  rank. 

Return  or  fly  J — What  glitters  In  the  rear? 

’T  b Otbo's  banner  — the  pursuer's  spear  1 - 

Are  those  the  shepherds’  Arcs  upon  the  height  ? 

Alas  I they  blase  too  widely  for  the  flight : 

Cut  off  frnm  hope,  and  compass’d  In  the  toil.  ! 

Li'S.)  blood  perchance  hath  taught  a richer  spoil ! * 


LARA. 


j A moment’s  pause  — ’t  la  but  to  breathe  their  band. 
Or  fhall  they  onwanl  press,  or  here  withstand  ? 

It  matters  little — If  they  charge  the  foes 
Who  by  their  border-stream  their  marc  h oppose, 
■Some  few,  perchance,  may  break  and  pass  the  line, 
However  link’d  to  baffle  such  design. 

•*  The  charge  be  ours  1 to  wait  for  their  assault 
Were  fate  well  worthy  of  a coward’s  ” 

Forth  flics  each  sabre,  rein’d  is  every  steed, 

.\nd  the  next  word  shall  scarce  outstrip  the  deed  ; 

1 In  the  next  tone  of  Lara's  gathering  bre.-ith 
! How  many  shall  but  hear  the  voice  of  death  ! 

XIV. 

I His  blade  Is  bared,  — in  him  there  Is  an  air 
; As  deep,  but  far  too  tranquil  for  despair; 

' A something  of  IndifTerence  more  than  then 
' Becomes  the  bravest,  if  they  feel  for  men. 

I He  turn’d  his  eye  on  Kaled,  ever  near, 

' And  still  too  faitiiful  to  betray  one  fear ; 
i Perchance  'twas  but  the  moon’s  dim  twilight  threw 
! .Along  hU  aspect  an  unwonted  hue 
■ or  mournful  paleness,  whose  deep  tint  express'd 
i The  truth,  and  not  the  terror  of  his  breast. 

, This  Lara  mark'd,  and  laid  hU  hand  on  his ; 

' It  trembled  not  In  such  an  hour  as  this ; 

HU  lip  was  silent,  scarcely  beat  his  heart, 

HU  eye  alone  procIiUm’d,  **  We  will  nut  part ! 

! Thy  band  may  perish,  or  thy  friends  may  floe, 

I Fulfil  to  life,  but  not  adieu  to  thee  I” 

I The  word  hath  pass'd  hU  Ups,  and  onward  driven. 

' Pours  the  link’d  bond  thrmufh  ranks  asunder  riven  ; 
j Well  has  each  steed  obey’d  the  armed  heel, 

! And  flash  the  scimitars,  and  rings  the  steel ; 

! Outnumber’d,  not  outbraved,  they  still  oppoM* 
j Despair  to  daring,  and  a front  to  foes ; 

[ And  blood  Is  mingled  with  the  dashing  stiram, 

\ Which  runs  all  redly  till  the  morning  beam. 


Commanding,  aiding,  animating  all. 

Where  foe  appear'd  to  press,  or  friend  to  fall. 

Cheers  I..ara’s  voice,  and  waves  or  strikes  his  steel. 
Inspiring  hope  himself  hail  ceased  to  feel. 

None  fled,  for  well  they  knew  that  flight  wore  vain  ; 
But  those  that  waver  turn  to  smite  again. 

While  yet  they  And  the  flrmest  of  the  foe 
Recoil  before  their  leader’s  look  and  blow : 

Now  girt  with  numbers,  now  alone, 

lie  foils  their  ranks,  or  re-unites  his  own  ; 

Himself  be  si»ared  not — once  they  <M:em‘d  In  fly  — 
Now  was  the  time,  he  waved  hU  hand  on  high. 

And  shook  — NVhy  sudden  droops  that  plumed  err«t  7 
The  shaft  U sped  — the  arrow's  in  his  brea-t  1 
That  fatal  gesture  left  the  unguarded  side. 

And  Death  has  stricken  down  yem  arm  of  pride. 
The  word  of  triumph  faintcil  from  his  tongue ; 

Tlut  hand,  so  raised,  how  drooplngly  it  bung ! 

But  yet  the  sword  instinctively  retains. 

Though  from  its  fellow  shrink  the  falling  reins ; 
These  Kaled  snatches:  diziy  with  the  blow, 

And  senseless  bending  o'er  his  saddle-bow, 

Perceives  not  Lara  that  his  anxious  p.ige 
Beguiles  his  chapter  from  the  combat's  rjigc : 
Meantime  bU  followers  charge,  and  charge  again ; 
Too  mix'd  the  slayers  now  to  heed  the  slain  ! 


I Day  glimmers  on  the  dying  and  the  dead, 

, 'fhe  cloven  cuirass  and  the  helmIe^s  head  ; 

The  war-horse  masterless  la  on  the  earth, 

And  that  last  gasp  hath  burst  hU  bloody  girth ; 

I And  near,  yet  quivering  with  what  life  remain'd. 
The  heel  that  urged  him  and  the  hand  that  rtin'd ; 
And  some  too  near  that  rolling  torrent  lie, 

NVliosc  waters  mock  the  lip  of  those  that  die ; 

That  panting  thirst  which  scorches  in  the  breath 
Of  those  that  die  the  soldier’s  fiery  death, 

In  vain  impels  the  burning  mouth  to  crave 
One  drop  — the  last  — to  cool  it  for  the  gras*e ; 

I With  feeble  and  convulsive  effort  swept, 

' Their  limbs  along  the  crimson'd  turf  have  crept ; 
The  faint  remains  of  life  such  struggles  waste, 

Hut  yet  they  reach  the  stream,  ami  bend  to  taste ; 
They  feel  its  freshness,  and  almost  partake  — 

Why  pause  ? No  further  thirst  have  they  to  slake  — 
It  Is  unquench’d,  and  yet  they  feel  it  not ; 

It  was  an  agony  — but  now  forgtK  1 


XVII. 

Beneath  a lime,  remoter  from  the  scene. 

Where  but  for  him  that  strife  had  never  been, 

A breathing  but  devoted  wan’Ior  lay ; 

I 'Twas  I^ra  bleeding  f;u^t  from  Ufc  away. 

I Hls  follower  once,  and  now  his  only  guide, 

' Kneels  ICiIed  watchful  o’er  hU  welling  side, 

.And  with  his  scarf  would  stanch  the  tides  th.'^t  rush. 
With  each  convulsion,  in  a blacker  gush ; 

I And  then,  as  hls  faint  breathing  waxes  low, 

! In  feebler,  not  less  fatal  tricklings  flow : 

He  scarce  can  speak,  but  motions  him  'tis  vain, 

' .And  merely  adds  another  throb  to  |>aJn. 

' He  c1as()s  the  hand  that  pang  which  would  asuiagr, 

I And  sadly  smiles  hls  thanks  to  that  dark  i>agr, 
j Who  nothing  fears,  nor  feels,  nor  heeds,  nor  secs, 
i Save  that  damp  brow  which  ri'sts  upon  his  knees; 

. .Save  that  pole  aspect,  wlserc  the  eye,  though  dim, 

’ Held  all  the  light  that  shone  on  earth  fur  him. 

* XVIII. 

The  foe  arrives,  who  long  had  search'd  the  field. 
Their  triumph  nought  till  Lara  too  should  yield : 
They  w’otdd  remove  him,  but  they  see 't  were  vain. 
And  he  regards  them  with  a calm  disdain, 

That  rose  to  reconcile  him  with  hls  fate. 

And  that  escape  to  death  from  living  hate: 

And  Otho  comes,  and  leaping  from  hls  steed, 

I Looks  on  the  bleeding  fuc  that  made  him  bleed, 

I And  questions  of  his  state ; he  answers  m)t, 

I Scarce  glances  on  him  as  on  one  forgot. 

And  turns  to  Kaled : — each  remaining  word 
I 'Fhcy  understood  not.  If  distinctly  heard ; 

~ His  dying  tones  are  in  that  other  tongue. 

To  which  some  strange  remembrance  wildly  clung, 
j They  s{>ake  of  other  scenes,  but  what  — is  known 
I To  Kaled,  whom  their  meaning  reach’d  alone ; 

I And  he  replied,  though  faintly,  to  their  sound. 

While  gaaed  the  rest  in  dumb  amaxement  round : 
They  seem'd  even  then  that  twain  — unto  the 
last 

i To  half  f»»rgct  the  present  in  the  past ; 

To  share  between  thcroselvei  some  scptirate  fate. 
Whose  darkness  none  beside  should  penetrate. 
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Their  words  though  faint  were  many  — from  the  tnntr 
Their  Import  tbo^  who  heard  could  judge  alone ; 
From  this,  you  might  have  deem’d  young  Kaled’s 
death 

More  near  than  l^ra'^  >iy  his  voice  and  bn^arh. 

So  sad,  so  deep,  and  hesitating  broke 

The  accents  hU  scarce-moving  pale  lips  spoke  . 

But  Lara's  voice,  though  low,  at  drst  was  cimr 
And  calm,  till  murmuring  death  gasp'd  hoar>cly  near . 
But  from  his  visage  little  could  we  guesii. 

So  unrepentant,  dark,  and  passionless 
Save  that  when  struggling  nearer  to  his  last. 

Upon  that  page  hU  eye  was  kindly  cast ; j 

And  once,  as  Kaled's  answering  accents  ceased, 

Rose  Lara’s  hand,  and  pointed  to  the  Ea«t ; 

Whether  (as  then  the  breaking  sun  from  high 
Roll'd  back  the  ck>ud«)  the  morrow  caught  his  eye. 

Or  that  ’twas  chance,  or  some  rrmemher  d scene, 

That  raised  his  arm  to  point  where  such  had  been. 
Scarce  Kaled  seem’d  to  know,  but  turn’d  away. 

As  if  his  heart  abhurr'd  that  coming  day. 

And  shrunk  his  glance  before  that  monilng  light. 

To  look  on  Jura’s  brow — where  all  grew  night 
Yet  sense  seem’d  left,  though  better  were  Its  ; 

For  when  one  near  dlsyilay’d  the  absolving  cnr>'. 

And  proffer’d  to  his  touch  the  holy  Wad,  i 

(>f  which  his  parting  soul  might  own  the  neetl. 

He  look’d  upon  it  with  an  eye  profane, 

And  smiled — Heaven  iMirdon!  if 't  were  with  di^l  lu  • | 
And  Kaled,  though  be  spbke  not.  nor  ^sithd^«■v% 

From  lira’s  face  his  fix'd  despairing  view. 

With  brow  repulsive,  and  with  gesfurc  swiR. 

Flung  back  the  hand  which  held  the  sacred  gift.  ' 
As  if  such  but  disturb’d  the  expiring  man. 

Nor  seem’d  to  know  his  life  but  tiun  began, 

That  life  of  Immortality,  secure 

To  none,  save  them  whose  faith  in  Christ  !■*  'ure.  I 


But  gasping  heaved  the  breath  that  I^ra  drew.  I 

And  dull  the  flim  along  his  dim  eye  grew  ; I 

His  limbs  stretch’d  fluttering,  and  his  head  droop’d  oVr  ' 
The  weak  yet  stiU  untiring  knee  that  bore  ; j 

He  press'd  the  band  he  held  upon  his  heart — | 

It  beau  no  more,  but  Kaled  will  not  ])art 
With  the  cold  grasp,  but  feels,  and  feels  in  vain. 

For  that  faint  throb  which  answers  not  again. 

“ It  beats ! ” — Away,  thou  dreamer ! he  Is  gone  — 

It  once  wa.s  Lara  which  thou  look'st  upon.  ‘ 

XXL  I 

He  gaaed,  as  If  not  yet  had  pass'd  away 
The  haughty  spirit  of  that  humble  clay;  j 

And  those  around  have  roused  him  from  his  tiwme,  . 
But  cannot  tear  from  thence  bis  fixed  glance ; 


' [The  death  nf  Lara  is,  by  far,  the  flnett  paaiage  In  the 
poem,  and  U fully  equal  to  anr  thing  elte  whirh  the  author 
ever  wrote.  The  physical  horror  of  the  evrM,  tiiOU,;h 


rteacrlhed  with  a terrible  force  am!  ddellty,  Is  both  rrlievpil 
and  enhanced  by  the  heaiUiful  pictures  of  mental  energy  ntKl 
afrectiou  with  which  it  li  combined.  The  whole  sequel  of  the 
portn  is  written  with  equal  rigour  and  feeling,  and  mav  be  put 
In  rompetitlon  with  any  thing  that  poetry  has  produmi,  in 
point  either  of  pathos  or  energy,  — J»  rrair.] 

• The  event  in  this  section  was  luggenpd  by  the  description 
of  the  death,  or  rather  burial,  of  the  Duke  of  Dsndia.  The 
most  Interesting  and  particular  account  of  It  is  given  by  Bur. 
chard,  and  it  in  subitance  at  followt ; — **  On  the  eighth  day 
of  June,  (he  Cardinal  of  Valenia  and  the  Duke  of  Gandia. 
tons  of  the  Pope,  supped  with  their  mother.  Vaoossa,  near 


' .\«d  when.  In  mising  him  from  where  he  bore 
• Within  hU  arms  the  form  that  felt  no  more, 

. He  saw  the  head  his  breast  would  still  sustain, 

1 Roll  dotvn  like  earth  to  earth  upon  the  plain ; 

He  did  not  dash  himself  thereby,  nor  tear 
The  glossy  tendrils  of  hU  raven  hair. 

But  strove  to  stand  and  gaze,  but  reel’d  and  fell. 

: Scarce  breathing  more  than  that  he  loved  »o  well 
j Than  that  Ac  loved ! Oh  J never  yet  beneath 
I The  breast  of  man  such  trusty  love  may  breathe  ! 
That  trying  moment  hath  at  once  reveal’d 
The  secret  long  and  yet  but  half  conceal'd  ; 

In  baring  to  revive  that  lifeieM  bre.ost, 

I Its  grief  seem’d  ended,  but  the  sex  confess’d ; 

.\nd  life  return’d,  and  Kaled  felt  no  shame— > 

What  now  to  her  was  Womanhood  or  Fame  ? 

XXII. 

.\nd  Lam  sleeps  not  whore  hU  fathers  sleep, 

But  where  he  died  his  grave  was  dug  as  deep  ; 

Xor  Is  his  moital  slumber  less  profound, 

Though  priest  nor  bless’d,  nor  marble  deck'd  the 
mound ; 

' .knd  he  was  mourn’d  by  one  whose  quiet  grief. 

I/Css  loud,  outlasts  a iJeople’s  fof  their  chief. 

I Vain  was  all  question  ask’d  her  of  the  past, 

And  vain  e’en  menace  — silent  to  the  last ; 

She  told  nor  whence,  nor  why  she  left  behind 
j Her  all  for  one  who  seem’d  but  little  kind. 

‘ Why  did  she  love  him  ? Curious  fool ! — be  still  — 

Is  human  love  the  growth  of  human  will  ? 

To  her  he  might  be  gentleness ; the  stem 
I Have  deeper  thoughts  than  your  dull  e)es  discern, 

.Vnd  w hen  they  love,  your  smilers  guess  not  how 
Beats  the  strong  heart,  though  less  the  Ups  avow. 

, They  were  not  common  Unks,  that  form’d  the  chain 
. That  Iwund  to  Lara  Kalcd's  heart  and  brain  ; 
j But  that  wild  tale  she  brook’d  not  to  unfold. 

And  scal’d  Is  now  each  Up  that  could  have  told. 

I XXIIl. 

I They  laid  him  in  the  earth,  and  on  his  breast, 
j Besides  the  wound  that  sent  his  soul  to  rest,  I 

I They  found  the  scatter’d  dints  of  many  a scar, 

WTiich  were  not  planted  there  In  recent  war;  i 

Where’er  had  pass’d  his  summer  years  of  life. 

It  seems  they  vanish'd  in  a land  of  strife ; 

But  all  unknown  his  glory  or  his  guilt. 

These  only  told  that  somewhere  blood  was  spilt, 

; And  Ezzelin,  who  might  have  spoke  the  past, 

I Return’d  no  more  — that  night  appear’d  his  last. 

i XXIV. 

j Upon  that  night  (a  peasant’s  Is  the  tale) 

A Serf  that  cross'd  the  inten’enlng  \’ale,  'i 

(he  church  of  S.  Piftro  md  rincuia  ; sercral  olher  persons 
beiug  prescnl  st  the  miertainmetH.  late  hour  approachlna, 

' ami  the  cardinal  having  rrmlrKlcd  his  hrothcr.  lha(  U was 
time  to  return  to  (he  apostolic  palace,  they  mounted  iheir 
. horses  or  mules,  with  only  a few  attendants,  and  prutecde«l 
tojp>thrr  as  far  as  the  palace  of  Cardinal  Asianio  Sforsa,  when 
the  duke  Informed  the  cardinal  that,  before  he  returned  home. 

I he  bad  to  pay  a vUU  of  pleasure.  Dismissing  therefore  all 
I his  attendants,  eaceptlng  his  *U\fflero,  or  hsotm-n.  and  a 
I person  In  a mask,  who  had  paid  htm  a visit  whilst  at  supper, 

; and  who.  during  the  space  ol  a month  or  IhereatHsiita,  previous 
to  this  time,  hail  called  upon  him  almost  daily,  at  the  aoostulic 
palace,  he  took  this  person  tiehind  him  on  his  mule,  and 
proceoiied  to  ine  street  of  the  Jews,  where  be  quitted  his 
, sen  ant,  directing  him  to  remain  there  until  a cortalQ  hour  { 
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Wlirn  Cynthia's  light  almost  gave  way  to  nun  n. 

And  nearly  veil'd  in  mist  her  waning  honi ; 

A Serf,  that  rose  betimes  to  thread  the  wood. 

And  hew  the  bough  that  bought  hU  cbiltlrcnt- 
food« 

Pass'd  by  the  river  that  divides  the  plain 
Of  Otbo's  lands  and  lira's  broad  domain : 

He  heard  a tramp  — a horse  and  horseman  broke 
Fn>m  out  the  wood  — before  him  was  a cloak 
Wrapt  round  some  burthen  at  his  saildle-lx>w. 

Bent  was  bis  head,  and  hidden  was  bis  brow. 

Roused  by  the  sudden  sight  at  such  u time. 

And  some  foreboding  that  It  might  be  crime, 

Himself  unheeded  watch’d  the  stranger’s  course. 

Who  reach’d  the  river,  bounded  from  his  hoix*. 

And  lifting  thence  the  burthen  which  he  bore. 
Heaved  up  the  bank,  and  dash'd  it  from  the  slmrc. 
Then  paused,  and  look'd,  and  turn'd,  and  seem'd  to 
watch. 

And  still  another  hurried  glance  wouM  snatch. 

And  follow  with  his  step  the  i^trcam  that  flow'd. 

As  if  even  yet  too  much  its  surface  show’d ; 

At  once  he  started,  stoop'd,  around  him  t^trown 
The  winter  floods  had  scatter'd  heaps  of  stone  ; 

Of  these  the  heaviest  thence  he  gather'd  then’. 

And  slung  them  with  a more  than  common  care. 
Meantime  the  Serf  had  crept  where  unseen 
Himself  might  safely  mark  what  this  might  mean  , 
He  caught  a glimpse,  as  of  a floating  breast, 

And  something  glitter'd  starlike  on  the  vest ; 

But  ere  he  well  could  mark  the  buoyant  trunk. 

A ma&sy  fragment  smote  it,  and  it  sunk 
It  rose  again,  but  Indistinct  to  view, 

And  left  the  waters  of  a pundc  hue. 

Then  deeply  disappear'd  : the  hoiseman  gaseil 
Till  ebb'd  the  latest  eddy  It  had  raised  ; 

Tlien  turning,  vaulted  on  his  pawing  stce<l. 

And  Instant  spurr'd  him  into  panting  speed. 

His  face  was  mask'd  — the  features  of  the  de:ul. 

If  dead  It  wen*,  escaped  the  observer's  dread  ; 


But  if  in  six)tb  a star  Its  bosom  bore, 

-Such  Is  the  badge  that  knighthoo>J  ever  wore, 
And  such 't  Is  known  8lr  ExicUn  had  worn 
Upon  the  night  that  led  to  such  a mom. 

If  thus  he  perish’d.  Heaven  receive  his  soul  1 
His  iindiscover'd  limbs  to  ocean  roll 
And  charity  upon  the  hope  would  dwell 
It  was  not  Lara's  hand  by  which  he  fell. 
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I And  K.aled  > Lara  — EAelin,  arc  gone, 

I Alike  wiUiout  their  monumental  stone  { 

The  first,  all  efforts  vaialy  strove  to  wean 

From  lingering  where  her  chieftain's  blood  had  been: 

Grief  hod  so  tamed  a spirit  once  too  proud, 

Her  tears  were  few,  her  wailing  never  loud  ; 

But  furlou-s  would  you  tear  her  from  the  spot 
Where  yet  she  scarce  believetl  that  he  was  not. 

Her  rye  shot  forth  with  all  the  living  Arc 
That  haunts  the  tigress  In  her  whelpless  ire; 

Hut  left  to  waste  her  wearj-  moments  then*, 
bhe  talk'd  all  idly  unto  shapes  of  air. 

Such  as  the  busy  brain  of  Sorrow  paints 
And  WOOS  to  listen  to  her  fond  complaints : 

And  she  would  sit  beneath  the  very  tree 
Where  lay  his  drooping  bead  upon  her  knee : 

And  in  tJ^t  posture  where  she  saw  him  fall. 

His  words,  his  looks,  bis  dying  grasp  recall ; 

And  she  bad  shorn,  but  saved  her  raven  hair. 

And  oft  would  snatch  It  fh)m  her  bosom  there. 

, And  fold,  and  press  it  gently  to  the  ground, 

' As  if  she  stanch'd  anew  some  phantom’s  wound. 
Herself  would  question,  and  for  him  reply  ; 

Then  rising,  start,  and  beckon  him  to  fly 
Fmm  some  Imagined  spectre  in  pursuit ; 

Then  seat  her  down  upon  some  linden's  root. 

And  hide  her  visage  with  her  meagre  hand. 

Or  trace  strange  characten  along  the  !wnd. 

This  could  not  last  — she  lies  by  him  she  loved  ; 

Her  tale  untold  — her  truth  too  dearly  proved.  > 


when,  It  he  Uld  net  rctum.  hr  inicht  n pair  to  tlic  {alare. 
The  duke  then  seated  the  person  in  the  mask  Iwliind  him, 
and  rode,  I know  not  whitlKr;  but  in  that  ni|;ht  be  was 
asMStinated.  and  thrown  Into  the  river.  The  Mcv.-ini,  alter 
haring  been  dUmliaed,  was  al»o  assaulted  and  mortalir 
wounded  ; and  although  he  wa»  attended  with  great  rare,  vH 
■uch  wa*  hii  tUuaiion,  that  he  could  no  intelligiolv 
account  of  what  had  bcfallcD  hit  matter.  In  the  morning, 
the  duke  not  haring  relumed  to  the  palace,  his  serrants  began 
to  be  alarmed : and  one  of  them  Informed  the  poiitifT  of  the 
evening  excursion  of  bis  toos,  and  that  the  duko  bad  not  yet 
made  his  anpearance.  This  gave  the  pope  no  small  anxiety  ; 
but  he  conjectured  that  the  duke  bad  been  attracted  by  tune 
courtesan  to  past  the  night  with  ber.and,  not  choosing  to  ouJt 
the  house  In  open  day.  had  waited  till  the  following  crcniDi; 
to  return  homa  When,  however,  the  evening  arrived,  and 
he  found  himself  disappointed  In  hit  expectatlont,  he  become 
deeply  afflicted,  and  began  to  make  Inq^ulriet  from  different 
perM^  whoa  he  ordered  to  attend  him  for  that  purpose. 
Amongst  three  was  a nan  named  Giorgio  Sebiavani,  who, 
havlog  discharged  some  Umber  fhrm  a bark  iu  the  river,  bad 
remained  on  board  the  veasel  to‘ watch  It;  and  being  In- 
terrogated whether  be  had  seen  any  one  thruarn  Into  the 
river  on  the  night  preceding,  he  replied,  that  he  saw  twn 
men  on  foot,  who  came  down  the  street,  and  looked  diligently 
about,  to  observe  whether  any  person  was  passing.  That 
seeing  no  one,  they  returned,  sm  a short  time  afterwards  two 
others  came,  and  looked  around  Ui  tbr  same  manner  as  the 
former : no  person  still  appearing,  they  gave  a sign  to  their 
companions,  when  a man  came,  mounted  on  a white  horse, 
having  behind  him  a dead  body,  the  head  and  arms  of  which 
hung  on  one  side,  and  the  feet  on  the  other  side  of  the  horse  i 
the  two  persons  on  foot  supporting  the  body,  to  prevent  its 
falling.  They  thus  proceeded  towards  that  part,  where  the 
ftith  of  the  city  U uniallr  discharged  into  the  river,  and 
turning  the  horse,  with  his  tail  towards  the  water,  the  two 
persons  took  the  dead  body  by  the  arms  and  fert,  and  with  all 


their  strength  fiune  it  into  the  nvrr.  The  person  on  hurs*» 
Iwt-k  then  asked  If  they  had  thrown  It  in ; to  which  they 
replied  Signor,  ti  (yes.  Sir).  He  then  looked  towards  the 
rivi-r,  and  seeing  a mantle  flosdlng  on  the  stream,  he  inquirni 
whaf  it  was  that  appeared  black,  to  which  tliey  answered,  it 
was  a mantle  : and  ooe  of  them  threw  stones  upon  it.  in  ran- 
sequence  of  which  it  sunk.  The  attenda.nts  of  the  pontiff 
then  inquired  from  Giorgio,  why  he  had  not  revealed  this  to 
the  governor  the  city  ; to  which  he  replied,  that  he  liad 
*in*n  in  his  time  a hundred  dead  bodies  thrown  into  the  river 
Nt  tite  same  place,  without  any  Inquin  being  made  respecting 
them ; and  that  he  had  no^  therefore,  cooildcretl  U as  a 
matter  of  any  Importance.  The  Qihermen  and  seamen  were 
then  collected,  and  ordered  to  search  the  fiver,  where,  on  the 
following  cveiiiug,  they  found  the  liody  of  the  duke,  with  his 
liabit  entire,  and  thirty  ducats  in  his  purse.  He  w as  pierced 
with  nine  wounds,  one  of  which  was  In  bis  throat,  the  others 
in  his  bead,  body,  and  limbs.  So  sooner  was  the  pontiff  in- 
formed  of  the  death  of  his  ion,  and  that  ho  bad  been  thrown, 
like  filth,  into  the  river,  than,  ^viog  way  to  his  grief,  he  shut 
himself  up  In  a ehamber,  and  wept  bitterly.  The  Cardinal  of 
hemvia.  and  other  attendants  on  the  pope,  went  to  the  doer, 
and  after  many  hours  spent  in  persuasions  and  exhortations, 
prevailed  upon  him  to  admit  them.  From  the  eveniitg  of 
Wednes<lay  till  the  following  Saturday  the  pope  took  no 
food ; nor  did  be  sleep  from  I'hursday  morning  till  the  same 
hour  on  the  ensuing  any.  At  length,  however,  giving  way  to 
the  rotreatles  of  his  attendants,  he  began  to  restrain  his 
sorrow,  and  to  consider  the  Injury  which  his  own  health  might 
sustain,  to  the  further  indulgence  of  his  grier.'*.~-  Rottoe's 
Leu  the  Ttnlk,  voL  U p.  265. 

t rLnm,  though  it  has  many  good  patsa^s,  Is  a further 
proof  of  the  melancholy  fact,  which  U tnie  of  all  sequels,  fWim 
the  continuation  of  the  £neld,  by  one  of  the  famous  Italian 
poets  of  the  middle  ages,  down  to  **  PoUr,  a sequel  to  the 
Beggar’s  Opera,"  that  “ more  last  words  ^ may  generally  be 
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I ADVERTISEMENT. 

1 “ The  grand  army  of  the  Turks  (In  1713),  under  the 
{ Prime  Vlaler,  to  open  to  themselves  a way  Into  the 
' heart  of  the  Morea,  and  to  form  the  siege  of  Napoli 
I di  Romania,  the  roost  considerable  place  in  all  that 
' country*,  thought  it  best  in  the  first  place  to  attack 
Corinth,  upon  which  they  made  several  storroa.  'The 
! garrison  being  weakened,  and  the  governor  seeing  It 
was  lmpos^ible  to  hold  out  against  so  mighty  a force, 
I thought  It  fit  to  beat  a parley  : but  while  they  were 
' treating  ab<jut  the  articles,  one  of  the  magaxlnes  in 
j the  Turkish  camp,  wherein  they  had  six  hundred 
barrels  of  powder,  blew  up  by  accident,  whereby  six 
or  seven  hundred  men  were  killed ; which  so  enniged 
the  infidels,  that  they  would  not  grant  any  capitula- 

•nsriKl.  wllhuut  any  gresat  detriment  to  the  world.  — Dtsuof 
II»SRa. 

his  some  rharnis  which  the  Corsair  his  noC  It  is 
mn;e  dotnesfic  ; it  caMs  forth  more  sympathies  with  (xilished 
snetety  i it  is  more  intellectual,  hut  mucii  lets  pustonatr.  less 
vlKormit.  and  lets  brilliant ; it  is  snmirtimcs  erm  languid,— 
at  any  rate,  it  is  more  dltlbse.  — Sia  K navooKS. 

l.ira,  obslciusljr  the  sequel  of  **  1 he  Corsair,”  maintains  Id 
jrencral  the  same  tone  of  deep  interest  and  logy  feritng  ; — 
th'iiiith  the  disappearance  of  Medora  fr'im  the  scene  deprives 
it  nf  the  enebantinx  sweetness  by  whkh  its  terrors  are  there 
redeemed,  and  makes  the  hero,  on  the  wliole,  less  captivating. 
The  character  of  Lara,  too.  is  ratlicr  loo  elaborately  unishnl  •, 
an  { his  tuHtumal  encounter  with  the  apparition  is  worked  up 
too  uslentallonsly.  There  is  infinite  Uauty  in  the  sketch 
the  dark  P^igr.  and  in  many  of  the  moral  or  general  reflee. 
lions  which  anr  ioterspersra  with  the  narrative.  — JerraavO 

• [The  “ Siege  of  Corinth,”  which  appears,  by  the  original 
MS  , to  have  l)cen  begun  in  July.  liO-S  made  its  appearance 
In  J:i,miary,  IS16.  ^Ir.  Murray  having  etw  losed  L<»nl  Bvrrm  a 
thmuand  guineas  fi»r  the  copyright  ol  this  j>oem  and  of  “ I’a- 
rlsina,”  he  repited,  — *•  Your  offrr  is  lilierai  in  the  extreme, 
and  much  more  llian  the  two  rxtems  tan  possibly  be  worth  ; 
but  I cannot  accept  It.  nor  will  not.  Yon  arc  most  welcome 
to  them  ai  a<iditiuns  to  the  mlIccU-d  vtdnmes;  luit  I numot 
ronseot  to  their  si>parate  publication.  I do  not  like  to  risk 
any  fame  (whether  merited  or  not)  w hlch  I have  been  favoured 
w ith  Ujfon  romposilium  which  ! d<>  not  feel  to  be  at  all  equal 
to  my  own  notions  of  what  they  should  be  i though  they  may 
do  »ery  well  as  things  without  pretension,  to  atUl  to  the  i»ub. 
IkMtion  with  the  lighter  pieces,  i have  enclosed  ytoir  draft 
torn,  for  fear  of  aiccidenls  by  the  way  — I wish  you  would  not 
thriiw  temptation  lo  mine.  U is  not  fMm  a disttain  of  the 
imiversai  idol,  nor  from  a present  superfluity  of  his  treasures, 
1 can  aMure  yno.  that  I refuse  to  worship  hire ; but  what  is 
rigid  It  light,  and  must  not  yield  to  cimimstances.  I am  very 
gUl  tli.it  til*  kandirnitng  was  a favotiralde  omen  of  the  mora/e 
ol  (he  |ik<cw;  but  you  must  not  trust  to  that,  for  my  copyist 
wmild  write  out  any  thing  1 desired,  in  all  the  ignorance 

I of  innoceisce- I hope,  however,  in  tilts  instance,  with  no 
great  peril  to  either.”  Tlie  oipilU  was  Brrun.  l.ord 

I Uyruo  gave  Mr.  Gifford  carte-bianckt  to  itrike  out  or  alter 

• ["What  do  the  Reviewers  mean  hy  * elaborate  ?*  Lara 
t wrote  white  imdresslng.  .after  cofning  home  from  halU  and 
masquerades,  lu  tbe  year  of  revelry,  1814.”—  Ugrrm  htUrriy 

i inx2i 


tion,  but  stormed  tb«  pUcc  with  so  much  fbr>‘.  that 
they  took  It,  and  put  most  of  the  garri«in,  with  S!g- 
nior  Minottl,  the  governor,  to  the  sword.  The  rest, 
with  Antonio  Bembo,  provcdltor  extraordinary,  were 
made  prisoners  of  war.” — Hutory  of  </«  TVeAa, 
vol.  Ui.  p.  131. 


CHr  of  arotintf).* 


In  the  year  since  Jesus  died  for  mcn,^ 

Eighteen  hundred  years  and  ten, 

any  thing  at  his  pleasure  In  this  poem,  as  It  was  passing  ] 
through  the  press  ; and  the  reader  will  Iw  amused  w ich  the  1 
i>an>  leetioufs  which  had  tlieir  origin  in  this  extraordinary  I 
confldenre.  Mr.  Gifford  drew  his  pen,  it  will  be  seen,  tbrougn 
at  leAst  one  of  the  most  admired  passages.] 

* Napoli  di  Romania  is  not  now  the  most  ctMisIderable  place 

in  the  Morea,  but  Tripoltlto,  where  the  Pacha  resides,  and 
maintains  his  government.  Napoli  is  nejir  Argos.  I visited 
all  three  in  lMlO.1)  ; and,  in  the  course  of  Journeying  through 
the  country  from  my  first  arrival  in  1800,  1 crossed  the  Isthmus 
eight  limes  in  my  way  from  Attica  to  the  Morea.  over  the 
mountains,  or  in  the  other  direction,  when  passing  from  the  <j 
Gulf  of  Athens  to  that  of  Lepanto.  Both  the  routes  are  pic-  ! 

lurtwque  and  Iwautiful.  thougn  very  different : that  by  sra^as  ! 

more  lAmeneas;  but  the  voyage  being  always  within  sight  of 
land,  and  often  very  near  It,  presents  many  attractive  views  of  > 

: the  islands  SaJamis,  Algina,  Poroa,  Ac.  and  the  coast  of  th«  || 
ContmenL  I 

* [**  With  regard  to  the  obaervatlons  on  carelcssnesa,  Ac.,”  | 

wrote  Lord  liyron  to  a friend.  “ 1 think,  with  all  humility,  { 

that  the  gentle  reader  has  constderrd  a rather  uncommon,  ami  | 

I derideiiiy  Irregular,  versification  for  haste  and  negbgenre. 

I The  measure  it  not  (hat  of  any  nf  the  other  poems,  which  (I 

I believe)  were  allowed  to  be  tolerably  corre^  according  (o 

I tlyvheand  (he  fingers  — or  ears  — hy  which  bards  write,  and 
readers  reckon.  Grv*at  part  of  the  * .Slcgo ' It  in  (I  tlitnkl  i 
what  (he  learned  call  anapests,  (though  I am  not  sure,  being 
heinously  (urgetful  of  my  metres  and  my  Gradus,)  and  many 
of  the  lines  intentionally  longer  or  shorter  llusn  its  rhyming  | 
cnm|>anion  ; and  the  rhyme  alto  occurring  at  greater  or  less 
intervals  of  caprice  or  convenience.  1 mean  not  to  say  that  ' 
tills  is  right  or  good,  but  merely  that  1 could  have  been 
smoother,  had  It  appeared  to  me  of  advantage ; and  that  t was 
not  otherwise  without  being  aware  of  the  deviation,  though  ]■ 
I now  feet  sorry  for  it.  as  I would  undoubtedly  rather  plraso 
than  not.  My  with  has  been  to  try  at  something  different 
from  my  former  eflbrts ; as  1 endeavoured  to  make  difibr 
Irom  each  otlier.  The  versification  of  the  ' Corsair ' is  not 
that  of*  lara  j * nor  the  • Giaour  * that  of  the  • Bride:  * • Child*  . 
Harol  I * is,  again,  varied  from  these ; and  1 strove  to  vary  the 
last  sr>mewhat  from  aU  of  the  others.  Excuse  all  this  nonvenae 
and  ec'dism.  The  fact  is,  that  1 am  rather  trying  to  think  on 
the  subject  this  note,  than  really  thinking  on  Tt.”—  Hwrvm 
LfUrrt,  Feb.  IRIA) 

* [On  (^bristmaa-day,  18I&,  Lord  Byron,  enclosing  thla 
ftagment  to  Mr.  Murray,  saya,— **  1 sem  some  tines,  v>nttM 
some  time  ago,  and  intended  u an  opening  to  the  ‘ Men«  nf  i 


TIIK  SIEGE  OK  CORINTH. 


Wc  were  a gallant  company, 

Riding  o'er  land,  and  tailing  o'er  sea. 

Oh  ! but  we  went  Tnerrily  I 

We  forded  the  river,  and  clomb  the  high  hlH, 

Never  our  steeds  fur  a day  stood  stilt : 

Whether  we  lay  In  the  cave  or  the  shed, 

Our  sleep  fell  soft  on  the  hardest  bed : 

Whether  we  couch’d  In  our  rough  capote,  * 

On  the  rotigher  plank  of  our  gliding  boat, 

Or  stretch'd  on  the  beach,  or  our  saddles  spremi 
As  A pillow  beneath  the  resting  head. 

Fresh  we  woke  upon  the  morrow : 

All  our  thoughts  and  words  had  scope, 

We  had  health,  and  we  had  hope,  ^ 

Toll  and  travel,  but  no  sorrow. 

We  were  of  all  tongues  and  creeds;  — 

Some  were  those  who  counted  beadii. 

Some  of  mosque,  and  some  of  church, 

And  some,  or  I mis>say,  of  neither ; 

Yet  through  the  wide  world  might  ye  search. 

Nor  dnd  a rootller  crew  nor  blither. 

But  some  are  dead,  and  some  are  gone. 

And  some  are  scatter’d  and  alone, 

And  some  are  rebels  on  the  bills* 

That  look  along  Epirus*  valle)*s 
Where  freedom  stlU  at  moments  rallies,  ' 

And  pays  In  blood  oppression's  ills; 

And  some  are  in  a fkr  countree. 

And  scune  all  restlessly  at  home ; 

But  never  more,  oh  S never,  we 
Shall  meet  to  revel  and  to  roam. 

But  those  hardy  days  flew  cheerily  1 
And  when  they  now  fall  drearily, 

My  thoughts,  like  swallows,  skim  the  nuln, 

And  bear  my  spirit  back  again 

Corinth.*  I hud  forgotten  them,  and  un  not  sure  that  thejr  had 
not  better  Iw  left  out  now  on  tlut,  you  and  your  >}-nod  rao 
dctemiinr."  — “ They  arc  written,'*  say*  Moore,  “In  the 
looaeit  form  of  (hat  rambling  itrle  of  metre,  which  his  admi. 
ration  of  Mr.  Coleridge's  * Christabel  * led  him.  at  this  lime, 
to  adopt**  It  a'ill  be  seen,  hereafter,  that  the  poet  had  never 
read  “ Christabcl  “ at  the  time  when  he  wrote  these  lines ; — 
hr  had,  however,  the'*  l.ay  of  the  Last  Minstrel.*’  With  rr. 
gard  to  the  character  of  the  species  of  versification  at  this 
Ume  so  much  In  favour,  it  may  be  observed,  that  feeble  Irai- 
Utioos  have  since  then  vulgarised  it  a good  deal  to  theienerol 
ear ; but  that,  in  the  hamls  of  Mr.  Coleridge.  Sir  Waiter 
Scott,  and  Lord  Byrun  himself,  it  has  often  been  employed 
with  the  nio»t  happy  cfll«rt.  Its  irrepularlty,  when  tnuulde<i 
under  the  guidance  of  a delicate  taste,  is  more  to  Uie  eye  than 
to  the  ear,  and  In  fact  not  greater  than  wot  admitted  ui  some 
of  the  most  dcUciuus  of  the  lyrical  measures  of  Uie  ancient 
Greclu.J 

* Hn  one  of  his  sea  excursions.  Lord  Byron  « ss  nearly  lost 
In  a Turkish  sliipof  war.  owing  to  the  iptoraoceof  the  captain 
and  crew.  ••  Hrtcher."  he  says.  **  yelled  ; the  Greeks  called 
on  all  the  saints  ; the  Musiulmani  on  Alla;  while  the  cartaln 
burst  into  tears,  usd  ran  t>elnw  deck.  1 did  what  1 could  to 
coDioIo  Fletcher;  but  finding  him  incorrigible,  I wrapped 
myself  up  In  my  Albanian  capote,  anil  lay  down  to  wait  the 
worst.'*  This  striking  instance  of  the  |>oet's  coolness  and 
courage  is  thus  confirmed  hy  Mr.  Hobhuuse;  — **  Finding 
that,  from  his  lameness,  he  was  unable  to  be  of  any  service  in 
the  exertions  which  our  very  serious  danger  called  for.  after 
a tough  or  two  at  the  panic  of  his  valet,  he  not  only  wrapped 
himself  up  and  U)  down,  in  the  manner  he  has  described,  out 
wbeo  our  dilBcuitics  were  terminated  was  found  fast  asleep. "J 

* The  last  tidings  recently  beard  of  Dervish  (one  of  the 
Amaouts  who  Millowrd  me)  state  him  to  be  in  revolt  upon  the 
mountains,  at  lire  head  of  some  of  the  bands  common  in  that 
country  In  times  of  trouble. 

* [In  the  original  MS.^ 

**  A Tiarvel  from  her  Moslem  bands,**] 


Over  the  earth,  and  through  the  :ilr, 

A wild  bird  and  a wtmdcrvr. 

'TU  this  that  ever  vra':es  my  flrain. 

And  oft,  too  oft,  I.'nplores  again 
The  few  who  may  endure  my  lay. 

To  follow  me  so  ftr  away. 

Stranger — wilt  thou  follow  now. 

And  sit  with  roe  on  AcnvCorlntli':!  brow  ? 


Many  a vanish'd  year  and  age. 

And  tempest's  breath,  and  battle's  rage. 

Have  swept  o'er  Corinth ; yet  she  staiiL's, 

A fortress  form’d  to  Freedom's  bands,  s 
The  whirlwind's  wrath,  the  earthquake's  shock. 
Have  left  untouch'd  her  hoary  rock, 

The  keystone  of  a land,  which  itili, 

I'bough  foll'n,  looks  proudly  on  that  hill. 

The  landmark  to  the  double  tide 
That  purpling  rolls  on  either  side. 

As  if  their  waters  chafed  to  meet. 

Yet  pause  and  crouch  beneath  her  feet. 

But  could  the  blood  before  her  shed 
Since  first  Timoleon’s  brother  bled,  * 

Or  balBed  Persia’s  despot  fled. 

Arise  from  out  the  earth  which  drank 
The  stream  of  slaughter  as  it  sank. 

That  sanguine  ocean  would  oVrflow 
Her  isthmus  idly  spread  below : 

Or  could  the  bones  of  all  the  slain, 

Who  perish’d  there,  be  piled  again, 

That  rival  pyramid  would  rise 
More  mountain-like,  through  tho«e  clcr.r  skies. 
Than  yon  tower-capp'd  Aeroiwlis 
\Vhich  seems  the  very  clouds  to  kis«. 

* [Timoleon,  who  hod  laved  the  life  of  his  brother  Tirr.o. 
phoDet  lo  battle,  afterwards  killed  him  for  aiming  at  the 
supreme  power  In  Corinth,  prcfcrrine  his  duty  to  hit  country 
to  all  the  obligations  nf  blood.  Dr.  Waiion  says,  that  l'or>e 


to  all  the  obligations  nf  t^ood.  Dr.  Waiion  says,  that  l'of>e 
once  Intended  to  write  an  epic  poem  on  the  story,  and  that 
Dr.  Akenskle  had  the  same  dedgn.] 

' [The  Giaour,  the  Bride  of  Abydo*,  the  Cori.-tir.  Lara,  the 
Siege  of  Corinth,  followed  each  other  with  a celerity,  which 
was  only  rivalled  by  their  lurress ; and  If  at  times  the  author 
seemed  to  patue  In  his  poetic  career,  with  the  threat  of  for- 


bearlog  further  adventure  for  a time,  the  public  eayerly 
pardoned  the  breach  of  a promise  by  keeping  which  they  mu»t 
nave  been  sufferers.  F.xquUitely  lieautiful  in  themvelves. 


these  tales  receivptl  a new  ciiarm  from  the  rumantu:  clitncs 
Into  which  they  Introduced  us,  and  from  the  oriental  costume 
to  itrictir  preserved  and  so  pictiirecqtu>ly  exhibited.  Greece, 
the  rradle  of  the  poetry  with  which  our  earliest  studies  are 
familiar,  was  presented  to  us  among  her  ruins  and  her  sorrows. 
Her  delightful  scenery,  once  dedicated  to  those  deities  who, 
though  dethroned  from  thetr  own  Olvmpus,  still  |)n.-serve.i  |a>e- 
tical  empire,  wa.ssprean  before  us  in  Lord  Hyron’s  poetry,  varied 
l>y  all  the  moral  ctTcct  derived  ftoin  what  Greece  is  on<l  what 
she  has  been,  while  it  was  doiihliHl  by  comparisons,  perjietually 
excited,  between  the  philosophers  and  heroes  who  formerly 
Inhabited  that  romantic  country,  aivd  their  descendants,  who 
either  stoop  to  their  Scythian  cc^iicrors,or  maintain,  among 
the  recesses  of  their  chusical  mountains,  on  independence  as 
wild  and  savage  as  it  Is  precarious.  The  oriental  mannevs 
also  and  diction,  so  peculiar  in  their  picturesque  eflert  that 
they  can  cast  a charm  even  over  the  absurdities  of  on  eastern 
tale,  had  here  the  more  honourablo  occupation  of  decorating 
that  which  in  itself  was  beautiful,  and  enhancing  by  novelty 
what  would  have  been  captivating  without  Its  aid.  T'he 


I plied  with  In  practice.  It  is,  that  every  author  should,  like 
j to>rd  Byron,  form  to  himself,  and  communicate  to  the  reader, 
I a precise,  defined,  and  distinct  view  of  the  landscape,  lenti- 
ment.  or  action  which  be  intends  to  describe  to  tiu:  reodtt. 
Sin  Watraa  Scuit  ] 


BYRON  S WORKS. 


On  dun  Citlicron's  ridgr  appeam 
The  gleam  of  twice  ton  thoiLsand  spears ; 
And  downward  to  the  Isthmian  plain. 
From  shore  to  shore  of  either  main, 

The  tent  U pitch'd,  the  crescent  shines 
Along  the  Moslem's  leaguering  lines; 
And  the  dusk  Spahi’s  bands  > advance 
Beneath  each  bearded  pacha's  glance ; 
And  far  and  witle  as  eje  can  reach 
The  turban'd  cohorts  throng  the  beach  , 
And  there  the  Arab's  camel  kneels. 

And  there  bis  steed  the  T.'Utar  wheels ; 
The  Turcoman  hath  left  his  herd,® 

The  sabre  round  hU  loins  to  gini ; 

And  there  the  s-olleylng  thunders  pour. 
Till  waves  grow  smoother  to  the  roar. 
The  trench  I*  dug,  the  cannon's  breath 
Wings  the  far  hissing  glol>c  of  death ; 

Fast  whirl  the  frigmcnts  from  the  wall. 
Which  crumbles  witi»  the  |>ondert»as  ball ; 
And  from  that  wall  the  foe  replies, 

O’er  dusty  plain  and  smoky  skies, 

With  fln-s  that  answer  fwt  and  well 
The  summons  of  the  Inlldcl. 


But  near  and  nearest  to  the  wall 
Of  who  wish  and  work  its  fall. 

With  deeper  skill  in  war's  black  art 
Than  Othman's  sons,  and  high  of  heart 
As  any  chief  that  ever  sUkmI 
Triumphant  in  the  fields  of  blood ; 

From  post  to  post,  and  deed  to  deed. 

Fast  spurring  on  his  recking  steed, 

Where  sallying  ranks  the  trench  assail. 
And  make  the  foremost  MosIi!m  (|unil ; 
Or  where  the  batter}*,  guarded  well. 
Remains  as  yet  impregnable. 

Alighting  cheerly  to  inspire 
The  soldier  slackening  in  his  fire; 

The  first  and  freshest  of  the  host 
Which  Stamboul’s  sultan  there  can  boast. 
To  guide  the  follower  o'er  the  field, 

To  point  the  tube,  the  lance  to  wield. 

Or  whirl  aronnd  tlie  bickering  blade;  — 
Was  Alp,  the  Adrian  renegade  I 


I From  Venice— once  a race  of  worth 
j His  gentle  sires  — he  drew  his  birth; 

But  late  an  exile  from  her  shore. 

Against  bU  countrymen  he  bore 
The  arms  they  taught  to  bear;  and  now 
The  turban  girt  his  shaven  brow. 

Through  many  a change  had  Corinth  ]>Hss'd 
With  Greece  to  Venice'  rule  at  last ; 

And  here,  before  her  walls,  with  those 
To  Greece  and  Venice  equal  foes, 

• fTurkith  bolder*  of  military  Cef*,  which  obli^  them  to 
Join  the  anrif,  mounted  at  their  own  expense.} 

* The  life  of  the  Tureomaos  U wandering  and  patriarchal ; ! 

they  dwell  in  tents.  i 

> All  Coumourgi.  the  famiirite  of  three  luTtan*.  and  Grand  ^ 
Viiler  to  AchmeC  III.,  alter  recovering  l’cloponne*u*  from  ^ 
the  Venetian*  in  one  campaign,  was  mortalljr  woutMled  in  the  i 
next,  again*!  tbu  Germans,  at  the  battle  of  PeCerwaradin  (In  | 


He  stood  a foe,  with  all  the  zeal 
MTiich  young  and  fiery  converts  feel, 
Within  whose  heated  bosem  throngs 
The  memory  of  a thousand  wrongs. 

To  him  had  Venice  ceased  to  Ite 
Her  ancient  civic  boast  — **  the  Free;” 
And  in  the  palace  of  St.  Mark 
Unnamed  accusers  in  the  dark 
Within  the  ♦*  Lion's  mouth”  had  placed 
A chaise  against  him  iinefikcefi ; 

He  fled  in  time,  and  saved  his  life, 

To  waste  his  future  year*  in  strife. 

That  taught  his  land  how  great  her  loss 
In  him  who  triumph'd  o’er  the  Cross, 
’Gainst  which  be  rear'd  the  Crescent  high. 
And  battled  to  avenge  or  die. 


Coumourgi  s — he  whose  closing  scene 
Adorn'd  the  triumph  of  Eugene, 

When  on  Carlowlu’  bloody  plain. 

The  last  and  mightiest  of  the  slain, 

He  sank,  regretting  not  to  die, 

But  cursed  the  Christian’s  victory — 
Coumourgi  — can  his  glor)‘  cease. 

That  latest  conqueror  of  Greece, 

Till  Christian  hands  to  Greece  restore 
The  freedom  Venice  gave  of  yore  ? 

A hundred  years  have  roll'd  away 
Since  he  refix’d  the  Moslem’s  sway. 
And  now  he  led  the  Mussulman. 

And  gave  the  guidance  of  the  van 
To  Alp,  who  well  repaid  the  trust 
By  cities  Icvell’d  with  the  dust ; 

And  proved,  by  many  a deed  of  death, 
How  firm  his  heart  In  novel  faith. 


The  walls  grew  weak ; and  fast  and  hot 
Against  them  pour’d  the  ceaseless  shot. 
With  unabating  fury  sent 
From  battery  to  battlement ; 

And  thunder-like  the  pealing  din 
Rose  from  each  heated  culverln ; 

And  here  and  there  some  crackling  dome 
Was  fiml  before  the  exploding  bomb: 
And  as  the  fabric  sank  beneath 
The  shattering  shell’s  volcanic  breath. 

In  red  and  wreathing  columns  flash'd 
The  flame,  as  loud  the  ruin  crash’d. 

Or  Into  countless  meteors  driven. 

Its  earth-stars  melted  into  heaven ; 
l^Tiosc  clouds  that  day  grew  doubly  dun, 
Impervious  to  the  hidden  sun, 

With  volumed  smoke  that  slowly  grew 
To  one  wide  sky  of  sulphurous  hue. 


But  not  for  vengeance,  long  delay'd. 

Alone,  did  Alp,  the  renegade, 

the  plain  of  Carlowits).  hi  Hungary,  endeavouring  to  rally  lib 
guard*.  He  died  of  hi*  wound*  next  day.  Hi*  last  order  was 
the  decapitation  of  General  Rreuner.  aod  *ome  other  German 
pHtoner* ; and  his  last  words,  “ Oh  that  I could  thus  serve  all 
the  t hriitlan  dogs  I ’’  a ipeech  and  act  not  unlike  one  of  Ca- 
ligula. Hr  was  a voung  man  of  great  ambition  and  unbouodeu 
presumption : on  being  told  that  I'rince  Eugene,  then  oo poked 
to  him.  “ wai  a great  general.'*  he  said.  “ 1 shall  become  a 
greater,  and  at  his  expense.** 
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The  Miwlcm  wairiorj  sternly  teach 
His  skill  to  pierce  the  promises!  breach  ; 
Witliin  these  walls  a maid  was  pent 
HU  hope  would  vrin.  without  etmsent 
Of  that  inexorable  sire. 

Who*;  heart  refused  him  in  its  ire. 

When  Alp,  beneath  hU  Christian  name. 

Her  vii^n  hand  aspired  to  claim. 

In  happier  mood,  and  earlier  time. 

While  unimpcach’d  for  traitorous  c»-ime. 
Gayest  in  ^ndola  or  hall. 

He  flitter'd  through  the  Carnival ; 

And  tuned  the  softest  serenade 
That  e’er  on  Adria's  waters  play'd 
At  midnight  to  Indian  maid.  ‘ 

VTII. 

And  many  <leem*d  her  heart  was  won ; 

For  sought  by  numlars  given  to  none. 

Hud  young  Francesca’s  hand  remain’d 
Still  by  the  church's  bonds  unchain’d : 

And  when  the  Adriatic  bore 
Laiiciotto  to  the  Paynim  shore. 

Her  wonted  smiles  were  seen  to  fall. 

And  pensive  wax'd  the  maid  and  pale ; 

More  constant  at  mnfessionni. 

More  rare  at  ma«<)ue  and  festival ; 

Or  seen  at  s\ich,  with  downcast  eyes. 

Which  conquer'd  hearts  thc>'  ce:ised  to  prirc  * 
With  listless  look  she  seems  to  gaie ; 

With  humbler  care  her  fnnn  arrays  ; 

Her  voice  less  lively  In  the  song; 

Her  step,  though  light,  less  fleet  among 
The  pairs,  on  whom  the  Morning’s  glance 
Breaks  yet  unsated  with  the  dance. 

IX. 

Sent  by  the  »tatc  to  guard  tbc  lanii, 

( Which,  wrested  fn>m  the  Mi>s*ler.)’s  bund. 
While  SobieskI  Umril  hl»  pride 
By  Buda's  wall  and  Danube’s  side. 

The  chiefs  of  Venice  m rung  awaj 
From  I*atra  to  Eulura’s  lay,) 

Minotti  held  in  Corinth's  towers 
The  I>^'s  delegated  powers, 

\Vhilc  yet  the  pitying  eye  of  Peace 
Smiled  o’er  her  lung  forgotten  Greece ; 

And  ere  that  faithU*«  truce  was  broke 
Which  freed  her  from  the  unchristian  yoke. 
With  him  his  gentle  daughter  came ; 

Nor  there,  since  Menelaus’  dame 
Forsook  her  lord  and  land,  to  prove 
What  woes  await  on  lawless  love, 

Had  fairer  form  adorn’d  the  shore 
Than  she,  the  matchless  stranger,  bore. 


The  wall  Is  rent,  the  ruins  i 
And,  with  to-morrow’s  earliest  dawn. 

O’er  the  dbyointed  mass  shall  vault 
The  foremost  of  the  fierce  a.«ault 
The  bands  are  rank'd;  the  chosen  van 
Of  Tartar  and  of  Mussulman, 

• [**  lo  midnight  coartthlp  to  Italian  maid.**  — MS.3 

* [**  And  make  a melancholy  moon. 

To  BofUl  soke  and  ear  unkanwo.”  MS.} 


The  full  of  hope,  mbnamed  **  forlorn,” 

Who  hold  the  thought  of  death  in  scorn. 
And  win  Uicir  way  with  falchion’s  force, 

Or  pave  the  path  with  many  a corse. 

O’er  which  the  following  brave  may  rise. 
Their  stepping-stone  — the  last  who  dies ! 

XI. 

*T  is  midnight : on  the  mountains  brown 
The  cold,  rmmd  moon  shines  deeply  down ; 
Blue  roll  the  waters,  blue  the  sky 
Spreads  like  an  ocean  hung  on  high, 
Bespangled  with  those  Isles  of  light. 

So  wildly,  spiritually  bright ; 

Who  ever  guxc<l  upon  them  shining 
And  turn'd  to  earth  without  rejiining. 

Nor  wish’d  for  wingi  to  flee  away. 

And  mix  with  their  eternal  ray  ? 

The  waves  on  either  shore  lay  there 
Calm,  clear,  and  azure  as  the  air ; 

And  (tcarce  their  foam  the  ixrbbles  shook. 
Hut  murmur’d  meekly  as  the  brook. 

The  winds  were  pillow’d  on  the  waves ; 

The  banners  droop’d  aUmg  their  staves. 
And,  as  they  fell  around  them  furling. 
.Vbore  them  shone  the  crescent  curling ; 
And  that  deep  silence  was  unbroke, 

.Save  where  the  watch  his  signal  spoke, 

Save  where  the  stcc<l  neigh’d  oft  and  shrill, 
.Vnd  echo  answer'd  from  the  hill. 

And  the  wide  hum  of  that  wild  host 
Itustled  like  leaves  from  coast  to  coa«, 

.Vs  rose  the  Muezzin’s  voice  in  air 
In  midnight  call  to  wonted  prayer ; 

It  rose,  that  chanted  mournful  strain. 

Like  some  lone  aplrit's  o'er  the  plain : 

'Twas  musical,  but  sadly  swee-t. 

Such  a.4  when  winds  and  harp-strings  meet, 
And  take  a long  unmeasured  tone. 

To  mortal  minstrelsy  unknown.  * 

It  seem'd  to  those  within  the  wall 
\ cry  prophetic  of  their  fall : 

It  struck  even  the  besieger’s  car 
>Vlth  something  ominous  and  drear. 

An  undefined  and  sudden  thrill, 

\Vhlch  makes  the  heart  a moment  still, 
Then  beat  with  quicker  pulse,  a^-hamed 
Of  that  strange  sense  its  sUence  framed  ; 
Such  as  a sudden  passing-bell 
Wakes,  though  but  for  a stranger's  knell.  ’ 

XII. 

The  tent  of  Alp  was  on  the  sh(we ; 

'The  sound  was  hush’d,  the  prayer  was  o’er; 
The  watch  was  set,  the  night-round  made, 
.All  mandates  issued  and  obey’d : 

Tis  but  another  anxious  night, 

HU  pains  the  morrow  may  requite 
With  all  revenge  and  love  can  pay, 

In  guerdon  for  their  long  ticlay. 

Few  hours  remain,  and  he  hath  need 
Of  rest,  to  nerve  for  many  a deed 
Of  slaughter;  but  within  his  soul 
The  thoughts  like  troubled  waters  roll. 

s M M*hlrh  rings  a deep,  internal  knell, 

A vUiODary  |«saing  bell.*'  — MS.} 
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He  stood  alone  among  the  host ; 

Not  hU  the  loud  fanatic  boast 
To  plant  the  crescent  o’er  the  cruo«» 

Or  risk  a life  with  little  loss, 

Secure  In  paradise  to  be 
Huuris  loved  immortally : 

Kor  his,  what  burning  patriots  feel. 

The  stem  exaltedness  of  teal. 

Profuse  of  blood,  untiifd  in  toil. 

When  battling  on  the  parent  soil. 

He  stood  alone  — a renegade 
Against  the  country  he  betray'd  ; 

He  stood  alone  amidst  his  band. 

Without  a trusted  heart  or  hand ; 

They  follow'd  him,  for  he  was  brave, 

And  great  the  spoil  he  got  and  gave; 

They  crouch'd  to  him,  for  he  bad  skill 
To  warp  and  wield  the  vulgar  will : 

But  still  his  Christian  origin 
With  them  was  little  less  than  sin. 

They  envied  even  the  faithless  fame 
He  earn'd  beneath  a Moslem  name , 

Since  he,  their  mightiest  chief,  had  been 
In  youth  a bitter  Naaarene. 

They  did  not  know  how  pride  cmn 
When  baffled  feelings  withering  dntop; 
They  did  not  know  how  hate  can  buni 
In  hearts  mice  changed  from  soft  b»  stem ; 
Nor  all  the  false  and  fatal  seal 
The  convert  of  revenge  can  feel. 

He  ruled  them  — man  may  rule  the  word. 
By  ever  daring  to  be  first ; 

So  lions  o'er  the  jackal  sway ; 

The  jackal  points,  he  fells  the  prey,* 

Then  on  the  vulgar  yelling  prtrso, 

To  gorge  the  relics  of  success. 

XIII. 

His  head  grows  fever'd,  and  bi«  pulse 
The  quick  successive  throbs  convulse : 

In  vain  from  side  to  side  he  throws 
His  form,  in  courtship  of  rep<Hc 
Or  if  he  dosed,  a sound,  a start 
Awoke  him  with  a sunken  heart 
The  turban  on  his  hot  brow  prp'.s'd. 

The  mail  weigh’d  leoitlike  on  hli  bn‘a<d. 
Though  oft  and  long  beneath  its  weight 
Upon  his  eyes  hail  slumber  sate. 

Without  or  couch  or  canopy. 

Except  a rougher  field  and  sky 
Than  now  might  yield  a warriors  bed. 
Than  now  along  the  heaven  wa«  ipri-ud. 

He  could  not  rest  he  could  not  stay 
Within  hts  tent  to  wait  for  day. 

But  walk'd  him  forth  along  the  sand, 

\Vhere  tbouiand  sleepers  strew 'd  the  strand. 
What  pillow’d  them  ? and  why  should  he 
More  wakeful  than  the  humble^t  be. 

Since  more  their  peril,  worse  their  toll? 
And  yet  they  fearless  dream  of  spoil ; 

WTiile  he  alone,  where  thousands  iMSs'd 
A night  of  sleep,  perchance  their  la^t, 

In  sickly  vigil  wander'd  on. 

And  envied  all  he  gased  upon. 


• ["  ,\i  Horn  o'er  the  Ju-kM  »war 

Br  ftpringinx  iUunt1«**s  im  the  prey ; 

Tory  follow  on.  ami  rclllng  preM 

I'o  gorge  the  frogroent*  of  •uenwa."^  Mfl.J 


XIV. 

He  felt  his  soul  become  more  light 
Beneath  the  freshness  of  the  nighL 
Cool  was  the  silent  sky,  though  calm. 

And  bathed  hU  brow  with  alr\-  lialmi 
Behind,  the  camp  — before  him  lay. 

In  many  a winding  creek  and  bay. 
Leiianto's  gulf;  and,  on  the  brow 
Of  Delphi's  hUl,  un>bakcn  snow. 

High  and  eternal,  such  as  shone 
Through  thousand  summers  brightly  gone. 
Along  the  gulf,  the  mount,  the  dime ; 

It  will  not  melt,  like  man,  to  time ; 

Tyrant  and  slave  are  swept  away, 

I,>ess  form'd  to  wear  before  the  ray ; 

But  that  white  veil,  the  lightest,  frailest. 
Which  on  the  mighty  mount  thou  holiest. 
While  tower  and  tree  are  tom  and  rent, 
Shines  o'er  its  craggy  battlement ; 

In  form  a peak.  In  height  a cloud. 

In  texture  like  a hovering  shmml. 

Thus  high  by  parting  FtvcJom  spread, 

As  from  her  fund  abode  she  fled. 

And  linger'd  on  the  spot,  where  long 
Her  prophet  spirit  spoke  in  song. 

Oh  I still  her  step  at  moment*  fuUer* 

O'er  wither’d  fields,  and  ruin'd  altar>. 

And  fain  would  wake.  In  sonti  too  brokin. 
By  jiointing  to  each  glorious  token : 

But  vain  her  voice,  till  Utter  days 
Dawn  in  those  yet  remember'd  rays 
Which  shone  upon  the  Persian  flying. 

And  uw  the  Spuruui  smile  in  d)  Ing. 


Not  mindless  of  these  mighty  tunes 
Was  Alp,  despite  his  flight  and  crimes  : 

And  through  this  night,  as  on  he  wamlrr’d. 
And  o’er  the  past  and  present  ponder’<l, 

And  thought  upon  the  gUirious  dead 
^^'ho  there  in  better  cause  had  bled, 

He  felt  how  faint  and  feebly  dim 
The  fame  that  could  accrue  to  him, 

Wlio  cheer’d  the  l«nd,  and  waved  the  sword, 
A traitor  in  a turban ‘d  horde ; 

And  led  them  to  the  lawless  sie;^, 

^''hose  best  success  were  sacrilege. 

Not  so  bad  those  his  fancy  number'd. 

The  chiefs  whose  dust  around  him  slumber'd  ; 
Their  phalanx  marshall’d  on  the  plain. 

Whose  bulwarks  were  not  then  in  vain. 

They  fell  devoted,  but  undying; 

The  very  gale  their  name  seem'd  sighing  : 

The  waters  murmur’d  of  their  name  ; 

The  woods  were  peopled  with  their  ftimc ; 

The  silent  pillar,  lone  and  grey. 

Claim’d  kindred  with  their  sacred  clay ; 

Their  spirits  wrapp’d  the  dusky  mountaia 
Their  memory  sparkled  o'er  the  fountain  ; 

The  meanest  rill,  the  mightiest  river 
Roil'd  mingling  with  their  fame  for  ever. 
Despite  of  every  yoke  she  bears. 

That  land  Is  glory’s  still  and  theirs  ! 9 

• ["  lie  v.iJn!y  turn’d  from  side  to  side, 

And  pwti  n-)>o«inx  ]>otture  tried.*’—  MS.J 

* [Here  folluwi,  In  M8. 

**  fmmortsl  — twuodless  — undee*r'd  — 

Their  Buids  the  very  toll  perredc.”} 
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I. 

I 'Ti«  9tlU  ft  wfttch-word  to  the  eftrth : 

; Wlien  man  would  do  a deed  of  worth 

He  points  to  Greece,  and  turns  to  tri'a<l. 

8o  sanction'd,  on  the  tyrant's  head ; 

{ He  looks  to  her,  and  nubes  on 

Where  life  is  lost,  or  freedom  won.  > 

XVI. 

' Still  by  the  shore  Alp  mutely  museil. 
j ; And  woo'd  the  freshness  Night  diiTused. 

I I There  shrinks  no  ebb  In  that  tldelcss  sea,  ^ 

! I Wliich  cbangeless  rolls  eternally ; 

I So  that  wildest  of  waves,  in  their  an^est  mood, 

I Scarce  break  on  the  bounds  of  the  land  for  a mod ; 
ij  And  the  powerlm  moon  beholds  them  flow, 

' I Heedless  if  she  come  or  go : 

I Calm  or  high,  in  main  or  bay, 

I I On  their  course  the  bath  no  sway. 

I The  rock  unworn  Its  base  doth  bare, 

I And  looks  o'er  the  surf,  but  it  comes  not  there ; 
j And  the  fringe  of  the  foam  may  be  seen  below, 

I On  the  line  that  it  left  long  ages  ago : 

. ' A smooth  short  space  of  yellow  sand 
j Hetween  it  and  the  greener  land, 
j He  wander'd  on  along  the  beach, 

I Till  within  tbv  range  of  a carldne's  reach 
1 1 Of  the  leaguor'd  wall ; but  they  saw  him  not. 
i i Or  how  could  he  'scapt?  from  the  hostile  shot  ? 

Did  traitors  lurk  in  the  Christians'  hold  ? 
j Werethclrhandsgrownstlff, orthclrheartiwax'Ucold? 

1 1 I know  not,  in  sooth  ; but  from  yonder  wall 
I . There  flash'd  no  fire,  and  there  hUs'd  no  ball, 

< I Though  he  stood  beneath  the  bastion's  frown. 

That  flank'd  the  sea-wanl  gate  of  the  town ; 

^ Though  he  heard  the  sound,  and  could  almost  tell 
The  sullen  words  of  the  sentinel, 

I As  hU  measured  step  on  the  stone  below 
' Clank’d,  as  be  paced  It  to  and  fro ; 

And  he  saw  the  lean  dogs  beneath  the  wall 
Hold  o'er  the  dead  their  carnival,  ^ 

I Gorging  and  growling  o'er  carcass  and  limb ; 

I They  were  too  busy  to  bark  at  him  1 

From  a Tartar's  skuli  they  had  stripp'd  the  fioh. 

As  yc  peel  the  fig  when  its  fruit  is  fresh  ; 

And  their  white  tusks  crunch’d  o'er  the  whiter  skull,  ^ 
As  it  slipp’d  through  their  jaws,  when  their  edge  grew 
As  they  laxily  mumbled  the  bone*  of  the  dead,  [dull, 
When  they  scarce  could  rise  from  the  spot  where  they 
! fed  { 


So  well  bad  they  broken  a lingering  fast  | 

With  those  who  had  (alien  for  that  night's  repost  ^ j 
And  Alp  knew,  by  the  turbans  that  roll'd  on  the  sand. 
The  foremost  of  these  were  the  best  of  bU  band : j 

Crimson  and  green  were  the  shawls  of  their  wear, 

At]d  each  scalp  bad  a single  long  tuft  of  hair," 

All  the  rest  was  shaven  and  bare. 

The  scalps  were  In  the  wild  dog's  maw, 

. The  hair  was  tanglcil  round  his  jaw : 

Uut  close  by  the  shore,  on  the  edge  of  the  gulf. 

There  sat  a vulture  flapping  a wolf, 

^^'ho  had  stolen  from  the  hills,  but  kept  away, 

! Scared  by  the  dogs,  from  the  human  prey ; 

{ But  he  seised  on  hi*  share  of  a steed  that  lay. 

Pick'd  by  the  birds,  on  the  sands  of  the  bay. 

XVII.  I 

Alp  turn’d  him  from  the  sickening  sight : I 

Never  had  shaken  his  nerves  in  flght ; i 

. But  he  better  could  brook  to  behold  the  dying,  { 

Deep  In  the  tide  of  their  warm  blood  lying,*  I 

Scorch'd  with  the  death-thirst,  and  writhing  in  vain,  ! 
Than  the  perishing  dead  who  are  past  all  pain.  * 

There  is  something  of  pride  In  the  perilous  hour,  ' 

Vt'hate'er  be  the  shape  in  which  death  may  lower;  ! 

' Kor  Fame  b there  to  uy  who  bleeds,  | 

: .\nd  Honour's  eye  on  daring  deeds  I 
But  when  all  b past,  it  b humbling  to  tread  I 

• O’er  the  weltering  field  of  the  torobleas  dead, 

And  see  worms  of  the  earth,  and  fowb  of  the  air,  | 
Beusts  of  the  forest,  all  gathering  there ; > 

Ail  regarding  man  as  their  pre)*,  | 

Ail  rejoicing  in  hb  decayji 

! XVIU. 

' There  b a temple  In  ruin  stands 
Fa<)hion’d  by  long  foigotten  hands ; 

Two  or  three  columns,  and  many  a stone, 

Marble  and  granite,  with  grass  o'ergrown  ! t 

I Out  upon  Time ! it  will  leave  no  more 
Of  the  things  to  come  than  the  things  before ! 

0»it  upon  Time  J who  for  ever  w Hi  leave 
I But  enough  of  the  past  for  the  future  to  grieve 
j O’er  that  which  hath  been,  and  o'er  that  which  must  ; 

I be;  I 

I What  we  have  seen,  our  sons  shall  see ; ^ 

Remniint*  of  things  that  have  pass’d  away, 

[ Fragments  of  stone,  rear’d  by  creatures  of  cby  : i 


* C*  Where  Frecdutn  IotcUcjI  may  be  won.*'— MS.] 

> The  reader  need  liardir  be  reminded  U>at  there  arc  oo 
perrr{>tlbie  tide*  in  the  Mewterranean. 
s Or  would  not  waste  on  a single  head 

The  hail  on  nambers  better  sped.”— MS.] 
j * [Omit  tbe  rest  of  this  section.  — Girroan.] 

^ This  spectacle  t h.src  seen,  such  as  described,  beneath  the 
i wall  nf  the  Serairlio  at  Constantinople,  In  the  little  cavities 
worn  by  the  Bosphorus  in  the  rock,  a narrow  terrace  of  which 
pro>ei  ts  between  the  wall  and  the  water.  I think  the  fact  U 
also  mentioned  in  Hobhotise's  Travels.  71i«  bodies  wore 
protubly  those  of  sotna  refractory  Janisaries.  [“  The  sens- 
atlorii  pn^uced  by  the  state  of  the  weather,  and  learina  a 
eoiutortable  cabin,  were  In  imiton  with  the  Impreislnni  which 
i we  felt  when,  passing  under  the  naJare  of  the  sultans,  and 
|ta*i»‘j*  At  the  gloomy  cypresses  whfvh  rite  ahore  the  w alls,  we 
saw  two  dogs  gnawing  a dead  body.”  — HoOHuimE.] 

* [This  passage  shows  the  force  of  Lord  Byron's  pencil.  — 
Jarraav.j 

I ^ This  tuft,  or  long  lock,  is  left,  from  a superstHIon  that 
I Kahomet  will  draw  them  into  Paradise  by  it. 

' ! * [Than  the  mangled  corpse  in  its  osm  blood  lying  — G.] 


! * [.Strike  out  — 

**  Scorch'd  wltli  the  death-thirst,  and  writhing  in  rain, 

J 'Dian  the  perishing  dead  who  are  past  ail  pain.'* 

I What  U a "perishing  dead?  Gteroao  3 

**  [O’er  the  weltering  timbt  of  the  tombleu  dead.  — O ] 

••  [“  All  that  llveth  on  man  will  prey. 

All  rejoice  in  his  decay. 

All  that  can  kindle  dismay  and  disgust 
Follow  his  frame  from  the  bier  tu  the  du«t.”—  MS.] 
’*  [Omit  this  couplet  — G.] 

**  [After  this  follows  In  MS.  — 

* Monuments  that  the  coming  age 
l.,eaTes  to  the  spoil  of  the  seasons*  rage  — 

Till  Ruin  makes  the  relies  irarce. 

Then  Learning  acts  her  solemn  farce. 

And.  roaming  through  the  initrble  waste, 
l*rates  of  beauty,  art,  and  taste. 


A I A. 

“ That  Temple  was  more  io  Uie  midst  of  the  plain  j 
N\  luu  of  tlwt  shrine  did  yet  remain 
Lay  to  his  left 
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XIX. 

He  sate  him  down  at  a ptOar's  bane,  ^ 

And  paM'd  bit  hand  athwart  hu  face; 

Like  one  in  dreary  muning  mood. 

Declining  was  his  attitude ; 

HU  head  was  drooping  on  his  breast. 

Fever’d,  throbbing,  and  oppress’d : 

And  o’er  his  brow,  so  downward  bent. 

Oft  his  beating  fingers  went, 

Hurriedly,  as  you  may  see 
Toot  own  run  over  the  ivory  key. 

Ere  the  measured  tone  is  taken 
By  the  chords  you  would  awaken. 

There  be  sate  ^1  heavily. 

As  he  beard  the  nlghUwlnd  sigh. 

Was  it  the  wind  through  some  hollow  stone 
Sent  that  soft  and  tender  moan  ? < 

He  lifted  his  head,  and  be  look’d  on  the  »ca. 

But  it  was  unrlppled  as  glass  may  be ; 

He  look'd  on  the  long  grass— it  waved  not  a bL-uIe ; 
How  was  that  gentle  sound  convey’d  ? 

He  look’d  to  the  banners  — each  fiag  lay  still, 

So  did  the  leaves  on  Cltlueron's  hill. 

And  be  felt  not  a breath  come  over  his  cheek ; 
What  did  that  sudden  sound  bespeak  ? 

He  turn’d  to  the  left— is  he  sure  of  sight  ? 

There  sate  a lady,  youthful  and  Ijrigbt : 


He  started  up  with  more  of  fear 
Than  If  an  armed  foe  were  near. 

**  Ood  of  tny  fathers  I what  U hca*  ? 

Who  art  thou,  and  wherefore  sent 
So  near  a hostile  armament  ? ” 

His  trembling  hands  refused  to  sign 
The  cross  he  deem'd  no  more  divine  : 

He  had  resumed  it  in  that  hour. 

But  conscience  wrung  away  the  power. 

11c  gazed,  be  saw  : he  knew  the  face 
Of  beauty,  and  the  form  of  grace ; 

It  was  Francesca  by  his  side. 

The  maid  who  might  have  been  his  bride ! 

The  rose  was  yet  upon  her  cheek. 

But  mellow'd  with  a tenderer  streak  : 

Mliere  was  the  play  of  her  soft  lips  fied  ? 

Gone  was  the  smile  that  enliven’d  their  red. 

The  ocean's  calm  within  titeir  view. 

Beside  her  eye  had  less  of  blue ; 

But  like  that  cold  wave  it  stood  still, 

! And  its  glance  though  clear,  was  chill. 

Around  her  form  a thin  robe  twining. 

Nought  conceal’d  her  bosom  shining ; 

Through  the  parting  of  her  hair. 

Floating  darkly  downward  there. 

Her  rounded  arm  sbow'd  white  and  bare : 

* fFrom  this,  all  Is  beautiful  to— 

**  He  uw  not,  he  knew  not;  but  nothing  Is  there.** — 
Oirroao.} 

* I must  here  acknowfertge  a close,  th'^ugh  unintentional, 
rceemblaivce  In  these  twelve  lines  to  a pasuffc  hi  sn  unpub* 
llshed  pnrm  of  Mr.  ColerttljR',  CAlled  **  Chnitahct.**  It  was 
not  till  after  these  lines  were  written  that  I heard  that  wild  ! 
and  singularly  orlglrul  and  Iwautlful  nnem  reritrd;  and  the  i 
MS  of  that  MtMluctinn  1 nerer  mw  till  very  reemliy.  by  the  I 
kindness  of  Mr.  Coleridge  himielf,  who,  I h'vpe,  it  convinced  I 


that  I have  not  been  a wilful  rlatdnrtst.  The  original  idea  | 
lusdouutedlr  pmalns  tn  Mr.  Coieridge,  whoae  poem  has  been  i 
composed  above  fourteen  years.  Let  me  conclude  hv  a hope  j 


Ibal  be  will  nut  lonjter  delay  the  nuhhratinn  of  a nro<liict(on. 
of  which  1 coo  only  add  my  mite  of  approbatlou  loiiieapptaaso 


And  ere  yet  she  made  reply, 

Once  she  raised  her  hand  un  high ; 

It  was  so  wan,  and  transparent  of  hue. 

You  might  have  seen  the  moon  shine  through. 

XXL 

**  I come  from  my  rest  to  him  I love  bent, 

I That  I may  be  happy,  und  he  may  be  blcM'd. 

I I have  pass’d  the  guards,  the  gate,  the  wall ; 

I Sought  thee  in  safety  through  foes  and  all. 

'Tis  said  the  lion  will  turn  and  flee 
I From  a maid  in  the  pride  of  her  purity ; 

I And  the  Power  on  high,  that  can  shield  the  good 
I Thus  from  the  tyrant  of  the  wood, 
i Hath  extended  its  mercy  to  guard  me  as  well 
' From  the  bands  of  the  ieagucring  infidel 
j 1 come  — and  if  I come  in  vain, 

' Never,  oh  never,  we  meet  again  ! 
j Thou  hast  done  a fearfUl  deed 
I In  falling  away  from  thy  fathers*  creed : 

But  dash  that  turban  to  earth,  and  sign 
The  sign  of  the  crow,  and  for  ever  be  mine ) 

Wring  the  black  drop  from  thy  heart. 

And  to-morrow  unites  us  no  more  to  part” 

**  And  where  should  our  bridal  couch  be  spread  ? 

In  the  midst  of  the  dying  and  the  dead  ? 

For  to-morrow  we  give  to  the  slaughter  and  flame 
I The  sons  and  the  shrines  of  the  Christian  name. 

I None,  save  thou  and  thine,  I 've  sworn. 

Shall  be  left  upon  the  mom : 

. But  thee  will  1 bear  to  a lovely  spot,  [forgot. 

I Where  our  hands  shall  be  join’d,  and  our  sorrow 

i There  thou  yet  shalt  be  my  bride, 

When  once  again  I ’ve  queU'd  the  pride 
Of  Venice ; and  her  hated  race 
I Have  felt  the  arm  they  would  debase 
! Scourge,  with  a whip  of  scorpions,  those 
j M’hom  vice  and  envy  made  my  foes." 

Upon  his  hand  she  laid  her  own  — 

Light  was  the  touch,  but  It  thrill'd  to  the  bone. 

And  shot  a chillness  to  bis  heart. 

Which  fix'd  him  beyond  the  power  to  start. 

Though  slight  was  that  grasp  so  mortal  cold. 

He  could  not  loose  him  from  Its  hold ; 

But  never  did  clasp  of  one  so  dear 
Strike  on  the  pulse  with  such  feeling  of  fear. 

As  those  thin  fingers,  long  and  white, 

Frose  through  hU  blood  by  their  touch  that  night. 
The  feverish  glow  of  his  Urow  was  gone. 

And  bis  heart  sank  so  still  that  it  felt  like  stone. 

As  he  look'd  on  the  face,  and  beheld  its  hue, 

' So  deeply  changed  from  what  he  knew : 

{ Fair  hut  faint  — without  the  ray 
j Of  mind,  that  made  each  feature  play 
I Like  sparkling  waves  on  a sunny  day ; 

of  far  more  competent  judires  —[The  followtnf  are  the  line* 

I In  *'  Chrliubel  **  eblcU  LurU  Byruo  had  oointeotlooelly  Imi- 
I Uted:  — 

**  The  nlRht  It  chill,  the  fnreit  bare. 

It  it  the  «it>d  th«l  niniicth  Mrak  ? 

' There  it  not  wind  enough  in  the  air 

[ To  move  ■W4V  the  nnxJet  curl 

From  the  lorriy  lady’s  cheek  — 

TIterr  It  not  wind  en«meh  to  twirl 
The  one  rcil  leaf,  the  la»t  of  iu  clan. 

That  d^ncet  at  often  aa  dance  it  can, 

Uan^ng  lo  H^hl,  ami  han^ng  *o  hifh. 

On  the  topmoat  twig  that  lOiiks  at  the  tky.**j 

* fAod  ha  lAritfrng  glance,  Ar.-CirroaD.l 
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And  ber  motfoaleM  Upt  Uy  still  as  death. 

And  her  words  came  forth  without  her  breath.  I 
And  there  rose  not  a heave  o’er  her  bosom’s  swell,  j 
And  there  seem’d  not  a pulse  in  her  veins  to  dwell. 
Though  her  eye  shone  out,  yet  the  lids  were  fix'd. 
And  the  glance  that  it  gave  was  wild  and  unmix’d 
With  aught  of  change,  as  the  eyes  may  seem 
Of  the  restless  who  walk  in  a troubled  dream ; 

I Like  the  figures  on  arras,  that  gloomily  glare. 

1 Stirr’d  by  the  breath  of  the  wintry  air,  * 

So  seen  by  the  dying  lamp’s  fitful  light. 

Lifeless,  but  life-like,  and  awful  to  sight ; [down 
As  they  seem,  through  the  dimness,  about  to  come 
From  shadowy  wall  where  their  images  frown ; ^ 
Fearfhlly  flitting  to  and  fro. 

As  the  gusts  on  the  tapcstr>'  come  and  go. 

If  not  for  love  of  roe  be  giv«i 
I Thus  much,  then,  for  the  love  of  heaven,  >— 
i Again  1 say  that  turban  tear 

From  olT  thy  faithless  brow,  and  swear 
Thine  injured  country's  sons  to  spare. 

Or  thou  art  lost ; and  never  sbalt  see  — 

Mot  earth — that's  past  — but  heaven  or  roe. 

If  this  thou  dost  accord,  albeit 
A heavy  doom  tU  thine  to  meet. 

That  doom  sliall  half  absolve  thy  sin, 

I And  mercy’s  gate  may  receive  thee  within : 

■ But  pause  one  moment  more,  and  take 

! The  curse  of  Him  thou  didst  forsake ; 

And  look  once  more  to  heaven,  and  see 
I Its  love  for  ever  shut  from  thee, 
j There  U a light  cloud  by  the  moon  — > 

*Tit  passing,  and  will  pass  full  soou— 

If,  by  the  time  Its  vapoury  sail 
H^h  ceased  her  shaded  orb  to  veil, 

Tby  heart  within  thee  is  not  changed. 

Then  God  and  man  are  both  avenged ; 

Dark  will  thy  doom  be,  darker  still 
Thine  immortality  of  ILL” 

Alp  look'd  to  heaven,  and  saw  on  high 
The  sign  she  sixike  of  in  the  sky ; 

But  his  heart  was  swollen,  and  turn’d  aside, 

By  deep  interminable  pride. 

This  first  false  passion  of  his  breast 
Boil’d  like  a torrent  o'er  the  rest 
j He  sue  for  mercy ! He  dismay’d 
! By  wild  words  of  a timid  maid  ! 

J //«,  wrong’d  by  Venice,  vow  to  save 
Her  SODS,  devoted  to  the  grave  t 

■ f**  I4ke  * picture,  that  msgic  hsd  charm'd  from  iti  frame, 
Lifelcas  but  llfo-llke,  and  ever  the  •ame.'* — MS.] 

* Mn  the  ■uromcr  of  IWX.  when  in  hit  tlxteenth  year, 
Lotd  Byron,  though  offered  a bed  at  Annetley,  uied  at  flrtt 
to  return  every  night  to  tlerp  at  Newttrad  ; aUeging  ai  a 
rraton.  that  he  w.tt  afraid  of  the  family  picluret  of  the 
Chaworths ; that  he  fancied  **th^  had  taken  a grudge  to  him 
on  account  of  the  durl."  Mr.  Moore  Uilnki  it  may  poeilbly 
have  been  (he  recollection  of  Uvetc  pictures  that  tugg^ed  to 
him  these  lines.] 

> I have  been  told  that  the  hies  expressed  in  this  and  the 
five  following  lines  has  been  admtr^  by  thn»e  whoae  appro- 
bation Is  valuable.  I am  glad  of  It : but  It  Is  nut  original  — 
at  least  not  mine  ( It  m^y  be  found  much  better  expressed  in 
pages  182-i-4.  of  the  English  version  of  “ Vathrk**  (1  forget 
I (he  precise  piage  of  the  French),  a work  to  which  I have 
i before  referred;  and  never  recur  to,  or  read,  without  a re- 
newal of  gratib^lon.  — (The  following  is  the  passage:  — 
“ * Deluded  iiice  !*  la'i  the  Denius,  adtiressing  the  ttaliph, 
*to  whom  Providence  hath  cooflded  the  care  of  innumer- 
able subjects:  is  it  thus  that  th<Hi  fulRnetC  thy  misahm? 
Thy  crbnei  arc  alre.v1y  completed  ; and  art  thou  now 
bastenmg  to  thy  punishment  ? Thou  koowcet  Uiat  L>e- 


No — though  that  cloud  were  thunder’s  worst. 

And  charged  to  crush  him  — let  It  burst  I 
He  look’d  upon  It  earnestly. 

Without  an  accent  of  reply  i 
He  watch'd  it  passing ; It  is  flown : 

Full  on  hU  eye  the  clear  moon  shone. 

And  thus  he  spake— “ Whate’er  my  fate, 

1 am  no  changeling— *t  Is  too  late : 

The  reed  In  storms  may  bow  and  quiver. 

Then  rise  again ; the  tree  must  shiver. 

Whit  Venice  made  me,  I must  be. 

Her  foe  in  all,  save  love  to  thee : 

But  thou  art  safe:  oh,  fly  with  me  !” 

He  turn'd,  but  she  Is  gone ! 

Nothing  Is  there  but  the  column  itnnc. 

Hath  she  sunk  in  the  earth,  or  melted  in  air  T 
He  saw  not  — be  knew  not— but  nothing  is  there. 

xxn. 

The  night  Is  past,  and  shines  the  sun 
As  if  that  room  were  a jocund  one.  * 

Lightly  and  brightly  breaks  away 
The  Morning  from  her  mantle  grey, 

And  the  Noon  will  look  on  a sultry  day.> 

Hark  to  the  trump,  and  the  drum. 

And  the  mournful  sound  of  the  barbarous  horn. 

And  the  flap  of  the  banners,  that  flit  as  they  're  home, 
And  the  neigh  of  the  steed,  and  the  mulUtude's  hum. 
And  the  clash,  and  the  shout,  **  They  come  I they 
come  J " 

The  bontctails  ^ are  pluck'd  from  the  groun<l,  and  the 
sword  [word. 

Fnim  its  sheath ; and  they  form,  and  but  wait  for  the 
Tartar,  and  Spahl,  and  Turcoman, 

Strike  your  tents,  and  throng  to  the  van ; 

Mount  ye,  spur  ye,  skirr  the  plain. 

That  the  fugitive  may  flee  In  vain, 

When  be  breaks  from  the  town ; and  none  escape. 
Aged  or  young.  In  the  Christian  shape ; 

While  your  fellows  on  foot.  In  a fiery  mass, 

Bloodstain  the  breach  thrt>ugh  which  they  pass.? 

The  steeds  are  all  bridled,  and  snort  to  the  rein ; 
Curved  Is  each  neck,  and  flowing  each  mane ; 

White  Is  the  foam  of  their  champ  on  the  bit ; 

The  spears  are  uplifted;  the  matches  are  lit; 

The  cannon  are  pointed,  and  ready  to  roar. 

And  crush  the  wall  they  have  crumbled  bcfiMV : * 
Forms  in  bis  phalanx  each  Janitar ; 

Alp  at  their  bead  ; bis  right  arm  is  bare, 

So  U the  blade  of  his  scimitar; 

yond  those  mounUlns  Eblis  end  hts  accursed  dives  bold 
their  Inferuol  empire ; end,  seduced  by  a maUensnt  ofian- 
torn,  thou  art  proceeding  to  surrrruler  thrsell  to  them  I 
This  moment  Is  the  last  of  grace  allowed  utee  : give  tMck 
Nouronabar  to  her  father.  »lio  still  retains  a few  sparks  of 
life  ; destroy  thy  tower  with  all  its  abominations  : drive  Ca- 
rithit  from  thy  councils : be  Just  to  thy  subjects:  respect  the 
ministers  of  me  prophet : compensate  for  thy  implrtias  by 
an  exemplary  life ; and,  inslead  of  squandering  thy  dayi  in 
voluptuous  Indulgence,  lament  thy  crimes  on  the  sepulchres 
of  thr  ancestors.  Thou  beholdest  the  clouds  that  obsruie 
the  SU.-S : at  the  iniUnl  he  recovers  his  splendour,  If  thy  heart 
l)f  not  changed,  the  time  of  mercy  asslgnod  tbc«  will  be  past 
for  ever.’  "J 

* [Leave  out  this  couplet — CirroiD.] 

* [Strike  out  — **  And  the  Noon  will  look  on  a sultry  day.** 

< The  horsetalla,  fixed  upon  a lance,  a pacha's  standard, 
r rOmit  — 

* While  your  fellows  on  foot.  In  a fiery  mass, 

Illoodstaln  the  breach  through  whicn  they  pass.**  — 41.] 

■ [And  cruab  the  wall  they  have  ekaken  belorc.  — G.] 
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The  khan  and  the  pachas  are  all  at  their  post ; 

The  vizier  himself  at  the  head  of  the  host 
When  the  culverln’s  slftnal  is  fired,  then  on ; 

I^eave  not  in  Corinth  a living  one  — 

A priest  at  her  altars,  a chief  In  her  halK 
A hearth  In  her  mansions,  a stone  on  her  vralli. 

(iod  and  the  prophet  — Alla  llu  ! 

Dp  to  the  skies  with  that  wild  halloo ! 

“ There  the  breach  lies  for  passage,  the  ladder  to 
scale ; 

And  your  hands  on  your  sabres,  and  how  should  ye 
fail? 

He  who  first  downs  with  the  red  cross  may  crave  * 
His  heart’s  dearest  wUh ; let  him  ask  It  and  have ! *' 
Thus  utter'd  Coumouixli  the  dauntless  vliier; 

The  reply  was  the  brandish  of  sabre  and  spear. 

And  the  shout  of  fierce  thousands  in  joyous  Ire : — 
Silence  >->hark  to  the  signal — fire  1 

XXIII. 

As  the  wolves,  that  headlong  go 
(.hi  the  stately  buffalo. 

Though  with  fiery  eyes,  and  angry  roar. 

And  hoofs  that  stamp,  and  horns  that  gore, 

He  tramples  on  earth,  or  tosses  on  high 

The  foremost  who  rush  on  his  strength  but  to  die : 

Thus  against  the  wall  they  went. 

Thus  the  first  were  backward  bent;* 

Many  a bosom,  sheathed  in  brass, 

Strew'd  the  earth  like  broken  glass, 

Shiver'd  by  the  shot  that  tore 

The  ground  whereon  they  moved  no  more  i 

Even  as  they  fell,  in  files  they  lay. 

Like  the  mower's  grass  at  the  close  of  day, 

When  hb  work  Is  done  on  the  levell’d  plain ; 

Such  was  the  Call  of  the  foremost  slain,  s 

xxrv. 

As  the  spring-tides,  with  heavy  plash. 

From  the  clifis  invading  dash 

Huge  fragments,  sapp’d  by  the  ceaseless  flow, 

TUI  white  and  thundering  down  they  go, 

Like  the  avalanche’s  snow 
(>n  the  Alpine  vales  below; 

Thus  at  length,  outbreathed  and  worn, 

Corinth’s  sons  were  downward  borne 
By  the  long  and  oft  renew'd 
Charge  of  the  Moslem  multitude. 

In  firmness  they  stood,  and  in  masses  they  feU, 
Heap'd,  by  the  host  of  the  infidel. 

Hand  to  hand,  and  foot  to  foot : 

Nothing  there,  save  death,  was  mute ; 

Stroke,  and  thrust,  and  flash,  and  cry 
For  quarter,  or  for  victory. 

Mingle  tlicrc  with  the  voUeying  thunder, 

^Vhich  makes  the  distant  cities  wonder 
How  the  sounding  battle  goes. 

If  with  them,  or  for  tlicir  foes; 

If  they  must  mourn,  or  may  rejoice 
In  that  annihilating  voice, 


vviilch  pierces  the  deep  hlUs  through  and  throu^n 

With  an  echo  dread  and  new  t 

You  might  have  beard  it,  on  that  day, 

O'er  Salamis  and  Megan ; 

( We  have  beard  thr  hearers  say. ) 

Even  unto  Pineus'  bay. 

XXV. 

From  the  point  of  encountering  bladc-i  to  the  hilt, 
Sabres  and  swords  with  blood  were  gilt ; 

But  the  rampart  is  won,  and  the  spot!  begun. 

And  all  but  the  after  carnage  done. 

ShrUler  shrieks  now  mingling  come 
From  within  the  plunder'd  dome : 

Hark  to  the  haste  of  flying  feet. 

That  splash  in  the  blo^  of  the  tUpperv-  street ; 

But  here  and  there,  where  ’vantage  ground 
Against  the  foe  may  still  be  found, 
l>espente  groups,  of  twelve  or  ten. 

Make  a pause,  and  turn  again  — 

With  banded  backs  against  the  wall. 

Fiercely  stand,  or  fighting  fall. 

There  stood  an  old  man<  — bis  hairs  were  white. 
But  his  veteran  arm  was  full  of  might : 
gallantly  bore  he  the  brunt  of  the  fray. 

The  dead  before  him,  on  that  day. 

In  a semicircle  lay ; 

Still  he  combated  imwounded, 

Though  retreating,  unsurruimded. 

Many  a scar  of  former  fight 
Lurk’d  » beneath  Ills  corslet  bright ; 

But  of  every  wound  his  body  bore, 

Each  and  all  had  been  ta'cn  before : 

Though  aged,  be  was  so  iron  of  Iimt>. 

Few  of  our  youth  could  cope  with  him  ; 

And  the  foes,  whom  he  singly  kept  at  bay. 
Outnumber'd  his  thin  hairs  ^ of  silver  grey. 

From  right  to  left  his  sabre  swept ; 

Many  an  Othraan  mother  wept 
Sons  that  were  unborn,  when  dipp'd* 

His  weapon  first  in  Moslem  gore. 

Ere  his  years  could  count  & score. 

Of  all  he  might  have  been  the  sire* 

Who  fell  that  day  beneath  his  ire : 

For,  sonless  left  long  yean  ago, 

HU  wrath  made  many  a childless  foe ; 

And  since  the  day,  when  in  the  strait* 

HU  only  boy  had  met  his  fate, 

His  parent’s  Iron  hand  did  doom 
More  than  a human  hecatomb. 

If  shades  by  carnage  be  appeased, 

Patruclus'  spirit  less  was  pleased 
Than  his,  MinoUi's  son,  who  died 
Where  Asia’s  bounds  and  oun  divide. 

Buried  be  lay,  where  thousands  before 
For  thousands  of  years  were  Inhumed  on  the  shore ; 
^^'bat  of  them  is  left,  to  tell 
>Vherc  they  He,  and  how  they  fell  ? 

Not  a stone  on  their  turf,  nor  a bone  In  tlicir  graves ; 
But  the}’  live  In  tlie  vcr»  that  Immortally  saves. 


* f**  He  who  first  rfoirw  wUh  the  rcd-croii  may  crave,”  Ac. 
Wlut  Tulgariim  is  this  ! — 

’ ••  Ho  who  /oirrr#,— or  phtfk$  doten,’*  Ac  — Gtrrout.j 

! * [That  agalntl  the  wall  they  bml. 

Thus  the  first  were  backward  rm/.  — G.j 
I * [-Such  Wilt  the  fall  of  the  foremost  train. — G.j 
j ^ [There  stood  a man,  Ac.  — G.j 
I * [“ a bad  word  — say  •*  ff*.u  Ar<f.”»  G.] 

I 

---  — — 


* [Outnumber'd  his  hairs.  Ac.  — Girroao.j  1 1 

' [Sons  that  were  unborn,  when  Ac  dlppM  G 3 | 

* [Dravo!.— this  is  better  than  King  Priam's  Gftr  sons,  i 

- (t.3  'I 

* In  the  naval  battle  at  the  mouth  of  the  Dardanelles.  | 

between  the  Venetians  and  Turks.  f 


[There  ran  be  no  such  thing ; Iml  the  whole  of  this  is 
poor,  and  spun  out  ~ G.} 
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XXVI. 

Hark  to  the  Allah  shout ! ^ a band 

Of  the  Mussulman  bravest  and  t>e»t  U at  hand : 

Their  leader's  nervous  arm  Is  bare. 

Swifter  to  smite,  and  never  to  spme  — 

Unclothed  to  the  shoulder  it  waves  tlum  on  ; 

Thus  In  the  fight  U he  ever  known : 

Others  a gaudier  garb  may  show. 

To  tempt  the  spoil  of  the  greedy  foe ; 
i Many  a hand 's  on  a richer  hilt. 

I But  none  on  a steel  more  ruddily  gilt ; 

I Many  a loftier  turban  may  wear, — 

Alp  is  but  known  by  the  white  arm  bare ; 

Ijook  through  the  thick  of  the  fight,  *tU  there ! 
There  is  not  a standard  on  that  ihore 
.So  well  advanced  the  ranks  before ; 

There  U not  a banner  in  Moc»lcm  war 
Will  lure  the  DelhU  half  so  far ; 

It  glances  like  a falling  star  1 
j Where’er  that  mighty  arm  is  seen, 

) The  bravest  be,  or  late  have  been 
I There  the  craven  cries  for  quarter 
I Vainly  to  the  vcngeAil  Tartar; 

Or  the  hero,  silent  lying, 

I Scorns  to  yield  a groan  In  dying ; 

I Mustering  his  last  feeble  blow 
I ’Gainst  the  nearest  levcll'd  foe, 

! Though  faint  beneath  the  mutual  wound, 
i Grappling  on  the  gor>-  croumL 

XXVII. 

still  the  old  num  stood  erect. 

And  Alp’s  <»recr  a moment  check’d. 

**  Yield  thee,  Minottl ; quarter  take. 

For  thine  own,  thy  daughter’s  sake.” 

I 

I •*  Never,  renegado,  never ! 

j Though  the  life  of  thy  gift  would  last  for  ever.”* 

**  Francesca  1 — Oh,  my  promised  bride  I * 

I Must  she  too  perish  by  thy  pride  7 " 

She  Ls  safe.** — “Where?  where?’*— “In  heaven; 
j From  whence  thy  traitor  soul  is  driven  — 

Far  from  thee,  and  undefiled. ’’ 

(trimly  then  Minottl  smiled,  i 

j As  he  saw  Alp  staggering  bow  | 

Before  bis  words,  as  with  a blow. 

“ Oh  God  I when  died  she?”  — **  Yesternight  — 
Nor  weep  I for  her  spirit’s  flight : 

None  of  my  pure  race  shall  be 
Slaves  to  Mahomet  and  thee  — 

Come  onl” — That  challenge  is  In  vain  — 

Alp’s  already  with  the  slain! 

While  Minottl’s  words  were  wreaking 
More  revenge  in  bitter  speaking 
Than  his  falchion's  point  had  found. 

Had  the  time  allow’d  to  wound, 

I * [llark  to  the  Alla  Hu  I &c.  — Girroao.] 

I s [Omit  the  remaiadcr  of  the  section.  — G.j 
I ’ rtn  the  original  MS.  — 

“ Thootb  the  life  of  thy  firing  would  lost  for  crer.**] 

P * [“  Where  *1  Frajiceica?— my  promised  bride  t*'— M.S.] 

||  [lleic  follows  In  MS.— 

" Twice  and  once  he  roll’d  a space, 

I Then  lead>Uke  lay  upon  his  face.’’^ 

I * rOne  cannot  help  sospectlog.  on  longer  and  more  mature 
I ennuderatloo,  that  one  has  been  led  to  join  In  ascribing  much 
j mute  force  to  the  objections  made  against  such  characters  as 


From  within  the  neighbouring  porch 
Of  a long  defended  church. 

I Where  the  last  and  desperate  few 
j Would  the  failing  flgbt  renew, 

I The  sharp  shot  dash’d  Alp  to  the  ground  ; 

{ Eire  an  eye  could  view  the  wound 
j That  crash’d  through  the  brain  of  the  infidel. 
Round  be  spun,  and  down  he  fell ; 

I A flash  like  fire  within  bis  eyes 
Biased,  as  he  bent  no  mure  to  rise, 

And  then  eternal  darkness  sunk 
Through  all  the  palpitating  trunk ; * 

Nought  of  life  left,  save  a quivering 
WTicre  his  limbs  were  slightly  shivering ; 

They  turn'd  him  on  his  back ; bis  brt*ast 
And  brow  were  stain’d  with  gore  and  dust. 

And  through  hU  lips  the  lUc-blood  oozed, 

E'rom  its  deep  veins  lately  loosed; 

But  in  hU  pulse  there  was  no  throb, 

Nor  on  bis  Ups  one  dying  sob ; 

Sigh,  nor  word,  nor  struggling  breath 
Heralded  his  way  to  deatJt: 

Ere  hU  very  thought  could  ]>ray, 

Unonel'd  he  pass'd  away. 

Without  a hope  from  mercy’s  aid, — 

To  the  last  a Renegade.  * 

xxvni. 

Fearfully  the  yell  arose 
Of  bU  followers,  and  his  fbes ; 

These  In  joy,  in  fury  those : ? 

Then  again  In  conflict  mixing. 

Clashing  swords,  and  sitears  transfixing, 
Interchanged  the  blow  and  thrust. 

Hurling  warriors  In  the  dust 
Street  by  street,  and  foot  by  foot, 

Still  Minottl  dares  dispute 
The  latest  portion  of  the  land 
lA'ft  beneath  his  high  command ; 

With  him,  aiding  heart  and  hand. 

The  remnant  of  his  gaUant  banit 
Still  the  church  Ls  tenable, 

^^'hence  issued  late  the  fated  hall 
That  half  avenged  the  city  ’s  fall, 

>\l)ca  Alp,  her  fierce  assailant,  fell : 

Thither  bending  sternly  luck, 

They  leave  before  a bloody  track  ; 

And,  with  their  filers  to  the  foe. 

Dealing  wounds  with  every  blow,« 

The  chief,  and  his  retreating  train. 

Join  to  those  witliln  the  fane ; 

'fliere  they  yet  may  breathe  awhile, 

Shelter’d  by  the  massy  pUe. 

XXIX. 

Brief  breathing'tlme  1 the  turban’d  host, 

With  adding  ranks  and  raging  boast, 

the  Owsslr,  Ijuh,  the  Giaour,  Alp.  Ac.  than  belong*  to  them. 
The  locident*.  hsblU,  Ac.  are  much  too  remote  from  modern 
and  European  life  to  act  as  mischievous  examples  to  oitiura  ; 
while,  utidrr  the  gt'rcw  circumstances,  the  splendour  of 
imagery,  beauty  ana  tenderness  of  sentiment,  and  extraor- 
dinary itreoitth  and  felicity  of  language,  are  opplicabla  to 
human  nature  at  all  times,  and  In  all  countries,  and  convey 
to  the  best  faculties  of  the  reader’s  mind  an  Impulse  whtcti 
elevates,  rrflDes,  Instructs,  and  enchaiiu,  with  the  tmbieit 
and  pur^  of  all  pleasures.  — bir  E.  Bavocci.j 
7 [**  Tbcae  In  rage.  In  triumph  those.’*—  MS.J 
* rDealiag  dco/A  with  every  blow.  — Girroto.! 

X. 
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on-wan1«  with  such  strength  and  heat. 
Their  numbers  balk  their  own  retreat ; 

For  narrow  the  way  that  led  to  the  spot 
WTicrc  still  the  Christians  yielded  not ; 

And  the  foremost,  if  fearful,  may  \*ainly  tr>* 
Through  the  massy  column  to  turn  and  fly ; 
They  perforce  must  do  or  die. 

They  die ; but  ere  their  eyes  could  close. 
Avengers  o’er  their  bodies  rose ; 

Fresh  and  furious,  fast  they  All 

The  ranks  unthinn'd,  though  slaughter'd  still ; 

And  folm  the  weary  Christians  wax 

Before  the  sUll  renew'd  attacks : 

And  now  the  Othmans  gain  the  gate ; 

Still  resUts  its  iron  weight. 

And  stilt,  all  deadly  aim'd  and  hot. 

From  every  crevice  comes  the  shot; 

From  every  shatter'd  window  pour 
The  volleys  of  the  sulphurous  shower: 

But  the  portal  wavering  grows  and  we:ik» 
The  Iron  yields  the  hinges  creak 
It  bends — it  fulls  — and  all  is  o'er; 

Lo^t  Corinth  may  resist  no  more  1 

XXX. 

Dnrkly,  sternly,  and  all  alone. 

Minotti  stood  o'er  the  altar  stone : 

Madonna's  face  upon  him  shone. 

Painted  In  heavenly  hues  above. 

With  eyes  of  light  and  looks  of  love ; 

And  placed  upon  that  holy  shrine 
To  flx  our  thoughts  on  things  divine. 

When  pictured  there,  we  kneeling  sec 
Her,  and  the  boy-Ood  on  her  knee. 

Smiling  sweetly  on  each  prayer 
To  heaven,  as  if  to  waft  it  there. 

Stilt  she  smiled ; even  now  she  smites. 

Though  slaughter  streams  along  her  aisles : 
Minutti  lifted  hU  aged  eye. 

And  made  the  sign  of  a cross  with  a sigh. 

Then  seised  a torch  which  biased  thereby ; 

And  still  he  stood,  while,  with  steel  and  flame 
Inwanl  and  onward  the  Mussulman  came. 


XXXI. 

The  vaults  beneath  the  mosaic  stone 
Contain'd  the  dead  of  ages  gone  ; 

Their  names  were  on  the  gnivcn  flwr. 

But  now  illegible  with  gore ; 

Tlie  carved  erects,  and  eurioiu  hues 
The  varied  marble’s  veim  difTuv, 

Were  smear'd,  and  slippery  — stain'd,  and  stroxrn 
With  broken  swords  and  helms  o’erthrown : 
There  were  dead  above,  and  the  dead  Ik-Iow 
laiy  cold  In  many  a coffin'd  row; 

You  might  see  them  piled  in  sable  state. 

By  a pale  light  through  a gloomy  grate ; 

But  War  bad  enter’d  their  dark  caves. 

And  stored  along  the  vaulted  graves 
Her  sulphuroui  treasures,  thickly  spread 
In  masses  by  the  fleshless  dead  : 

Here,  throughout  the  siege,  bad  been 
The  Christians*  chlefest  magazine ; 

To  these  a late  form'd  train  now  led. 


BYRON'S  \rORKS. 
T 


■ Oh,  but  U made  ■ gloHoos  show  I ! ! ** 

roa&j 


Out  — G>r. 


Minotti's  last  and  stem  resource 
! Against  the  foe’s  o'erwhelining  force. 

XXXII. 

The  foe  came  on,  and  few  remain 
To  strive,  and  those  must  ttrixT  in  vain : 

For  lack  of  further  lives,  to  slake 
The  thirst  of  vengeance  now  awake. 

With  barbarous  blows  they  gash  the  dead. 

And  lop  the  already  lifeless  head, 

And  fell  the  statues  from  their  niche. 

And  spoil  the  shrines  of  offerings  rich, 

And  from  each  other’s  rude  bands  wre«t 
The  silver  ves-sels  saints  had  bless'd. 

To  the  high  altar  on  they  go; 

Oh,  but  it  made  a glorious  show!  t 
On  its  table  still  behold 
The  cup  of  consecrated  gold ; 

Mas!»y  and  deep,  a glittering  prize, 

Brightly  It  sparkles  to  plunderers’  eyes: 

That  mom  It  held  tbe  holy  wine, 

Converted  by  Christ  to  his  blood  so  cUrine, 

Which  his  worshippers  drank  at  the  break  of  day. 
To  shrive  their  souls  ere  they  join’d  in  the  fray. 
Still  a few  drops  within  it  lay: 

And  round  tbe  sacred  table  glow 
Twelve  lofty  lamps,  In  splendid  row, 

From  tbe  purest  metal  cast ; 

A spoil  — the  richest,  and  the  last. 

x.xxm. 

So  near  they  came,  the  nearest  stretch’d 
To  grasp  the  spoil  he  almost  reach'd, 

\nien  old  Minotti's  hand 
Touch’d  with  the  torch  the  train  — 

'Tis  flredi 

Spire,  vaults,  tbe  shrine,  the  spoil,  tbe  slain. 

The  turban’d  victors,  the  Christian  band. 

All  that  of  living  or  dead  remain. 

Hurl'd  on  high  with  the  shiver’d  fane, 

In  one  wild  roar  expired  ! 

The  shatter'd  town  — the  walls  thmwn  down  — 
The  waves  a moment  backward  bent  — 

The  hills  that  shake,  although  unnnt. 

As  If  an  earthquake  pass'd  — 

The  thousand  shapeless  things  all  driven 
In  cloud  and  flame  athwart  the  heaven, 

By  that  tremendous  blast  — 

Proclaim’d  the  de«i)erate  conflict  o’er 
On  that  too  long  afflicted  shore:  « 

Up  to  the  sky  like  rockets  go 
All  that  mingled  there  below  : 

Many  a tall  and  goodly  man. 

Scorch’d  and  shrivell’d  to  a sp.in. 

When  he  fell  to  earth  again 
Like  a cinder  strew’d  the  plain : 

Down  the  ashes  shower  like  rain ; 

Some  fell  in  the  gulf,  which  received  the  sprinkles 
With  a thousand  circling  wrinkles; 

Some  fell  on  the  shore,  but,  far  away. 

Scatter'd  o’er  the  isthmits  lay ; 

Christian  or  Moslem,  which  be  they  7 
Let  their  mothers  see  and  say  I 
When  in  cradled  rest  they  lay, 

And  each  nursing  mother  smHed 
On  the  sweet  sleep  of  her  child, 

* fStrlke  ottt  from  •*  Un  lo  the  sky,**  kc.  to  “ All  btackefiM 
tlirrv  UKi  reeking  Uy.**  Despicable  stuli:  — Girroto.j 
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Little  deem'd  she  such  a (Liy 
Would  rend  those  tender  Hmbs  away. 
Not  Che  matrons  that  them  lx>re 
Could  discern  their  offjiprini'  more; 
That  one  nutment  left  no  trace 
More  of  human  form  or  face 
Save  a sratter’el  scalp  or  Iwne : 

And  down  came  blaaing  rafters  struwn 
Around,  and  many  a falling  stone, 
Deeply  dinted  in  the  clay. 

All  blacken'd  there  and  reeking  lay. 

All  the  living  things  that  heard 
That  deadly  earth-shock  disap{H‘ar'd  : 
The  wild  birds  flew ; the  wild  dogs  fled, 
And  howling  left  the  unburied  dead; ' 
The  camels  from  their  keepers  broke ; 
The  distant  steer  forsook  the  yoke  — 


The  nearer  steed  plunged  o'er  the  plain, 
And  burst  hU  girth,  and  tore  hU  rein ; 
The  bull-frog's  note,  from  out  the  mar»h, 
Decp-moulb'd  arose,  and  doubly  harsh ; 
The  wolves  yell’d  on  the  cavem'd  hill 
Where  echo  roll'd  in  thunder  still ; 

The  jackals'  troop,  in  gather’d  cry,'* 
Bay'd  from  afar  compluiningly. 

With  a mix'd  and  mournful  sound. 

Like  crying  babe,  and  beaten  hound : ^ 
With  sudden  wing,  and  ruffled  breast. 
The  eagle  left  his  rocky  nest. 

And  mounted  nearer  to  the  sun. 

The  clouds  beneath  him  seem'd  so  dun  ; 
Their  smoke  assail'd  his  startled  U‘ak, 
And  made  him  higher  soar  and  shriek  — 
Thus  was  Corinth  lost  and  won  ! * 
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SCROPE  BEUDMORE  DAVIES,  ESQ. 

TilR  rOLLOWIHO  rOKM  IS  IMSCaiBKD, 
av  one  who  ius  toKo  ApMtaaa  hi*  talbnt*  akio  vauiid  hi»  rircHiMNir 


ADVERTISEMENT, 

Ths  following  poem  is  grounded  on  a circumstance 
mentioned  in  Gibbon’s  *'  Antiquities  of  the  House  of 
Brunswick. " lam  aware,  that  in  modem  times  the 


delicacy  or  fastidiousness  of  the  reader  may  deem 
such  subjects  unfit  for  the  purposes  of  poetry.  The 
Greek  dramatists,  and  some  of  the  but  of  our  old 
English  writers,  were  of  a different  opinion ; as 
Alfieri  and  Schiller  have  also  been,  more  recently, 


^ [OmU  the  next  Aix  lines.  — GirroRD.] 

* 1 believe  1 have  taken  a poetical  Ucenee  to  transplant  the 
Jack^  from  Asia.  In  Greece  I never  saw  nor  heard  these 
animals  { but  among  the  ruins  of  Kphesni  1 have  heard  them 
by  hundreds.  They  haunt  ruins  and  follow  armies. 

* [Leave  out  this  couplet.  — Girroan.] 

^ [The  **  Siege  of  Corinth,*'  though  written,  perhaps,  with 
too  visible  an  effect,  and  not  very  well  harmonised  In  all  Its 
p^s,  cannot  but  l«e  regarded  as  a magniflrent  composition. 
There  Is  less  misanthropy  lu  it  than  in  any  of  the  rest ; and 
the  Interest  Is  made  up  of  alternate  representations  of  soft 
and  solemn  scenes  and  emotions,  and  of  the  tumult,  and  ter- 


rors, and  intoxication  of  war.  These  opiioilte  pictures  are, 
perhaps,  too  violently  contrasted,  and,  in  some  parts,  too 
tiarshiy  coloured  : but  tber  are  In  Renerat  exquisitely  designed, 
and  executed  with  the  utmost  spirit  and  energy.  — Jarratv.  j 
* [This  poem,  perhaps  the  most  exquisitely  versified  one 
that  ever  tne  author  produceii,  was  written  in  London  In  the 
autumn  of  1815,  and  published  in  February,  1816.  Although 
the  bei^ties  of  It  were  universally  acknowledged,  and  fi-og. 
menu  of  its  music  ere  long  on  every  lip,  the  nature  of  the 
suldect  prevented  It  from  being  dwelt  upon  at  much  length 
in  the  critical  journals  of  the  time ; most  of  which  were  con- 
tent to  record,  generallr.  their  regret  that  so  great  a poet 
should  have  permitted  himself,  hy  awakening  s)'mpAthy  for 
a pair  of  Incestuous  lovers,  to  become,  in  some  sort,  the 
apologist  of  their  tin.  An  anonymous  writer.  In  “ Black- 
wood^ Magazine,**  teems,  however,  to  have  suggested  some 
particulars.  In  the  execution  of  the  story,  which  might 
to  be  token  into  conslderntion.  before  we  rashly  class  l.ord 
Byron  with  those  poetical  oflr  nders,  who  have  bent  their 
powers  “ to  direst  incest  of  its  hereditary  horrors.**  “ In 
Wirisina,*'  says  this  ciidc.  **  we  are  scarcely  permitted  to 
have  a single  gbuice  at  the  guilt,  before  our  attention  is 
rlreCted  upon  the  punishment  i we  have  scarcely  bad  time  to 


condemn,  within  our  own  hearts,  the  sinning,  though  injured 
son,  when  — 

* For  a departing  being*!  soul 
The  dcolh-hrmn  peals  and  the  hollow  bells  knoll : 

He  is  near  his  mnnal  goal ; 

Kneeling  at  the  Friar's  knee  , 

Sad  to  hear^and  piteous  to  see~ 

Kneeling  on  the  bare  cold  ground. 

With  the  block  before  ami  the  guards  around  — 

And  the  headsman  wiiti  bis  bare  arm  ready, 

Thiit  the  blow  may  be  both  swift  and  steady. 

Feels  if  the  axe  be  sharp  and  tme 

Since  be  set  its  edge  anew  t 

While  the  crowd  In  a speechless  circle  gsUher 

To  see  the  Son  fall  by  the  doom  of  the  Wther ! 

Tlic  fatal  guilt  of  the  Princess  is  in  like  manner  swallowed 
up  In  the  dreary  contemplation  of  her  uncertain  fate.  Wa 
forbear  to  think  of  her  as  an  adulteress,  after  we  have  heard 
that  * horrid  poicf  ’ which  is  sent  up  to  beavaa  at  the  death 
of  her  paramour  — 

' Whatsoe'er  Its  end  below. 

Her  life  began  and  closed  In  woe,' 

" Not  only  has  Lord  Byron  avoided  all  the  details  of  this 
unhallowed  love,  he  has  also  runtrlved  to  mingle  in  the  very 
Incest  which  he  condemns  the  idea  of  retribution  ; and  our 
horror  for  the  sin  of  Hugo  Is  diminished  by  our  belief  that  it 
was  brought  about  by  some  stran^and  super-human  Utnliim, 
to  revenge  the  ruin  of  Bianca.  ^lat  gloom  of  righteous  vi- 
sitation, which  Invests.  In  the  old  Creek  tragedies,  the  ftted 
house  of  Atreus,  seems  here  to  Impend  with  some  portl^  ot 
Its  ancient  horror  over  the  line  of  Est^.  We  hear,  tn  the 
language  of  Hugo,  the  voice  of  the  same  prophetic  solem- 
nity  which  annosinced  to  Agamemnon,  in  the  very  moment 
of  bis  trtunpta,  the  approa^lng  and  tnevitable  darkness  ot 
his  fata  : — 
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upon  the  Continent.  The  following  extrmct  will  ex- 
plain the  facts  on  which  the  story  U founded.  The 
name  of  .'Izo  b substituted  for  Nicholas,  as  more 
metrical. 

**  Under  the  reign  of  Nicholas  111.  Ferrara  was 
polluted  with  a domestic  tragedy.  By  the  testi- 
mony of  an  attendant,  and  his  own  obserratlon,  the 
MarquU  of  Este  discovered  the  Incestuous  loves 
of  his  wife  Parisina,  and  Hugo  bb  bastanl  son,  a 
beautiful  and  valiant  youth.  They  were  beheadetl 
in  the  castle  by  the  sentence  of  a fkther  and  hu<u 
band,  who  pubibhed  bis  shame,  and  survived  their 
execution.  ‘ He  was  unfortunate.  If  they  were  guilty ; 
if  they  were  Innocent,  he  was  still  more  unfortunate; 
nor  b there  any  possible  situation  In  which  1 can 
sincerely  approve  the  last  act  of  the  Justice  of  a 
parenL**  ~ Gibbon*#  MitetUaneoug  H’ork$,  vol,  ili. 
p.  470. 

* 'Dip  nther’d  guilt  of  cider  times 
Siiall  n*pruduce  Itself  io  crimes : 

There  is  a day  of  veugeance  still. 

Linger  tt  may — but  come  It  will' 

“ That  awful  chorus  dors  not,  unless  we  lie  greatly  mia- 
taken.  Irarr  an  Impression  of  dfUitty  upon  the  inmd  mure 
poweHul  than  that  which  rushed  oti  tne  trouhinl  spirit  of 
Axo,  when  he  heard  the  speech  of  Hugo  In  hU  hall  oi  Judg. 
ment : — 

• Thmi  gsTcit,  and  may'st  resume  my  birath, 

A gin  for  which  1 (hank  thee  not ; 

Nor  are  my  mother's  wrongs  forgot. 

Her  slighted  lore  and  ruinu  name. 

Her  oAspring’s  heritage  of  shame.'  " 

We  shall  have  ocoasinn  to  recur  to  this  subject  when  we 
reach  our  author’s  **  Manired."  The  facts  on  which  the  pre- 
sent poem  was  grounded  are  thus  given  in  Kristi's  History  of 
Ferrara : — 

This  turned  out  a calamitous  year  for  the  wo^e  of  Per. 
rara  ; for  there  oixurrcd  a very  tragical  event  in  the  court  of 
their  sovereign.  Our  annals,  l^th  printed  and  In  manuscript, 
with  the  exception  of  the  unpolished  and  negligent  work 
of  Sardl.  and  one  other,  hare  given  the  following  relation 
uf  It,  — from  which,  huwescr,  are  rejected  many  details,  and 
eepeclally  the  narrative  of  llandelli,  who  wrote  a century 
afterwards,  and  who  does  not  accord  with  the  contemporary 
historians. 

**  llv  the  alxivo-mentiuned  Stella  drlT  Assasslno,  the  >Iar- 
quis,  in  the  year  1405,  had  a son  railed  Ugo,  a beautiful  and 
Ingi-uuoiu  youth.  Parislna  Malatvsta,  second  wife  of  Nic. 
roin,  like  uic  generality  of  step-mothers,  treated  hirn  with 
little  kindness,  to  the  InAnite  regret  of  the  Marquis,  who  re- 
garded him  with  food  partiality.  One  day  she  asked  leave  of 
her  husband  to  undertake  a certain  journey,  to  which  ho 
consented,  but  upon  condition  that  Ugo  should  bear  herentn. 
psmy  ; for  he  hoped  by  these  means  to  Induce  her.  In  the  end, 
to  lay  aside  the  obstinate  as  ersion  which  she  had  cnnrrived 
against  him.  And  Indeed  his  intent  was  acrompliilird  but 
too  well,  since,  during  the  juumoy,  she  not  ouly  divested 
herself  of  all  her  hatred,  but  fell  Into  the  opposite  extreme. 
After  their  return,  the  Marauis  had  on  longer  any  occasion 
to  renew  his  former  reproofs.  It  happened  one  day  that  a 
servant  of  the  Marauis,  named  Zoese,  or.  as  some  call  him. 
Gsorgin.  passing  before  the  apartn:eDts  of  Karisina,  saw  going 
out  from  them  one  of  her  cliamber-raaids,  all  terrified  a^  in 
tears.  Asking  the  reason,  she  told  him  that  her  mistress,  fur 
some  slight  offtner,  had  been  lieating  her  ; arsd,  giving  vent 
to  her  rage,  she  added,  that  she  could  easily  be  reveitgnl.  If 
she  chose  to  make  knosm  the  criminal  fiunillWity  which  sub. 
sisted  between  Parislna  and  her  step-son.  The  servant  took 
note  of  (he  words,  and  related  them  to  his  master.  He  was 
astounded  thereat,  but  scarcely  believing  his  ears,  he  assured 
himself  of  the  fart,  alas  1 too  clearly,  on  the  loth  of  May, 
by  htoking  through  a hole  made  io  the  eeiUng  of  hii  w ife’s 
Chamber.  Instantly  he  broke  into  a furious  rage,  and  arrested 
both  of  them,  togKhcr  with  Aldobrandlno  Rangnnl.  of  Mo. 
dena.  her  gentleman,  and  also,  as  some  say,  (wo  the  women 
of  her  chamber,  as  abettors  of  this  sinful  art.  He  ordered 
them  to  be  brought  to  a hasty  trial,  desiring  the  judges 
to  pnmounce  sentence,  in  the  accustomed  forms,  upne  the 
culprits.  This  sentenep  was  death.  Ssimo  there  were  that 
betting  themselves  In  favour  of  the  delinquents,  and.  amongst 
others,  Ugorclrm  I'ontrarin,  who  was  all  powerful  vrith  Nic> 
eolo,  and  also  his  aged  ami  much  deserving  minister  Alberto 
dal  Sale.  Both  of  these,  their  tears  flowing  down  their  cheeks, 
and  upon  their  knees,  implored  him  for  merry  : adducing 
whatever  reasons  they  could  suggest  for  sparing  the  of. 


Dacisina. 


It  U the  hour  when  fttmi  the  Injugbi 
The  nightingale's  high  note  Is  heard  ; 

It  Is  the  hour  when  lovers*  vowa 

Seem  sweet  In  every  whisper'd  word  ; < I 

.knd  gentle  winds,  and  waters  near,  ! 

Make  music  to  the  lonely  ear.  I 

Each  flower  the  dews  have  lightly  wet. 

And  in  the  sky  the  stars  are  met,  | 

And  on  the  wave  Is  deeper  blue,  I 

And  on  the  leaf  a browner  hue, 

And  in  the  heaven  that  clear  obscure,  | 

So  softly  dark,  and  darkly  pure,  | 

fenders,  betides  those  motives  honour  and  decency  wblcb  I 
mlrtt  persuade  him  to  conceal  from  the  public  so  scandalous  [ 
a deed.  But  his  rage  made  him  Inflexible,  and,  on  the  In. 
■tant,  be  commanded  that  the  sentence  should  be  put  in  ' 
expcutioT). 

**  It  was,  then,  in  the  prisons  of  the  castle,  and  exactly  in  I 
those  frightful  dungeons  which  are  seen  at  (his  day  iteneath  ' 
the  chamber  called  the  Aurora,  at  the  foot  of  the  Liou's  tower, 
at  the  top  of  the  street  Glovecea,  tliat  on  the  night  of  the  Slat 
of  May  were  beheaded,  first,  Ugu,  and  afterwards  Parislna. 
Zoese,  be  that  accused  her,  c«^ducted  the  latter  under  lits 
arm  to  the  place  of  punUbmeot.  She,  all  along,  fancied  that 
she  was  to  bo  thrown  Into  a pit,  and  asked  at  cverr  step,  | 
whether  she  was  yet  come  to  the  spot  7 She  was  told  that 
her  mmishment  was  the  axe.  She  inquired  what  was  become 
of  Ugo,  and  received  for  answer,  that  he  was  already  dead  ; j 
at  the  which,  sighing  grievously,  she  exclaimed.  * Now,  then,  I 
1 wish  not  myself  to  live  and,  benig  come  to  the  block,  rise  i 
stripped  herself  with  her  own  hands  of  all  her  omaim-tits,  ‘ 
and  wrapniDg  a cio'b  round  her  head,  submitted  to  the  fatal  j 
stroke,  w-hich  terminated  the  cruel  scene,  'llie  same  waa  ! 
done  with  Kaiigoni,  who.  togetlier  with  (he  others,  according  ' 
to  two  calendars  in  the  library  of  SL  Francesco,  was  buried  | 
In  the  cemetery  of  that  conveut.  Nothing  else  is  known 


’esprctlne  the  women. 

**  The  Marquis  kept  watch  the  whole  of  that  dreadful  night, 
and,  as  be  was  walking  backwards  and  forwards,  inquired  of 
the  captain  of  the  castle  If  I'go  was  dead  yet  7 who  answered 
him,  Yea  He  then  Mve  himself  up  to  the  most  dosf*erate 
lamentations,  cxclalmlog,  ‘ Uh  1 that  I too  were  dead,  since  1 
have  been  hurried  on  to  resolve  thus  against  my  o«  n Vgo  ] ' 
Aitd  then  gnawing  with  his  teeth  a cane  which  he  had  in  his 
hand,  he  passed  tlie  rest  of  the  night  in  right  and  in  tears, 
calling  frequently  upon  his  own  dear  Ugo.  On  the  follow  log 
day,  calling  to  mind  that  It  would  be  oocessary  to  make  public 
his  jiistiflcatioo,  seeing  that  the  transaction  could  not  be  kept 
secret,  he  ordered  the  narrative  to  be  drawn  uut  upon  paper, 


and  seut  it  to  all  the  courts  of  Italy. 

“ On  receiving  this  ailvice,  the  Doge  of  Venice,  Francrsro 
Fosrari.  gave  orders,  but  without  publishiog  his  reasons,  that 


r of  Venice,  Francrsro 


stop  should  be  put  to  the  preparations  for  a tournament, 
w hlch,  under  the  auspket  of  the  Marquis,  and  at  the  exfientr  | 
of  the  city  of  I'adua,  was  about  to  take  place,  in  the  square  of 
ht.  Mark,  in  order  to  celebrate  his  advancement  to  the  ducal 
chair. 

" The  Marquis,  in  addition  to  what  he  had  already  done, 
from  some  uuaccuuntable  burst  of  vengeanre.  commanded 
that  as  inanr  of  the  married  women  as  were  whll  known  to 
him  to  he  lalthiess,  like  his  Parislna,  should,  like  her,  be 
l«eheaded.  Amongst  others,  Barberina,  nr,  as  some  call  her, 
I.aoilamia  Koraei,  wife  of  Uie  court  Judge,  underwent  this 
sentence,  at  the  tuna!  place  of  execution  ; that  is  to  say,  in 
the  quarter  of  St.  Gla^rao,  opposite  the  present  furtmo, 
l>^-nnd  St.  Paul’s.  It  cannot  be  told  how  strange  appeared 
this  proceeding  in  a prince,  who,  considering  his  own  <nsp<vst- 
tion,  should,  as  it  seemed,  have  been  In  such  t ases  rooat 
indulgent.  Some,  however,  there  were  who  did  nut  fail  to 
commend  him." 

Ihe  alKjve  pas«aee  of  Friirl  was  translated  by  I-«ml  Byron, 
and  formed  a closing  note  to  the  original  ediuon  of  **  'i’arU 
sliia."} 

* r*'  Ferrara  It  much  decayed  ami  depopulated  . hut  tlie 
rAitle  still  exists  entire ; and  I saw  the  court  w here  Paritina 
and  Hugo  were  tx-hr.vled,  according  to  the  aiioal  of  Gibbuti.** 
— Bwrym  J^tlen,  IblT.J 

* (The  opening  verses,  though  toft  and  voluptuous..  ar« 
tlnnd  with  the  same  sliadc  of  sorrow  which  yivM  character 
and  harmony  to  the  whole  puem.  — Jtrraav.  j 
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\niVh  fallows  the  decline  of  tlay, 

Ai  twilight  roelU  beneath  the  moon  away.  > 

I 

II.  i 

But  it  U not  to  list  tn  the  waterfiill  I 

That  Parisina  leave*  her  hall.  j 

And  it  is  not  to  gaae  on  the  heavenly  light  i 

That  the  lady  walks  in  the  shadow  of  night ; 

And  if  she  sits  In  Este’s  bower, 

*Tis  not  for  the  sake  of  its  full-blown  flower ; 

She  listens  — but  not  for  the  nightingale  — 

Though  her  ear  ex|>ects  as  soft  a talc.  ^ 

There  glides  a step  through  the  foliage  thick. 

And  her  cheek  grows  pale — and  her  heart  heats  quick. 
There  whispers  a voice  through  the  rustling  leaves. 
And  her  hlu-sh  returns,  and  her  bosom  heaves. 

A moment  more  — and  they  sb.'il!  meet  — 

'Tis  past — her  lover’s  at  her  feet. 

ni- 

And  what  unco  them  Is  the  world  beside. 

With  all  its  change  of  time  and  tide  f | 

Its  living  things  — its  earth  and  sky—  i 

Arc  nothing  to  their  mind  and  eye.  1 

And  heedless  as  the  dead  are  they 
Of  aught  around,  above,  beneath  ; 

As  if  all  else  had  pass’d  away. 

They  only  for  each  other  breathe  ; 

Their  very  sighs  are  full  of  joy 
So  deep,  that  did  It  not  decay. 

That  happy  nuulncss  would  destroy 
The  hearts  which  feel  Its  flery  sway  ; 

Of  guilt,  of  peril,  do  they  deem 
In  that  tumultuous  tender  dream? 

that  have  felt  that  passion's  power. 

Or  paused,  or  fear’d  in  such  an  hour  ? 

Or  thought  how  brief  such  moments  last  ? 

But  yet  — they  are  already  past ! 

Alas  t we  must  awake  before 
Wc  know  such  vision  comes  no  more. 

IV. 

With  many  a lingering  look  they*  leave  ^ 

The  spot  of  guilty  gladness  past : ; 

And  though  they  hope,  and  vow,  they  grieve,  j 
As  If  that  parting  were  the  last  i 

The  frequent  sigh— the  long  embrace — ^ 

The  lip  that  there  would  cling  for  ever. 

While  gleams  on  Paristna’s  face  • 

The  Heaven  she  fear*  will  not  forgive  her,  1 
As  If  each  calmly  conscious  star 
Beheld  her  frailty  from  afar — 

The  frequent  sigh,  the  long  embrace. 

Vet  hinds  them  to  thdr  trystlng-place. 

But  It  must  come,  and  they  must  part 
In  fearful  heaviness  of  heart,  | 

With  all  the  deep  and  shuddering  chill  i 

Which  follows  fast  the  deeds  of  Ul.  I 


And  Hugo  is  gone  to  Ills  lonely  bed. 

To  covet  there  another’s  bride ; 

But  she  must  lay  her  consciotis  head 
A husband's  trusting  heart  beside. 

> The  line*  contained  Iti  this  section  were  printed  v set  to 
music  some  Urao  siuce,  but  belonged  to  th«  poem  where  they 


But  fever'd  In  her  steep  she  seems, 

And  red  her  cheek  with  troubled  dreams. 

And  mutters  she  in  her  unrest 
A name  she  dare  not  breathe  by  day. 

And  clasps  her  lord  unto  the  brra<t 
^^'hich  pants  for  one  away  : 

And  he  to  that  embrace  awakes, 

And,  happy  in  the  thought,  mistake* 

That  dreaming  sigh,  and  warm  caress* 

For  such  as  he  was  wont  to  bless ; 

And  could  in  very  fondness  weep 
O’er  her  who  lore*  him  even  in  sleep. 

VI.  i 

He  clasp'd  her  sleeping  to  his  heart,  i 

And  listened  to  each  broken  word : 

He  hears  — Why  doth  Prince  Aso  start, 

As  if  the  Archangel’s  voice  he  heard  ? 

And  well  he  may  — a deeper  doom 
Could  scarcely  thunder  o’er  hts  tomb. 

When  he  shall  wake  to  sleep  no  more,  | 

And  stand  the  eternal  throne  before.  : 

And  well  he  may  — hi*  earthly  peactr  ^ 

Upon  that  sound  Is  doom'd  to  cease.  j; 

That  sleeping  whisper  of  a name 
Bespeaks  her  guilt  and  Azo's  shame. 

And  whose  that  name  ? that  o’er  his  pillow 
Sounds  fearfbl  as  the  breaking  billow, 

>Vhlch  rolls  the  plank  upon  the  shore,  ] 

And  dashes  on  the  pointed  rock  ^ 

The  wretch  who  sinks  to  rise  no  more,  — 

So  came  upon  his  soul  the  shock. 

And  whose  that  name  ? 'tIs  Hugo's,  — his  — 

In  sooth  he  bad  not  deem’d  of  this  I — 

T Is  Hugo’s,  — he,  the  child  of  one 
He  loved  — hU  own  all-evil  son  — 

The  offspring  of  his  wayward  youth, 

When  he  betray’d  Blanca's  truth. 

The  maid  whose  folly  could  confide 
In  him  who  made  her  not  his  bride. 

VII. 

He  pluck'd  his  poniard  In  Its  sheath,  i 

But  sheath'd  It  ere  the  point  was  bare — i 

Howe'er  unworthy  now  to  breathe,  J 

He  could  not  slay  a thing  so  fair — 

At  least,  not  smiling— sleeping  — them 
Nay  more  t — he  did  not  wake  her  then,  I 

But  gazed  upon  her  with  a glance 
^Vhlch,  had  she  roused  her  from  her  trance. 

Had  frozen  her  sense  to  sleep  again  ; 

And  o’er  hU  brow  the  burning  lamp 
Gleam'd  on  the  dew-drops  big  and  damp.  1 1 

She  spake  no  more  — but  still  she  slumber’d  — 1 1 

>>'hlle.  In  his  thought,  her  days  are  number'd.  < 

VIII.  ' 

And  with  the  more  he  sought,  and  found,  | 

In  many  a tale  from  those  around,  i 

The  proof  of  all  he  fear'd  to  know,  | 

Their  present  guilt*  his  future  woe ; 1 

The  long-connlvlng  damsels  seek 

To  save  themselves,  and  would  transfer 
The  guilt  — the  shame — the  doom  — to  her  : 
Concealment  b no  more  — they  speak 

now  Appear } the  greater  part  of  which  was  com  posed  prior  | 
to  “ Lara” 
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All  drcumsUnce  which  may  compel 
Full  cre<lcnce  to  the  Ule  they  tell : 

And  Azo’s  tortured  heart  and  ear 
Have  nothing  more  to  feel  or  hear. 

IX. 

He  w.is  not  one  who  brook'd  delay : 

Within  the  chamber  of  hl$  ntitc. 

The  chief  of  Este’*  ancient  sway 
Upon  his  throne  of  judgment  sate  ; 

His  nobles  and  his  guards  are  there,  — > 

Before  him  Is  the  sinfUl  pair; 

Btith  young,  — and  one  how  passing  fair! 

With  swonlless  belt,  ajid  fetter’d  hand, 

Oh,  Christ  I that  thus  a son  should  stand 
Before  a father’s  face  I 
Tct  thus  must  Hugo  meet  his  sire. 

And  hear  the  sentence  of  his  ire. 

The  tale  of  his  disgrace  ] 

And  yet  he  seems  not  overcome, 

Although,  as  yet,  his  voice  l>c  dumb. 

X. 

Anti  stilt,  and  pale,  and  silently 
Did  Parisina  wait  her  doom ; 

How  ch.inged  since  last  her  speaking  e)e 
Glanced  gladness  round  the  gUrtiTing  room, 
'Vhere  high-born  men  were  proud  to  wait  — 
Where  Beauty  watch’d  to  imitate 

Her  gentle  voice — her  lovely  mien  — 

.\nd  gather  from  her  air  and  gait 
The  graces  of  its  queen  : 

Then,— had  her  e)‘c  in  sorrow  wept, 

A thousand  warriors  forth  had  leapt, 

A thousand  swords  had  shcatblcss  shone  ', 

And  made  her  quarrel  ail  their  own. 

Now, — what  is  she  ? and  what  ar^'  the)  ? 

Can  she  command,  or  these  obey  ? 

.All  silent  and  unheeding  now. 

With  downcast  eyes  and  knitting  brow, 

.And  folded  arms,  and  fh?czing  air. 

And  lips  that  scarce  their  scorn  forbear. 

Her  knights  and  dames,  her  court  — is  there : 
.Vnd  lie,  the  chosen  one,  whose  lance 
Had  yet  been  couch’d  Ijeforc  her  glance, 

WTio  — were  his  arm  a moment  free  — 

Had  <licd  or  gain’d  her  liberty ; 

The  minion  of  his  father’s  bride, — 

He.  too,  is  fetter’d  by  her  side ; 

Nor  sees  her  swoln  and  full  eye  swim 
Less  for  her  own  despair  than  him  : 

Those  lids  — o’er  which  the  violet  vein 
Wandering,  leaves  a tcmler  stain, 

Shining  through  the  smoothest  white 
That  e’er  did  softest  kias  invite  — 

Now  seem’d  with  hot  and  livid  glow 
To  press,  not  shade,  the  orbs  below  ; 

Which  glance  so  heavily,  and  fill, 

As  tear  on  tear  grows  gathering  still. 

XI. 

-And  he  for  her  had  also  wept. 

But  for  the  eyes  that  on  him  gazed  : 

His  sorrow,  if  he  felt  it,  slept ; 

Stem  and  erect  his  brow  was  raised. 


Whate'er  the  grief  his  «oul  avow'd, 
lie  would  not  shrink  before  the  crowd ; 

But  yet  be  dared  not  look  on  her : 
Remembrance  of  the  hours  that  were  — 

HU  guilt  — his  love — bis  present  state  — 
His  father’s  wrath  — all  good  men’s  bate  — 
Ills  earthly,  hU  eternal  fate — 

And  hers, — oh,  hers ! — he  dared  not  throw 
One  look  upon  that  deathlike  brow ! 

Else  had  hit  rising  heart  betray'd 
Remorse  for  all  the  wreck  it  made. 


•And  Axo  spake : — “ But  yesterday 
I gloried  in  a wife  and  son ; 

That  dream  this  morning  pass’d  away ; 

Ere  day  declines,  1 shall  have  none. 

My  life  must  Unger  on  alone ; 

Well,  — let  that  paw,  — there  breathes  not  one 
^\'ho  would  not  do  as  1 have  done  : 

Those  ties  are  broken  — nut  by  roe  i 

Let  that  too  pass ; — the  doom 's  prepared  ! 
Hugo,  the  priest  awaits  on  thee. 

And  then  — thy  crime's  reward  i 
Away  I address  thy  prayers  to  Heaven, 

Before  its  evening  stars  are  met— 

I/cam  if  thou  there  const  be  forgiven ; 

Its  mercy  may  absolve  thee  yet. 

But  here,  upon  the  earth  beneath, 

There  is  no  spot  where  thou  and  I 
Together,  for  an  hour,  could  breathe ; 

Farewell  ( I will  not  sec  thee  die  — 

But  thou,  frail  thing!  slinlt  view  his  head  — 
Away ! I cannot  speak  the  rest : 

Go  I woman  of  the  wanton  breast , 

Not  I,  but  thou  his  blood  dost  shed  : 

<io  I if  that  sight  thou  canst  outlive. 

And  joy  thee  in  the  life  I give." 

XIII. 

And  here  stem  .Azo  hid  his  face 

For  on  his  brow  the  swelling  vein 
Throbb'd  as  if  back  upon  his  brain 
The  hot  blood  ebb’d  and  flow'd  again ; 

And  therefore  bow'd  he  for  a space. 

And  pass'd  his  shaking  hand  along 
HU  eye,  to  veil  it  from  the  throng ; 

While  Hugo  raised  his  chained  hands, 

And  fur  a brief  delay  demands 
MU  father's  car:  the  silent  sire 
Forbids  not  what  bis  words  require. 

**  It  U not  that  I dread  the  death  — 

For  thou  hast  ?-ecn  me  by  thy  side 
All  redly  through  the  liattlc  ride. 

And  that  — not  once  a useless  brand— 

Thy  slaves  have  wrestl'd  from  my  hand 
Hath  shell  more  blood  in  cau<c  of  thine, 

'ITian  e’er  can  stain  the  axe  of  mine: 

Thou  gav'st,  and  may’st  rc^tume  my  breath, 
A gift  far  which  1 thank  thee  not; 

Nor  are  my  mother’s  wrongs  forgot. 

Her  slighted  love  and  ruin’d  name. 

Her  oflVpring’s  heritage  of  shame ; 


f A spacious  writer  gravely  charges  I>ord  Byron  with  j pnnible  thought  and  image  It  tradttionat ; who  have  no 
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Blit  »ho  U ht  the  ?ravc,  when*  he. 

Her  »on,  thy  rival,  »oon  »haU  be.  * 

Her  broken  heart — my  sever’d  head  — I 

Shall  witneu  for  thee  from  the  dead  I 

How  trusty  and  how  tender  were 
Thy  youthful  love — paternal  care.  j 

’TU  true  that  I have  done  thee  vrronj? — J 

But  wrong  for  wrong  ;—thU,— deem'd  thy  bride,  i 
The  other  victim  of  thy  pride,—  [ 

Thou  know'st  for  me  was  destined  long ; | 

Thou  saw’>t,  and  coveteiUt  her  charms ; ' 

And  with  thy  very  crime — ray  birth—  j 

'fhou  Uumtedst  me,  as  little  worth  | j 

\ match  Ignoble  for  her  arms. 

Be  cause,  forsooth,  1 could  not  claim  \ 

The  lawful  heirship  of  thy  name. 

Nor  sit  on  Este's  lineal  throne : 

Yet,  were  a few  short  summer*  mine. 

My  name  should  more  than  Este's  shine 
WlUi  honours  all  my  osvn. 

I had  a sword  — and  have  a breast 
That  should  have  won  :ls  haugbt  * a cre< 

As  ever  waved  along  the  line 
Of  all  these  sovereign  «lres  of  thine. 

Not  always  knightly  spurs  are  worn 
The  brightest  by  the  better  b«»m ; 

And  mine  have  lanced  my  ctmrscr's  flank 
Before  proud  chiefs  of  priUivly  niuk, 

When  charging  to  the  cheering  cry 
Of  • Este  and  of  Victory  i ’ 

I will  nut  plead  the  cause  of  crime, 

Nor  sue  thee  to  redeem  from  lime 
.k  few  brief  hours  or  days  that  must 
At  length  roll  o'er  my  reckless  tht-d ; — 
bueh  maddfixiug  moments  as  my  past. 

They  could  not,  and  they  did  nut,  last. 

Albeit  my  birth  and  name  be  base, 

And  thy  nsibllily  of  nue 
Disdain’d  to  deck  a thing  like  me  — 

Yet  in  my  liiieainenta  they  tnuu* 

Some  featurva  of  my  lather’s  face, 

And  in  ray  spirit — all  of  thee. 

From  thee  this  tamelessnew  of  heart  — 

Frwii  thee — nay,  wherefore  dost  thou  start  ? — 
From  thee  in  ail  their  vigour  came 
My  arm  of  strength,  my  soul  of  flame ; 

Thou  didst  not  give  me  life  alone, 

But  all  that  made  me  more  thine  own. 

See  what  thy  guilty  love  hath  dune  i 
Uepaid  tfac^e  with  too  like  a son  ! 

I am  no  bastard  in  iny  soul, 

For  that,  like  thine,  abhorr'd  cuntn^ : 

And  for  my  breath,  that  ha-*ty  boon 
Thou  gHv'st  and  wilt  resume  so  suon, 

1 valued  it  no  inoi'e  than  thou. 

When  rose  Uiy  castiue  above  thy  brow, 

* tluu;;lit  — h-iughtr.  — **  Away,  Maugki  m.in,  thuu  art 

• f‘‘  I »<Dt  for  * Manuioo,’  because  It  oceum-d  to  me,  there 
might  be  a reseinbUnce  between  ^lart  of  * Pari>ixu‘  ami  a 
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Mik  Mr.  GilTord  whether  i ought  to  say  any  thing  «|<on  IL  I 
had  completed  tlie  story  oti  Um  poisigie  inun  Gibbon,  which 
Indeed  leads  to  a like  sct'nc  naturally,  without  « thought  of 
tlic  kind:  but  It  comes  upon  me  nut  very  comfortably.’’^ 
JLurd  B.  to  Mr.  M.  Feb,  8 l^ilG.  — The  scene  relerred  to  U 
(be  one  in  which  Constance  de  Ihrvcrley  apjH^ars  beioro  the 
coQcUve  — 


Anil  wc,  all  side  by  side,  have  striven. 

And  o'er  the  dead  our  coursers  driven: 

The  pa.4t  is  nothing — and  at  last 
The  future  can  but  be  the  past ; 

Yet  would  1 that  1 then  had  died ; 

For  though  thou  work’dst  my  tnothcr'i  ill. 

And  made  thy  own  my  destined  bride, 

I fr'cl  thou  art  my  lather  still ; 

And,  harsh  as  sounds  thy  bard  decree, 

'Tis  not  unjust,  although  from  thee. 

Begot  ill  ^in,  to  die  in  shame. 

My  life  begun  and  ends  the  same : 

As  err'd  the  sire,  so  err'd  the  son. 

And  thuu  niu>t  puni^h  both  iu  ouc. 

My  crime  seems  worst  to  human  view, 

But  Irod  mu-st  judge  between  u-i  tool" 

XIV. 

Uc  erased  — and  stood  with  folded  arms 
On  which  the  circling  fetters  sounded; 

.\nd  not  an  ear  but  felt  as  wounded. 

Of  all  the  chiefs  that  there  w'ere  rank'd. 

When  those  dull  chains  iu  meeting  clack'd  ; 

TUI  Parisina’s  fatal  charms* 

I .\gain  attracted  every  eye — j 

, \\ould  she  thus  hear  him  doom'd  to  die  \ . 

I She  stood,  I said,  all  ikUc  and  still,  | 

! The  living  cause  cd'  Hugo's  ill : | 

I Her  eves  unmoved,  but  full  :md  wide, 

I Not  once  had  turn'd  to  either  side  — 

1 Nor  once  did  tho5C  sweet  eyelids  dose. 

Or  >hade  the  glance  o'er  which  they  ruse.  , 

But  round  their  orbs  of  deepest  blue 
The  circling  w hite  dilated  grew — 

.\nd  there  with  gla.ssy  ga*c  she  stood 
.Vs  ice  were  iu  her  curdled  blood ; 

But  every*  now  and  then  a tear 
So  large  and  slowly  gather'd  slid 
From  the  long  dark  fringe  of  that  fair  lid. 

It  was  a thing  to  see,  not  hear  ! 

And  those  who  saw,  it  did  sxuvrise, 

I Such  dn>ps  could  fall  from  human  eyes. 

To  speak  she  thought  — the  imtwrfcct  note 
‘ Was  choked  withUi  her  swelling  throat, 

[ Y'ct  seem’d  In  that  low  hollow  gnun 
I Her  whole  heart  gushing  in  the  tune. 

It  ceased  — again  she  thought  to  &i>cak. 

Then  bur^t  her  voice  in  one  long  shriek,* 

.And  to  the  earth  she  fell  like  stone 
Or  statue  from  its  l»ase  o’erthrown, 

More  like  a thing  that  ne'er  had  life,— 

A monument  of  Aio’s  wife, — 

( Tlian  her,  that  living  guilty  thing. 

Whose  every  po.'tsion  was  a sUng, 

Which  U2g(^  to  guilt,  but  could  not  bear 
That  guilt’s  detection  and  de^iiodr. 

**  Hrr  look  cuinixHcd  aiul  »tesaly  eye, 

Df»poke  a mau^^btesa  constancy  : 

Aou  ihcro  she  sUhmI  so  caim  iukI  pale, 

I'bat.  but  lirr  breatbing  did  not  fail, 

Aod  motion  slight  of  eye  and  bead, 

AimI  of  tier  bo*ora,  wartauted. 

That  umber  sense  nor  pulse  she  ImIu, 

Yon  must  have  thought  a form  of  was. 

Wrought  Co  ttie  very  ille,  was  there  — 

So  still  she  aas.su  pale,  so  f«lr.'*j 
* Cllt**  arrai{:nm<-m  isnd  coitdemnattuu  of  tlie  guitiy  pair. 
«'lth  the  bold,  iiigb-tonvd,  and  yet  Icmi-erate  defence  of  (be  • 
son,  are  maitaged  with  considerable  talent ; and  yet  are  Inaa 
touching  than  the  rmite  despair  ol  the  luJh-ii  Iteauty,  who  | 
sUnos  Ui  spet.'chless  agony  before  him.  — JiaraaY.J 
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Blit  yet  she  Urrd  — and  all  too  soon 
Recover'd  from  that  dcath>Iike  swoon 
But  warce  to  reason  — every  sense 
Had  been  o’entrung  by  pangs  Intense ; 

And  each  frail  flbre  of  her  brain 
(As  bowstrings,  when  relax'd  by  rain. 

The  erring  arrow  launch  aside) 

Sent  forth  her  thoughts  all  wild  and  wide  — 
The  past  a blank,  the  Aiture  black, 

M'ith  glimpses  of  a dreary  track. 

Like  lightning  on  the  dwrt  path, 

M'ben  midnight  storms  arc  mustering  wmth. 
She  fear’d  — she  felt  that  something  ill 
I^y  on  her  soul,  so  deep  and  chill ; 

That  there  was  sin  and  shame  she  knew ; 
That  some  one  was  to  die  — but  who? 

She  had  forgotten : — did  she  breathe  ? 

Could  this  be  still  the  earth  beneath, 

The  sky  above,  and  men  around ; 

Or  were  they  (lends  who  now  so  frown'd 
On  one,  before  whose  eyes  each  eye 
Till  then  bad  smiled  In  sympathy  ? 

All  was  confused  and  undedned 
To  her  alUjarr'd  and  wandering  mind ; 

A chaos  of  wild  hopes  and  fear*: 

And  now  in  laughter,  now  in  tears. 

But  madly  still  In  each  extreme. 

She  strove  with  that  convulsive  dream  , 

For  so  it  seem'd  on  her  to  bnrak  : 

Oh  I vainly  must  she  strive  to  wake  1 


In  penitential  holiness. 

Me  bends  to  hear  his  accents  bless 
With  absolution  such  as  may 
wi)»c  our  mortal  stains  away. 

That  high  sun  on  his  head  did  glisten 
he  there  did  bow  and  listen. 

And  the  rings  of  chestnut  hair 
Curl'd  half  down  bis  neck  so  bare ; 

Uiit  brighter  still  the  beam  was  thrown 
I )>on  the  axe  which  near  him  shone 

With  a clear  and  ghastly  glitter 

Oh  1 that  parting  hour  was  bitter  1 
Kven  the  stem  stood  chUl'd  with  awe : 

Dark  the  crime,  and  just  the  law — 

Yet  they  shudder'd  as  they  saw. 

XVU. 

The  parting  prayers  are  said  and  over 
Of  that  false  son  — and  daring  lover  ! 

Ills  heads  and  sins  are  all  recounted. 

Ills  hours  to  their  last  minute  mounted; 
ilU  mantling  cloak  before  was  stripp'd. 

Ills  bright  brown  locks  mu.«t  now  be  clipp’d  ; 
'TU  done — all  closely  are  they  shorn  j 
The  vest  which  till  this  moment  worn  — 

The  scarf  which  Pari>ina  gave  — 

Must  not  adorn  him  to  the  grave. 

Kven  that  must  now  be  thrown  aside. 

And  o’er  his  eyes  the  kerchief  tied ; 

Uiit  no — that  last  indignity 


XV. 

The  Convent  bells  are  ringing. 

But  mournfully  and  slow; 

In  the  grey  squai*c  turret  swinging. 

With  a deep  sound,  to  and  fro. 

Heavily  to  the  heart  they  go ! 

Hark  1 the  hymn  Is  >inging  — 

The  song  for  the  dead  Wlow, 

Or  the  living  who  shortly  shall  be  so ! 

For  a departing  being's  soul 
The  death-hymn  peals  and  the  hollow  bells  knoll : 
Me  is  near  his  murui  goal ; | 

Kneeling  at  the  fdar’s  knee ; j 

Bad  to  hear— and  piteous  to  soe--«  ; 

Kneeling  on  the  bare  cold  ground. 

With  the  block  tiefore  and  the  guard*  around  — 
And  (be  headsman  wlthhls  bare  arm  ready. 

That  the  blow  may  Ije  U)th  swift  and  ste^y. 

Feels  if  the  axe  be  sharp  and  true  | 

Bince  be  set  Us  etlgi‘  anew : | 

While  the  crowd  in  a speechless  circle  gather  i 
To  see  the  Son  Cull-  by  the  doom  of  the  Father ! I 

i 

XVI.  . 

It  Ls  a lovely  hour  as  yet  i 

Before  the  summer  sun  shall  set,  | 

Which  rose  upon  that  heavy  day, 

And  mock'd  it  with  his  steadiest  ray  ; 

And  his  evening  beams  are  shed  I 

Full  on  Hugo's  fated  head.  j 

As  his  last  confes-sion  |K>uiing 
To  the  monk,  hU  doom  deploring  I 

* f Ttie  grand  Ihii  poem  ii  that  which  detrHbrs  the  < 

n«i->iUon  <>r  the  riral  «ou  t ami  in  which,  ihtre  U no 

puiii|S  rttber  of  language  or  of  teDtiincnt,  and  though  every  | 

I 


Shall  ne'er  approach  his  haughty  eye. 

All  feelings  seemingly  suMued, 

In  deep  disdain  were  half  renew'd,  . 

hen  headsman's  hands  prepared  to  bind  j 

Those  eyes  which  would  not  brcxik  such  blind. 

As  if  they  dared  not  look  on  deatn.  ' 

*•  No — yours  my  forfeit  blood  and  breath;  j 

These  hands  are  chain'd,  but  let  me  die 
At  least  with  an  unshackled  eye — jj 

Strike!" — and  as  the  word  he  said.  |- 

Tpon  the  block  be  Imw'd  his  head ; || 

These  the  last  accents  Hugo  spoke  : M 

“ Strike  — and  flashing  fell  the  stroke — ' 

Roll'd  the  head  — and,  gushing,  sunk 
Back  the  stain'd  and  heaving  trunk, 

In  the  du-st,  which  each  deep  vein 

Slaked  with  its  ensanguined  rain ; ^ 

His  eyes  and  Him  a moment  quiver. 

Convulsed  and  quick  — then  fix  for  ever. 

He  died,  as  erring  man  should  die. 

Without  display,  without  parade  ; I 

Meekly  had  be  buwd  and  pray'd, 

As  not  disdaining  priestly  aid. 

Nor  desperate  of  all  bo[>e  on  high. 

And  while  before  the  prior  kneeling, 

Hla  heart  was  wean’d  from  earthly  feeling; 

HU  wrathful  sire  — bU  paramour — 

\\'hat  were  they  in  such  an  hour  ? 

No  more  reproach  — no  more  despair ; 

No  thought  but  heaven  — no  word  but  prayer— 

Save  the  few  which  from  him  broke. 

When,  bared  to  meet  the  headsman’s  stroke. 

He  claim’d  to  die  with  eyes  unbound,  | 

His  sole  adieu  to  those  luround.  * | 

tidns  1«  rnnrelved  sml  expressed  with  the  utmovt  limplkltr  ■ 
Mnd  direrlnet*,  there  ft  a tnirit  of  pathos  and  pnrtr)'  to  which  1 
It  would  not  be  easy  to  find  many  parallali.  — JarraKV.i  j 
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xviii. 

1 

Still  as  the  lips  that  closed  in  death. 

And  Axo  found  another  bride,  1 

Each  gaxer's  bosom  held  his  broalli : 

And  goodly  sons  grew  by  his  side  ; 

But  ) et,  afar,  from  miui  to  man. 

1 But  none  so  lovely  and  so  brave 

A cold  electric  shiver  ran, 

! A-  him  who  wither’d  In  the  grave; 

As  down  the  deadly  blow  dcscendtHi 

1 Or  If  they  were— on  his  col<I  eye 

On  him  whose  life  and  love  thus  ended ; 

Their  growth  but  glanced  unheeded  by, 

And,  with  a hushinj?  sound  compress'd. 

Or  notlcf<l  with  a smother’d  sigh. 

A sigh  shrunk  back  on  every  breast ; 

But  never  tear  his  cheek. descended. 

But  no  more  thrilling  noUc  rose  there. 

And  never  smile  hU  brAw  unlicndetl ; 

Bi‘)  (md  the  blow  that  to  the  Id'H'k 

And  o’er  that  fhir  broad  brow  were  wrought 

Pierced  through  with  forced  and  sullen  shoc‘k. 

The  Intersected  lines  of  thought ; 

Save  one: — what  cleaves  the  silent  air 

Tho'e  furrows  which  the  burning  share 

So  madly  shrill  — so  passing  wlM  > 

Of  Sorrow  ploughs  untimely  there ; 

'i’hat,  as  a mother’s  o’er  her  child, 

Scars  of  the  lacerating  mind 

l>one  to  death  by  sudden  blow, 

Which  the  Soul's  war  doth  leave  behind. 

To  the  sky  these  accents  go. 

Hi*  was  past  all  mirth  or  woe  : 

hike  a soul’s  In  endless  woe. 

Nothing  more  remain'd  below 

'fhrough  Aso’s  palace-lattice  driven. 

But  sleepless  nights  and  heavy  days. 

I'hat  horrid  voice  ascends  to  braveu, 

A mind  all  dead  to  scorn  or  praise. 

A nd  every  eye  Is  turn'd  thereon : 

A heart  which  shunn’d  itself — and  yet 

But  sound  and  sight  alike  are  gone  t 

That  would  not  yield  — nor  could  forget 

It  was  a woman’s  shriek— and  ne'er 

M'hlcb,  when  It  least  appear'd  to  melt. 

In  madlier  accents  rose  despair  ; 

Intently  thought  — Intensely  felt . 

And  those  who  heard  it,  as  It  pass’d. 

'fhe  deepest  Ice  which  ever  froic 

In  mercy  wish'd  it  were  the  last. 

1 

Can  only  o'er  the  surface  close; 

The  living  stream  lies  quick  below. 
And  flows  — and  cannot  cease  to  flv»w. 

XIX. 

.'■itili  was  his  seal'd-up  bosom  hauiiteil 

Hugo  Is  fallen ; and,  from  that  hour. 

Ity  thoughts  which  Nature  hath  impbuitcd  ; 

No  more  in  palace,  hall,  or  bower, 

Toii  deeply  rooted  thence  to  vanish, 

Was  Parisina  heard  or  seen  : 

IIu%Ye'er  our  stifled  tears  we  banish  ; 

Her  name— as  if  she  ne'er  had  been  — 

Mlicn,  struggling  as  they  rise  to  start. 

Was  lianish’d  from  each  lip  and  car. 

We  check  those  waters  of  the  heart. 

Like  words  of  wantonness  or  fear ; 

They  are  not  dried  — those  tears  unshed  i 

And  from  Prince  Aao’s  voice,  by  none 

But  flow  back  to  the  fountain  head,  | 

Was  mention  heard  of  wife  or  son  ; 

And  resting  In  their  spring  more  pure,  [ 

No  tomb  — no  memory  had  they ; 

For  ever  In  its  depth  endure,  j 

\ Theirs  was  unconsecrated  clay; 

Unxeen,  unwept,  but  uncongcal'd,  1 

At  least  the  knight’s  who  died  that  day 

And  cherish'd  moat  where  least  reveal'd.  i 

1 But  Parisina's  fate  lies  hid 

With  Inward  starts  of  feeling  left,  j 

! Like  dust  beneath  the  coffin  lid  : 

To  throb  o'er  those  of  life  tereft,  1 

1 Whether  In  convent  she  abode, 

Without  the  power  to  All  again  1 

1 And  won  to  heaven  her  dreary  road 

The  desert  gap  which  made  his  pain  ; i 

I By  blighted  and  remorseful  years 

Without  the  hope  to  meet  them  where  | 

: Of  scourge,  and  fest,  and  sleepless  tears ; 

Tnited  souls  shall  gladneM  share,  > 

I Or  If  she  fell  by  bowl  or  steel. 

M'ith  all  the  consciousness  that  he  { 

i For  that  dark  love  she  dared  to  feel ; 

Had  only  pass’d  a just  decree  ; » 

Or  if,  uiwn  the  moment  smote, 

That  the}’  had  wrought  their  doom  of  ill ; ! 

■ She  died  by  tortures  less  remote, 

Yet  Axo's  age  was  wretched  stilL 

Like  him  she  saw  upon  the  block, 

The  tainted  branches  of  the  tree, 

With  heart  that  shared  the  headsman’s  shrrk. 

If  lopp’d  with  care,  a strength  may  give,  : 

, In  quicken'd  brokenness  that  came, 

By  which  the  rest  shall  bloom  and  live 

j In  pity,  o’er  her  shatter'd  frame, 

All  greenly  fresh  and  wildly  free  : ji 

None  knew  — and  nunc  can  ever  know  : 

But  if  the  lightning,  in  its  wrath. 

j<  But  whatsoe’er  its  end  below. 

The  waving  boughs  with  fury  scathe. 

1 ! Her  life  began  and  closed  In  woe  ! 

The  massy  trunk  the  ruin  feels,  , 

And  never  more  a leaf  reveals.  * 1 

> [In  Parisina  there  U no  tumult  nr  tUr.  It  li  all  sadness. 

anil  the  whole  wrapped  In  a rich  and  redundant  veil  of  poetry, 
wher*f  every  thing  nreatbes  the  pure  eMnce  of  genius  and 

and  pity,  rjkI  terror.  There  Is  tuo  much  of  horror,  perhaps, 
hi  the  efreusutat  css ; but  the  writing  is  beautiful  tbniughoat, 

1 



tmriblllty.  — - JarracT.  j 
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^i)c  i^ri^onrr  of  fiTfjillon. 


SONNET  ON  UllELON. 

Etkrxal  Spirit  of  the  chalntm  Mlntl ! ^ 

Bri^hti.>st  iu  dunffvH)ns.  Liberty  ! thou  art. 

For  there  thy  habitation  U the  heart  — 

The  heart  which  love  of  thee  alone  can  bind  ; 

And  when  thy  sons  to  fetter*  are  condgn'd  — 

To  fetters,  and  the  damp  vault'*  da>  Ic*.*  gbnmi, 
'rhelr  countr>-  conquers  with  their  martynliMH, 
And  Freedom’*  fame  flmU  wing^  on  every  wind. 

' Cbillon  ! thy  prison  is  a holy  place. 

And  thy  &ad  floor  an  altar — for  'twa*  trml. 
Until  hi*  very  step*  have  left  a trace 
I Worn,  as  If  thy  cold  pavement  were  a sod, 

j > W)ieu  ibU  poem  w«i  compo&rd,  1 wat  not  tiifficiently  avare 
I of  the  fkUtory  of  Uonnirani,  or  1 thouUl  hav«  cnOeat-oured 
! to  dignify  the  •ubjrrt  by  an  attempt  to  celebrate  hf  i courajte 
I and  hU  virtue*.  With  tome  account  of  hi*  life  I have  tieen 
lumithed.  bv  the  kindnet*  of  a cititea  of  that  rcimUic,  which 
I I*  *11)1  proud  of  the  metuory  of  a man  worthy  of  tbe  tmt  age 
of  ancient  fre^om  ; — 

I **  Ktan^ol*  de  Bonnlvard,  Ah  de  IxmU  de  Ibmnirard.  ori> 
irinaire  de  Srytel  et  Seigneur  de  hunet.  na4|iiit  en  14'.»Q.  II 
j At  »es  etude*  a Turin  : cn  IMO  Jean  Alme  de  Uoimivard, 
I ion  oncle.  bd  resign*  Ic  Prlcure  do  St  Victor,  ijui  abouth. 
I tail  auz  nmr*  de  Ucnirve,  ct  qul  furmalt  un  beniAce  cem- 
l‘  ikl^rable. 

il  **  Ce  grand  homnre  — (Ponnlvard  mfrite  ce  litre  par  ta 
Jj  force  de  ion  iime,  la  dmiture  de  son  eo>ur.  la  nnbirtie  de  sc* 
. Intention*,  la  Mgr»«  de  *ct  ronteili,  le  courage  de  *e* 

' marrhe*.  IVicndue  de  ses  ronnaitvAnci.**  et  la  riracit ^ de  ton 
esprit}, — ce  grand  homme.  qui  exciter*  I'admlralhm  de  ton* 
ceux  qii’une  vertu  hiroiquc  petit  empire  emouvoir,  ln»i>ircra 
encore  la  {dus  vice  rrcomuiswiace  dan*  let  nrurs  dc* 

' n^voh  qui  alment  Genive  IhmniTanI  en  fut  totipnir*  un 
I drs  pliii  feriues  appui* : pour  assurer  la  bltert«^  de  noire  He . 
!,  publlque,  U t>e  craignit  pa*  dc  (wrdre  souvent  lasirane;  11 
' oublla  sou  repos ; Il  meprtsa  *ca  richetse*  ; II  iie  n^gligea  hen 
!|  pour  affermir  le  bmihcti'*  d’une  patric  qn’il  hrmora  de  *on 
t|  choix  : diw  ce  moment  il  U ch^t  enmme  l«  plus  xde  de  *e« 
jj  ritoyens;  II  la  senrit  atre  I'intr*  pulil**  d'un  hero*,  et  II 
H /chvU  »oQ  liUtulre  arec  la  nainti  d’un  philotophe  ct  la 
I chaleur  d'un  patriute. 

I **  11  dit  dans  le  rotnmeorement  de  son  llUtoire  de  Gco^rr, 
qur  drs  qu'it  ^ commmer  de  lire  I'Kuiotre  dei  nalnmi,  U te 
temiif  entrai*d  par  ton  gvUt  ptmr  let  l{rpu6itaueM.  dont  il 
t^Mta  topjoun  let  iitf^rets  ; c «'*t  ce  gout  |Mttir  la  UbertC  qui 
lui  et  *ans  doute  adopter  Gcot've  pour  •*  |>atrlc. 

^ " Bonolvard,  encore  jeitne,  s'annon^a  hautement  comme  le 

I ddfemrur  de  Geneve  rontrele  Due  de  Savoye  et  rKseque. 

" Kn  Iblll.  Bounivard  devient  le  martyr  dc  sa  patrie.  I.c 
Due  de  Savuye  ftant  entril  dans  (len^e  avec  cinq  cent 
]l  hommet.  Bonnirard  craint  le  rettrnliment  du  Due,  llvoulut 
1:  se  ri'tirer  & Kril>ourg  (xiur  en  fviter  let  suite*,  mais  il  fut 
M tralii  |usr  deux  Homme*  qui  I'accomiiagnajent  et  conduit  par 
ntvlre  du  Prince  i Grolce,  od  1)  reita  prtsimnier  jimd.'int  deux 
, an*.  Bonnivard  ^lalt  inalhcureux  dan*  sc*  voyage*  : comme 
I ars  malheur*  n'avakent  |tuint  ralenti  son  Svie  ).<our  Geneve,  il 
I frtait  toujour*  un  enncini  rcdoutablr  pour  ceux  qui  la  rocna. 
i ealent.  et  par  com*quenl  II  derail  ttre  expo»e  ( leur*  coup*. 

Hll  fut  rencontre  en  I&30  snr  le  Jura  par  dr*  vuleurs.  qui  le 
d^pnullUrcml,  rt  qui  le  mirent  encore  entre  le*  nusln*  do  Due 
1 1 de  Savoye:  ce  Prince  Ic  fit  enfermer  dan*  le  Cliiteau  de 
I ndlloo.  Oil  1}  re»ta  *.xn«>  Hre  lulerrogf  Jmqite*  en  It  fut 
; : alori  <lellvr6par  Ic.  Bcmol*.  q^ui  e'etnpar^rent  du  Pay*  dc Vaud. 
jj  **  B<ionhard,  en  sortant  sa  nqitlvU^.  ettt  le  plaUir  de 
j|  trouver  Genivr  Hhre  et  rfformfe  : l.t  K^puldique  s'empressa 
,,  de  lui  timnigner  *a  rcconnatssance.  ct  m draommngcr  de* 
'■  maux  qu'il  avoit  souffm*  elle  le  rccut  Bourgroh  dc  U vilie 
au  mou  (1*5  Juln.  1.VIA  : elle  hit  donna  la  maison  habiti'c  autre* 
« futs  par  l«  Vlcidrc.G*'nfral,  et  clU*  lui  avsigna  une  lantsion 
de  deux  rent  ^rui  d’or  taut  qu'il  *« j»umeraic  \ Grnwe.  Il 

ifut  a«trnii  dan*  le  Cott*e>l  de  DcuxA'ciit  cn  15:7. 

**  Bonnivard  n'a  pas  finl  d'etre  uillv  • apri-«  avoir  travaillA 
i retidre  Gen*  ve  libre,  il  rfiiisit  k U rendrr  toWrante.  Don> 


* By  BunnfvanI  ! — Miy  none  those  mark*  efiheet 
For  they  apiiral  from  tyranny  to  God. 


Cf)c  llrhonec  of  *CI|iillon.‘ 


My  hair  U irrey,  but  not  with  year*. 

Nor  RTcw  it  white  j 

In  a kingle  night,  * | 

,Vs  men's  have  grown  from  sudden  fearx ; 

nlvard  engage*  le  Conwil  k accorder  aux  rcr26»lastlque*  ' t 
aux  pavsaiu  un  terns  tiiOisant  pour  examiner  le«  proposition* 
qu'on  leur  faliait ; II  r^u**it  par  sa  douceur  ; on  preche  tou- 
jour* Iu  Chrlstianhme  a*cc  *uccc*  quand  on  le  ^<k.He  avec 
ebaht^.  I 

*•  Bonnivard  fut  *av.'int  : «e*  mamiacriti,  qui  *onl  dan*  t* 
Blblluthkque  pubUque,  pmuvrut  quHl  avait  bn-n  Iu  le*  autc*ir* 
ciasilque*  lasUnt,  rt  qu'il  avait  approfondi  la  titeologie  ci 
I'hiitoire.  Ce  grand  howme  simalt  lc»  sciences,  ct  il  rroyaii 
qti'cUe*  poiivaient  fair*  la  glolre  de  Geneve ; auul  II  ne 
n^igra  hen  pour  Ie«  lixer  dan*  cette  vilie  uaissante  ; en  IMI 
it  donna  *a  bibliothc-que  au  public  ; elle  fut  le  commencement 
de  notre  blbllothkqtje  publiqiie;  et  ce*  livrew  *ont  cii  |«ftie 
let  rare*  rt  l•c)les  Mition*  du  quintikme  tikcle  qii’ou  volt  dan*  i 
notre  colUx'thMi.  EitAn.  pendant  In  mcme  annee,  ce  bon  pa*  | 
triotc  loftituft  1.1  R^>ubllque«on  hcritlkre.  k condition  qu’ell*  i 
employeraft  *es  bien*  k entrctrnlr  le  college  dont  on  projeu 
tall  la  fondatlon. 

•*  II  |>arail  qiu*  Bonuivard  mourut  rn  1.570;  male  on  ne 
|>eut  I'assuter,  parrcou'll  y a unc  larui>e  dan*  ic  Nfendoge 
depui*  le  mol#  de  JulUel,  f.570,  jtisque*  en  IMI."  | 

[Lord  Byrun  wrote  tbl*  beautiful  ;K>ein  at  a (mall  inn.  In  ' 
tbe  little  village  of  Otieby,  near  lausanne.  where  he  hap|ira«d 
in  June.  181*1,  to  be  detained  two  day*  by  stress  of  weather; 

“ therrtiy  adding.”  **ys  Moore.  *•  one  more  deathles*  assocL  | 
I otinn  to  the  already  immortallKxl  localities  of  the  Lak(E.”j 

* [ In  the  first  draught,  tlie  sonnet  open*  thus  — 

*•  Beioved  Goddess  of  the  chalnles*  tnin*l  1 

Brighteit  in  dungeun*.  Lllierty  I thou  art, 

Thy  |«lare  I*  within  (he  Freeman'*  heart, 

^'hosc  «iui  the  love  of  thee  alone  can  bind ; 

And  when  thy  »nn*  to  fetters  arc  consign'd  — 

To  fetters,  and  the  damp  vault'*  dayles*  gloom, 

Thv  joy  Is  with  them  still,  and  unconnned, 

Their  country  conquers  with  their  martyrdom. ”3 

• I will  lull  you  toinething  about  * Chlllon.*  A Mr.  Da 
Luc,  ninety  years  old,  a Swiss,  had  it  read  to  him,  and  I* 
pleased  with  it- »o  mt  sister  writes,  lie  said  that  he  wa*  I 

! irrt*  /{oiuteau  at  CliiUon.  and  that  the  de*crlptl(;n  I*  per- 
fectly correct.  But  this  1*  not  all ; 1 recollect#^  something 
- of  tlm  name,  and  find  tbe  following  passage  In  * The  Coo-  ! 

■ fe«sion«,’  vol.  Hi.  p.  247.  Mv.  viH.  * De  tout  ers  amusemen* 
cvlul  qui  me  plut  davantage  fut  one  promenade  aulour  du  ! 
qiie  je  fi#  en  bateau  avec  De  Luc  pkrc,  sa  bru,  *e*  deup  j 
• JUt,  el  m*  Tberkse.  Nous  nitmcs  sept  jours  k cette  tountce  ] 
par  le  plus  licau  temps  du  monde.  J'en  gardal  Ic  vlf  souvenir  > 
de#  kites,  qui  m'avaient  frap{>^  k I'autre  extr^ite  dm  lAtc^  ] 
rt  dont  jc  fit  la  drsciiptlon  qudqucs  aiincc*  aprks,  dans  * 
Nouvelle  Helmw.' ’ ‘fHl*  ooiUAgerian,  De  1a*c,  nmsl  l*e  one  / 
of  tbe  • deux  fils.’  De  I*  in  England,  infirm,  but  *tin  in  t 
faculty.  It  is  odd  that  he  *boul«l  have  lived  so  long,  and  nog  j 
wanting  in  rNkInest.  tliat  he  should  have  made  this  voyage 
writh  Jean  Jacques,  and  afterwards,  at  such  an  Inlcrval.  read 
a poem  by  an  Knglishman  ;who  made  precisely  the  same  clr-  i 
cumnavlgatiun)  u|»on  the  same  tcentry."— ogftw*  Ixttrrt,  | 
: .VprllP,  UI7.  Jean  Aodr^  de  Luc,  F.R.S  , dkii  at  Windsor,  i 

I In  the  July  following.  He  w«#  Imrn  In  I7lirt,  at  Geneva,  wa*  | 

the  author  of  many  geological  work*,  and  corretiKUwled  w ith 
most  of  tlie  learned  societies  of  Europe  3 
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Di. 


THK  PRISONER  OF  CHILLON, 


My  limb*  arc  bow'd,  though  not  with  toil. 
But  rusted  with  a vile  rcixwie,  • 

For  they  have  been  a dungeon's  Kpoil, 

And  mine  has  been  the  fate  of  thote 
To  whom  the  goodly  earth  ami  air 
Arc  bann'd,  and  bair'd  — forbidden  fore  ; 
But  this  was  for  my  father's  faith 
I suffer'd  chains  and  courted  death  ; 

That  father  perli^h'd  at  the  stake 
For  tenets  be  would  not  forsake ; 

And  for  the  same  his  lineal  race 
In  darkness  found  a dwelllng>ptace ; 

We  were  seven  — who  now  are  one. 

Six  in  youth,  and  one  In  age, 

Finish’d  as  they  had  begun. 

Proud  of  persecution's  rage  ; * 

One  in  tlrr,  and  two  in  flcid, 

Their  belief  with  blood  have  seal'd 
Dying  as  their  father  died. 

For  the  God  their  foes  dcniiHl ; 

Three  were  in  a diingi*on  cast. 

Of  whom  this  wreck  is  left  the  last. 

II. 

'There  are  seven  pillars  of  Gothic  tnouid. 
In  ChiUon's  dungeons  deep  and  old. 

There  are  seven  columns,  massy  and  grey. 
Dim  with  a dull  imprison'd  ray, 

A sunbeam  which  hath  lo«:t  its  way. 

And  through  the  crevice  and  the  cli-fl 
Of  the  thick  wall  is  fallen  and  left; 
Creeping  o'er  the  floor  so  damp. 

Like  a marsh's  meteor  lamp  : 

And  in  each  pillar  there  is  a ring. 

And  in  each  ring  there  Is  a chain  ; 

That  iron  is  a cankering  thing. 

For  In  these  limbs  Its  teeth  remain, 
With  marks  that  will  not  wear  away. 

Till  I have  dune  with  this  new  <lay, 

Which  now  U painful  to  these  eye*. 

Which  have  not  seen  the  sun  so  rise 
For  years  — I cannot  count  them  o’er, 

I lost  their  long  and  beasy  score, 

H'hen  my  last  brother  droop’d  and  died, 
.And  I lay  living  by  bis  Hide. 

III. 

They  chain'd  us  each  to  a column  stone. 
And  wc  were  three  — yet,  each  alone  ; 

We  could  not  move  a single  pace. 

We  could  not  see  each  other’s  face, 

But  with  that  pale  and  livid  light 
That  made  u.s  sfrangers  in  our  sight  t 
.\ml  thus  together  — yet  apart, 

Fetter’d  in  hand,  but  joine<l  in  heart, 
'Twitt  still  some  solace,  in  the  dearth 
Of  the  pure  elcmenN  of  earth, 

To  hearken  to  eai’h  other’s  speech/ 

And  each  turn  comforter  to  each 


With  some  new  hope  or  legend  old. 

Or  song  heroically  bold ; 

But  e\*en  these  at  length  grew  cold. 

Our  voices  took  a dreary  tone. 

An  echo  of  the  dungeon  stone, 

A grating  sound  — not  full  and  fne 
.Vs  they  of  yore  were  wont  to  b»* : 

It  might  be  fancy  — but  to  me 
They  never  sounded  like  our  own. 

IV. 

1 was  the  eldest  of  the  three, 

And  to  uphold  and  cheer  the  rest 
I ought  to  do>—  nml  did  my  best  — 
.Vnd  each  did  well  in  his  degree. 

The  youngest,  whom  my  father  loved. 
Because  our  mother’s  brow  was  given 
To  him  — with  eyes  as  blue  as  heaven. 
For  him  my  soul  was  sorely  moved  ; 
And  truly  might  It  be  distrett’d 
To  sec  such  bini  in  hucb  a nest ; 

For  he  was  beautiful  as  day  — 

( When  <lay  was  N auUful  to  nic 
As  to  young  eagles,  being  free)  — * 

A polar  day,  which  will  not  see 
A sunset  till  its  summer's  gone. 

Its  sleepless  summer  of  long  HghI, 

The  snow-clad  olTspring  of  the  : 

And  thus  he  was  as  pure  and  bright. 
And  in  his  natural  spirit  gay. 

With  tears  for  nought  but  others'  ills, 

.Vnd  then  they  flow'd  like  mountain  rills. 
Unless  he  could  a.«suage  the  woe 
Which  he  abhorr’d  to  view  below, 

V. 

The  other  was  as  pure  of  mind, 

But  form'd  to  combat  with  bis  kind  ; 
Strong  In  his  frame,  ami  of  a mood 
Which  'gaimt  the  world  in  war  had  stood, 
.Vnd  perish'd  in  the  foremost  mnk 

With  joy : but  nut  in  chains  to  |»iue : 

HU  spirit  wither'd  with  their  dank, 

’ I saw  it  silently  decline  ~— 

And  so  perchance  in  sooth  did  mine : 
But  yet  I forced  it  on  to  cbecr 
Those  relics  of  a home  so  dear. 

He  was  a hunter  of  the  bills. 

Had  follow'd  there  the  deer  amt  wolf. 
To  him  this  dungeon  was  a gulf, 

And  fetter'd  feet  the  worst  of  ills. 

VI. 

I..ake  Leman  lies  by  ChiUon's  walls : 

.V  thousand  feet  In  depth  below 
It.s  ma.*«y  water*  meet  and  flow  ; 

Thus  much  the  fathom-Ilnc  wa.s  sent 
From  ChiUon's  snow-white  battlement,  * 
Which  round  about  the  wave  enthrals  ; 


Marie  Antoinette'*,  the  wife  of  Ixml*  the  .Sixteenth,  though  I 
not  Id  quit*  so  ihort  * period.  Grief  I*  taid  to  have  the  sAinr  I 
eflevt : to  such,  and  not  to  fear,  this  change  in  Aer*  was  to  be  I 
attributed.  I 

i COrlginal  MS.—  I 

**  But  with  the  inward  waste  of  grief."] 

*[“  Braving  ranctmr  — chains  — and  rajre.**  — MS.]  ^ 

* [ThU  picture  of  the  first  fcelingi  of  the  three 
brothers,  wnen  bound  apart  In  this  living  t<Knb,  and  of  th** 
gradual  decay  of  their  cheery  fortitude.  Is  full  uf  pUy  and  < 
agony.  — JarraeT.] 

* The  ChArenu  de  Chillon  Is  situated  between  CUrens  an;l  I 


VUieiicttve,  which  last  It  at  one  extremity  of  the  I.al(e  of 
Geneva.  On  iU  left  are  the  nitrances  of  the  llhone,  and  of^ 
1>oflte  are  the  heights  of  Meillerie  and  the  range  of  Alps 
■d>ove  Boveret  and  GIngn.  Near  it,  on  a hill  behind,  is  a 
torrent : below  It,  washing  its  walls,  the  lake  has  been  ta> 
(homed  to  the  dc|Kh  of  *00  feet.  French  measure  t within  it 
are  a range  of  diingfNXts,  in  which  the  early  reformers,  and 
• iihscqumtly  piitmicrs  of  state,  were  confined.  Across  on*  j 
of  the  vaults  U a Iwam  black  wish  age,  on  which  we  were  in.  I 
formed  that  the  condemned  were  formerly  executed.  In  the 
cells  are  seven  pillars,  or.  rather,  eight,  one  being  half  merged 
m the  wall ; in  some  of  these  are  tings  for  the  fetters  and  tbt 
fettered  t In  the  pavement  the  slept  of  Boonivard  have  left 
tbeir  traces.  He  was  confined  here  severul  years.  It  Is  hr 
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A double  dungeon  wall  and  wave 
Have  made — and  like  a living  grave 
Below  tbe  aurfkce  of  the  lake 
The  dark  vault  lies  wherein  we  lay. 

Wc  heard  It  ripple  night  and  dajr ; 

Sounding  o'er  our  beads  It  knock’d  ; 

And  1 have  felt  the  winter’s  spray 

Wash  through  the  bars  when  winds  were  high 

And  wanton  in  tbe  happ)*  sky  ; 

And  then  the  very  rock  hath  rock'd, 

And  I have  felt  It  shake,  unshock'd, 

Because  I could  have  smiled  to  see 
Tbe  deatli  that  would  have  set  me  free. 

VIL 

I said  my  nearer  brother  pined, 

I said  his  mighty  heart  declined. 

He  loathed  and  put  away  his  food ; 

It  was  not  that  ’twas  coarse  and  rude, 

For  wc  were  used  to  hunter's  fare, 

And  ~for  the  like  had  little  care : 

The  milk  drawn  from  the  mountain  goat 
Was  changed  for  water  from  the  moat. 

Our  bread  was  such  as  captive’s  tears 
Have  moisten'd  many  a thousand  years. 

Since  man  first  pent  hts  fellow  men 
Like  brutes  within  an  iron  den ; 

But  what  were  these  to  us  or  him  ? 

These  wasted  not  his  heart  or  limb ; 

My  brother’s  soul  was  of  that  mould 
Which  in  a palace  had  grown  cold. 

Had  his  faee  breathing  been  denied 
The  range  of  the  steep  mountain’s  side  ; 

But  why  delay  the  truth  ? — he  died.  ' 

I saw,  and  could  not  hold  his  bead. 

Nor  reach  his  dying  hand  — nor  dead,  — 

Though  hard  1 strove,  but  strove  In  vain. 

To  rend  and  gnash  < my  bonds  in  twain. 

He  died  — and  they  unlock’d  his  chain. 

And  scoop'd  for  him  a shallow  grave 
Even  from  the  cold  earth  of  our  cave. 

I begg’d  them,  as  a boon,  to  lay 
His  corse  In  dust  whereon  the  day 
Might  shine  — it  was  a foolish  thought. 

But  then  within  my  brain  it  wrought 
That  even  In  death  his  freeborn  breast 
In  such  a dungeon  could  not  rest 
I might  have  spared  my  Idle  prayer  — 

They  coldly  laugh'd  — and  laid  him  there : 

The  flat  and  turflras  earth  above 
The  being  we  so  much  did  love ; 

His  empty  chain  above  it  leant 
Such  murder's  fitting  monument ! 

VIII, 

But  be,  the  favourite  and  the  flower. 

Most  cherish'd  since  his  natal  hour, 

thU  ciutle  that  Routteau  hai  fixed  the  catastrophe  of  his 
in  the  rescue  of  one  of  her  children  by  Julie  from 
the  water;  the  shock  of  which,  and  the  illness  produced  by 
the  Immersion,  is  the  cause  of  her  death.  The  chiteau  is 
large,  and  seen  along  the  lake  for  a great  distance.  The  walls 
am  white. The  early  history  of  thH  castle."  says  Mr. 
Tennant,  who  went  orer  it  in  I8SI. " is.  1 belicre,  lorolved 
in  doubt.  By  some  bistorlans  It  Is  said  to  be  built  in 
the  tear  1120.  and  according  to  others,  in  the  year  1196; 
but  by  whom  it  was  built  seems  not  to  be  known.  It  U said, 
howcTpr,  in  history,  that  Charles  tbe  Fifth.  Duke  of  Saso}*, 
stnrmni  and  took  it  in  l&M ; that  he  there  found  great 
bidden  treasures,  and  many  wretched  beings  ptning  away 
their  lives  in  these  frightful  dungeons,  amongst  whom  was 


HU  mother's  image  in  fair  face. 

The  Infant  love  of  all  his  race, 

His  martyr'd  father’s  dearest  thought, 

My  latest  care,  for  whom  I sought 
To  hoard  my  Life,  that  his  might  he 
I^ess  wretched  now,  and  one  day  free  ; 

He,  too,  who  yet  had  held  un tired 
A spirit  natural  or  inspired  — 

He,  too,  was  struck,  and  day  by  day 
Was  wither’d  on  the  stalk  away. 

Oh,  Ood  i it  U a fearful  thing 
To  see  the  human  soul  take  wing 
In  any  shape,  in  any  mood  : 

1 >6  seen  It  rushing  forth  in  blood, 

I *ve  seen  it  on  the  breaking  ocean 
Strive  with  a swoln  convulsive  motion, 

I've  seen  the  sick  and  ghastly  bed 
Of  Sin  delirious  with  Its  dread : 

But  these  were  horrors  — this  was  woe 
linmlx'd  with  such  — but  sure  and  »iuw ; 

He  faded,  and  so  calm  and  meek. 

So  softly  worn,  so  sweetly  weak. 

So  tearless,  yet  so  tender  — kind. 

And  griev^  for  those  he  left  behind ; 

With  all  the  while  a cheek  whose  bloom 
Was  as  a mockery  of  the  tomb, 

Whose  tints  as  gently  sunk  away 
As  a departing  rainbow's  ray  — 

An  eye  of  most  transparent  light. 

That  almost  made  the  dungeon  bright. 

And  not  a word  of  murmur  — not 
A groan  o'er  his  untimely  lot,  — 

A little  talk  of  better  days, 

A little  hoj>e  my  own  to  raise. 

For  I was  sunk  In  silence  — lost 
In  this  last  loss,  of  all  the  most ; 

And  then  the  sighs  he  would  suppress 
(>f  fainting  nature’s  feebleness. 

More  slowly  drawn,  grew  less  and  less : 

1 listen'd,  but  I could  not  bear ; 

1 call'd,  for  1 was  wild  with  fear; 

1 knew  'twas  hopeless,  but  my  dread 
Would  not  be  thus  admonished  ; 

I call'd,  and  thought  I heard  a sound  — 

I burst  my  chain  with  one  strong  bound. 

And  rush'd  to  him  ; — 1 found  him  not, 

/ only  stirr'd  In  this  black  spot, 

/ only  lived  — / only  drew 

The  accursed  breath  of  dungcon-dew  ; 

The  last  — the  sole  — the  dearest  link 
Between  me  and  the  eternal  brink. 

N^Tiich  bound  me  to  my  failing  race, 

Was  broken  In  this  fat^  place.  ^ 

One  on  tbe  earth,  and  one  txrneatb  — 

My  brothers  — both  had  ceased  to  breathe  : 

I took  that  hand  which  lay  so  still, 

Alas  ! my  own  was  full  as  chill ; 

the  good  Bonnlvard.  On  the  pillar  U>  which  ttji*  unfortu* 
oste  nsn  is  said  to  have  been  chained,  1 observed,  cut  out 
of  the  stone,  the  name  of  one  whose  beautiful  ]>oeTn  has 
done  much  to  heighten  the  interest  of  this  drearr  rpot,  and 
will,  perhaps,  do  more  towards  rescuing  from  oblivion  the 
names  of  ‘CMllon*  and  • Bonnivard,'  than  all  the  cruel 
sulTeringl  which  Chat  injured  man  endured  within  its  damp 
and  gloomy  walls.'*} 

I C**  But  why  withhold  the  blow  P^hediod.”^  MS.} 

* ["  To  break  or  bite."—  MS.} 

> [The  gentle  decay  and  gradual  extinction  of  the  youngest 
life  is  the  most  tender  and  beautiful  passage  in  the  poem.  — 
Jrrragv.} 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  I’KISONEK  OF  CHiLLON. 


U1 


I hid  not  strength  to  stir,  or  strive. 

But  felt  that  I was  still  alive  — 

A frantic  feeling,  when  we  know 
That  what  we  love  shall  ne’er  be  so, 

I know  not  why 
I could  not  die, 

I had  no  earthly  hope  but  faith, 

,\nd  that  forbade  a selfish  death, 

IX. 

^Vhat  next  befell  me  then  and  there 
I know  not  well  — I never  knew  — 

First  came  the  lo5»  of  light,  and  air. 

And  then  of  darkness  too : 

1 had  no  thought,  ne>  feeling  — nonv  — 

Among  the  stones  I stoo«l  a stone. 

And  was,  scarce  conscious  what  I wl-t. 

As  shrubless  crags  within  the  mist ; 

For  all  was  blank,  and  bleak,  and  gny ; 

It  was  not  night  — It  was  not  day ; 

It  was  not  even  the  dungeon-llgbt, 

So  hateful  to  my  heavy  sight. 

But  vacancy  absorbing  space, 

And  fixedness— without  a place  ; 

'Fhere  were  n®  stars  — no  earth— no  time  — 
No  check — no  change — no  good  — no  crime - 
But  bllcnce,  and  a stirless  brealh 
Which  neither  was  of  life  nor  death ; 

A sea  of  stagnant  Idleness, 

Blind,  boundless,  mute,  and  motlonU^s ! 

X. 

A light  broke  in  u[>on  my  brain, — 

It  WHS  the  carol  of  a bird  ; 

It  ceased,  and  then  it  came  again, 

'Fhe  sweetest  song  oar  ever  heanl. 

And  mine  was  thankful  till  my  eyes 
Ran  over  with  the  glad  6urprl>e, 

And  tl»ey  that  moment  could  not  sec 
I was  the  mate  of  mlser>* » 

Bui  then  by  dull  degrees  came  l«tk 
My  senses  to  their  wonted  track ; 

I saw  the  dungeon  W'olls  and  floor 
Close  slt»wly  round  me  as  Kfore, 

I saw  the  glimmer  of  the  sun 
Creeping  as  it  before  had  done. 

But  through  the  crevice  where  it  came 
That  bird  was  perch'd,  as  fond  and  tame. 

And  tamer  th.in  upon  the  tree ; 

A lovely  bird,  with  azure  wings, 

And  song  that  said  a thousand  things, 

And  seem’d  to  saj  them  all  for  me  ! 

I never  saw  Its  like  before, 

I ne’er  shall  sec  lU  likeness  more : 

It  seem’d  like  me  to  want  a mate, 

But  was  not  half  so  desolate. 

And  It  was  come  to  love  me  when 
None  lived  to  love  me  so  again. 

And  cheering  from  my  dungeon’s  brink. 

Had  brought  me  back  to  feel  and  think. 

I know  not  if  it  late  were  free. 

Or  broke  Its  cage  to  perch  on  mine. 

But  knowing  well  captivity, 

Sweet  bird ! I could  not  wish  for  thine  I 
Or  if  It  were.  In  w inged  guise, 

A Tisitant  from  Paradise ; 


I 


Ui  (Ton 


1 law  them  with  their  lake  below. 

And  their  three  Ihouwnd  year*  of  »now.  — MS.J 
» Between  the  etitrancci  of  the  Khune  and  MUeneuTe,  nw 
from  tbllloii,  U a »ery  imall  UUnd  j the  only  one  I cooW 


For — Heaven  forgive  that  thought!  the  while 
Which  made  me  both  to  weep  and  smile ; 

I sometimes  deem’d  that  it  might  be 
My  brother's  soul  come  down  to  me ; 

But  then  at  last  away  It  flew. 

And  then  ’twas  mortal  well  I knew. 

For  he  would  never  thus  have  flown. 

And  left  me  twice  so  doubly  lone,  — 

Lone as  the  corse  within  iu  shrouil. 

Lone — as  a solitary  cloud, 

A single  cloud  on  a sunny  day. 

While  all  the  rest  of  heaven  is  clear, 

A frown  upon  the  atmosphere. 

That  hath  no  business  to  appear 

When  skies  are  blue,  and  earth  b gay. 

XL 

A kind  of  change  came  in  my  fate. 

My  keepers  grew  compassionate ; 

I know  not  what  bad  made  them  so, 

They  were  inured  to  sights  <»f  woe, 

But  so  It  was: — my  broken  chain 
With  links  unfasten’d  did  remain. 

And  it  was  liberty  to  stride 
Along  my  cell  from  side  to  side. 

And  up  and  down,  and  then  athwart, 

And  tread  It  over  every  part ; 

And  round  the  pillars  one  by  one, 

Returning  where  ray  walk  begun. 

Avoiding  only,  as  I trod. 

My  brothers'  graves  without  a sod ; 

For  If  I thought  with  heedless  tread 
My  step  profaned  their  lowly  bed. 

My  breath  came  gaspingly  and  thick, 

And  my  crush’d  heart  fell  blind  ai:d  sick. 

XII. 

I made  a footing  In  the  wall. 

It  was  not  therefrom  to  escape, 

For  I had  buried  one  and  ail 

Who  loved  me  In  a human  iha(>e ; 

And  the  whole  earth  would  henceforth  be 
A wider  prison  unto  me : 

No  child— no, sire — no  kin  bad  I. 

No  partner  In  ray  misery' ; 

1 thought  of  this,  and  1 was  glad, 

For  thought  of  them  had  made  me  mad  j 
But  1 was  curious  to  ascend 
To  my  barr’d  windows,  and  to  bend 
Once  more,  upon  the  niountains  high. 

The  quiet  of  a loving  eye. 

XIII. 

I saw  them — and  they  were  the  same. 

They  were  not  changed  like  me  In  frame ; 

1 saw  their  thousand  years  of  snow 
On  high  — their  wide  long  lake  below,* 

And  the  blue  Rhone  In  fullest  flow  j 
1 heard  the  torrents  leap  and  gush 
O’er  channell’d  rock  and  broken  bush  ; 

I saw  the  white-wall’d  distant  town. 

And  whiter  sails  go  skimming  down ; ^ 

.\nd  then  there  was  a little  Isle,'* 

Which  In  my  very  face  did  smile. 

The  only  one  in  view ; 

I p«rceiTe,  in  my  voyage  round  and  over  the  lake,  witidii  Its 
' clreumfercnce.  It  contain!  a Urw  trees  (1  think  not  above 
I three',  and  from  Us  linRlmesa  and  diminutive  site  has  a 
' peculiv  eiket  upoo  the  view. 
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A Jiinall  cTccn  Isle,  It  seem’d  no  more. 

Scarce  broailer  than  my  dun^n  floor. 

But  in  It  there  were  three  tall  trees. 

And  oVr  it  blew  the  mountain  breeze, 

And  by  it  there  were  waters  flowln^t, 

And  on  It  there  were  young  flowers  growing. 
Of  gfntle  breath  and  hue. 

The  fish  swam  by  the  castle  wall. 

And  they  seem'd  Joyous  each  and  all ; 

The  eagle  rtxlc  the  rising  blast, 

Methought  he  ncrer  flew  so  fast 
As  then  to  me  he  seem’d  to  fly. 

And  then  now  tears  came  In  my  eye. 

And  I felt  troubIcd-»and  would  fun 
I had  not  left  my  recent  chain; 

And  when  I did  descend  again. 

The  darkness  of  my  dim  abode 
Kell  on  me  as  a heavy  load ; 

It  was  os  Is  a new-dug  grave. 

Closing  o'er  one  we  sought  to  save, — 

And  yet  my  glance,  too  much  oppress’d, 

Had  almost  nectl  of  such  a resL 
XIV. 

It  might  be  months,  or  yean,  or  days, 

1 kept  no  count  — I took  no  note, 


I had  no  hope  my  eyes  to  raise, 

And  clear  them  of  their  dreary  mote ; 
At  last  men  came  to  set  me  free, 

I ask’d  not  why,  and  reck’d  not  where. 
It  was  at  length  the  some  to  me, 

Fetter’d  or  fetterless  to  be, 

1 Icani'd  to  love  despair. 

And  thus  when  they  appear'd  at  last. 

And  all  my  bonds  aside  were  cast. 

These  heavy  walls  to  me  bad  grown 
A hermitage  — and  all  my  own  t 
And  half  I felt  as  they  were  come 
To  tear  me  from  a second  home : 

With  spiders  I had  friendship  made, 

.\nd  watch'd  them  In  their  sullen  trade. 
Had  seen  the  mice  by  moonlight  play. 
And  why  should  I feel  less  than  they  ? 

We  were  all  inmates  of  one  place, 

And  1,  the  monarch  of  each  race. 

Had  power  to  kill  — yet,  strange  to  tell ! 
In  quiet  we  had  leam'd  to  dwell;  * 

My  very  chains  and  I grew  fHeniLs 
So  much  a long  communion  tends 
To  make  us  what  we  are : — even  I 
Regain’d  my  freedom  with  a sigh.* 


ISrppo : 


A VENETIAN  STORY. 


Rotalind.  Farewell.  Momirur  Traveller:  Look,  you  lUp,  anti  wear  itrange  niU*  t dliable  all  the  bcr»e6u  of 
jmiir  own  country ; be  out  of  love  with  your  Nativity,  and  almo«t  chi<le  God  for  making  you  that  countenanre 
you  ore;  or  t will  scarce  think  that  you  have  swam  in  a Gondola.  At  You  Likt  /i.  Act  IV.  Sc.  1. 

Anuotatiou  the  CommaUetort. 

That  U,  been  at  Venief,  which  was  muds  viiited  by  the  young  BoglUh  gentlemen  of  those  time*,  and  wot 
then  what  Parit  U wore  » the  seat  of  all  diMoluteoess.  S.  A.  * 


[Btrro  was  written  at  Venice,  in  October,  1817,  and 
acquired  great  popularity  immediately  on  Its  public- 
ation in  the  May  tA  the  following  year.  Lord  Byron's 
letters  show  that  he  attached  very  little  importance 
to  it  at  the  time.  He  w'as  not  aware  that  he  had 

• rlTere  follow  In  MS. — 

Nor  slew  1 of  my  subjects  one  — 


s rit  bos  not  been  the  purpose  of  [o)rd  Byron  to  paint  the 
peculiar  character  of  Bonnivard.  The  object  of  the  poem, 
like  that  <A  Sterne’s  cclebrate<l  sketch  of  the  prisoner,  is  Co 
ccmilder  captivity  In  the  ahstrort,  and  to  mark  its  elTeets  In 
gradually  chilling  the  mental  powers  os  it  benumbs  and  freezes 
the  aoimol  frame,  until  the  unfortunate  victim  becomes,  os  it 
were,  a part  of  his  dungeon,  and  identifletl  with  his  rhoins. 
This  transmutation  we  believe  to  be  founded  on  fact : at 
least,  in  the  Low  Countries,  where  solitude  for  life  is  sub* 
stituted  for  capital  punishments,  something  like  It  may  be 
witoessed.  On  particular  days  in  the  course  of  the  year, 
these  victims  of  a Jurisprudence  which  calls  itself  humane, 
are  presented  to  the  public  eye.  upon  a stage  erected  in  the 
open  market.placr.  apparentfr  to  prevent  their  guilt  and 
their  punishment  from  being  forgattm.  It  is  scarcely  pos- 
sible to  witness  a sight  more  degr^ing  to  humanity  thra  this 
eahibltion:  srith  matted  hotr,  srlid  lookkond  hoggara  features, 
with  eyes  daisied  by  the  uawooted  light  of  the  sun,  and  ears 


opened  a new  vein.  In  which  hi*  genius  was  destined 
to  work  out  some  of  its  brightest  triumphs.  **  I have 
written,”  be  say#  to  Mr.  Murray,  **  a poem  humour- 
ous, in  or  after  the  excellent  nianner  of  Mr.  MTiistle- 
crait,  and  founded  on  a Venetian  anecdote  which 

deafened  and  astounded  br  the  sudden  exchange  of  tho  silence 
nf  a dungr<m  for  the  busy  hum  of  men,  the  wretches  sit  more 
like  rude  images  fashionssl  to  a fantastic  Imitation  of  human- 
ity, than  like  liring  and  rcAccting  brings.  In  the  course  of 
time  we  ore  assured  they  generally  l»rcume  cither  madmen  or 
idiots,  01  mind  or  matter  hapneni  to  predominate,  when  the 
mysterious  balsiirelMrtwecn  them  is  destroyed,  It  will  readily 
bn  allowed  that  thti  singular  p'sem  U more  powetlul  than 
pleasing.  The  dungeon  oi  Bonnivard  Is,  like  that  of  Ugolino, 
a subject  too  dUmal  for  evtn  the  power  of  the  pointer  or  pwt 
to  counteract  Us  horrors.  It  is  the  more  oisagreealde  as 
oflurding  human  hope  no  anchor  to  rest  upoa,  and  descrilring 
the  suirerTr,  though  a man  of  talents  and  rtrtue*,  os  altogether 
inert  and  powerless  ur>drr  his  amimulated  suffhrlngs : yet.  as 
a picture,  however  gloomy  tlse  colouring,  it  may  rival  any 
which  Lord  Byron  has  drawn ; nor  is  It  possible  to  rcsul  it 
without  a sinking the  heart,  corresponding  with  that  which 
be  describes  the  victim  to  have  suffered.  — Sia  WaLraa 
Scott.] 

* r**  Although  1 was  only  nine  dayv  at  Venice,  I saw.  In 
that  little  time,  more  liberty  to  sin.  than  ever  I heard  tell  of 
In  the  city  of  London  in  nine  years.”  — R^tr  A$ckam.'\ 
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BKI’PO, 


atnuH'd  mi'.  It  U railed  Brppo—\Xit  t^hort  name  for 
Gluscppo, — that  the  Joe  of  the  Italian  Joseph. 

It  has  politics  and  ferocity.”  Ajpiln — “ WhlsUecmtl 
is  niy  Immediate  model,  but  Bemi  Ls  the  father  of  I 
that  kind  of  writini; ; which,  I think,  suits  our  Un- 
gua^e,  too,  rery  well.  Wc  shall  sec  by  this  experi- 
ment It  will,  at  any  rate,  show  that  1 can  write 
cheerfully,  and  repel  the  charge  of  monotony  and 
mannerbm.”  He  wished  Mr.  Murray  to  accept  of 
Beppo  af  a gift,  or,  as  he  chose  to  express  it,  **  as 
part  of  the  contract  for  Canto  Fourth  of  Chlldc 
Harold ; ” adding,  however,— “ if  it  pleases,  you  shall 
have  more  in  the  same  mood ; for  I know  the  Italian 
aeay  of  lift,  and,  as  for  the  terse  and  the  poMsiont,  I 
have  them  still  in  tolerable  vigour.” 

The  Right  Honourable  John  llookbam  Frere  has, 
then,  by  Lord  Byron’s  confession,  the  merit  of  having 
first  introduced  the  Bmrtqve  style  into  our  lan- 
guage ; but  his  performance,  entitled  “ Prospectus 
and  Specimen  of  an  intended  National  Work,  by 
William  and  Robert  Whlstlccmft,  of  Slowmarkct,  in 
Suffolk,  Harness  and  Collar  Makers,  intended  to 
comprise  the  most  Interesting  Particulars  relating  to 
Ring  Arthur  and  hU  Round  Table,”  though  it  de- 
lighted all  elegant  and  learned  traders,  obtained  at 
the  time  little  notice  fh)m  the  public  at  large,  and  bs 
already  almost  forgotten.  For  the  causes  of  this 
fiUlure,  about  which  Mr.  Rose  and  others  have 
written  at  some  length,  it  appears  needless  to  look 
further  than  the  last  sentence  wc  have  been  quoting 
from  the  letters  of  the  author  of  the  more  successful 
Beppo,  Whlstlecraft  had  the  ccrs« ; it  had  also  the 
humour,  the  wit,  and  even  the  poetry  of  the  Italian 
model ; but  it  wanted  the  life  of  actu^  manners,  and 
the  strength  of  stirring  passions.  Mr.  Frere  had 
forgot,  or  was,  with  all  his  genius,  unfit  to  profit  by 
remembering,  that  the  poets  whose  style  be  was 
adopting,  always  made  their  style  oppear  a secondary 
matter.  They  never  failed  to  embroider  their  mer- 
riment on  the  texture  of  a really  interesting  story. 
Lord  Byron  perceived  this ; and  avoiding  his  imme- 
diate master's  one  fatal  error,  and  at  least  equalling 
him  In  the  excellencies  which  he  did  display,  engaged 
at  once  the  sympathy  of  readers  of  every  class  and 
became  substantially  the  founder  of  a new  species  of 
English  poetry. 

In  Justice  to  Mr.  Frere,  however,  whoso  “ Sped- 
men”  has  long  been  out  of  print,  we  must  take  this 
opportunity  of  showing  how  completely,  as  to  style 
and  versification,  he  bad  anticipated  Beppo  and  Don 
Juan.  In  the  introductions  to  his  cantos,  and  in 
various  detached  passages  of  mere  description,  be 
had  priMluced  precisely  the  sort  of  effect  at  which 
Lord  Byron  aimed  in  what  we  may  call  the  secondary, 
or  merely  ornamental,  parts  of  his  Comic  Epic.  For 
example,  this  is  the  beginning  of  WhlstlecralVs  flr»t 
canto ; — • 

**  I’rs  often  withM  that  I could  write  a book. 

Sueb  ••  all  EnglUb  people  nlsKt  peruse  { 

I never  should  rexrrt  the  nalns  tt  took. 

That 'I  just  the  sort  of  fune  that  1 should  choose : 

To  sail  about  the  world  hkc  Captain  Cook. 

1 ‘d  sllog  a cot  up  for  my  favourite  Muse, 

Aud  we  '(1  take  verses  out  to  Demcrara, 

To  New  South  Wales,  and  up  to  Niagara. 

**  Poeu  consume  exdseable  commoditlee. 

They  raise  the  nation's  spirit  when  victoriuui. 

They  drive  an  export  trade  In  whims  and  oddaies, 

Making  our  commerce  and  revenue  glorious  , 


As  an  imtustrious  and  pains-takinx  botir  'tis 
That  Poets  should  i»e  reckon'd  meritorious: 

Art<l  tlierefore  I submissivt-iy  prnnoie 

To  erect  one  Uoard  for  Verse  and  one  for  Prose. 

‘ Prirveet  prolectiT>f  Sciences  and  Art 

I've  often  sern.  in  cnpper.plaie  aitd  print; 

I never  saw  them  elsewhere,  lor  my  part. 

And  therefore  1 conclu^ie  there 's' nothing  in  'I : 

But  every  body  knows  (he  Regent's  hoait ; 

I trust  he  won't  reject  a well-meant  hint ; 

Farh  Board  to  hare  twelve  members,  with  .i  seat 
To  bring  them  Ui  per  ann.  five  hundred  neat ; — 

* From  Princes  I descend  to  the  Nobility : 

In  former  times  all  iicrsons  of  hii;h  stations. 

Lords,  Baronets,  and  Persons  of  xenlllity. 

Paid  twenty  guineas  for  the  detlicatiuns : 

This  practice  was  attended  with  utility; 

The  patrons  lived  to  future  generations. 

The  p<^ts  lived  by  their  Indiiitrious  earning, ~ 

So  men  alive  and  dead  could  live  by  Leamiiig. 

**  Then,  twenty  guineas  was  a little  fortune ; 

Sow.  we  must  starve  unless  the  times  should  mend : 
Our  poets  now.a-days  arc  deem'd  impoituiMw 
If  their  addresses  are  difTtisely  |>enn’d  ; 

Most  fashionable  authors  make  a short  one 
To  their  own  wife,  or  child,  or  private  friend. 

To  show  their  Independence,  I suppose  ; 

.And  that  may  do  lor  UeutieroeD  like  thoee. 

'*  I.astly,  the  comtnort  people  I beseech  — 

Dear  People ! if  you  think  my  verses  clever. 
Preserve  with  care  your  nulde  parts  of  spetcb, 

.And  take  it  as  a maxim  to  endeavour 
To  talk  as  your  good  mothers  used  to  tearh, 

.Ami  then  these  lines  of  mine  may  last  for  ever ; 

And  don't  confound  the  language  of  the  nation 
AVith  long-Cail'd  wards  m oiitp  ijmI  oiiott. 

I think  that  PoKs  fwhether  Whig  or  Tory) 

(Whether  they  go  to  meeting  or  to  church) 


Should  study  b>  promote  their  country's  glory 
With  patriotic,  diligent  research  ; 

That  children  yet  untium  may  learn  the  storr. 
With  grammars,  dictionaries,  canes,  aad  birch  : 


It  ftaitds  to  reason  — This  was  Homer's  plan. 

And  wc  must  do  — like  him  — the  best  we  can. 

**  Madoe  and  Marmlon,  and  many  more. 

Are  oxM  in  print,  and  most  of  them  have  sohl ; 

Perhaps  tncethor  they  may  make  a score  ; 

RU'hanl  Uie  First  has  luul  his  »tory  told  — 

But  there  were  Lords  and  Princes  lojig  before. 

That  had  behaved  themselves  like  warriors  hold; 
Amongst  the  rest  there  was  the  great  Kivu  AttTiibe, 
What  hero’s  lame  was  ever  carried  farther  ? “ 

The  following  description  of  King  Arthur’s  Christ- 
mas at  Carlisle  U equally  meritorious : 

Thi  Great  Kixo  Aarntm  made  a sumptuous  Feast, 
And  held  hU  Royal  Christmas  «t  Carlisle, 

And  thither  came  the  Vassals,  most  and  least. 

From  every  comer  of  this  British  Isle ; 

And  all  were  enlcnatn'd.  Ixvth  man  and  lieast. 

According  to  their  rank,  in  proper  style : 

The  steeds  were  fed  and  litter'd  In  the  stable. 

The  ladles  and  the  knights  sat  down  to  tabic. 

••  The  bill  of  fare  (as  you  may  well  snppo«e' 

Was  suited  to  those  plentiful  old  times. 

Before  our  rr.oUem  luxuries  arose. 

With  truffles  and  ragouts,  and  various  crimes  ; 

And  therefore,  from  the  original  In  prose 
I shall  arrange  the  catalogue  in  rhymes: 

They  served  up  saltrrn,  vemson.  and  wild  boars 
By  huisdreds,  and  by  doscni,  and  by  scores. 

*'  KoESkeads  of  honey,  kilderkins  of  mustard. 

Mutton*  and  fatcrd  beeves,  and  baron  swine : 

Herons  and  bitterns,  peacock,  swan  and  huslard. 

Teal,  ma'lard,  pigeons,  widgeons,  and  In  line 
Plutn-puddlui^  ^ncakes,  apple-pies  and  custard : 

And  therewithAl  they  drank  good  Gascon  wine. 

With  mead,  and  ale,  and  cyder,  of  our  own  ; 

For  porter,  punch,  and  negus  were  not  known. 

•*  The  noise  and  uproar  of  the  scullery  tribe. 

AH  pilfering  and  scrambling  in  their  calling. 

AA'as  past  all  powers  of  language  to  describe 
The  din  of  manful  oaths  and  female  squalling : 

Tho  sturdy  porter,  huddling  up  his  bribe. 

And  tbra  at  random  breakl^  heads  and  bawling, 


Outcri«»>  and  criM  oford^r,  and  mntiuions 
Hade  a coartuion  beyond  all  confuiiuns  ; 

**  Benart  and  Tafabofidi,  blind,  Umc,  liwi  (tunljr, 

MnnitreU  and  tlngera  with  their  varlmu  alr>. 

The  pipe,  the  tabor,  and  the  burdy-sunlr, 
iuggtera  ami  mnuntehanke  with  apes  Md  bean. 
Continued  from  the  first  day  to  the  third  dar. 

An  uproar  like  ten  thousand  Smithflrhl  fairs  ; 

T^re  were  wild  beasts  and  fordmi  binU  and  creatures. 
And  Jews  and  Foreigners  with  foreign  features. 

“ All  sorts  of  pecrple  there  were  seen  together, 

All  sorts  of  characters,  all  sorts  of  dresses  ; 

The  fool  with  fox's  tail  and  peacock's  fetoher. 

Pilgrims,  and  penitents,  and  grave  burj.'esses  : 

The  country  people  with  their  coats  of  leather, 

Vintners  and  victuallers  with  cans  and  messes; 

Grooms,  archers,  varlets,  falconers  and  yeomen. 

Uajnivls  and  walUng’inalds.  and  waitlng-wuim-u 

“ But  the  profane.  Indelicate  amours. 

The  vulgar,  unenlightcn'd  coiiTcrsatloii 
Of  minstrels,  menials,  rourtexnns,  and  bnnrt. 

(Although  appropriate  to  their  meaner  station) 

Would  eertalnly  revolt  a taste  like  yours  ; 

Therefore  1 shall  omit  the  ralculiulon 
Of  all  the  rtirses,  oaths,  and  cuts,  and  stabs. 

Occasion'd  by  their  dire,  and  drink,  and  drot^s. 

•*  We  must  take  rare  In  our  poetic  cruise, 

And  never  hold  a single  tack  t<Ki  lung  ; 

Therehire  my  versatile.  Ingenious  Mu*e. 

Takes  Icwve  of  this  illiterate,  low-bred  tbrutifi. 

Intending  to  present  superior  views. 

Which  to  genteeler  company  belong. 

And  show  tim  higher  orders  of  stM-ielr 
Behaving  with  poUteocst  and  proprltdy. 

“ And  certainly  thev  say,  for  fine  behaving 

King  Arthur's  Court  has  ns-ver  bad  It*  m itd. ; 

True  point  of  hoiwur,  without  pride  or  braving, 

Strict  etiquette  for  ever  on  the  watch  : 

Their  manners  were  refined  and  perfect  — saving 
teme  modern  graces,  which  thrv  could  not  catch. 

As  spitting  through  the  teeth,  and  driving  stages, 
Accompllsliments  reserved  for  distant  ages. 

••  They  look'd  a manly,  generous  get>erati<ir  ; 

Besmda,shouhlers.e)ebrow*.broad,andst,uire.and  (hick. 
Their  accents  linn  and  laud  In  conversation. 

Their  eyes  and  gestures  eager,  sharp,  ainl  quick. 

Showed  them  prepared,  on  proper  provocathm. 

To  give  the  lie,  pull  noses,  stab,  and  kick  ; 

And  for  that  very  reason,  it  is  said, 

'^ey  were  to  very  courteous  and  well-bred. 

**  The  ladies  look'd  of  an  heroic  race  — > 

At  first  a general  likeness  struck  your  eye. 

T^l  figures,  open  features,  oval  face. 

L.vrgc  eyes,  with  ample  eyebrows  arch  d and  high  ; 
Their  manners  had  an  odd,  peculiar  grace. 

Neither  repulsive,  affable,  nor  sl>y . 

Majestical,  reverved.  and  somewhat  stiUen  ; 

'I^'lr  dresses  partly  silk  and  partly  wooUen." 

The  little  snatches  of  crttical  ijutzsimj  IntroUuccii 
In  WhlsUccraft  are  perfect  In  their  way.  Take,  for 
example,  this  good-humoured  parody  on  one  of  the 
moft  magnUlcent  passa^  in  Wurdaworth  : — 

**  In  castles  and  In  courts  Ambition  dwells. 

But  not  in  castles  or  in  courts  alunct 
She  brewlhed  a wish,  throughout  those  sarn.*d  ceils. 

For  hells  of  larger  sisc,  and  louder  tone ; 

Giants  agminate  the  sound  of  bells, 

And  soon  the  fierce  an(i;»alhy  was  shown, 

The  tinkling  and  tl»e  jingling,  and  the  dtuiRor, 

Uous^  their  irrotlotv^.  gigantic  anger. 

“ Unhappy  mortals  1 ever  blind  to  fate  I 

Unhappy  Monks  t you  see  no  danger  nlvh  ; 

Exulting  In  their  sound,  and  site,  and  weigiit. 

From  room  till  noon  the  merry  peal  you  ply : 

The  lielfry  rocks,  yuur  bosoms  are  elate. 

Your  Bydrits  with  the  ropes  and  pulleys  Ay ; 

Tired,  but  transported,  panting,  pulling,  hauL'ng, 
Ramping  and  itaroplng,  overjoy'd  and  bawling. 

•*  Meanwhile  the  solemn  mountains  that  surroimilcd 
The  silent  valley  where  the  convent  lay. 

With  tlotinnahular  uproar  were  avtoundm, 

Wbm  the  first  peal  burst  forth  at  break  of  day : 


Feeling  their  granite  ears  severelv  woutsded, 

Thev  scarce  knew  what  to  think,  or  what  to  say  t 
And  (though  large  mountains  commonly  cuncool 
Their  sentiment^  dissembling  what  they  feel, 

**  Y^  Ca4rr-Oibbruh/tvm  ki$  ciottdf  tkrome 
To  huge  Lobiommon  gave  an  inimaiion 
Of  tkit  stramge  rumour,  urttA  am  rntr/ui  lour, 

Tkumd'HmM  kis  deep  nirprs:sc  and  indignation  / 

The  letter  hii/t,  in  language  qf  Iheir  oum, 

Diteuti'd  the  topic  fry  rererberation ; 

Diicxturting  tcilh  Iheir  eehoet  all  dap  tong. 

Their  vntg  coneertatiou  vat,  * ding-aoug.' ** 

Mr.  Hose  has  a very  elegant  essay  on  Whlstlecrafl, 
In  hla  •*  Thoughts  and  Recollections  by  One  of  the 
last  Century,**  which  thus  concludes : — 

**  Deppo,  which  had  a story,  and  which  pointed  but  one 
way,  met  with  signal  and  universal  success;  while  ‘ Ttie 
Monks  and  the  Giants  ' have  been  little  appreciated,  by  live 
majority  of  readers.  Yet  those  who  will  only  laugh  upon  a 
sulSclrnt  warrant,  may,  on  analysing  this  bravura-poem,  find 
legitimate  matter  for  their  mfrth.  'J'he  want  of  meaning 
certainly  cannot  be  o1)jectcd  to  it.  with  muon  : for  it  cootaini 
a deep  substratum  of  sense,  and  does  tsot  exhibit  a character 
which  has  not.  or  might  not.  have  its  parallel  in  nature.  1 
remember  at  the  time  this  poem  was  published,  (whkh  was 
when  the  French  nmnartliv  seemed  endangered  by  the  vaei|. 
Uting  conduct  of  l-oui*  xVlII..  who,  under  the  guidance  of 
siirri'ssive  ministers,  was  trimming  between  tlir  loyalists  and 
the  liberals,  ap;uirently  thinking  that  rlvlllty  and  concllLatioa 
was  a remedy  fur  all  evils,)  a mend  dared  me  to  prove  my 
assertion ; and,  by  way  of  a text,  referred  me  to  the  character 
of  the  crippled  abbot,  under  whose  direction, 

' The  convent  wai  all  going  to  the  devil. 

While  he.  pour  cnatutir.  thought  hUotein>c2ovw.i 
For  saying  liondsouie  things,  and  being  civil. 

Wheciiug  about  os  he  was  puil'J  and  shoved.* 

'*  Tbe  obvious  applUaUon  of  (his  w.-u  made  by  me  to 
I-ouls  XVIll! ; and  ll  it  was  uot  the  intentton  uf  the  author 
to  designate  him  In  parUculor,  the  applicability  oi  the  passage 
to  the  tJieu  state  of  r rwicc,  and  her  ruler,  sh<«ws,  at  U'oat,  the 
Intrinsic  truth  of  the  dvscrlptimi.  Take,  m the  same  way, 
(he  character  of  Sir  Tristram,  and  we  shall  tind  iu  clemeut^ 
if  out  in  ooe,  lo  dUlercnt  living  persons. 

' Songs,  music,  languages,  and  many  a lay 
Asturian,  or  Annuric.  Irish,  Ba^iic, 
ills  ready  memory  seued  and  bore  away  ; 

And  ever  w hvm  the  ladies  chose  to  ask. 

Sir  Tristram  was  prepared  to  sing  and  play, 

Not  like  a minstrel,  earnest  at  his  task. 

But  with  a sportive,  caridess.  easy  style. 

.\i  it  he  seem'd  to  mock  hlmstlfthe  while. 

* His  ready  wit,  and  rambling  education. 

With  the  cungenial  influence  of  hU  stars. 

Had  taught  him  all  tlie  arts  of  conrersatiun. 

All  games  of  skill,  and  stratagems  of  wars  ; 

Ills  birth,  it  seems,  by  Merlin's  calculation. 

Was  tmder  Venus.  Mercury,  and  Mxrs  : 

Ills  m'nd  with  all  their  attributes  was  mix’d. 

And,  like  litosc  planets,  wand'rlug  and  unfix'd. 

Who  can  read  this  description,  without  rrcognltlng  In  it 
the  portraits  (flattering  portraits,  perhaps)  of  two  roliltary 
characters  well  known  in  society 

The  reader  will  find  a copious  criticism  on  Whistle- 
craft,  from  the  pen  of  ITgo  Foscolo,  in  the  Quarterly 
Review,  vol.  xxi.] 


JSrppo. 


*T  It  known,  at  least  It  should  be,  that  throughout 
All  countrice  of  tbe  Catholic  penuastou. 

Some  weeks  before  Shrove  Tuesday  comes  about. 
Tbe  people  take  their  fill  of  recreation, 
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BEPPO. 


And  buy  repentance,  ere  tbey  grow  devout, 

However  high  their  rank,  or  low  their  station. 
With  Addling,  feasting,  dancing,  drinking,  masking. 
And  other  things  which  may  be  had  for  asking, 

IL. 

The  moment  night  with  dusky  mantle  covers 
The  skies  (and  the  more  duskily  the  better), 

The  time  less  liked  by  husbands  than  by  lovers 
Begins,  and  prudery  flings  aside  ber  fetter ; 

And  gaiety  on  restless  tiptoe  hovers, 

Qiggllng  with  all  the  gallants  who  beset  her ; 

And  there  are  songs  and  quavers,  roaring,  bumming, 
Guitars,  and  every  other  sort  of  strumming. 

III. 

And  there  are  dresses  splendid,  but  fantastical, 

Masks  of  all  times  and  nations,  Turks  and  Jews, 
And  harlequins  and  clowns,  with  feats  gymnastlcal, 
Greeks  Romans,  Yankee>doodles,  and  Hindoos ; 
All  kinds  of  dress,  except  the  ecclesiastical. 

All  people,  as  their  fancies  hit,  may  chouse, 

But  no  one  in  these  parts  may  qulx  the  clergy,— 
Therefore  take  heed,  ye  Freethinkers  1 I charge  ye. 

IT. 

Tou*d  better  walk  about  begirt  with  briars. 

Instead  of  coat  and  smallcluthes,  than  put  on 
A single  stitch  reflecting  upon  friars. 

Although  you  swore  It  only  was  in  fun  ; 

They 'd  haul  you  o'er  the  coals,  and  stir  the  flres 
Of  Phlegvthon  with  every  mother's  son, 

Nor  say  one  mass  to  coot  the  caldron’s  bubble 
That  twlTd  your  bones,  unless  you  paid  them  double. 


But  saving  this,  you  may  put  on  wbate’er 
You  like  by  way  of  doublet,  cape,  or  cloak, 

Such  as  in  Monmouth-street,  or  In  Rag  Fair, 

Would  rig  you  out  in  seriousness  or  joke; 

And  even  in  Italy  such  places  arc. 

With  prettier  name  In  softer  accents  spoke, 

For,  bating  Covent  Garden,  I can  hit  on 
No  place  that’s  coll’d  **  Piaiza  ” in  Great  Britain.  * 

VI. 

This  feast  Is  named  the  Carnival^,  which  being 
Interpreted,  implies  “ farewell  to  flesh  ; ” 

So  call'd,  because  the  name  and  thing  agreeing. 
Through  Lent  they  live  on  fish  both  salt  and  fmh, 

t t**  For,  tMCins  Corent  OwileD.  1 can’t  hit  on 
A place," 

• [•*  The  CamWal,"  ■ajr*  Mr.  Rose-,  “ thmiRh  It  It  aaycr  or 
duller,  accorUlng  to  the  getilui  of  the  nations  which  celebrate 
It,  Is,  in  Its  jN^-ral  character,  nearly  t^e  same  all  over  the 
peninsula.  The  hecitming  Is  like  any  other  seaMm  i towards 
the  middle  you  begin  to  mod  masques  anti  mummers  In  sun- 
shine : in  the  last  Gfteen  days  the  plot  thickens  ; and  during 
tke  tJkree  la$t  all  is  hurly  burly,  lint  to  |>.iJnt  theso,  which 
may  be  almost  considcroj  as  a sep.4rate  festiral.  I roust  avail 
myself  of  thu  word*  of  Messrs.  William  and  Thomas  Whistle- 
cn^,  in  whose  ' Prospectus  and  Specimen  of  ao  intended 
Katkroal  W'ork'  1 find  the  description  ready  made  to  my 
hand,  obserriiig  that,  besides  the  ordinary  dramatis  per- 
sonw, — 

* Beittcars  and  vagabonds,  blind,  lame,  and  sturdy, 
Minstrels  and  singers,  witb  their  various  airs. 

The  pipe,  the  tabor,  and  the  hiwdy-itnrdy, 

Junlers  &n<l  mountebanks,  with  a{>rs  and  heart, 
Coctuue.  from  the  first  day  Co  the  third  <L». 

As  uproar  like  ten  ibuusaad  Smitb&eld  fairs ' — 


Ufcl 


But  why  they  tuber  Lent  with  to  much  glee  Ic, 

It  more  than  1 can  tell,  although  I gue.ss 
’Tis  as  we  take  a glass  with  friends  at  parting. 

In  the  Btagi'-coach  or  packet,  Just  at  starting. 

vn. 

And  thus  they  hid  farewell  to  carnal  dishes. 

And  solid  meats  and  highly  spiced  ragouts, 

To  live  for  forty  days  on  iU-dress'd  fishes 
Because  they  have  no  sauces  to  their  stews 
A thing  which  causes  many  **  poohs”  and  **  pubes’* 
And  several  oaths  (which  would  not  suit  the  Muse), 
From  travellers  accustom’d  from  a buy 
To  eat  their  salmon,  at  the  least,  with  soy  ; 

vm. 

And  therefore  humbly  1 would  recommend 
**  The  curious  in  fish-sauce,**  before  they  Croat 
The  sea,  to  hid  their  cook,  or  wife,  or  friend. 

Walk  or  ride  to  the  Strand,  and  buy  in  groat 
(Or  if  set  out  beforehand,  these  may  send 
By  any  means  least  liable  to  lots) 

Ketchup,  Soy,  ChlU-vlnegar,  and  Harley, 

Or,  by  the  lx>rd ! a Lent  will  well  nigh  starve  ye ; 

LX. 

That  Is  to  say,  if  your  religion’s  Roman, 

And  you  at  Rome  would  do  as  Romans  do. 
According  to  the  proverb, — although  no  man. 

If  foreign,  U obliged  to  fust;  and  you, 

If  Protestant,  or  sickly,  or  a woman, 

Would  rather  dine  in  sin  on  a ragout  — 

Dine  and  be  d — d I I don’t  mean  to  be  coarse, 

But  tiuit 's  the  penalt>',  to  say  no  worse. 

X. 

Of  all  the  places  where  the  Carnival 
Was  most  facetious  in  the  days  of  yore, 

For  dance,  and  song,  ami  serenade,  and  ball. 

And  masque,  and  mime,  and  mystery-,  and  more 
Than  1 have  time  to  tell  now,  or  at  all, 

Venice  the  bell  from  e^cry  city  bore, — 

And  at  the  moment  when  1 fix  my  storj', 

That  sea-bom  city  was  in  all  her  glor}*. 

XI. 

They 've  prett)’  faces  yet,  those  same  Venetians, 

Black  eyes,  arch'd  brows,  and  sweet  expressions  stiU; 
Such  as  of  old  were  copied  from  the  (ireduns, 

In  ancient  arts  by  modems  mimlck'd  ill; 

And  like  so  many  Venuses  of  Titian's 

(The  best’s  at  Florences — see  it.  If  ye  will,) 

1 the  khopt  are  shut,  «U  butinets  it  at  a stand,  at»d  the  drunken 
1 rries  heard  at  night  afTnrH  a clear  proof  of  tlie  plt-asures  to 
which  these  days  of  leisure  are  drairalrd.  These  boijiUys 
may  surely  be  reckoned  amongst  the  serondaxy  causes  which 
contribute  to  the  indulenix*  of  the  Italian,  tino*  they  reeoncUa 
this  to  his  conscience,  at  Iteiiig  of  rrIi|lous  iuttltuUun.  Now 
' there  is,  perhaps,  no  offence  which  >»  so  unproportionabljr 
punished  by  conM-ieticras  th;«lof  iiHloleoce.  \vlth  the  wicked 
man.  It  Is  an  IntermUtent  disease;  with  the  Ulle  man.  It  U 
- a chronic  ooc.*'~  Letters  frutu  the  North  of  Italy,  voL  U. 
p.iJI.] 

5 [ • At  Florence  I remained  but  a day,  having  a hurry  for 
Rome.  However,  1 went  to  the  two  gAlleriet,  from  which 
one  returoi  drunk  with  beauty  : but  there  are  sculpture  and 
painting,  whicli,  fur  the  first  time,  gave  me  an  idea  of  what 
|>ooplv  mean  by  their  rami  atwut  thuae  two  must  artificial  of 
the  arts.  Wh.-it  struck  me  most  were,->the  mistress  of  Kiu 
pba«l,  a portrait : the  mistress  Titian,  a portrait ; a VenuB 
of  Titian,  In  the  Medici  gallery ; /Ac  Venus ; Carvnva’s  VcQUa, 
also  in  thu  other  gallery,"  kc.  — Bffrvn  LtUrts,  1817.1 
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i They  look  when  le&ning  over  the  bftlcony, 

I Or  stepp'd  from  out  a picture  by  Giorgione,  ^ 


Whose  tints  are  truth  and  beauty  at  their  best ; 

And  when  you  to  Manfrinl’s  palace  go,  * 

That  picture  (howsoever  fine  the  rest) 

Is  loveliest  to  my  mind  of  all  the  show ; 

It  may  perhaps  be  also  to  your  zest. 

Ant!  that 's  the  cause  I rhyme  upon  it  to : 

'T  is  but  a portrait  of  his  son,  and  wife. 

And  self ; but  sitcA  a woman  t love  in  life ! ^ 

XIIL 

Love  in  full  life  and  length,  not  love  Ideal, 

No,  nor  ideal  beauty,  that  fine  name. 

But  something  better  stiiJ,  to  very  real, 

That  the  sweet  model  roust  have  been  the  same, 
A thing  that  you  would  purchase,  beg,  or  steal, 
Were't  not  impossible,  besides  a shame  : 

The  face  recalls  some  face,  as  *t  were  with  pain. 

You  once  have  seen,  but  ne'er  will  tee  again. 

XIV. 

One  of  tbote  forms  which  flit  by  us,  when  we 
Are  young,  and  fix  our  eyes  on  every  face ; 

And,  oh  I the  loveliness  at  times  we  see 
In  momentary  gliding,  the  soft  grace. 

The  youth,  the  bloom,  the  beauty  which  agree. 

In  many  a nameless  being  we  retrace, 

Whose  course  and  home  we  knew  not  nor  shall  know, 
Like  the  lost  Pleiad^  seen  no  more  below. 


I said  that  like  a picture  by  Giorgione 
Yenetian  women  were,  and  so  they  are. 
Particularly  seen  ftom  a balcony 

(For  beauty 's  sometimes  best  set  off  afar)# 

And  there,  just  like  a heroine  of  Goldoni, 

They  peep  from  out  the  blind,  or  o'er  the  bar ; 
And  truth  to  say,  they  Ye  mostly  very  pretty, 

And  rather  like  to  show  it  more’s  the  idty  I 

XVL 

For  glances  beget  ogles,  ogles  sighs, 

Sighs  wbhes,  wishes  words,  and  words  a letter, 

* I know  nothing  o(  pictures  mrsslf,  sod  core  almost  u 
IlUlr : but  to  me  there  are  none  like  the  Venetian  — above  all, 
Giorgione.  I remember  well  hU  Judgment  of  Solomon,  In 
the  MarUcalchi  gallery  in  Bologna.  The  real  mother  U 

I beautlAii,  ezquiiitcly  beauUfuL"'— i^rm  Letttri,  liKOj 

* [The  following  U I.ord  Byron's  account  of  bit  visit  to 
this  palace,  in  April,  1817.—“  To-day,  I have  been  over  the 
Manfrini  palace,  umout  for  its  pictures.  Amemgst  them,  there 
Is  a portrait  of  Ariosto,  by  Titian.  surpaMlog  all  my  antid. 
pation  of  the  power  of  painting  or  human  exprotsion  : it  Is 
the  poetry  of  portrait,  and  the  portrait  of  nortry.  There 
was  also  one  of  some  learned  lady  centuries  old,  whose  name 
I forget,  but  whose  features  must  always  be  reinembcred. 
1 never  saw  greater  beauty,  or  sweetness,  or  wisdom;  — it 
is  the  kind  of  face  to  go  mad  for.  because  It  cann>H  walk  out 
of  Its  frame.  There  is  alsi>  a famous  dead  Christ  and  live 
AptHtIci.  for  which  Buonaparte  otTcred  in  vain  five  thousand 
louii ; and  of  which,  thougn  It  Is  a capo  d'  om*ra  of  Titian,  aa 
1 am  no  connoisseur,  1 say  little,  and  thought  less,  except  of 
one  figure  In  it  There  are  ten  thousand  others,  and  some 
very  tine  Olorglones  wnongst  them.  There  U an  original 
Laura  and  Petrarch,  very  hideous  both.  Petrarch  has  not 
only  the  dress,  but  the  tiatures  and  air  of  an  old  woman  ; 
and  L,aura  looks  by  no  moans  like  t young  one,  or  a pretty 
one.  What  struck  moat  In  the  general  crdlecUoo,  was  the 

; extreme  resemtdsuii'**  of  the  style  of  the  (emale  faces  in  tho 
mins  of  pictures,  so  many  centuries  or  generations  old,  to 
those  you  see  and  meet  every  day  among  the  existing  Itallani. 

II  The  of  Cyprus  and  Glonrfone's  wife,  particularly  the 

I Utter,  are  Venetians  aa  it  were  of  yesterday ; the  same  eree 
and  expression,  and,  to  ray  mind,  there  Is  none  finer.  You 


Which  flics  on  wings  of  llght-heerd  Mercuries, 

MTho  do  such  things  be<»use  they  know  no  ^tter ; 
Aud  uien,  God  knows  what  mischief  may  arise, 
When  love  links  two  young  people  In  one  fetter, 
Vile  assignations,  and  adulterous  beds. 

Elopements,  broken  vows,  and  hearts,  and  heads. 

XVII. 

Shokspeare  described  the  sex  In  Desdemona 
As  very  fair,  but  yet  suspect  in  fiime,  ^ 

And  to  this  day  from  Venice  to  Verona 
Such  matters  may  be  probably  the  same. 

Except  that  since  those  times  was  never  known  a 
Husband  whom  mere  suspicion  could  Inflame 
1 To  suffocate  a wife  no  more  than  twenty, 
j Because  she  had  a **  cavalier  servente.” 

XVUL 

Their  jealousy  (if  they  are  ever  jealous) 

If  of  a &ir  complexion  altogether, 

Not  like  that  sooty  devil  of  Othello's 

Which  smothers  women  in  a bed  of  feather, 

But  worthier  of  these  much  more  jolly  fellows. 

When  weary  of  the  matrimonial  tether 
His  bead  for  such  a wife  no  mortal  bothers. 

But  takes  at  once  another,  or  another's.  ^ 

XIX. 

Didst  ever  see  a Gondola  ? For  fear 

You  should  not.  111  describe  It  you  exactly: 

*T  b a long  cover'd  boot  that 's  common  here, 

Carved  at  the  prow,  built  lightly,  but  cmupactijr# 
Bow'd  by  two  rowers,  each  call'd  **  OondoUer,** 

It  glides  along  the  water  looking  blackly, 

Just  like  a coffin  clapt  in  a canoe, 

Where  none  can  make  out  what  you  say  or  da 
TT 

And  up  and  down  the  long  canals  they  go. 

And  under  the  Rialto  ^ shoot  along, 

By  night  and  day,  all  paces,  swift  or  slow. 

And  round  the  theatres,  a sable  throng. 

They  wait  In  their  dusk  livery  of  woe,  — 

But  not  to  them  do  woeful  things  belong. 

For  sometimes  they  contain  a deal  of  fun. 

Like  mourning  coaches  when  the  funeral  'a  done. 

must  recollect,  however,  that  I know  noUiing  of  palDdu.  and 
that  ] deteet  it,  uoleis  it  remiixla  roe  of  something  I have 
seen,  or  Chink  it  possible  to  sea."] 

* [This  appears  to  be  on  incorrect  deoetipclon  of  the 
ture ; os,  according  to  Vasari  and  others,  Giorglooe  never 
was  monied,  and  died  young.] 

* " Qiiw  leptem  did  sex  tomen  esse  solmt."  — Ovin. 

* [“  Look  tot: 

!n  Venice  they  do  let  heaven  see  the  pranks 

They  dare  not  show  their  husbands  i their  best  conscience 

Is— not  to  leave  undone,  but  keep  unknown."— OlAelto.] 

* ["  Jealousy  is  not  the  order  of  the  day  In  Venice,  and 
daggers  are  out  of  fashion,  while  duels  on  love  matters  arc 
onknown  — at  least,  with  the  husbands."— ftjrrois  Letters.] 

f [An  English  abbreviation.  Rialto  is  the  name,  not  of 
the  bridge,  but  of  the  island  from  which  it  is  called ; and  the 
Venetians  say,  U ponte  dl  KioJto,  as  we  say  Westminster 
Bridge.  In  that  Island  is  the  Exchange  t and  1 have  often 
walked  there  os  oq  classic  ground.  In  the  days  of  Antonio 
and  Baisanlo  It  was  second  to  none.  " 1 sotto  portiebi."  says 
Sansovino,  wHilog  In  HM).  " sooo  onl  giorni  f^uentotl  da  1 
mcrcotantl  Fiorentinl,  Genovesl,  Milanni,  Spagnuuli,  Turdil, 
e d’  oltre  nidooi  diverse  del  mondo,  i quail  vl  concorrono  In 
tonta  coplo,  che  questa  piotta  i onnoverata  fra  Ir  piitne  dell* 
universa"  It  wu  there  that  the  Christian  held  dtscourae 
with  the  Jew  ; and  Shyiock  refers  to  it.  when  be  says, 

**  Signor  Aotonio,  many  a time  and  oft. 

In  the  Rialto,  you  have  rated  me." 

* AiMltamo  k Rialto ' — ' r ora  dl  Rialto'— were  on  every 
tongue ; and  continue  so  to  the  present  day.  — Ronaan.] 


I XXL 

But  to  my  story.  — ^ wu  some  yean  tgo. 

It  may  be  thirty*  forty,  more  or  less. 

The  Camtral  was  at  its  height,  and  so 
Were  all  kinds  of  bullbonery  and  dress  i 
A certain  lady  Ti^cnt  to  see  the  show. 

Her  real  name  I know  not,  nor  can  guess, 

And  so  we  *U  call  her  Laura,  if  you  please. 

Because  it  slips  into  my  Terse  with  ease. 

I XXU. 

She  wu  not  (dd,  nor  young,  nor  at  the  yean 
Which  certain  people  call  a **  ctrtaim 
Which  yet  the  most  uncertain  age  appears, 

Because  I never  heard,  nor  could  engage 
A person  yet  by  prayers,  or  bribes,  or  tears. 

To  name,  define  by  speech,  or  write  on  page, 
The  period  meant  precisely  by  that  word,*— 

Which  surely  is  exceedingly  sbsurd. 

xxni. 

Laura  was  blooming  still,  had  made  the  best 
Of  time,  and  time  return'd  the  coroptlroent, 
j And  treated  her  genteelly,  so  that,  dress’d. 

She  look'd  extremely  well  where'er  she  went ; 

I A pretty  woman  is  a welcome  guest. 

And  Laura's  brow  a frown  hail  rarely  bent ; 
Indeed  she  shone  all  smiles,  and  seem'd  to  flatter 
Mankind  with  her  black  eyes  for  looking  at  her. 

XXIV. 

She  was  a married  woman ; 'tli  convenient, 

! Because  in  Christian  countries  'tls  a rule 
I To  view  their  little  slips  with  eyes  more  lenient; 
il  Whereas,  if  single  ladies  play  the  fool, 

I (Cnlcss  within  the  period  interveuient 

A welUtimed  wedding  nukes  the  scandal  cool), 

] I don’t  know  how  they  ever  can  get  over  It, 

I Except  they  manage  never  to  discover  it. 

I XXV. 

1 Her  husband  sail'd  upon  the  Adriatic, 

And  made  some  voyages,  too,  in  other  seas, 

[ And  when  he  lay  in  quarantine  for  pratique 
(A  forty  days'  precaution  'gainst  disease), 

Ills  wife  would  mount,  at  times,  her  highest  attic, 
For  thence  she  could  discern  the  ship  with  ease : 
He  was  a merchant  trading  to  Aleppo, 

His  name  Giuseppe,  call’d  more  briefly,  Bei^ 


xxvn. 

But  several  years  elapsed  since  they  bad  met ; 

Some  people  thought  the  ship  was  lost,  and  some 
That  he  had  somehow  blunder’d  into  debt,  < 

And  did  not  tike  the  thoughts  of  steering  home ; 1 

And  there  were  several  offer'd  any  bet,  I 

Or  that  he  would,  or  that  be  would  not  come ; , 

For  most  men  (till  by  losing  render'd  sager)  j 

Will  back  their  own  opiniona  with  a wager.  | 

XXVITL 

'Tis  said  that  their  last  parting  was  pathetic, 

As  partings  often  are,  or  ought  to  be. 

And  their  presentiment  was  quite  prophetic 
That  they  should  never  more  each  other  see, 

(A  sort  of  morbid  feeling,  half  poetic. 

Which  I have  known  occur  in  two  or  three,) 

When  kneeling  on  the  shore  upon  her  sad  knee,  j 
He  left  this  Adriatic  Arladuc.  j 

XXIX.  ! 

; And  Laura  waited  long,  and  wept  a Utile,  j 

! And  thought  of  wearing  weeds  as  well  she  might ; ‘ 

She  almost  lost  all  appetite  fur  victuai,  * 

And  could  not  sleep  with  case  alone  at  night ; | 

She  deem'd  the  wlndow.frames  and  shutters  brittle  ! 

Against  a daring  housebreaker  or  sprite,  I 

And  so  she  thought  it  prudent  to  connect  her  | 

With  a vice-husband,  dtUjiy  to  prottet  her.  | 

XXX.  j 
She  chose,  (and  what  is  there  they  will  not  choose,  | 

If  only  you  will  but  oppose  their  choice  ?)  j 

Till  Beppo  should  return  from  hU  long  cruise. 

And  bid  once  mure  her  fhithfui  heart  ngoice, 

A man  some  women  Uke,  and  yet  abu!>o  — 

A coxcomb  was  he  by  the  public  voice ; 

A Count  of  wealth,  they  said,  as  well  as  quality. 

And  in  his  pleasures  of  great  Uberallty.  * 

XXXL  ! 

And  then  he  wa.«  a Count,  and  then  be  knew  i 

Music,  and  dancing,  fiddling,  French  and  Tuscan ; | 
The  last  not  easy,  be  it  known  to  you, 

For  few  Italians  9)>cak  the  right  Etnuican.  i 

He  was  a critic  upon  opera.s,  too,  | 

And  knew  ail  niceties  of  the  sock  and  buskin ; | 

And  no  Venetian  audience  could  endur^'  .1  i 

j Song,  scene,  or  air,  when  he  cried  **  scccatura  I**  1 


XXVI.  XXXII. 

He  was  a man  as  dusky  as  a Spaniard,  His  **  bravo  "was  decisive,  for  that  sound  | 

Sunburnt  sritb  travel,  yet  a {lortly  figure  ; Bush’d  **  Academie"  sigh'd  in  silent  awe ; 1 

Though  colour’d,  as  it  were,  within  a tanyord.  The  fiddlers  trembled  as  he  look’d  around,  . 

He  was  a person  both  of  sense  and  vigour  — For  fear  of  some  fhlsc  note's  detected  flaw.  1 1 

A better  seaman  never  yet  did  man  yard  ; The  **prima  donna's"  tuneful  heart  would  lK>und, 

And  she,  althoi^gh  her  manners  show’d  no  rigour^  Dreading  the  deep  damnation  of  hU  bob  I" 

Was  deem’d  a woman  of  the  strictest  principle.  Soprano,  basso,  even  the  contra-alto, 

So  much  as  to  be  thought  almost  inrinclble.i  Wish'd  him  five  fathom  under  the  Rialto. 

* C'  ftenertl  state  of  morals  here  is  murh  the  tame  at  \o  nnallett  degree  deviating  from  the  rule  of  right  or  the  6tneM  | 

the  Dogi-t'  time : a woman  it  virtuous  (according  to  the  code}  of  things,  In  having  an  amoroso.  Tho  grr.it  sin  seems  to  lie  : 

whu  limits  herself  to  her  hutbaitd  and  one  lover  ; those  who  in  conceding  it.  or  having  more  than  one  : that  Is,  unleet  1 

have  two,  three,  nr  more,  are  a little  wild  ; but  U U only  those  such  an  extension  of  the  prerogative  Is  understood  ami  ap-  1 

who  are  ImlUcrlminatcly  dithise,  and  form  n low  ronuectioii.  proved  of  by  the  prior  cl^manO’—  JJyron  I.rtiert,  1H170  | 

who  are  caaaider'-da«overstefq>ing  the  modr*(y  of  marriage.  » A Count  of  weilth  Inferior  to  his  quality.  ! 

There  U DO  couvlacmg  a woman  here,  that  she  is  in  Use  *•  Which  somcwhatUmliwl  his  UlKfallu.*’  — MS.] 
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He  patronised  the  Iroprovitatori, 

Nay»  could  himself  e%temporUe  some  stanaat, 

Wrote  rhymes,  sang  soni^,  could  also  tell  a story, 

Sold  pictures,  and  was  skilful  In  the  dance  as 
I Italians  can  be,  though  in  this  their  glory  [has  i 
Must  surely  yield  the  palm  to  that  which  France  I 
I In  short,  be  was  a perfect  cas'aliero, 
j And  to  his  very  valet  seem'd  a hero. 

I XXXIV. 

^ Then  he  was  faithful  too,  as  well  as  amorous; 

I So  that  no  sort  of  female  could  complain, 

' Although  they  're  now  and  then  a little  clamorous, 

He  never  put  the  pretty  souls  In  pain ; 

I His  heart  was  one  of  those  which  most  enamour  us, 
j Wax  to  receive,  and  marble  to  retain: 

I lie  was  a lover  of  the  goo<l  old  school, 
j Who  still  become  more  com»tanC  as  they  cool. 

XXXV. 

No  wonder  such  accomplishments  should  turn 
A female  bead,  however  sage  and  steady  — 

With  scarce  a hope  that  Beppo  could  return, 

In  law  be  was  almost  as  good  as  dead,  he 
I , Nor  tent,  nor  wrote,  nor  show'd  the  least  concern,  ; 
And  the  had  waited  several  years  already  ; ; 

And  really  If  a man  won't  let  lu  know 
I That  he'i  alive,  he's  JeoJ,  or  should  be  so. 

I XXXVI. 

I Besides,  within  the  A1(rs,  to  every  woman, 

(Although,  God  knows,  it  Is  a grievous  sin,) 

'TIs,  I may  say,  permitted  to  have  fieo  men; 

I can't  tell  who  flr^t  brought  the  custom  in, 

But  ” Cavalier  Serventes”  arc  quite  common. 

And  no  one  notices,  nor  cares  a pin ; 

And  we  may  call  tbU  (not  to  tay  the  worst) 

A $eeomI  marriage  which  corrupts  the  Jiiti. 

I 

XXXVII. 

The  wonl  was  formerly  a “ CicLsbeo,*’ 

I But  that  Is  now  grown  %’ulgar  and  Indecent ; 

The  Spanianis  call  the  person  a “ Cortrjo,*'  • 

I For  the  same  mode  subsists  in  Spain,  though  recent ; 
j In  short,  it  reaches  from  the  Po  to  Telo,  ‘ 

I And  may  perhaps  at  la.st  be  o'er  the  sea  sent: 
j But  Heaven  preserve  Old  England  from  such  courses ! : 

I Or  what  becomes  of  damage  and  divorces  ? ! 

I X.XXVIII.  I 

' However,  I still  think,  with  all  due  deference  i 

^ To  the  fair  tinf/U  part  of  the  creation,  I 

j That  married  ladies  should  preserve  the  prt  fcrcnce  I 

In  or  general  converiuiion—  I 

Anil  this  I «ay  without  peculiar  referonev  | 

To  England,  France,  or  any  other  nation — ' 

BecaU'^e  they  know  the  world,  and  are  at  ease, 

And  being  natural,  naturally  please.  [ 

XXXIX, 

’Ti*  true,  your  budding  Mi-ts  in  very  charming. 

But  shy  and  awkwani  at  first  coming  out. 

So  much  alarm'd,  that  she  is  quite  alarming, 

All  Giggle,  Blu<(h ; half  PertuciiS  ^d  half  Pout ; 

' Cortejo  ii  nronounerd  CortpAo,  with  an  aip<rate,  arconl.  , 
Ing  to  the  Arabesque  guttural.  It  rocani  what  there  is  as  yet  . 
nu  preckte  name  for  In  Envland,  though  the  practice  is  aa  I 
o.MiiisKm  as  la  any  tramoauoe  country  whatever.  j 


And  glancing  at  Mammot  for  fear  there  *f  harm  In 
What  you,  she,  it,  or  they,  may  be  about. 

The  nunery  still  lisp*  out  in  all  they  utter  — . 
Betides,  they  always  troell  of  bread  and  butter. 

XL. 

But  **  Cavalier  Servente"  is  the  phrase 
Csed  in. politest  circles  to  expreu 
This  supernumerary  slave,  who  stays 
Close  to  Che  lady  as  a i>art  of  dress. 

Her  word  the  only  law  which  be  obeys. 

His  U no  sinecure,  as  you  may  gueas ; 

Coach,  servants,  gondola,  he  goes  to  call. 

And  carries  fan  and  tippet,  gloves  and  shasrL 

XLI. 

With  all  its  sinful  doings,  I must  say. 

That  Italy 's  a pleasant  place  to  roe. 

Who  love  to  see  the  Sun  shine  every  day. 

And  vines  (not  nail'd  to  walls)  from  tree  to  trm 
Festxwn’d,  much  like  the  back  scene  of  a play. 

Or  melodrame,  which  people  flock  to  see, 

^^'heD  the  tint  act  is  ended  by  a dance 
In  vineyards  copied  from  the  south  of  France. 

XLIl. 

1 like  on  Autumn  evenings  to  ride  out. 

Without  being  forced  to  bid  ray  groom  be  sure 
My  cloak  is  round  his  middle  strapp'd  about. 

Because  the  skies  are  not  the  most  secure ; 

I know  too  that,  if  stopp'd  upon  my  route. 

Where  the  green  alleys  windingiy  allure. 

Reeling  with  grai»es  red  waggons  choke  the  way,  — 

In  England  'twould  be  dung,  dust,  or  a dray. 

XLIII. 

I alio  like  to  dine  on  becuAcas, 

To  see  the  Sun  set,  sure  he  11  rise  to-raoirow. 

Not  through  a misty  morning  twinkling  weak  as 
A drunken  man's  dead  eye  in  maudlin  sorrow. 

But  with  all  Heaven  t'  himself ; that  day  will  break  as 
Beauteous  as  cloudless,  nor  be  forced  to  borrow 
That  sort  of  farthing  candlelight  which  glimmers 
Where  reeking  London's  smoky  caldron  simmers. 

XLIV, 

1 love  the  laitgtiage,  that  soft  bastard  Latin, 

Which  melts  like  kisses  from  a female  mouth. 

And  sounds  as  if  It  should  be  writ  on  satin, 

With  syllables  which  breathe  of  the  sweet  South, 
And  gentle  Liquids  gliding  all  so  pat  In, 

That  not  a single  accent  seems  uncouth, 

Like  our  harsh  northern  xhUtling,  grunting  guttural. 
Which  we’re  obliged  to  hUs,  and  spit,  and  sputter  ail. 

XLV. 

I like  the  women  too  (forgive  my  folly). 

From  the  rich  peasant-cheek  of  ruddy  bmnie,* 

And  large  black  eyes  that  flash  on  you  a volley 
Of  rays  that  say  a thousand  things  at  once. 

To  the  high  dama's  brow,  more  melancholy. 

But  clear,  and  with  a wild  and  liquid  glance. 

Heart  on  her  li;M,  and  soul  within  her  eyes. 

Soft  as  her  clime’,  and  sunny  as  her  skics.^ 

• ^ Ffom  the  tall  peasant  with  her  ruddy  bron»e.”_  MS.) 

^ f**  Like  her  own  cbme,  all  tun,  and  bloom,  and  akiet.'*  — 

MS.) 

* £**  la  thc*e  Unet  the  author  rites  above  the  utual  and 
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XLVL 

I Eve  of  the  bind  which  itiU  la  PaiwdUe ! 

I lulian  beauty ! didst  thou  not  inspire 
' BapbacI  ^ who  died  In  thy  embrace,  and  vies 
! With  all  we  know  of  Heaven,  or  can  desire, 

, In  what  he  hath  bequeath’d  us  ? — in  what  Kuise, 

I Though  flashing  from  the  fervour  of  the  lyre. 
Would  words  describe  thy  past  and  present  glow, 

I While  yet  Canova  can  create  below  f ^ 

I XLVII. 

**  England  ! with  all  thy  faults  [ love  thee  still,** 

I I said  at  Calais,  and  have  not  forgot  it } 

! I like  to  st>cak  and  lucubrate  my  flU ; 

I like  the  government  (but  that  it  not  it); 

1 like  the  freedom  of  the  press  and  quill ; 

I I like  the  Habeas  Corpus  (when  we’ve  got  it); 

I like  a parllamenUry  debate, 

Partlcul^iy  when  *t  is  not  too  late ; 

XLVIIL 

I like  the  taxes,  when  they  ’re  not  too  many ; 

* 1 like  a seacoal  fire,  when  not  too  dear ; 

I like  a beef- steak,  too,  as  well  as  any ; 

Have  no  objection  to  a pot  of  beer ; 

I like  the  weather,  when  it  Is  not  rainy. 

That  U,  I like  two  months  of  every  year. 

And  so  God  save  the  Regent,  Church,  and  King  I 
Which  means  that  I like  all  and  everything. 

XLIX. 

Our  standing  army,  and  disbanded  seamen. 

Poor’s  rate.  Reform,  my  own,  the  n ition's  debt. 
Our  little  riots  just  to  show  we  are  free  men, 

1 Our  trifling  bankruptcies  in  the  Gaxette, 

Our  cloudy  climate,  and  our  chilly  women, 

All  these  I can  forgive,  and  those  forget. 

And  greatly  venerate  our  recent  glories. 

And  wish  toey  were  not  owing  to  the  Tories, 

» 

L. 

But  to  my  tale  of  Laura, — for  I find 
Digression  Is  a sin,  that  by  degrees 
Becomes  exceeding  tedious  to  my  mind. 

And,  therefore,  may  the  reader  too  displease  — 
The  gentle  reader,  who  may  wax  unkind, 

And  caring  little  for  the  author’s  case, 

Insist  on  knowing  what  he  means,  a bard 
And  hapless  situation  for  a bard. 

LI. 

Oh  that  I had  the  art  of  easy  writing 

What  should  be  easy  reading  I could  I scale 
Parnassus,  where  the  Muses  sit  Inditing 
! Those  pretty  poems  never  known  to  fail, 

! I BpprupHste  pitch  of  liU  corapocltion,  uid  U hctraj'nl  into 
sornetninx  too  like  rolhusUim  ami  «W(»  feeling  for  the  light 
! and  fantastic  *lrain  of  hit  poct^.  Neither  doc*  the  fit  go  off, 
for  he  rt*e*  quite  Into  ripturp  in  the  lucceeding  »t<«nwL  This 
la,  however,  the  only  *iip  of  the  kind  lo  the  whole  work-~ 
the  only  passage  In  which  the  author  Iwtrars  the  secret 
(which  might,  trawerer.  have  been  sutpecttHl)  of  his  own 
genius,  1^  his  aflniCy  to  a higher  order  of  poets  than  those 
to  whom  be  has  here  beta  pleased  to  hold  out  a m«ideL*'  — 
JarrasY.j 

> For  the  received  aocoonU  of  the  cause  of  Raphael's  death, 
•ea  his  lives. 

s fToU.  — (lo  talking  thus,  the  writer,  more  especially 
Of  wocDcn.  would  bo  understockd  to  say, 

Ho  speaks  as  a spectator,  not  oAdally, 

And  alw^  reader,  in  a modest  way  t 


How  quickly  would  I print  (the  world  delighting) 

A Grecian,  Syrian,  or  Assyrian  tale;  l' 

And  sell  you,  mix'd  with  western  sentimrntaUim, 

Some  samples  of  the  hne^t  Orientalism  1 

LIL 

But  1 am  but  a nameless  Mrt  of  person, 

(A  broken  Dandy^  lately  un  my  tnivcls) 

And  take  for  rhyme,  to  hook  my  rambling  verse  on, 

The  first  that  Walker’s  Ix?xlcou  unravcl>. 

And  when  1 can't  find  th.it,  1 put  a worse  on,  s 

Not  caring  as  I ought  for  critics’  cavils ; 

I ’ve  half  a mind  to  tumble  down  to  prose,  - 

But  verse  is  more  in  fashion  — to  here  gova.  fl 

LIU.  I 
The  Count  and  Laura  made  their  new  arrangement,  |; 

Which  la.*ted,  as  arrangements  sometimes  do,  jt 
For  half  a dozen  years  without  estrangement ; 1 ‘ 

They  bad  their  little  differences,  too;  ^ 

Those  jealous  whiffs,  which  never  any  change  meant ; i 
In  such  affairs  there  probably  are  few 
Who  have  not  had  this  pouting  sort  of  squabble,  j 
From  sinners  of  high  station  to  the  rabble.  , 

LIV. 

But,  on  the  whole,  they  were  a happy  pair,  ^ 

As  happy  as  unlawfiil  love  could  make  them ; 

The  gentleman  was  fond,  the  lady  fair,  || 

Their  chains  so  slight,  'twos  not  worth  while  to  |j 
hn*ak  them : I . 

! The  world  beheld  them  with  Indulgent  air;  ij 

The  pious  only  wish’d  ” the  devil  take  them  I **  j i 
He  took  them  not;  he  very  oft»*n  waits,  || 

And  leaves  old  sinner*  to  be  young  ones*  baits.  ; 

LV.  ij 

But  they  were  young : Oh  I what  without  our  youth 
Would  love  be ! What  would  youth  be  without  love ! j| 
Youth  lends  it  joy,  and  aweetne*?,  vigour,  truth,  j 
Heart,  soul,  and  all  that  seems  as  from  above ; 

But,  languishing  with  years,  it  grows  uncouth  — 

One  of  few  things  experience  don’t  Improve, 

Which  U,  perhaps,  the  rroi^on  why  old  fellows  | 

Arc  always  so  preposterously  jealous. 

LVI. 

It  was  the  Carnival,  as  1 have  said  I 

Some  six  and  thirty’  stanzas  back,  and  so 
Laura  the  usual  preparations  made,  • 

Which  you  do  when  your  mind's  made  up  to  go  i| 
To-night  t ) Mrs.  Boehm's  masquerade,  | 

Spectator,  or  partaker  in  the  show  ; 

The  only  difference  known  between  the  cases 
Is  — Acre,  we  have  six  weeks  of  “ vamUh'd  faces.” 

Perh.ip*,  too.  In  no  very  great  degree  shall  he 
Apt>ear  to  have  offend^  In  thi*  lay, 

HInce,  a*  all  know,  wtctiout  the  tex,  our  sonoets 
WuuiJ  seem  unfinlih'd,  like  their  untriTmu'd  bonnet*.) 

(Signed)  PsiyrEH’B  Dsm. 

’ I"  The  expreislnni ' biuf.^tjcj!tng ' and  * dandy ' fiir- 
nUh  matti-r  fur  the  learning  of  a comenrntator  at  some  Ititure 
periuoU  At  tbit  (nomenl,  every  Bnglish  reader  will  under- 
«ta^  thrn.  Our  presirnt  iq>hemer.il  dandy  is  akJo  to  the 
maccaroni  of  my  earlier  dar*.  The  first  of  thCMe  expressions 
has  become  clamcal,  by  kfri.  Hannah  More’s  poem  of  * Bas. 
Bleu,'  sod  the  other  by  the  use  of  it  in  one  of  Lord  Byron’s 
poems.  Though  now  become  familiar  and  trite.  tbHr  day  | 
may  not  be  long.  j 

' Cadentque 

Qiue  mine  sunt  In  honore  vorabula*  **  i 

— Lnto  GkKXBBaTiB,  Hiccioritts^,  1072.]  [ 
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I Lvn. 

I Laura,  when  dren’d,  was  (as  I sang  before) 

I A iiretly  woman  as  was  ever  seen, 

! Fresh  as  the  Angel  o'er  a new  Inn  door, 

I Or  frontispiece  of  a new  Magailne, 

I With  all  the  fashions  which  the  last  month  wore, 
j Colour'd,  and  silver  paper  leaved  between 
1 That  and  the  tltlc-ittge,  for  fear  the  press 
I Should  soil  with  parts  of  speech  the  parts  of  dress. 

, LVIIL 

! They  went  to  the  Kidotto ; — .’tLs  a hall 
I Where  people  dance,  and  sup,  and  dance  again ; 
i Its  proper  name,  perhaps,  were  a nvisqued  ball, 

I But  that's  of  no  Importance  to  my  strain  ; 

*T  Is  (on  a smaller  scale)  like  our  Vauxball, 

.i  Excepting  that  it  can’t  be  spoilt  by  rain  ; 

• The  company  is  " mix’d"  (the  phrase  I quote  is 
As  much  as  saying,  they’re  below  your  notice); 

' LLV 

: For  a “mix’d  company"  implies  that,  save 

Yourself  and  friends,  and  half  a hundred  more, 

I Whom  you  may  bow  to  without  looking  grave, 

I The  rest  are  but  a vulgar  set,  the  bore 
j Of  public  places,  where  they  basely  brave 
I The  fashionable  stare  of  twenty  score 
I Of  well*bred  persons,  call’d  **  The  World  t**  but  I, 
Although  I know  them,  really  don’t  know  why. 

I 

LX. 

I This  is  the  ca.se  in  England  ; at  least  was 
j During  the  dj'nasty  of  Dandles  now 
Perchance  succeeded  by  some  other  class 
Of  Imitated  imitators  : — bow 
[ Irreparably  soon  decline,  alas  I 

The  demagogues  of  fashion ; all  below 
Is  frail : bow  easily  the  world  Is  lost 
By  love,  or  war,  and  now  and  then  by  frost  t 

; LXI. 

I Crash’d  wa.s  Napoleon  by  tlic  northern  Thor. 

Who  knock'd  hU  army  down  with  icy  hammer. 
Stopp’d  by  the  eJementt «,  like  a whaler,  or 
I A blundering  novice  In  his  new  French  grammar ; 
I Good  cause  had  be  doubt  the  chance  of  war, 

I And  as  for  Fortune  — but  1 dare  not  d — n her. 
Because,  were  I to  (Kinder  to  infinity, 

I The  more  I should  believe  in  her  divinity.  > 


LXUL 

To  turn, and  to  return ; — the  devil  take  it  1 
This  story  slips  for  ever  through  my  fingen. 
Because,  just  as  the  stanza  likes  to  moke  it. 

It  needs  must  be  — and  so  It  rather  Ungers : 

This  form  of  verse  began,  I can’t  weU  break  it. 

But  must  keep  time  and  tune  like  public  singers ; 
But  if  I once  get  through  my  present  measure, 

1 ’ll  take  another  when  i 'm  next  at  leisure. 

LXIV. 

They  went  to  the  Ridotto  (’tis  a place 

To  which  1 mean  to  go  myself  U>>morrow,  * 

Just  to  divert  roy  thoughts  a little  space. 

Because  I 'm  rather  hippUh,  and  may  borrow 
Some  spirits,  guessing  at  what  kind  of  face 

May  lurk  beneath  each  mask ; and  as  ray  sorrow 
Slackens  its  pace  sometimes,  I ’ll  make,  or  And. 
Something  shall  leave  it  half  an  hour  behind.) 

UCV. 

Now  Laura  moves  along  the  joyous  crowd. 

Smiles  In  her  ryes  and  sim;>ers  on  her  Ups ; s 
To  some  she  whbpers,  others  speaks  aloud ; 

To  some  she  curtsies,  and  to  some  she  dips. 
Complains  of  warmth,  and  this  complaint  avow’d. 
Her  lover  brings  the  lemonade,  she  sips ; 

She  then  surveys,  condemns,  but  pities  stUl 
Her  dearest  friends  for  being  dress'd  so  Ul. 

LXVI. 

One  has  false  curls,  another  too  much  paint, 

A third — where  did  she  buy  that  frightful  turban  ? 
A fourth 's  BO  pale  she  fears  she 's  going  to  fklnt, 

A fifth’s  look 's  vulgar,  dowdyish,  and  suburban, 

A sixth’s  white  silk  has  got  a yeUow  taint, 

A seventh’s  thin  muslin  surely  will  be  her  bane. 
And  lo  I an  eighth  appears,  — **  1 11  see  no  more  1 " 
For  fear,  like  Banquo’s  kings,  they  reach  a score. 

Lxva 

Meantime,  while  she  was  thus  at  others  gazing, 
Others  were  levelling  their  looks  at  her  { 

She  beard  the  men’s  half.whispor’d  mode  of  praising. 
And,  till ’t  wa.H  done,  dctermlnH  not  to  stir ; 

The  women  only  thought  It  quite  amazing 
That,  at  her  time  of  Life,  so  many  were 
Admirers  stiU,  — but  men  ere  so  debased, 

Those  brazen  creatures  always  suit  their  taste. 


! LXII. 

She  rules  the  present,  past,  and  all  to  be  yet. 

She  gives  us  luck  in  lotteries,  love,  and  marriage ; 
1 cannot  say  that  she ’s  done  much  for  me  yet ; 

Not  that  I mean  her  bounties  to  disparage, 

I Wc 've  not  yet  closed  accounts,  and  we  shall  see  yet 
How  much  she  11  make  amends  for  past  miscarriage. 

I Meantime  the  goddess  Til  no  more  importune, 

I Unless  to  thank  her  when  she 's  made  my  fortune. 


LXVITI. 

For  my  part,  now,  I ne'er  could  understand 
Why  naughty  women  — but  1 won't  discuss 
A thing  which  Is  a scandal  to  the  land, 

I only  don’t  see  why  it  should  be  thus ; 

And  if  I were  but  in  a gown  and  band. 

Just  to  entitle  me  to  make  a fuss, 

I ’d  preach  on  this  till  Wilberfbrce  and  Bomilly 
Should  quote  in  their  next  speeches  fttrm  roy  homily. 


I • I Hkrd  th<*  Dandic#  ; they  were  aliray*  rery  d»il  to 
1 me ; thnuzh,  in  gen>'r.vl,  they  dUtiknl  IJtera^  people,  and 
I wr*ecutH  and  myitihed  M vlame  de  S(ael,  Lewis,  Horace 
I TwUs.  and  the  like.  ‘Phe  truth  ii.  that  thoujth  1 fta^e  up  the 
! twslnesi  early,  I hvi  a ttn(r<‘  of  I)aud>1sm  in  my  minority, 
and  probably  mained  enough  of  tt  to  conciliate  the  great 
I ones  at  four  and  twenty.*'  — ftjrron  Diary,  1S21.J 
I * C*  W’ben  Bnimmrll  was  obliged  lo  retire  to  France,  he 
I knew  no  French,  and  having  tgilained  a grammar  for  the 
I purpose  of  study,  our  friend  Scrope  Davies  was  asked  what 
pro/r^**  Brummell  had  made  in  French : he  responded,  * that 
I Brummell  had  (>ci*n  stoptied,  like  Ououa|tarte  in  Kiisiia,  by  the 
I eJemenit.  1 have  put  this  pun  into  Beppo,  which  is  ' a fair 




ezdtange  and  no  robbery  t * for  Scrope  made  hli  fortune  at 
•everai  dinuert  (as  he  owned  himself),  by  repeating  occasion* 
ally,  as  his  own.  some  of  the  buffbooeries  with  which  1 had 
eoeeuntered  him  in  the  morning.'*  — Diary  I82l.] 

* P*  like  Sylla,  I have  always  believed  that  all  things  de. 
pCTMi  upon  Fortune,  and  nothing  upon  ourselves.  I am  txM 
aware  of  any  one  thought  or  aetkm.  worthy  of  being  called 
good  to  myself  or  others,  which  Is  not  to  he  attributed  to  th« 
good  goddess  — Fortune  t *' — Byron  Diary,  1821.  ] 

* (In  the  margin  oftbeorlglnalMS.  Lord  Byron  has  written 
— " January  19th,  1818.  TcMBorrow  wlS  be  a Sunday,  and 
fhU  Ridotto."! 
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BEPPO. 


LXIX. 

While  Laura  thus  was  seen,  and  seeing,  smllini;. 

Talking,  she  knew  not  why»and  cared  not  what. 

So  that  her  female  friends,  with  enry  broiling, 

Beheld  her  ain  and  triumph,  and  all  that ; 

And  well-dress’d  males  still  kept  before  her  ftling, 

And  passing  bow’d  and  mingled  with  her  chat; 
More  than  the  rest  one  person  seem’d  to  stare 
With  pertinacity  that 's  rather  rare, 

LXX. 

He  was  a Turk,  the  colour  of  mahogany  ; 

And  Laura  saw  him,  and  at  first  was  glad, 

Because  the  Turks  so  much  admire  phllog)ny, 
Although  thflr  usage  of  their  wives  is  sad ; 

TIs  said  they  use  no  better  than  a dog  any 
Poor  woman,  whom  they  purchase  like  a pad ; 

They  have  a number,  though  they  ne’er  exhibit  ’em, 
Four  wives  by  law,  and  concubines  “ad  libitum. '* 

LXXL 

They  lock  them  up,  and  veil,  and  guard  them  daily, 
They  scarcely  can  behold  their  male  relations, 

So  that  their  momenta  do  not  pass  so  gaily 

As  is  supposed  the  case  with  northern  nations; 
Confinement,  too, must  make  them  look  quite  palely; 

And  as  the  Turks  abhor  long  conversations. 

Thdr  days  are  either  pass'd  in  doing  nothing. 

Or  nursing,  making  love,  and  clothing. 

Lxxn. 

They  cannot  read,  and  so  don’t  U'5p  in  criticLm ; 

Nor  write,  and  so  they  don’t  affect  the  muse  ; 

Were  never  caught  In  epigram  or  witticism, 

Hsv'e  no  romances,  semu>ns,  plays,  reviews,— 

In  barams  learning  soon  would  make  a pretty  schism ! 

But  luckily  these  beauties  are  no  •*  Blues,'* 

No  bustling  Botherbys  have  they  to  show  ’em 
“ That  charming  passage  in  the  last  new  poem . ” 

LXXIIL 

I No  solemn,  antique  gentleman  of  rhyme. 

Who  having  angled  all  his  life  for  fame, 

I And  gettl.ig  but  a nibble  at  a time. 

Still  fussUy  keeps  fishing  on,  the  tame 
Small  “ Triton  of  the  minnows,’'  the  sublime 
Of  roed.ocrity,  the  furious  tame, 

The  echo’s  echo,  usher  of  the  school 
Of  female  wits,  boy  bards  — in  short,  a fool  I 

LXXIV. 

A stalking  omcle  of  awful  phrase, 

Theapprosing “ Gooti!^  (bynomcanscoon  Inlaw), 
Bumming  like  flies  around  the  newest  blase, 

The  bluest  of  bluebottles  you  e’er  saw, 

Teasinc  with  blame,  excruciating  with  praise. 

Gorging  the  little  fame  he  gets  all  raw, 

Translating  tongues  he  knows  not  even  by  letter. 

And  sweating  plays  so  middling,  bad  were  better. 

LXXV. 

One  bates  an  author  that  *s  (lU  anthor,  fellows 
In  foolscap  uniforms  turn’d  up  with  Ink, 

So  very  anxious,  clever,  fine,  and  jealous. 

One  don't  know  what  to  say  to  them,  or  think, 
Unless  to  puff  them  with  a pair  of  bellows ; 

Of  coxcombry's  worst  coxcombs  e’en  the  pink 
Are  preferable  to  these  shreds  of  paper, 

These  unquench’d  snufBngs  of  the  midnight  taper. 


LXXVI. 

Of  these  same  wc  sec  several,  and  of  others. 

Men  of  the  world,  who  know  the  world  like  men, 
Scott.  Rogers,  Moore,  and  all  the  better  brothers. 

Who  think  of  something  else  besides  the  i>on  ; 

But  for  the  chlldn'n  of  the  •*  mighty  mother's," 

The  would-be  wits  and  can’t-be  gentlemen, 

I leave  them  to  their  daily  “ tea  is  ready," 

Smug  coterie,  and  literary*  lady.  * 

LXXYII. 

The  poor  dear  Mussulwomen  whom  I mention 
Have  none  of  these  instructive  pleasant  i>eopIe, 

And  one  would  seem  to  them  a new  Invention, 
Unknown  as  bells  within  a Turkish  steeple  j 
I think  *t  would  almost  be  worth  while  to  pension 
I (Though  best-sown  prqjtKrts  very  often  reap  111) 

A missionary  author,  just  to  preach 
Our  ChrUtiw  usage  of  the  parts  of  speech 
LXXVHL 

No  chemistry  for  them  unfolds  her  gases, 

No  metaphysics  are  let  loose  In  lectures, 

No  circulating  library  amasses 

Religious  novels,  moral  talcs,  and  stricture* 

Upon  the  living  manners,  as  they  pass  us ; 

No  exhibition  glares  with  annual  pictures ; 

They  stare  not  on  the  stars  from  out  their  attics. 

Nor  deal  (thank  God  for  that !)  In  mathitnatics. 

LXXIX. 

Why  I thank  God  for  that  is  no  great  matter, 

1 have  my  reasons,  you  no  doubt  suppose, 

And  as,  perhaps,  they  would  not  highly  flatter, 

I’ll  keep  them  for  my  life  (to  come)  in  prose; 

I fear  I have  a little  turn  for  satire. 

And  yet  roethinks  the  older  that  one  grows 
Inclines  us  more  to  laugh  than  scold,  though  laughter 
Leaves  us  so  doubly  serious  shortly  after. 

LXXX 

Oh,  Mirth  and  Innocence  1 Oh,  Milk  and  Water  t 
Ye  happy  mixtures  of  more  happy  days ! 
j In  thesi*  sad  centuries  of  sin  and  slaughter, 

; Abominable  Man  no  more  allays 
His  thirst  with  such  pure  licverage.  No  matter, 

I love  you  both,  and  both  shall  have  my  praise : 

Oh,  for  old  Saturn’*  reign  of  sugur-candy  ! — 
Meantime  I drink  to  your  return  in  brandy. 

LXXXI. 

Our  I^ura’s  Turk  still  kept  his  eyes  iqMjn  her, 

> Loss  in  the  Mussulman  than  ChrUtian  way, 

, Which  sterns  to  say,  **  Maikxm,  1 do  you  honour. 

And  while  I please  to  stare,  y<»u’il  please  to  stay." 
Could  staring  win  a woman,  thb  had  won  her. 

But  Laura  could  not  thus  be  led  astray ; 

She  had  stood  fire  too  long  and  well,  to  boggle 
Even  at  this  stranger's  most  outlandish  ogle. 

LXXXU. 

The  moniing  now  was  on  the  i»int  of  breaking, 

A turn  of  time  at  which  I would  advise 
Ladles  who  have  been  dancing,  or  partaking 
In  any  other  kind  of  exercise, 

To  make  their  preparations  for  forsaking 
The  ball-room  ere  the  sun  begins  to  rise, 

Because  wben  once  the  lamps  and  candles  fkU, 

His  blushes  make  them  look  a little  pale. 

I rSolbine  can  be  clcrerer  than  thU  cauitic  little  diatribe, 
intrMucod  d propo*  of  the  life  of  Turkish  ladies  in  their 
baratns.  _ Jtrrmav.] 
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Lxxxni. 

I ‘ve  seen  some  bolls  and  revels  In  my  time, 

And  stay’d  them  over  for  some  silly  n-ason, 

And  then  1 look’d  (1  hope  it  was  no  crime) 

To  see  what  lady  best  stood  out  the  season ; 

And  though  I’ve  seen  some  thousands  in  their  prime, 
Lovely  and  pleasing,  and  who  still  may  please  on, 

I never  saw  but  one  (the  stars  withdrawn) 

Whose  bloom  could  after  dancing  dare  the  dawn. 

LXXXIV. 

The  name  of  this  Aurora  I 11  not  mention, 

Although  I might,  for  she  was  nought  to  me 
More  than  that  patent  work  of  God’s  invention, 

A charming  woman,  whom  wc  like  to  see  ; 

But  writing  names  would  merit  reprehension, 

Tet  if  you  like  to  And  out  this  fair  sAe, 

At  the  next  London  or  Parisian  ball 

Tou  still  may  mark  her  check,  out-blooming  all. 

LXXXV. 

Laura,  who  knew  It  would  not  do  at  all 

To  meet  the  daylight  after  seven  hours'  sitting 
Among  three  thousand  people  at  a ball. 

To  make  her  curtsy  thought  It  right  and  fitting ; 
The  Count  was  at  her  elbow  with  her  sh.*iwl. 

And  they  the  room  were  on  the  point  of  quitting, 
When  lo  I those  cursed  gondoliers  ha<l  got 
Just  in  the  very  place  where  they  thovtd  not. 

LXXXVT. 

In  this  they  ’re  like  our  coachmen,  and  the  cause 
Is  much  the  sanie—the  crowd,  and  ptdiing,  hauling. 
With  blasphemies  enough  to  break  their  jaws, 

They  make  a never  intermitted  baw  ling. 

At  home,  our  Bow-street  gemmen  keep  the  laws, 

And  here  a sentry  stands  within  your  calling ; 

But  for  all  that,  there  is  a deal  of  swearing. 

And  naiLseous  words  past  mentioning  or  bearing. 

LXXXVII. 

The  Count  and  I^ura  found  their  bt»t  at  last, 

And  homeward  floatad  o’er  the  silent  tide, 
Discussing  all  the  dances  gone  and  past ; 

The  dancers  and  their  dresses,  too,  beside; 

Some  little  scandals  eke : but  all  aghast 
(As  to  their  palace  stairs  the  rowera  glide) 

Sate  Laura  by  the  side  of  her  Adorer,  ‘ 

When  lo  ! the  Mussulman  was  there  before  her. 

LXXXVIIL 

**  Sir,”  said  the  Count,  with  brow  exceeding  grave, 

“ Your  unexpected  presence  here  will  make 
It  necessary  for  myself  to  crave 

Its  Import?  But  perhaps 'Us  a mistake; 

I hope  It  is  so;  and,  at  once  to  waive 
All  compliment,  I hope  so  for  your  sake; 

Tou  understand  my  meaning,  or  you 
“ Sir,”  (quoth  the  Turk)  “ ’t  is  no  mistake  at  all : 

LXXXIX. 

” That  lady  Is  my  tri/rf”  Much  wonder  paints 
The  laily’s  changing  cheek,  as  well  U might ; 

But  where  an  Bnglishwomau  sometimes  faints, 

Italian  females  don’t  do  so  outright; 

They  only  call  a little  on  their  saints. 

And  then  come  to  themselves,  almost  or  quite  ; 
WTiich  saves  much  hartshom,salts,andsprinkUngfaces, 
And  cutting  stays,  as  usual  in  such  cases. 

< Sate  Laura  with  a kind  of  eomic  horrar.”..  MS.] 


xc. 

She  said,  — what  could  she  say  ? Why,  not  a word  : 
But  the  Count  courteously  invited  in 
The  stranger,  much  appeased  by  what  he  heard ! 

“ Such  things,  perhaps,  we ’d  best  dUcuas  within,** 
Said  he ; **  don’t  let  us  make  ourselves  absurd 
In  public,  by  a scene,  nor  raise  a din. 

For  then  the  chief  and  only  satisfaction 

Will  be  much  quiulng  on  the  whole  transaction.’* 

XCI. 

They  enter'd,  and  for  colTcc  call’d  — It  came, 

A beverage  for  Turks  and  Christians  both. 
Although  the  way  they  make  it’s  not  the  same. 

Now  Laura,  much  recover’d,  or  less  loth 
To  speak,  cries  “ Beppo ! what ‘s  your  pagan  n»rn*  y 
Bless  me  I your  beard  is  of  amazing  growth  1 
And  how  came  you  to  keep  away  so  long  ? 

Are  you  not  sensible ’t  was  very  wrong  ? 

XCIL 

“ And  are  you  rrally,  truly,  now  a Turk  ? 

With  any  other  women  did  you  wive  ? 
la ’t  true  they  use  their  fingers  for  a fork  ? 

Well,  that's  the  prettiest  shawl  — as  I*m  alive  I 
You  11  give  It  me  ? They  say  you  eat  no  pork. 

And  bow  so  many  years  did  you  contrive 
To — Bless  mel  did  I ever?  No,  I never 
Saw  a man  grown  so  yellow ! How ’s  your  liver? 

XCIII. 

” Bi*ppo ! that  beard  of  yours  becomes  you  not ; 

It  shall  l>e  shaved  before  you’re  a day  older: 

Why  do  you  wear  it?  Oh  ! I had  forgot— 

Pray  don’t  you  UUnk  the  weather  here  is  colder  ? 
How  do  I look  ? Tou  shan't  stir  from  this  spot 
In  that  queer  dress,  for  fear  that  some  beholder 
Should  find  you  out,  and  make  the  story  known. 

How  short  your  hair  Is  I Lord  I how  gray  It 's  grown  I ** 

XCIV. 

What  answer  Beppo  made  to  these  demands 
Is  more  than  1 know.  He  was  cast  away 
About  where  Troy  stood  once,  and  nothing  stands ; 

Became  a slave  of  course,  and  for  his  pay 
Had  bread  and  bastinadoes,  til!  some  bands 
Of  pirates  landing  in  a neighbouring  bay. 

He  Join'd  the  rogue*  and  prosper'd,  and  b^me 
A renegado  of  Indifferent  fame. 

XCV. 

But  he  grew  rich,  and  with  his  riches  grew  so 
Keen  the  desire  to  see  his  home  again. 

He  thought  himself  in  duty  bound  to  do  so, 

And  not  be  always  thieving  on  the  main ; 

Lonely  be  felt,  at  tiroes,  as  Robin  Crusoe, 

And  so  he  hired  a vessel  coroe  from  Spain, 

Bound  for  Corfu : she  was  a fine  polacca, 

Mann'd  with  twelve  hands,  and  laden  with  tobacco. 

XCVI. 

Himself,  and  much  (Heaven  knows  bow  gotten !)  caah. 
He  then  embark'd,  with  risk  of  life  and  limb. 

And  got  clear  off,  although  the  attempt  was  rash ; 

He  said  that  Providence  protected  hbn  — 

For  my  part,  1 say  nothing,  lest  we  clash 
In  our  opinions  :.-~wen,  the  ship  was  trim. 

Set  sail,  and  kept  her  reckoning  fkirly  on. 

Except  three  days  of  calm  when  off  Cape  Bonn. 
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Thry  reach’d  the  Uland,  he  trui«feir'd  hU  ladbiftt 
And  self  and  live  stock,  to  another  bottom. 

And  pass’d  for  a true  Turkey-merchant,  trading 
With  goods  of  variotis  natnes.  but  I’ve  forgot  ’em. 
However,  he  got  off  by  this  evading. 

Or  else  the  people  would  perhaps  have  shot  him ; 
And  thus  at  Venice  • landed  to  reclaim 
His  wife,  religion,  house,  and  Christian  name. 

xcvni. 

His  wife  received,  the  patrlan  h rc-baptl*ed  him 
(He  made  the  church  a present,  by  the  wr.y)j 
He  then  threw  off  the  garments  which  disguised  him. 
And  borrow'd  the  Count’s  smallclothes  for  a day  : 


HU  Mends  the  more  for  hU  long  absence  prised  him, 
Finding  he'd  wherewithal  to  make  them  gay, 

With  dinners,  where  he  oft  became  the  laugh  of 
them. 

For  stories-— but  I don't  believe  the  half  of  them. 

xerx. 

Whate'er  his  youth  had  suffer'd,  his  old  age 

With  wealUi  and  talking  make  him  some  amends ; 
Though  Laura  sometimes  put  him  in  a rage, 

I've  beard  the  Count  and  he  were  always  Mends. 
My  pen  is  at  the  bottom  of  a page. 

Which  being  flnUh’d,  here  the  story  ends ; 

’Tls  to  be  wish’d  it  had  been  sooner  done. 

But  stories  somehow  lengthen  when  begun.  ^ 


manppn: 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

**  Cklui  qui  remplissait  alors  cette  place  ^tait  un 
gentllbomme  Folonais,  nonun^  Maicppa,  mi  dans  le 

’ C”  Vau  me,"  wy»  Lord  Byron,  In  a letter  «Tittra  In 
} IR20.**  fur  a volume  of  Manners, &c.  on  tuly.  Periiaps  lam 

in  the  ease  to  know  more  of  them  than  most  KnRluhmeo. 

I became  I hare  lived  aroonj;  the  natives,  and  In  parts  of  the 
j cnunlry  where  Englishmen  never  resided  before  (I  speak  of 
I Hotnagna  and  this  place  particularly)  t but  there  are  many 
I reasons  why  1 do  not  choose  to  treat  in  print  on  such  a subject. 
Their  monJ  is  not  your  moral } their  lire  is  not  your  life  ; you 
would  not  understand  it : it  Is  not  English,  nor  French,  nor 
j German,  which  you  would  all  undersund.  Ihe  conventual 
j education,  the  cavalier  servitude,  the  habits  of  thought  and 
I living,  are  so  entirely  difTerent,  and  the  difTerence  becomes  so 
much  more  striking  the  more  you  live  Intimately  with  them, 
that  I know  not  how  to  make  you  comprehend  a people  who 
■re  at  once  temperate  and  profligate,  serious  in  their  characters 
ai»d  buflboDS  in  their  amusements,  capable  of  Impressions  snd 
I passiotu,  which  are  at  once  ttuidm  and  durahif  , what  you  find 
' in  no  other  nation],  and  who  actually  have  no  society  (what 
I w«  would  call  so),  as  you  mar  see  by  their  comedies;  Uiey 
have  DO  real  coro^y,  not  even  tn  Goluoal,  and  that  is  bs^use 
they  have  no  society  to  draw  it  from.  Their  convcnaiioul 
are  not  society  at  all.  Tliey  go  to  the  theatre  to  talk,  and  into 
company  to  bold  their  tongues.  The  women  sit  in  a circle, 
and  the  men  gather  Into  groupi^r  they  play  at  dreary  .faro,  i 
or  * lotto  reale,' for  small  sums.  Their  scadirmie  are  concerts  ' 
like  our  own,  with  better  music  ar>d  more  form.  Their  beat  i 
things  are  the  carnival  balls  and  masquerades,  when  every  I 
t^y  nras  iuIkI  fur  six  weeks.  After  their  dinners  and  suppers 
they  make  extempore  verses  and  buffoon  one  another  ; Iwt  it 
U in  a humour  which  you  would  not  enter  into,  ye  of  the  tK>rth. 
— in  their  houses  It  Is  better.  As  for  the  women,  from  the 
fisherman's  wife  up  to  the  nobil  daina,  their  system  lias  Its 
rules,  and  Ita  fitnesses,  and  Its  decorums,  so  as  to  be  reduced 


paUtinat  de  PodoHe : U av^t  vU  4leve  page  de  Jean 
Ca.simir,  et  avail  pria  a sa  cour  quelque  teinture  dea 
belles-lettres.  Une  intrigue  qu’il  eut  dans  sa  jeunesse 
avec  la  femme  d’un  gcntilbomnie  Poloiuls  ayant  6te 

Intelligible  object  t— a mere  ^ece  of  lively  and  loquacious 
prattling,  in  short,  upon  all  kinu  of  frivolous  subjects,  — a surl 


of  gay  and  desultory  babbling  about  Italy  and  Englancl,  Turks, 
halls,  literature,  and  fish  sauces.  But  still  there  is  something 
Very  engaging  In  the  uniform  gaiety,  politeness,  and  good 
humour  of  the  author,  and  romething  still  more  striking  and 
admirable  tn  the  matchless  facility  with  which  he  has  cast  into 
regular,  and  eveu  difficult,  versification  the  iinmtngled.  un- 


haUs,  literature,  and  fish  sauces.  But  still  there  is  something 
Very  engaging  In  the  uniform  gaiety,  politeness,  and  good 
humour  of  the  author,  atid  romething  still  more  striking  and 
admirable  tn  the  matchless  facility  wi 


I more  striking  and 


tenacious,  and  leairms  as  furies,  not 


Ittiog  their  lovers 


even  to  marry  if  they  can  help  it.  and  keeping  them  always  heart  of  the  Ukraine,  and  being  there  picked  up  Iw  Kwne 

dote  to  them  in  public  as  In  private,  whenever  they  can.  In  Cossacks,  In  a state  apparently  of  utter  hopelessness  and  ex- 
short,  they  transfer  marriage  to  adultenr,  and  strike  the  haustloo.  recorered,  and  lived  to  be  long  after  the  prince  and 


to  a kind  of  discipline  or  nose  at  hearts,  which  admits  few 
deviations,  unless  you  wish  to  lose  it.  They  are  extremely 
tenacious,  and  Icalrms  as  furies,  not  permitting  their  lovers 
even  to  marry  ii  they  con  help  it.  and  keeping  them  always 
dote  to  them  in  public  as  in  private,  whenever  they  can.  in 
•liort,  they  transfer  marriage  to  adultetr,  and  strixe  the  not 
out  of  that  commandment  'llie  reason  us,  that  they  marry  for 
tb^  parents,  and  love  tor  Utemselvea  They  exact  Odelitr 
ftiooi  a lover  as  a debt  of  honour,  while  they  pay  the  husbend 
as  a tradesman,  that  is,  not  at  all.  You  hear  a person's 
character,  male  or  female,  canvassed,  not  as  depending  on  their 
ct^uct  to  their  husbaTsds  or  wives,  but  to  their  ra {stress  or 
lover.  If  1 wrote  a quarto,  I dont  know  that  I could  do  more 
than  amplify  what  1 nave  here  noted."} 

* [This  extremely  clever  and  amusing  performance  afibrds 
a vc^  cofiosu  and  c<>mplete  specimen  of  a kind  of  dktlon  and 
composition  of  which  our  English  literature  has  hitherto 
preeeqted  very  few  examples.  It  is.  In  itself,  abeoluteiy  a 
thing  of  nothug  — without  story,  characters,  •entimenU,  or 


constrainni,  ami  unsdected  lan^piageofthcmost  light,  familiar, 
andordlnar)  cunrorsatiom  With  great  skill  and  felicity,  he 
has  furnished  us  with  an  example  of  about  une  hundred 
stanias  of  c<iod  verse,  entirely  com  posed  of  common  words,  in 
their  romirun  places  : never  presenting  us  with  one  sprig  of 
what  is  called  poetical  diction,  or  even  making  use  of  a single 
inversion,  either  to  raise  the  style  or  assist  the  rhyme,  but 
running  on  In  an  Inexhaustible  series  of  good  easy  colloquial 
phrases,  am!  finding  them  fall  into  verse  by  some  unaccountable 
arnl  happy  fatality.  In  this  great  ami  characteristic  quality  it 
is  almost  Invarlanty  excellent.  In  some  nthcr  respects,  it  It 
more  unequal.  About  one  half  is  as  good  os  possible,  in  the 
style  to  which  It  belongs ; the  other  half  bears,  perhaps, 
too  many  marks  of  that  haste  with  which  tueh  a work  must 
neceuarily  be  written.  Some  passages  are  mther  too  snappish, 
and  some  run  too  much  on  the  cheap  and  rather  plebeioo 
humour  of  out-of-the-way  rhymes,  and  stronge-sounding  words 
aod  epithets.  But  the  greater  part  is  extremely  pleasaat, 
amiable,  and  gentlemanlike.  — Jerraav.] 

> rThe  following  **  lively,  spirited,  and  pleasant  tale,"  os  Mr. 
GIlTbrd  calls  it.  on  the  margin  of  the  MS.,  «-as  written  In  the 
autumn  of  1818.  at  Ravenna.  We  extract  the  following  from 
a reriowal  of  the  time:— MatRepA  is  a very  fine  and 
spirited  sketch  of  a very  n<dde  itorr,  and  is  every  way  worthy 
of  its  author.  The  story  is  a well-known  orse ; namely,  Uist 
of  the  yuung  Pole,  who,  being  bound  naked  on  the  back  of  a 
wild  horse,  on  account  of  on  intrigue  with  the  lady  of  a certain 
great  noble  of  his  conntry,  was  carried  by  his  steed  into  the 
heart  of  the  Ukraine,  and  being  there  picked  up  by  some 
Cossacks,  In  a sute  apparently  of  utter  hopelessness  and  ex- 
haustloo.  recovered,  aod  lived  to  be  long  after  the  prince  aod 
leader  of  the  nation  among  whom  he  had  arrived  in  this 
extraordinary  manner.  Lord  Byron  has  represented  the 
strange  and  wild  iDddenti  of  this  adventure,  as  being  related 
in  a half  serious,  half  sportive  way.  by  Maxeptta  himself,  to  no 
lest  a person  than  Charles  the  Twelfth  of  aweden,  tn  some 
of  whose  last  campaigns  the  Cossack  Hetman  took  a distln- 
fished  part.  He  tells  it  during  the  desolate  bivousek  of 
Charles  and  the  few  friends  who  fled  with  him  towards 
Turker,  after  the  bloody  overthrow  of  Pultowa.  There  is 
not  a little  of  beauty  and  gracefulnesa  in  this  way  of  BotOng 
the  picture ; — the  am  of  Maseppa— the  calm,  praetbM 
indlmrence  with  which  he  now  lubmlci  to  the  worst  of 
fortune’s  deeds  — tbe  heroic,  unthinking  ooUnees  of  the  royal 
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ddcoavertet  le  maii  le  fit  Uer  tout  im  lur  un  cheval 
ferouche,  et  le  Uisea  aller  eu  cet  Le  cbeval, 

qul  6tait  da  pays  de  TDlcnUne,  y retounia,  et  y porta 
Maieppa,  deml-niort  de  fktlgue  et  dc  laim.  Quel-  | 
ques  paysaiu  le  eecounuvnt : il  mta  long-terns  parml  i 
eux,  et  se  signala  dans  plusleurs  courses  contre  let 
Tartam.  La  superiority  de  ses  lumieres  lui  donna 
une  grande  consideration  parmi  les  Coeaques : sa 
reputation  s’augmentant  de  jour  en  Jour  obUgea  le 
Czar  4 le  frire  Prince  de  rUkraine.*'-— VoLTAiaa, 
Hist,  de  Charies  XII.  p.  196. 

•*  Le  roi  fuyant,  ct  poursuivi,  eut  son  cheval  tu6 
sous  lui : le  Colonel  Oleta,  bless4,  et  perdant  tout 
son  sang,  lui  donna  le  sien.  Alnsl  on  remit  deux 
fois  k cheval,  dans  sa  fulte,  ce  conqu^rant  qui  n’avalt 
pu  y roonter  pendant  la  bataille.” — P.  216. 

**  Le  roi  alia  par  un  autre  chemin  avec  quelques 
cavaliers.  Le  carmsse  ou  il  ytait  rompit  dans  la 
marche;  on  le  remit  k cheval.  Pour  comble  de 
disgrace,  U s'^gara  pendant  la  nult  dans  un  bols  \ la, 
son  courage  ne  pouvant  plus  supplecr  a ses  forces 
ypuisyes,  let  douleurs  de  sa  blessore  devenues  plus 
insupportables  par  la  fhtlgue,  son  cheval  ytant  tomb4 
de  lassitude,  U se  coucha  quelques  beures  au  pied 
d'un  arbre,  en  danger  d'etre  surpris  a tout  moment 
par  les  valnqueurs,  qul  le  dierchalent  de  tons  cotya.'* 
— P.  218.  * 


*T  WAS  after  dread  Pultowa’s  day. 

When  fortune  left  the  ro)*al  Swede, 
Around  a slaughter’d  army  lay. 

No  more  to  combat  and  to  bleed. 
The  power  and  glor)’  of  the  war, 

Faithless  as  their  vain  votaries,  men. 
Had  pass’d  to  the  triumphant  Czar, 
And  Moscow’s  walls  were  safe  again, 
rntil  a day  more  dark  and  drear, 

And  a more  memorable  year. 

Should  gi^*e  to  slaughter  and  to  shame 
A mightier  host  and  haughtier  name ; 
A greater  wreck,  a deeper  fall, 

A shock  to  one — a thunderbolt  to  all. 


Such  was  the  hazard  of  the  die ; 

The  wounded  Charles  was  taught  to  fly 
By  day  and  night  through  fleld  and  flood. 
Stain’d  with  hU  own  and  sulyccts'  blood ; 

For  thousands  fell  that  flight  to  aid : 

And  not  a voice  was  heard  t' upbraid 
Ambition  In  his  humbled  hour. 

When  truth  had  nought  to  dread  from  power. 
HU  hone  was  slain,  and  Gicta  gave 
His  own — and  died  the  Russians'  slave. 


This  too  sinks  after  many  a league 
Of  well  sustain’d  but  vain  flitigue ; 

And  in  the  depth  of  forests,  darkling 
The  watch-flres  in  the  distance  sparkling — 
The  beacons  of  surrounding  fb^  — 

A king  must  lay  his  limbs  at  length. 

Are  these  the  laurels  and  repose 
For  which  the  nations  str^  their  strength  ? 
They  laid  him  by  a savage  tree. 

In  outworn  nature's  agony ; 

HU  wounds  were  stiff — bU  limbs  were  stark- 
The  heavy  hour  was  chill  and  dark ; 

The  fever  in  his  bl(M)d  forbade 
A transient  slumber's  fitful  aid : 

And  thus  it  was ; but  yet  through  all, 
KingUke  the  monarch  bore  bU  fall. 

And  made,  in  thU  extreme  of  ill. 

His  pangs  the  vassals  of  his  will : 

AU  ^ent  and  subdued  were  they, 

As  once  the  nations  round  him  lay. 


A band  of  chlefii ! — alas!  how  few. 

Since  but  the  fleeting  of  a day 
Had  thinn'd  it;  but  this  wreck  was  tnie 
And  chivalrous : upon  the  clay 
Each  sate  him  down,  aU  sad  and  mute. 

Beside  his  monarch  and  bU  steed. 

For  danger  levels  man  and  brute, 

And  aU  are  feUows  in  their  need. 

Among  the  rest,  Maseppa  made 
HU  pillow  in  an  old  oak’s  shade  — 

Himself  M rough,  and  scarce  leas  old. 

The  Ukraine's  Uetmaa,caljn  and  bold  ; 

But  first,  outspent  with  this  long  course. 

The  Cossack  prince  rubb’d  down  hU  horse. 
And  made  for  him  a leafy  bed. 

And  imooth’d  hU  fetlocks  and  hU  mane. 
And  slack'd  his  girth,  and  stripp’d  hU  rein. 
And  joy'd  to  see  bow  well  he  fed ; 

For  until  now  be  had  the  dread 
His  wearied  courser  might  refuse 
To  browse  beneath  the  midnight  dews : 

But  he  was  hardy  as  his  lord. 

And  Utile  cared  for  bed  and  board ; 

But  spirited  and  docile  too, 

Wbate’er  was  to  be  done,  would  do. 

Shaggy  and  swift,  and  strong  of  limb, 

AU  Tartar-Ilke  he  carried  him  ; 

Obey’d  his  voice,  and  came  to  call. 

And  knew  him  in  the  midst  of  aU : 

Though  thousands  were  around, — and  Night, 
Without  a star,  pursued  her  flight, 

That  steed  flrom  sunset  until  dawn 
His  chief  would  follow  like  a fawn. 


This  done,  Muoppa  spread  his  ctoah. 

And  laid  his  lance  beneath  hla  oak. 

Felt  if  his  arms  in  order  good 

The  long  day's  march  had  well  withstood  — . 

If  still  the  powder  fill'd  the  pan, 

And  flints  unloosen'd  kept  their  lock  — 


malroan  to  whom  he  iipeaki  — (he  dreary  and  fierilous  *c- 
eofDpanlmenti  of  the  scene  around  the  speaker  and  the 
•udicoce. oil  root  ributc  to  throw  a very  striking  charm  l>oth 
of  preparation  and  of  contrast  over  the  wild  story  of  the 
Hstasaa.  Nuthtog  con  be  more  beautiful,  in  like  manner, 


than  the  account  of  the  love ~ the  guilty  love  _ the  frulU  of 
which  had  been  so  rairaculo\is.*’J 


* fFor  someauthenticandintrrestlngMrttctiUrsconcemior 
the  Hetman  Maseppoi,  see  Barrow's  '*  Mcn>i)ir  of  the  Llic  m 
Peter  the  Great.**j 
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I HU  ubre’f  talU  and  scabbard  Mt, 

And  wnethrr  tbejr  bad  chafed  hU  belt  — » 

And  next  the  venerable  man, 

I From  out  hU  havresack  and  can, 

I Pretiared  and  spread  bis  slender  stock ; 

And  to  the  monarch  and  his  men 
The  whole  or  portion  oflbr'd  then 
W ith  &r  less  oif  inquietude 
Than  courtlrrs  at  a banquet  would. 

And  Charles  of  this  hU  slender  share 
With  smiles  partook  a moment  there, 

To  force  of  cheer  u greater  show. 

And  teem  above  both  wounds  and  woe ; 

And  then  be  said  — **  Of  all  our  band, 

Though  firm  of  heart  and  strong  of  hand. 

In  skirmish,  march,  or  forage,  none 
Can  less  have  said  or  more  have  done 
Than  thee,  Maaeppa ! On  the  earth 
So  6t  a pair  bad  never  birth. 

Since  Alexander's  da}’S  till  now, 

As  tbf  Bucephalus  and  thou: 

All  Scythia’s  fame  to  thine  should  yield 
! For  pricking  on  o'er  flood  and  fleid. " 

I Maseppa  answer’d  111  beside 

The  school  wherein  I I ram  d u>  ride  1” 

Quoth  Charles  — **  Old  Hetman,  wherefore  to. 
Since  thou  hast  leam'd  the  art  so  well  ? '* 

I Maseppa  said — **  *Twcre  long  to  tell ; 

And  we  have  many  a league  to  go, 

With  every  now  and  then  a blow. 

And  ten  to  one  at  laut  the  foe. 

Before  our  tteedt  may  grate  at  ease. 

Beyond  the  swlfc  Borysthencs : 

And,  tire,  your  limbs  have  need  of  rest, 

I And  1 wlU  be  the  sentinel 

Of  thU  your  troop." — **  But  I request," 

Said  Sweden’s  monarch,  “ thou  wilt  tell 
I ThU  tale  of  thine,  and  I may  reap. 

Perchance,  from  thU  the  boon  of  sleep ; 

For  at  thU  moment  fh>m  my  eyes 
^ The  hope  of  present  slumber  flies." 

“ Well,  tire,  with  luch  a hope,  I ’ll  track 
I My  seventy  years  of  memor}'  back : 

1 think 'twas  In  my  twentieth  spring,— 

{ Ay,  twas,— when  Caalmir  was  king— 

John  Casimir,  — I was  his  page 
Six  summers,  in  my  earlier  age : 

A learned  monarch,  faith  ! was  he, 

And  most  unlike  your  mgjesty : 

He  made  no  wars,  and  did  not  gain 
New  realms  to  lose  them  back  again ; 

And  (save  debates  In  Warsaw's  diet) 

He  reign’d  in  most  unseemly  quiet ; 

Mot  that  he  had  no  cares  to  vex ; 

He  loved  the  muses  and*  the  sex ; 

And  sometimes  these  so  fro  ward  arc. 

They  made  him  srUh  himself  at  war ; 

But  toon  hU  wrath  being  o'er,  he  bwk 
Another  mistress,  or  new  book ; 

And  then  be  gave  prodigious  fetes  — 

All  Warsaw  gather'd  round  hU  gates 
To  gase  upon  hU  splendid  court. 

And  dames,  and  chiefs,  of  princely  port : 

I He  was  the  PolUh  Solomon, 

So  sung  hU  poets,  all  but  one. 

Who,  being  unpension'd,  made  a satire. 

And  booided  he  could  not  flatter. 


It  was  a court  of  Jousts  and  mimes. 

Where  every  courtier  tried  at  rhymes ; 

Even  I for  once  produced  some  verses, 

And  sign'd  my  odes  * IVs|>alrlng  Thyrsis.  ’ 
There  was  a certain  Palatine, 

A count  of  far  and  high  descent. 

Rich  as  a salt  or  silver  mine ; ' 

And  he  was  proud,  ye  may  divine. 

As  if  from  heaven  he  had  been  sent : 

He  had  such  wealth  in  blood  and  ore 
As  few  could  match  beneath  the  throne  ; 
And  he  would  gaxe  upon  hU  store, 

And  o’er  hU  pedigree  would  pore. 

Until  by  some  confiuion  ted. 

Which  almost  look’d  like  want  of  head. 

He  thought  their  merits  were  hU  own. 

HU  wife  was  not  of  bU  opinion  ; 

HU  junior  she  by  thirty  years, 

Grew  daily  tired  of  bU  dominion  ; 

And,  after  wishes,  b(^>es,  and  fears, 

To  virtue  a few  fhrewell  tears, 

A restless  dream  or  two,  some  glances 
At  Warsaw’s  youth,  some  songs,  and  dances, 
Awaited  but  the  usual  chances. 

Those  happy  accidents  which  render 
The  coldest  dames  so  very  tender. 

To  deck  her  Count  with  titles  given. 

T U said,  as  passports  Into  heaven  ; 

But,  strange  to  tay,  they  rarely  boost 
Of  these,  who  have  deserved  t^m  most. 


V. 

**  I was  a goodly  stripling  then ; 

At  seventy  yean  1 so  may  say. 

That  there  were  fow,  or  boyt  or  men, 

Who,  in  my  dawning  time  of  day, 

Of  vaslal  or  of  knight’s  degree. 

Could  vie  in  vanities  with  me  ; 

For  I bad  strength,  youth,  g*aiety, 

A port,  not  like  to  this  ye  sec. 

But  smooth,  as  all  U rugged  now ; 

For  time,  and  care,  and  war,  bare  plough'd 
My  very  soul  fioro  out  my  brow ; ^ 

And  thus  I should  be  disavow’d  | 

By  ill  my  kind  and  kin,  could  they 
Compare  my  day  and  yesterday  ; i 

ThU  change  was  wrought,  too,  long  ere  age  | 

Had  ta'en  my  features  for  hU  page  : 

With  years,  yc  know,  have  not  declined 
My  strength,  my  courage,  or  my  mind, 

Or  at  thU  hour  I should  not  be 
Telling  old  tales  beneath  a tree. 

With  starless  skies  my  canopy. 

But  let  me  on  : Theresa’s  form  — 

Methlnks  it  glides  before  me  now, 

Betsveen  me  and  yon  chestnut's  bough. 

The  memory  is  so  quick  and  warm  ; .t 

And  yet  I find  no  srords  to  tell  I 

The  shape  of  her  I loved  so  well : j| 

She  had  the  Asiatic  eye,  |' 

Sueh  as  our  TurkUb  neighbourhood. 

Hath  mingled  with  our  PolUb  blood. 

Dark  as  above  us  U the  sk)' ; 

I This  comparisoo  of  a "Mtfmloe'*  may,  perhaps,  be 
permitted  to  a Pole,  at  tbe  wealth  of  the  country  consUtt 
gr^y  In  tbe  salt  taioes. 
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But  through  It  stole  a tender  light. 

Like  the  first  mooniise  of  midnight ; 

Large,  dark,  and  swimming  in  the  stream, 
Which  seem’d  to  melt  to  iU  own  beam  ; 

Ail  love,  half  languor,  and  half  Are, 

Like  saints  that  at  the  stake  expire. 

And  lift  their  raptured  looks  on  high, 

As  though  It  wc»e  a joy  to  die. ' 

A brow  like  a midsummer  lake. 

Transparent  with  the  »un  therein. 

When  waves  no  murmur  dare  to  make. 

And  heaven  beholds  her  face  within. 

A cheek  and  Up — but  why  proceed  ? 

I loveti  her  then  — I love  her  still ; 

And  such  as  1 am,  love  Indeed 

In  fierce  extremes  — in  good  and  UL 
But  stiU  we  love  even  in  our  rage. 

And  hauntctl  to  our  very  age 
With  the  vain  shadow  of  the  past. 

As  Is  Mazeppa  to  the  last. 

VI. 

« We  met  — we  gazed  — I saw,  and  sigh’d. 

She  did  not  speak,  and  yet  replied ; 

There  are  ten  thousand  tones  and  signs 
We  hear  and  see,  but  none  defines  — 
InvoIuntar>*  sparks  of  thought. 

Which  strike  from  out  the  heart  o’erwrought. 
And  form  a strange  Intelligence, 

Alike  mysterious  and  Intense*, 

Which  link  the  burning  chain  that  binds. 
Without  their  will,  young  hearts  and  minds  : 
Conveying,  as  the  electric  wire, 

Wc  know  not  how,  the  absorbing  fire. 

I saw,  and  sigh’d  — in  silence  wept. 

And  still  reluctant  distance  kept. 

Until  I was  made  known  to  her, 

And  we  might  then  and  there  confer  t 
Without  suspicion  — then,  even  then, 

1 long'd,  and  was  resolved  to  speak ; 

But  on  ray  lips  they  died  again. 

The  accents  tremulous  and  weak, 

Until  one  hour.  — There  Is  a game, 

A frivolous  and  foolish  pUy, 

Wherewith  we  while  away  the  day ; 

It  Is  — I have  forgot  the  name  — 

And  we  to  this,  it  seems,  were  set. 

By  some  strange  chance,  which  I forget: 

I reck’d  not  If  1 won  or  lost, 

It  wa«  enough  for  me  to  be 
So  near  to  hear,  and  oh  I to  see 
The  being  whom  I loved  the  mosL 
I watch’d  her  as  a sentinel, 

(May  ours  this  dark  night  watch  as  well !) 

Until  I saw,  and  thus  it  was, 

That  she  was  pensive,  nor  perceived 
Her  occupation,  nor  was  grieved 
Nor  glad  to  lose  or  gain ; but  still 
Play’d  on  for  houre,  as  If  her  will 
Tet  bound  her  to  the  place,  though  not 
That  hers  might  be  the  winning  lot  • 

Then  through  my  brain  the  thought  did  pai 
Even  as  a flash  of  lightning  there, 

That  there  was  something  in  her  air 
Which  would  not  doom  me  to  despair ; 

I ^ UatU  U proTM  a joy  to  dta.**  — MS.] 


And  on  the  thought  my  words  broke  forth. 
All  Incoherent  as  they  were; 

Their  eloquence  was  little  worth. 

But  yet  she  listen’d  — 't  is  enough  — 

Who  listens  once  will  listen  twice  ; 

Her  heart,  be  sure,  is  not  of  Ice, 

And  one  refusal  no  rebuff. 


VIL 

I loved,  and  was  beloved  again  — 

They  tell  me,  Mre,  you  never  knew 
Those  gentle  frailties  ; if ’t  Is  true, 

I shorten  all  my  joy  or  pain ; 

To  you 't  would  seem  absurd  as  vain  ; 

But  all  men  are  not  bom  to  reign. 

Or  o’er  their  passions,  or  as  you 
Thus  o'er  themselves  and  nations  toa 
I am  — or  rather  was  — a prince, 

A chief  of  thousands,  and  could  lead 
Them  on  where  each  would  foremost  bleed  ; 
But  could  not  o'er  myself  evince 
The  like  control  — But  to  resume  : 

I loved,  and  was  beloved  again  ; 

In  sooth,  it  is  a happy  doom. 

But  yet  where  happiest  ends  in  pain. 

We  met  In  secret,  and  the  hour 
Which  led  me  to  that  lady’s  bower 
Was  flery  Expectation’s  dower. 

My  days  and  nights  were  nothing  — ail 
Except  that  hour  which  doth  rec^ 

In  the  long  lapse  from  youth  to  age 
No  other  like  itself:  I’d  give 
The  Ukraine  back  again  to  live 
It  o'er  once  more,  and  be  a page. 

The  happy  page,  who  was  the  lord 
Of  one  soft  heart,  and  his  own  swoni, 

And  had  no  other  gem  nor  wealth 
Save  nature’s  gift  of  youth  and  health. 

We  met  in  secret  — doubly  sweet. 

Some  say,  they  find  it  so  to  meet ; 

I know  not  that  — I would  have  given 
My  life  but  to  have  call'd  her  mine 
In  the  full  view  of  earth  and  heaven ; 

For  I did  oft  and  long  repine 
That  we  could  only  meet  by  ttealth. 


VIII. 

“ For  lovers  there  are  many  eyes. 

And  such  there  were  on  us ; — the  devil 
On  such  occasions  should  be  civil  — 

The  devil  1 — F m loth  to  do  him  wrong, 

It  might  be  some  untoward  saint. 

Who  would  not  be  at  rest  too  long. 

But  to  his  pious  bile 'gave  vent  — 

But  one  fair  night,  some  lurking  spiea 
Surprised  and  seized  us  both. 

The  Count  was  something  more  than  wroth  - 
I was  unarm’d ; but  if  in  steel. 

All  cap-^pie  from  head  to  heel. 

What  ’gainst  their  numbers  could  I do  7 
T was  near  his  castle,  fiir  away 
From  city  or  fTom  succour  near, 

And  almost  on  the  break  of  day  ; 

t [ ■ **  but  not 

For  that  which  we  had  both  forgot.'’— M.S.] 
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1 did  Dot  think  to  m«  viother, 

II7  moments  leem'd  reduced  to  few ; 
And  with  one  prefer  to  Merf  Mother, 
And,  it  nuf  be,  a laint  or  two, 

Ai  1 resign'd  me  to  my  fote. 

They  led  me  to  the  castle  gate : 

Theresa's  doom  1 neTer  knew, 

Our  lot  was  henceforth  separate. 

An  angry  man,  ye  may  opine. 

Was  he,  the  proud  Count  Palatine ; 

And  he  bad  reason  good  to  be. 

But  he  was  moat  enraged  lat  such 
An  accident  should  chance  to  touch 
Upon  bis  future  pedigree ; 

Nor  less  amased,  that  such  a blot 
His  noble  'scutcheon  should  have  got. 
While  he  was  highest  of  his  line  ; 

Because  unto  himself  he  seem'd 
The  first  of  men,  nor  less  he  deem'd 
In  others'  eyes,  and  roost  in  mine^ 

Sdeath ! with  a pag«  ^ perchance  a king 
Had  reconciled  Um  to  the  thing ; 

But  with  a stripling  of  a page  — 

1 felt,  but  cannot  paint  his  rage. 


**  * Bring  forth  the  horse  i '~the  horse  was  brought; 
In  truth,  he  was  s noble  steed, 

A Tartar  of  the  Ukraine  breed, 

MTho  look'd  as  though  the  speed  of  thought 
Were  In  his  limbs ; but  he  was  wild, 

Wild  as  the  wild  deer,  and  untaught. 

With  spur  and  bridle  undefllcd  — 

*T  was  but  a day  he  had  been  caught ; 

And  snorting,  with  erected  mane, 

And  struggling  fiercely,  but  in  vain. 

In  the  full  foam  of  wrath  and  dread 
To  me  the  descrt-bom  was  led  : 

They  botmd  me  on,  that  menial  throng; 

Upon  bis  back  with  many  a thong  ; 

Then  loosed  him  with  a sudden  lash  — 

Away  I away  ! — and  on  we  dash  ! 

Torrrats  less  rapid  and  less  rash. 


« Away  I — away  ! — My  breath  was  gone  — 
I saw  not  where  be  hurried  on  : 

’Twas  scarcely  yet  the  break  of  day. 

And  on  be  foam’d  — away  i — away  i — 

The  last  of  human  sounds  which  rose. 

As  I was  darted  fVom  my  foes, 

Was  the  wild  shout  of  savage  laughter. 

Which  on  the  wind  came  roaring  after 
A moment  from  that  rabble  rout  t 
With  sudden  wrath  1 vrrench'd  my  head, 

And  snapp’d  the  cord,  which  to  the  mane 
Had  bound  my  neck  in  lieu  of  rein. 

And,  writhing  half  my  form  about. 

Howl’d  back  my  curse ; but  'midst  the  tread. 
The  thunder  of  ray  courser's  speed, 

Perchance  they  did  not  hear  nor  heed  : 

It  vexes  me  — for  I would  fkin 
Have  paid  their  insult  back  again. 

1 paid  it  well  in  after  days : 

There  is  not  of  that  castle  gate, 

Its  drawbridge  and  portcullis’  weight, 
moae,  bar,  moat,  bridge,  or  barrier  left ; 


Nor  of  its  fields  a blade  of  graaa, 

Save  what  grows  00  a ridge  of  wall. 

Where  stood  the  hearth-stone  of  the  hall ; 
And  many  a time  ye  there  might  pass. 

Nor  dream  that  e’er  that  fortress  was. 

I saw  Its  turrets  in  a blase, 

Their  crackling  battlements  all  cleft, 

And  the  hot  lead  pour  down  like  rain 
From  off  the  scorch’d  and  blackening  roof, 
Whose  thickness  was  not  vengeance-prod 
They  little  tboiight  that  day  of  pain, 
When  launch’d,  as  on  the  lightning's  flash, 
They  bade  me  to  destruction  da«b. 

That  one  day  I should  come  again, 

With  twice  five  thousand  horse,  to  thank 
The  Count  for  his  uncourteous  ride. 

They  play'd  me  then  a bitter  prank, 

When,  with  the  aild  horse  for  my  gxUde, 
They  bound  me  to  his  foaming  flank  : 

At  length  I play’d  them  one  as  frank  — 

For  time  at  last  sets  all  things  even  — 

And  if  we  do  but  watch  the  hour. 

There  never  yet  was  human  power 
Which  could  eviuie.  If  unforglven. 

The  patient  search  and  vigil  long 
Of  him  who  treasures  up  a vrrong. 


**  Avray,  away,  my  steed  and  I, 

Upon  the  pinions  of  the  wind. 

All  human  dwellings  left  behind  : 

We  sped  like  meteors  through  the  sky, 
When  vrith  its  crackling  sound  the  night 
Is  chequer'd  with  tbe  northern  light : 

Town  — village  — none  were  on  our  track. 
But  a wild  plain  of  for  extent. 

And  bounded  by  a forest  black ; 

And,  save  the  scarce  seen  battlement 
On  distant  heights  of  some  strong  bold, 
Against  the  Tartars  built  of  old, 

No  trace  of  man.  The  year  before 
A Turkish  anny  had  march'd  o’er ; 

And  where  tbe  Spahi's  hoof  bath  trod, 

The  verdure  flies  the  bloody  sod ; 

The  sky  was  dull,  and  dim,  and  gray. 

And  a low  breexe  crept  moaning  by  — 

I could  have  answer'd  with  a sigh  — 

But  fiut  we  fled,  away,  away, 

And  I could  neither  sigh  nor  pray  ; 

And  my  cold  sweat-drops  fell  like  rain 
Upon  the  courser's  bristling  mane ; 

But,  snorting  still  with  rage  and  fear, 

He  flew  upon  his  far  career : 

At  times  I almost  thought,  Indeed, 

He  must  have  slacken'd  in  his  speed ; 

But  no  — my  bound  and  slender  frame 
Was  nothing  to  his  angry  might, 

And  merely  like  a spur  became : 

Each  motion  which  I made  to  free 
My  swoln  limbs  from  their  agony 
Increas'd  his  fury  and  affright ; 

I tried  my  voice,  — 'twas  &lnt  and  low, 
But  yet  he  swerv'd  ns  from  a blow ; 

And,  starting  to  each  accent,  sprang 
As  from  a sudden  trumpet’s  clang : 
Meantime  my  cords  were  wet  with  gore. 
Which,  oozing  through  my  Umba,  ran  o'er ; 
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And  In  inf  tongue  the  thirst  became 
A someth^  fierier  &r  than  fiame. 


**  We  near’d  the  wild  wood  — *t  was  so  wide, 
I saw  no  bounds  on  either  side  ; 

*T  was  studded  with  old  sturdy  trees. 

That  bent  not  to  the  roughest  brecae 
Which  howls  down  from  Siberia’s  waste, 

And  strips  the  forest  in  its  haste,  — 

But  these  were  few  and  far  between, 

Set  thick  with  shrubs  roorc  young  and  green, 
Luxuriant  with  their  annual  leaves, 

Ere  strown  by  those  autumnal  eves 
That  nip  the  forest’s  foliage  dead, 

Discolour'd  with  a lifeless  red. 

Which  stands  thereon  like  sUfi’en'd  gore 
Upon  the  slain  when  battle 's  o'er. 

And  some  long  winter's  night  ba^  shed 
Its  frost  o'er  every  tombless  bead, 

So  cold  and  stark  the  raven's  beak 
May  peck  unpierced  each  frosen  cheek : 

'T  was  a wild  waste  of  underwood. 

And  here  and  there  a chestnut  stood. 

The  strong  oak,  and  the  hardy  pine  ; 

But  far  apart  — and  well  it  were. 

Or  else  a different  lot  were  mine  — 

The  boughs  gave  way,  and  did  not  tear 
My  limbs  j and  I found  strength  to  bear 
My  wounds,  already  scarr'd  with  cold  — 

My  bonds  forbade  to  loose  my  hold. 

We  rustled  through  the  leaves  like  wind. 

Left  shrubs,  and  trees,  and  wolves  behind ; 
By  night  I heard  them  on  the  track, 

Their  troop  came  hard  upon  our  back. 

With  their  long  gallop,  which  can  tire 
The  hound's  deep  hate,  and  hunter's  fire  : 
Where'er  we  flew  they  follow'd  on. 

Nor  left  us  with  the  morning  sun ; 

Behind  I saw  them,  scarce  a rood. 

At  day.break  winding  through  the  wood. 

And  through  the  night  had  heard  their  feet 
Their  stealing,  rustling  step  repeat 
Oh  I bow  I wish'd  for  spear  or  sword. 

At  least  to  die  amidst  the  horde, 

And  perish  — if  it  must  be  so — 

At  bay,  destroying  many  a foe ! 

When  first  my  courecr’s  race  begun, 

I wish’d  the  goal  already  won ; 

But  now  I doubted  strength  and  speed. 

Vain  doubt  I his  swift  and  savage  breed 
Had  nerved  him  like  the  mountaln.roc ; 

Nor  faster  ftlls  the  blinding  snow 
Which  whelms  the  peasant  near  the  door 
Whose  threshold  be  shall  cross  no  more. 
Bewilder’d  with  the  daazling  blast. 

Than  through  the  forest-paths  he  pass'd  — 
Untired,  untamed,  and  worse  than  wild ; 

Ail  furious  as  a favour’d  child 
Balk'd  of  its  wish ; or  fiercer  still  — 

A woman  piqued— who  has  her  will. 


**  The  wood  was  pass'd  ; ’t  wu  more  than  noon, 
But  chill  the  air,  although  in  June ; 


Or  it  might  be  my  veins  ran  cold 

Prolong’d  endurance  tames  the  bedd ; 

And  1 was  then  not  what  1 seem. 

But  headlong  a*  a wintry  stream, 

And  wore  my  feelings  out  before 
I well  could  count  their  causes  o'er : 

And  what  with  fbry,  fear,  and  wrath. 

The  tortures  which  beset  my  path. 

Cold,  hunger,  sorrow,  shame,  distiesa, 

Thus  bound  in  nature's  nakedness ; 

Sprung  from  a race  whose  rising  blood 
When  stirr'd  beyond  its  calmer  mood, 

And  trodden  hani  upon,  is  like 
The  rattle-snake’s,  in  act  to  strike. 

What  marvel  if  this  worn-out  trunk 
Beneath  Its  woes  a moment  sunk  7 
The  earth  gave  way,  the  skies  roll'd  round, 
I seem'd  to  sink  upon  the  ground ; 

But  err'd,  for  I was  lastly  bound. 

My  heart  turn’d  sick,  my  brain  grew  sore. 
And  throbb'd  awhile,  then  beat  no  more : 
The  skies  spun  like  a mighty  wheel ; 

I saw  the  trees  like  drunkards  reel. 

And  a slight  flash  sprang  o’er  my  eyes, 
Which  saw  no  ftirther : be  who  dies 
Can  die  no  more  than  then  I died. 
O'ertortured  by  that  ghastly  ride, 

I felt  the  blackness  come  and  go. 

And  strove  to  wake ; but  could  not 
My  senses  climb  up  from  below : 

I felt  as  on  a plank  at  sea. 

When  all  the  waves  that  dash  o’er  thee. 

At  the  same  time  upheave  and  whelm, 

And  hurl  thee  towards  a desert  realm. 

My  undulating  life  was  as 
The  fkneied  lights  that  flitting  pass 
Our  shut  eyes  in  deep  midnight,  when 
Fever  begins  upon  the  brain ; 

But  soon  it  pass’d,  vrith  little  pain. 

But  a confusion  worse  than  such : 

1 own  that  1 should  deem  It  much, 
X>ylng,  to  feel  the  same  again ; 

And  yet  I do  suppose  wc  must 
Feel  ftr  more  ere  we  turn  to  dust : 

No  matter ; I have  bared  my  brow 
Full  In  Death's  face— before— and  now.  ^ 


“ My  thoughts  came  back ; where  was  1 7 Cold. 

And  numb,  and  giddy : pulse  by  pulse 
Life  reassumed  its  lingering  hold. 

And  throb  by  throb,- till  grown  a 
Which  for  a moment  would  comnibe. 

My  blood  reflow’d,  though  thick  ami  chill ; 
Hy  ear  with  uncouth  noises  rang, 

My  heart  began  once  more  to  thrill ; 

My  sight  return’d,  though  dim ; alas  1 
And  thicken'd,  as  it  were,  with  glass. 

Metboughf  the  dash  o(  waves  was  nigh ; 

There  was  a gleam  too  of  the  sky. 

Studded  with  stars ; — it  is  no  dream ; 

The  wild  horse  swims  the  wilder  stream  I 
The  bright  broad  river's  gushing  tide 
Sweeps,  winding  onward,  far  and  wide. 
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And  we  are  lulf-way,  struggling  o’er 

Rose  crimson,  and  deposed  the  stars, 

To  jron  unknown  and  silent  shore. 

And  call’d  the  radiance  from  tfadr  cars,  ^ 

The  waters  broke  my  hollow  trance. 

And  fill’d  the  earth,  from  his  deep  throne. 

And  with  a temporary  strength 

Witb  lonely  liutn,  all  hb  own. 

Mjr  stlflien’d  limbs  were  rebaptiaed. 

1 ' My  Conner's  broad  breast  proudly  bram, 

xvu. 

1 And  dtsbes  off  the  ascendi^  wares, 

Up  rose  the  sus ; the  mists  were  curl’d 

And  onward  we  adrance  I 

Back  frt»n  the  solitary  world 

1 We  reach  the  slippery  shore  at  length. 

Which  lay  around  — behind  — before. 

1 A haren  I but  little  prised. 

What  booted  it  to  trererse  o’er 

For  all  behind  was  dark  and  drear. 

Plain,  forest,  river  ? Man  nor  brute. 

And  all  before  was  night  and  fear. 

Nor  dint  of  hoof,  nor  print  of  foot. 

1 How  many  hours  of  night  or  day 

Lay  In  tbe  wild  luxuriant  soil ; 

In  those  suspended  pangs  1 lay. 

Mo  sign  of  travel  — none  of  toll ; 

I could  not  tell ; 1 scarcely  knew 

The  very  air  was  mute ; 

1 If  this  were  human  breath  I drew. 

And  not  an  Insect’s  shrill  small  bom, 
Mor  matin  bird’s  new  voice  was  home 

XV. 

From  herb  nor  thicket  Many  a went. 

ji  With  glossy  skin,  and  dripping  mane, 

Panting  as  If  his  heart  would  bunt 

1 1 And  reeling  limbs,  and  reeking  flank. 

The  weary  brute  stUl  stagger’d  on ; 

1 The  wild  steed's  sinewy  ncrres  still  strain 

And  still  we  were— or  seem’d— alone. 

1 Up  the  repelling  bank. 

At  length,  while  reeling  on  our  way, 

1 We  gain  the  top : a boundless  pl^ 

Metbought  I heard  a courser  neigh, 

: ' Spreads  through  the  shadow  of  the  night, 

From  out  yon  tuft  of  blackening  firs. 

And  onward,  onward,  onward,  seems, 

Is  it  the  nind  those  branches  stin  ? 

1 Like  precipices  In  our  dreams, 

Mo,  no ! from  out  tbe  forest  prance 

To  stretch  b^ond  the  sight ; 

A trampling  troop ; I see  ^em  come  1 

! 1 And  here  and  there  a speck  of  white. 

In  one  vast  squadron  they  advance  t 

1 Or  scatter'd  spot  of  dusky  green. 

I strove  to  cry  — my  Ups  were  dumb. 

In  masses  broke  Into  the  light. 

The  iteeda  ruah  on  in  plunging  pride ; 

As  rose  the  moon  upon  my  right : 

But  where  are  they  tbe  reins  to  guide  t 

But  nought  distinctly  seen 

A thousand  horse  — and  none  to  ride  1 

In  the  dim  waste  would  Indicate 

With  flowing  tail,  and  flying  mane, 

The  omen  of  a cottage  gate ; 

Wide  nostrils — never  stretch’d  by  pain, 

1 Mo  twinkling  taper  from  afor 

Mouths  bloodless  to  the  bit  or  rein, 

1 : Stood  like  a hospitable  star ; 

And  feet  that  iron  never  shod. 

1 Mot  even  an  Ignis-fatuus  rose 

And  unscarr’d  by  spur  or  rod, 

To  make  him  merry  with  my  wo« : 

> j That  very  cheat  had  cheer'd  me  then! 

liike  waves  that  follow  o’er  the  sea, 

Although  detected,  welcome  still. 

Came  thickly  thundeiing  on, 

Reminding  me,  through  every  ill. 

As  If  our  faint  approach  to  meet ; 

Of  the  abodes  of  men. 

Tbe  sight  re-nerved  my  courser's  (beV 
A moment  staggering,  feebly  fleet. 

XVL 

A moment,  with  a faint  low  neigh, 

**  Onward  we  went— but  slack  and  slow ; 

Be  answer'd,  and  then  fell ; 

His  savage  force  at  length  o'erspent, 

With  gasps  and  glazing  eyes  he  lay. 

The  drooping  courser,  &lnt  and  low. 

And  reeking  limbs  immoveable, 

All  feebly  foaming  went 

His  first  and  last  career  is  done  1 

A sickly  infent  had  bad  power 

On  came  the  troop— they  saw  him  stoc^ 

To  guide  him  forward  In  that  hour ; 

They  saw  me  strangely  bound  along 

But  Qselesa  all  to  me : 

His  back  with  many  a bloody  thong : 

His  new-born  tameness  nought  avail'd  — 

They  stop  — they  start  — they  snuff  tbe  air, 

My  limbs  were  bound ; my  force  had  fell’d, 

Gallop  a moment  here  and  there. 

Perchance,  had  they  been  ftee. 

Approach,  retire,  wheel  round  and  round. 

mth  feeble  effort  still  I tried 

Then  plunging  back  with  sudden  bound. 

To  rend  the  bonds  so  starkly  tied, 

Headed  by  one  black  mighty  steed. 

But  stIU  It  was  in  vain ; 

Who  seem’d  the  patriarch  of  his  breed, 

My  limbs  were  only  wrung  tbe  more. 

Without  a bingte  speck  or  hair 

And  soon  the  idle  strife  gave  o’er. 

Of  white  upon  liis  shaggy  bide ; 

Which  but  prolong'd  their  pain : 

They  snort — they  foam — neigh — swerve  asid^ 

The  dizxy  race  seem'd  almost  done. 

And  backward  to  tbe  forest  fly. 

Although  no  goal  was  nearly  woo : 

By  instinct,  from  a human  eye. 

Some  streaks  announced  the  coming  sun— 

They  left  me  there  to  my  despair, 

How  slow,  alas  I he  came  I 

Link’d  to  the  dead  and  stlfTcnlng  wretch. 

Metbou^ht  tbkt  milt  of  dawning  gray 

Whose  Ufsless  limbs  beneath  roc  stretch. 

W'ould  never  dapple  Into  day ; 

How  heavily  It  roll'd  away— 

t P*  Rom  crimsoo,  aod  forbad  U;e  start 

Before  tbe  eastern  flame 

To  sparkle  In  tbelr  radiant  con.**  — MSO 
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Rcliered  from  that  unwonted  weight. 

1 taw  his  sring  through  twilight  lilt,  j 

From  whence  1 could  not  extricate 

And  once  so  near  me  be  alit  I 

Nor  him  nor  me  — and  there  we  lajr 

I could  have  smote,  but  lack'd  the  strength ; 

The  dying  on  the  dead  i 

But  the  slight  motion  of  my  hand,  [ 

1 little  deem’d  another  day 

And  feeble  scratching  of  the  sand. 

Would  see  my  houseless,  helpless  bead. 

The  exerted  throat's  faint  struggling  noise. 
Which  scarcely  could  be  call'd  a voice, 
Together  scared  him  off  at  length. 

And  there  from  mom  till  twilight  bound. 

1 know  no  more  — ray  latest  dream 

I felt  the  heavy  hours  toll  round. 

Is  something  of  a lovely  star 

With  just  enough  of  life  to  sec 

Which  fix'd  my  dull  eyes  from  afar, 

Hy  last  of  suns  go  down  on  me, 

And  went  and  came  with  wandering  team. 

In  hopeless  certainty  of  mind. 

And  of  the  cold,  dull,  swimming,  dense 

That  makes  us  feel  at  length  resign’d 

Sensation  of  recurring  sense. 

To  that  which  our  foreboding  yean 

And  then  subsiding  back  to  death, 

Present  the  wont  and  last  of  fean  : 

And  then  again  a little  breath, 

Inevitable  — even  a boon. 

A little  thrill,  a short  suspense,  ' 

Nor  more  unkind  for  coming  soon, 

An  Icy  sickness  curdling  o'er 

Yet  shunn'd  and  dreaded  with  such  care, 

My  heart,  and  sparks  that  crow’d  my  brain  — . 

Aj  if  it  only  were  a snare 

A gasp,  a throb,  a start  of  pain,  ' 

That  prudence  might  escape: 

At  times  both  wish'd  for  and  Implored, 
At  times  sought  with  self>polnted  sword, 

A s^h,  and  nothing  more.  ! 

! 

Tet  still  a dark  and  hideous  close 

XIX.  ! 

To  even  intolerable  woes, 

**  1 woke  — >Ybcrc  was  1 ? — Do  I see  , 

And  welcome  in  no  shape. 

A human  face  look  down  on  me  ? 

And,  strange  to  say,  the  sons  of  pleasure, 

And  doth  a roof  above  me  close? 

They  who  have  revell'd  beyond  measure 

Do  these  limbs  on  a couch  repose  ? , 

In  beauty,  wassail,  wine,  and  treasure. 

Is  thb  a chamber  where  I lie  ? 

Die  calm,  or  calmer,  oft  than  he 

And  b U mortal  yon  bright  eye. 

Whose  heritage  was  misery ; 

That  watches  me  with  gentle  glance  ? 

For  he  who  bath  in  turn  run  through 

1 dosed  my  own  again  once  more, 

All  that  was  beautiful  and  new. 

As  doubtful  that  iny  former  trance 

Hath  nought  to  hope,  and  nought  to  leave ; 

Could  not  as  yet  be  o’er. 

And,  save  the  fhturc.  (which  is  view’d 

A slender  girl,  long-hair'd,  and  tall. 

Not  quite  as  men  are  base  or  good. 

Sate  watching  by  the  cottage  wall ; 

But  as  their  nerves  may  be  endued,) 

The  st»arkle  of  her  eye  I caught. 

With  nought  perhaps  to  grieve: 

Even  with  my  first  return  of  thought ; 

The  wretch  still  hoj)cs  his  woes  must  end. 

For  ever  and  anon  she  threw 

And  Death,  whom  he  should  deem  bis  friend. 

A prying,  pitying  glance  on  me 

Appears,  to  bis  distemper'd  eyes, 

With  her  bUu:k  eyes  so  wild  and  free : 

Arrived  to  rob  him  of  his  prlie, 

1 gaxed,  and  gazed,  until  1 knew 

The  tree  of  hb  new  Panuli'^e. 

No  vision  it  coiUd  be, — 

To>moirow  would  have  given  him  ail. 

But  that  I lived,  and  was  released 

Repaid  bis  pangs,  repair'd  hU  full ; 

From  adding  to  the  vulture’s  feast : 

To-morrow  would  have  been  the  first 

And  when  the  Cossack  maid  beheld 

Of  day?  no  more  deplored  or  curst. 

My  heavy  eyes  at  length  unseal’d, 

But  bright,  and  long,  and  beckoning  years, 

She  srolM  — and  I essay'd  to  speak. 

Seen  daxzllng  through  the  mbt  of  tears. 

But  foil’d  — and  she  approach’d,  and  made  I 

Ouerdon  of  many  a painful  hour; 

With  lip  and  finger  signs  that  said, 

To-morrow  would  have  given  him  power 

I must  not  strive  as  yet  to  break 

To  rule,  to  shine,  to  smite,  to  save  — 

The  silence,  till  my  strength  should  be 

And  must  It  dawn  upon  hb  grave  ? 

Enough  to  leave  my  accents  free ; 

And  then  her  band  on  mine  she  laid. 
And  smooth'd  the  pillow  for  my  head. 

XVIII. 

And  stole  along  on  tiptoe  tread. 

**  The  sun  was  sinking  — still  I lay 

And  gently  oped  the  door,  and  spake 

Chain'd  to  the  chill  and  stiffening  steed ; 

In  whbi>crs — ne'er  was  voice  so  sweet ! 

1 thought  to  mingle  there  our  clay ; 

Even  music  follow'd  her  light  feet ; 

And  my  dim  eyes  of  death  had  need, 

But  those  she  call'd  were  not  awake. 

No  hope  arose  of  being  freed : 

And  she  went  forth ; but,  ere  she  pasa'd. 

I cast  my  last  looks  up  the  sky, 

Another  look  on  me  she  ca.st. 

And  there  bt-tween  me  and  the  sun 

Another  sign  she  made,  to  say. 

I saw  the  expecting  raven  fir, 

That  1 bad  nought  to  fear,  that  all 

Who  scarce  srould  wait  till  both  should  die, 

Were  near,  at  my  command  or  call, 

£rc  hb  repast  begun  ; 

And  she  would  not  delay 

He  flew,  and  perch’d,  then  flew  once  more. 

Her  due  return : — while  she  was  gone. 

And  each  time  nearer  than  before  ; 

Metbougbt  1 felt  too  much  alona. 
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CHRISTIAN  AND  HIS  COMRADES.^ 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

I Ths  foundation  of  the  foUowinK  story  will  be 
{ found  partly  in  Lieutenant  Blhrh’s  ” Narrative  of  the 
I Mutiny  and  Seisure  of  the  Bounty,  In  the  South 
Seas,  in  i7S9;"  and  partly  in  **  Miudner's  Account 
of  the  Tonga  Islands.  **  * 

Gfmoa,  1B33. 


trtie  IslanO. 


OAKTO  TBB  PIMT. 


I The  cloven  billow  flash’d  from  oflT  her  prow 
In  farrows  form’d  by  that  m^cstlc  plough ; 

' The  waters  with  their  world  were  all  before ; 
Behind,  the  South  Sea's  many  an  islet  shore. 
The  quiet  night,  now  dappling,  ’gan  to  wane, 
Dividing  darkness  fVom  the  dawning  main ; 

The  dolphins,  not  unconscious  of  the  day, 

Swam  high,  as  eager  of  the  coming  ray ; 

'The  stars  from  broader  beams  began  to  creep, 
And  lift  their  shining  eyelids  from  the  deep ; 
The  sail  resumed  its  lately  shadow’d  white. 

And  the  wind  flutter’d  with  a freshening  flight ; 
The  purjding  ocean  owns  the  coming  sun. 

But  ere  he  breah — a deed  is  to  he  done. 


I Tm  morning  watch  was  come  ; the  vessel  lay 
I Her  ccursc,  and  gently  made  her  liquid  way ; 

* C“  Charlei.  having  perrolred  that  the  dav  wa«  lost,  and 
that  hit  oalj’  chance  of  safety  wu  to  rrttre  with  the  iitmnil 
prrdpttatlon,  cufTered  himself  to  he  monnte<l  ou  horiehaek, 
and  with  the  remains  of  hit  army  fled  to  a place  railed  Pere- 
y^io^hna.  titiuted  in  the  angle  lorroed  by  the  jimrtlon  of  the 
Vortkla  and  the  Hurysthenet.  llere.arcumpanied  by  Maieppa, 
and  a few  hundreds  of  his  followers.  Charirs  twain  over  the 

river,  and  nr«>c>'eding  over  a desolate  coimtry,  io 
danger  of  perishing  with  hunger,  at  length  reached  tlie  lh»g. 
where  he  was  hlmlly  recefred  by  (he  Turkish  pacha.  Tin* 
Husstan  envoy  at  the  Sublime  Porte  demamUst  that  Mase|>na 
should  l>e  delivered  op  to  1‘eter;  but  the  old  Hetman  of  tm* 
Cntsacks  escapetl  this  fate  by  taking  a disease  which  haitcued  , 
bis  death/’—  liAaaow’r  Prirr  /Ac  Great,  pp.  19fi— anS.] 
i b i(”P^»lhle  not  to  suspect  that  lh«  Port  hail  tome 
drcumslances  of  his  own  pi'rsonal  history  in  Ms  mind.  wlu*n 
he  porirayeil  the  fair  Polish  TAcresd,  her  vouthtul  lover,  ami 
the  jealous  rage  of  the  old  Count  Palatine.  J 

* C”  The  Island”  was  written  at  Genoa,  early  in  the  year 
IIS,  and  publuhed  In  the  June  following.^ 

* rWe  are  taught  by  'l*he  Book  of  sacred  history,  that  the 
dtiooedieoce  u(  our  first  parents  entaUed  on  oor  gluoa  of  •arUi 


The  gallant  chief  within  bis  cabin  slept. 

Secure  in  those  by  whom  the  watch  was  kept : 

A sinful  and  a sufThrine  race.  In  our  time  there  has  sprung 
up  from  the  most  abandoned  of  this  sinful  family— from 
pirates,  mutineers,  and  murderers  — a little  society,  which, 
under  the  prt*rej»U  of  that  sacred  volume,  is  characterised  by 
religion,  tnoraliiy,  and  innocence.  The  discovery  of  this  happy 
)M*ople.  aj  unexpected  as  it  was  accidental,  and  all  that  reganis 
their  condition  and  hi»iury.  partake  so  much  of  the  romantic, 
as  tu  render  the  story  not  ill  adaptcsl  fur  an  epic  poem.  Lord 
Pyron,  indeed,  has  partioltr  treated  the  aubji-ct ; but.  by 
blending  two  incongruous  storic*.  and  leaving  both  of  them 
imperfect,  and  by  mixing  up  fact  with  fictiun,  Ims  been  less 
felicitous  than  usual ; for,  beautiful  as  many  passages  in  his 
“ l«l.vnd  ” arc.  In  a region  where  every  tree,  and  (lower,  aod 
founluin,  breathe  poetry,  yet,  as  a whole,  the  poem  Is  deficient 
In  dramatk  clT«-ct.  — Uar&uw.] 

* ^'l*he  bitlicTto  renktered  materials  of  (be  * F.ventful  HIs> 
tory  of  the  Mutiny  arxi  Piratical  Seiiiirc  of  the  Bouuty,”  with 
many  important  and  most  interesting  additions,  from  the  re- 
cords of  the  Admiralty,  and  tbe  family  papers  uf  Captain 
Hefw«x»d,  It.  N..have  lately  been  coilerted  and  arranged  by  Sir 
Jubn  B.irruw,  in  a little  volume,  to  which  the  readier  of  this 
poem  is  referred,  and  from  which  every  young  officer  of  tha 
navy  may  derive  valuable  tostruction.] 
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I IliA  «lrruns  were  of  Old  England’s  welcome  ihore, 
j Of  tolls  rewarded,  and  of  danf^era  o’er ; 

Ills  name  was  added  to  the  (glorious  roll 
Of  those  who  search  the  storm-surrounded  Pole. 

( The  worst  was  over,  and  the  rest  seem’d  sure,  * 

I And  why  should  not  his  slumber  be  secure  ? 

I I Alas  I his  deck  was  trod  by  unwilling  feet, 

j And  wilder  hantls  would  hold  the  veisel’s  sheet ; 

I Young  heart-'*,  which  languish’d  for  some  sunny  isle, 
Where  summer  years  and  summer  women  smile ; 

I Men  without  countr)-,  who,  too  long  eitranged. 

Hail  found  no  native  home,  or  found  it  changed, 
j And,  half  undvillsid,  preferr’d  the  cave 
j Of  some  soft  savage  to  the  uncertain  wave-.-* 

I Tlic  gushing  fhiits  that  nature  gave  untill’d ; 

The  wood  without  a path  but  where  they  will’d ; 

The  field  o’er  wliich  promLscuoiw  Plenty  pour’d 
I Her  horn ; the  ecpial  land  without  a lord  ; 

The  wish — which  ages  have  not  yet  suMued 
In  man  — to  have  no  master  save  his  mood;^ 

The  earth,  whose  mine  was  on  its  face,  unsold, 

The  glowing  sun  and  produce  all  its  gold ; 

The  freedom  which  can  call  each  grot  a home  ; 

The  general  garden,  where  all  stei*s  may  roam, 
WTiere  Nature  owns  a nation  as  her  child. 

Exulting  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  wild ; 

Their  shells,  their  fruits,  the  only  wealth  they  know, 
Their  unexploring  navy,  the  canoe ; 

Tbeir  sport,  the  dashing  breakers  and  the  chase ; 
Their  strangest  sight,  an  European  fkce : — 

Such  was  the  country  which  these  strangen  yearn’d 
To  sec  again ; a sight  they  dearly  earn’d. 

UL 

Awake,  bold  Bligb  1 the  foe  li  at  the  gate ! 

Awake  t awake  ! Alas ! it  Is  too  late ! 

Fiercely  beside  thy  cot  the  mutineer 

Stands,  and  proclaims  the  reign  of  rage  and  fear. 

Tliy  limbs  are  bound,  the  bayonet  at  thy  breast ; 

The  hands,  which  trembled  at  thy  voice,  arrest ; 
Dragg’d  o’er  the  deck,  no  more  at  thy  command 
The  obedient  helm  shall  veer,  the  sail  expand ; 

I savage  spirit,  which  would  lull  h}'  wrath 

I Its  desperate  escape  from  duty’s  path, 
j Glares  round  thee.  In  the  scarce  bcliering  eyes 
I Of  those  who  fear  the  chief  they  sacrifice : 

i 

j I A few  houn  before,  my  litustion  had  been  peculiarly 
I fl-UterinR : I had  a ship  in  Che  most  perfect  order,  stored  with 
, every  nccc*iary.  both  fur  health  and  service ; Uie  object  of 
the  voyage  was  attained,  and  two  thirds  of  It  now  romplried. 
'n>e  remaining  part  had  every  prospect  of  success."—  BtiOH.j 

* The  women  of  Otaheite  are  bandsome,  mi'd,  and 
cheerful  In  manners  and  conversation,  possessed  of  great  sen- 
sibllitr,  and  have  stifllrimt  dellcary  to  make  them  \k  admired 
and  bclov^,  The  chiefs  were  so  much  attached  to  our 
people,  tliat  they  rather  cncouro^red  theit  stay  among  them 

. than  otherwise,  aixl  even  made  them  promisei  of  larjte  poi- 
' sessions.  Umler  these  .and  many  other  concomitant  circum* 
stances.  It  ought  lurttiy  to  be  the  subject  of  surprise  that  a sot 
of  sailors,  most  of  them  void  of  connertions,  should  be  led 
Aw.vy,  where  they  had  the  power  of  fixmir  themseirei,  in  the 
midst  of  plenty,  In  one  of  Che  finest  islands  in  the  world,  where 
there  was  no  aeces.ity  to  labmir,  and  whore  the  allurements 
I of  dissipation  are  eet-tmti  any  cooceptioa  that  can  be  formed 
of  It."— DO 

• Just  before  sunrise,  while  1 was  yet  askep.  Mr.  Chris- 
tian. with  the  master  at  arms,  guiins'r’s  mate,  and  Thomas 
liurkUl,  se.vinan,  came  Into  my  raldn,  and.  selling  me,  tied 
my  hawU  with  a cord  liehind  my  Iwck,  threatening  me  with 
insUiit  death,  if  I s)«okc  or  masle  the  least  noise.  1 nermho- 
less  called  out  as  loud  as  1 could,  in  huptM  of  asslitance  { but 
the  officers  not  of  their  party  were  idready  secured  by  sen- 
tiuels  at  their  doors.  At  my  own  cabin  door  were  three  men, 
beiidi'S  the  four  « ithln : all  except  Christian  had  muskets  and 


CANTO 


For  ne'er  can  man  hU  cotudeDce  all  assuage, 

Unless  be  drain  the  wine  of  passion  — rage* 

IV. 

In  vain,  not  silenced  by  the  eye  of  deatli, 

Thou  call’st  the  loyal  with  thy  menaced  breath : — 

They  come  not ; they  are  few,  and,  overawed. 

Must  acquiesce,  while  sterner  hearts  applaud. 

In  vain  thou  dost  demand  the  cause : a curse 
Is  all  the  answer,  with  the  threat  of  worse. 

Full  In  thine  eyes  U waved  the  glittering  blade. 

Close  to  tby  throat  the  pointed  bayonet  laid. 

The  levell'd  muskets  circle  round  thy  breast 
In  hands  as  steel’d  to  do  the  deadly  rest. 

Thou  (larest  them  to  their  worst,  exclaiming ” Fire  l" 
But  they  who  pitied  not  could  yet  admire ; 

Some  lurking  remnant  of  their  former  awe 
Restrain'd  them  longer  than  their  broken  law; 

They  would  not  dip  their  souls  st  once  in  blood , 

But  left  thee  to  the  mercies  of  the  flood.  ’ 

V. 

**  Hoist  out  the  boat ! **  was  now  the  leader’s  C17  p 
And  who  dare  answer  **  No !”  to  Mutiny, 

In  the  first  dawning  of  the  drunken  hour, 

The  Sahimalia  of  imhoped-for  power? 

The  boat  is  lower’d  with  all  the  haste  of  hate, 

With  its  slight  plank  between  thee  and  thy  fate; 

Her  only  cargo  such  a scant  supply 
As  promises  the  death  their  hands  deny ; 

And  just  enofigh  of  water  and  of  bread 
To  keep,  some  days,  the  dying  from  the  dead : 

.Some  cordage,  canvas,  sails,  and  lines,  and  twine, 

But  treasures  all  to  hermits  of  the  brine. 

Were  added  alter,  to  the  earnest  prayer 
Of  those  who  saw  no  hope,  save  sea  and  air ; 

And  last,  that  trembling  vassal  of  the  Pole~ 

The  feeling  compass — Navigation's  souL  ^ 

VI. 

And  now  the  self-elected  chief  finds  time 
To  stun  the  first  sensation  of  his  crime. 

And  raise  it  In  his  followers  — **  Ho  i the  bowl ! **  ^ 

Lest  passion  should  return  to  reason's  shoal. 

" Brandy  for  heroes  Burke  could  once  exclaim— > 

No  doubt  a liquid  lalh  to  epic  fame  ; | 

bxyoneu  : he  bait  only  a cutlass.  I was  dragged  out  of  bed, 
and  forced  on  deck  In  my  shirt.  On  domandteg  the  reason  of  ' 
such  violenrr,  the  only  amwer  was  abuse  for  not  holding  my  ' j 
tongue.  The  boatswain  was  tlien  ordered  to  hoist  out  the  i 
launch,  accompanied  by  a threat,  if  he  did  not  doit  iiutantlv.  to 
take  care  of  hims*-lf  'the  boat  being  hoisted  ouu  Mr.  fley.  : 
ward  and  Mr.  Halkt,  twouf  the  midshipmen,  and  Mr.Samuel,  ' 
the  clerk,  were  ordered  Into  it  1 demanded  the  intenttoo  of  > 
giving  this  order,  and  endeavoured  to  I'ersu^o  the  people  ' 
near  me  not  to  persist  In  such  acts  of  rlolenrc ; but  it  was  to  j 
no  effect;  for  tite  constant  answer  was,  * Hold  your  longue,  1 
or  you  are  dead  this  moment ! ’ " — Btion.]  I 

* C**  The  l>oatswaJn  and  those  seamen  who  were  to  be  put  i 
Into  the  boat  were  allowed  to  collect  twine,  canvass,  tines,  1 
sails,  mrdage.  an  eigtiUaod'twenty.gallon  cask  of  water  , and  < 
Mr.  Samuel  gut  one  hundred  and  Bflr  pounds  of  bread,  with 

a small  quiuitity  of  rum  and  wine : alto  a quadrant  and  com- 
pass."  — U.j 

* ["  The  mutineers  having  thus  forced  those  of  the  seamen 

whom  they  wished  to  get  nd  of  into  the  boat,  Christian  dl. 
reeled  a dram  to  be  served  to  each  of  his  crew."  — B j I 

* fit  appears  to  hare  been  Dr.  Johnson  who  thus  gave  ] 
honour  to  Cognac.  — " He  was  persuaded,"  says  Uoswell,  “ to  ^ 
take  one  glass  <i(  claret.  He  shook  his  head,  and  said,  ‘ Poor 
stuff:  .-No,  Sir,  claret  (1  the  liquor  for  boys;  port  bw 
men ; ut  he  who  aspires  to  be  a liero  (smiling)  must  drink  ! 
brandy.'  " — Sc«  Botteell,  vuL  vUi.  p.  M.  cd.  1SSA3 
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And  »ucb  the  nev«born  beroe*  found  It  here. 

And  drain'd  tbc  draught  with  an  applauding  cheer. 

**  Uuua  t for  Otahetu  I**  was  the  C17. 

How  atimnge  such  shouts  from  sons  of  Mutiny ! 

The  gentle  Island,  and  the  genial  soil. 

The  friendly  hearts,  the  foasts  without  a toil. 

The  courteous  manners  but  from  nature  caught. 

The  wealth  unboarded,  and  the  love  unbought : 

Could  these  have  charms  for  rudest  sea-boys,  driven 
Before  the  mast  by  every  wind  of  heaven  ? 

And  now,  even  now  prepared  with  others’  woes 
To  earn  mild  Virtue  s vain  desire,  repose  7 
Alas  t such  is  our  nature  I all  but  aim 
At  the  same  end  by  pathways  not  the  same ; 

Our  means,  our  birth,  our  nation,  and  our  name, 

Our  fortune,  temper,  even  our  outward  frame. 

Are  far  more  potent  o'er  our  yielding  day  | 

Than  aught  we  know  beyond  our  little  day.  } 

Tet  still  there  whispers  the  small  voice  within,  | 

Heard  through  Oaiu's  silence,  and  o'er  Glory's  din : . 

Whatever  creed  be  taught  or  land  be  trod, 

Man's  conscience  is  the  oracle  of  God. 

VH. 

The  launch  is  crowded  with  the  faithful  few 
Who  wait  their  chief,  a melaiuboly  crew: 

But  some  remain'd  reluctant  on  tbc  deck 
Of  that  proud  vessel now  a moral  wreck  — 

And  view'd  their  captain's  fate  with  piteous  eyes: 
While  others  scoff’d  his  augur'd  mUcries, 

Sneer’d  at  the  prospect  of  bU  pigmy  sail. 

And  the  slight  bark  so  laden  aud  so  frail. 

The  tender  nautilus,  who  steers  hts  prow, 

The  sea-born  sailor  of  his  shell  canoo. 

The  ocean  Mab,  the  fair}*  of  the  sea, 

Seems  far  less  fragile,  and,  al:is ! more  free. 

He,  when  the  Ughtniug-wing'd  tornados  sweep 
The  surge,  is  safe  — his  port  1$  in  the  deep  — 

And  triumphs  o'er  tbc  arm:ulas  of  mankind, 

Wlilcb  shake  the  world,  yet  crumble  In  the  wind. 

vin. 

When  all  was  now  prepared,  the  vessel  clear. 

Which  hail’d  her  master  in  the  mutineer, 

I A seaman,  less  obdurate  than  hU  mates, 

.Sbow'd  the  vain  pity  which  but  irritates ; 

Watch'd  his  late  chieftain  with  exploriug  eye. 

And  told,  in  signs,  repentant  sympathy; 

Held  tbc  moist  shaddock  to  his  parched  mouth, 

Which  felt  exhaustion's  deep  and  bitter  drouth ; 

But  soon  observ'ed,  this  guardian  was  withdrawn. 

Nor  further  mercy  clouds  rebellion's  dawn.  > 

Then  forward  stepp’d  the  bold  and  fro^vard  boy  1 

His  chief  haul  cherish’d  only  to  destroy, 

And,  pointing  to  the  hclplru  prow  beneath, 

Exclaim'd,  Depart  at  once  1 delay  is  death  ! ” 

Yet  then,  even  then,  his  feelings  ceased  not  aiU  : 

In  that  last  moment  could  a word  recall 

* C"  Isaac  Martin,  1 uw,  hsd  nn  iiirliiutinn  to  «ui*C  me ; 
and  as  he  fed  m<*  with  nhaildork,  my  Up*  bein^  quite  parrhe<l,  > 
we  explained  each  other’t  imtimmta  by  lonlu.  But  this  wm  ' 
obeerved,  and  be  waa  reraaved.  He  thru  got  into  the  boat, 
but  waa  compelled  to  return. Bligii.] 

s Chriitlan  then  lald, ' Comt.',  Captjim  BUgh,  your  o(A-  { 
-eri  and  men  arc  now  in  the  boat,  and  you  mutt  go  with  : 
them  : if  you  attempt  to  make  the  leait  mlftance,  \ou  will 
Instantly  be  nut  to  death  and,  without  further  ecrc’iuony,  1 1 
was  forced  urer  Ute  sUie  by  a trilie  of  armed  rulAaii*,  where 
they  untied  tny  hamls.  Being  in  the  boot,  we  were  TM'riHl  | 
aatem  by  a rope.  A few  pieces  of  pork  were  throw  ji  to  us,  ] 


Remorse  for  the  black  deed  as  yet  half  done,  1 1 

And  what  he  bid  from  many  sbow’d  to  one ; , < 

When  BUgh  In  stem  reproach  demanded  where  || 

Was  now  bis  grateful  aense  of  former  care  ? 1 1 

Where  all  hit  hopes  to  see  his  name  aspire,  1 1 

And  blaion  Britan’s  thousand  glories  higher  ? 

His  feverish  lips  thus  broke  their  gloomy  s|tcU, 

**  'Tis  that ! 'tis  that  I I am  In  hell ! In  hcil  1'*  * 

No  more  he  said ; but  urging  to  the  bark 
His  chief,  commits  him  to  his  fragile  ark  ; 

These  the  sole  accents  from  bis  tongue  that  fell, 

But  volumes  lurk'd  below  his  tierce  farewell. 

IX  I 

The  arctic  sun  rose  broad  above  the  wave  ; i 

The  breexc  now  sank,  now  whisper’d  from  his  cave ; ■ 

As  on  the  .£olian  harp,  hU  fitful  wings 
Now  swcU’d,  now  AutUrr'd  o’er  his  ocean  strings. 

With  slow,  despairing  oar,  the  abandun’d  skiff 
Ploughs  iU  drear  progress  to  the  scarce-seen  cliff, 

Which  lifts  its  peak  a cloud  above  the  nudn : 

That  boat  and  ship  shall  never  meet  again  I 
But  *t  Is  not  mine  to  tell  their  Ule  of  grief, 

Their  constant  peril,  and  their  scant  relief ; 

Their  days  of  danger,  and  their  nights  of  pain ; 

Their  manly  courage  even  when  deem'd  in  vaip  ; 

The  sapping  famine,  rendering  scarce  a son 
Known  to  his  mother  in  the  skeleton ; 

The  ills  that  tessen'd  stlU  their  little  store, 

And  starved  even  Hunger  till  he  wrung  no  more  ; 

The  varying  frowns  and  favours  of  the  deep, 

That  now  almost  Ingulfs,  then  leaves  to  creep 
With  craxy  oar  and  shatter'd  strength  along 
The  tide  that  yields  reluctant  to  the  strong  ; 

The  incessant  fever  of  that  arid  thinit 
Which  welcomes,  as  a well,  the  cioudv  that  burst 
Above  their  naki*!!  bones,  and  feels  delicht 
In  the  cold  dnuichlng  of  the  stormy  night, 

And  from  the  outs;>tTrul  canvas  glaitly  wrings 
A drop  to  moisten  life's  all-ga.sptng  s;ning4 ; 

The  savage  foe  escajicd,  to  seek  again  1 

More  hospitable  shelter  from  the  main  ; 

The  ghastly  spectn^s  which  were  ikKira’d  at  lai»t  \ 

To  tell  as  true  a talc  of  dangers  {last,  j 

As  ever  the  dark  annals  of  the  deep 
Disclosed  for  man  to  dread  or  woman  weep. 

X. 

We  leave  them  to  their  fate,  but  not  uitknuwn 

Nor  unredress’d.  Revenge  may  have  her  own ; ! 

Roused  discipline  aloud  proclaims  their  cause. 

And  injured  navies  urge  their  broken  laws.  | 

Pursue  wc  on  his  track  the  nmtinctT, 

Whom  distant  vengeance  had  not  taiigiit  to  fear.  • 

Wide  o’er  the  wave  — away  I away  ! away  1 ■ 

Once  more  his  eyes  shall  hail  the  welcome  hay ; - 

Once  more  the  happy  shores  without  a law 
Receive  the  outlaws  whom  they  lately  »aw ; 

also  the  Tour  cutlasses.  Aftrr  having  bceo  kept  some  time  to 
make  sport  for  thrse  unfeeling  wretches,  and  luring  tiudrr- 
gime  much  ridicule,  we  were  at  length  cast  adrift  in  the  open 
tjceon.  Kighteen  persons  were  with  uiu  in  the  boot.  When 
we  were  seut  away,  * liusca  for  Otolicite  1*  was  frequently 
heard  among  the  mutineers.  Christian,  tlie  chief  nr  them, 
was  of  a respectable  family  in  the  north  of  KugUud.  While  . 
th^  were  forcing  me  out  of  the  ship,  I asked  him  whether 
this  was  a proper  return  for  the  many  iiifttaiu-es  he  l»o<l  ez< 
perienerd  of  my  frteadshtp  ? Hr  appeared  disturbe<t  at  the 
question,  and  answere«l.  with  much  emotion.  * That  —Captain 
BUgh  — that  la  the  thing— . 1 am  In  hell  — 1 am  In  bell  I'  ” — 
Buoh.] 
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Nature,  and  Natxire’*  (toddew  — woman  — woo* 

To  lands  where,  save  their  conscience,  none  accuse ; 
Where  all  partake  the  earth  without  dispute, 

And  bread  itself  is  gather'd  as  a fruit  > ; 

Vtliere  none  contest  the  fields,  the  woods,  the  strains 
The  goldli'S^  age,  where  gold  disturbs  no  dreams. 
Inhabits  or  inhabited  the  shore. 

Till  Europe  taught  them  better  than  before. 
Bestow'd  her  customs,  and  amended  theirs. 

But  left  her  vices  also  to  their  heirs. 

Away  with  this  t behold  them  as  they  were, 

Do  good  with  Nature,  or  with  Nature  err. 

**  Huzxa  J for  Otaheitc  1 ” was  the  cry, 
j As  stately  swept  the  gallant  veMcl  by. 

I The  hri'ese  springs  up ; the  lately  flapping  sail 
I Extends  its  an*h  before  the  growing  gale  ; 

! In  swifter  ripples  stream  aside  the  seas 
I WTiich  her  bold  bow  flings  off  with  dashing  ease. 
Thus  Argo  '*  plough'd  the  Euxine's  virgin  foam, 

But  those  she  w.afti*d  still  look'd  Ixick  to  home : 
These  spurn  their  countrj'  with  their  rebel  bark. 

I And  fly  her  as  the  raven  fled  the  ark ; 

; And  yet  they  seek  to  nestle  with  the  dove, 
j And  tame  their  flc>0'  spirits  down  to  love. 


srt)r  island. 


OAIfTO  THE  aROOND. 


!'  How  pleasant  were  the  songs  of  Toobonai 
When  summer's  sun  went  down  the  coral  bay  ! 

Como,  let  us  to  the  Islet’s  softest  shade. 

And  hear  the  warbling  birds  ! the  damsids  said ; 

The  wood-dove  from  the  forest  depth  shall  coo. 

Like  voices  of  the  gods  from  Bolutoo ; 

We  11  cull  the  flowers  that  grow  above  the  dead. 

For  tht*sc  most  blo()ni  where  rests  the  warrior's  bead; 
And  we  will  sit  in  twilight's  face,  and  sec 
I The  swwt  moon  glancing  through  the  tooa  tree. 

The  lofty  accents  of  whose  sighing  Itough 
Shall  sadly  please  us  as  we  lean  below ; 

! Or  climb  the  steep,  and  view  the  surf  In  vain 
Wrestle  with  rocky  giants  o’er  the  main, 

' Which  spurn  in  columns  back  the  baffled  spray. 

' How  beautiful  are  these  t how  happy  they. 

Who,  from  the  toil  and  tumult  of  their  lives, 

I Steal  to  Iwik  dovm  where  nought  but  oc«n  strives  1 
j I Even  be  too  loves  at  times  the  blue  lagoon, 

I And  smooths  his  ruffled  mane  beneath  the  moon. 

;l 

i u. 

I Ves  — from  the  sepulchre  well  gather  flowers, 

[ Then  fe.\^t  like  spirit*  in  their  promised  bowers, 

I Then  plunge  and  revel  in  the  rolling  surf. 

Then  lay  our  limbs  altmg  the  tender  turf, 

* The  now  relHiratrd  bread-fruit,  to  transplant  which 
CapUin  tlllaii’*  extieOitlon  wai  undertaken. 

* [^'J'he  rrt«el  to  which  Jasan  embarked  in  quest  of  the 
I KolcM  8*t>ce.J 

* I'be  flrkt  three  sections  are  taken  from  an  actual  soof  of 


And,  wet  and  shining  from  the  sportive  toO, 

Anoint  our  bodies  with  the  fragrant  oU, 

And  plait  our  garlands  gather’d  from  the  grave. 

And  wear  the  arreaths  that  sprung  from  out  the  bnr  vg. 

But  lo  i night  comes,  the  Mooa  woos  us  back,  I 

The  soimd  of  mats  are  heard  along  our  track ; * 

Anon  the  torchlight  dance  shall  its  sheen 
In  flashing  maxes  o’er  the  Marty's  green ; 

And  we  too  will  be  there ; we  too  recall 
The  memory  bright  with  many  a festival. 

Ere  Fiji  blew  the  shell  of  war,  when  foes 
For  the  first  time  were  wafted  in  canoe*. 

Ala*  I for  them  the  flower  of  mankind  bleeds ; i 

Alas  t for  them  our  fields  arc  rank  with  weeds : ! 

Forgotten  is  the  rapture,  or  unknown, 

Of  wandering  with  the  moon  and  love  alone.  I 

But  be  it  so : — fAey  taught  u*  how  to  wield 
The  club,  and  rain  our  arrows  o'er  the  field : 

Now  let  them  reap  the  harvest  of  their  art  I 
But  feast  to-nigbt  t to-morrow  we  depart 
Strike  up  the  dance  I the  cava  bowl  fill  high ! 

Drain  every  drop ! — to-morrow  we  may  die. 

In  summer  garments  be  our  limbs  array'd  ; 

Around  our  waUt*  the  tappa'*  white  display'd  ; 

Thick  wreath*  •hall  form  our  coronal,  like  spring's,  j 
And  round  our  necks  shall  glance  the  hoonl  strings ; 

So  shall  their  brighter  hues  contrast  the  glow 
Of  the  dusk  bosoms  that  beat  high  below. 

HL 

But  now  the  dance  is  o’er — yet  stay  awhile ; 

Ah,  pause  I nor  yet  put  out  the  social  smile. 

To-morrow  for  the  Mooa  we  depart 
But  not  to-night — to-night  is  for  the  heart 
Again  bestow  the  wreaths  wc  gently  woo, 

Ve  young  enchantresses  of  gay  LIcoo  1 
How  lovely  arc  your  forms  I how  every  sense 
Bows  to  your  beauties,  soften’d,  but  intense. 

Like  to  the  flower*  on  Mataloco'i  steep, 

V^lilch  fling  their  fragrance  far  athwart  the  deep  I — 

We  too  will  see  IJcoo;  but — oh!  my  heart!  — 

What  do  I say  ? — to-morrow  we  depart  I 

IV. 

Thus  rose  a song — the  harmony  of  times 
Before  the  winds  blew  Europe  o’er  these  climes. 

True,  they  had  vices  — such  are  Nature's  growth  — 

But  only  the  barbarian *8 — wc  have  both : 

The  sorder  of  civilisation,  mix'd 

With  all  the  s.avagc  which  man's  fall  hath  fix'd. 

Who  hath  not  seen  Dissimulation’s  reign, 

The  prayers  of  Abel  link’d  to  deeds  of  Cain  ? 

Who  such  would  see  may  from  hi*  lattice  view 
The  Old  World  more  degraded  than  the  New,  — 

Now  «ric  DO  more,  *ave  where  Columbia  rears 
Twin  giants  boni  by  Freedom  to  her  spheres, 

MTicrc  Chlmlwnuo,  over  air,  earUi,  wave. 

Glares  with  bis  Titan  eye,  and  sees  no  slave. 

V. 

Such  was  this  ditty  of  7’radidon's  days, 

Which  to  the  dead  a lingering  fame  convc}'s 

tho  Tonfra  l«Undm,  of  whkh  a pro«e  truulatlon  U glren  Id 
**  Marim-r'ft  Arrotint  of  thr  Tonpi  Ulanda.**  Toohonal  li  tso* 
however  one  of  (hem  ; but  wu  ime  of  thoi«*  where  ChHtlUn  l 
and  the  muttneen  tc»k  refuse.  I have  altered  and  added,  i 
hut  have  retained  a«  much  a*  possible  of  the  origiiud. 
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In  tong,  where  flune  as  fct  hath  left  no  sign 
Beyond  the  sound  whose  charm  U half  divine ; 
Which  leaves  no  record  to  the  sceptic  eye, 

But  yields  young  history  all  to  harmony ; 

A boy  Achilles,  with  the  centaur’s  lyre 
In  hand,  to  teach  him  to  surpass  hU  sire. 

For  one  long-cherlsh'd  ballad’s  simple  stave. 

Rung  from  the  rock,  or  mingled  with  the  wave, 

Or  from  the  bubbling  streamlet’s  grassy  side, 

Or  gathering  mount^n  echoes  as  they  glide. 

Hath  greater  power  o'er  each  true  heart  and  ear, 
Than  all  the  columns  Conquest’s  minions  rear ; 
Invitat,  when  hieroglyphics  are  a theme 
For  sages’  labours  or  the  student's  dream  ; 

Attracts,  when  History’s  volumes  are  a toil,  — 

The  first,  the  freshest  bud  of  Feeling’s  soil. 

I Such  was  this  rude  rhyme — rhyme  Is  of  the  rude  — 
I But  such  inspired  the  Norseman’s  solitude, 

I Who  came  and  conquer’d ; such,  wherever  rise 
Lands  which  no  foes  destroy  or  civilise, 

Exist : and  what  can  our  accomplish’d  art 

(jf  verse  do  more  than  reach  the  awaken’d  heart  ? 

I VI. 

‘ And  sweetly  now  those  untaught  melodies 
Broke  the  luxurious  silence  of  the  skies. 

The  sweet  siesta  of  a summer  day, 

The  tropic  afternoon  of  Toobonai, 

I When  every  flower  was  bloom,  and  air  was  balm, 

And  the  first  breath  began  to  stir  the  palm, 

I The  first  yet  voiceless  wind  to  urge  the  wave 
All  gently  to  refresh  the  thirsty  cave. 

Where  sat  the  songstress  with  the  stranger  boy, 

Who  taught  her  pa.sslon’s  desolating  joy. 

Too  powerful  over  every  heart,  but  most 
O'er  those  who  know  not  how  it  may  be  lost ; 

O’er  those  who,  burning  in  the  new.bom  fire, 

Like  martyrs  revel  In  their  funeral  pyre, 

With  such  devotion  to  their  ecstasy, 

That  life  knows  no  such  rapture  as  to  die  : 

And  die  they  do ; for  earthly  life  has  nought 
Hatch'd  with  that  burst  of  nature,  even  in  thought; 
And  all  our  dreams  of  better  life  above 
But  close  in  one  eternal  gush  of  love. 

VII. 

There  sat  the  gentle  savage  of  the  wild, 

In  growth  a woman,  though  in  years  a child, 

As  childhood  dates  within  our  colder  clime. 

Where  nought  is  ripen’d  rapidly  save  crime; 

The  Infant  of  an  infant  wurid,  as  pure 
From  nature  — lovely,  warm,  and  premature  ; 

Dusky  like  night,  but  night  with  all  her  stars ; 

Or  cavern  sp^irkling  with  its  native  spars ; 

With  eyes  that  were  a language  and  a spell, 
i A form  like  Aphrodite's  in  her  shell, 

With  all  her  loves  around  her  on  the  deep, 
Volupt|iOUs  as  the  first  approach  of  sleep  ; 

Tet  full  of  life  — for  through  her  tropic  cheek 
I The  blush  would  make  Its  way,  and  all  but  speak ; 

‘ ^George  Stewart.  He  »ai,*'  sajrc  Bllgh,  “ a young  man 
of  creditable  parents  in  tbe  Orknej's  ; at  which  place,  on  the 
return  of  the  Retohition  from  the  South  Seat,  lo  )7B0,  we 
received  eo  many  civilities,  that,  on  that  account  only,  1 
shmild  xladly  have  taken  him  with  roe  ; but,  indepexulcnt  of 
I thU  recommendation,  he  was  a seaman,  and  bad  always  borne 
I a good  character.”] 

* *rhe  **  ship  of  the  desert  ” Is  the  Oriental  figure  for  the 
I camel  or  dromedary ; and  they  deserve  the  metaphor  well,— 
I the  former  for  his  endurance,  the  laner  for  bis  iwiflneM. 
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The  sun.bom  blood  suflhsed  her  neck,  and  threw 
O'er  her  clear  nut-brown  skin  a lucid  hue. 

Like  coral  reddening  through  the  darken'd  wave. 
Which  draws  the  diver  to  the  crimson  cave. 

Such  was  this  daughter  of  the  southern  seas. 

Herself  a billow  in  her  energies. 

To  bear  the  bark  of  others'  happiness. 

Nor  feel  a sorrow  til!  their  joy  grew  less  : 

Her  wild  and  warm  yet  falthfUl  bosom  know 
No  joy  like  what  it  gave;  her  hopes  ne'er  drew 
Aught  from  experience,  that  chili  touchstone,  whose 
Sad  proof  reduces  all  things  from  their  hues  : 

She  fear'd  no  ill,  because  she  knew  it  not. 

Or  what  she  knew  was  soon  — too  soon  — forgot : 

Her  smiles  and  tears  had  pass'd,  as  light  winds  iiasa 
O'er  lakes  to  ruffie,  not  destroy,  their  glass. 

Whose  depths  unsearch'd,  and  fountains  from  the  hill. 
Restore  their  vurfhee,  in  Itself  so  still. 

Until  the  earthquake  tear  the  naiad's  cave, 

Root  up  the  spring,  and  trample  on  the  wave, 

And  crush  the  living  waters  to  a mass, 

The  amphibious  desert  of  the  dank  morass  ! ' 

And  must  their  fiite  be  ben  ? The  eternal  change  { 
But  grasps  humanity  with  quicker  range ; 

And  they  who  foil  but  foil  as  world*  will  foil, 

To  rise,  if  just,  a spirit  o’er  them  all. 

vur. 

And  who  is  he  ? the  blue^eyed  northern  child  > 

Of  Isles  more  known  to  man,  but  scarce  less  wild  ; 

The  fair-hair'd  offspring  of  the  Hebrides, 

Where  roan  the  I’cntland  with  its  whirling  seas ; 
Rock'd  la  his  cradle  by  the  roaring  wind. 

The  tempest-bom  in  body  and  in  mind. 

His  young  eyes  opening  on  the  ocean-foam, 

Had  from  that  moment  deem'd  the  deep  bis  home. 

The  giant  comrade  of  his  pensive  moods, 

The  sharer  of  his  craggy'  solitudes, 

The  only  Mentor  of  his  youth,  where'er  ; 

HU  bark  was  borne  ; the  sport  of  wave  and  air ; i 

A careless  thing,  who  placed  hU  choice  In  chanM,  I 

Nursed  by  the  legends  of  his  land's  romance  ; 

Eager  to  boinr,  but  not  less  fimi  to  boar,  j 

Aerjuainted  with  all  feelings  save  iespair.  • 

Placed  in  the  Arab’s  clime,  he  would  have  been  { 
As  bold  a rover  as  the  sands  have  seen,  \ 

And  braved  their  thirst  with  as  enduring  lip  j 

As  Ishmael,  wafted  on  his  desert-ship ; 

Fix’d  upon  Chili’s  shore,  a proud  cacftiuc ; ' 

On  Hellas’  mountains,  a rebellious  Greek ; 

Bom  in  a tent,  perhaps  a Tamerlane  ; 

Bred  to  a throne,  perhaps  unfit  to  reign. 

For  the  same  soul  that  rends  its  path  to  sway, 

If  rear'd  to  such,  can  find  no  further  prey 
Beyond  itself,  and  must  retrace  its  way, ' 

Plunging  for  pleasure  into  pain : the  same 
Spirit  which  made  a Nero,  Rome’s  worst  shame, 

A humbler  state  and  discipline  of  heart. 

Had  fomi’d  his  glorious  namesake’s  counterpart ; * 

) **  Lucullui,  when  frugality  could  ebann. 

Had  roasted  turnips  In  the  Sabine  farm.”  Port. 

* The  consul  Kero,  who  made  the  uneqaalled  march  which 
deceived  Hannibal,  and  defeated  Asdrubal ; thereby  accotn. 
plishing  an  achievement  almost  unrivalled  in  military  annalt 
The  first  Intelligence  of  his  return,  to  Hannihil.  was  the 
sight  of  Asdrubal’s  head  thrown  into  bis  camp.  When  Han.  ‘ 
oUmI  saw  this,  he  exclaimed  with  a sigh,  that  ••  Rome  would  1 
TK)w  be  the  miwrris  of  the  world.”  Anil  vet  to  this  vict/irv  ' 
of  Kero’s  it  might  beuwing  th*t  his  lm|*erlariuinriake  reigned  1 
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But  grant  his  vices,  grant  them  all  hU  own. 
How  small  their  theatre  without  a throne  i 


IX. 

Thou  smilest : ^ these  comparisona  seem  high 
To  Ihjwc  who  scan  all  things  with  danled  eye ; 
Link'd  with  the  unknown  name  of  one  whose  doom 
I Has  nought  to  do  with  glory  or  with  Rome, 

With  Chili,  Hellas,  or  with  Araby  ; — 

' Thou  smilest  ? — Smile ; ’tU  better  thus  than  Ugh  ; 

I Yet  such  he  might  have  Ik*cii  ; he  was  a man, 

A soaring  spirit,  ever  in  the  van, 

A patriot  hero  or  despotic  chief, 

To  form  a nation’s  gl*»r)’  or  iW  grief, 

'Boru  under  auspices  uhich  makes  us  more 
Or  less  than  we  delight  to  |)onder  o'er. 

; But  these  arc  vUions ; say,  what  was  be  here  ? 

A blooming  boy,  a tnumt  mutineer. 

: The  f;dr-bUr‘d  Turquil,  free  as  ocean’s  spray, 

I The  husliaod  of  the  bride  of  Toob->nai. 

1 

; X. 

1 By  Xeuha’s  side  he  sate,  and  watch’d  the  waters,  — 

I Ncuha,  the  sun-flower  of  the  Wand  daughters, 

! Highborn,  (a  birth  at  which  the  herald  smiles, 

; Without  a scutcheon  for  these  secret  Ulcs,) 

; Of  a long  race,  the  valiant  and  the  free, 

! The  naked  knights  of  savage  chivalry, 

I Whose  grassy  cairns  <\scend  along  the  shore ; 

, Ami  thine  — I've  seen  — Achilles  1 do  no  more. 

’ She,  when  the  thunticr-bi’arlng  strangers  came, 

In  vast  canoes,  begirt  with  l»oIts  of  fl.imc. 

Topp’d  with  tall  trees,  which,  loftier  than  the  palm, 
.Seem'd  rooteti  In  the  deep  amidst  its  calm  : 

But  when  the  winds  awaken'd,  shot  forth  wings 
Broad  as  the  cloud  along  the  borison  flings 
I And  sway'd  the  waves  like  cities  of  the  ko. 

Making  the  very  billows  look  less  free ; — 

She,  with  her  paddling  oar  and  dancing  prow, 

Shot  thmogh  the  surf,  Ukc  reindeer  through  the  snow, 
Swlfl-gliditig  o'er  the  breaker’s  whitening  edge. 

Light  as  a nereid  in  her  ocean  sledge, 

I And  gazed  and  wonder’d  at  the  giant  hulk. 

Which  heaved  from  wave  to  wave  its  trampling  bulk  t 
The  anchor  dropp'd ; it  lay  along  the  deep, 

Like  a huge  lion  in  the  sun  asleep, 
j While  round  it  swarm’d  the  proas’  flitting  chain. 

Like  summer  bees  that  hum  around  his  inane. 

XI. 

'The  white  man  landed  I — need  the  rest  be  told  ? 
The  New  World  stretch’d  its  dusk  hand  to  the  Old ; 
Each  was  to  each  a marvel,  and  the  tie 
Of  wonder  warm’d  to  better  sympathy. 

Kind  was  the  welcome  of  the  sun-bom  sires, 

And  kinder  still  their  daughters'  gentler  fires. 

' Their  union  grew  : the  children  of  the  storm 
: Found  beauty*  link'd  with  many  a dusky  form  ; 

While  these  in  turn  admired  the  paler  glow, 

^Mlich  seem’d  so  white  in  climes  that  knew  no  snow. 
The  chase,  the  race,  the  liberty  to  roam, 

The  soil  where  every  cottage  show'd  a home ; 

at  all.  Dut  the  infamy  of  the  me  hu  erlipted  the  gloiyof 
the  other.  When  the  name  of  “ Nero**  U heard,  who  thfnkj 
n<  the  mnsul  ?—  But  such  are  human  things  I 

* When  very  roon*,  about  eight  yeari  of  age.  alter  an  at- 
tack of  the  •carlet  fever  at  Aberdeen.  I waa  removed  by  me- 
I diral  adviK-e  into  the  Highland*.  Here  t [taued  occAiiooally 

I I some  lummers,  and  from  thU  period  I date  toy  love  of  moun- 
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The  sea-spread  net,  the  UghUy-launcb'd  canoe. 

Which  stemm'd  the  studded  archipelago. 

O'er  whose  blue  bosom  rose  the  starry  isles ; 

The  healthy  slumber,  earn'd  by  sportive  toils ; 

The  t>^m,  the  loftiest  dryad  of  the  woods. 

Within  whose  bosom  infiant  Bacchus  broods, 

While  eagles  scarce  build  higher  than  the  crest 
Which  shadows  o’er  the  vineyard  In  her  breast ; 

The  cava  feast,  the  yam,  the  cocoa's  root, 

Which  bears  ac  once  the  cup,  and  milk,  and  fruit ; 

The  bn'ad-tree,  which,  without  the  |doughshare,  yields 
The  unreap’d  harvest  of  unfurrow’d  fields. 

And  bakes  its  unadulterated  loaves 
Without  a furnace  in  unpurchased  groves,  [ 

And  flings  off  famine  from  its  fertile  breast,  ' 

A priceless  market  for  the  gathering  guest  { { 

These,  with  the  luxuries  of  seas  and  woods, 

The  airy  joy’s  of  social  solitudes,  ] 

Tamed  each  rude  wanderer  to  the  sympathies  I 

Of  those  who  were  more  happy,  if  less  wise,  < 

Did  more  than  Europe’s  discipline  had  done. 

And  civilised  Civilisation's  son  1 

xn. 

Of  these,  and  there  was  many  a willing  pair, 

Neuha  and  Torquil  were  not  the  le.'ist  fair: 

Both  children  of  the  isles,  though  distant  far ; 

Both  bom  beneath  a sca-prcsidlng  star ; 

Both  nourish'd  amidst  nature's  native  scenes, 

Ijoved  to  the  last,  whatever  intervenes 
Between  us  and  uur  childhood’s  sympathy. 

Which  still  reverts  to  what  first  caught  the  eye. 

He  who  first  met  the  Highlands'  sweiUng  blue 

Will  love  each  peak  that  shows  a kindred  hue,  | 

Hail  in  each  crag  a friend's  familiar  face, 

I And  clasp  the  mountain  in  his  mind’s  embrace. 

I»rig  have  I roam'd  through  lands  which  are  not  mine, 
Adored  the  Alp,  and  loved  the  Apcnnlnc, 

Revered  Parnassus  and  Iwheld  the  steep 
Jove’s  Ida  and  Olympus  cit>wn  the  deep : 

But  'twas  not  all  long  ages'  lore,  nor  all 
Their  nature  held  me  in  their  thrilling  thrall ; 

The  infant  rapture  still  survivetl  the  boy, 

And  Loch-na-gar  with  Ida  look'd  o'er  Troy,  i 
Mix’d  Celtic  memories  with  the  Phry  gian  mount. 

And  Highland  linns  with  Castalie's  clear  fount 

Forgive  me,  Homer's  univerml  shade  i 

Forgive  me,  Phrrbus  ! that  my  fancy  stray’d ; ' 

The  north  and  nature  taught  me  to  adore 

Tour  scenes  sublime,  (horn  those  beloved  before. 

XUL 

The  love  which  maketli  all  things  fond  and  fisir, 

The  youth  which  makes  one  rainbow  of  the  air. 

The  dangers  past  that  make  even  man  enjoy  I 

The  pause  in  which  he  ceases  to  destroy, 

The  mutual  l>eauty,  which  the  sternest  feel 
Strike  to  their  hearts  like  lightning  to  the  steel. 

United  the  half  savage  and  the  whole. 

The  maid  and  boy,  in  one  absorbing  souL 
No  more  the  thundering  memory  (k  the  fight 
Wrapp’d  his  wean'd  bosom  in  its  dark  delight ; 

Uinous  countries.  I cxd  never  forget  the  eflhct  a few  years 
xUrrwanU,  in  KogloiMl.  of  the  only  thing  1 had  long  seen, 
even  In  miniature,  of  a motmtain,  in  the  Malvern  HIIU. 
After  I returned  to  Cheltenham.  1 used  to  watch  them  every 
afternoon,  at  >un»et,  with  a sensaCioD  which  I canooC  describe. 

This  was  hnyifch  enough  ; but  1 was  then  only  thirteen  yean  ' 
of  age,  md  it  was  in  the  holidays.  | 

■ 0 


Digitizet:  - jc  - 


CANTU  11. 


THE  ISLAND. 


167 


more  the  irksome  restlessness  of  rest 
Disturb’d  him  like  the  ea«ie  in  her  nest, 

\Vhose  whetted  beak  and  fiU’>pcrvadlng  eye 
Darts  for  a victim  over  all  the  sky : 

His  heart  was  tamed  to  that  voluptuous  state, 

At  once  Elyslan  and  effeminate. 

Which  leaves  no  laurels  o'er  the  hero’s  um  ; 

These  wither  when  for  aught  save  blood  they  bum ; 
Yet  when  their  ashes  in  their  nook  are  laid, 

Doth  not  the  myrtle  leave  as  sweet  a shade  ? 

Had  Owar  known  but  CIcoiiatra’s  kiss, 

Rome  hod  been  free,  the  world  bad  not  boon  bis. 
And  what  have  Caisar’s  deeds  and  Cicsar’s  fame 
Done  for  the  earth  ? We  feel  them  in  our  shame : 
The  gor)'  sanction  of  his  glor>'  stains 
The  rust  which  tyrants  cherUh  on  our  chains. 
Though  Glory,  Nature,  Reason,  Freedom,  bid 
Roused  millions  do  what  single  Brutus  did  — 

Sweep  these  mere  mock-birds  of  the  despot’s  song 
From  the  tail  bough  where  they  have  perch'd  so  long, — 
Still  MTV.  we  hawk’d  at  by  such  mousing  owls, 

And  take  for  falcons  those  Ignoble  fowls. 

When  but  a word  of  freedom  would  dispel 
These  bugbears,  as  their  terrors  show  too  well. 

XIV. 

Rapt  In  the  fond  forgetftilncss  of  life, 

Neuba,  the  South  Sea  girl,  was  all  a wife, 

Wth  no  distracting  world  to  call  her  off 
From  love ; with  no  society  to  scoff 
At  the  new  transient  flame  ; no  babbling  crowd 
Of  coxcombry  In  admiration  loud, 

Or  with  adulterous  whimper  to  alloy 
Her  duty,  and  her  glory,  and  her  joy : 

With  faith  and  feelings  naked  as  her  form, 

She  stood  as  stands  a rainbow  In  a storm, 

Changing  Its  hues  with  iiright  variety, 

But  itlll  expanding  lovelier  o'er  the  sky, 

Howe’er  Its  arch  may  swell.  Its  rolours  move* 

The  cloud-compcUing  harbinger  of  love. 

XV. 

Here,  In  this  grotto  of  the  wave-worn  shore. 

They  pass’d  the  tropic’s  red  meridian  o’er ; 

Nor  long  the  hours  — they  never  paused  o’er  time. 
Unbroken  by  the  clock’s  funereal  chime, 

Which  deals  the  daily  pittance  of  our  span,  * 
And  points  and  mocks  with  iron  laugh  at  man. 

What  deem’d  they  of  the  future  or  the  past  ? 

The  present,  like  a tyrant,  held  them  last ; 

Their  hourglass  was  the  sea-sand,  and  Uie  tide. 

Idke  her  smooth  billow,  saw  their  moments  glide ; 
Their  clock  the  sun,  In  his  unbounded  tow’r  i 
They  reckon'd  not,  whose  day  was  but  an  hour ; 

I The  now  well-known  story  of  the  loves  of  the  nb'litlngale 
and  rose  need  not  be  more  than  alluded  to,  being  luilicleatly 
fswiUiaf  to  the  Western  as  to  the  Eastern  reader. 

* If  the  reader  will  apply  to  his  ear  the  seo.sheU  on  hli 
ehiraney-nlece,  be  will  be  aware  of  what  U alluded  to.  If  tho 
text  should  appear  oimnirr.  he  will  And  In  **  Gehir  '*  the  same 
idea  better  expressed  In  two  Hues.  The  poem  I never  read, 
but  bare  heara  the  lines  quoted  by  a more  recondite  reader  — 
who  IOC  mi  to  be  of  a different  opinion  from  the  editor  of  the 
Quarterly  Review,  who  quallfled  (t,  in  hli  aniwrr  to  the  Cii. 
tpwl  Reviewer  of  his  Juvenal,  as  trash  of  the  worst  and  most 
insane  deecriptlon.  It  is  to  Mr.  Landor,  the  author  of"  Ce- 
Mr,”  so  quailing,  and  of  some  Latin  poems,  which  vie  with 
Msirtlal  or  Catullus  io  obscenity,  that  the  Immamijte  Mr. 
Southey  siddresies  his  decUmatluo  agmlnit  Impurity  I 
[Mr.  Londor's  lines  above  alluded  to  ore  — 

**  For  I have  oAes  seen  her  with  both  hands 
Shake  a dry  crocodile  of  equal  height. 

And  listen  tp  the  ibeUs  within  the  scales. 


The  nightingale,  their  only  vesper-bell. 

Sung  sweetly  to  the  nwc  the  day’s  farewell ; * 

The  broad  sun  set,  but  not  with  lingering  sweep, 

As  in  the  north  he  mellows  o’er  the  deep ; 

But  fiery,  full,  and  fierce,  as  if  he  left 
The  world  for  ever,  earth  of  light  bereft. 

Plunged  with  red  forehead  down  along  the  w.ive. 

As  dives  a hero  headlong  to  hi^  grave. 

Then  rose  they,  looking  first  along  the  skies, 

And  then  for  light  into  each  other’s  eyes. 

Wondering  that  summer  show’d  so  brief  a sun, 

And  asking  if  indeed  the  day  were  done. 

XVI. 

And  let  not  this  seem  strange : the  devotee 
Lives  not  in  earth,  but  In  hU  ecstasy  ; 

Around  him  days  and  worlds  arc  heedless  driven. 

Ills  soul  Is  gone  before  his  dust  to  heaven. 

Is  love  leas  potent  ? No  — hb  path  is  trod, 

.Alike  uplift^  gloriously  to  God  ; 

Or  link'd  to  all  we  know  of  heaven  below, 

The  other  better  self,  whose  joy  or  woe 
Is  more  than  ours  ; the  all-absorbing  flame 
Which,  kindled  by  another,  grows  the  same. 

Wrapt  in  one  blaze  ; the  pure,  yet  funeral  pile. 
Where  gentle  hearts,  like  Bramins,  sit  and  smile. 
How  often  we  forget  all  time,  when  lone, 

Admiring  Nature’s  universal  throne. 

Her  woods,  her  wilds,  her  waters,  the  intense 
Reply  of  hers  to  our  Intelligence  1 
Live  not  the  stars  and  mountains  ? Arc  the  waves 
Without  a spirit  ? Are  the  dropping  caves 
Without  a feeling  in  their  silent  tears  ? 

No,  no  ; — they  woo  and  clasp  us  to  their  spheres. 

Dissolve  this  clog  .and  clod  of  clay  before 

Its  hour,  and  merge  our  soul  in  the  great  shore. 

Strip  off  this  fond  and  false  identity ! — 

Who  thinks  of  self,  when  gazing  on  the  sky? 

And  who,  though  gazing  lower,  ever  thought. 

In  the  young  moments  ere  the  heart  is  taught 
Time’s  lesson,  of  man's  baseness  or  his  own  ? 

All  nature  is  his  realm,  and  love  his  throne. 

.XVII. 

Neuha  arose,  and  Torquil : twilight's  hour 
Came  sad  and  softly  to  their  rocky  bower, 

^Vllich,  kindling  by  degrees  its  dew>-  spars, 

Echoed  their  dim  light  to  the  mustering  stars. 

Slowly  the  p.'ilr,  p.'ulaklng  nature’s  calm. 

Sought  out  tuelr  cottage,  built  beneath  the  palm ; 
Now  smiling  and  now  silent,  as  the  scene ; 

Lovely  as  Love  — the  spirit  1 — when  serene. 

The  Ocean  scarce  spoke  louder  with  his  swell, 

Than  breathes  hb  mimic  murmurcr  in  the  shell,  ^ 

And  fancy  there  was  life,  and  yet  apply 
The  JaggM  jaws  wide  open  to  the  ear.'* 

In  the  “ Excursion  '*  of  Wordsworth  occurs  the  fuUowiog 
exquisite  passage : — 

■ I.— ~ **  I have  seen 
A rurioui  child,  applying  to  his  ear 
The  convolutions  of  a smooth.llpp’d  shell. 

To  which.  In  silence  hush’d,  hit  very  soul 
Listen’d  intensclv.  and  hit  countenance  soon 
Brighten'd  with  joy ; for  murraurlog  from  wlthio 
Were  hoard  sonorous  cadences  I whereby, 

To  his  belief,  the  monitor  express’d 
Mystcrlotu  union  with  Us  native  sea. 

Even  such  a shell  the  universe  Itself 
Is  to  the  car  of  faith  ^ and  doth  impart 
Authentic  tidings  of  invisible  things  : 

Of  ebb  and  flow,  and  ever.duriOB  power ; 

And  central  peacw  subsisting  at  uie  heart 
Of  eodless  a^tatioo.”] 
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As,  far  divided  from  hh  parent  deep, 

The  sca-bom  infant  erica,  ami  will  not  sleep, 

Ilaisin>t  bU  little  plaint  In  vain,  to  rave 
For  the  broad  bosom  of  bis  nursing  wave : 

The  woods  droop'd  darkly,  as  inclined  to  rest. 

The  tropic  bird  wheel’d  rockward  to  hU  neat. 

And  the  blue  sky  spread  round  them  like  a lake 
Of  peace,  where  Piety  her  thirst  might  slake. 

!i  xvin. 

But  through  the  palm  and  plantain,  hark,  a voice  I 
Not  such  as  would  have  been  a lover’s  choice. 

In  such  an  hour,  to  break  the  air  so  still ; 

No  dying  nighUbreese,  harping  o’er  the  hUI, 

Striking  the  strings  of  nature,  rock  and  tree, 

' Those  best  and  earliest  lyres  of  harmony, 

I With  Echo  for  their  chonu ; nor  the  alann 
I Of  the  loud  war-whoop  to  dispel  the  charm ; 

! Nor  the  soliloquy  of  the  hermit  owl. 

Exhaling  all  his  solitary  soul, 

The  dim  though  large-eyed  winged  anchorite. 

Who  peals  his  dreary  psan  o’er  the  night ; 

But  a loud,  long,  and  naval  whistle,  shrill 
As  ever  started  through  a sea-bird's  bill ; 

And  then  a pause,  and  then  a hoarse  **  UUlo ! 

Torquil  J my  boy ! what  cheer  ? Ho  I brother,  ho ! ” 
Who  hails  ? ” cried  Torquil,  following  with  his  eye 
The  sound.  “ Here’s  one,”  was  all  the  brief  reply. 

TTT 

But  here  the  herald  of  the  self-same  mouth 
Came  breathing  o’er  the  aromatic  south. 

Not  like  a bod  of  violets”  on  the  gale. 

But  such  as  wafts  Its  cloud  o’er  grog  or  ale. 

Borne  from  a short  frail  pipe,  which  yet  b^  blown 
Its  gentle  odours  over  either  aone. 

And,  puff’d  where'er  winds  rise  or  waters  roll, 

Had  wafted  smoke  from  Portsmouth  to  the  Pole, 
Opposed  its  vapour  as  the  lightning  flash’d. 

And  reek’d,  'midst  mountain-billows,unabash'd. 

To  .Solus  a constant  sacrifice, 

Through  every  change  of  all  the  varying  skies. 

And  what  was  he  who  bore  it  ? — I may  err, 

But  deem  him  sailor  or  philosopher.  i 
Sublime  tobacco ! which  from  east  to  west 
Cheers  the  tar’s  labour  or  the  Turkman’s  rest ; 

Which  on  the  Moslem’s  ottoman  divides 
HU  hours,  and  rivals  opium  and  his  brides ; 
Magnificent  in  Stamboul,  hut  less  grand. 

Though  not  less  loved,  in  Wapping  or  the  Strand ; 
Divine  in  hookas,  glorious  in  a pipe. 

When  tipp'd  with  amber,  mellow,  rich,  and  ripe  i 
Like  other  oh.anncrs,  wooing  the  caress 
More  dassllngly  when  daring  in  full  dress : 

Yet  thy  true  lovers  more  admire  by  far 
Tbf  naked  beauties  — Olve  me  a dgar  !* 

XX. 

Through  the  approaching  darkness  of  the  wood 
A human  figure  broke  the  solitude, 

i Hobbei,  the  father  of  Locke's  and  other  philosophy,  was 
an  Inveterate  itnoker,  — even  to  pipes  beyond  computsitl^ 
s We  talked  of  change  of  manners  (1773).  Dr.  Johnson 
observed,  that  our  drinking  less  than  our  ancestors  was  ovring 
to  the  change  from  ale  to  wine.  * I remember,*  sold  he, 
* when  all  the  dretml  people  in  Lichfield  got  drunk  every 
night,  and  were  not  the  worse  thought  oC  Smoking  has  gone 
out.  To  be  sure,  tt  is  a shocking  thing,  blowing  smoke  out  of 
nur  mouths  Into  other  people's  mou&s.  eves,  and  noses,  and 
baviog  the  tame  thing  dime  to  ns.  Yet  I moot  account,  why 
a thing  which  requires  so  Uuie  exertion,  and  yet  preserves  the 


Pantasttcally,  it  may  be,  array'd, 

A seaman  In  a savage  masquerade ; 

Such  as  apiicars  to  rise  out  from  the  deep 
^Vhen  o'er  the  line  the  merry  vciseU  sweep. 

And  the  rough  saturnalia  of  the  tar 
Flock  o'er  the  deck.  In  Neptune’s  borrow'd  car ; ^ 
And,  pleased,  the  god  of  ocean  sees  hU  name 
Revive  once  more,  though  but  in  mimic  game 
Of  his  true  sons,  who  riot  In  the  breese 
Undreamt  of  in  hU  native  Cyclades. 

Still  the  old  god  delights,  ffom  out  the  main, 

To  snatch  some  glimpses  of  his  ancient  reign. 

Our  sailor’s  jacket,  though  in  ragged  trim, 

Hls  constant  pipe,  which  never  yet  bum'd  dim, 

His  foremast  air,  and  somewhat  rolling  gait. 

Like  his  dear  vessel,  spoke  hls  former  state ; 

But  then  a sort  of  kerchief  round  his  head. 

Not  over-tightJy  bound,  nor  nicely  spread ; 

And,  'stead  of  trowsers  (ah  I too  early  torn  I 
For  even  the  mildest  woods  will  have  their  thoraX 
A curious  sort  of  somewhat  scanty  mat 
Now  served  for  Inexpressibles  and  hat ; 

Hls  naked  feet  and  neck,  and  simbumt  face. 
Perchance  might  suit  alike  with  either  race. 

His  arms  were  all  hls  own,  our  Europe's  growth. 
Which  two  worlds  bless  for  civilising  both ; 

The  musket  swung  behind  bis  shoulders  broad. 

And  somewhat  stoop’d  by  his  marine  abode. 

But  brawny  as  the  boar’s ; and  bung  bene^, 

Hls  cutlass  droop'd,  unconscious  of  a sheath, 

Or  lost  or  worn  away ; bis  pistols  were 
Link’d  to  his  belt,  a matrimonial  pair  — 

(Let  not  this  metaphor  appear  a scoff. 

Though  one  miss’d  fire,  the  other  would  go  off ) ; 

I These,  with  a bayonet,  not  so  tnt  from  rust 
As  when  the  arm-chest  held  its  brighter  trust. 
Completed  hU  accoutrements,  as  Night 
Survey’d  him  In  his  garb  beteroclite. 

I XXL 

**  What  cheer,  Ben  Bunting  ? ” cried  (when  in  full 
I vkw 

Onr  new  acquaintance)  Torquil.  **  Aught  of  new  ? ” 
“ £y,  ey ! ” quoth  Ben,  **  not  new,  but  news  enow ; 

A strange  sail  In  the  offing.” — **  Sail  I and  how  7 
What  ] could  you  make  her  out  ? It  cannot  be ; 

I 've  seen  no  rag  of  canvas  on  the  sea.  ” 

” Belike,”  said  Ben,  **  you  might  not  frx)m  the  bay. 
But  from  the  bluff-he^,  where  1 watch’d  to-day, 

I saw  her  in  the  doldrums ; for  the  wind* 

Was  light  and  baffling.”  — “ When  the  sun  declined 
^Vhe^c  lay  she  ? had  she  anchor'd  ? ” — **  No,  but  still 
She  bore  down  on  us,  till  the  wind  grew  stllL” 

” Her  flag  7 ” — **  I had  no  glass : but  fore  and  aft. 
Egad  ! she  seem’d  a wicked-looking  craft” 

“ Arm'd  ? ” — ” I expect  so;— sent  on  the  look-out; 
'Tis  time,  belike,  to  put  our  helm  about” 

About  ? — Whate  ’er  may  have  us  now  in  chase. 

We  'll  make  no  running  fight  for  that  were  base ; 

miod  from  total  vacuity,  should  hare  cods  out.*  Boswkia. 
As  an  Item  in  the  hlstoiy  of  manners,  It  maybe  observed,  that 
t/rrmtrng  toexceu  has  diminished  irreatlvln  the  memory  even 
of  those  who  can  remember  forty  or  fifiy  years.  The  taste 
for  imoAtw,  however,  has  revived,  probaoly  from  the  milHary 
habits  of  Europe  during  tha  French  wars ; nut,  Inctead  of  the 
sober  scdetita^  ambulatory  cigar  is  now  chiefly 

us^ — Csoaaa,  1830.] 

’ This  rough  but  jovial  ceremony,  used  in  erostiog  the  Um, 
has  been  so  often  so  well  described,  that  It  need  not  be 
more  than  alluded  Co. 
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Wr  will  die  at  our  quarten,  Uke  true  men.** 

**  Ey,  ry  ? for  that 't  is  all  the  tame  to  Ben. 

” l>oc«  Christian  know  this  ? « Ay ; be  has  piped 
all  bands 

To  quarter*.  They  are  fbrbishinjr  the  stands 
Of  arms ; and  we  have  got  some  guns  to  bear, 

And  scaled  them.  You  are  wanM."~**  That's  but 
fair; 

And  if  it  were  not,  mine  is  not  the  soul 
To  leave  my  comrades  helpless  on  the  shoal. 

I My  Neuha ! ah  ! and  must  my  fete  pursue 
Not  me  alone,  but  one  so  sweet  and  true  ? 

[ But  whatsoe’er  betide,  ah,  Neuha  t now 
Unman  me  not ; the  hour  will  not  allow 
A tear ; I am  thine  whatever  intervenes ! ** 

I **  Bight,"  quoth  Ben,  **  that  will  do  for  the  marines."  1 


srtie  islanii. 


OAKTO  THE  THIRD. 


L 

Thi  fight  was  o’er;  the  flashing  through  the  gloom, 

I Which  robes  the  cannon  as  he  wings  a tomb, 

Had  ceased ; and  sulphury  vapours  upward  driven 
Had  left  the  earth,  and  but  polluted  heaven : 

The  rattling  roar  which  rung  In  every  volley 
Had  left  the  echoes  to  their  melancholy ; 

No  more  they  shriek’d  their  horror,  boom  for  boom ; 
The  strife  was  done,  the  vanquish'd  had  their  doom ; 
The  mutineers  were  crush'd,  dispersed,  or  ta'en, 

Or  lived  to  deem  the  happiest  were  the  slain. 

Few,  few  escaped,  and  these  weir  bunted  o'er 
The  Isle  they  loved  beyond  their  native  shore. 

No  further  home  was  theirs,  it  seem'd,  on  earth, 
Once  renegades  to  that  which  gave  them  birth ; 
Track’d  like  wild  beasts,  like  them  they  sought  the 
wild. 

As  to  a mother's  bosom  flies  the  child ; 

But  vainly  wolves  and  lions  seek  their  den. 

And  still  more  vainly  men  escape  from  mm. 

II. 

Beneath  a rock  whose  jutting  base  protrudes 
Far  over  ocean  In  his  fiercest  moods, 

I When  scaling  bis  enormous  crag  the  wave 
Is  hurl'd  down  headlong  like  the  foremost  brave. 
And  falls  back  on  the  foaming  crowd  behind, 

Which  fight  beneath  the  banners  of  the  wind, 

I But  now  at  rest,  a little  remnant  drew 
j Together,  bleeding,  thirsty,  feint,  and  few; 
jj  But  still  their  weapons  in  their  hands,  and  still 
I With  something  of  the  pride  of  former  will. 

As  men  not  all  unased  to  meditate, 

I And  strive  much  more  than  wonder  at  their  fete. 
Their  present  lot  was  what  they  had  foreseen. 

And  dared  as  what  was  likely  to  have  been : 

I **  Thst  win  do  for  the  marinei,  bat  the  tailors  won't 
I believe  h,”  li  an  oM  saviog  ; and  one  of  the  few  fragmenU  of 
former  jealoutlet  which  stlli  turvive  (tn  jest  ooljr)  between 
these  gidlant  services. 

I * Archidamos.  king  of  Sparta,  and  sod  of  AgesUans,  when 


Yet  still  the  lingering  hope,  which  deem'd  their  lot 
Not  pardon'd,  but  unsought  for  or  forgot. 

Or  tnisted  that,  If  sought,  their  distant  caves 
Blight  still  be  miss'd  amidst  the  world  of  waves, 

Had  wean'd  their  thoughts  hi  part  fh>m  what  they  saw 
And  felt,  the  vengeance  of  their  country’s  law. 

Their  sea-green  UIc,  their  guilt-won  paradise. 

No  more  could  shield  their  virtue  or  their  vice; 
Their  better  feelings.  If  such  were,  were  thrown 
Back  on  themselves,  — their  sins  remain'd  alone. 
Proscribed  even  In  their  second  country,  they 
Were  lost ; in  vain  the  world  before  them  lay ; 

All  outlets  seem’d  secured.  Their  new  allies 
Had  fought  and  bled  in  mutual  sacriflee ; 

But  what  avail'd  the  club  and  spear,  and  arm 
Of  Hercules,  against  the  sulphury  charm. 

The  magic  of  the  thunder,  which  dotroy'd 
The  warrior  ere  his  strength  could  be  employ’d  ? 
r>ug,  like  a spreading  pestilence,  the  grave 
No  loss  of  human  bravery  than  the  brave ! * 

Their  own  scant  numbers  acted  all  the  few 
Against  the  many  oft  will  dare  ami  do: 

But  though  the  choice  seems  native  to  die  free, 

Even  Greece  can  boost  but  one  Thennupybe, 

Till  N04C,  when  she  has  forged  her  broken  chain 
Back  to  a sword,  and  dies  and  lives  again ! 

in. 

Beside  the  Jutting  rock  the  few  appear'd, 

I Like  the  last  remnant  of  the  red-decr's  herd ; 

ITieir  eyes  were  feverish,  and  their  aspect  worn, 

But  still  the  hunter's  blood  was  on  their  horn, 

A little  stream  came  tumbling  from  the  height. 

And  straggling  into  ocean  at  It  might. 

Its  bounding  crystal  froUck’d  in  the  ray, 

And  gush'd  from  cUfT  to  crag  with  saltless  spray ; 
Close  on  the  wild,  wide  ocean,  yet  as  pure 
And  fresh  a.«  innocence,  and  more  secure, 

Its  sliver  torreuc  glitter’d  o'er  the  deep. 

As  the  shy  chamois'  eye  o'eriooks  the  steep, 

WlUle  far  below  the  vast  and  sullen  swell 
Of  ocean’s  alpine  azure  rose  and  feU. 

To  this  young  spring  they  rush’d, -~>all  feelings  Ant 
Absorb’d  in  pftMion's  and  in  nature's  thirst,  — 

Drank  as  they  do  who  drink  their  last,  and  threw 
Their  arms  aside  to  revel  in  Its  dew ; [stains 

Cool'd  their  scorch'd  throats,  and  wash'd  the  gory 
From  wounds  whose  only  bandage  might  be  chains ; 
Then,  when  their  drought  was  quench'd,  look'd  sadly 
round. 

As  wondering  bow  so  many  still  were  found 
j Alive  and  fetterless : — but  silent  all, 

I Each  sought  his  fellow's  eyes,  as  If  to  call 
On  him  for  language  whU^  his  Ups  denied. 

As  though  their  voices  with  their  cause  had  died. 

IV. 

Stern,  and  aloof  a Uttle  from  the  rest. 

Stood  Christian,  with  his  arras  across  his  chest 
The  ruddy,  reckless,  dauntless  hue  once  spread 
Along  his  cheek  was  lirid  now  as  lead ; 

HU  Ught-brown  locks,  so  graceful  in  their  flow, 

Now  rose  Uke  startled  vipers  o'er  his  brow. 

he  lav  » roachlDf  inrented  for  the  caitlng  of  (tones  sud  darts, 
exclainned.  that  it  was  the  **  grave  of  valour.”  The  same 
I story  has  been  told  of  sotoe  knights  on  the  first  appUeatlao  of 
I gunpowder  ; but  the  original  anecdote  is  in  Plutarch. 
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still  as  a statue,  with  his  lips  comprest 
To  stifle  even  the  breath  within  his  breaat. 

Fast  by  the  rock  all  roenadug,  but  route. 

He  stood  ; and,  save  a slight  beat  of  his  foot. 

Which  deepen'd  now  and  then  the  sandy  dint 
Beneath  hU  heel,  his  forro  seem’d  turn’d  to  flint 
Some  paces  further  TorquU  lean’d  hb  head 
Against  a bank,  and  spoke  not,  but  be  bled,  — 

Not  moitally  :~hU  worst  wound  was  within } 

Hb  brow  was  pale,  hb  blue  eyes  sunken  in. 

And  blood-drops,  sprinkled  o’er  bU  yellow  hair, 
Sbow’d  that  bis  fkintness  came  not  from  despair. 

But  nature’s  ebb.  Beside  him  was  another. 

Bough  as  a bear,  but  willing  as  a brother,— 

Ben  Bunting,  who  essay'd  to  wash,  and  wipe. 

And  bind  hb  wound  — then  calmly  lit  hb  pipe, 

A trophy  which  survived  a hundred  fights, 

A beacon  which  had  cheer’d  ten  thousand  nights. 

The  fourth  and  last  of  thU  deserted  group 
Walk’d  up  and  down — at  tiroes  would  stand,  then  stoop 
To  pick  a pebble  up— then  let  it  drop — 

Then  hurry  u in  haste  — then  quickly  stop — 

Then  cast  hb  eyes  on  hb  companions  — then 
Half  whistle  half  a tune,  and  pause  again  — 

And  then  hb  former  roovements  would  redouble. 
With  something  between  carelessness  and  trouble. 
Thb  b a long  description,  but  applies 
To  scarce  five  minutes  pass'd  before  the  eyes ; 

But  yet  what  minutes  I Moments  like  to  these 
Bend  men’s  lives  Into  Iromortalitlef. 

V. 

At  length  Jack  Skyacrape,  a mercurial  man. 

Who  flutter’d  over  all  things  like  a fan. 

More  brave  than  Ann,  and  more  disposed  to  dare 
And  die  at  once  than  wrestle  with  despair, 
Exclaim'd,  **  O— d danm  1** — tboae  syllables  Intense,— 
Nucleus  of  England's  native  eloquence, 

As  the  Turk’s  ^ Allah  I ” or  the  Bocnan's  more 
Pagan  **  Pruh  Jupiter  t ” was  wont  of  yore 
To  give  their  first  impresrions  such  a vent. 

By  way  of  echo  to  embarratsment 
Jack  was  embarrass'd,  — never  hero  more. 

And  as  be  knew  not  what  to  say,  he  swore : 

Nor  swore  in  vain ; the  long  congenial  sound 
Revived  Ben  Bunting  from  hb  pipe  profound ; 

He  drew  It  from  hb  mouth,  and  look’d  full  wbe, 

But  merely  added  to  the  oath  hb  eyes ; 

Thus  rendering  the  Imperfect  phraM  complete, 

A peroration  1 need  not  repeat 

VL 

But  Christian,  of  a higher  order,  stood 
Like  an  extinct  volcano  in  bU  mood  ; 

Silent  and  sad,  and  uvage, — witli  the  trace 
Of  passion  reeking  from  hb  clouded  (ace ; 

Till  lifting  up  again  hb  sombre  eye. 

It  glanced  on  TorquU,  who  lean'd  fkintly  by. 

**  And  U it  thus  7"  be  cried,  “ unhappy  lioy  I 
And  thee,  too,  Mee  — my  madness  must  destroy  I” 
He  said,  and  strode  to  where  young  TorquU  stood, 
Yet  dabbled  with  hb  lately  flowing  blood ; 

Seixed  hb  band  wbtftiUy,  but  did  not  press, 

And  shrunk  as  fearful  at  hb  own  caress ; 

Imiuired  into  bis  state  ; and  when  be  heard 
The  wound  was  slighter  than  he  deem'd  or  fear’d, 

A moment’s  brightness  pass'd  along  hb  brow, 

As  much  as  such  a moment  would  allow. 


“ Tea,”  he  exclaim’d,  •*  we  are  taken  !n  the  toll. 

But  not  a coward  or  a common  spoil ; 

Dearly  they've  bought  us  — dearly  still  may  buy,  — 
And  I must  fall ; but  have  you  strength  to  fly  ? 
'Twould  be  some  comfort  still,  could  you  survive ; 

Our  dwindled  band  b now  too  few  to  strive. 

Oh  I for  a sole  canoe  I though  but  a shell. 

To  bear  you  hence  to  where  a hope  may  dwell ! 

For  me,  my  lot  b what  I sought ; to  be, 

In  life  or  death,  the  fearless  and  the  free. " 

VIL 

Even  as  he  spoke,  around  the  promontory, 
tVhich  nodded  o’er  the  billows  high  and  hosjy, 

A dark  speck  dotted  ocean : on  it  flew 
Like  to  tht  shadow  of  a roused  sea-mew : 

Onward  it  came— and,  lo  1 a second  follow'd  — 

Now  seen  — now  hid  — where  ocean's  vale  was 
hollow’d ; 

And  near,  and  nearer,  tiU  their  dusky  crew 
Presented  well-known  aspects  to  the  view, 

TUI  on  the  surf  their  skimming  paddles  play. 

Buoyant  as  wings,  and  flitting  through  the  spray;  — 
Now  perching  on  the  wave's  high  curl,  and  now 
Dash’d  downward  lo  the  thundering  foam  below, 
Which  flings  it  broad  and  boiling  sheet  on  sheet. 

And  slings  Its  high  flakes,  shiver'd  Into  sleet : 

But  floating  still  through  surf  and  swell,  drew  nigh 
The  barks,  like  smali  birds  through  a lowering  sky. 
Their  art  seem’d  nature — such  the  skill  to  sweep 
The  wave  of  these  bom  playmates  of  the  deep. 

VIIL 

And  who  the  tint  that,  springing  on  the  strand, 
Leap'd  like  a nereld  from  her  shell  to  land, 

With  dark  but  brilUaot  skin,  and  dewy  eye 
Shining  with  love,  and  hope,  and  constancy  7 
Neuha — the  fond,  the  faithful,  the  adored  — 

Her  heart  on  Toiquil's  like  a torrent  pour’d : 

And  smiled,  and  wept,  and  near,  and  nearer  clasp’d, 
As  if  to  be  assured  *t  was  him  she  grasp’d ; 

Shudder’d  to  see  his  yet  warm  wound,  and  then, 

To  find  it  trivial,  smiled  and  wept  again. 

She  was  a warrior's  daughter,  and  could  bear 
Such  sights,  and  feel,  and  mourn,  but  not  despair. 
Her  lover  lived,  — nor  foes  nor  fears  could  blight 
That  full-Uown  moment  in  its  all  delight : 

Joy  trickled  in  her  tears,  joy  fill’d  the  sob 
That  rock’d  her  heart  till  almost  heard  to  throb ; 
And  paradise  was  breathing  In  the  righ 
Of  nature's  child  In  nature's  ecstasy. 

IX. 

The  sterner  spirits  who  beheld  that  meeting 
Were  not  unmoved ; who  arc,  when  hearts  are 
greeting  7 

Even  Chriftian  gaxed  upon  the  maid  and  boy 
With  tearless  eye,  but  yet  a gloomy  joy 
Mix’d  with  those  bitter  thoughts  the  soul  arrays 
In  hopeless  visions  of  our  better  days. 

When  all’s  gone  — to  the  rainbow’s  latest  ray. 

*'  And  but  for  me  i ” he  said,  and  turn'd  away ; 

Then  gaxed  upon  the  pair,  as  In  hb  den 
A lion  looks  upon  bb  cubs  again  ; 

And  then  relapsed  Into  hb  sullen  guise. 

As  heedteu  of  bb  fruthe r destinies. 
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X. 

But  brtef  their  time  fbr  good  or  evil  thought  1 
The  billow*  round  the  promontory  brought 
The  pl*«h  of  hostile  oars.  — Alas  1 who  made 
That  round  a dread  ? All  around  them  leem'd  array'd 
Against  them,  save  the  bride  of  Toohonal : 

She,  as  she  caught  the  llrst  glimpse  o'er  the  bay 
Of  the  arm’d  boats,  which  hurried  to  complete 
The  remnant’s  ruin  with  their  dying  feet. 

Beckon'd  the  natives  round  her  to  their  prows. 
Embark'd  their  guests  and  launch'd  their  light  canoes ; 
In  one  placed  Christian  and  his  comrades  twain  j 
1 But  she  and  Torquil  must  not  part  again, 

1 She  da'd  him  In  her  osra.  — Away  I away  ! 

[ They  clear  the  breakers,  dart  along  the  boy, 

1 And  towards  a group  of  blrts,  such  as  bear 
1 The  sea-bird's  nest  and  seal’s  surf-hollow'd  lair, 

I They  skim  the  blue  tops  of  the  billows ; fast 
They  dew,  and  fast  their  derce  pursuers  chased. 
They  gain  upon  them  — now  they  lose  again,  — 

I Again  make  way  and  menace  o’er  the  main ; 

I and  now  the  two  canoes  In  chase  divide. 

And  follow  different  courses  o’er  the  tide, 

' To  baffle  the  pursuit  — Assay  1 assay  I 
As  life  Is  on  each  paddle's  dight  to-day. 

And  more  than  life  or  lives  to  Neuha : love 
Freights  the  frail  bark  and  urges  to  the  cove  — 

I And  now  the  refuge  and  the  foe  are  nigh  — 
j Yet  yet  a moment  I — Fly,  thou  light  ark,  dy  I 
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Whiti  fts  ft  white  nil  on  a dusky  tea, 

When  half  the  horizon  *8  clouded  and  half  free. 
Fluttering  between  the  dun  wave  and  the  sky. 

Is  hope’s  last  gleam  in  man's  extremity. 

^ Her  anchor  parti  I but  still  her  snowy  sail 
Attracts  our  eye  amidst  the  rudest  gale  : 

Though  every  wave  she  cUmbs  divides  us  more. 
The  heart  stiU  follows  fVom  the  loneliest  shore. 

IL 

Hot  distant  from  the  Isle  of  Toohonal, 

A black  rock  rears  Its  bosom  o’er  the  spray. 

The  haunt  of  birds,  a desert  to  mankind, 

Where  the  rough  seal  reposes  from  the  wind, 
And  sleeps  unwieldy  in  his  cavern  dun. 

Or  gambols  with  huge  frolic  In  the  sun  : 

There  shrilly  to  the  passing  oar  is  heard 
The  startled  echo  of  the  ocean  bird. 

Who  rears  on  its  bare  breast  her  callow  brood, 
The  feather’d  fishers  of  the  solitude. 

A narrow  segment  of  the  yellow  sand 
On  one  side  forms  the  oudlnc  of  a strand  ; 

Here  the  young  turtle,  crawling  frtim  bis  shell. 
Steals  to  the  deep  wherein  his  parents  dwell ; 
Chipp’d  by  the  beam,  a nursling  of  the  day. 
But  hatch’d  for  ocean  by  the  fostering  ny ; 
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The  rest  was  one  bleak  precipice,  as  e er 
Oave  mariners  a shelter  and  despair ; 

A spot  to  make  the  saved  regret  the  deck 
Which  late  went  down,  and  envy  the  lost  wreck, 
i Such  was  the  stem  asylum  Neuha  chose 
j To  shield  her  lover  ft^m  his  following  foes ; 

I But  all  its  secret  was  not  told  ; she  knew 
^ In  this  a treasure  hidden  from  the  view. 

I in. 

Ere  the  canoes  divided,  near  the  spot, 

I The  men  that  mann'd  what  held  her  TorquU's  lot, 

[ By  her  command  removed,  to  strengthen  more 
] The  skiff  which  wafted  Christian  from  the  shore. 

I This  he  would  have  opposed  ; but  with  a smile 
j She  pointed  calmly  to  the  craggy  isle, 

I And  bade  him  **  speed  and  prosper."  She  would  take 
The  rest  upon  herself  for  TorquU’s  sake. 

They  parted  with  this  added  aid  ; afar 
The  proa  darted  like  a shooting  star. 

And  gain'd  on  the  pursuers,  who  now  steer  d 
Right  on  the  rock  which  she  and  Torquil  near’d. 

' They  pull'd  ; her  arm,  though  delicate,  was  free 
And  finn  as  ever  grappled  with  the  sea. 

And  yielded  scarce  to  TorquU’s  manlier  strength. 
The  prow  now  almost  lay  within  Its  length 
Of  the  crag's  steep,  inexorable  face, 
i With  nought  but  soundless  waters  for  its  base ; 
Within  a hundred  boats’  length  was  the  foe. 

And  now  what  refuge  but  their  frail  ennoe  7 
This  TorquU  ask’d  with  half  upbraiding  eye. 

Which  said  — **  Has  Neuha  brought  me  here  to  die  t 
I Is  thb  a place  of  safety,  or  a grave, 
j And  yon  huge  rock  the  tombstone  of  the  wave  7 " 


; They  rested  on  their  paddles,  and  uprose  [1 

i Neuha,  and  pointing  to  the  approaching  foes,  | 

I Cried,  **  TorquU,  follow  me,  and  fearless  follow  t"  | 

! Then  plunged  at  once  Into  the  ocean’s  hollow, 
t There  was  no  time  to  pause  — the  foes  were  near  ~ 
Chains  in  hLs  eye,  and  menace  in  hU  ear ; 

I With  vigour  they  puU'd  on,  and  as  they  came, 

I Hail'd  him  to  yield,  and  by  his  forfeit  name. 

I Headlong  he  leapt  to  him  the  swimmer's  skill 
Was  native,  and  now  all  his  hope  from  ill : 

! But  how,  or  where  7 He  dived,  and  rose  no  more ; 

I The  boat's  crew  look’d  amaied  o’er  sea  and  shore. 

! There  was  no  landing  on  that  precipice, 

Steep,  hanh,  and  slippery  as  a berg  of  ice. 

They  watch’d  awhUe  to  see  him  float  again, 

But  not  a trace  rebubbled  from  the  main  : 

The  wave  roU’d  on,  do  ripple  on  its  free, 

Since  their  first  plunge  re<^rd  a single  trace  ; 

The  little  whirl  which  eddied,  and  slight  foam, 

That  whiten'd  o'er  what  seem'd  their  latest  horm*.  ^ 
White  as  a sepulchre  above  the  pair 
Who  left  DO  marble  (mournful  as  an  heir) 

The  quiet  proa  wavering  o’er  the  tide 

Was  all  that  told  of  TorquU  and  hb  bride  ; I 

And  but  for  thb  alone  the  whole  might  seem 

The  vanbh’d  phantom  of  a seaman's  dream. 

They  paused  and  search'd  in  vain,  then  puU’d  away  ; j 
Even  superstition  now  forbade  thrir  stay.  ' 

Some  said  he  bad  not  plunged  into  the  wave,  i 

But  vanbb’d  like  a corpse-Ught  from  a grave ; 

Others,  that  something  supernatural  | 

Glared  in  hW  figure,  more  than  nKfftal  taU ; | 
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Aod  tbelr  companion,  glorious  by  her  side, 

Proud  and  exulting  in  hts  mermaid  bride ; 

And  bow,  when  undeceived,  the  pair  they  bore 
With  sounding  conchs  and  Joyous  shouts  to  shore; 
How  they  had  gladly  lived  and  calmly  died, 

And  why  not  also  TorquU  and  his  bride  ? 

Not  mine  to  tell  the  rapturous  caress 
Which  follow'd  wildly  in  that  wild  recess 
This  tale ; enough  that  all  within  that  cave 
Was  love,  though  burled  strong  as  in  the  grave 
Where  Abelard,  through  twenty  years  of  death, 
Mlien  EloTaa's  form  was  lower'd  beneath 
Their  nuptial  vault,  his  arms  outstretch’d,  and  press'd 
The  kindling  ubes  to  his  kindled  breast.^ 

The  waves  without  sang  round  their  couch,  their  roar 
As  much  unheeded  as  if  life  were  o’er ; 

Within,  (heir  hearts  made  all  tbelr  harmony, 

Ix>ve’s  broken  murmur  aod  more  broken  sigh. 

X. 

And  they,  the  cause  and  sharers  of  the  shock 
Which  left  them  exiles  of  the  hollow  rock. 

Where  were  they  ? O’er  the  sea  for  life  they  plied. 
To  seek  from  Heaven  the  shelter  men  denied. 
Another  course  had  been  their  choice  — but  where  ? 
The  wave  which  bore  them  still  their  foes  would  bear, 
Who,  disappointed  of  their  former  chase, 

In  search  of  Christian  now  renew’d  Uieir  race. 

Eager  with  anger,  their  strong  arms  made  way. 

Like  vultures  balBed  of  tbelr  pre\ious  prey. 

They  gain’d  upon  them,  all  whose  safety  lay 
In  some  bleak  crag  or  deeply«hidden  bay  : 

No  further  chance  or  choice  remain'd  ; and  right 
For  the  first  farther  rock  which  met  tbelr  sight 
They  steer’d,  to  take  their  latest  view  of  land, 

And  yield  as  victims,  or  die  sword  In  hand ; 

Dismiss’d  the  natives  and  tbelr  shallop,  who 
Would  still  have  battled  for  that  scanty  crew ; 

But  Christian  bade  them  seek  their  shore  again, 

Nor  add  a sacrifice  which  were  in  vain ; 

For  what  were  simple  bow  and  savage  spear 
Against  the  arms  which-  must  be  wielded  here  f 

XL 

They  landed  on  a wild  but  narrow  scene, 

Where  few  but  Nature’s  footsteps  yet  had  been  ; 
Prepared  their  arms,  and  with  that  gloomy  eye, 

Stem  and  sustain’d,  of  man’s  extremit)'. 

When  hope  is  gone,  nor  glory's  self  remains 
To  cheer  resistance  against  death  or  chains,  — 

They  stood,  the  three,  as  the  three  hundred  stood 
Who  dyed  ThermopyUc  with  holy  blood. 

But,  ah  I how  different  I ’t  is  the  cause  makes  all. 
Degrades  or  hallows  courage  In  its  fall. 

O'er  them  no  fame,  eternal  and  intense, 

Blazed  through  the  clouds  of  death  and  beckon'd  hcncc ; 
No  grateful  country,  smiling  through  her  tears, 
Began  the  probes  of  a thousand  years  ; 

No  nation’s  eyes  would  on  their  tomb  be  bent. 

No  heroes  envy*  them  their  monument ; 

However  boldly  their  warm  blood  was  spilt. 

Their  life  was  shame,  their  epitaph  was  guilt. 

And  this  they  knew  and  felt,  at  least  the  one, 

The  leader  of  the  band  he  bad  undone  ; 

’ The  reader  will  recollect  the  e;^Krain  of  the  Greek  aa.  > The  tratliUon  is  attached  to  the  story  of  Klolsa,  that 
thology,  or  lu  translation  Into  roost  of  the  modern  Lao-  when  her  body  was  lowered  Into  the  grave  of  AI<cUid  (who 
guagn  s had  been  buried  twenty  yuars),  he  opeood  bU  anns  to  recetra 

“ Whoe'er  thou  art.  thy  master  see  » her. 

He  wee,  or  U,  or  is  to  be." 


There,  with  a little  tinge  of  phantasy, 
Fantastic  faces  mop'd  and  mow’d  on  high. 
And  then  a mitre  or  a shrine  would  fix 
The  eye  upon  its  seeming  crudflx. 

Thus  Nature  play’d  with  the  stalactites. 
And  built  herself  a chapel  of  the  seas. 


And  Neuha  took  her  Torquil  by  the  band. 

And  waved  along  the  vault  her  kindled  brand, 
And  led  him  into  each  recess,  and  show'd 
The  secret  places  of  their  new  abode. 

Nor  these  alone,  for  all  hod  been  prepared 
Before,  to  soothe  the  lover’s  lot  she  shared : 

The  mat  for  rest ; for  dress  the  tVesh  gnatoo, 

And  sandal  oil  to  fence  against  the  dew  ; 

I For  food  the  cocoa-nut,  the  yam,  the  bread 
Bom  of  the  fruit ; for  board  the  plantain  spread 
With  its  broad  IcaL  or  turtle-shell  which  bore 
A banquet  in  the  flesh  it  cover'd  o'er ; 

The  gourd  with  water  recent  from  the  rill, 

The  ripe  banana  from  the  mellow  hilt ; 

A pine-torch  pile  to  keep  undying  light. 

Ami  she  herself,  as  beautiful  as  night. 

To  fling  her  shadowy*  spirit  o'er  the  scene, 

And  make  their  subterranean  world  serene. 

She  had  foreseen,  since  first  the  stranger’s  sail 
Drew  to  their  isle,  that  force  or  flight  might  foil, 
And  form'd  a refuge  of  the  rocky  den 
For  Torqull’s  safety  from  his  countrymen. 

Each  dawn  had  wafted  there  her  light  canoe. 
Laden  with  all  the  golden  fruits  that  grew ; 

Each  eve  had  seen  her  gliding  through  the  hour 
With  all  could  cheer  or  deck  their  sparry  bower; 
And  now  she  spread  her  little  store  with  smiles, 
The  happiest  daughter  of  the  loving  isles. 


She,  as  he  gazed  with  grateful  wonder,  press’d 
Her  shelter’d  love  to  her  impassion’d  breast ; 

And  suited  to  her  soft  caresses,  told 
An  olden  tale  of  love,  — for  love  Is  old. 

Old  as  eternity,  but  not  outworn 

With  each  new  being  bom  or  to  be  bom : i 

How  a young  chief,  a thousand  moons  ago. 

Diving  for  turtle  in  the  depths  below, 

Had  risen,  in  tracking  fost  his  ocean  prey. 

Into  the  cave  which  round  and  o’er  them  lay ; 

How  in  some  desperate  feud  of  after-time 
He  shelter’d  there  a daughter  of  the  clime, 

A foe  beloved,  and  offspring  of  a foe, 

Saved  by  his  tribe  but  for  a captive's  woe  ; 

How,  when  the  storm  of  war  was  still’d,  he  led 
His  island  clan  to  where  the  waters  spread 
Their  deep-green  shadow  o'er  the  rocky  door. 

Then  dlvM  — it  seem’d  aa  if  to  rise  no  mure  t 
HU  wondering  mates,  amazed  within  their  bark, 

Or  deem’d  him  mad,  or  prey  to  the  blue  shark ; 
Row’d  round  in  sorrow  the  sca-girded  rock. 

Then  paused  upon  their  paddles  from  the  shock  ; 
W'bcn,  fresh  and  springing  from  the  deep,  they  saw 
A goddess  rise  — so  deem’d  they  in  their  awe ; 
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I Who,  born  perchanoe  for  better  thfngi,  had  set 
His  life  upon  a cast  which  linger’d  yet : 

But  now  the  die  was  to  be  thrown,  and  all 
The  chances  were  In  favour  of  hia  fall : 

, And  such  a fall  I But  tUl)  he  faced  the  shock, 
Obdurate  as  a portion  of  the  rock 
Vfhereon  be  stood,  and  fix'd  bis  lereU’d  gun. 

Dark  as  a sullen  cloud  before  the  sun. 

XIL 

The  boat  drew  nigh,  well  arm'd,  and  firm  the  crew 
To  act  whatever  duty  bade  them  do; 
i Careless  of  danger,  as  the  onward  wind 
Is  of  the  leaves  ft  strews,  nor  looks  behind. 

And  yet  perhaps  they  rather  winh’d  to  go 
Against  a nation’s  than  a native  foe, 

And  felt  that  this  poor  victim  of  self-will, 

' Briton  no  more,  had  once  been  Britain’s  still, 
i They  hail'd  him  to  surrender  — no  reply  ; 

I Their  arms  were  poised,  and  glitter’d  In  the  sky. 

; They  hail'd  again  — no  answer;  yet  once  more 
They  offer’d  quarter  louder  than  before. 

' The  echoes  only,  from  the  rock’s  rebound, 

^ Took  their  last  farewell  of  the  dying  sound. 

Then  flash'd  the  flint,  and  blazed  the  volleying  flame, 
And  the  smoke  rose  tetween  them  and  their  aim. 
While  the  rock  rattled  with  the  bullets’  knell. 

Which  peal'd  in  vain,  and  flatten’d  as  they  fell ; 

Then  flew  the  only  answer  to  be  given 

By  those  who  bad  lost  all  hope  In  earth  or  heaven. 

I After  the  first  Aeree  peal,  as  they  pull'd  nlghcr, 

I They  heard  the  voice  of  Christian  shout,  “ Now,  Are  1 ** 
j And  ere  the  word  upon  the  echo  died. 

Two  fell ; the  rest  assail’d  the  rock's  rough  side, 

I And,  furious  at  the  madness  of  their  foes, 

I Dlsd^n’d  all  further  efforts,  save  to  dose. 

But  steep  the  crag,  and  all  without  a path. 

Each  step  opposed  a bastion  to  their  wrath, 

Wliile,  plao^  midst  clefts  the  least  accessible. 

Which  Christian’s  eye  vras  train'd  to  mark  full  well, 

I The  three  maintain’d  a strife  which  must  not  yield. 

In  spots  where  eagles  might  have  chosen  to  build. 

' Their  every  shot  told ; while  the  assailant  fell. 

Dash'd  on  the  shingles  like  the  limpet  shell ; 

But  still  enough  survived,  and  mounted  still. 
Scattering  thdr  numbers  here  and  there,  until 
Surrounded  and  commanded,  though  not  nigh 
I Enough  for  seizure,  near  enough  to  die, 

The  desperate  trio  held  aloof  their  fate 

Bui  by  a thread,  like  sharks  who  have  gorged  the  bait; 

Yet  to  the  very  1a.st  they  battled  well. 

And  not  a groan  Inform'd  their  foes  irAo  fell. 

Christian  died  last  — twice  wounded  ; and  once  more 
Mercy  was  offer’d  when  they  saw  hi«  gore ; 

I Too  laU  for  life,  but  not  too  late  to  die, 

I With,  though  a hostile  hand,  to  close  his  eye. 

I A limb  was  broken,  and  he  droop'd  along 
The  crag,  as  doth  a falcon  reft  of  young. 

I The  sound  revived  him,  or  appear’d  to  wake 
Some  passion  which  a weakly  gesture  spake: 

He  beckon'd  to  the  foremost,  who  drew  nigh. 

But,  as  they  ne:ir'd,  he  rear'd  his  weapon  high  — 

• In  Thihaiill's  account  of  FredcHc  th**  Second  of  Prussia, 
there  Is  a sint^ular  rrlatiun  of  a yuiinf  FrcuciuiiAii.  who  «nth  I 
tus  mUtreas  Mpearnt  to  be  of  some  rank,  lie  cuHstrd  and  I 
daacTtcil  at  ^hwcidnltt ; ard  ahrr  a desperate  reiisuoce  I 
was  rrloken,  having  kiUifsl  an  otbeer.  who  atu*intd«si  to  sHte 
Um  after  was  wuim<inl,  by  the  discharge  »(  his  musket 
losslad  with  a bnUom  of  his  uniiono.  Some  ctrcumslancet  on 

(•)  ^ 


CAKTO  ir.  I 


Ills  last  ball  bad  been  aim'd,  but  firom  his  breast  i 

He  tore  the  topmost  button  from  his  vest,  * I 

Down  the  tube  dash'd  It,  levell’d,  fired,  and  smiled 
As  his  foe  fell ; then,  like  a serpent,  coil’d 
His  wounded,  weary  form,  to  where  the  steep 
Look'd  desperate  as  himself  along  the  deep ; 

Cast  one  glance  back,  and  clench'd  bis  band,  and 
shook 

His  last  rage  ’gainst  the  earth  which  he  forsook  ; 

Then  plunged : the  rock  below  received  like  glass 
Hls  body  crush’d  into  one  gory  mass, 

With  scarce  a shred  to  tell  of  human  form. 

Or  fragment  for  the  sea-bird  or  the  worm ; 

A foir-hair’d  scalp,  besmear’d  with  blood  and  weeds. 

Yet  reek’d,  the  remnant  of  himself  and  deeds ; 

Some  splinters  of  his  weapons  (to  the  last. 

As  long  as  hand  could  hold,  he  held  them  fSist) 

Tct  glitter’d,  but  at  distance  — hurl'd  away 
To  rust  beneath  the  dew  and  dashing  spray. 

The  rest  was  nothing — save  a life  mls-spent. 

And  soul — but  who  shall  answer  where  It  went  ? 

'Tls  ours  to  bear,  not  judge  the  dead  ; and  they 
\Vho  doom  to  hell,  themselves  are  on  the  way, 

Unless  these  bullies  of  eternal  pains 

Are  pardon'd  their  bad  hearts  for  their  worse  brains. 

xm. 

The  deed  was  over  1 AU  were  gone  or  ta'en. 

The  fugitive,  the  captive,  or  the  slain. 

Chain'd  on  the  deck,  where  once,  a gallant  crew. 

They  stood  with  honour,  were  the  wretched  few 
Survivors  of  the  skirmish  on  the  isle ; | 

But  the  last  rock  left  no  surviving  spcfll.  I 

Cold  lay  they  where  they  fell,  and  weltering. 

While  o'er  them  flapp'd  the  sea-birds'  dewy  wing. 

Now  wheeling  nearer  from  the  neighbouring  surge. 

And  screaming  high  their  harsh  and  hungry  dirge : 

But  calm  and  careless  heaved  the  vrave  below, 

Eternal  vrlth  unsympathetic  flow ; 

Far  o'er  its  fkce  the  dolphins  sported  on, 

And  sprung  the  flying  fish  against  the  sun, 

TUI  Its  dried  wing  relapsed  from  Its  brief  height, 

To  gather  moistiur  for  another  flight 

XIV. 

’T  was  mom ; and  Neuha,  who  by  dawn  of  day 
Swam  smoothly  forth  to  catch  the  rising  ray. 

And  watch  If  aught  approach'd  the  amphibious  lair 
Where  Uy  her  lover,  raw  n sail  In  air: 

It  flapp'd,  it  flll'd,  and  to  the  growing  gale 
Bent  its  broad  arch  : her  breath  began  to  foil 
^nth  fluttering  fear,  her  heart  bc'at  thick  and  high. 

While  yet  a doubt  sprung  where  Its  course  might  lie. 

But  no ! it  came  not ; fost  and  for  away 
The  shadow  lessen’d  as  it  clear’d  the  bay. 

She  gazed,  and  flung  the  sea-fonm  from  her  eyes,  g 
To  watch  as  for  a rainbow  in  the  skies.  i 

On  the  horizon  verged  the  distant  deck,  | 

Diminish'd,  dwindled  to  a very  speck — M 

Then  vanish'd.  All  was  ocean,  all  was  joy ! .1 

Down  plunged  she  through  the  cave  to  rouse  her  boy ; 1 1 

hls  oDurt.mutlil  raifod  a zYeat  int^rect  amcmgit  hli  || 

who  wUhed  to  dUenrer  hi*  real  lUuation  In  life,  which  he 
oflhrrd  todUclnte,  hut  to  the  itng  only,  to  whom  he  requested  j ‘ 

EUiion  to  write  Thl«  wa*  rrfl»*ed.  and  Frcdcrir  was  I 
with  the  frroatett  indignation,  from  haffiod  ruriositT  or  j 
•ome  other  motive,  when  be  undentood  that  hia  request  j* 

beru  denied.  | 
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MANFRED. 


Told  all  the  bid  seen,  and  ill  the  hoped,  and  all 
That  happy  love  could  augur  or  rec^l ; 

Sprung  ftnlh  again,  with  Torqull  following  free 
His  bounding  nereid  over  the  broad  tea ; 

Swam  round  the  rock,  to  where  a shallow  cleft 
Hid  the  canoe  that  Neuha  there  had  left 
Driftiog  along  the  tide,  without  an  oar. 

That  eve  the  strangers  chased  them  from  the 
shore ; 

But  when  these  vanish'd,  she  pursued  her  prow, 
Begaln’d,  and  urged  to  where  they  found  It  now : 
Nor  ever  did  more  love  and  joy  embark, 

Than  now  were  wafted  in  that  slender  ark. 


Again  their  own  shore  rises  on  the  view, 
No  more  polluted  with  a hostile  hue ; 


No  sullen  ship  lay  bristling  o*er  the  foam, 

A floating  dungeon ; — all  was  hope  and  home  t 
A thousand  proas  darted  o'er  the  bay, 

With  sounding  shells,  and  heralded  their  way ; 
The  chiefr  came  down,  around  the  people  pour’d. 
And  welcomed  Torquil  as  a son  restored ; 

The  women  throng’d,  embracing  and  embneed 
By  Neuha,  asking  where  they  had  been  chased. 
And  how  escaped  7 The  tale  was  told ; and  then 
One  acclamation  rent  the  sky  again ; 

And  from  that  hour  a new  tradition  gave 
Their  sanctuary  the  name  of  **  Neuha's  Cave. " 

A hundred  fires,  far  flickering  ft'om  the  height. 
Biased  o'er  the  general  revel  of  the  night. 

The  feast  In  honour  of  the  guest,  return'd 
To  peace  and  pleasure,  perilously  earn'd; 

A night  succeeded  by  such  happy  days 
As  only  the  yet  infant  world  dbplays.  ^ 
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* There  aie  more  thinn  io  bearen  and  earth,  HentlOb 
Thao  are  dreamt  of  fn  your  philosophy. '* 
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MANrSKD. 

Chamois  Hoimta. 
Abbot  or  St.  Mauucb. 
Maituiu 
Hbsmak. 

Witch  or  ths  Alfb. 
AaisfAMta. 

NxMaaia. 

The  Dammas. 

SriRtTS,  &C. 


iHAnfrrli. 


7%e  $ctne  of  Vu  Drama  it  amongst  the  Higher 
parilg  in  the  CastU  of  Manfred^  and  pardg  la  the 
Monniaine. 

> TByroo ! the  sorcerer ! He  can  do  with  me  accordiog 
to  his  wilt.  If  H is  to  throw  me  headlong  upon  a desert  i 
Island  ( If  it  is  to  place  me  on  the  summit  of  a disxy  cliff— 
bis  power  is  the  same.  1 sritb  he  bad  a friend  or  a serrant, 
appointed  to  the  office  of  the  slave,  who  was  to  kxmek  every 
morning  at  the  chamber^oor  of  Philip  of  Macedoo,  and  re> 
mind  hliD  be  was  mortaL  — Da.  PAaa.j 
t [The  following  extracts  from  Lord  Byron's  letters  to  Mr. 
Murrsy,  are  all  we  have  to  oOVr  respecting  the  history  of  the 
composition  of  Manfred : — 

Venice,  Feb.  10^  IS17.  — " I fomt  to  mention  to  too,  that  a 
kind  of  Poem  in  diolone  (in  bisuk  verse)  or  Drama,  from 
which  ' the  Incantation^  is  an  extract,  begun  last  lumroer  in 
Swltaerlasd.  Is  finished ; it  is  in  three  acts,  but  of  a very  wild, 
metaphysical,  and  InexplieaMe  kind.  Almost  all  the  i>rrions 
— but  two  or  three  — are  Spirits  of  the  earth  and  air,  or  the 
waters;  the  scene  Is  in  the  Alps  ; the  heroakiodof  magidan, 
who  la  tormented  by  a species  of  remorse,  the  cause  of  which 
is  left  half  nnexplaiiied.  He  waaders  about  invoking  these 


MAirr&ZB  alone,  — Scenes  a Gothic  GoJkrg.  — Timet 
Midnight 

Man.  Tua  lamp  roust  be  replenish’d,  bat  even  then 
It  will  not  burn  so  long  as  1 must  watch ; 

My  slumbers  — if  I slumber^  are  not  sleep. 

But  a continuance  of  enduring  thought, 

Which  then  I can  resist  not : in  my  heart 
There  Is  a vigil,  and  these  eyes  bat  close 
To  look  within ; and  yet  I live,  and  bear 
Tbe  aspect  and  the  form  of  breathing  men. 

Spirits,  which  appear  to  him,  and  are  of  no  use ; be  at  last 
goes  to  the  very  abode  of  the  Kvil  Principle,  m proprid 
pertona,  to  evocate  a ghost,  which  appears,  and  gives  him  an 
ambiguous  and  dJaagremble  answer ; and,  hi  the  third  Act,  h« 
is  found  by  his  attendants  dying  in  a tower  where  he  had 
studied  his  art.  You  may  pcrc^vc.  by  this  outline,  that  I have 
no  great  opinion  of  this  piece  of  fantasy ; but  t hare  at  least 
rendered  it  impouihte  for  the  stage,  for  which  my  inter. 
course  with  Drury  Lane  has  given  roe  the  greatest  contempt. 
1 have  Dol  even  copied  it  off,  ami  feel  too  lasy  at  present  to 
attempt  the  whole;  but  when  1 have,  1 will  sc^  It  you,  and 
jrou  may  either  throw  it  into  the  fire  or  not." 

March  3.  — **  I sent  yoii  the  other  dav,  In  two  corer*.  the 
first  act  of*  Manfred,*  a drama  as  mad  as  Nat  Lee's  D^lam 
tragedy,  which  was  in  twenty-five  acu  and  scrnie  odd  scenes: 
mine  is  but  in  three  acts." 

.March  9.—"  In  remitting  the  third  art  of  the  sort  of 
dramatic  poem  of  which  you  will  by  this  time  have  reedred 
the  two  first.  I have  little  to  observe,  except  that  you  must 


Digitized  by  Google 


0 

176  BYRON’S  WORKS.  aiti. 

But  grief  should  be  the  instructor  the  wise  ; 
Sorrow  Is  knowledge  : they  who  know  the  most 
Must  mourn  the  deepest  o'er  the  fatal  truth, 

The  Tree  of  Knowledge  Is  not  that  of  Life. 
Philosophy  and  science,  and  the  springs 
Of  wonder,  and  the  wisdom  of  the  world, 

I have  essay’d,  and  In  my  mind  there  is 
A power  to  make  these  sulyect  to  itself — 

But  they  avail  not : 1 have  done  men  good, 

And  I have  met  with  good  even  among  men— 

But  this  avail’d  not : I have  had  ray  foes, 

And  none  have  bafBed,  many  foUen  before  me— 

But  this  avail'd  not : — Good,  or  evil,  lift. 

Powers,  passions,  all  I see  in  other  beings, 

not  publlih  It  (ir  It  ever  li  published)  without  giving  ne 
previous  notice.  1 have  reallr  sod  truly  no  ootiou  whether 
It  Is  good  or  btwl ; and  as  this  was  not  the  case  with  the 
principal  ot  my  former  publlcatioot,  1 am,  therefnre,  locilned 
to  rank  it  very  burabty.  You  will  submit  it  to  Mr.  Giflbrd. 
and  to  wliomsoerer  you  please  besides,  llte  thing,  you  will 
see  at  a glimpse,  could  never  be  attempted  or  thought  of  for 
the  stage;  I much  doubt  if  for  publication  even.  It  is  too 
much  in  rny  old  style  : but  I corapoied  it  actually  with  a Aorror 
of  the  stage,  and  with  a view  to  render  the  thought  of  it 
impracticable,  knowing  the  teal  of  my  friends  that  I should 
try  that  for  which  1 nave  on  UivincUtle  repugnance,  vis.  a 
representation.  I certainly  am  a devil  of  a mannerist,  and 
must  leave  off ; but  what  could  I do  ? Without  exertion  of 
some  kind,  1 should  have  sunk  under  my  imagination  and 
reality.** 

March  26.  — **  With  regard  to  the  * Witch  Drama,'  I repeat, 
that  1 have  not  an  idea  if  it  is  good  or  had.  If  bad,  it  must, 
on  rvo  account,  be  risked  In  publication  ; if  good,  it  is  at  your 
service.  I value  it  at  three  nuodred  guineas,  or  U^s,  if  you 
like  it.  Perhaps.  <f  published,  the  best  way  will  be  to  add  ft  to 
your  winter  toIuto"  and  not  publish  separately.  The  prico 
will  show  you  I UuqI  pique  myself  upon  it  ; so  spejJl  out. 
You  may  put  it  into  the  fire,  if  you  like,  and  Gifford  don't 
like.*’ 

Aprils. ->-**  As  for*  Manfred.'  the  two  first  acts  are  the 
best ; the  third  so  so ; Imt  I was  blown  with  the  first  and 
second  heats.  You  roar  call  it  * a Poem,'  fur  it  is  no  Drama, 
and  I «}o  not  choose  to  bare  it  called  by  so  a name  —a 

* ISsem  in  dialogue.*  or.—  Pantomime,  If  you  will : any  thing 
but  a greeo>room  synooyme  i and  this  Is  your  motto  •- 
* There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  tiuratio, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  philosophy.'  ** 

The  Third  Act  was  re. written  before  publication ; as  to  the 
particulars  of  which,  the  rs>ader  Is  relerred  to  a subsequent 
note.  To  avoid  overloading  the  margin,  we  may  give  here  the 
most  important  paragraphs  of  the  two  ablest  critiques  that 
immediately  followed  the  appoanmee  of  Manfred : — 

In  Manfred,  we  recognise  at  once  the  gloom  and  potenry 
of  that  soul  which  burnr^  and  blasted  and  fed  upon  itself,  In 
Harold,  and  Conrad,  and  Lara  — and  which  comes  again  in 
this  piece,  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger  — more  proud,  per* 
haps,  and  more  awfUl  than  ever  — but  with  the  fiercer  traits 
of  its  misanthropy  subdued,  as  it  were,  and  quenched  In  the 
gionm  of  a deep^  despondency.  Manfrvd  does  not,  like 
Conrail  and  I.ara.  wreak  the  anguish  of  his  burning  heart  in 
the  dangers  and  daring  of  desper;ite  and  predatory  war  — nor 
seek  to  drown  bitter  thoughts  In  the  tumult  of  perpetual  cmn* 
teiiUon ; nor  yet.  like  Harold,  does  lie  sweep  over  the  peopled 
scenes  of  the  earth  with  high  disdain  and  aversion,  and  make 
his  survey  of  the  business,  and  pleasures,  and  studies  of  man 
an  occasion  for  taunts  and  sarcasms,  and  the  food  of  an  un> 
measurable  spleen.  He  Is  fixed  by  the  genius  of  Uie  poet  In 
the  majestic  suliludef  of  the  central  Alps  — where,  from  his 
youth  up,  h«  has  lived  in  proud  but  calm  seclusion  from  tiie 
ways  of  men.  conversing  only  w lih  the  luagnlflcciil  forms  and 
as|>ccts  of  nature  by  which  he  is  surtounded.  and  wHh  the 
Spirits  of  the  Elements  over  whom  he  has  acquired  dominion, 
hr  the  secret  and  unhallowed  studies  of  son  cry  and  magic. 
He  is  averse,  indeed,  frrnn  mankind,  and  scorns  the  low  and 
frivoious  nature  to  which  he  belongs ; but  he  cherUhes  no 
animwity  or  hostility  to  that  feeble  race.  Tbclr  concerns 
excite  no  iiitercit  — their  pursuits  no  sympatliy  —their  loys 
DO  envy.  It  is  irksome  and  vexatious  fur  him  to  be  crussetl  by 
them  in  his  melancholy  musings.  — but  he  treats  them  with 
geiiUenrss  and  pltyj  and,  except  when  stung  to  lmp.itlenco 
by  too  importun.'Ue  an  Intrusion,  is  kind  and  considerate  to 
the  comforts  of  all  around  him.  — This  piece  Is  properly  en- 
titled a draroatk  poem  — for  It  U merely  poetical,  and  Is  not 
at  ^1  A drama  or  play  In  the  modern  .vceptatlon  of  the  term. 
It  has  DO  action,  do  plot,  and  no  characters  ; Manfted  merely 

Have  been  to  me  as  rain  unto  the  tandi, 

Since  that  all-naroeleM  hour.  I have  no  dread. 

And  feel  the  curae  to  have  no  natural  fear, 

Nor  fluttering  throb,  that  beats  with  hopes  or  wishes. 
Or  lurking  love  of  something  on  the  earth. 

Now  to  my  task.  — 

Mysterious  Agency  I 
Te  spirits  of  the  unbounded  Cniverse  t ^ 

M'hom  I have  sought  in  darkness  and  in  light  — 

Te,  who  do  compaas  earth  about,  and  dwell 
In  subtler  essence- ye,  to  whcrni  the  tops 
Of  mountains  inaccessible  are  haunts, « 

And  earth’s  and  ocean's  caves  familiar  things^ 

1 call  upon  ye  by  the  written  cham* 

muacs  and  sufftrs  from  the  beginning  to  the  end.  Hli  dli- 
tresses  are  the  same  at  the  opening  of  the  scene  and  at  its 
closing,  and  the  temper  In  which  they  are  bosne  Is  the  same. 

A hunter  and  a priest,  and  some  domestics,  are  b^eed  Intro, 
dured,  but  they  hare  do  connection  with  the  patsloQj  or 
sufiibrings  on  which  the  Intermt  depends ; and  Manfred  Is 
substantially  alone  throughout  the  whole  piece.  He  holds 
DO  communion  but  with  the  memory  of  the  Being  he  bad 
loved ; and  the  immortal  Spirits  whom  be  evokes  to  reproach 
with  bis  misery,  and  their  Inability  to  relieve  it  Tliese  un-  i 
earthly  beiogs  approach  nearer  to  the  character  of  persons  of  t 
the  drama  — but  still  th^  are  but  choral  accompaniments  to  | 
the  performance ; and  Manfred  Is,  In  reality,  the  only  actor  ' 
and  sufferer  on  the  scene.  To  delineate  his  character  in. 
deed  — to  render  conceivable  his  feelings  — Is  plainly  the 
whole  scope  and  desln  of  the  poem ; and  the  conce^on  and 
execution  are.  in  this  respect,  eoually  admirable.  It  U a 
grand  and  Urrific  vision  of  a being  tnvested  with  superhuman 
attributes,  in  order  that  he  may  be  capable  of  more  than  hu> 
man  sufferings,  and  be  sustained  under  them  by  more  than 
human  force  and  pride.  To  object  to  the  Improbability  of 
the  fletioo.  is  to  mistake  the  end  and  aim  of  the  author 
Probabllklei,  we  apprehend,  did  not  enter  at  all  Into  hU  con- 
sideration  ; hit  object  was,  to  produce  effbet— to  exalt  and 
dilate  the  character  through  whom  he  was  to  Interest  or  appal 
us  — and  to  raise  our  conceptloa  of  it,  by  all  the  helps  t^ 
could  be  derived  from  the  majesty  of  nature,  or  the  dread  of  ■ 
superstltina  It  is  enough,  therefore,  If  the  situation  In  which  1 
ho  has  placed  him  is  concfivabte,  and  if  the  supposition  of  Its 
reality  enhsnres  our  emotioni  and  kindles  our  Ima^natlon  ; 

— for  It  is  Msnfred  only  that  we  are  required  to  fear,  to  pity, 
oraitmire.  If  we  can  oncecooceiveof  him  u a reel  exlsumcc. 
and  enter  into  the  depth  and  the  height  of  bis  pride  at^  his 
sorrows,  we  may  deal  as  we  please  with  the  means  that  have 
bccu  used  to  furnish  us  with  this  impreulon,  or  to  enable  us 
to  attain  to  this  conception.  We  may  regard  them  but  as 
types,  or  meUphors,  or  allegories : but  Rt  Is  the  thing  to  be 
expressed,  and  the  feeling  and  the  Intellect  of  which  aU  these 
are  but  shadows.”  — JarraxT. 

” In  this  very  oxtraordlnairpoeni.  Lord  Byron  has  pursued 
the  same  course  as  in  the  third  anto  of  Cnllde  Harold,  aitd  > 
mit  out  his  strength  upon  the  same  objects.  The  action  is  I 
laid  among  the  mountains  of  the  Aipe— the  characters  are 
all,  more  or  less,  formed  and  swayed  by  the  operations  of  the 
magnificent  scenery  around  them,  and  every  page  of  the  poem 
teems  with  Imagery  and  passion,  thou^,  at  the  same  time, 
the  mind  of  the  poet  Is  oiten  overborne,  as  It  were,  by  ttw* 
strength  and  novelty  of  Its  own  conceptions  ; thus  the 

coanpositlon,  as  a whole.  Is  liable  to  many  and  fatal  objections. 
But  there  is  a still  more  novel  exhibition  of  Lord  OjTon't 
power*  in  this  rcmarkabla  drama.  He  has  here  burst  Into 
the  world  of  spirits ; and.  in  the  wild  delight  with  wldcb  the 
elctneois  of  nature  seem  to  have  insplml  him,  he  has  en- 
deavoured to  embody  and  call  up  before  him  their  mini«tering 
agents,  and  to  empfoT  these  wild  penonificatKtns.  as  he  for* 
merly  employed  the  feelings  and  passions  of  man.  We  are 
not  prepared  to  say,  that,  In  this  daring  attempt,  he  has  rom> 
pletely  succeeded.  We  are  incUm-d  to  think,  that  the  plan 
be  has  coDoelvod,  and  the  principal  character  which  he  has 
wished  to  delineate,  would  require  a fuller  dcvelopcmcnt  than 
is  here  given  to  them  ; and.  acenrdlngly,  a sense  of  im|<erfrc. 
lion,  incompleteness,  and  confusion  accumpam«*s  the  mind  i 
throughout  the  perusal  of  the  poem,  owing  etthrr  to  srmte  ‘ 
fidiure  on  the jwrt  of  the  poet,  or  to  the  inlieri-nt  mrstcry  of  '' 
the  subject.  But  though,  on  that  accuunt,  it  is  diAiculi  to 
comprehend  distinctly  the  drift  of  the  composition.  It  unqurs- 
tionably  exhibits  many  noble  delineations  of  mountain  sc<w  , 
nery.— many  ImpresBive  and  terrible  plciurrs  of  passtoo. 
—and  many  wild  and  awftil  vislocu  or  tinagioary  horror  '*  i 

— Paorxatoa  W1U01C.3 

* [“  Btemal  Agency  f 1 

Ye  spirits  of  tba  Immortal  Universe  1 **— MB] 

* Of  inaccessible  BOunUlns  are  the  haunts.”— M9  ] i 

1 
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MANFHEU. 


Which  give*  me  power  upon  you Riae  J Appear  I 

[j4  pauit. 

They  come  not  yet  — Now  by  the  voice  of  him 
Wlio  Is  the  first  among  you  — by  ttls  sign. 

Which  makes  you  tremble — by  the  claims  of  him 

Who  Is  undying,  — Rise  I Appear ! Appear ! 

pause. 

If  It  be  sa  — Spirits  of  earth  and  air. 

Ye  shall  not  thus  elude  me:  by  a power. 

Deeper  than  all  yet  urged,  a t)'rant>speI1. 

Which  had  Its  birthplace  in  a star  condemn’d, 

The  burning  wreck  of  a demolish’d  world, 

A wandering  hell  in  the  eternal  space ; 

By  the  strong  curse  which  U upon  my  soul, 

The  thought  which  Is  within  me  and  around  me, 

1 do  compel  ye  to  my  will — Appear  f 

[yf  star  is  seen  at  the  darker  end  of  the  gaUery  : it 
is  stationary ; and  a voice  is  heard  singing. 


First  Spirit. 

Mortal  I to  thy  bidding  bow'd, 

From  my  mansion  in  the  cloud. 

Which  the  breath  of  twilight  builds, 

And  the  summer's  sunset  gilds 
With  the  azure  and  vermilion, 

Which  is  mU'd  for  my  pavilion ; i 
Though  thy  quest  may  be  forbidden. 

On  a $tar>^am  I have  ridden  : 

To  thine  adjuration  bow'd. 

Mortal  — be  thy  wish  avow’d  I 

Voice  of  the  Secokd  SriaiT. 

Mont  Blanc  is  the  monarch  of  mountains ; 

They  crown'd  him  long  ago 
On  a throne  of  rocks,  in  a robe  of  clouds. 
With  a diadem  of  snow. 

Around  his  waist  arc  forests  braced. 

The  Avalanche  in  bis  band ; 

But  ere  it  fall,  that  thundering  bail 
Must  pause  for  my  command. 

I'he  Glacier's  cold  and  restless  mass 
Moves  onward  day  by  day ; 

But  1 am  he  who  bids  it  pass. 

Or  with  its  ice  delay.  * 

I am  the  spirit  of  the  place. 

Could  make  the  mountain  bow 
And  quiver  to  his  cavem’d  base  — 

And  what  with  me  wouldst  Thou  f 

Voice  of  the  Third  Spirit. 

In  the  blue  depth  of  the  water?. 

Where  the  wave  bath  no  strife, 

Where  the  wind  Is  a stranger. 

And  the  sea-snake  hath  life. 

Where  the  Mermaid  Is  decking 
Her  green  hair  with  shells. 

Like  the  storm  on  the  surface 
Come  the  sound  of  thy  spells ; 

OVr  my  calm  Hall  of  Coral 
The  deep  echo  roll’d  — 

To  the  Spirit  of  Ocean 
Thy  wishes  unfold  i 

Foorth  Sriarr. 

Where  the  slumbering  earthquake 
Lies  pillow'd  on  Are, 

And  the  lakes  of  bitumen 
Rise  boilingly  higher ; 

C"  Which  U fli  for  my  parnion.**  — MS.] 
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Where  the  roots  of  the  Andes 
Strike  deep  in  the  earth, 

As  their  summits  to  heaven 
Shoot  soaringly  forth ; 

I have  quitted  my  birthplace, 

Tby  bidding  to  bide  — 

Thy  spell  bath  subdued  me, 

Tby  will  be  my  guide  I 

Fifth  Snatr. 

I am  the  Rider  of  the  wind. 

The  Stirrer  of  the  storm ; ' 

The  hurricane  I left  bcMnd  J * ^ ' 

Is  yet  with  lightning  warm ; « ■ 

To  speed  to  thee,  o’er  shore  and  sea 
I swept  upon  the  blast : 

The  fleet  I met  sail'd  well,  and  yet 
'Twill  sink  ere  night  be  past 

Sixth  Spirit. 

My  dwelling  U the  shadow  of  the  night  7^ 
Why  doth  thy  magic  torture  me  with  light  ? 

Seventh  Spirit. 

The  star  which  rules  thy  destiny 
W'as  ruled,  ore  rarth  began,  by  me : 

V It  was  a world  as  fVvsh  and  fair 
As  e'er  revolved  round  sun  in  air ; 

Its  course  was  free  and  regular, 

Space  bosom’d  not  a lovelier  star. 

The  hour  arrived  — and  it  became 
A wandering  mass  of  shapeless  flame, 

A pathless  comet  ^^d  a curse, 

The  menace  of  the  universe ; 

Still  rolling  on  with  innate  force. 

Without  a sphere,  without  a course, 

A bright  defonnity  on  high. 

The  monster  of  the  upi>er  sky  I 

And  thou  I beneath  its  influence  bom  — 

Thou  worm  I whom  I oliey  and  scorn  — 

Forced  by  a power  (which  is  not  thine. 

And  lent  thee  but  to  make  thee  mine) 

For  this  brief  moment  to  descend. 

Where  these  weak  spirits  round  thee  bend 
And  parley  with  a thing  like  thee  — 

What  wouidst  thou.  Child  of  Clay  I with  me? 

T%e  Seven  Srimirs. 

Earth,  ocean,  air,  night,  mountains,  wind-s  thy  star, 
Are  at  thy  beck  and  bidding,  Child  of  Clay ! 

Before  thee  at  thy  quest  their  spirits  are— 

What  wouldst  thou  with  us  son  of  mortals— say? 

Man.  Forgetfulness—— 

First  Spirit,  Of  what  — of  whom  — and  why  ? 
Man.  Of  that  which  is  within  me ; read  it  there— 
Ye  know  it,  and  I cannot  utter  iL 

Spirit.  We  can  but  give  thee  that  which  we  pos- 
sess: 

Ask  of  us  subjects,  sovereignty,  the  power 
O’er  earth  — the  whole,  or  portion  —or  a sign 
Which  shall  control  the  elements,  whereof 
We  are  the  dominatora,  each  and  all. 

These  shall  be  thine. 

Man.  Oblivion,  self-oblivion — 

Con  ye  not  wring  from  out  the  hidden  realms 
Te  offer  so  profriMly  what  I ask  ? 

• p*  Or  makes  Its  Ice  delay.’*  — MS.] 
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Spirit.  It  Is  not  In  our  esicnce,  in  our  sJdU , 
But— thou  maj  'st  die. 

Afon.  WUl  death  bestow  it  on  me  ? 

Spirit.  We  are  Immortal*  and  do  not  forget ; 

We  are  eternal ; and  to  us  the  past 

Is,  as  the  ftiture*  present  Art  thou  answer’d  ? 

Kian.  Ye  mock  me  — but  the  power  which  brought 
ye  here 

Hath  made  you  mine.  Slaves,  scoff  not  at  my 
wOl! 

The  mind,  the  spirit  the  Promethean  spark. 

The  lightning  of  my  being,  U as  bright 
Pervading,  and  far«darting  as  your  own. 

And  shall  not  yield  to  yours,  though  coop’d  In  clay  I 
Answer,  or  I will  teach  you  what  I am. 

Spirit.  Wc  answer  as  we  answer’d ; our  reply 
Is  even  in  thine  own  words. 

Man.  Why  say  ye  SO? 

Spirit.  If,  as  thou  say’st  thine  esaence  be  as  ours. 
We  have  replied  in  tolling  thee,  the  thing 
Mortals  call  death  bath  nought  to  do  with  us. 

Aft*.  I then  have  call’d  ye  from  your  realms  in 
vain : 

Yc  cannot  w 7* 

Spirit.  s*y  t 

What  we  posses*  we  offer ; It  is  thine : 

Bethink  ere  thoii  dismiss  us,  ask  again  — 

Kingdom,  and  sway,  and  strength,  and  length  of 
days 

Man.  Accursed  1 what  have  I to  do  with  days  ? 
They  are  too  long  already. —Hence  — begone  I 
Spirit.  Yet  paiLse : being  here,  our  will  would  do 
thee  service ; 

Bethink  thee,  is  there  then  no  other  gift 
Which  wc  can  make  not  worthleas  in  thine  eyes  ? 
Man.  No,  none:  yet  stay  — one  moment  ere  we 
part  — 

I would  behold  ye  face  to  face.  I bear 
Your  voices,  sweet  and  melancholy  sounds. 

As  music  on  the  waters ; and  I see 
The  steady  aspect  of  a clear  large  star ; 

But  nothin?  more.  Approach  me  as  ye  are. 

Or  one,  or  all,  in  your  accustom’d  fonns. 

Spirit.  W’e  have  no  forms  beyond  the  elements 
Of  which  we  arc  the  mind  and  principle : 

But  choose  a form  — in  that  we  will  appear. 

Man.  I have  no  choice ; there  Is  no  form  on 
earth 

Hideous  or  beautiful  to  me.  Let  him, 

W'ho  is  most  powerful  of  ye,  take  such  aspect 
As  unto  him  may  seem  most  fitting— Come  I 
Setenth  Spirit.  {/4ppatring  i*  the  thape  of  a bean^ 
iiful  female  ) Behold  ! 

Man.  Oh* God  ! if  it  thus,  and  than 
Art  not  a madness  and  a mockery, 

I yet  might  be  most  happy.  I will  clasp  thee. 

Ar.d  we  again  will  be [ The  figvre  vaniehes. 

n My  heart  is  crush’d  ! 

[MAwraao  falls  senseless. 

» rTh«c  Tcrsr«  were  written  in  StrUxcrlanrl,  in  1*16,  and 
tranunUted  to  Kngland  for  pubUeatien.  with  the  thlnl  canto 
ChlMe  llrtrold.  ••  A«  th^  were  wrlttm,”  lay#  Mr.  Moore, 
•*  lnjuinlt.itely  after  the  iait  ^Itleii  attempt  at  roeonrUUiion. 
it  1#  to  lay  vlio  was  in  the  piKt’i  thoui;bU  while  he 

p«*uue<i  rome  uf  the  opening  stanaai.**} 

’ f"  *0(1  the  tritp  cm  the  monua”  — ITcarinp.  In  February, 
»•!  a menar*vl  version  of  Manfred  by  lome  Italian,  Ix>m 
l!ymi  wrote  to  hli  friend  Mr.  Hoppner  — ••  If  ymi  has^  any 
K>i4n#  of  comiuuiucatlog  with  the  mau,  would  you  permit  me 


(j4  Foiee  tf  Aeard  tn  the  Incantation  tehieh  foUow$.y^ 
'When  the  moon  is  on  the  wave. 

And  the  glow.worm  In  the  grass, 

And  the  meteor  on  the  grave, 

And  the  wisp  on  the  mora&s ; v 
When  the  fttlling  stars  are  shooting, 

And  the  answer’d  owls  arc  hooting, 

And  the  silent  leaves  arc  still 
In  the  shadow  of  the  hill. 

Shall  my  soul  be  upon  thine, 

With  a power  and  with  a sign. 

Though  thy  slumber  may  be  deep, 

Yet  thy  spirit  shall  not  sleep; 

There  are  shades  which  will  not  vanish, 

'rhere  arc  thoughts  thou  const  not  banish ; 

By  a power  to  thee  unknown, 

Thou  canst  never  be  alone ; 

Thou  art  wrapt  as  with  a shroud. 

Thou  art  gather'd  in  a cloud ; 

And  for  ever  shall  thou  dwell 
In  the  spirit  of  this  spelL 
Though  thou  seest  me  not  pass  by. 

Thou  shall  feci  me  with  thine  eye 
As  a thing  that,  though  unseen. 

Must  be  near  thee,  and  hath  been ; 

And  when  in  that  secret  dread 
Thou  hast  turn'd  around  thy  head. 

Thou  Shalt  marvel  I am  not 
As  thy  shadow  on  the  spot, 

And  the  power  which  thou  dost  feel 
Shall  be  what  thou  must  conccaL 

And  a magic  voice  and  verse 
Hath  baptised  thcc  with  a curse ; 

And  a spirit  of  the  air 
Hath  begirt  thee  with  a snare ; 

In  the  vrind  there  is  a voice 
Shall  forbid  thee  to  rejoice ; 

And  to  thee  shall  Night  deny 
All  the  quiet  of  her  sky ; 

And  the  day  shall  have  a sun, 

Which  shall  make  thee  wish  It  done. 

From  thy  false  tears  I did  distil 
An  essence  which  hath  strength  to  kill ; 

From  thy  own  heart  I then  did  wring 
The  black  blood  in  its  blackest  spring ; 

From  thy  own  smile  I snatch’d  the  snake. 

For  there  it  coll’d  as  in  a brake ; 

From  thy  own  Up  I drew  the  charm 
Which  gave  all  these  their  chlefest  harm  ; 

In  proving  every  poison  known, 

• I found  the  strongest  was  thine  own, 

j By  thy  cold  breast  and  serpent  smile, 

By  thy  unfathom’d  gulfs  of  guile. 

By  that  most  seeming  virtuous  eye, 

By  thy  shut  soul’s  hypocrisy ; 

I to  convey  to  him  the  ofTer  of  snyprire  be  may  obtain,  or 
think  to  obtain,  for  hli  project,  provldwl  he  will  throw  bli 
I tramlation  into  the  Qre,  and  promtie  not  to  mwlmake  any 
I other  of  th.U,  or  any  other  of  my  things  Y 1 will  send  him  hu 
' monev  immediately,  on  this  cnndiilnn.**  A negottatlon  «as 
nccprdlngly  set  on  foot,  and  the  trsniUtor,  on  receulog  two 
i hundred  ftnncs,  dciivered  up  his  minuicidpt,  and  enaajrod 
i never  lo  translate  any  other  of  tlio  poet's  works.  Of  hta 
quallQcatkmi  for  the  ta»k  lome  notion  roar  be  formetl  fr<«i 
the  fact,  that  he  had  turned  the  word  “ wisp,"  In  this  line, 
I into  “ a bundle  of  straw. "J 
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Which  I outlive  ! — Ye  toppling  crags  of  !ce  [ 

Ye  avalanches,  whom  a breath  draws  down 
In  mountAlnous  oVrwholming,  come  and  crush  me  I 
I hear  ye  momently  above,  beneath, 

Cra.'h  with  a frequent  conflict  * ; but  ye  pass, 

' And  only  fait  on  things  that  still  would  live; 

On  the  young  flourishing  forest,  or  the  but 
And  hamlet  of  the  harmless  villager. 

C.  I fun.  The  mists  begin  to  rise  from  up  the  valley ; 
ni  warn  him  to  descend,  or  he  may  chance 
To  lose  at  once  his  way  and  life  together. 

Man.  The  mists  boil  up  around  the  glaciers ; clouds 
Rise  curling  fast  Inmcath  me,  white  and  sulphury, 
Like  foam  from  the  roused  ocean  of  deep  Hell,  * 

Whose  every  wave  breaks  on  a living  shore. 

Heap'd  with  the  damn’d  like  pebbles.— I am  giddy.  > 
C.  JIun.  I must  approach  him  cautiously ; If  near, 
A sudden  step  will  startle  him,  and  he 
Seems  tottering  already.  j 

. I Man.  Mountains  have  fallen,  I 

^ j Tx‘av1ng  a gap  In  the  clouds,  and  with  the  shock  | 
' RiK'king  their  Alpine  brethren  ; filling  up  | 

! 'The  ripe  green  valleys  with  destruction's  splinters , 
j Hamming  the  rivers  with  a sudden  djtsh, 

; Which  crush'd  the  waters  Into  mist,. and  made 
j Their  fountains  find  another  channel  — thus, 

I Thus,  in  its  old  age,  did  Mount  Rosenberg  — 

\ Vt*hy  stood  I not  beneath  It  ? 

C.  Hun.  Friend  1 have  a care, 

Tour  next  step  may  be  fatal  J — for  the  love 
Of  him  who  made  you,  stand  not  on  that  brink  ! 

I Man.  (not  hearing  him).  Such  would  have  been 
I for  me  a fitting  tomb; 

My  bones  hatl  then  been  quiet  in  their  depth  ; 

They  had  not  then  been  strewn  upon  the  rucks 
For  the  wind's  pastime  — as  thus  — thus  they  shall 
! lie  — 

I In  this  one  plunge.  — Farewell,  ye  opening  heavens  ! 

• I/K>k  not  upon  me  thus  reproachfully  < — 

J You  were  not  meant  for  me — Larth ! take  these  atoms  J 
[.■is  MAXraro  is  in  act  to  sfaimg  from  the 
I cliff",  the  Chamois  lIuNTra  seizes  and 

I retair%s  him  with  a suddin  pratp. 

C.  linn.  Hold,  madman  t— though  aweary  of  thy 
j life. 

Stain  not  our  pure  vales  with  thy  guilty  blood : 

Away  with  me I w1U  not  quit  my  hold. 

Muh.  I am  most  sick  at  hci^  — nay.  grasp  me 
not  — 

I nm  all  feebleness  — the  mountains  w hlrl  [thou  ? 
i Spinning  around  me — —I  grow  blind  — What  art 
C.  JIun.  I 'll  answer  that  anon.  — Away  with 
J.  me — 

j!  The  cIoud.s  grow  thicker  — there— now  lean  on 
i!  me  — 

Place  your  foot  here  — here,  take  this  staff,  and  cling 
A moment  to  that  shrub  — now  give  me  your  hand. 
And  hold  fa«t  by  my  girdle  — softly  — well  — 

The  Chalet  will  be  gain'd  within  an  hour; 

' C*  .^scendeii  Wmam  moiintAin  ; li-ft  the  horw'S,  look 
£:ff  my  roai.  *ihl  wml  to  thr  nimmit.  Oo  one  our  view 
compriKNi  ihr  Jungfrau,  with  all  hrr  glacier*  ; then  the  Dent 
cl* Argent,  shining  Tike  irtith ; then  the  little  filant,  and  the 
r.reai  t;Unt : and  lo«t.  not  least,  the  \Nrtt4  rhorn,  The 
height  of  the  Jun^frAU  i*  thirt«ren  thousand  h^t  Matve  the 
tea.  and  tdrvmi  thuutsnd  above  the  voltcr-  Heard  the  ava- 
lanche* failing  ercry  five  mhmtcv  nearly."  — Strut  Journal.) 

j!  * C hike  foBin  from  the  roused  ocean  of  cJd  Hell." — MS.] 


Come  on,  we  11  quickly  find  a stirer  footing. 

.\nd  something  like  a pathway,  which  the  tnrrcnt 
Hath  wash’d  since  winter. — Come,  *t  Is  lirtvely  done— - 
You  should  have  been  a hunter.  — Follow  me. 

[As  thep  descend  the  rocks  with  difficufty, 
the  scene  closes. 


ACT  IL  I 

SCENE  I.  I 

A Cottage  amongst  the  Bernese  Alps.  | 

MAKracD  anc/ fAe  Chamois  livKTEa.  | 

C Uun.  No,  no  — yet  pause  — thou  must  not  yet  [ 
go  forth  ; ' : 

Ihy  mind  and  body  arc  alike  unfit  '' 

To  trust  each  other,  fur  some  hours,  at  lca.st ; 

When  thou  art  belter,  I will  be  thy  guide  — ij 

But  whither  f | 

Man.  It  imports  not : I do  know  •' 

My  route  full  well,  and  need  no  further  guidance.  i 
C.  Hun.  I1iy  garb  and  gait  bespeak  thee  of  high 
lineage  — 

One  of  the  many  chiel^  whose  castled  crags  | 

Look  o’er  the  lower  valleys  — which  of  these 
May  call  ihec  lord  ? I only  know  their  portaU  ; I 

My  way  of  life  leads  me  but  rarely  down  I 

To  bask  by  the  huge  hearths  of  those  old  halls,  ' 

Carousing  with  the  vassals ; but  the  paths.  j 

Which  step  from  out  our  mountains  to  their  doors. 

I know  from  childhood  — which  of  these  is  thluc  f 
Man.  No  matter.  } 

C.  Hun.  Well,  sir,  pardon  me  the  question,  .. 

And  be  of  better  cheer.  Come,  taste  my  wine ; '! 

'T  U of  an  ancient  vintage  : many  a day  I 

‘T  has  thaw 'd  my  veins  among  our  glaciers  n<jw  [] 

I Let  it  do  thus  for  thine  — Come,  pledge  me  fairly.  '■ 

Man.  Away,  away  ! there's  blood  upon  the  brim  ! | 
Will  it  then  never  — never  sink  in  the  earth  ? | 

C.  //«n.  What  dost  thou  mean  ? thy  senses  wan*  ' 
dcr  from  thee.  j 

Man.  I say  'tU  blood  — my  blood  I the  pure  warm  I 
stream  ! 

Which  ran  in  the  veins  oi  my  fathers,  and  in  oun  j 
^Mien  we  were  in  our  youth,  and  had  one  heart,  ^ 
And  loved  each  other  as  we  should  not  love. 

And  this  was  shed  : but  still  it  rises  up,  I 

Colouring  the  clouds,  that  shut  me  out  from  heaven,  | 
Where  thou  art  not  — and  I shall  never  be.  i 

C.  Jfun.  Man  of  strange  words,  and  tome  haU^ 
maddening  sin. 

Which  makes  thee  people  vacancy,  whate’er 
Thy  dread  and  sufferance  be,  there's  comfort  yet  — 

The  aid  of  holy  men,  and  heavenly  patience 

Man.  Patience  and  patience  ! Hence  — that  word 
was  made 

For  brutes  of  burthen,  not  for  birds  of  prey  ; ,j 

'» 

> i"  The  rioudi  ro»e  fronj  the  opposite  valley,  cut  ling  up 
perjwwdlcuUr  predplees,  like  the  foam  of  the  ocean  </  krli  )| 
during  A vpiing  tide  — It  was  white  aikI  itiSphun  , and  in-  || 
measurably  deen  in  appearanre.  The  side  we  arcendM  was 
not  of  M>  p^iplinus  a nature ; but,  on  arrivina  at  the  tummit. 
vv  looked  down  upon  the  other  side  upon  a boiUcfr  srw  tif 
chnjd.  dashing  Agwinit  the  rrsM  on  which  we  stocHl— thrwc 
crag*  on  one  side  quite  perpcnaleular.  In  pAasIng  the  moMes 
of  snow.  I made  a inowball  and  pelted  Holdiousc'  with  tt."  — 
Swiss  Journal.]  , 
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Preach  it  to  mortals  of  a du5t  like  thine,  — 

I am  not  of  thine  order. 

C.  Hun.  Thanks  to  heaven  3 

I would  not  be  of  thine  for  the  free  fame 
Of  William  TeU;but  whatsoe’er  thine  ill, 

It  must  be  borne,  and  these  wild  starts  are  useless. 

Man.  Do  I nut  bear  it  ? — Look  on  me  ~ 1 live. 

C.  7/«n.  This  Is  convulsion,  and  no  healthful  life. 

Afoji.  I tell  thee,  man  ! I have  lived  many  years. 
Many  long  years,  but  they  are  nothing  now 
To  those  which  I must  number : ages  — ages  — 
Space  and  eternity  — and  consciousness. 

With  the  fierce  thirst  of  death — and  still  unslakod  1 

C.  Hun.  Vliy,  on  thy  brow  the  seal  of  middle  age 
Hath  scarce  been  set ; 1 am  thine  elder  &r. 

Man.  Think'st  thou  existence  doth  depend  on  time  ? 
It  doth  i but  actions  are  our  epochs : mine 
Have  made  ray  days  and  nights  imperishable, 
Endless,  and  all  alike^  as  s.ands  on  the  shore, 
Innumerable  atoms  ; and  one  desert, 

Uarren  and  cold,  on  which  the  wild  waves  break, 

But  nothing  rests,  uve  carcasses  and  wrecks. 

Rocks,  and  the  salt^surf  woods  of  bitterness. 

C.  Hun.  Alas!  he’s  mad — but  yet  1 must  not 
leave  him. 

Man.  I would  I were  — for  then  the  things  I see 
MTould  be  but  a distemper'd  dream, 

a Hun.  M hat  U it 

That  thou  do«t  sec,  or  think  thou  look’st  upon  ? 

Man.  Myself,  and  thee  — a peasant  of  the  Ali>s  — 
Thy  humble  virtues,  hoNpitahle  home, 

A nd  spirit  patient,  pious,  proud,  and  free  i 
Thy  self-respect,  grafted  on  innocent  thoughts  ; 

Thy  days  of  health,  and  nights  of  sleep ; thy  toils. 
By  danger  dignifte<l,  yet  guiltless ; hopes 
Of  cheerful  old  age  and  a quiet  grave. 

With  cru.^s  and  garland  over  its  green  turf. 

And  thy  grandchildren's  love  for  epitaph; 

This  do  I sec — and  then  I look  within  — 

It  matters  not  — my  soul  wus  scorch'd  already  1 

C.  JIun.  And  wuuld'st  thou  then  exchange  thy 
lot  fur  mine  ? 

Man.  No,  friend ! I would  not  wrong  thee,  nor 
exchange 

My  lot  with  living  being  t 1 can  bear  — 

However  wretchedly,  'Us  still  to  bear  — 

In  life  what  others  could  not  brook  to  dream. 

But  perish  in  their  slurabiT. 

C.  Jfun.  And  >^th  this  — 

This  cautious  feeling  for  another’s  pain, 

Canst  thou  be  black  with  evil  ? — say  not  so. 

Can  one  of  gentle  thoughts  have  wreak'd  revenge 
Upon  his  enemies  ? 

' fThI*  scene  Is  one  of  the  most  norltcal  and  most  sweetly 
written  in  ttio  metn.  l*herr  is  a stul  ami  drlidoiis  wStcherr 
in  Iho  trsnqulliity  and  seclusion  of  the  iilaix*.  aiul  tlie  cvlestiiu 
beauty  of  liie  beiha  who  reveals  herself  in  the  tnUlsl  of  these 
visible  enchantments. Jat  raav.] 

* This  iris  it  formed  by  the  ray*  nf  the  sun  over  the  lower 
part  of  the  Alpine  torrenu : it  is  eaaclijr  like  a ruml>uw  come 
diiwn  to  |uiy  a visit,  and  so  close  that  you  niay  walk  Into  It : 
this  effect  lasts  tiU  noun.  — f**  IkTure  asevodiug  the  mountain, 
went  to  the  torrent ; the  sun  upni  it,  forming  a ivKuiiote 
of  the  lower  part  of  all  colours,  but  principally  purple  and 
Rolil;  the  how  moviog  as  you  move:  I never  s«w  anything 
Lke  this  i k is  only  In  the  suniblnc.*’—  Strtss  Jourtia!.} 

* [“  Airlvi-d  at  the  font  of  the  Jungfrau  ; gUxters  ; torrents : 
Ofw  <if  these  torrenu  nine  hundred  feet  In  height  of  risible 
descent;  heard  an  avalanche  fall,  like  lliumfer ; glaciers 
enormous;  storm  came  on  — thumier,  lightning,  hail;  ail  in 
perfelion,  and  beautiful-  The  torrent  is  in  sha|ie  curving 
over  Uie  rock,  like  the  tall  o(  a white  horse  streaming  In  llie 


Man.  Oh  3 no,  no,  no  3 

My  injuries  came  down  on  tho*c  who  loved  me  — 
On  those  whom  1 best  loved  : I never  quell'd 
An  enemy,  save  In  my  just  defence  — 

But  my  embrace  was  fatal. 

C.  Hum.  Heaven  give  thee  rest  3 

And  penitence  restore  thee  to  thyself; 

My  prayers  shall  be  for  thee. 

Afan.  I need  them  not, 

But  can  endure  thy  pity*.  I depart  — 

'Tis  time — farewell!  — Here's  gold,  and  thanks  for 
thee  — 

No  words  — it  is  thy  due.  — Follow  me  not  — 

I know  my  path  — the  mountain  peril 's  past : 

And  once  a^n,  1 charge  thee,  follow  not  I 

MANraxD. 

SCENE  !T. 

A tower  Valley  tn  the  Alpe.^A  Cataract.  > 
Enter  MAwraxo. 

It  is  not  noon  — the  sunbow’s  myi  s still  arch 
The  torrent  with  the  many  hue*  of  heaven, 

And  rtdi  the  sheeted  silver's  waving  column 
O'er  the  crag’s  headlong  perpendicular, 

And  fiing  its  lines  of  foaming  light  along. 

And  to  and  fro,  like  the  pale  courser’s  tail, 

I The  Giant  steed,  to  be  bestrode  by  Death, 

As  told  In  the  Apocalypse.^  No  eyes 
But  mine  now  drink  this  sight  of  loveliness  ; 

I should  be  sole  in  tills  sweet  solitude. 

And  with  the  Spirit  of  the  place  divide 
The  homage  of  these  waters.  — I will  call  her. 

[Maxfmkd  taMe$  $ome  of  the  irafer  into  the  palm 
of  hie  luind,  awl  Jlinye  it  in  the  atr,  muttering 
the  adjuration.  A^fter  a pousc,  the  Witch  or 
THE  Alts  rises  Irneuth  the  arch  of  the  sun- 
Ihjw  of  the  forrenf. 

Beautiful  Spirit ! with  thy  hair  of  light. 

And  dazzling  eyes  of  glory*,  in  whose  form 
The  charms  of  earth’s  least  mortal  daughters  grow 
To  an  unearthly  stature,  in  an  essence 
Of  purer  element#  ; while  the  hues  of  youth,  — 
Camation'd  like  a sleeping  Infant's  cheek. 

Rock'd  by  the  beating  of  her  mother's  heart. 

Or  the  rose  tints,  which  summer's  twilight  leaves 
rjton  the  lofty  glacier's  virgin  snow. 

The  blush  of  earth,  embracing  with  her  heaven,  — 
Tinge  thy  eclestbl  aspect,  ami  nvike  time 
'1‘hc  beauties  of  the  sunbow  which  bends  o’er 
thee.  * 

Beautiful  Spirit ! in  thy  calm  clear  brow, 

wind,  surh  a*  it  might  bo  cnncolved  would  be  that  of  th«  ‘ oale 
Aorjo ' on  whU'h  Death  l>  mouiiUKl  in  the  Jp^tealffpie.  It  is 
neither  miM  nor  water,  hut  A sonitibing  lietvreon  U>th  ; its 
itnmonx’  height  gives  it  • wave  or  rurre,  a inrcading  heie  or 
ctindenAitlon  there,  wonderhU  and  indctcnbatkle/’ Struts 
Jiiurual.y 

* ^ In  all  Lord  Byron's  heroes  we  rreognlxe,  though  with 
Indmte  moihricatioui,  the  same  great  rh.irncieri*Urs  — a hlgii 
and  AUaladuus  conception  of  tlte  power  of  the  mirwi,~an 
ioten«e  snitibiiity  of  passion,.— an  almoit  boundWi  rapuciiy 
of  tumultuou*  emotion, —a  haunting  aiimiratlon  of  the 
gramlrur  nf  disordersnl  ;»wer,  — and,  alwve  all,  a soul-felt, 
blood-felt  drligl.t  in  beauty.  PaHdra  Is  full  nf  it  to  overflow- 
ing ; It  brrallk-  * ffom  o»  err  page  of  the  ••  I’rtsoncr  of  Chilluu  : ** 
but  it  is  in  **  Mout'red"  that  it  riots  and  revels  among  tim 
itream*.  and  waterfalls,  and  groves,  and  mountains,  and 
heuvens.  'ITiere  ia  in  the  character  of  Manfred  more  of  the 
self-might  ol  Byron  thou  in  oil  hU  prcvioiu  pruductiimi.  He 
has  tltereio  brought,  witli  wooderAsi  power,  metaphy^itcal 

N 3 


Digili/M  :■¥ 


182 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


ACT  II, 


Wherein  U serenity  of  soul,  Or  to  look,  iist'nln/;,  on  the  scatter'd  leave*, 

\STiich  of  itself  shows  ImmoriiilUy,  I WTiilt  Autumn  winds  were  iit  their  evening;  sonjr. 


I I re.ul  that  thou  wilt  pirdnn  to  a Son  ; 

: Of  Karth,  whom  the  ab>tru.»or  power*  permit  i 

I At  times  to  commune  with  them  — if  that  he  i 

i|  A>’ail  him  of  his  spells  to  call  thee  thus  I 

[ And  gaze  on  tlice  a moment. 

! JFltch.  Son  of  Earth 

j I know  thee,  and  the  powers  which  give  thee  [tower; 

I 1 know  thee  for  a man  of  many  thotuht^, 

And  deetis  of  good  and  111,  extreme  in  both, 
l-'.ital  and  fated  in  thy  sufferings.  I 

i have  cx[>ccted  this  — what  would’st  thou  with  | 
me  ? ! 

[ .yfan.  To  lo«)k  upon  thy  beauty  — nothing  furlbcr.  * 
Tne  f;iv*e  of  the  earth  hath  niaxldcn’d  me,  and  1 i 
T.ikc  refuge  in  her  mysteries,  and  pleix'C  | 

To  the  aboiles  of  ihO'C  who  govern  her — i 

But  they  can  nothing  aid  me.  1 have  sought  I 

From  them  what  they  could  not  bestow,  and  now  ! 

' 1 search  no  further.  j 

I intch.  What  could  l>e  the  <jue«t  i 

I Which  is  not  In  the  power  of  the  most  [towcnul,  I 

The  rtilers  of  the  invisible? 

M<tn.  A boon ; j 

But  why  should  I repeat  It?  ’twero  In  vain.  [ 

IHteA.  I know  not  that ; let  thy  Ups  utter  It. 
yhn.  Well,  though  it  torture  me,  *t  is  but  the  - unc ; ' 
My  pnng  shall  find  a S’alce.  From  my  youth  ui  .vui'u*  I 
j My  spirit  walk'd  not  n1th  the  souls  of  men, 

J Nor  look'd  u[)on  the  earth  with  human  ci'e* ; 
t The  thirst  of  their  ambition  was  not  mine, 

I The  aim  of  their  existence  u'&s  not  mine ; 

I My  joys,  my  griefs,  my  pa^^ions,  and  my  j>ower:, 

' Made  me  a stranger ; though  I wore  the  form, 

1 iiad  no  f)'mpathy  with  breathing  flesh. 

Nor  midst  the  creatures  of  clay  that  girded  n;e 
Was  there  but  one  who — —but  of  her  anon. 

I said,  with  men,  and  ulth  the  thotujbts  of  nun, 

1 held  but  Might  cummunion ; but  instead. 

My  joy  was  in  the  wildenjes*,  — to  breathe 
The  difUrult  air  of  the  iced  mountain’s  to.». 

Where  the  blnls  »lare  not  build,  nor  inset*:’* 

Flit  o'er  the  herbless  granite;  or  to  pluiig'' 

Into  the  torrent,  and  to  roll  along 
On  the  swift  whirl  of  the  new  bivaklng  wau*  , 

j Of  liver.'trcara,  or  ocean,  in  th<  ir  fl  )w.  i 

I In  these  my  e.irlf  strength  exulted ; or  I 

i To  follow  through  the  night  the  moving  miM.n. 

* The  stari  and  their  development ; or  catch  [ 

The  dazzling  lightnings  till  my  ryes  grew  dim  ; f 

I nmrryvtloni  Into  forms,  — an>t  we  know  of  nil  poem  In  wliieh 
tfii*  A^iK-ct  of  I'Memal  nature  it  throu,;h4>ut  up  with  an 

expm.iioo  at  once  so  beautiful,  solemn,  and  majestic.  It  is 
the  [MH-m.  next  to  “ Chllde  Harold,”  whkh  wo  should  givo  to 
a ferei^mer  to  rnsd.  that  he  might  know  something  of  Byron. 
Sliokipcare  luu  itiren  to  those  n>Mtractl<ms  of  human  life  and 
> tK-ing.  ahiih  are  truth  In  the  intrllect,  forms  os  full,  clear, 
cluwin;;.  as  the  Idealised  form«  of  vIsiMe  nature.  The  very 
I isordsof  Ariel  picture  to  us  hii  beautiful  being  tn“  Manfred/' 

■ we  see  gintioot  but  imm.ature  manir<‘statinns  of  similar  power, 
i The  p<H*t  there  rn-atci,  with  delight,  thmiT»:u  auil  ftwljngs 
! and  f.aiirics  into  vi«-lhle  form*,  th  u he  rltu  : ami  cleave  to 
I th  *111.  and  clasp  them  in  his  p.iABlon.  The  t e.aiitiiiil  Wit>  h uf 
I the  .Mpi  sennt  exhaled  from  the  lumiiioos  siirar  of  the 
' c4tar.aL-t.  — as  If  the  p-jct's  eyc-s,  ons.at»^l  with  the  l>eautjr  of 
! ln>\r.lir..,te  nature,  gave  *prftV-d  .apparitiutis  < f Invellntrsa  to 
le»*|  the  pure  [lauion  of  the  ['oci's  soul.  — Wii..»o«  l 

> fThere  is  smnrthing  exquisitely  l<eaiiti''iil  In  all  this  , 
t passiuc : .m<l  both  tti«  apparition  and  the  ilialofua  are  so  . 
] msna  :»i,  that  the  senK  of  their  ImpetibaldlitT  is  swallowed  up  | 
j in  U»U  of  their  beauty ; and,  without  acloally  believing  that  I 


Thc.-c  were  my  pastimes,  and  to  be  alone ; ( 

For  If  the  being*,  of  wV.oin  I xva*  one, — 

Hating  to  he  i»o,  — citws’il  me  in  my  path,  | 

I felt  myself  dcgradctl  back  to  them,  j 

And  was  all  clay  again.  And  then  I dived,  i 

In  my  lone  wanderings,  to  ihe  caves  of  death,  i 

Searching  it*  cause  in  its  eifect;  and  drew 
Vrmu  wiiher'd  lione*.  and  skulls,  and  heap'd  up  dust,  J 
Conclusions  most  forbidden.  Then  1 pass'd  I 

The  nights  of  years  in  sciences  untaught,  ! 

Save  in  the  old  time  ; and  vith  time  ami  toil,  . 

.Vnd  terrible  ordeal.  ,vml  such  i>enance  ! 

As  in  Itself  hath  power  u[><»n  the  air,  ! 

And  spiiiu  that  do  compass  air  and  earth, 

Sp.ice,  and  the  iK-opIed  infinite,  1 made  I 

Mine  eyc.s  familiar  with  Elernit}*,  I; 

Such  as,  before  me.  did  the  M:y^,  and  j* 

ilc  who  from  out  their  fountain  dwellings  raised  j 

Kr>>*  and  Antcros*,  nt  Gadara,  !| 

M I do  thw  ; — and  with  my  knowledge*  grew 
The  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  the  {>owcr  .viul  joy 

Of  this  most  brisUt  Intelligence,  until, 

Hitch.  PriKiiii. 

Man.  Oh!  I but  thus  proloi;g'd  my  word**,  {! 
Bu.isting  tbe*e  idle  attributes,  because  i 

As  I approach  the  core  of  my  heart’s  grief—  • 

But  to  my  ta^k.  1 have  not  named  to  thee  ]' 

Father  or  mother,  mistress  friend,  or  being,  y 

With  whom  I wore  the  chain  of  human  tics ; l| 

If  I had  such,  they  Si*em'd  not  such  to  me;  M 

Yet  there  was  one  — ' 

H'itch.  Spare  not  thyself— pnjcced.  | 

She  was  like  me  In  lineaments  — her  eye*,  I 
Her  hair,  her  features,  all,  to  the  very  tone  r! 

liven  of  her  voice,  they  saSd  were  like  to  mine ; I 

But  ?JiflcnVl  all,  and  temper'd  Into  be-iuty;  |J 

'•he  had  the  same  lone  thoughts  and  wanderings 
ihe  quest  of  hidden  knowledge,  and  a mlntl  | 

To  cixnprehenU  the  universe ; nor  these  j 

.VIone,  but  with  them  gentler  power*  than  mine,  j 

Pity,  and  smiles,  ami  tt'ors — svhich  I had  not;  j 

And  tendeme*.* — bat  that  I had  for  her ; , ' 

Humility  — and  that  I iics'cr  hnd.  ■ 

Her  faults  wot  mine  — her  snrtue*  were  her  own 

I loved  her,  and  dcstiO>*d  her!  |l 

JVitch.  With  thy  Itand  ? | 

Man.  Not  with  my  hand,  but  heart  — which  broke 

her  heart  J ; 

It  gnzcei  on  mine,  and  wither'd.  1 Imve  shed  [ 


•urh  splrlti  cxiit  or  mmmunlrale  th«n»clre«,  we  feel  for  the  i ! 
uiomrnlAs  il  wc stood  in  thrirprcscace.  — Jerraav.]  |i 

> The  phlloBopbcf  Jatublicus.  The  story  of  the  raising  of  [ 
Hros  nml  Aotrrot  may  be  found  in  his  life  by  Kunapiiit.  ft  Is  > ’ 
well  told. — r**  It  is  n*r»orled  of  him/' says  F.unaplus,  “that  ' 
wIillA  lie  and  his  scholars  were  bcithing  in  the  hut  baths  of  l 
(j.vHra  In  Syria,  a dispute  arising  cotwcmlng  the  iMths.  he, 
smiline.  ordcreti  his  dl»4*iplcs  to  ask  the  Inhabitants  by  what 
name*  the  two  Icsht  springs,  that  were  nenrer  and  handsomer  ' 
tbnn  the  rest,  were  rali<-d.  To  which  the  tiihaliitants  repllad, 
tb.vt*  the  mie  was  cail'd  Rros,  and  the  other  Anteros,  but  for 
what  re.xw.i)  they  knew  not.'  t'pon  which  larobllctu.  sittfog 
br  one  of  the  sbrin(ts,  put  bis  handlu  (he  wau-r,  and  muttering 
some  few  wonls  to  tdenseif,  called  up  a fair,o>niplealofw(i  boy,  • 
with  (ji.ld.c»doured  k'cks  daoRUng  from  his  »>ack  and  breast.  I 
tn  that  he  looked  tike  one  that  was  washing  : and  tbeii,  going  I 
t > the  other  spring,  and  doing  as  he  had  done  before  called  < 
up  another  Cupid,  with  darker  and  more  dUhrTelled  hair: 
upon  which  bith  the  CunWts  clung  al*out  Jambllcus  ; but  he 
nrrscijtly  sent  them  liaca  to  tbnlr  proper  places.  After  tliU, 
bis  fiiends  submitted  their  bellrf  to  him  in  ei ery  thing  "j  t 
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Blood,  but  not  ben-^and  yet  her  bloo<l  was  shed  ; 

X saw — and  could  not  stanch  it 

If'itck.  And  for  this  — 

A being  of  the  race  thou  dust  despite, 

The  order  which  thine  own  would  rite  above, 
Mingling  with  us  and  ours, — thou  dost  forego 
The  gifts  of  our  great  knowledge,  and  shrink’st  hock 
To  recivant  mortality— -Away  1 

^fan.  Daughter  of  Air!  I tell  thee,  since  that  hour  — 
But  words  are  breath  — look  on  me  In  my  sleep. 

Or  watch  my  watchings  — Come  and  sit  by  me! 

My  solitude  is  solitude  no  more, 

But  peopleil  with  the  Furies  I have  gnash’d 
My  teeth  In  darfcm'ss  till  returning  mom. 

Then  curH*d  myself  till  sunset;  — I have  pray’d 
For  madness  as  a blessing— ’I  is  denied  me. 

I have  affronted  death — but  in  the  war 
Of  elements  the  waters  shrunk  from  me. 

And  fatal  things  pass’d  harmlew ; the  cold  hand 
Of  an  alKpitlless  demon  held  me  back. 

Back  by  a single  hair,  which  would  not  break. 

In  fantasy,  imagination,  all 

The  affluence  of  my  soul — which  one  day  was 

A Crtrsus  In  creation— I plunged  deep. 

But,  like  an  ebbing  wave.  It  dash’d  me  luck 
Into  the  gulf  of  my  unfathom’d  thought 
I plunged  amidst  mankind —Forgetfulness 
I sought  in  all,  save  where 't  Is  to  be  found. 

And  that  1 have  to  learn ; my  sciences, 

My  long  pursued  and  superhuman  art 
Is  morul  here:  1 dwell  lu  my  despair — 

And  live  — and  live  for  ever. 

ffitch.  It  may  be 

That  I can  aid  thee. 

.Von.  To  do  this  thy  power 

Must  wake  the  dead,  or  lay  me  low  with  them. 

1)0  so— in  any  shape— in  any  hour  — 

With  any  torture— so  it  be  the  last 

Ulteh,  That  Is  not  in  my  province;  but  if  thou 
Wilt  swear  obedience  to  my  will,  and  do 
My  bidding,  it  may  help  thee  to  thy  wishes. 

Man.  I will  not  swear — Obey  1 and  whom  ? the 
s))lrlts 

Whose  presence  I commaud.  and  be  the  slave 
Of  those  who  served  me  — Never ! 

Jflteh.  U thU  all  ? 

Hast  thou  no  gentler  answer? — Yet  bethink  thee. 
And  itause  ere  thou  rejcctcst 

^faH,  I have  said  it 

Wl/fA.  Enough  I — I may  retire  then — say! 

Man.  Retire ! 

[TVke  WiTcu  diMppeari. 
Man.  (alone).  We  are  the  fools  of  time  and  terror: 
Days 

* Thr  story  of  PausanUs.  kiog  of  Sparta  (who  comraondnl 
the  Greeks  at  the  tnutlo  of  PUtra,  And  Afterwards  perished  for 
AH  attempt  to  (tetrar  the  LaredpcrnonUn*'.  and  Cleontee.  is  told 
In  Plutarch's  life  of  Cimon  ; and  in  the  Laconics  of  Pausaniai 
the  sophist,  in  bit  desrriptitHt  of  Greece.  — [Ihe  following  is 
the  passage  from  Ptutarrbi^-*'  It  Is  related,  that  when  Pau- 
tonlas  was  at  BysanHiun.  he  cast  his  eyes  upon  a young  rirgin 
Darned  Clruolrc,  of  a noble  family  there,  and  InsUied  on 
I barinK  her  for  a mistress.  'Fbe  parenti,  intimidated  by  his 
power,  were  under  the  bard  necetsUr  of  glrlng  up  their 
daughter.  The  young  woman  begged  that  the  light  might  he 
taken  otit  of  hit  apartments,  that  she  might  go  to  hU  bed  In 
seerccy  and  stlenfe.  When  she  entered  lie  was  ai!cei>,  uid 
she  unfortunately  stumbled  upon  the  camlle^ttck  and  threw  it 
down.  The  noise  waked  him  suddenly,  and  be,  in  bis  con- 
fusion, thinking  it  was  an  enemy  coming  Co  assassinate  him, 
unsheathed  a dagger  that  lay  by  him,  and  plunged  it  into  the 
Tirgln’i  heart.  After  thU  ne  could  nerer  rest  Her  image 
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Steal  on  us  and  steal  from  us ; yet  we  live, 

Ijtxithing  our  life,  and  dreading  still  to  die. 

In  all  the  days  of  this  detested  yoke  — 

This  vital  weight  upon  the  stnuruUng  heart. 

Which  sinks  with  Marrow,  or  beats  t|uick  with  jiain. 
Or  joy  that  ends  In  agony  or  faintness  — 

In  all  the  days  of  pa.\t  nod  future,  fur 
la  life  there  Is  no  prv»cat,  wc  cun  nuinWr 
How  few  — how  less  than  few  — wherein  the  soul 
Forbears  to  pant  for  death,  and  yet  draws  bark 
As  from  a stream  in  winter,  though  the  chill 
lie  but  a monH'Ut’s.  1 have  one  resource 
Still  in  my  science  — 1 can  call  the  dead. 

And  ask  them  what  it  is  wc  dread  to  lie : 

The  sternest  answer  can  but  be  the  Grave, 

And  that  is  nothing,  if  they  answer  not  — 

The  buried  Ihxipbct  answered  to  the  Ho^ 

Of  Endor ; and  the  Spartan  Monarch  drew 
From  the  Byxantine  maid's  uiL^lrcping  spirit 
An  answer  and  his  destiny' — he  slew 
That  which  he  loved,  unknowing  what  he  slew, 

And  died  unparUou'd  — though  he  call'd  in  aid 
The  Pbyxlan  Jove,  and  in  Phigalia  roused 
The  Arcadian  Evocators  to  compel 
The  indignant  shadow  to  depose  her  wrath. 

Or  fix  her  term  of  ^■cngeance  — she  replied 
In  words  of  dubious  imiwrt,  but  fulflH’d.* 

If  I had  never  lived,  that  which  I love 
Had  still  lieen  living ; had  I never  lovcil, 

I That  which  I love  would  still  be  beautiful  — 

I Happy  and  giving  happiness.  What  U she  ? 
j What  is  she  now?  — a sufferer  for  my  sins  — 

A thing  1 dare  nut  think  upon  — or  nothing. 

Within  few  hours  I shall  not  call  in  vain  — 

Yet  in  this  hour  I dread  the  thing  I dare  ; 

Until  this  hour  I never  shrunk  to  gaac 
On  spirit,  goo<l  or  evil  — now  I tremble, 

.And  feel  a strange  cold  thaw  upon  my  heart. 

But  I con  act  even  what  I must  abhor. 

And  champion  human  fears. — The  night  approaches. 

SCENE  HI. 

'I'he  (j/*  the  Jumifrau  Mountain. 

Enter  Fibsr  Dtmxv. 

The  moon  U rising  broad,  and  round,  and  bright ; 
And  here  on  snows,  where  never  human  foot 
Of  common  mortal  trod,  wc  nightly  tread, 

And  leave  no  traces  ; o’er  the  sav'age  sea, 

The  glasiy  ocean  of  the  mountain  Ice, 

We  skim  its  ruggetl  breakers,  which  put  on 
The  a.'pect  of  a tumbling  tempest’s  foam, 

appcarol  to  him  every  night,  aiui  with  a menacing  tone  re- 
p^cd  tbU  heroic  verM*,.~ 

* Go  to  the  (ate  wbJeU  pride  and  lu>t  prepare ! ' 

The  alllei,  highly  Inccnwd  at  this  infamous  action.  Joined 
Cimon  to  betJege  him  in  Dysantium.  But  hv  found  means  to 
escape  thence  ; and  as  ho  was  still  hnimtrd  by  the  spectre,  he 
is  raid  to  have  applied  to  a tcnipie  at  Herarlra.  where  the 
manes  of  the  dead  were  consulted.  There  he  lo^ukrd  the 
spirit  of  Cleonlro,  and  rmreated  her  p.irdnn.  She  appeared, 
and  told  him  ' he  would  sorwi  be  delivered  fVum  all  hi*  trou- 
bles, after  bis  return  to  S{Mrta  in  whirh,  It  seems,  his  death 
was  enigmatically  forctnUi  T’hrse  particulars  we  have  from 
many  historians.”  — I.ajcohormr'j  vol.  UL  p. 

•*  Thus  we  find,”  adds  the  translator,  “ that  it  was  a rustotn 
in  the  Pagan  as  well  as  In  the  Hebrew  theology,  to  conjure  up 
the  spirits  of  the  dead  ; and  that  the  witch  of  Eodor  was  not 
the  only  witch  in  the  worUL''j 
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Frotrn  In  b moment  i — m dead  whlrlpool'i  Ima^ : 
And  tbU  most  steep  fAnCastic  pinnacle. 

The  fretwork  of  some  earthquake — where  the  clouds 
Pause  to  repose  themselves  In  passing  by  — 

Is  sacred  to  our  revels,  or  our  vigils  ; 

Here  do  I wait  rojr  sUten,  on  our  wajr 
To  the  Hall  of  Arimanes,  for  to-nlgbt 
Is  our  great  festival  'tis  strange  they  come  not 

A Voice  teithouif  eimffimff. 

The  Captive  Usurper, 

Hurl'd  down  from  the  thnme, 

Ijijr  buried  In  torpor, 

Forgotten  and  lone ; 

1 broke  through  his  slumbers, 

I shiver'd  his  chain, 

I leagued  him  with  numbers  — • 

He  '$  Tyrant  again  ! 

With  the  blood  of  a million  he  ’ll  answer  my  care. 
With  a nation’s  destruction  — > bis  flight  and  despair. 

Second  Voice,  withovt. 

The  ship  sail’d  on,  the  ship  sail’d  fkst, 

But  I left  not  a sail,  and  1 left  not  a mast ; 

There  is  not  a plank  of  the  hull  or  the  deck. 

And  there  Is  not  a wretch  to  lament  o’er  his  wreck  ; 
Save  one,  whom  I held,  as  he  swam,  by  the  hair. 

And  he  was  a suluect  well  worthy  my  care ; 

A traitor  on  land,  and  a pirate  at  sea  — 

But  1 saved  him  to  wreak  further  havoc  for  me  ! 

Fiasr  DasTixr,  aajirrrtii^. 

The  city  lies  sleeping ; 

The  mom,  to  deplore  It, 

May  dawn  on  it  weeping : 

Sullenly,  slowly. 

The  black  plague  flew  o'er  It  — 

Thousands  lie  lowly ; 

Tens  of  thousands  shall  perish  — 

The  living  shall  fly  fr^ 

The  sick  they  should  cherish  ; 

But  nothing  can  vanquish 
The  touch  that  they  die  from. 

Sorrow  and  anguish, 

And  evil  and  dread. 

Envelope  a nation ; 

The  blest  arc  the  dead, 

’ Who  see  not  the  sight 

Of  their  own  desolation ; 

This  work  of  a night  — 

This  wreck  of  a realm  — this  deed  of  my  doing  — 
For  ages  I 've  done,  and  shall  still  be  renewing  I 

£a/er  the  SicoKD  aii<f  Tuian  Dasriinaa. 

The  'Three. 

Our  bands  contain  the  hearts  of  men. 

Our  footsteps  are  their  graves ; 

We  only  give  to  t-ike  again 
The  spirits  of  our  sla>‘es  ] 

1 ["  Camf  to  a mornii ; H<»bhmi,e  diimountod  to  get  OTrr 
voU  { I tried  to  pati  my  horie  orer  j the  horte  sunk  up  to  the 
chin,  and  of  course  be  and  I were  in  the  mud  tocher; 
hemlred.  but  ned  hurt ; laughed  and  rode  on.  Arrived  at  the 
(irtndenwnld  ; mounted  and  rude  to  the  higher  glacier 

like  a frozen  Aurncane.  ^ Striu  Joumai.} 

* [This  itanta  we  think  i*  out  of  place,  at  least,  if  not  out 
of  chvacter  ; and  though  the  autiior  may  tell  us  that  human 


Ftrti  Des.  Welcome  1 — Where 's  Nemesis  ? 

Second  Dee.  At  some  great  work  ; 

But  what  1 know  not,  for  my  hands  were  full. 

'Third  Dee.  Behold  she  cometh. 

Enter  Nemesis. 

ftret  Dee.  Say,  where  hast  thou  been  f 

My  sisters  and  thyself  are  slow  ttvnlght. 

iVrm.  1 was  detain'd  repairing  shatter’d  tbrooca. 
Marrying  fools,  restoring  dynasties, 

Avenging  men  upon  their  enemies. 

And  making  them  repent  their  own  revenge ; 
Goading  the  wise  to  madness  ; from  the  dull 
Shaping  out  oracles  to  rule  the  world 
Afi^b,  for  they  were  waxing  out  of  date. 

And  mortals  dared  to  ponder  for  tbemselvea. 

To  weigh  kings  in  the  balance,  and  to  speak 
Of  freedom,  the  forbidden  fruit  — Away ! 

W’e  have  outstay’d  the  hour -amount  we  our  clouds  I* 


SCRSB  IV. 

The  Hall  of  Arimanee  — Arimnnee  on  hie  Throne,  n 
Globe  of  Fire,  eurroitnded  bjf  the  SpiriU, 

Hymn  of  the  Sriarrs. 

Hall  to  our  Master  I — Prince  of  Earth  and  Air ! 

Who  walks  the  clouds  and  waters— in  his  hand 
The  sceptre  of  the  elements,  which  tear 
Themselves  to  chaos  at  bis  high  command  I 
He  breatheth  — and  a tempest  shakes  the  sea; 

He  speaketh  — and  the  clouds  reply  in  thunder; 
He  goceth  — from  his  glance  the  sunbeams  flee; 

He  moveth  — earthquakes  rend  the  world  asunder. 
Beneath  his  footsteps  the  volcanoes  rise ; 

His  shadow  is  the  Pestilence ; his  path 
The  comets  herald  through  the  crackling  skies ; 9 
And  planets  turn  to  ashes  at  his  wrath. 

To  him  War  offers  dally  sacrifice ; 

To  him  Death  (lays  his  tribute ; Life  is  his. 

With  all  its  infinite  of  agonies  — 

And  bis  the  spirit  of  whatever  Is  I 

Enter  the  Destinies  aiuf  Nemesis. 

Firei  Dee.  Glory  to  Arimanes  I on  the  earth 
His  power  Incrcaseth  — both  my  sitters  did 
His  bidding,  nor  did  I neglect  my  duty  I 

Second  Dee.  Glory  to  Arimanes  ! we  who  bow 
The  necks  of  men,  bow  down  before  his  throne  ! 

'Third  Dee.  Glory  to  Arimanes  I we  await 
Ris  nod  I 

Nem.  Sovereign  of  Sovereigns ! we  arc  thine. 

And  all  that  livetb,  more  or  less,  U ours 
And  most  things  wholly  so;  still  to  Increase 
Our  power,  increasing  thine,  demands  our  care. 

And  we  are  vigilant.  Thy  late  commands 
Have  been  fullUl’d  to  the  utmost 

calsmitln  are  Daturally  lubJectB  of  derition  to  the  ministers 
e4  retigcance.  yrt  we  c.anTK*t  be  persuaded  that  satirical  and 
pcrfitlcal  allusions  are  at  all  mfnpatible  with  the  feelings  and 
impressions  which  it  was  here  his  business  to  maintain.  — 
Jirraav.] 


MS. 
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ft 

Enur  MAvr&BD. 

A Sfnrit.  here  ? 

A mortal !— >Thoo  roost  rash  and  fatal  wretch. 

Bow  down  and  worship ! 

Stcond  Spirit.  I do  know  the  man  — 

A ot  irreat  power,  and  frarful  skill  1 

Tftird  Spirit  Bow  down  and  worship,  slave  I — 
What,  know'st  thou  not 

Thine  and  our  Sovereign  ? — Tremble,  and  obey  I 
All  tht  Spiriti.  Prostrate  thyself,  and  thy  con- 
demned  clay, 

Child  of  the  Earth  1 or  dread  the  worst 

Man,  1 hnow  It ; 

And  yet  ye  see  I kneel  not 

Fourth  Spirit  ’Twmbe  Uught  thee. 

Afaa.  T is  tought  already ; — many  a night  on  the 
earth. 

On  the  bare  ground,  have  I bow’d  down  my  face. 

And  strew’d  my  head  with  ashes  ; I have  known 
The  fulness  of  humiliation,  for 
I sunk  before  roy  vain  despair,  and  knelt 
To  my  own  desolation. 

Fi/lh  Spirit  Dost  thou  dare 

Refuse  to  Arimanes  on  his  throne 
What  the  whole  earth  accords,  beholding  not 
The  terror  of  his  glory  ? — Crouch  1 I say. 

Man.  Bid  kirn  bow  down  to  that  which  Is  above 
him» 

The  overruling  Infinite— the  Maker 

made  him  not  for  worship— let  him  knctl. 

And  we  srill  kneel  together. 

The  Spirit*.  Crush  the  worm  1 

Tear  him  In  pieces  ! — 

First  Dee.  Hence  I Avaunt! — he’s  mine. 

Prince  of  the  Powers  invisible ! This  man 
Is  of  no  common  order,  as  his  port 
And  presence  here  denote ; hts  sufferings 
Have  been  of  an  immortal  nature,  like 
Our  own ; bis  knowledge  and  his  powers  and  will, 

As  far  as  is  compatible  with  clay, 

>>’hicb  clogs  the  ethereal  essence,  have  been  such 
As  clay  hath  seldom  borne;  his  aspirations 
Have  been  bey’ond  the  dwellers  of  the  earth. 

And  they  have  only  taught  him  what  we  know  — 
That  knowledge  is  not  happiness,  and  sdence 
But  an  exchange  of  ignorance  for  that 
Which  is  another  kind  of  Ignorance. 

This  Is  not  all  — the  passions,  attributes 
Of  earth  and  heaven,  from  which  no  power,  nor 
being. 

Nor  breath  from  the  worm  upwards  is  exempt. 

Have  pierced  his  heart;  and  in  their  consequence 
Made  him  a thing,  which  I,  who  pity  not. 

Yet  pardon  those  who  pity.  He  U mine. 

And  thine,  it  may  be  ; be  It  so,  or  not. 

No  other  Spirit  in  this  region  hath 
A soul  like  his  ~ or  power  upon  his  soul. 
iVem.  What  doth  he  here  then  ? 

First  Des.  Let  him  answer  that 

Man.  Te  know  what  I have  known ; and  without 
power 

1 could  not  be  amongst  ye : but  there  are 
Powers  deeper  still  beyond  — I come  In  quest 
Of  such,  to  answer  unto  what  I seek. 

Nem.  What  would’st  thou  ? 

Man.  Thou  canst  not  reply  to  me. 

Call  up  the  dead — my  question  is  for  them. 

AVjm.  Great  Arimanes,  doth  thy  will  avouch 
The  wishes  of  this  mortal  ? 

Ari.  Yea. 

A'em.  Hliom  wuuld’st  thou 

Uochamel  ? 

Man.  One  without  a tomb— call  up 

Astarte. 

Nemesis. 

Shadow ! or  Spirit ! 

Whatever  thou  art, 
tVhIch  still  doth  inherit 
The  whole  or  a part 
Of  the  form  of  thy  birth. 

Of  the  mould  of  thy  clay. 

Which  return’d  to  the  earth, 

Re«nppcar  to  the  <lay  ! 

Bear  what  thou  borest, 

'The  heart  and  the  form. 

And  the  aspect  thou  worest 
Redeem  from  the  worm. 

Appear!  — Appear! — Appear  ! 

Who  sent  thee  there  requln*s  thee  here  ! 

[T^e  Phantom  of  AsTaarx  rises  anti  stands 
in  the  midst. 

Man.  Can  this  be  death  ? there's  bloom  upon  her 
cheek ; 

But  now  I see  it  Is  no  living  hue, 

But  a strange  hectic  — like  the  unnatural  rc<l 
Which  Autumn  plants  upon  the  perbh'd  leaf. 

It  is  the  same ! Oh,  God  I that  I should  dread 
To  look  upon  the  same  — Astarte ! — No, 

1 cannot  speak  to.  her — but  bid  her  speak  — 

Forgi>-e  me  or  condemn  me. 

Nemesis. 

By  the  power  which  hath  broken 
The  grave  which  enthrall’d  thee, 

Speak  to  him  who  hath  spoken. 

Or  those  who  have  call'd  thee  ! 

Man.  She  Is  silent, 

Ami  in  that  silence  I am  mure  than  answer'd. 

Sem.  My  power  extends  no  further.  Prince  of  Air! 
It  rests  with  thee  alone — command  her  voice. 

Ari.  Spirit — obey  this  sceptre  1 

Sem.  Silent  still ! 

She  is  not  of  our  order,  but  belongs 

To  the  other  puwen.  Mortal  1 thy  quest  is  vain, 

And  we  an*  baffled  also. 

Man.  Hear  me,  hear  me  — 

Astarte  ! my  beloved  1 speak  to  me : 

I have  so  much  endured  — so  much  endure — 

Ixwk  on  roc  ! the  grave  hath  not  changed  thee  more 
Than  I am  changed  for  thee.  Thou  lovedst  me 
Too  much,  as  I loved  thee ; we  were  not  made 
To  torture  thus  each  other,  though  It  were 
The  deadliest  sin  to  love  as  we  have  loved. 

Say  that  thou  loath’st  me  not  — that  I do  bear 
This  punishment  for  both— that  thou  wilt  be 
One  of  the  blessed  — and  that  I shall  die ; 

; For  hitherto  all  hateful  things  conspire 
To  bind  me  in  existence  — in  a life 
■Which  makes  me  shrink  from  Immortality— 

A future  like  the  past  1 cannot  rest 
I know  not  what  1 ask,  nor  what  I seek : 

I feci  but  what  thou  art  — and  what  1 am ; 
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Anfl  I woultl  hear  yet  once  before  I perish 
The  voice  which  was  my  music  — Speak  to  me  1 
For  t have  rail’d  on  thee  in  the  still  ni^ht. 

Startled  the  slumbering  birds  from  the  hush’d 
boughs. 

And  woke  the  mountain  wolves,  and  maile  the  caves 
Acquainted  with  thy  vainly  echoed  name. 

Which  answer’d  me  — many  things  answer’d  me— . 
Spirits  and  men  — but  thou  wert  silent  all. 

Yet  speak  to  me  1 I have  outwatch’d  the  stars, 

And  gazed  o’er  heaven  in  vain  in  search  of  thee. 
Speak  to  me ! I have  wander’d  oVr  the  earth, 

And  never  found  thy  likeness  — Speak  to  me  ! 

Liook  on  the  fiends  around — they  feel  for  me : 

I fear  them  not,  aitd  feel  fur  thee  atone  — 

Speak  to  me  1 though  it  be  in  wrath ; — but  say  — 

1 reck  not  what  — but  let  me  hear  thee  once  — 

This  once — once  more  ! 

Pluinlom  of  Attatle.  Manfred  t 
Man.  Say  on,  say  on  — 

1 live  but  in  the  found  — it  is  thy  voice  1 [His. 

Plutn,  Manfred  1 To-morrow  ends  thine  earthly 
Farewell ! 

,Van.  Vet  one  word  more  — am  I forgiven  ? 

Phrm.  rarcwclll 

Man,  Say,  shall  wc  meet  again  ? 

Phan.  I’arcwcU  ! 

Man.  One  word  for  mercy  J Say,  thou  lovest  me. 
Phan.  Manfred  1 

[ The  Sftirit  of  Astarti:  disapprues.  t 
Sem.  She's  gone,  and  will  not  be  rccail'd ; 

Her  words  will  be  fultill'd.  Return  to  the  earth. 

A Spirit.  He  U convulsed  — Thiijs  to  be  a mortal, 
And  seek  the  things  beyond  mortality. 

Another  Spirit.  Yet,  see,  be  mastrreth  himaclf, 
and  makes 

His  torture  tributary  to  his  will. 

Had  he  t»ocn  one  of  us,  he  would  have  made 
An  awful  spirit. 

i\an.  Hast  thou  further  question 

Of  our  great  sovereign,  or  his  worshippers  ? 

Man.  None. 

Mem.  Then  for  a lime  farewelL 

Man.  We  meet  then  I Where?  On  the  earth 
Even  as  thou  wilt : and  for  the  grace  accorded 
1 now  depart  a debtor.  Fare  ye  well ! 

\_Exit  MAxruED. 

( Scene  closet. ) 

> [Orer  this  fine  drama,  a moral  feeling  hangt  like  a 
■omhrout  thunder  cloud.  N’o  other  ituUt  but  that  m darkly 
shadowed  out  could  hare  fumUhed  so  dreadful  an  fUuttration 
of  Die  hideous  iibetrstlons  of  human  nature,  howercr  tiolile 
and  majestic,  when  left  a prey  to  iu  desires.  Us  passions,  and 
Us  Imagination.  The  beauty,  at  oar  tlttte  so  Innocently  odoriHi. 
is  at  last  soiled,  profaned,  and  violated.  Affection,  love,  guilt, 
horror,  remorse,  and  death,  enmr  In  terrible  succ^ion,  )-ct 
all  darkly  linked  together.  We  think  of  Astarte  as  youug, 
beautiful,  innocent— guilty— lost  — murdered  — bdhed  — 
judged  — pardoned  ; but  ttill,  in  her  perraitted  visit  to  earth, 
speaking  in  a voice  of  sorrow,  and  with  a countenance  yet 

Cale  «ith  mortal  trouble.  We  h.sd  but  a glimpse  of  her  la 
er  beauty  and  imtuceoce  : but.  at  last,  the  rises  uu  before  lu 
in  all  the  mortal  silence  of  a ghost,  with  fixed,  glased,  and 
passionless  ryes,  re  realing  death. ^udgmeou  and  cteniliy.  Ihe 
moral  breathes  and  hums  In  every  word,  — In  sadness,  misery, 
Inksnitr,  desolation,  and  death.  The  work  Is  **  Instinct  with 
spirit.*^—  and  in  the  agony  and  distractlun.  and  all  Us  dimly 
imagined  causes,  wc  behold,  though  broken  up,  confused, 
anil  ■battered,  the  elements  of  a purer  existeacc.  — Wiuov.j 
* (The  third  Act,  as  ortgloally  written,  being  shown  to 
Mr.  (hffbrd,  he  expressed  hU  uniavouralde  opinion  of  It  very 
distinctly  ; and  Mr.  Murray  transmitted  this  opinion  to  Lord 
Bvrnn.  The  result  is  told  in  the  following  extracts  from  bis 
iKtcn:  — 


ACT  .UJ.« 

SCEN’E  1. 

A Hall  in  the  Cattle  of  Man/red. 

MasrREU  and  Uermax. 

Man.  What  is  the  hour  ? 

Ifer,  It  wants  but  one  till  aunsrt. 

And  promises  a Itncly  twilight 

Man.  Say, 

Aiv  all  things  so  disposed  of  In  the  tower 
A'*  I directed  ? 

Her.  All,  my  lord,  are  ready  . 

Here  is  the  key  and  casket 

Man.  It  U well : 

Thou  may’st  retire.  [Exit  Hcrs<ak. 

Man.  (alone).  Tliere  Is  a calm  upon  me  — 
Inexplicable  stlllnm ! which  till  now 
Did  not  behmg  to  w hat  i knew  of  life. 

If  that  I did  not  know  pbilusophy 
To  be  of  all  our  vanities  the  motllest. 

The  mereivt  word  that  ever  fool’d  the  car 
Fn>m  out  the  schoolman’s  jargon,  I should  deem 
The  golden  swret,  the  sought  “ Kalon,"  fomul. 

And  seated  in  my  soul.  It  will  not  last. 

Hut  it  is  well  to  have  known  It,  though  but  oiic« : 

It  hath  enlarged  my  thoughts  with  a new  sense, 

.Vnd  I within  my  tablets  would  note  down 
That  there  is  such  a feeling.  Who  is  there  ? 

Ee~enter  Hebman. 

Her.  My  lord,  the  abbot  of  SL  Mauidee  craves 
To  :;reet  your  presence. 

Enter  Utt  Auaor  or  St.  Macuce. 

Ahhot.  Peace  be  with  Count  Manfred ! 

Man.  Thanks,  holy  fitther ! welcome  to  these  wall* ; 
Thy  presence  honoura  them,  and  blrsseth  those 
Who  dwell  within  them. 

Af>l*ot.  Would  It  were  so,  Count  I — 

But  I would  fain  confer  with  thee  alone. 

Man.  Henman,  retire.— What  would  my  reverend 
gtiest  ? 

.4bbot.  Thus  without  prelude:  — Age  and  acal, 
my  office, 

And  good  intent,  must  plead  my  privilege ; 

Our  near,  though  not  .ictjuaintcd  nelghbourhoal, 

" Vimlce.  April  14,  1917.  — The  third  Act  is  ccrJtlnly  d — d 
had,  ami,  like  the  Archbishop  of  flrimadu's  homilr,  vwhirh 
■BvourciJ  of  the  palsy.)  hns  the  dregs  of  my  fever,  during  which 
it  was  written.  It  must  on  no  account  be  pubUsbed  in  its 
present  state.  I will  try  and  reform  It,  or  re-write  it  alto- 
gether; but  the  impulse  is  gone,  and  I have  no  ebaore  of 
niaklog  any  thing  out  of  it.  The  speech  of  hlaufrcd  tf>  the 
Sun  U the  only  part  of  this  Act  1 tliuught  good  myself ; the 
rest  U certaiaW  as  b»l  as  bad  can  be,  and  I wonder  what  the 
devil  possessRd  me.  I am  very  glad  indeed  that  you  sent  me 
Mr  (liffonri  opinion  without  driluction.  Do  you  sup|Misenio 
such  a IxHiby  os  not.  to  be  very  much  cdiliged  to  him  ? or 
that  t was  not.  and  am  not,  coDvInciNl  and  convicted  la  my 
conscience  of  this  same  overt  act  of  nonsense  ? I shall  try  at 
it  again  : in  the  mean  time,  lay  it  U{>on  the  shelf— the  whole 
Drama  I mean.  — Recollect  not  to  publish,  upon  pain  of  I 
know  not  what,  until  I have  fried  .again  at  the  third  act.  I 
am  not  sure  that  1 shall  try,  and  still  less  that  1 shall  succeed 
if  Ido.” 

“ Rome.  M.iy  4.  — I have  ro-wrlttcn  Uio  greater  part,  and 
returned  w hat  Is  nut  altered  in  the  proof  you  si*nt  me.  'Fhe 
Abbot  It  liecome  a good  man,  and  the  Spirits  are  ( roiight  (n 
at  the  death.  You  will  find.  1 think,  some  rood  poetry  In 
tlUi>  new  Act,  here  and  tbere  ; and  if  so.  print  U,  without 
seoding  me  farther  proofs,  under  ,Vr.  (itffur(ft  correcinmt  If 
he  will  have  the  gnotlnesa  to  overlook  It.”] 
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May  alw  be  my  hcraltt  Rumours  strange. 

And  of  unholy  nature,  arc  abroad. 

And  hu^y  with  thy  name ; a noble  name 
For  centuries : may  he  who  bears  It  now 
Transmit  it  unlmpair'd  I 

.U(ia.  Proceed, — I listen. 

.■lObot.  'TU  said  thou  boldest  converse  with  the 
thing); 

Which  arc  forbidden  to  the  search  of  man ; 

That  with  the  dwelkrt  of  the  dark  aboiies. 

The  many  evil  and  unheavenly  spirits 
Wldch  walk  the  valley  of  the  shade  of  death, 

'fliou  communest.  I know  that  with  mankind. 

Thy  fellows  In  creation,  thou  dost  rarely 
Exchange  thy  thought*,  and  that  thy  solitude  , 

Is  as  an  anchorite’s  were  it  but  holy. 

Mun.  And  what  are  they  who  do  avouch  these  . 

things  ? ! 

.4>>bot.  My  pious  btrthivn— the  scare*!  peasmtry — j 
Even  thy  own  vassals — who  do  look  on  thee 
With  most  un<[uict  eyes.  Thy  Ufc  'a  in  peril. 

Take  It.  . 

.•/ii,Vrf.  I come  to  save,  and  not  destroy — ] 

I would  not  pry  into  thy  secret  soul ; ] 

Ihit  if  these  things  be  sooth,  there  still  U time 
For  penitence  and  pity ; rcctmcilc  tbeo  [heaven.  i 
With  the  true  church,  and  through  the  church  to  ■ 
Man.  I hear  thee.  This  Is  my  reply : whate’er  j 
I may  have  been,  or  am,  doth  rest  between  j 

llc  uen  and  myself. — I shall  not  cho'jKc  a mortal  | 
'i'o  be  my  mediator.  Have  I sinn’d 
Against  your  ordinances  ? prove  and  punish  I * I 

JWof.  My  son  ! I did  not  speak  of  punishment, 

Hut  penitence  and  pardon ; — with  thyself  1 

■ rTUiu  far  the  text  •tatids  u originaUy  penned ; we  sul^  | 
jolu  tlu*  «(N]Ui’i  of  the  «cenc  u given  iii  the  hr»t  Md. : ; 

**  Abhj!  Th<‘n,  U<wr  and  tremble ! For  tbo  hea>btru()g  j 
WImtii  ;lte  iiuiH  ofiiiQttr  hantihn'xl  {[wretch 

WimU  sliKdtl  (lim.-rif,  Oi>J  battle  for  hfi  tins. 

There  It  the  st.-ikH  on  earth.  iin>t  hejrnn  1 (Nulh  vterual 

Mnn-  Ch.iHt)',  most  rererriKi  fatturr, 

Recotri'-t  thr  ll|)t  to  much  more  than  Ihlt  raeaace. 

That  I would  call  thee  boek  to  it:  but  say, 

What  wouldat  thou  with  me  ? 

it  mav  bo  there  art? 

Thiti^  th.it  would  thake  thee  » but  I keep  them  buck, 

And  give  thcc  till  to.morrow  to  rrfHmt.  | 

Tbf»ri  if  thou  dost  not  all  devote  thyvlf 
To  penance,  aiKl  with  gift  of  all  tby  lan<U  ^ 

To  (he  moQ.uU>ry 

I undcritand  thee.  — w<dl  I 
.ihtot.  Pxpert  no  roercr  ; 1 have  warnedthife. 

H<tn.  {upmtHg  lAf  coi/ift’ . Slop.— 

There  it  a gift  for  thee  « lihin  thii  ra»ket 

[|MANrRKi>  opnu  tkf  entketi  striket  n Uffhf,  and 
burnt  tomr  inceme. 

Ho!  Athiaroth ! ‘ 

The  Demon  Amhtarotii  appear*,  singing  at  foilawt : — 
The  raven  tiu 

On  the  raven.tinne.  i 

And  iiit  hlack  wing  llics  i 

OVr  the  mllk.white  bone  ; 

To  ami  fro,  u the  nighUw  indi  blow,  ' 

'i1te  ciirroAt  of  tb«>  Mtatiio  twings  ; I 

.Vnd  there  alom*,  i»n  the  ravcD*tti>oc,  * 

The  raven  Aaps  hit  du*ky  wtogc. 

Tic  fetten  creak  — and  hi*  elmu  twak 

in  the  elute  of  the  hollow  sound ; 

And  thli  i*  the  tune,  by  the  light  nf  the  mooo, 

Tn  which  the  wttchrt  d.mi'o  thrir  round  — 

MiTTily,  merrily,  cheerily,  cbecrUy, 

Merrily,  speedt  the  boll : 

7'h>-  -I  Ml  in  tbdr  ihruud*. and  the  demons  In  cloud*,  I 
Flock  to  the  witches* raraital. 

• **  Raven. stone  {Rahsmstcin).  a translation  nf  the  Gennan 
word  for  the  gibbet,  which  In  Germany  and  SwUxcrland  U 
pcrmanaai,  and  made  of  stone.** 


The  choice  of  such  rcmalm — and  for  the  loit,  i 

Our  institutions  and  our  strong  belief 
Have  given  me  power  to  smooth  the  path  from  sin  i 
To  higher  hope  and  better  thoughts ; the  first  . 

I leave  to  heaven, — “ Vengeanre  is  mine  alone  I ** 

So  saith  the  Lord,  and  with  oil  humbleness  I 

His  nervant  echoes  bark  the  awful  word.  j 

Man.  Old  man  ! there  is  no  )H)wer  in  holy  men,  I 
Nur  charm  In  prayer — nor  purifying  form  j 

Of  i>cnitcnec  — nor  outward  look  — nor  fast  — 

Nor  agony— nor,  greater  than  all  these,  j 

The  innate  torture:*  of  that  deep  de.<pair,  j 

Which  U remorse  without  the  fear  of  hell,  j 

Ilur  all  in  all  sullidcnt  to  itself  | 

Would  make  a hell  of  heaven— can  esordx*  ' 

From  out  the  unbounded  s]ilrit,  tlic  quick  sense 
Of  Its  own  sins,  wrongs,  sufferance,  and  reve:.ge 
Upon  itself ; there  is  no  future  pang 
(’an  deal  that  justice  on  the  self»condemuU 
He  deals  on  his  own  soul 

.iUfOt.  All  this  is  well ; | 

For  this  will  pass  away,  and  be  succeeded 
By  an  auspicious  hope,  which  shall  look  up 
With  calm  avsuranre  to  tliat  blessed  pla<'v. 

Which  all  who  seek  may  v,|n,  whatever  be 
Their  oarthiy  errors  so  they  be  atoned ; 

.Vnd  the  coinmenccmeut  of  atonement  is 
The  sense  of  its  ncces>ity.  — Say  on  — 

And  all  our  church  can  teach  thcc  »hall  be  taught  i 
And  all  we  can  absolve  thee  shall  be  pardon'd. 

^fnH.  When  Rome's  sixth  ciniiCrurS  was  near  his 
last. 

The  victim  of  a t»Ltf-infiicted  wound. 

To  shim  the  torments  of  a public  death  ^ 

Ath.li.  I fpir  thcp  not  — bence— .hence  — 

Ava'toi  Ihrv.  uvll  lait} ! — liclu,  hu ! u iiiumt  there  ! 

Man.  Gnrivcy  this  man  to  tne  Stinrkhom  — to  lU  peak  — 
T«it«  p\tn'ine«t  peik  — wateh  with  him  tltere 
Kiixn  iviw  till  suiiiiM- } lot  him  gnus  Aod  know 
Hr  ne'er  a::aiu  will  Ite  so  near  tu  heaven.  > 

Hut  li.ariD  him  not : . o:!,  when  the  morrow  brcRks. 

.Set  him  down  safe  in  Ills  cell  — uway  with  him  ! 

,1th.  Hod  I Tvut  brla,;  hi*  brethren  too. 

('unvent  and  all,  to  bear  him  • ompany  ? 

Man.  No,  this  will  serve  f«jr  the  prr*a«nt.  Take  him  up. 

.UA.  CU>me,  friar  1 now  ati  exorcism  or  two. 

And  we  shall  6y  the  llghlrr. 

.\sHTAROTii  ditappeart  cci/A  (he  .Vrbot,  tingimg  ai/.iiovt 
A priidigal  son,  and  a maid  undone, 

Alt  I a widow  re'Wrddetl  within  the  year  ; 

And  a worldly  monk,  and  a pre>.n}.'iut  luui. 

Are  things  which  every  day  appear. 

^^.^NrftEO  atme. 

Man.  ^Vl1y  wotiM  this  fool  break  tn  on  ntc,  and  force 
My  art  tn  pranks  fantasHr.il  ?—  no  m.itc.*r. 

It  was  not  of  my  Ma  king.  .My  heart  strken*. 

And  weight  a hx'd  forolHxJlnR  on  my  soul . 

Rut  U is  calm  — calm  as  a sullrti  sea 
After  the  hurricane  ; the  winds  arc  still. 

Rut  the  cold  waves  swe!!  high  and  heavily. 

And  there  Is  danger  in  them.  Such  a n-st 
Is  no  repose.  My  life  hatl>  hem  .1  cvjmlwt. 

And  every  thoiisnt  a wound,  Ci'l  I sun  searr'd 
In  the  lmroort.ll  partof  mo.  — What  now  7"j 
* Otho,  being  defeated  in  a general  engagement  near 
RrlReUum.tUl>l>tvt  himself.  Flutarrh  says,  that,  though  he  I 
livrd  ftiU  AS  badly  as  Ni-ro,  his  last  moments  were  those  of  a ’ 
philosopher,  lie  cmnforted  hi*  loUliers  who  himented  Ills  : 
turtiine.and  exprcsscsl  bis  vonceni  for  their  safety,  wiien  they  • 
solkltLil  to  pay  him  the  last  friendly  uthcea.  Martial  says  : 

“ Sit  Cato,  dum  vivit,  sane  veJ  rarsare  major. 

I)um  raoritur,  numquid  majur  Othoue  fUit?" 

Choose  between  them.”  — MS.} 
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From  ftrnatM  once  his  ilavrt,  a certain  tolrlier. 

With  show  of  loyal  pity,  would  have  stanch’d 
The  mishinx  throat  with  hla  officious  robe; 

The  dyinR  Boman  thrust  him  back,  and  said  — 
Some  empire  still  In  hU  expiring  glance, 

**  It  Is  too  late  — Is  this  fidelity  ? " 

y4l>bot.  And  what  of  this  ? 

Man.  1 answer  with  the  Roman  — 

It  is  too  late ! ” 

Abbot.  It  never  can  be  so. 

To  reconcile  thyself  with  thy  own  soul, 

And  thy  own  soul  with  heaven.  Hast  thou  no  hojkc  7 
'Tls  strani^  — even  those  who  do  despair  above. 

Yet  shape  themselves  some  fantasy  on  earth. 

To  which  frail  twbr  they  cling,  like  drowning  men. 

Man.  Ay — father!  1 have  hod  those  earthly  vl.sions 
And  noble  aspirations  in  my  youth. 

To  make  my  own  the  mind  of  other  men, 

The  enlightener  of  nations;  and  to  rise 
I knew  not  whither — it  might  be  to  fall ; 

But  fall,  even  os  the  mountain'Cataract, 

Which  having  leapt  from  its  more  dasxllng  height. 
Even  in  the  foaming  strength  of  its  abyss, 

(Which  ca.sts  up  misty  columns  that  be^me 
Clouds  raining  from  the  re>asccnded  skies,) 

Lies  low  but  mighty  still.  But  this  is  post. 

My  thoughts  mistook  themselves. 

Al>hof.  And  wherefore  so  ? 

Man,  I could  not  tame  my  nature  down ; fur  he 
Must  serve  who  fain  would  sway  — and  soothe  — and 
sue — 

And  watch  all  time  — and  pry  into  all  place  — 

And  be  a living  He  — who  would  become 
A mighty  thing  amongst  the  mean,  and  such 
'fhe  mass  are;  I disdain’d  to  mingle  with 
A herd,  though  to  be  leader— and  of  wolves. 

The  Mon  is  alone,  and  so  am  I. 

Abbot.  And  why  not  live  and  act  with  other  men  ? 

Afaa.  Because  my  nature  was  averse  from  life  ; 
And  yet  not  cruel ; for  I would  not  moke. 

But  find  a desolation : — like  the  wind. 

The  red-hot  breath  of  the  most  lone  simoom. 

Which  dwells  but  In  the  desert,  and  sweeps  o’er 
The  barren  sands  which  bear  no  shrubs  to  bla>t. 

And  revels  o’er  their  wild  and  arid  waves, 

i [Thii  ipe^ch  has  biwn  quoted  In  more  than  me  of  the 
•keUrhe*  of  the  Port's  own  lue.  Much  earher,  wtien  only 
twrnty-thrre  years  of  ai:e,  lie  had  thus  propJkesifti  It  seems 

at  il  I were  to  experience  in  my  youih  the  greatest  misery  of 
old  a«e.  My  friends  tall  around  me,  amt  1 sHol)  be  Irh  a 
lonely  tree  tofure  I am  withered.  Other  mm  can  always  lake 
rrfutte  in  their  families I hare  no  resource  but  my  own 
redeettons,  ami  they  present  mi  prospect,  licre  or  hercaJlcr, 
except  the  sciclsh  satJiiactioa  of  sumving  my  betters.  I am, 
rery  wn-tched.  My  days  are  litiiess,  and  mr  nights 
restless.  I have  very  seldom  anv  sorii-ty;  and  when  f have,  1 

run  out  of  it.  I don't  know  that  I sha'lil  end  with  insanity." 

Byrxm  LflUrt, 

* Of  the  Immortality  of  the  soul,  it  appears  to  me  that 

ther>*can  Iw  littie  doubt  — if  we  atlrnd  foramomeiit  to  Uie 
•ctii>u  of  mSnsL  It  l«  in  prr|wtual  activity.  I used  to  dould  it 
— but  reflection  has  laujtbt  me  beiu-r.  How  far  our  future 
state  will  ii«  indiviJual ; or,  ratli^’r,  how  far  it  will  at  all 
reaembie  our  |»rcsent  existence,  is  another  question  ; but  that 
the  mlitd  is  eternal  seems  as  pniiwlitc  ns  that  the  b^y  is  not 
so."  — Kerens  Ih'arff,  “I  have  no  wish  to  reject 

Chrlstiariiu  without  InvestiffatiOD  , on  the  rootrary,  I am  very 
drflrvns  of  heUevjn* ; for  1 have  iio  happitiess  in  my  present 
unsett1e<l  notions  on  rtllgkm."  — Conrenattotu  letiA 

A'ewuWg,  19:3.] 

• rThere  are  three  only,  even  among  the  great  poets  of 
Bsodem  times,  who  have  rbosm  to  depict.  In  tlteir  full  shape 
•od  vigour,  those  agonies  to  which  great  and  meditative 


And  seeketh  not,  to  tbftt  It  is  not  sought. 

But  being  met  is  deadly ; such  hath  been 
The  course  of  my  existence ; but  there  came 
Things  in  my  path  which  are  no  more. 

Abbot.  AUfl  I 

I ’gin  to  fear  that  thou  ait  past  all  aid 
From  me  and  from  my  calling ; yet  so  young, 

I still  would 

Man.  Look  on  me  I there  is  an  order 

Of  mortals  on  the  earth,  who  do  become 
Old  lu  their  youth,  and  die  ere  middle  age, 

Witliout  the  violence  of  warlike  death ; 

Some  perishing  of  pleasure— tome  of  study  — 

Some  worn  with  toll— some  of  mere  weariness  — 

I Some  of  disease  — and  some  insanity — i 
I And  some  of  wither’d  or  of  Uroken  hearts ; 

For  this  last  Is  a malady  which  slays 
More  than  arc  number’d  In  tlio  lists  of  Fate, 

Taking  all  shape.s  and  bearing  many  names. 
iMok  upon  me  1 fur  even  of  all  thcic  things 
Have  I partaken  ; and  of  all  the:«  things. 

One  were  enough ; then  wonder  not  thait  1 
Am  what  I am,  but  that  I ever  was. 

Or  having  been,  that  1 am  still  on  earth. 

Abbot,  Yet,  hear  me  still 

Man.  Old  man  ! I do  respect 

Thine  order,  and  revere  thine  years;  I deem 
Thy  pun>we  pious,  but  it  is  in  vain  : 

Think  me  not  churlish ; 1 would  s|iare  thyself, 

F.*ir  more  than  me,  in  shunning  at  this  time 
All  farther  colloquy  — and  so — farewell.  * 

[Exit  MAxraaiv 

Al>b.  TliU  should  have  been  a noble  creature  ^ x be 
Hath  all  the  energy  which  would  have  mo<le 
A goodly  frame  of  glorious  elements, 

Had  they  been  wisely  mingled ; as  it  Is, 

It  is  an  awful  chaos  — light  and  darkness  — 

And  mind  and  dust  — and  p.assionsand  pure  thoughts. 
Mix'd,  and  contending  without  end  or  order. 

All  dormant  or  destructive  : he  will  perish. 

And  yet  he  must  not ; I will  tr>’  once  more. 

For  such  arc  worth  redemption ; and  my  duty 
Is  to  dare  all  things  for  a righteous  end. 

1 11  follow  him  — but  cautiously,  though  surely. 

[£'rt<  Abbot. 

intellects  tre,  to  the  present  profrcM  ofhumxn  history,  exposed 
hr  theetemsl  recurreikce  of  a deep  and  dlscontcntol  sceptuitm. 
uut  there  is  only  one  who  has  dared  to  represent  himielf  as 
the  victim  of  thine  naraelesi  and  undetioable  SMCTerings. 
Croelhe  chose  for  Ids  doubts  and  bii  darkness  die  tcrrlMe 
disguise  of  Uve  mrstcrious  Kaustus.  Schiller,  with  still  gTrater 
Iwldnrst,  pl.-mli'd  the  sanie  aneu.sh  In  the  restless,  hau|rlity, 
and  heroic  t>osom  of  Wallenstein.  But  Byron  has  sought  no 
rxtental  s)'rnboi  in  which  to  embody  the  inquietudes  of  Us 
soul.  He  takes  the  world,  and  ail  that  It  inherit,  fur  his  areua 
and  hU  ipecuttin ; and  ho  displays  himself  tielore  their  icate, 
wrestling  unceasingly  and  iDem-ctiuily  with  il««  demon  that 
tormentf  him.  At  limes,  there  U somKliing  moumf^  and 
depressing  in  hU  scepticism  ; but  nftener  it  if  of  a high  and 
Solemn  character,  aiquoarliing  to  the  very  verge  of  a rsmfldinf 
failh.  Whatever  the  poet  may  lieliere,  we.  his  readers,  always 
Irel  ourselves  |uo  much  enuidded  uui  elevatrsl.  even  by  his 
melancholy,  not  to  he  omArmesi  in  our  own  twllef  l»y  the  very 
dnuhts  so  majestically  conceived  and  uttereit  His  scetdldim. 
if  il  ever  ap]>roaches  to  a crt'csl.  earrics  « iih  it  lu  refutation 
In  its  grandeur.  There  Is  ns-lther  philosophy  nor  religion  in 
those  hitter  and  savage  taunts  which  have  been  cnielly  thrown 
out,  from  many  quarU*rs,  against  those  mtKids  of  mind  which 
are  invoUintary.  andwiil  not  pass  away;  the  sbanlows  and 
spvwtres  which  still  haunt  hit  imagination  may  once  have 
dlstuttied  our  own ; — tlimugh  hts  gloom  there  are  frequent 
ftasliev  of  lUnioina'ioo  ; — and  the  ml  time  sadness  wht<h  to 
him  is  brealhet.1  frvim  the  mvsterles  of  no  rtal  extstciu-v.  ts 
always  joined  with  a longing  aAer  Imcnortali’y,  and  cxprvssed 
ill  language  that  is  Itself  Uiviue.  — WiLson  ] 


MANFRED. 


Another  Chamtrr. 

MA!«rRSli  and  Hikmax. 

Her.  My  lord,  you  bnde  me  wait  on  you  at  lunsct : 
Hr  Hink»  behind  the  mount^n. 

Man.  Doth  hew? 

I will  look  on  tilm. 

[MAMraan  a<lranees  to  the  U'indow  of  the  Hall. 

Cflorious  Orb  1 the  Idol 
Of  early  nature,  and  the  vigorous  race 
Of  undi5oa»cd  mankind,  the  giant  tons  t 
Of  the  embrace  of  angels,  with  a sex 
More  beautiful  than  they,  which  did  draw  down 
The  erring  fpirits  who  can  neVr  return. 

Most  glorious  orb ! that  wert  a worship,  ere 
The  ra)  stciy  of  thy  making  was  reveal'd } 

Thou  earliest  mini«ter  of  the  Almighty, 

Which  gladden’d,  on  their  mountain  tups,  the  hearts 
Of  the  Chaldean  shepherds,  tlU  they  pour'd 
Themselves  In  orisons  ! Thou  material  God  I 
And  representative  of  the  Unknown  — 

Who  chose  thee  for  his  shadow  1 Thou  chief  star  ! 
Centre  of  many  stars  I which  mak’st  our  earth 
Endurable,  and  temi>erest  the  hues 
And  hearts  of  all  who  walk  within  thy  rays ! 

Sire  of  the  seasons ! Monarch  of  the  climes 
And  those  who  dwell  in  them ! for  near  or  far, 

Our  inborn  spirits  have  a tint  of  thee, 

Even  as  our  outward  aspects;  — thou  doj^l  rise. 

And  shine,  and  set  In  glory.  Fare  thee  well  I 
1 ne’er  shall  see  thee  more.  As  my  first  glance 
Of  love  and  wonder  was  for  thee,  then  take 
My  latest  look ; thou  wilt  not  beam  on  one 
To  whom  the  gifts  of  life  and  warmth  have  been 
Of  a more  fatal  nature.  * He  Is  gone : 

1 follow.  [ivxtV  MAxraaD. 


Tfte  Mountaine — The  Caetle  of  Man/retl  at  eome 
dittance  — A Terrace  before  a Tower.  — Time, 
Twilight. 

IlaaMAX,  Maxckl,  and  other  Dependantt  of 
Makferd. 

Her.  Th  strange  enough ; night  after  night,  for 
years 

He  hath  pursued  long  vigils  in  this  tower. 

Without  a witness  I have  been  within  it, — 

So  have  we  all  been  oft.times ; but  from  it. 


Or  its  contents,  it  were  impossible 
To  draw  conclusions  absolute,  of  aught 
His  studies  tend  to.  To  lie  sure,  there  is 
One  chamber  where  none  enter:  1 wuuUi  give 
The  fee  of  what  1 have  to  c<um*  these  three  ye.ii*i. 

To  i*«re  ui»on  its  mysteries, 

Manuel.  *T  were  dangerous  ; 

Content  thyself  w ith  what  thou  know’st  already. 

Her.  Ah  1 Manuel ! thou  art  elderly  and  wise, 
And  couldst  say  much;  thou  hast  dwelt  within  the 
castle  — 

How  many  years  b'l? 

Manuel.  Ere  Count  Manfn\l’s  birth, 

I served  bis  father,  whom  he  nought  resembles. 

Her.  There  l>e  moiv  sons  In  like  predicament 
But  wherein  do  they  diiTer? 

Manuel.  I speak  not 

Of  features  or  of  form,  but  mind  and  habits ; 

Count  Slglsniutul  was  proud,  — hut  gay  and  free,— 
A warrior  and  a reveUer;  he  dwelt  not 
W'lth  books  and  solitude,  nor  made  the  night 
A gloomy  vigil,  but  a festal  time. 

Merrier  than  day ; he  did  not  walk  the  rocks 
.\nd  forests  like  a wolf,  nor  turn  aside 
From  men  and  their  dellghtv 

Her.  Beshrew  the  hour. 

But  those  were  jocund  times  t 1 would  that  such 
Would  visit  the  old  walls  again  ; they  look 
As  if  they  bad  forgotten  them. 

ManuA  These  walls 

Must  change  their  chieftain  first  Oh  I I have  seen 
Some  strange  things  in  them,  Herman.  9 

llfT.  Come,  be  friendly ; 

Relate  me  some  to  while  away  our  watch  : 

I’ve  heard  thee  darkly  speak  of  an  event 
WTilch  happen’d  hereabouts,  by  this  same  tower. 

Manuel.  That  was  a night  indeed ! F do  remember 
’Twas  twilight  as  It  may  be  now,  am!  such 
Another  evening ; — yon  red  cloud,  which  rests 
On  KIgher’s  pinnacle,  so  rested  then, — 

So  like  that  it  might  be  the  same;  the  wind 
Was  faint  and  gitst)*,  and  the  mountain  snows 
Began  to  glitter  with  the  climbing  mo<m  ; 

Count  Manfrrd  was,  as  now,  within  his  tower,— 
How  occupietl,  wc  knew  not  but  with  him 
The  sole  companion  of  his  wanderings 
And  watchings  — her,  whom  of  nil  earthly  things 
That  lived,  the  only  thing  be  seem’d  to  love, — 

As  he,  indeed,  by  blood  was  bound  to  do, 

The  Lady  AsUrte,  his-—  * 

Hush ! who  comes  here  ? 


< **  And  U came  to  pasi.  that  the  Sons  God  «aw  the 
1 (laiightert  of  tnen,  that  they  were  tair,*' Ac.  — “ 11i«*re  were 
guuu  iu  the  eATth  In  those  days  ; and  Also  after  that,  when 
! tho  .^MU  God  came  in  tioto  the  dAughters  of  men,  and  they 
bare  chUurra  to  them,  the  tatne  lM<cainr  mighty  men  which 
were  of  old.  men  of  rctiown.'*— CeMerw.ch.rk.  verses  'dand  4. 

* Pray,  was  Manbed’i  speech  to  the  Sun  still  retained  In 
Art  thin!  ? I hi:^  so : it  w as  one  of  the  best  in  the  thing,  and 
better  than  the  Coliseum."  — ^ron  LeUers,  1817.  j 
5 Some  slrange*thlngi  la  these  few  years."—  MS  ] 

^ [The  remainder  of  the  third  Act,in  lu  original  shape,  ran 
! thiu : — 

>1  Her.  Look— look — the  tower — 

i The  tower’s  on  fire.  Oh,  heavens  ami  earth  ! what  loum!. 
'I  Wiut  drewdrwl  sound  is  that  ? cratk  tike  Iktmder. 

Hanuel.  Help.  help.thercl— tothe  resriie  of  CheCnnnt,— 
The  Count  *s  In  dangrr,  — what  ho ! there ! appritach  t 

[^7*Ar  .S'rreaitA.  t'assate,  and  Peatantr^  ajfproaek, 
ituptfird  tnth  terror. 

If  there  be  any  of  you  who  have  heart 


And  love  of  human  kind,  and  will  to  aid 
Those  In  dUiress  — pause  not  — hut  follow  me— 

Tho  {mrtal's  opoo.  follow.  rMancai.  goet  la. 

Her.  Como— Who  follows  • 

What,  none  of  ye?  — ye  r,vrc«nts  5 shiver  then 

Without.  I will  m.>C  see  old  Manuel  risk 

Hit  few  remaining  years  unaided.  [IIcausN  gors  in. 

Vas$at,  Mark  ! — 

N’o  — all  is  silent— not  a breath  —the  (Um« 

W'hirh  shot  forth  such  a blaze  Is  also  gtme  : 

What  may  this  mean  ? la>t  *s  enter  ! 

Peatant.  Faith,  not  1,— 

Not  that.  If  one,  or  two,  or  more,  will  Join, 

I then  will  slay  behind ; but.  for  my  pvt, 
t do  n<u  see  p^-lsely  to  w luU  end. 

I'atMoI.  i'ease  your  vain  prating  — come. 

Manttet  [speaking  vithin,.  *T  U alt  to  vaia  — 

Hr ’s  drail. 

Her.  {tritMn).  Not  so— even  now  methouelit  he  moved t 
Dut  it  is  lUrk  — to  Imir  him  Rei^Uy  out  — 

Softly  — how  rnid  he  U 1 bike  caro  ofhli  tenp’rs 
lu  wirkding  down  the  stairvaae. 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Ktittr  the  Abbot. 

Ahhot.  Where  U y<»ur  master 

Her.  Von.UT,  in  the  tower. 

Abhot.  I murt  jpeak  with  him. 

M'lnuel.  *TU  lmix)«5ble; 

He  is  most  private,  and  must  not  be  thus 
Intruded  on. 

AfAof.  U|)on  myself  I take 

The  forfeit  of  my  fault*  If  fault  there  be  — 

But  I must  sec  him. 

Her.  Thou  hast  seen  him  once 

This  eve  already. 

Abfiot  Herman  ! I command  thee. 

Knock,  and  apprize  the  Count  of  my  approach. 

Her.  Wc  dare  not. 

Abbot.  Then  it  seems  I must  be  herald 

Of  my  own  purpose. 

Manuel.  Reverrnd  father,  stop  — 

I pray  you  pause. 

Abbot.  Why  so  ? • 

MunutL  But  step  this  way. 

And  I will  tell  you  further.  [ I'xcunt. 

SCKSK  IV.  » 

Interior  of  the  Tover. 

MaNFaeit  alone. 

The  Stan  are  forth,  the  moon  above  the  tops 
Of  the  snow^shlning  mountains.  — Beautiful  f 
I linger  yet  with  Nature,  for  the  Night 
Hath  been  to  me  a more  familiar  face 
Than  that  of  man ; and  in  her  stair)  shade 
Of  dim  and  solitary  loveliness, 

I Icam'd  the  language  of  another  world. 

I do  remember  me,  that  In  my  youth, 

When  1 was  wandering,  — uinm  such  a night 
I stood  within  the  CulUeum's  wall,  < 

Midst  the  chief  relics  of  almighty  Rome ; 

The  trees  which  grew  along  the  broken  archer 
Waved  dark  In  the  blue  midnight,  and  the  stars 
Shone  through  the  rcuts  of  ruin  ; from  afar 
The  watch-dog  bay’d  beyond  the  Tiber;  and 
More  near  from  out  the  Ca?sar*’  palace  came 
The  owl's  tong  cry,  and,  interruptedly. 

Of  distant  sentinels  the  fitful  song 
Began  and  died  upon  the  gentle  wind. 

Some  cypresses  beyond  the  time>wom  breach 
Appear'd  to  skirt  the  horUon,  yet  they  stood 

Rr-mter  Mam-£L  and  HsauAN.  bearin,:  .Mssraao  tn  their 
draw. 

}tanuei.  Htc  to  the  cA«tie,  tome  of  ye,  and  bring 
Wliut  aid  you  can.  K:\ddie  the  l>arb,  and  »pi*od 
For  the  lereh  to  the  city  — quirk  1 tome  »Ht«?r  there  ! 

Her.  llit  check  it  bi.ark  — but  there  li  a bint  heat 
Still  lingering  .about  the  heart.  l>ome  water. 

tprt’nhle  MANraKO  teich  water:  e^fter  a pousr. 
he  givet  tame  tign*  qf  /(/r. 

Manuel.  He  secnis  tu  ttriro  tu  rpeak  ~-come  _ cbeerly. 
Count ! 

He  moTci  hi*  lip*— . cart«{  b— ir  lilm  ? I .'im  old. 

And  cannot  c.'itai  faint  couiid*. 

[llKBUAN  tncUninz  hit  kend  and  lutentng. 
Her.  I ti-.  .M  a word 

Or  two  — but  indi»tlnrtly—  wbaj  i*  next  > 

What  '*  to  lwdf>mr  V Ud  ‘s  b<»a,'  li  m t«i  tl»r  ra*tle. 

[MAwrarn  ntr.tians  with  kix  hand  n it  /*»  remor.’  him. 
Manuel . H<»  dEtipprov  ci  — and  *l  were  of  uo  ataii  — 

H«  chanjro*  tapidly. 

Ilrr.  *T  vill  *«>on  lx*  orcr. 

Manuel.  Oil  ! a d>»:ith  u thU  t that  I should  lire 
. I To  ihaki-  mr  erar  iuUr*  orer  the  Uit  chief 
1 1 Of  the  hou»“  of  ^i.:;«muad.  — .\nd  *uch  a d'-ath  ! 

1 1 Alone  — wc  kuow  luA  how  — utishrlrcti  — unundc^l  — 




Within  a bowjibol*  Where  the  «i»v, 

And  dwell  the  tuneless  birds  of  night,  araid<l 
A grove  which  springs  through  levell’d  battlements. 
And  twines  iU  roots  with  the  imperiid  hearihs, 

Ivy  usurps  the  Uurei't  place  of  growth  ; 

But  the  gladiators’  bloody  Circus  stands. 

A noble  wreck  in  ruinous  perfection, 

^Vhlle  Cesar’s  chambers,  and  the  Augustan  halli, 
Grovel  on  earth  in  Indistinct  decay.  — 

And  thou  didst  shine,  thou  rolling  moon,  u|»on 
All  this,  and  cast  a wide  and  tender  light, 

Which  soften’d  down  the  hoar  austerity 
Of  rugged  desolation,  and  fill'd  up. 

As  *t  were  anew,  the  gaps  of  centuries ; 

Leaving  that  beautiful  which  still  was  so, 

And  nuking  that  which  was  not,  till  the  place 
Became  relJ^on,  and  the  heart  ran  o'er 
With  silent  worship  of  the  great  of  old,  — 

The  dead  but  sceptred  sovereigns,  who  still  rule 
Our  spirits  from  their  urns. 

'T  was  such  a night ! 
'Tis  strange  that  1 recall  it  at  this  time ; 

But  1 have  found  our  thoughts  take  wildest  flight 
Even  at  the  moment  when  they  should  array 
Themselves  in  pensive  order. 

Bnter  the  Abbot. 

Abbot.  My  good  lord  \ 

I crave  a second  grace  for  this  approach  ; 

But  yet  let  not  my  humble  zeal  offend 

By  its  abruptness — all  It  bath  of  ill 

R^IU  on  me ; Its  good  In  the  effect 

May  light  upon  your  licad  — could  1 say  heart  — 

Could  1 touch  tJuit,  with  words  or  praycrii,  1 :?bould 
Recall  a noble  spirit  which  hath  w..n(lcr'U ; 

But  is  not  yet  all  lo^t. 

Man.  Thou  know’st  me  nor ; 

My  days  arc  number'd,  and  my  deeds  recorded  ; 

Retire,  or  'twill  be  dangerous  — Away  ! 

Al>bot.  Thou  dost  not  mean  to  menuce  me  ? 

Man.  Not  1 ; 

1 simply  tell  thee  peril  Is  at  hand,  i 

And  w*ould  preserve  thee. 

AUiot.  What  dost  mean  ? 

Man,  Loo'ii  tl;crc ! 

What  dost  thou  Me  ? 

Abbot.  Noiiilng. 

Man.  Look  thcri',  I say. 

And  stedfastly ; — Dosv  tell  me  what  thou  see.st. 

With  itronge  aecomponinu  nu  ood  fearful  signs  — 

I thudder  at  the  light  — but  mu»t  not  leave  him 

^tpeaktng /aintiff  and  xUnaly).  Uld  mas!  HU 
not  K>  dtSirult  to  die. 

[MANTRKn  hawinQ  taid  tkii  expirea. 

Her.  llii  ryes  arc  fixed  aod  lifrlei*.  — He  if  gone.  — 

( IbriD.  — My  old  liaod  quiver*  — He  d»> 
porU  — 

Whither  ? I dread  to  think  —bat  ho  U gone  IJ 

I f Tbe  openin;:  uf  this  scene  li,  perhaps,  the  Gricit  paiiage 
In  tlie  drama;  and  iti  solemn,  calm,  and  ii'.Ajrst»c  rharoct'-r 
Uirows  an  air  of  grandeur  orer  the  catastruplo-,  which  wo*  m 
danger  of  appearing  extrarac,mt,  am)  sopiewhat  ton  much  lu 
the  »ty1e  of  the  *•  Deril  nr>d  l)r.  Fauilu*.”—  WiLsoji,] 

* Drore  at  mldnicht  lr»  >ec  the  CoUjrtim  by  mo-ifiUgh?  : 
Iwt  what  can  I »:irof  the  I'obiieum  ? It  m'lst  l)c  to 

«lrsrrU»e  it  I ihnuld  hwe  llmuKlit  impo»iibIe.i(  I ha«l  not 
• .Mantred-'  To  »ee  it  aruht.  a*  the  Poet  of  iho  North  tell* 
u*  of  tl>r  fair  Vr'lrw,  one  * mu«l  see  it  tty  the  p.^le  /nov»n. 

. lislit.’  Ti»e  Hillne**  of  night,  the  whisp^-ring  rrhoe*.  the 
nm  Hilighi  (badnw*.  and  the  awful  gramle.ir  of  the  impending 
ruins,  form  a tceno  of  romantic  sublimity,  such  nv  Hvron 
\ elonr  could  dewnbe  as  it  dcfcrre*.  His  desrriptiun  |*  the 
I spry  thing  Itself."—  .MATrm.«s‘J  Diary  c/  an  Jnta! 
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Ahbot.  That  which  should  shake  me,— but  I fear 
it  not : 

I see  a (Iu!<k  and  awful  H;*ure  ri»e. 

Like  an  Infernal  god»  from  out  the  earth ; 

Ills  face  wrapt  In  a mantle*  and  his  form 
Robed  as  with  angry  clouds : be  stands  between 
Thyself  and  me — but  1 do  fear  him  not. 

Afan.  Thou  hast  no  cause  — he  shall  not  harm 
thee — but 

HU  sight  may  shock  thine  old  limbs  into  luilsy. 

I say  to  thee  — Retire ! 

Abintt.  And  I reply  — 

Never — till  I have  balllcd  with  this  fiend;  — 

What  doth  he  here  ? 

Man.  Why  — ay— what  doth  be  here?” 

I did  not  send  for  him,  — he  is  unbidden.  . [these 
Abbot.  Alas  ! lost  mortal ! what  with  guc.*t3  like 
Hast  thou  to  do  ? I tremble  for  thy  sake : 
tVhy  doth  he  gaze  on  thee,  and  thou  on  him  / 

Ah  i he  unveils  his  aspect : on  his  brow 
The  thunder*scars  are  graven  ; from  his  eye 
Glares  forth  the  Immortalit}'  of  bell  — 

Avaunt ! — 

Afun.  Pronounce  — what  b»  thy  mission  ? 

Spirit.  Come  I 

Abbot.  What  art  thou,  unknown  being  ? aniwer ; — 
speak  ! 

Spirit,  'The  genius  of  this  mortal.  — Come  1 ’tU 
time. 

Man.  I am  prepared  for  all  things,  but  deny 
The  power  which  summons  me.  Who  Pent  Ihi^e  here  ? 
Spirit.  Thou  It  know  anon  — Cornel  come! 

Man.  I have  commanded 

Things  of  an  essence  greater  far  than  fhine. 

And  striven  with  thy  masters.  Get  thee  hence  I 
Spirit.  Mortal ! thine  hour  is  come  — Away  ! 
I say. 

Afrin.  I knew,  and  know  my  hour  1.*  come,  but  not 
To  render  up  my  soul  to  such  a.s  thee  : 

Away  1 111  die  as  I have  lived — alone. 

Spirit.  Then  I must  summon  up  my  brethren.  — 
RUc  I [ Other  Spiritn  rise  up. 

Abbot.  Avaunt!  ye  evil  ones !— Avaunt ! I say; 

Ye  have  no  ;H>wer  where  piety  hath  power, 

And  I do  charge  ye  in  the  name- 

Spirit.  Old  mai» ! 

We  know  ourselves,  our  mission,  and  thine  order; 
Waste  not  thy  holy  wonU  on  idle  uses. 

It  were  in  vain : this  man  is  forfeited. 

Once  more  I summon  him  — Away  ! away  ! 

Man.  I do  defy  ye,  — though  I feel  iny  soul 
Is  ebbing  from  me,  yet  I do  defy  yc ; 

Nor  will  I hence,  while  1 have  earthly  breath 
To  breathe  my  scorn  upon  ye— earthly  strength 
To  wrestie,  though  with  spirits ; what  ye  take 
Shall  be  ta’en  limb  by  limb. 

Spirit.  Reluctant  mortal ! 

Is  this  the  Magian  who  would  so  [xr^ode 

< [In  the  first  edition.  th!i  line  was  aecideutally  left  nut. 
On  diMWTcring  the  nmitiiot),  I.ord  Byron  wrote  to  Mr. 
Murray  — " You  have  destroyed  the  wliole  elTeet  and  moral  of 
the  poem,  by  omitting  the  la«t  liDeot  Manfrcd'i  speaking.”! 

* Mo  June,  IR'20,  Lord  Byron  tim«  writes  to  Mr.  Murray ; 
— **  V.iiclused  Is  imnethlng  which  will  Interest  you : to  wit, 
the  opinion  of  the  preateit  man  in  Oermony  — perhaps  iu 
I'umpe  — upon  one  of  the  great  men  of  your  adrcrtis«v 
rnenis  (ail  * famous  liands.’  as  Jacob  Touson  used  to  say  of 
bis  ragamuffins)  >- In  short,  a critique  of  Goethe's  upon  .t/on- 
/rrii.  There  is  Uie  original,  an  English  translation,  and  an 
luUlon  os:o : keep  tbent  all  In  your  archives  ; for  the  opioloits 


The  world  invisible,  and  make  himself 
Almost  our  equal  ? — Can  it  be  that  thou 
Art  thus  In  love  with  life  ? the  very  life 
Wltlch  mode  thee  wretched  ! 

Man.  Thou  false  fiend,  thou  Ucst ! 

My  life  is  in  iU  last  hour,  — that  I know. 

Nor  would  redeem  n moment  of  that  hour ; 

X do  not  combat  against  death,  but  thee 
And  thy  surrounding  angels ; my  past  power 
Was  purchased  by  no  compact  with  thy  crew, 

Hut  by  superior  science  — penance  — daring — 

And  length  of  watching — strength  of  mind — aiul 
skill 

In  knowledge  of  our  fathers  — when  the  earth 
Saw  men  and  spirits  walking  side  by  side. 

And  gave  yc  no  supremacy ; I stand 
Cpon  my  strength  — I do  defy  — deny  — 

Spurn  l^k,  and  scorn  ye  { — 

Spirit.  But  thy  many  crimes 

Have  made  thee 

Man.  What  arc  they  to  such  as  thee  ? 

Must  crimes  be  punish'd  but  by  other  crimes. 

And  greater  criminals  ? — Back  to  thy  hell  J 
Thou  bast  no  power  upon  me,  that  I feci ; 

Thou  never  shalt  possess  me,  that  I know ; 

1 Mliat  I have  done  is  done ; I bear  witbln 
A torture  which  could  nothing  gain  from  thine ; 

The  mind  which  b immortal  makes  iUclf 
Requital  for  its  good  or  evil  thoughts  — 

Is  its  own  origin  of  ill  and  end  — 

And  Iu  own  place  and  time  : iU  innate  sense 
When  stripp’d  of  this  mortality,  derives 
No  colour  from  the  fleeting  things  without. 

But  is  absorb'd  in  sufierance  or  in  joy. 

Born  from  the  krowletlge  of  Its  own  desert. 

Thou  didst  nut  tempt  tnc,  and  thou  couldst  not 
tempt  me ; 

I have  not  been  thy  dupe,  nor  aiL  thy  prey  — 

But  was  my  own  destroyer,  and  will  be 
My  own  hereafter. — Back,  yc  baffleil  fiends  t 
The  hand  of  death  is  on  me  — but  not  yours ! 

[ 7’he  Drmon)i  /iisappear. 
Abbot.  Ahisl  how  pale  thou  art  — thy  lips  are 
while  — 

And  thy  breast  heaves— and  in  thy  gasping  throat 
The  accents  rattle:  Give  thy  prayers  to  Heaven  — 
Pray  — albeit  but  In  thought. — hut  die  not  thus. 

Man,  ’Tls  over — ray  dull  cyw  can  fix  thee  not; 
But  all  things  swim  around  me,  and  the  earth 
Heaves  as  it  were  beneath  me.  Fare  thee  well — 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Abbot.  Cold  — cold  — even  to  the  he.irt  — 

But  yet  one  prayer — Alas  1 how  fares  it  with  thee  ? 
Man.  Old  man  1 tts  not  so  dilficult  to  die.  ‘ 

[Makfreo  erjiires. 
AI>bot.  He 's  gone— bis  soul  hath  ta’en  hb  c.irthless 
flight  — 

Whither  ? 1 dread  to  think  — but  he  is  g«>nc.  '♦ 

of  such  R n.an  a<  Goethe,  whether  farnur.abie  <ir  not,  aro 
Always  fnterestini:  — And  this  is  more  to,  os  favourahle.  His 
Faii.t  I never  reatl,  for  I don’t  know  Gennan  j but  Mr.lthew 
.Monk  Ta'wi«,  in  IbIG,  at  Coli^ny,  tronslatetl  most  rf  it  to  me 
' vira  twr,  and  1 was  natiiraliy  niurh  struck  with  It : but  it 
was  the  Strinbach  and  the  Jimgfrau.  and  tomelhini;  else.ninrh 
more  than  Faustus.  that  made  me  write  Manfred  'i'ht*  first 
scene,  however,  and  that  of  Fanstiis  are  very  simiUr.” 

I The  following  Is  the  extract  from  Goethe's  Ktaut  urui 
' Mibrrtbum  [i.  e.  Art  and  Antiquity)  which  the  above  kirer 
I enclosed : — 

Byron's  tragedy,  • Manfred,’  wrj  to  nit  a wonderful  pins- 
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Qomraoo.  and  one  that  cloteljr  touched  me.  T^is  lio^Tarlf 
intellectual  poet  has  taken  my  F.^uitus  to  hfmtelf,  and  ex* 
tracted  from  It  the  stronfest  nourlihreent  for  hU  bjr}M>chon* 
driac  humour.  He  hai  made  use  of  the  hnpelllnit  principle* 
to  hli  own  way,  for  hi*  own  piirpoiei,  to  tluU  no  one  uf  them 
remain*  the  tame  ; and  it  i*  particularly  on  thU  account  Chut 
( cannot  enouith  admire  his  genius.  The  whole  it  in  thii 
way  K)  completely  formed  anew,  that  It  would  be  an  inlerett* 
ing  task  for  the  critic  to  point  out.  not  only  the  alteration*  he 
ha*  made,  but  their  degree  of  resemblance  with,  or  di**irol* 
lariry  to.  the  original : in  the  courie  of  which  1 cannot  deny, 
that  the  gloomy  licaC  of  an  unbounded  aixl  exuberant  deipur 
iMcomot  at  last  oppressive  to  us.  Yet  i*  the  dltsatlsfaciion 
we  feel  alway*  connected  with  esteem  and  admiration. 

**  We  find  thus,  in  this  tragedy,  liic  quintesvence  of  the 
mo>t  astonlihing  talent  born  to  be  it*  own  tormentor.  The 
character  of  Ixinl  Uyroo's  life  and  poetry  hardly  permit*  a 
jUft  and  c*)uitatde  appreciation.  He  ha*  often  enough  con* 
fe*«Hl  what  it  is  that  torments  him.  He  ha*  repeatedly  por*  ! 
travi'd  it : and  Karcely  any  one  feels  compassion  fur  this  lnto>  i 
lerablo  tuflcrlng,  over  which  he  It  ever  laborlouily  ruminating.  I 
There  are.  properly  ipeaking.  two  fcmalcrt  whose  phantom* 
for  ever  haunt  him,  and  which,  in  Ihli  niece  also,  perform 
principal  parts— -one  under  the  name  of  Aiiartc,  the  other 
without  form  or  actual  presence,  and  merely  a voK'e.  Of  the 
horrid  occurrence  whicn  took  place  with  the  former,  the  fol- 
lowing is  related:— When  a bold  and  cnterprlilng  young 
mao,  ne  won  the  a/Ibctions  of  a tlorenllne  lady.  * Her  hut- 
hand  diicover^  the  amour,  and  murdered  hit  wife  ; hut  the 
murderer  was  the  same  night  found  dead  in  the  street,  ami 
th«^e  was  no  one  on  whom  any  tutpidoa  could  be  attached, 
lyini  Byron  removed  from  Moreocr^aiHl  those  iplrlu  haunted 
him  all  hit  life  after. 

*'  Thi*  romantic  incident  U rendered  highly  probable  bf  In- 
numerable allusions  to  it  In  hit  poems.  As,  for  Instaoce.  when 
turning  his  sad  contcmplatioa*  Inwards,  he  applies  to  hlmsidf 
the  fa^  history  of  the  king  of  Sparta.  U I*  as  follows  : — 
Fausaniaa,  a Lacedwmonian  general,  acouire*  glory  by  the 
Important  victory  at  Platjea.  but  allerwaroi  forfeiu  the  con- 
fidence  of  hit  countrymen  thrmigh  hi*  arrogance,  obstinacy,  j 
and  secret  intrigue*  with  the  enemies  of  hi*  country.  Th» 
man  draws  upon  himself  the  heavy  guilt  of  inncwcnt  blood, 
which  attends  him  to  his  end ; for,  while  commanding  the 
fleet  of  the  allied  Greeks,  in  the  Black  Sea,  he  It  inflamed 
with  a violent  passion  for  a Bnantine  maiden.  After  lung 
resistance,  be  at  length  obtains  her  from  her  parents,  and  she 
is  to  be  delivered  up  to  him  at  night.  .She  modestly  desire* 
the  servant  to  put  out  the  lamp,  and.  while  groping  her  way 
ill  the  dark,  she  overturns  it.  rautania*  is  awakened  from  hi* 
sleep —apprehensive  of  an  attack  from  murtlrrers,  he  seises 
his  sword,  ami  destro)  * his  mistress.  The  horrid  sight  never 
liNives  him.  Her  shade  pursues  him  unceasingly,  and  be  Im-  ' 
plore*  for  aid  In  vain  from  the  gods  and  the  exorcising  priests. 

**  That  poet  must  have  a lacerated  heart  who  selects  such  a 
scene  from  anllqultr,  approbate*  it  to  himself,  aod  burdens 
his  tragic  imago  with  It.  The  following  soliloquy,  which  is 
overladen  with  gloom  and  a weariness  of  life,  is,  by  this  re- 
mark, rendered  intelligible.  We  recommend  it  at  an  exer- 
cise to  all  friends  of  declamation.  Hamlet’s  tolilnquy  appears 
improved  upon  here.’*—  Goethe  here  subjoins  Manfred's  so. 
Ilinquy.  beginning,  **  We  are  the  fools  of  time  and  terror,"  In 
w hich  the  alluakni  to  Pauinnias  occurs. 

'Ibe  re^er  will  not  be  sorry  to  pats  from  this  German  critL 
rismtothotofthe  Edinburgh  Review  on  Manfred.- “ Thi* is, 
urvdnubtedly.a  work  of  great  genliu  and  originality.  Its  wont  ' 
fault,  perhaps,  it  that  it  fatigues  aivd  overawes  us  by  the  uni.  ' 
formlty  of  Its  terror  and  solemnity.  Another,  is  the  painful  and 
offrnslve  nature  of  the  circumstance  on  which  its  distress  Is  | 
ultimately  founded.  The  lyrical  songs  of  the  Spirits  are  too 
long,  and  nut  all  excellent.  There  is  sotnethlns  of  iiedantry 
In  them  now  and  then  ; and  even  Manfred  deals  In  classical 
allusions  a little  too  much.  If  we  were  to  consider  it  as  a 


* The  grave  confidenee  irith  which  the  venerable  critic 
traces  the  fancies  of  hit  brother  poet  to  real  persons  and 
events,  makinc  no  difficulty  even  of  a double  murder  at  Flo- 
rence to  fiiniltli  grnumit  ior  his  theory,  afTortls  an  amusing 
instance  of  the  disposition  to  prevalent  throughout  Europe, 
to  picture  Dyron  as  a man  of  marvels  and  mysteries,  at  well 
In  hi*  life  as  hit  poetry.  To  these  exaggerated,  or  wholly 
false  notions  of  him,  the  numerous  fktions  palmed  upon  the 
world  of  hit  romantic  tours  and  wonderful  adventures,  in 

{daces  he  never  saw,  and  with  pert'ms  that  never  existed, 
live,  no  doufd,  consideraldy  contrlbutnl ; and  the  conse. 
quence  Is,  so  utterly  out  of  truth  ami  nature  are  the  repre- 
sentations of  hit  life  and  character  long  rurrevit  upon  the 
Continent,  that  it  may  be  questioned  whether  the  real  * flesh 
and  Idood*  hero  of  these  pages, — the  social,  practical-minded, 
and,  with  all  hli  fault*  and  eccentricities,  Ixird  Ilrran. 

— may  not.  to  the  over-exalted  Imairinaiions  of  most  o*f  hi* 
foreign  admirers,  R{>pear  hut  an  ordinary,  unromanttr,  and 
pros^  personage.**  — Mooax.} 


proper  drama,  or  even  as  a finished  poem,  we  should  b« 
obliged  to  add.  that  it  is  far  too  indistinct  and  unsatisfactory. 
But  this  we  take  tu  be  according  to  the  design  and  conception 
of  the  author.  He  contemplated  but  a dim  and  inagniflctnl 
sketch  of  a subject  winch  did  not  admit  of  more  accurate 
drawing  or  more  brilU-xnt  colouring.  It*  otucurity  it  a part 
of  It*  grandeur ; — and  the  darkness  that  rest*  upon  It,  and 
die  smoky  distance  In  which  it  is  lost,  are  all  devices  to  in- 
crease its  majesty,  to  stimulate  our  curiosity,  and  to  impress 
US  with  deeper  awe.  — It  ft  *uggeite<i.  in  an  ingeniuut  pa{>er 
in  a late  numl>er  of  the  Edinburgh  Magasine,  dial  the  general 
conception  of  this  piece,  and  much  of  what  it  excellent  in  the 
manner  of  Its  execution,  have  been  borrowed  (rom  *l'he  Tra- 
gical History  of  Dr.  Faustu*,' of  Marlow  f;  and  a variety  of 
passages  are  quo^.  which  the  author  consider*  at  timilAr, 
and,  in  many  respects,  superior  to  oilier*  in  the  poem  before 
'll.  We  cannot  agree  In  the  general  terms  of  the  conclusion  ; 
luit  there  I*  no  doubt  a ccrulo  resemblAnce,  Itoth  in  some  of 
the  topics  that  are  suggested,  and  In  the  cast  of  the  diction  in 
which  they  are  expressed  'ITnis,  to  Induce  Faustus  to  persist 
ill  his  unlawful  *tu<lirf,  he  U told  that  the  Spirits  of  the  El^ 
ments  will  serve  him,— 

' Sometimes  like  women,  or  unwedded  maids, 

ShAdowing  more  beauty  in  their  ayrle  browes. 

Than  have  the  white  breasts  of  the  Queene  of  Love.* 

And  again,  when  the  amorous  sorcerer  commands  Helen  of 
Troy  Co  rrvive  again  to  be  his  paramour,  he  addresses  her, 
on  her  first  appearance,  in  these  rapturous  lines  — 

* Was  this  the  face  that  launcht  a thousand  ships. 

And  burn'd  the  topless  lowers  of  Ilium  ? 

Sweet  Helen  1 mske  me  immortal  with  a kiss. 

Her  Ups  suck  forth  my  soule  ! — see  wiiere  it  flies. 

Come,  Helen,  come  give  me  my  soule  againe. 

Here  will  1 dwelt,  for  heaven  1*  on  that  lip, 

And  all  is  dross  that  1*  not  Helena. 

O I thou  art  faire.r  than  the  evening  ayre. 

Clad  In  the  beauty  of  a thousand  starres  ; j 

More  lovely  than  the  monarch  of  the  skyes, 
in  wanton  Arethusa's  asure  arms  1* 

The  catastrnnhe,  too.  Is  bewailixl  in  verses  of  great  clegancw 
and  classical  beauty  — I 

* Cut  Is  the  branch  that  might  have  growne  full  straight, 
.And  burned  is  Apollo's  laurel  Ixnigh 

That  sometime  grew  within  this  learned  man. 

Faustus  is  gone  I — rcgaril  his  betlish  fall,  i 

Whose  findful  torture  mar  exhort  the  wise,  i 

Only  to  wonder  at  ualawlui  things  ! * ' 

But  these,  and  many  other  smooth  and  fandflil  veries  in  this 
curious  old  drama,  prove  nothing,  we  think,  against  the  ori- 
ginality of  Manfred ; for  there  is  nothing  to  lie  found  there 
of  tlie  pride,  the  alMiractlon,  aod  the  heart-rooted  tiilsery  in 
which  that  originality  consists.  Faustus  is  a vulgar  sorcerer, 
tempted  to  scU  hi*  si>ul  to  the  devil  for  the  ordinary  price 
of  sensual  nleasure.  and  earthly  power  and  glory ; and  who 
shrinks  ami  shudders  in  agony'when  the  forfeit  comes  to  be 
exacted,  ’nio  style,  too,  of  Marlow,  though  elegant  aM 
tcholarlikc.  Is. weak  and  childish  compared  with  tlie  di-pth 
and  force  of  much  of  Lord  Bp»n;  and  the  disgusting  buf- 
foonery and  low  farce  of  which  hi*  piece  Is  principally  made 
up.  place  it  more  in  •-ontraat,  than  in  any  terms  ui'  coni- 
pariton,  with  that  of  his  noble  successor.  In  the  tone  and  I 
pitch  of  the  oomposiliim.  as  well  as  in  the  character  uf  the  I 
diction  In  the  more  solemn  parts.  Manfred  reiidiKlt  us  much  ! 
more  of  the  • PromeUini*  ’ of  Alsehylus  1,  than  of  nnr  more  j 
modern  pt‘rfonnancr.  The  tremendous  solitude  of  the  prin-  j 
cifial  person — tlie  supernatural  tieings  with  whom  aloiH*  ho  I 
bolds  communiuQ  — the  guilt -the  flrmue»s  — the  misery — 
are  all  points  of  rctcmiblance,  to  which  the  grandeur  of  the 
prietic  Imagery  only  give*  a more  strikiag  effi-rl.  The  chief 
difTerenco*  are,  that  the  subject  of  the  Greek  iKict  was  sanc- 
tified and  exalted  by  the  established  belief  of  hi*  country,  and 
that  his  terrors  are  nowhere  tempered  with  the  swi^ness 
which  breathe*  from  so  many  passage*  of  his  English  tival.‘‘j 

JfOn  reading  this.  Lord  Byron  wrote  from  Vimice:  — 
effrer  Is  very  kind  alwut  Mnnfrcd,  and  defends  it*  origin-  ' 
altiv,  which  I did  not  know  that  any  t,ody  had  attackeil.  A* 
to  the  germ*  of  It.  they  mar  be  found  In  tlK  Journal  which  I 
sent  tu  Mr*.  I>>igh.t>efor«  I left  Switierland.  I bavethewhoie 
scene  of  Maufr*^  before  me,  as  if  it  was  Init  yeiterday.  and 
couhi  point  It  out,  sjjoi  hy  spot,  torrent  and  alL” 
t Of  the  ' Promelhen*  * of  A^hylus  I was  passionately 
fonil  a*  a b«iy  {It  was  »wie  of  the  flreek  play*  we  read  thricc  a 
year  at  Harrow) ; indeed,  that  and  the  * were  the  only 

ones,  exeept  the  • Seven  Itefore  Thebe*,'  which  ever  muen 
pleased  me.  The  Pr'»meth'’U*,  If  n»»t  exactly  In  my  ;4an,  ha* 
always  Itrcn  so  much  In  my  head,  that  I c.m  easilv  coDcrne 
its  influence  over  all  or  any  thing  that  1 have  written  ; but  t 
deny  Marlow  and  hi*  progeny,  emd  beg  that  you  will  do  the 
same.*’  — Letters,  181<.3 
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^Harino  iFaUtro,  &o(je  of 

AN  HISTORICAL  TRAGEDY, 

IN  FIVE  ACTS.  » 


* Di*X  inquietl  turbklut  Adric."—  Horaci. 


PREFACE. 

Thi  conspiracy  of  the  Doge  Marino  Faliero  is  one  of 
the  most  remarkable  events  iu  the  annals  of  the 

' f On  tbe  oH^oaI  MS.  from  RaTcnnA,  I..ord  ItiTon 
has  written Bemio  April  4th.  IR’JO— completed  July  I'itb, 
laW  — fiaithod  copying  Auguit  iGth*17tb,  IHlOi  tbe  which 
copying  makes  ten  times  tlM  toll  of  composing,  coniidering 
tbe  weather— tbermoinetcr  Win  the  shade— and  my  domestic 
dutlrs.**  He  at  the  time  intended  to  keep  It  by  him  for  six 
years  before  sending  It  tn  the  preu  ; but  resolutions  of  this 
kind  are,  in  modern  days,  very  sehUtm  adhered  tn.  It  was 
published  in  the  end  ot  the  same  year  : and,  to  the  poet's 
great  disgust,  and  Iu  ipile  of  his  urgent  and  related  remon* 
sirancei,  was  produced  on  the  »ugc  of  Drury  Lane  Theatre 
early  In  l(i3l.  The  extracts  from  his  letters  suIBciently  ex* 
plain  his  feelings  on  this  ocrasina. 

Marino  Faliero  was,  matly  to  his  latiifactioo,  commended 
warmly  for  the  truth  of  its  adhesion  to  Venetian  history  gnd 
manners,  as  well  as  the  smhjue  severity  of  iu  structure  Nn<l 
Uogusge,  by  that  eminent  muter  of  Italian  and  classical 
literature,  tnn  late  Ugo  Foscolo.  Mr.  GiiTord  also  delighted 
him  by  pronouncing  It  '*  English —genuine  English.  ' It 
was,  faiowerer,  little  favoured  by  the  contemporary  critics. 
There  was.  Indeed,  only  one  who  spoke  of  it  as  quite  worthy 
of  Lord  Byron’s  reputation.  **  Nothing."  said  he,  **  has  for  a 
long  time  alTorded  us  so  much  pleasure,  as  the  rich  promise  of 
dramatic  excellence  uiifoldnl  Iu  this  productiou  of  Lord 
Hymn.  Without  question. nosucti  irag<^y  as  Marino  Faliero 
has  appeared  in  Engluh,  since  the  day  when  Otway  also  was 
InsplrM  to  bit  masterpiece  by  the  intereets  of  a Venetian 
st(^  and  a Venetian  conspiracy.  The  story  of  which  Lord 
Byron  has  possessed  himself  Is.  we  think,  by  far  the  finer  of 
Uie  two,  — and  we  say  pauettrd,  because  we  believe  he  has 
adhered  almost  to  the  letter  of  the  traniactiuns  at  they  really 
took  place."  — Tbe  languap*  of  the  Edinburgh  ami  Quarterly 
Ileriewert,  Mr.  Jeffrey  ami  Bltboft  Heber,  was  in  a for  dil- 
ferent  strain.  The  former  says  — 

**  Marino  Faliero  has  undoubtedly  consideralilc  beaiillet, 
both  dramatic  and  poetical ; and  might  have  made  the  fortune 
of  any  young  aspirant  for  fame  : but  the  name  of  Byron  raises 
expectations  which  are  not  so  easily  satisfied  ; aud.  judging  of 
it  by  the  lofty  standard  which  he  himself  has  ««lablishe<l.  we 
are  compelled  to  say,  tlvit  we  cannot  but  regard  it  as  a failure, 
both  as  a poem  and  a piny.  This  may  bo  partly  accounted  for 
from  the  inherent  djlhrulty  of  uniting  these  two  sorts  of 
excellence  — of  confining  the  daring  and  dinessive  genius  of 
poetry  within  the  forms  and  limits  of  a regular  drama,  aisd.  at 
the  same  time,  imparting  its  warm  and  vivifying  spirit  to  tbe 
practical  preparation  necessary  details  ui  a complete 
theatrical  action.  These,  however,  arc  dlAirulties  with  wtiich 
dramatic  adveuturen  have  long  had  to  struggle  ; and  over 
which,  though  Uiry  are  inromporobly  most  formidable  to  the 
most  powerful  spirits,  there  is  no  reason  to  doubt  that  the 
powers  of  Lord  Byron  would  have  triumphed.  The  true 
oiitory  of  his  failure,  tlierefore,  we  conceive,  and  the  actual 
rjsuse  of  KU  miscarriage  on  tt>e  present  occasion.  Is  to  l)C  found 
In  the  bad  cholci'of  hU  sub)ect  —his  selection  of  a story  which 
not  only  gives  no  scope  to  the  peculiar  and  rommatiding 
graces  of  ills  genius,  but  runs  continually  counter  to  the  master 
currents  of  his  fancy.  His  great  gifts  are  exqiiKitetendemess, 
and  demoniacal  sublimity;  tiH>  ix>wer  of  -oiy^uring  up  at 
pleasure  those  delicious  rUiuns  of  lure  and  ticaiify,  and  pity 
and  purity,  whlcli  mt'U  our  hearts  within  t»  with  a thrilling 
and  etheriol  softness  — and  of  wiehling,  at  the  same  time,  that 
Infi-rnal  fire  which  tla)>U  and  overlitrows  all  things  with  the 
dark  and  capricious  fulminations  of  its  Kom.  rancour,  and 
revenge.  With  tbe  ctosclousness  of  these  great  powers,  ami 
fcs  if  Tn  wilful  perreriily  u>  their  suggeniotii.  he  has  here 
d#oten  a story  Vtich.  in  a gre.n  measure, excludes  the  agency 
' f either  , and  resolutely  condiu'ted  it.  so  as  to  secure  hirosoif 
against  their  intrusion  *astory  without  lov«  or  hatred  — 


most  singular  government,  city,  and  i>eople  of  modem  1 1 
history.  It  occurred  in  the  year  1 365.  Everything  / 
about  Venice  Is,  or  was.  extraordinary  — her  asi»cct  i 
is  like  a dream,  and  her  history  is  like  a romance. 

misanthropy  or  pity  — eontalning  nothing  voliiptuuiu  and 
nothing  terrific  — but  dc)>endiag,  for  Its  grandeur,  on  the  |j 
anger  of  a very  old  and  irritable  man;  and,  for  Its  attraction,  li 
on  the  elaborate  representations  of  conju^  dignity  and  ' 
domestic  honour, —tne  sober  and  austere  triumplis  of  culd 
and  UDtempted  ctiastitr,  aiMl  tbe  noble  propriety  of  a pure  and 
disciplined  understanding.  I’heae,  we  think,  are  not  the  most 
promising  themes  for  any  writer  whose  business  is  to  raise 
powerful  emotions  ; nor  very  likely.  In  any  hands,  to  redeem 
tbe  modem  drama  from  the  imputation  of  want  of  spirit, 
interest,  and  excitement.  Bui,  for  Lord  Byron  to  select  then 
for  a grand  dramatic  eBbrt,  Is  as  if  a swtit-footed  rarer  were 
to  tie  nis  feet  together  at  the  starting,  or  a valiant  knight  to 
enter  the  lists  without  his  arms.  No  mortal  proweas  could 
succeed  under  such  disadvantages.  — The  story.  In  so  far  as  It 
Is  original  In  our  drama,  is  extremely  improbable,  though, 
likemostotbervrry  improbable  stories,  derived  from  authentic 
sources  : but,  in  the  mmn,  it  is  original ; being,  indeed,  mervty 
another  * Venkc  Preserved,’  and  continual^  recalling,  though 
certainly  without  eclipsing,  the  memory  of  the  first.  F.xce(>i 
that  Jaffler  If  driven  to  join  the  conspirators  by  the  natural 
impulse  of  love  and  misery,  and  tbe  Doge  by  a resentment  so 
outrageous  as  to  exclude  all  sympathy, — and  that  tbe  dls* 
cloture,  which  is  oroduced  by  love  in  the  old  play,  is  here 
ascribed  to  mere  mendship,  — the  general  action  and  catas* 
truphe  of  tbe  two  pieces  are  almost  ideoUcal ; while,  with 
regard  to  tbe  writing  and  management,  it  must  be  owned 
that,  If  Lord  Byron  has  most  sense  and  vigour,  Otwar  hu  by 
far  tbe  most  n^iun  and  pathos ; and  that  though  nis  con* 
■pirators  are  oetter  orators  and  reasoners  than  the  gang  of 
nerre  and  RejuaulC,  tbe  tenderness  of  Belvidere  is  as  much 
more  touehiog,  as  it  u more  natural,  than  the  atoical  amt 
aelf*satlsficd  di^runi  of  AngiuUna.*' 


After  an  elaborate  disquisition  on  the  Unities,  Bishop  Hcbcr 
thus  concludes:  — 

“ We  rannot  conceive  a greater  Instarvoe  of  the  efflcacyof 
^•tem  to  blind  the  imist  acute  perrrptinn,  than  the  fart  that 
Lord  Byron,  in  works  avowedly  and  exclusively  intended  for 
the  closet,  has  piqued  himself  on  the  observance  of  rules, 
which  Che  their  advantage  on  the  stage  what  it  may)  are 
evidently,  off  the  stage,  a matter  of  perfect  iDdiffrrntce.  The 
only  object  of  adhering  to  tbe  unitii-s  is  tu  preserve  tt»« 
illusion  of  the  scene.  To  the  reader  th«  are  obviously 
useless  It  is  true,  that,  in  the  rlosK.  not  only  arc  their  su;>* 
posed  advantages  destroyed,  but  their  inconveniences  are  also. 
In  a great  measure.neiitrallsed : and  it  is  true  also,  that  poetry 
so  splendid  has  often  accompanied  them,  as  to  moke  us  wholly 
overlook,  in  Uie  blase  of  greater  excellences,  whatever  iocoo- 
veniences  result  from  them.eitl>erin  therloset  or  the  theatre, 
But  even  diminished  diflIcuKIcs  are  m>(  to  be  needlessly 
courted,  and  though.  In  the  strength  and  dexterity  of  tbe 
combatant,  we  soon  lose  siglit  of  the  eumbrous  trappings  by 
which  he  has  chosen  to  distinguish  himself;  yet.  11  tbou} 
trappings  are  at  oiwe  cumbersome  and  pedantic,  not  only  will 
hii  difficult  r of  success  be  Increased,  but  his  failure.  If  he  fails, 
will  Iw  rendered  the  more  signs!  and  ridiculous. 

**  Marino  Faliero  has,  we  believe,  been  pretty  generally 
pronounced  a failure  by  the  public  voice,  and  we  see  no  reason 
tn  call  for  a revision  of  their  sentence.  It  contains,  beyond 
all  doubt.  m.-uiy  passages  of  coinmandlitg  eloquence,  and  some 
of  genuine  poetry ; and  ilie  scenes,  more  portleuLirly,  In  which 
loird  Byrnii  lias  negiccttxl  the  absurd  creed  of  his  pseudo* 
Hellenic  wnters,  arc  rorurired  and  elaborated  with  great 
tragic  effect  and  dexterity.  But  the  subject  is  dcridedly  ilL 
chosen.  In  the  main  tistiie  of  the  plot,  and  in  all  the  busiest 
and  most  liUrrcstiiig  parts  of  it.  It  is.  in  fact,  no  more  than 
another  • Venice  Preserved,’  in  which  the  author  has  bad  to 
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The  story  of  this  Dof^  U to  be  fmmd  m all  her 
' Chronicle^,  and  particularly  detailed  in  the  “ hives 
of  the  by  Marin  Sanut**,  which  ts  given  m 

the  Appendix.  It  U simply  and  cicarly  related,  and 
is  perhaps  more  dramatic  in  Itself  th.ui  any  scenes 
[ which  con  lie  founded  upon  the  suhjtvt, 

Marino  Fallero  apiicars  to  have  been  a man  of 
talents  and  of  courage.  1 Hnd  him  commander  in 
' chief  of  the  land  forces  at  the  siege  of  Zara,  w here 

j he  beat  the  King  of  Hungary  and  his  army  of  eighty 

thousand  men,  killing  eight  thousand  men,  and 
I keeping  the  besieged  at  the  same  time  in  check ; an  ' 

I exploit  to  which  1 know  none  simUar  in  histor}*, 

roDtend  (nor  hai  be  cotitrmJed  (urcessfulljr)  with  aur  rccoU 
{ I lertloiu  of  A r<»mier  anJ  deiervcsUy  ; o]iutAr  oil  the  sam'* 

*.  lutriect.  And  the  only  re*|«-<'t  in  whii-h  it  ditTcrs  it,  (hat  the 
; J.imrr  of  l»rd  UyronS  plot  U drawn  in  l«>  join  Uic  cnn«plrs- 
tors.  nt)C  br  the  sistural  and  intelligible  inotit<‘<  <if  ^iierty, 

! «irKravalr<r liy  the  lufferings  nf  a bci«>\  «>d  wif.-,  and  a di'rp  and 
j well'gruuml^  rrw*minct>t  of  oppre>«i>>n.  hut  by  his  oiitrai;c> 
oui  angrr  fur  a private  wrung  of  no  very  atroi'luut  nature. 

I The  Doge  of  Venice,  to  chatiiM*  tbo  i olgar  IibrI  ol  .1  lo>itikh 
I boy,  attempu  to  ovorluni  that  republic  ut  which  lie  ti  tlie  Qr»C 
{<  atid  iii'Ht  trui^tetl  veivant ; to  nuiia<-re  all  hit  ai»ri<‘ii*.  trietidi 
' and  fellow  aoldieri,  the  magUtracy  and  nuliility  of  the  land. 

I AVSth  »uch  a rrMfitinent  at  thit,  tbiu  »imply  vtaCml  and  Uken 

I ilngly,  who  ever  syinpothiK'd.  or  who  but  Lord  byr<m  w<»uid 
hare  cai>octed  In  auch  acauae  to  be  U>lr>  to  awaken  »ym|athy  ? 
It  l»  little  to  the  purpote  to  aay  that  thU  il  all  hivloricaitr 

' tnic.  A thing  may  be  true  without  heibg  pro>a>>le  ; ami  »ui  h 
a ca»c  of  iiliotyucrasy  u U linpUed  iu  a revcntmnit  m audilen 
,1  and  extravagant,  U no  more  a flttuig  subject  lor  the 
• I than. Ml  animal  with  two  heads  would  t>o  for  an  artist  of  a dil* 

|i  ferent  >k-»crip(ioQ. 

I;  '*  It  b true  that,  when  a hwiR  course  of  mutual  Uck«<ring 
Ij  hail  preceded,  wium  the  mind  of  the  prince  hail  h*vn  pre- 
j|  {UTtM,  by  due  degrees,  to  hate  the  oligarchy  with  wrhich  Iw 
!'  was  surrounded  and  over^rulrd,  and  to  feel  or  iu»pect,ln 
I , every  act  of  lh«  senate,  a studhti  and  pcrx-veriiig  d*  sign  to 

I I wound  and  degrade  him,  a very  slight  aihlKion  of  Injury  might 
1 1 make  the  cup  of  anger  overflow  ; and  the  iusiifficieiit  {ninish. 

. I mem  of  Steou  ktbough  to  most  men  this  punUhtnuut  seems 
I iK>t  unequal  tu  the  ufTenee)  might  hare  op«ned  the  lost  (twxb 
I gate  to  that  torrent  which  had  been  long  gatheiing  strength 

from  innomerable  petty  insults  and  aggresstoos. 

h Is  also  poutble  that  an  old  man,  doatingly  fond  of  a yrwsng 
and  beautiful  wife,  yet  not  insensible  tu  the  ridicule  ot'sucii 
an  unraual  alliance,  might  for  months  or  years  have  lownt 
tormenting  himsalf  with  the  sus|tec1cd  suspicions  of  his 
countrymen  ; have  smarted,  though  convinced  of  his  cunsurt's 
i pvirity,  under  (he  idcu  that  others  were  nut  equally  candid, 
.ind  nave  attachi<d,  at  length,  the  greater  importance  lu 
I Steno's  ribaldry,  Iruui  apprehending  this  last  tu  be  no  moru 
< than  an  overt  demonstration  of  the  secret  thoughts  of  half  Uic 
tittle  world  of  Venke. 

i **  And  we  cannot  but  lielieve  that,  if  the  story  of  Kaliero 
I Cunprumlting  as  we  regard  it  in  every  way  of  telling;  had 
follm  into  the  hands  of  (be  barbari.m  Sh.-vkspeare.  the  com* 

I iDenceuriit  of  the  play  would  have  bceu  placed  cousider.’vbty 
I earlier;  that  Umo  would  have  been  given  for  the  gradual 
devriopement  of  ibuve  strung  lines  of  charaett-r  wliich  were 
I to  decide  tl»c  fate  of  the  hero,  and  for  the  working  of  those 
. subtle  but  not  iniUntanroiit  (Kvisoni  which  were  Ui  destroy 
] the  pewee,  and  embitter  the  feelings,  and  confuse  the  under. 

I standing,  of  a brave  and  hlgts-mindcd  but  proud  and  IrnLahlc 
veteran. 

But  the  misfortune  is.  (and  it  Is  in  a great  measure-,  as 
I we  conceive,  to  be  ascribed  to  Ia>rd  Byron's  p.-utiim  for  the 
uniUn.)  tliat,  instead  of  placing  this  accumulation  of  |Muiiiul 
feelings  before  our  eves,  even  our  cars  are  made  very  im(M-r. 

I fvctly  acauainted  witfi  (hem.  Uf  the  previous  encroachments 
of  the  Oligarchy  on  the  ducal  power  we  see  nothing.  Nay, 

' we  only  hijar  a very  little  of  it,  and  that  in  general  terms,  and 
' at  the  conctushm  uf  the  pii*ce  ; in  the  form  of  an  apology  fur 
the  Doge’s  past  conduct  not  as  the  cunitant  and  painful 
feeling  which  we  ought  to  hare  shoml  with  him  in  the  hrst 
Instauce,  if  wo  were  to  sympathlM'  in  his  views  and  wish  sur- 
. cess  to  his  cnleryirUc.  The  tear  that  hit  wife  might  bs«  an 
I object  of  lUtpicMM)  to  hii  coiiolrymeu  is,  In  like  manner, 

I scarcely  hinuM  at ; and  ttn  ntiirr  reason  fi»r  such  a (car  is 
i named  than  that  whk  h,  simply  taken,  could  never  luve  | ro- 
duccxl  It.— -a  libel  scribbled  on  the  baik  of  a ihiir  Woore, 
therefore,  through  (he  whole  tragedy,  lunk-r  U'clings  of  sur. 
prise  rather  than  <rf  pity  or  syminthy.  as  persons  wiim-ssiug 

Ipurumtoui  events  Crum  causes  nppartmtiy  inadequate.  We 
set*  a man  bocome  a traitor  for  no  other  visible  cause  (how- 
ever other  causes  are  incidentally  Insinuatnl'  than  a ringle 
vulgar  iniuU.  which  was  more  likely  to  recoil  ou  the  y>er. 


except  that  i>f  Ca’sar  at  AlcsLo,  and  of  Prince  Eutrene  |[ 
at  liclcradc.  He  was  afterwards  t\)mmandcr  of  the  I 
fict'i  m the  «aine  war.  He  took  Capo  dTstrli.  Hr 
was  amhas-qidur  at  tienoa  and  Rome, — at  which  last 
he  received  the  news  of  his  election  to  the  dukedom;  ' 
his  aticience  being  a prouf  that  he  sought  it  by  no  ^ 
intrigue,  since  he  wa<  apprized  of  bis  predeces-Mir’s 
death  and  hLs  own  succession  at  the  same  moment. 

But  he  appears  to  have  been  of  an  ungovernable 
temper.  A story  Is  told  by  Sanuto,  of  his  having, 
many  years  before,  when  |>odcvta  and  captain  at 
Treviso,  Ivoxed  the  ears  of  the  bbhup,  who  was  some-  1 
what  tardy  iu  bringing  the  Host.  For  this,  honest 

petratur  than  tu  wound  the  object;  and  we  cannot  pity  a j 
death  incurred  io  such  a qu.irrrl.” 

The  fbllowing  extract  from  a letter  of  Jantury,  1931.  will  ‘ 
show  the  author's  own  estim.vte  of  the  pi'-ce  ihui  rrttirisnL 
.After  re|>cating  liu  ho{Mr,  that  nu  manogrr  wouiil  be  so  wu- 
d.irioui  os  to  trample  on  his  frciinji  by  pruducing  It  uq  tbe 
itAgr,  he  thus  prweuds  : — I < 

*’  It  Is  too  regular  — the  time,  twenty^four  hnurs— ib« 
change  of  place  nut  frequent  — n<jthing  mc/iMiromatlc ->  no 
suri'rises— no  starts,  tvir  (rap-doors.  nor  opportunities  ' for 
tossing  their  hoods  and  kicking  their  heels'  — and  no  Zoer, 
thu  grand  ingredlrnt  uf  • modern  play.  I am  pv*rsuaded  that 
a great  trageiiy  Is  not  to  he  produci'd  by  following  thu  old  dra- 
matisU—  whtv  ar«  full  of  gross  faults,  pardivnnt  only  for  th« 
beauty  of  tlioir  Language,  — but  by  writing  uoturolly  and  rc» 
gmlar/jf,  nml  producing  regular  tragedies,  like  the  Greeks ; 
tmt  not  in  ualtatlon.  — merely  the  cwitilr>*of  thrir  conduct, 
adap  ted  to  our  own  times  Mul  circumviarvrei,  and  of  ccxirte 
R<j  ( liorus.  You  will  laugh,  and  s.vv.  Why  don't  you  do  so  ? * 

I have,  yon  scr,  tried  a skiki  h in  klarlno  Falieru  ; but  many 
pe<t|dc  think  my  talent  ' rssntZiof/g  vndnmatie,*  and  I am 
not  at  nil  clear  (bat  they  are  not  right.  If  .Marino  Foliero 
don't  foil  — in  the  pe^u^al  — I shall,  perhaps,  try  again  (but 
not  for  the  sboge) ; and  as  I think  that  tore  Is  not  tbe  prin- 
cipal |>auioD  for  tragedy  (and  yet  most  of  ours  turn  upon  it), 
yuu  will  not  lind  me  a pc>|ntlar  writer.  Unless  it  U love  /«• 
rkmt,  rnmimait  and  kapira.  it  ouglit  not  to  make  a tragic  . 
subject.  When  it  i«  tneUmg  and  maudlin,  it  dots,  but  it  j 
ought  not  to  do ; it  is  then  f«>r  tbe  gallery  and  second-price  > 
boxes.  If  you  want  to  have  a notion  of  what  I am  trying,  i 
lake  up  a frisaWof/ea  of  any  of  (he  Greek  tragedians.  If  1 
said  tbe  nrigiual,  it  would  be  an  imuudent  presumption  of 
mine:  but  the  translations  are  to  inferior  to  the  origirv^a.  >. 
that  1 think  1 may  risk  iL  Thrn  judge  of  the  * simplicity  of  '| 
plot,’  and  do  not  judge  me  your  old  mad  dramatists; 
which  1v  like  drinking  usqut-liaugh.  and  then  proving  a fuim- 
tain.  Y'rt,  afler  all,  I suppose  you  do  not  mean  that  spirits  Is 
a nohler  element  than  a clear  spring  bubbling  up  in  the  sun  ? 1 

and  tills  I lake  to  be  Uie  diOkrenca  between  the  Greeks  and  tj 
those  turbid  inmmtebanks  — alwavs  excepting  Ben  Jonsoo,  v 
who  was  a scholar  and  a classic.  take  up  a trazulation  of  ! ' 
Altieri.  and  try  the  Interest.  Ac.  of  these  my  new  attempts  in 
the  old  lino,  by  Aim  in  English  ; and  then  tell  me  fairiy  your 
opinion.  Hut  don't  measure  me  by  tocb  owk  oid  or  wese 
tailorls  yard.  Sothliig  so  easy  as  intricate  confustoo  of  plot 
and  rant.  Mrs.  Centlivre,  In  comedy,  has  ten  times  the  bustle 
of  Congreve ; but  are  tliey  to  he  compared  ? and  yet  she  1 : 
i drove  Ct'itgrrve  from  the  theatre."  || 

.Again,  February  1C.,  he  thus  writes.— 

•'  You  say  the  Doge  will  not  bo  popular:  did  1 erer  write  ; 
for  popularity  V I defy  you  to  show  a work  of  rairve  (except  ' 
a Ine  or  two)  of  a popular  style  nr  compl''xiL>n.  It  appears 
to  me  that  there  is  riwim  for  a ilifTcrent  style  of  the  drama  ; 
neither  a servile  tuiiowing  of  tbe  old  drama,  w hich  is  a grovvly  I 
rrmne<»us  one,  nor  yet  too  Ir  (t'Dcb,  like  those  who  succeeded  * 
Ove  older  writers.  It  appears  to  me  that  govni  English,  axvd  a ' 
severer  approath  to  the  rules,  might  combine  Sv>methtng  not  | 
dishonourable  to  our  literature.  1 have  also  attemt^ed  to  | 
make  a {day  without  love;  and  there  are  neither  rings,  nog  1 1 
mistake*,  nor  starts,  nor  outrageous  canting  villatns,  nor  II 
melodrama  In  It.  All  this  will  prrvmt  its  itoj-uL-vritv.  but  ' 
dues  not  persua'Jc  me  that  it  Is  tkertfore  faulty.  Whatever 
fault  it  lias  will  arise  from  defleienev  hi  the  coquet,  rathe-r 
th.ui  In  the  conception,  which  Is  simple  and  severe. 

” Kenroach  it  useless  always,  ami  irritating—  tait  my  ferU 
Ingi  Were  very  mvKh  hurt,  to  be  tlroggni  like  a gladiator  to  ' 

: the  late  of  a glodiaior  by  that  ' rrtiantu,'  Mr.  Milston.  .As 
to  his  defence  and  ofTers  of  comm*nsalion,  what  Is  all  this  to 
tbe  pvirpose  ? It  is  like  l.a>uis  XlV.  who  insUtnl  upon  btirlng  | 

! at  any  price  Algernon  Sydney's  horse,  aivd,  on  hU  refusal,  o« 

I taking  :t  by  fori'e,  Sydney  shot  his  horse.  1 could  not  shoot 
1 my  tragedy,  but  I would  have  Bung  it  into  the  Are  ratbwr  uim 
1 iiave  h^  it  represented.*' 
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I Sanuco*‘?addlrthirnvlthajut],'?mcnt,’*asTtfwRcltuni  ' 

I did  Square;  but  he  docs  not  tell  us  whether  he  was  | 
punished  or  rebuked  by  the  Senate  fur  this  outra#?c 
I at  the  time  of  Its  corainLssioii.  He  seems,  iudet'd,  to  j 
I have  been  afterwards  at  i>cace  with  the  church,  for 

I we  find  him  ambns-ador  at  Riwne,  and  Invested  with 
the  flef  of  Vai  di  Marino,  in  the  march  of  Treviso,  j 
and  with  the  title  of  Count,  by  Lorcnxo  Count-bUhop 

[ of  Ceneda.  Fur  these  facts  my  authorities  are  Sanuto, 

' Vettor  Sandi,  Andrea  Nav:igero,  and  the  account  of 
j I the  siCKr  of  Zara,  Hrst  published  by  the  indefatigable 
i Abate  MordlJ,  in  bis  **  Monumenti  Venetiaoi  di  varU 
Letteratura,**  printed  In  ITliO,  all  of  which  1 have 
! looked  over  in  the  original  language.  The  modems, 

> Daru,  Sinnondi,  and  Laugier,  nearly  agree  with  the 

I I ancient  chroniclers.  SUmondi  attributes  the  con- 
spiracy to  his  jealousy  i but  I find  this  nowhere 

1 asserted  by  the  national  historians.  Vettor  Sandi, 

I Indeed,  says  that  ♦♦  Altri  scrlssero  che 

I I riatia  gclosa  suspliion  di  csso  Doge  siasi  futto  (Michel 
Steno)  staccar  con  violcnza,”  Ac.  Ac. ; but  this 
appi'ars  to  have  been  by  no  means  the  general  opin- 

I ion,  nor  is  it  alluded  to  by  Sanuto.  or  by  Mavagero: 

I and  Sandi  himself  adds,  a m iinent  aOer,  that  **  per 
altrc  VencsUoie  meraorie  traspirl,  che  non  il  eolo 
dcsiderio  dl  vendetta  lo  di^iMMe  alia  C(»ugiura  ma 
anebe  la  innatt  aUtuale  ambition  su;u  t>er  cui  anelava 
a farsi  principe  independeate."  The  first  motive 
appears  to  have  been  excited  by  the  gross  atl'ront  of 
the  Words  written  by  Micbcl  Steno  on  the  ducal 
chair,  and  by  the  light  and  Inadequate  sentence  of 
the  Forty  on  the  offender,  who  was  one  of  their  **  tre 
Capi."  The  attentions  of  Steno  himself  appear  to 
have  been  directed  tuw^irda  one  of  her  damsels,  and 
not  to  the  *•  Dogaressa”  herself,  agaimt  whose  fame 
not  the  slightest  Insinuation  apiJcars,  while  she  U 
praised  fur  her  beauty,  aiul  remarked  for  her  youth. 
Neither  do  I find  it  asserted  (unless  the  hint  of  S;indl 
be  iui  a'«sertion),  that  the  l>oge  was  actuated  by 
jealousy  of  his  wife;  but  rather  by  respect  for  her, 
and  fur  his  own  honour,  warranted  by  his  pa«<t 
scn  tces  and  present  dignity. 

1 know  not  that  the  historical  facts  are  .alluded  to 
in  English,  unless  by  Dr.  Moore  in  his  View  of  Italy. 
His  account  Is  false  and  fll)qiant,  full  of  stale  jests 
about  old  men  and  young  wives,  and  wondering  at  so 
great  an  effect  from  so  slight  a cause.  How  so  acute 
and  severe  an  observer  of  mankind  as  the  author  of 
Zeluco  could  wonder  at  this  Is  inconceivable.  He 
knew  that  a basin  of  water  spilt  on  Mrs.  M;isham's 
gown  deprived  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  of  hU  com- 
mand, and  led  to  the  Inglorious  i>eace  of  Utrecht—' 
that  Louis  XIV.  was  plunged  Into  the  most  desolating 
wars,  because  his  minUter  was  nettiid  at  his  finding 
fault  with  a window,  and  wished  to  give  him  another 
occu;»ation  — that  Helen  lost  Troy  — that  Luerctia 
exiKrilcd  the  Tarquina  from  Rome  — and  that  Cava 
brought  the  3Iuors  to  Sp>dn  — that  an  Insulte<l 
husband  led  the  Gauls  to  Clusium,  .md  thence  b> 
Rome— that  a single  verse  of  Frederick  II.  of  Pruisla 
on  the  Abb^  de  Ikmis,  and  a Jest  on  Madame  de 

' (ThA  Abbe’s  biographer  denies  the  corroctnets  of  thh 

lUtrarnt. Qiielques  wrivalos.'*  he  uy*.  **  qui  trouratnu  . 

I unt  (iouie  piquant  (1‘attriburr  d«  grands  egt  U S dc  petiti'S  ! 
I causes.  <ittt  jirctoodu  que  I'.tbb^  avail  insist*^  duns  Ic  ronseil  I 
pour  faire  dtVUrer  la  gurrre  k la  IVmse.  par  ressentlment  ; 
centre  FrMrric,  ct  pour  reoger  sa  vanity  po^lique,  bumllU- 
I par  le  *ers  du  raooarquc  bel««sprit  et  poi^  — i 

* Kvltei  de  Denili  la  sterile  aboodaace.* 


Tumpatlour,  led  to  the  battle  of  Ro^boch  * — that  the  | 
eU>penieat  of  Dcarbhurgil  with  31ac  Murcliad  cun-  | 
ducted  the  English  to  the  slaver}*  of  Irvlaiid— that  t 
a pcT^nal  phiuc  between  Maria  Antoinette  and  the  i 
Duke  of  Orleans  precipitated  tlie  fir^t  expulsion  of  | 
the  Bourbons— and,  not  to  multiply  instances,  that  i 
Conunodus,  Doimtian,  and  Caligula  fell  victims  not 
to  their  public  tyranny,  but  to  private  vengeance  — 
and  that  an  order  to  moke  Croiuwdl  dinunbark  from 
the  ship  in  which  he  would  have  Kilted  to  .\inerica 
destroyed  both  king  and  commonwealth.  After  therie 
instances,  on  Uie  least  rellection,  it  is  indeed  extra- 
ordinary in  Dr.  Moure  to  seem  sur}iri»ed  that  a man 
used  to  command,  who  had  »erved  uud  strayed  in  the 
must  important  ofikes,  «hMild  fiercely  resent.  In  a 
fierce  age,  an  luipunishid  aiTrunt,  the  grossest  that 
can  be  offered  to  a man,  be  he  prince  or  peasant.  The 
Nge  of  Faliero  Is  little  to  the  purpose,  unless  to  favour 
It  — 

**  The  Tounff  man’s  arath  is  like  straw  oo  fire. 

But  hke  retl-hut  steel  u the  old  man’s  ire." 

*•  Young  men  tow  give  and  soon  forget  affroott. 

Old  age  is  slow  at  Ixitli.” 


Latigicr’s  reflections  are  more  philosophical : — 
^ Talc  fu  il  fine  ignominlo^  di  uu*  utwnu,  chc  la  sua 
uasrlta,  la  sua  eti,  il  suo  carattcre  dovevanu  tener 
lontano  dalle  pa>sioni  produttrici  dl  graodl  deiluL  I 
suoi  tnknti  per  lungo  tempo  escixitati  ne’  nbiggiorl 
impieghi,  la  sua  capacitu  s]>erii}ienUU  ne’  guvemi  c 
nclle  ambasdatc,  g11  avcviuio  acqui>tato  U sUma  e 
la  fiducia  de’  cittadini,  ed  avevano  unit!  i suffrog)  per 
cuUucarlo  alh  testa  della  rrpublica.  Innalaato  ad  un 
grado  che  terminava  glorio»ainentc  la  sua  vita,  il  ri- 
seniimenCo  di  un’  ingiuria  Icggicra  iusiouo  nel  suo 
cuore  tai  veleno  che  hasto  a corrompere  le  antiche  sue 
quanta,  e a condurlo  al  termine  del  scelleratl ; scrio 
esempio,  che  prora  non  essercs  cfd,  in  eui  Li  prstdema 
utnana  sia  sicuro,  « cAe  uell'  uomo  rcsiano  sempre pa*- 
sinni  eapaei  a Jisonorarlo.  quamio  non  inviyili  sopra 
St  sfesso.*** 

Where  did  Dr.  Moore  find  that  Marino  Faliero 
beggnl  his  life?  I have  searched  the  chronicler*, 
and  find  nothing  of  the  kind ; it  Li  true  that  he 
avowed  all.  He  was  conducted  to  the  place  of  torture, 
but  there  is  no  mention  imide  of  any  application  for 
mercy  on  bis  part ; anil  the  very  circumstance  of 
their  having  taken  him  to  the  rack  seems  to  argue 
anything  but  bis  having  shown  a want  of  finnnesa, 
which  would  doubtless  have  been  also  mentioned  by 
those  minute  historians,  who  by  no  mc.ms  fiivour 
him ; such,  indeed,  would  be  contrary  to  his  character 
as  a soldier,  to  the  age  In  which  he  lived,  and  al 
which  he  died,  as  It  is  to  the  truth  of  history.  I 
know  no  justification,  at  any  dUtance  of  time,  fer 
calumniating  on  historical  clumcter : swrcly  truth 
belongs  to  the  dead,  and  to  the  unfortunate ; and 
they  who  have  died  upon  a scaffold  have  generally 
bail  faults  enough  of  their  own,  without  attributing 
to  them  that  which  the  very  incurring  of  the  perils 
which  conducted  them  to  their  violent  death  renders 
of  all  others  the  most  improbable.  The  black  veil 

Je  ne  m'amusproi  point  I r^futer  eelte  opialnn  rMii^ile ; Hie 
tombe  par  le  fait,  si  Pabb^,  enmme  dtt  Ihicl'is,  se  drclara  on 
contralre,  duis  Ic  corned,  constammem  poor  PaUl.tnce  arre 
la  Prussc,  coutre  le  senilramt  mi'mp  Ue  Louis  XV.  et  de 
.MoiUune  tie  Pompadour.’'—.  Ihb.  (.'n/n.J 

* Laugier.  Hist,  de  la  R^ub.  do  Venite,  Italian  translatloo, 
vol.  Iv.  p.  30. 
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which  U painted  over  the  place  of  Martno  Faliero 
amongst  the  Doges,  and  the  Giants'  Staircase  where 
be  was  crowned,  and  discrowned,  and  decapitated, 
striick  forciblj  upon  my  imagination ; as  did  his 
flery  character  and  strange  story.  I went.  In  1819, 
in  search  of  his  tomb  more  than  once  to  the  church 
San  OioTannl  e San  Paolo : and,  as  I was  standing 
before  the  monument  of  another  fkmily,  a priest  came 
up  to  me  and  said,  **  1 can  show  you  finer  monuments 
than  thaf  I told  him  that  I was  in  search  of  that 
of  the  Faliero  family,  and  particularly  of  the  Doge 
Marino’s.  “ Oh,"  said  he,  **  I will  show  it  you ; ’’ 
and  conducting  me  to  the  outside,  pointed  out  a 
sarcophagus  in  the  wall  with  an  illegible  inscription. 
He  said  that  it  had  been  in  a convent  adjoining,  but 
was  removed  after  the  French  came,  and  placed  in 
Its  present  situation ; that  be  bad  seen  the  tomb 
opened  at  its  remos’al ; there  were  still  some  bones 
remaining,  but  no  positive  vestige  of  the  decapitation. 
The  equestrian  statue  of  which  I have  made  mention 
1q  the  third  act  as  before  that  church  is  not,  however, 
of  a Faliero,  but  of  some  other  now  obsolete  warrior, 
although  of  a later  date.  There  were  two  other 
Doges  of  this  family  prior  to  Marino  \ Ordelafo,  who 
fell  In  battle  at  Zara  In  1117  (where  hb  descendant 
afterwards  conquered  the  Huns),  and  Vital  Faliero, 
who  reigned  in  1032.  The  family,  originally  from 
Fano,  was  of  the  most  Illustrious  In  blood  and  wealth 
in  the  city  of  once  the  most  wealthy  and  still  the 
most  ancient  Emilies  in  Europe.  The  length  I have 
gone  into  on  this  sul^ect  will  show  the  interest  1 have 
uken  in  It  Whether  1 have  succeeded  or  not  in  the 
tragedy,  I have  at  least  transferred  into  our  language 
an  historical  fact  worthy  of  commemoration. 

It  is  now  four  years  that  I have  meditated  this 
work  ; and  before  I had  suthciently  examined  the 
records,  1 was  rather  dis}>osed  to  have  made  it  turn 


on  a Jealousy  in  Faliero. ' But  perceiving  no  found- 
ation for  this  in  historical  truth,  and  aware  that 
Jealousy  U an  exhausted  passion  in  the  drama,  I have 
given  it  a more  historical  fonn.  1 was,  besides,  well 
advised  by  the  late  Matthew  Lewis  on  that  point  in 
talking  with  him  of  ray  Intention  at  Venice  in  1817. 
**  If  you  make  him  jealous,"  said  be,  “ recollect  that 
you  have  to  contend  with  established  writers,  to  say 
nothing  of  Shakspearc,  and  an  exhausted  suited ; 
stick  to  the  old  fiery  Doge's  natural  character,  which 
will  bear  you  out  If  properly  drawn ; and  make  your 
plot  as  regtilar  as  you  can."  Sir  William  Drummond 
gave  me  nearly  the  same  counsel.  liow  far  1 have 
followed  these  Instructions,  or  whether  they  have 
availed  me,  is  not  for  me  to  decide.  I have  bad  do 
view  to  the  stage  ; in  its  present  state  it  is,  perhaps, 
not  a very  exalted  olyect  of  ambition ; besides,  1 
have  been  too  much  behind  the  scenes  to  have 
thought  it  so  at  any  time.  ^ And  1 cannot  conceive 
any  man  of  irritable  feeling  putting  himself  at  the 
mercies  of  on  audience.  The  sneering  reader,  and 
the  loud  critic,  and  the  tart  review,  are  scattered  and 
distant  calamities;  but  the  trampling  of  an  intelligent 
or  of  an  Ignorant  audience  on  a production  which, 
be  it  good  or  bad,  has  been  a mental  labour  to  the 
writer,  is  a paliKible  and  immediate  gric\’atice, 
heightened  by  n man's  doubt  of  their  competency  to 
Judge,  and  his  certainty  of  his  own  imprudence  in 
electing  them  his  judges.  Were  I ca;iahlc  of  writing 
a play  which  could  be  deemed  stage-worthy,  success 
would  give  me  no  pleasure,  and  failure  great  |>ain. 
It  is  for  this  reason  that,  even  during  the  time  of 
being  one  of  the  Committee  of  one  of  the  theatres, 
I never  made  the  attempt,  and  never  will.  5 But 
surely  there  is  dramatic  i>ower  somewhere,  where 
Joanna  Balllic^,  and  Millman^  and  John  Wilson^ 
exist  The  ♦*  City  of  the  Plague,"  and  the  “ Fall  of 
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> [In  Febnoiry.  1817,  Lord  Bjron  writci  to  Mr.  Miin-HV  — 
“ r.rfK>k  into  Dr.  Moorv’i  * VU-w  of  Italy ' for  me  In  one  of 
' the  volume*  you  will  find  an  arruunt  of  the  Doge  Valltru  {it 
I ought  to  hr  Faliero)  snd  bit  conspiracy,  or  the  motive*  of  it. 

Get  it  tranirriiied  for  roe,  and  send  ll  in  a letter  to  me  »oon. 

I I want  ft,  and  cannot  And  so  KOod  an  arcount  of  that  imiitiess 
' hero : though  the  veiled  patriot,  and  the  place  where  he 
was  crowned,  and  allerwardt  decapitated.  uUl  exist  and  are 
shown.  I have  se-irrhed  all  their  histories;  but  the  policy 
of  the  old  aristocracy  made  their  writers  silent  on  hi*  motives, 
which  were  a private  grirvazsce  Against  one  of  the  patricians. 

< I mean  to  write  a tragedy  on  the  subject,  which  ap^xars  to  me 
:i  very  dramatic  : an  old  man,  jealous,  and  conspiring  atralost 
I the* state,  of  which  he  was  artiuUly  reisiilng  cliief.  The  but 
circumstance  makes  it  the  most  remarkable,  aod  ooly  (act  of 
the  kind.  In  alt  history  of  all  nations.''^ 

* [*'  It  Is  like  being  at  the  whole  process  of  a woman’s  toilet 
— It  dlienchants.”  — MS.J 

* M*hl1e  I was  in  the  mh-commUtre  of  Drurj-  Lane  TTieolre, 
I ran  v<nirh  for  my  colleiutue*.  and  I hope  for  myself,  that  we 
^d  our  best  to  brmg  back  the  legitimato  drama  1 tried  what 
1 could  to  get  “ De  Montfort  *'  revived,  but  lu  vain,  and 
equally  in  vain  In  favour  of  Sotheby’s  **  Ivan,”  which  was 
thought  an  acting  play  ; anti  I endeasoured  als«>  to  wake  Mr. 

' (>1eridge  to  write  a tragedy.  Those  who  are  not  in  the 
! secret  will  hardly  believe  that  the  *■  School  for  Scandal  ” Is 
the  play  which  has  brought  Irasl  money,  averaging  the  number 
of  times  it  hat  been  act^  since  lu  production;  so  Manager 
Dibdeo  assured  me.  Of  what  hoi  occurred  since  Maturin'*  * 


I • [The  Rev  Cluirles  Maturin  (a  curate  in  Duhllnl  died  In 
1824.  ills  firil  production,  the  ••  House  of  Montono.”  a 

, I romarvee,  U the  ooly  one  of  hi*  work*  that  hat  survived  him. 

I I When  he  wished  hi*  family  tobeaware  that  was  on  him, 
I tills  fantastkal  pentleman  Msed  to  stick  a wafer  on  his  forehead. 

— *•  JIlAturin,”  says  I.ord  Byron,  •*  sent  hit  ■ Bcrtratn  ' and  a 
I letter  to  the  Drury  Lone  Committee,  wlthmtt  hit  aildrctt ; so 
' that  at  (ir*t  I could  give  him  do  ajtswer  ; w hen  I at  length  hit 
I i uj«nhl*  retidervee,  I sent  him  a favourable  oue,  and  soimrthing 
. more  iuUtUhtial.”J 

h 


**  Bertram”  1 am  not  aware;  to  (hat  I may  be  traducing, 
through  ignorance,  some  excellent  new  writers ; if  to,  I beg 
their  pardon.  I have  been  atoent  from  KngUnd  nearly  Are 
years,  and,  till  lait  year,  I never  read  an  English  newspaper 
since  my  dc|>ariure,  and  am  now  only  aware  of  theatrical 
matters  through  the  medium  of  the  Farlsiao  Gatette  of 
Galignani,  and  only  for  the  last  twelve  months.  I.et  me  then 
deprecate  alt  offence  to  tragic  or  comic  writer*,  to  whom  I 
wish  well,  and  of  whom  I know  nothing.  The  long  rnmplaiota 
of  the  actual  state  of  the  drama  arise,  however,  from  no  fault 
of  the  performer*.  1 can  conceive  nothing  better  th.-»n  Kemble, 
Cooke,  and  Kean  In  their  very  different  mAnncrt.  or  than 
Elllston  In  geniteman't  rnmnJy,  and  In  tome  part*  of  tragedy.  j 
Milt  O’NeiTl  I never  taw,  bavi'ng  made  and  Wept  a driermto-  . 
ation  to  see  uothing  whieh  should  divide  or  disturb  my  rrcoU  | 
lection  of  Siddons.  Siddons  and  Kemble  were  the  tdeal  of 
tragic  action  ; I never  saw  any  thing  at  all  resembling  them  I 

even  in  person  : for  this  reason,  we  shall  never  see  again  1 

Coriolanui  or  Maclxth.  When  Kean  It  blame«l  fur  want  of 
dignity,  we  should  remember  that  It  is  a grace,  and  col  an  | 

art.  and  not  to  he  attained  l.y  study.  In  all,  treea.natural  > 

Karls,  he  it  j>effecl ; even  Ids  very  defects  belong,  or  seem  to  | 

elong,  to  the  jwirti  tlieinselve*.  and  appear  truer  to  nature.  ’ 

But  of  Kemble  we  may  say. with  reference  to  his  acting,  what  j 

the  C'^ardinol  de  Kets  said  of  the  Marquis  of  Montrose,  “ that 
he  was  the  only  man  he  ever  saw  who  reminded  him  of  the  | 
heroes  of  Flutarcn.”  ' 

* [Mrs.  Daillie’s  ••  Family  Legersd  ” it  the  only  ooe  of  her  I 
drama*  tlvat  ever  had  any  success  on  the  stage.]  I 

* [The  Rev.  Henry  Hart  MlUinan.nf  Braien  Sose  Collegr,  • 
OxfonI,  for  tome  time  I’rnfeator  of  Piurtry  in  that  Uiiisersity, 
aiMt  now  Rector  of  St-  Margaret.  Westminster.  •*  Faaio,** 
which  be  wriKe  before  taking  ids  Ant  degree  at  Oxford.  Is  the 
only  one  of  hii  plays  that  has  done  well  on  the  stage.] 

• [John  Wilson,  of  Magdalen  College.  Oxford,  now  iViv  ' 
frssor  of  Moral  I'hilosopbv  In  the  I’nlvrrsilr  of  Edinburgh,—  ' 
the  well  known  author  ol  the  **  Isle  of  |*«.lmi,“  “ >Iargarwt  I 
landsay.”  •*  IJghtt  and  Sha«lowi  of  Scottish  Life.”  &c.  fcr.,  * 
and  the  priocmat  critic  aa  w«U  as  humi'urtkC  of  Blackwood ’a 
Magaxinc.J  : 


MARINO  FALIQIU2 
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Jenualem**  are  ftill  of  Uie  best  tHotericl  for  tragedy 
that  has  been  seen  since  Horace  Walpole,  except 
pana^  of  Ethwald  and  De  Muntfort.  It  Is  the 
fashion  to  underrate  Horace  Walpole ; firstly,  because 
he  was  a nobleman,  and  secondly,  because  he  was  a 
gentleman ; but,  to  say  nothing  of  the  composition 
of  his  incomparable  letters,  and  of  the  Castle  of 
Otranto,  he  is  the  **  Ultimas  Ronunorum,”  the  author 
of  the  Mysterious  Mother,  a tragedy  of  the  highest 
order,  and  not  a puling  love>play.  He  is  the  father 
of  the  first  romance  and  of  the  last  tragedy  in  our 
language,  and  surely  worthy  of  a higher  place  than 
any  living  writer,  be  he  who  be  may. 

In  speaking  of  the  drama  of  Marino  Faliero,  I 
forgot  to  mention,  that  the  desire  of  preserving,  though 
itlil  too  remote,  a nearer  approach  to  unity  than  the 
irregularity,  which  is  the  reproach  of  the  English 
theatrical  compositions,  permits  has  induced  me  to 
represent  the  conspiracy  as  already  formed,  and  the 
Doge  acceding  to  it;  whereas,  in  fact,  it  was  of  bis 
own  preparation  and  that  o(  Israel  Bertuccio.  The 
other  characters  (except  that  of  the  Duchess),  incidents, 
and  almost  the  time,  which  was  wonderfully  short 
for  such  a design  in  real  life,  are  strictly  historical, 
except  that  all  the  consultations  took  place  In  the 
palace.  Had  I followed  this,  the  unity  would  have 
been  better  preserved  ; but  I wished  to  produce  the 
Doge  in  the  full  assembly  of  the  conspirators,  instead 
of  monotonously  placing  him  always  in  dialogue  with 
the  same  Individuals.  For  the  facts,  I refer  to 
the  Appemllx.  ^ 


DRAMATIS  persona;. 


MEN. 

MaaiNo  Faliero,  Dogt  of  Vtnict. 

BxaTVccio  Fauero,  Sephew  of  Me  Dog*. 

Liom,  a Patrician  and  Senator. 

Brkintemdb,  ('hitf  of  the  Council  of  Ten. 

Micmel  Steno,  One  of  the  Three  Cajd  of  the  Fartg. 
IsEAEL  Bertuccio,  Chief  o/*) 
the  Areenal^  I 

pHiue  Caleroaeo,  > Conepiratort. 

Daoolino,  I 

Bertram,  J 

Signor  of  the  Kight,  (“  Signore  di  Sotte,")  one  of 
the  Officer*  belonging  to  the  Republic. 

Firet  Citizen. 

Second  Citizen. 

Third  Citiztn. 

VlNCENtO,*! 

Pietro,  > Officer*  belonging  to  the  Ducal  Palace. 

Battista,  J 

Secretary  of  the  Council  of  Ten. 

GuardZi  ^nspirator*y  Cifieeiie,  The  Council  of  Tea, 
The  GiuntOy  ^e. 

WOMEN. 

Anoioliha,  ITt/e  to  the  Doge. 

Marunka,  her  Friend. 

Female  Attendants, 

Scene  Venice  — In  the  year  1355. 


' Lord  Byron  ortginally  decinsd  to  inicrihe  this  tragedy  to 
hU  frieod,  the  Ute  Mr.  Dougw  Kionatrd ; but  the  dedlca. 
tlon,  then  drawn  up,  has  reiwned  till  now  in  US.  It  U in 
these  words  . — 

“ To  ma  HoNotiaABLA  Doikilas  Kirnaibo. 

“ My  dear  Douglas.'—  1 dedicate  to  you  the  following  tra> 
gedy.  rather  on  account  of  your  good  opinion  of  It,  than  from 
any  notion  of  my  own  that  it  may  be  worthy  of  your  accept, 
ance.  But  if  Iti  merits  were  tm  times  greater  than  they 
possibly  ran  this  olTvring  would  still  be  a rcry  inailrqiiate 
acknowledgment  of  the  active  and  steady  friendship  with 
which,  for  a series  of  years,  you  have  honoured  your  obliged 
and  ailkctiotuite  friend,  BYRON.” 

At  another  moment,  the  Poet  resolved  to  dedicate  Ibis 
tragedy  to  Goethe,  whose  pralres  of  **  Manfred”  had  highly 
d^ghted  him  ; but  this  d^catinn  shared  the  fate  of  that  to 
Mr.  Kinoai^ : — it  did  not  reach  the  hands  of  Goethe  till 
1^1,  when  It  was  presented  to  lilm  at  Weimar.  )>y  Mr.  Murray, 
iuo.  ; nor  was  it  jirinted  at  ail,  until  Mr.  Moore  included  it 
la  bis  Life  of  ^rd  Byron.  It  Is  to  be  regretted  that 
' Mr.  Moore,  in  doing  so,  omitted  some  passages,  which,  the 
* M.S.  having  since  t>em  lost,  we  cannot  now  restore.  U ii 
> writteo,"  he  says,  ” in  the  poet's  most  wbimsical  and  mocking 
I mood ; and  the  unmeasured  severity  poured  out  in  it  upon  the 
two  favourite  oiijerU  of  his  wrath  and  ridicule,  compels  me 
to  deprive  the  reader  of  some  of  Its  most  amuilng  passages.” 
liie  world  are  in  possession  of  so  much  of  Ixird  Byron's  sar- 
castic criticisms  on  his  contemporaries,  and  the  utter  recUesa. 
ness  with  which  he  threw  tliem  otf  is  so  generally  appreciated, 
that  one  li  at  a loss  to  understand  what  purpose  could  be 
served  by  suppressing  the  fragments  thus  characterised. 

“ To  Barow  Gorrat*.  Ac.  Ac.  Ac. 

**  Sir,  — - In  the  Appendix  to  «n  English  work  lately  trans- 
lated into  German  and  published  at  I.4dpslc,  a jud^ent  of 
yours  upon  English  poetry  Is  quoted  as  follows ; ‘That  In 
Kngiisb  poetry,  great  genius,  universal  power,  a feeling  of  pro- 
fundity. with  sufficient  tcndeiness  and  force,  arc  to  be  found ; 
but  that  aitogefher  these  do  not  eomtituie  poet*.'  &c.  Ac. 

**  1 regret  to  see  a great  man  falling  mto  a peat  mistake. 
This  opinion  of  yours  only  prurea.  (hat  the  'Dfettonary  tj 
ten  thousand  /letng  Eneiuk  Authors ' has  nut  hern  translated 
into  German.  You  will  have  read,  in  your  friend  Schlcgel's 
version,  the  cUalogiie  in  Macbeth  — 

' I'here  are  ten  thousand  ! 

Maeheth.  Geese,  vUlain  ? 

Answer.  Authors,  sir. 

• fGoethe  was  ennolded.  having  the  I'on  prefixed  to  Us 

name,  but  never  received  the  title  of  Baron.J 


Now.  of  these  ' ten  thousand  authors,*  there  are  actually 
nineteen  hundred  and  eighn-sevrn  poets,  all  alire  at  this 
moment,  whatever  their  woras  may  be.  as  their  booksellers 
well  know  : and  amongst  these  (here  are  several  who  possess 
a far  greater  reputation  than  mine,  although  considerably  less 
than  yourt.  It  is  owing  to  this  neglect  on  the  part  of  your 
German  traiulators  that  you  are  not  aware  of  the  woras  of 
«••#•••• 

” There  Is  also  another,  named  • • • e 

e • • • • 

“ I mention  these  poets  hy  way  of  sample  to  enlighten  ymi.  | 
They  form  but  two  brirkr  of  our  Babel  tWiNDSua  bricks,  by 
the  way),  but  may  serve  for  a ipecimeo  of  the  building. 

” It  is,  moreover,  asserted,  that ' the  predominant  character 
of  the  whole  body  of  the  present  English  poetry  is  a disgust 
and  contempt  for  life.'  But  1 rather  suspect  that,  hy  one 
single  work  of  prose,  uou  younelf  have  excited  a greater  con- 
tempt fur  life,  than  all  the  Euglish  vuiumes  of  poesy  that  ever 
were  written.  Madame  de  Sta^  says,  that  * Wertber  has 
occasioned  more  suicides  than  the  most  beautiful  woman ; ' 
and  I really  believe  that  he  has  put  more  individuals  out  of 
this  world  than  NapoU-on  himself, —except  In  the  way  of  hli 
profession.  Perhaps,  Illustrious  .Sir.  the  acrlmmiious  Judg- 
ment passed  by  a celebrated  northern  journal  upon  you  tn 
partlculnr,  and  the  Germaot  in  general,  has  rather  iodiiposied 
you  towards  English  poetry  as  well  as  criUcisin.  But  you 
mutt  not  regard  our  critics,  who  are  at  bottom  good-natured 
fellows,  considering  their  two  professions, — tuing  up  the 
law  la  court,  and  laying  it  down  uut  of  it.  No  one  ran  more 
lament  their  husty  and  unfair  judgment.  In  your  pnrtinilar. 
than  I do;  and  1 so  expressed  myself  to  your  frirnii  Schlegel, 
in  IHiC,  at  Coppet. 

” In  bciiAlf  of  my  * ten  thousand ' living  brethren,  and  of 
myself,  I have  thus  far  token  notice  of  an  opinion  expressed 
with  regard  to  ' English  poetry’  lu  general,  and  which  me- 
rited notice,  because  it  was  vei  as. 

**  My  principal  object  In  addressing  yon  was  to  testify  my 
sincere  respect  and  admiration  of  a man,  who,  fur  half  a cen- 
tury, has  Im  the  literature  of  a great  nation,  and  will  go  down 
to  posterity  as  the  first  literary  rharartrr  of  hit  age. 

**  You  have  been  fortunate.  Sir,  not  oniv  in  the  writings 
which  have  Illustrated  your  name,  hut  in  the  name  itself,  as 
being  sufficiently  musical  for  the  articulation  of  posterity.  In 
this  you  have  the  advantage  of  some  of  ymir  country-men, 
whose  names  would  perhaps  be  Immortal  also  — if  anybody 
could  pronounce  them. 

••  It  may.  perhaps,  be  sunposed,  by  this  apparent  tone  of 
levity,  that  I am  wanting  in  intentional  respect  towards  you  ; 
but  this  will  be  a mistake:  I am  always  flippant  in  prose. 
Considering  you,  as  1 really  and  warmly  do,  in  common  with 
O 3 
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faarino  dfalicro. 


ACT  L 
SCENE  I. 

An  Anteckajnlter  in  the  Ducal  Valace. 

PiXTRO  tpeakt^  in  entering^  to  Battivta. 

Pie.  Is  not  the  messenger  return’d  ? 

Bat.  Not  yet ; 

I have  lent  frequently,  as  you  commanded. 

But  stiU  the  Signory  Is  deep  in  council 
And  long  debate  on  Steno's  accusation. 

Pie.  Too  long — at  least  so  thinks  the  Doge. 

BaL  How  boars  he 

These  moments  of  suspense  ? 

Pie.  With  struggling  patience. 

Placed  at  the  ducal  table,  cover'd  o'er 
With  all  the  apparel  of  the  state;  petitions. 
Despatches,  jud^ents,  acts,  reprieves,  reports, 

He  sits  as  rapt  In  duty  ; but  whene'er 
He  hears  the  jarring  of  a distant  door. 

Or  aught  that  intimates  a coming  step, 

Or  murmur  of  a voice,  his  quick  eye  wanders. 

And  he  will  start  up  from  his  chair,  then  pause. 

And  seat  himself  again,  and  fix  his  gate 
Upon  some  edict ; but  1 have  observed 
For  the  last  hour  be  has  not  turn’d  a leaf.  [ 't  was 

Bat.  *Tis  said  he  Is  much  moved, — and  doubtless 
Foul  scorn  in  Steno  to  offend  so  grossly. 

PU.  kfy  If  a poor  man : Steno ‘s  a patrician, 
Toong,  gidliard,  gay,  and  haughty. 

Bat.  Then  yoa  think 

Be  will  not  be  judged  hardly  ? 

Pie.  *T  were  enough 

Be  be  judged  justly ; but  *tls  not  for  us 
To  anticipate  the  sentence  of  the  Forty. 

Bat.  And  here  it  comes.  — Wh.it  new.4,  Vincenzo  ? 

Enter  VjKcrKZO. 

Fin.  'Tls 

Decided  ; but  as  yet  his  doom  *s  unknown : 

1 saw  the  president  in  act  to  seal 

The  parchment  which  will  bear  the  Forty’s  judgment 

Unto  the  Doge,  and  hasten  to  Infurro  biin.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

TTie  Ducal  Chamber. 

Maaiifo  Fauero,  Doge  j and  hi$  SeplteWf 
Bertuccio  Fai.icro. 

Ber.  F.  It  cannot  be  but  thc>'  will  do  you  Justice. 

Doge.  Ay,  such  as  the  Avt^ilorl  ‘ did, 

Who  sent  up  my  appc.il  untf»  the  Forty 
To  try  him  by  bis  peers,  hb  own  tribunal. 

•n  your  own.  and  «ith  tno«t  other  nations,  to  be  by  far  tlic 
first  Itterarr  rbaraeter  whkh  has  ex U ted  in  Bum[»  since  the 
deMh  of  Voiuire.  1 frit,  and  feel.  de«irmu  to  inKril>e  to  you 
thefolluving  wnrk.-~mjf  as  being  either  a tngteily  or  a poem, 
(for  I e«nnot  pronounce  ujion  its  pretensions  to  be  either  one 
or  the  other,  or  both,  or  neither.)  ixtt  as  a mark  of  esteem 
•lid  admlratlMi  from  a forelROcr  to  the  man  who  has  tx-eo 
bjslhxl  in  Germany  ' tnr  Carat  Gotraa.'  1 hare  the  ho> 
DOur  to  lie.,  with  the  truest  rcspuct,  your  most  obetUeot  and 
Tvy  bumble  servant.  BYKON. 

“ Rarenn.!,  S'*'*  14'.  1S20. 

•*  P.  8.  I pereeln*  that  in  Cermany  as  well  at  In  Italy,  there 
Is  a great  struggle  about  what  they  call  * Clostieal ' and  * Arv 
—terms  which  were  not  subjects  of  claHiflcatira  In 
KufUnd.  at  least  when  I left  it  four  or  five  years  ago.  Some 


Ber.  F.  His  pcetv  will  scarce  protect  him : such  an  I 
act 

Would  bring  contempt  on  all  authority.  [Forty  ? | 

Doge.  Know  you  not  Venice  ? Know  you  not  the  ] 
But  wc  sball  sec  anon. 

Ber.  F.  {addreesing  Vikcxxso,  then  entering).  I 

How  now— what  tidings  ? [ 

Vin.  I am  charged  to  tell  hU  highness  that  the  court 
Has  pass'd  Its  resolution,  and  that,  soon 
As  the  due  forms  of  Judgment  are  gone  through. 

The  sentence  will  be  sent  up  to  the  Doge ; 

In  the  mean  time  the  Forty  doth  salute 
The  Prince  of  the  Bepubllc,  and  entreat 
His  acceptation  of  their  duty. 

Doge.  Yes  — 

They  are  wondVoos  dutiful,  and  ever  humble. 

.Sentence  is  pass'd,  you  say  ? 

Fin.  It  U,  your  blghnesa : 

The  president  was  sealing  it,  when  I 
Was  call'd  in,  that  no  moment  might  be  lost 
In  forwarding  the  intimation  due 
Not  only  to  the  Chief  of  the  Republic, 

But  the  compl-Unant,  both  In  one  united.  [ceived, 

Ber.  F.  Are  you  aware,  from  aught  you  have  per* 

Of  their  decision  7 

Fin.  No,  my  lord  ; you  know 

The  secret  custom  of  the  courts  In  Venice. 

Ber.  F.  True ; but  there  still  Is  something  given 
to  guess, 

Which  a shrewd  gleaner  and  quick  eye  would  catch  at : 

A whUper,  or  a murmur,  or  an  air 

More  or  less  solemn  spread  o'er  the  tribunal. 

The  Forty  are  but  men— most  worthy  men. 

And  wise,  and  Just,  and  cautious — this  1 grant  — 

And  secret  as  the  grave  to  which  they  doom 
The  guilty : but  with  all  this,  in  tbeir  aspects — 

At  least  in  some,  the  Juniors  of  the  number— 

A searching  eye,  an  eye  like  yours,  Vincenzo, 

Would  reati  the  sentence  ere  it  was  pronounced. 

I7n.  My  lord,  I came  away  U)K>n  the  moment. 

And  hod  no  leisure  to  take  note  of  that 

Which  passed  among  the  Judges,  even  In  seeming ; 

My  station  near  the  accused  too,  Michel  Steno, 

Made  me  — 

Doge  {abruptly).  And  how  look’d  he^  deliver  tlut. 

Fin,  Calm,  but  not  overcast,  he  stood  resign’d 
To  the  decree,  whate’er  it  were  ; — but  lo  ! 

It  comes,  for  the  perusal  of  his  highness. 

Enter  the  Secretary  o/the  Forty. 

See.  The  high  tribunal  of  the  Forty  sends 
Health  and  rei‘pect  to  the  Dose  Faliero, 

Chief  magistrate  of  Venice,  and  requests 
His  highnes-s  peruke  and  to  oppnove 
The  sentence  pass'd  on  Michel  Steno,  bom 
I^trician,  and  arraigu’d  u|>on  the  chaigv 

of  the  DigUsh  •crlbblrrs.  it  1«  true,  ahuml  roi<e  snd  Swift, 

Inii  the  reason  was  that  they  themwlves  did  not  knnw  how  to 
write  cither  pmac  or  verse  but  nobody  thnuclit  them  worth 
making  a *c<t  of.  Perhaps  there  may  be  lomethlng  of  the  kl^ 
sprung  up  laU'Iy.  Imt  I have  not  heard  much  about  it,  and  it 
wonid  be  luch  uid  taste  that  I shall  br  very  sorry  tobebeve  ft** 

The  iltmtrlous  Goethe  «as  much  cratiflrd  with  thU  token 
of  Lord  Brron's  adir.]r.vtiun.  Hr  died  at  Weimar  early  in  . 
the  year  lto2  — a rear  which  swept  away  so  many  of  U»e  1 
great  men  of  the  European  world  — amonir  others.  Cnvier 
and  Scott.J  , 

» [The  Arogadori,  three  In  nrnnlwr.  were  the  conducton  j 
of  rriminrd  pr«i«eeutlons  on  the  part  of  the  state ; and  no  art 
of  the  councils  was  valid,  tmicss  sanctioned  by  the  preaeti'W 
of  one  of  theta.]  { 
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('oatain'd,  tonjether  with  its  penult). 

Within  the  rcscriiK  which  I now  prt^sent. 

Dope.  Retire,  and  wait  without 

[Exeunt  Secretarv  and  Vii«rE!**o. 

Take  thou  this  pnpi>r  : 

The  misty  letters  vanish  from  my  eyes : 

1 cannot  fix  them. 

Ber.  F.  Patience,  my  dear  uncle  ; 

Why  do  you  tremble  thus?  — nay,  doubt  not,  all 
Will  be  as  could  be  wish'd. 

Do^e.  Say  on. 

Ber.  F.  (readimp).  **  Dtcrml  1 

In  council,  without  one  dissenting  voice,  I 

That  Michel  Steno,  by  his  own  confession. 

Guilty  on  the  last  night  of  Carnival 
Of  having  graven  on  the  ducal  throne 
The  following  words  J 

Dope.  W’ould'st  thou  repeat  them  ? 

Would'st  (Ao«  repeat  them  — lAoa,  a Faliero, 

K.irp  on  the  deep  dishonour  of  our  house, 

Dishonour'd  in  Its  chief— that  chief  the  prince 
Of  Venice,  first  of  cities  ? — To  the  sentence. 

Ber.  F.  Forgive  me,  my  good  lord ; I alii  obey  — 
{Hatdi)  **  Tuat  Michel  i»teno  be  detain'd  a month 
In  close  arrest " < 

i?«j;7e.  Proceed. 

Brr.  F.  My  lord,  'tk  finish'd. 

Dope.  How  say  you  f — finish'd  ! Do  I dream  7 •>- 
'tis  false  — 

Give  me  the  paper — [Snatehee  lAe  paper  and  read*) 
— “ 'T  h decreed  in  council 
That  Michel  Steno**— Nephew,  thine  arm  I 

Ber.  F.  Nay, 

Cheer  up,  be  calm  ; this  transport  is  uncall’d  for  — 
Let  mo  seek  some  assistance. 

D>tpt.  Stop,  sir— Stir  not  — 

'T  is  past. 

Ber.  F-  1 cannot  bttt  agree  wltli  you 
The  sentence  Is  too  slight  for  the  <»fffnce ; 

It  is  not  honourable  In  the  Forty 
To  nfiix  so  slight  a penalty  to  that 
Which  was  a atfVont  to  you,  and  even 
To  them,  as  being  your  sutqects;  but  'Us  not 
Tet  without  remedy  : you  can  appeal 
To  them  once  more,  or  to  the  Avogadori, 

^^*bo,  seeing  that  true  Justice  is  withheld. 

Win  now  take  up  the  cause  they  once  declined. 

And  do  you  right  upon  the  bold  delinquent. 

Think  you  not  thus,  good  uncle  ? why  do  yoti  s^tind 
So  fix’d  ? You  heed  me  not ; — I pray  you,  hear  me  I 

Dope  [daekinp  down  the  ducal  bannett  onrf 

to  trample  upon  it,  exclaims,  as  he  ie  vithhiU 
bp  his  nephew)  I 

Oh  ! that  the  Saracen  were  In  Saint  Mark's  1 I 

Thus  would  I do  him  homage.  ! 

Ber.  F.  For  the  sake  j 

Of  Heaven  and  all  its  salnk,  my  lord 

Dope.  Away : 

Oh,  that  the  Genoese  were  in  the  port  1 

* P*  Marino  Faliero,  ddla  brlU  mofHe.>-altrl  la  gode,  rd 
eyil  la  inantiene.”^  SAKcraJ 

^ [It  U not  la  the  plot  only,  that  we  think  we  can  trace  the 
lajuriou«  etTccti  of  u>rd  Byron's  contlniitiul  prejudices  and 
his  choice  of  iitjudicioutf  models.  We  trace  them  iu  the 
abniptnets  of  his  verse,  which  has  ail  the  harshness,  though 
DOC  all  tti«  vigour,  of  Aiflert,  and  which,  instead  of  that 
richnes*  and  variety  of  cadence  which  disllnraiihcs  even  the 
TQiist  carelesii  of  our  elder  dramatists,  is  ohea  only  distin- 
guishable from  pruie  by  Iho  unretenting  uniformity  with 


Oh,  that  the  Huns  whom  I o’erthrew  at  Zara 
Were  r.mged  around  the  palace  ] 

Ber.  F.  'Tis  not  well 

In  Venice'  Duke  to  say  so. 

Dope.  Venice'  Duke  J 

Who  now  Is  Duke  in  Venice  ? let  me  see  Idin, 

That  be  may  do  me  right. 

Ber,  F.  If  you  f jrget 

Your  oflice,  and  its  dignity*  and  duty. 

Remember  that  of  man,  and  curti  this  passion. 

ITie  Duke  of  Venice—— 

Dope  [interrupting  him).  There  is  no  such  thing  — 

It  b a word  — nay,  worse  — a worthless  by- word : 

The  most  despiwd,  wrong'd,  outraged,  lielpless 
wretch, 

Who  bogs  his  bread,  if  'tls  rcfusoil  by  one. 

May  win  it  from  another  kinder  heart : 

But  he,  who  Is  denied  bis  right  by  those 
W'hose  place  it  is  to  do  no  wrung.  Is  poorer 
Than  the  njectod  bqggar — he’s  a slave— 

And  that  am  I,  and  thou,  and  all  our  house. 

Even  from  this  Jiour ; the  meanest  artisan 
Will  point  the  finger,  and  the  haughty  noble 
May  spit  upon  us : — where  is  our  redress  7 

77rr.  F.  The  law,  my  prince  — - ■ [done  — 
Dope  {interrmptimg  Aim).  You  tee  what  it  has 
1 ask'd  no  remedy  but  fnxn  the  law— 

I sought  no  vengeance  but  redress  by  law  — 

I call'd  no  Judges  but  those  named  1^  law  — 

As  sovereign,  1 appeal'll  unto  my  subjects, 

The  very  subjects  who  had  made  me  sovereign. 

And  gave  me  thus  a double  right  to  be  so. 

The  rights  of  place  and  choice,  of  birth  and  service. 
Honours  and  years,  these  scars,  these  hoary  hairs. 

The  travel,  toil,  the  perils,  the  &tigues. 

The  blood  and  sweat  of  almost  eighty  years 
Were  weigh'd  i*  the  balance,  ’g^nst  the  foulest  stain, 

The  grossest  insult,  most  contemptuous  crime 
Of  a rank,  rash  patrician  — and  found  wanting  ! 

And  this  Is  to  be  borne  I 

Ber.  I say  not  that . — 

In  case  your  foesh  appeal  should  he  itjected, 

Wc  will  find  other  means  to  make  all  even. 

Doge.  Appeal  again  1 art  thou  my  brother's  son  7 
A scion  ot  the  house  of  Faliero  7 
The  nephew  of  a Dog**  7 and  of  that  blood 
Which  hath  already  ipven  three  dukes  to  Venice  7 
But  thou  say  St  well  — we  must  be  humUe  now. 

Ber.  F.  My  princely  unde  1 you  are  too  mod) 
moved : 

I grant  it  wus  a gross  uffvncc,  and  grossly 
I>>ft  without  fitting  punishment : but  still 
Tbb  fury  doth  exceed  the  provocation, 

Or  any  provocation : If  wc  are  wrong'd, 

Wc  will  ask  Justice ; if  it  be  denied, 

Wc'll  take  It;  but  may  do  all  tliU  in  calmness  — 

Deep  Vengeance  is  the  daughter  of  deep  Silence. 

1 have  yet  scarce  a thin)  {tart  ot  your  years. 

1 love  our  bouse,  1 honour  you.  Its  chief, 

«hlcli  it  is  divided  into  dccatylUlilc  portions.  The  scoteoce  : I 
ol  Ibr  College  of  Justice  was  likely,  iudml,  to  tie  prouie  ; 
and  Sluksprare  and  our  oth^r  rider  tragedians  would  have 
giieii  it  AS  bond  fide  prose,  without  that  advetatiun  (for  which, 
however,  Lord  Bynm  has  maoy  preemlcnts  iu  modern  timos) 
w hich  condeinus  icUen,  proefamatinns,  the  speeches  of  the 
vulgar,  and  the  auteries  of  the  rahlile  and  the  soldiery,  to 
strut  in  the  same  precise  measure  with  the  lofty  muiiugs 
and  dicnified  resentment  of  the  powerhil  and  the  wise:  — 
but  Bert.iccio  KAliero  might  as  well  have  s{mken  jioetry.  — 
ilEBER.) 

— - - - -=<•: 
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The  (i^rdlan  of  my  youth,  and  its  Imtructor  — ! 

But  tbouxh  I uodcrsitand  your  grief,  and  enter 
In  part  of  your  disdain,  it  doth  appal  me 
To  Me  your  anger,  like  our  Adrian  wavea,  | 

O'enweep  all  bounds,  and  foam  itself  to  air. 

Dope.  I tell  thee — must  1 tell  thee — what  thy  father 
Would  have  required  no  words  to  comprehend  ? 

Hast  thou  no  feeling  uve  the  external  sense 
' ^ Of  torture  from  the  touch  ? bast  thou  no  soul  ; 
ii  No  pride — no  passion  — no  deep  sense  of  honour  ? 

I Ber.  F.  'T  is  the  first  time  Uut  honour  has  been  , 

I I doubted,  i 

j j And  were  the  last,  frocn  any  other  sceptic.  1 

fl  Dope.  You  know  the  full  oRence<tf  this  boma  illain, 

* I This  creeping,  coward,  rank,  acquitted  felon, 

1 1 Who  threw  his  sting  into  a poisonous  libel,  * 

> And  on  the  honour  of— >Oh  God  I— my  wife, 

I The  nearest,  dearest  part  of  all  men's  honour, 

I Left  a base  slur  to  pass  from  mouth  to  mouth  I 

' I Of  loose  mechanics,  with  all  coarse  foul  comments,  i 
I And  villanous  jests,  and  blasphemies  obscene  ; 

; WUlc  sneering  nobles,  in  more  polish'd  guise,  I 

I Whisper'd  the  tale,  and  smiled  upon  the  lie  | 

I Which  made  me  look  like  them  — a courteous  wittol,  , 

' P^itlent  — ay,  proud,  It  may  be,  of  dishonour.  | 

Ber.  F.  But  still  it  was  a lie— you  knew  it  false, 
And  so  did  all  men. 

• [ Dope.  Nephew,  the  high  Roman  ‘ 

I ! Said,  **  Casar's  wife  must  not  even  suspected," 

I And  put  her  from  him.  , 

Ber.  F.  True— but  In  those  days 

Dope.  What  Is  It  that  u Roman  would  not  sufler,  | 
. j That  a Venetian  prince  must  bear  ? Old  Dandolo 
I ' Refused  the  diadem  of  all  the  C«san,  ' 

And  wore  the  ducal  cap  I trample  on,  i 

Because  *t  Is  now  degraded. 

Ber.  F.  'Tis  even  sa  1 

, Dope.  It  Is—  It  t« : — 1 did  not  visit  on 
I The  innocent  creature  thus  most  vilely  slander'd  I 
j Because  she  took  an  old  man  fur  her  lord. 

I For  that  hr  had  been  long  her  father’s  friend  j 

I .\nd  patron  of  ber  house,  as  if  there  were  I 

; No  love  in  woman's  heart  but  lust  of  youth  | 

.And  beardicHs  fares ; — I did  not  for  this 
I ; Visit  the  villain's  infamy  on  her. 
j . But  craved  my  country’s  justice  on  his  head, 

The  justice  due  unto  the  humblest  being 
' Who  hath  a wife  whose  faith  is  sweet  to  him, 

I Who  hath  a htime  whose  hearth  is  dear  to  him. 

I Who  hath  a name  whose  honour's  all  to  him. 

I When  these  arc  tainted  by  the  accursing  breath 
I Of  calumny  and  K’om. 
j Ber.  F.  And  what  redress 

^ Did  you  expect  as  his  fit  punishment  t 

Dope.  Death  Was  I not  the  sos*ercign  of  the 
1 1 state  — 

! I Insulted  on  his  very  throne,  and  made 
' ' A mockery  to  the  men  who  should  obey  me  ? ' 

Was  I not  injured  as  a husband  f scorn'd 
As  man  ? reviled,  degraded,  as  a prince  ? 

' ; Was  not  offence  like  hU  a complication 
{>  Of  insult  and  of  treason  f — and  he  lives! 

1 1 Had  he  Instead  <»f  on  the  Doac’s  throne 
I Stamp'd  the  same  brand  upon  a peasant's  stool, 

I His  blood  had  gilt  the  threshold  ; for  the  carle  | 

Had  stabb'd  him  on  the  instant. 

j > p*  Who  Ihrev  bU  ttlng  into  a polioDOus  rhyme.*  — MS.]  j 


F.  Do  not  <loubt  it. 

He  shall  not  live  till  sunset — leave  to  me  I 

The  means,  and  calm  yourself. 

Dope.  Hold,  nephew  : this  i 

Would  have  sufficed  but  yesterday  ; at  present  ! 

I have  no  further  wrath  against  this  man.  j 

Ber.  F.  What  mean  you  ? Is  not  the  offence  re- 
doubted 

By  this  most  rank  — 1 will  not  say  — acquittal ; 

For  it  is  worse,  being  AUl  acknowledgment 
Of  the  offence,  and  leaving  it  unpunish'd  ? 

Dope.  It  is  rtf/tmUeti,  but  not  now  by  him : 

The  Forty  hath  decreed  a month’s  armt  — 

Wc  must  obey  the  Forty. 

J?er.  F.  Obey  them  ! 

Who  have  forgot  their  duty  to  ^e  sovereign  ? 

Doge.  Why,  yci  ;—boy,  you  perceive  It  then  at  last  x 
Whether  as  fellow  citizen  who  sues 
For  justice,  or  as  sovereign  who  commands  it. 

They  have  dcfhtuded  me  of  both  my  rights 

(For  here  the  sovereign  Is  a citizen) ; j 

But,  notwithstanding,  harm  not  thou  a hair 

Of  Steno's  head  — he  shall  not  wear  it  long.  ! 

Ber.  F.  Not  twelve  hours  longer,  bad  you  left  to  me 
The  mode  and  means : if  you  bad  calmly  beard  me, 

I never  meant  this  miscreant  should  escape. 

But  wish’d  you  to  repress  such  gusts  of  passion. 

That  we  more  surely  might  devise  together 
His  taking  off. 

Dope.  No,  nephew,  he  must  live ; 

At  least,  just  now— a life  so  vUe  as  his 
Were  nothing  at  this  hour;  in  th’  olden  time 
Some  sacrifices  ask'd  a single  victim, 

Great  expiations  had  a hecatomb. 

Ber.  F.  Your  wishes  are  my  law ; and  yet  1 faia  * 
Would  prove  to  you  how  near  unto  my  heart  , 

The  honour  of  our  house  must  ever  be. 

Dope.  Fear  not ; you  shall  have  time  and  place  c/ 
proof ; 

But  be  not  thou  too  rash,  as  I have  been. 

1 am  ashamed  of  my  own  anger  now ; 

I pray  you,  pardon  nic.  , 

Ber.  F.  WTiy. that’s  ray  uncle  1 

The  leader,  and  the  statesman,  and  the  chief 
Of  commonwealths  and  sovereign  of  himself  I 
I wonder'd  to  perceive  you  so  foiret 
All  prudence  In  your  fury  at  these  years, 

.Although  the  cause  — 

Dope.  Ay,  think  upon  the  cause  — 

Forget  It  not ; — When  you  lie  down  to  rest. 

Let  it  be  black  among  your  dreams ; and  when 
The  mom  returns,  so  let  it  stand  between 
The  sun  and  you,  as  an  ill-omen'd  cloud 
L'i>on  a summer-day  of  festi^'al : 

So  will  it  stand  to  me ; — but  s|H»ak  not,  stir  not,— 
Ix-avc  all  to  me  ; — we  shall  have  much  to  do. 

And  you  shall  have  a part.  — But  now  retire. 

'T  is  fit  I were  alone.  , 

Ber.  F-  (^iakinp  up  and  placing  the  ducol  l>onmet  am 

the  taUe).  Ere  1 depart,  | 

I pray  you  to  resume  what  you  have  spum’d,  i 

'HU  you  can  change  It  haply  for  a crown.  j 

And  now  I take  my  leave,  Imploring  you 
In  all  things  to  rely  upon  my  duty 
As  doth  become  your  near  and  faithful  kinsman, 

And  not  less  loyal  citizen  and  sutyect. 

[£xtf  Btaroccio  Fauiao. 
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Dofft  {*alu»).  A(ileu»  my  worthy  nephew.  — 
Hollow  bauble  ! [ Taking  np  tht  dueal  cap. 
Beset  with  all  the  thorns  that  line  a crown, 

Without  inreeting  the  Insulted  brow 
With  the  all-swaying  majesty  of  kings  i 
Thou  idle,  plded,  and  degraded  toy, 

Let  me  resume  t^  as  I would  a visor.  [/Ws  it  om. 
How  my  brain  aches  beneath  thee  ! and  my  temples 
Throb  feverish  under  thy  dishonest  weight. 

Could  I not  turn  thee  to  a diadem  ? 

Could  I not  shatter  the  Briarean  sceptre 
Which  in  this  hundred-handed  senate  rules, 

Making  the  people  nothing,  and  the  prince 
A pageant  ? tn  my  life  1 have  achieved 
Tasks  not  leas  difficult  — achieved  for  them. 

Who  thus  repay  me  I Can  1 not  requite  them  ? 

Oh  for  one  year  I Ob  1 but  for  even  a day 
Of  ray  full  youth,  while  yet  my  body  served 
My  soul  as  serves  the  generous  steed  his  lord, 

I would  have  dash'd  amon;^  them,  asking  few 
In  aid  to  overthrow  these  swoln  patricians ; 

But  now  I must  look  round  for  <^er  hands 
To  serve  this  hoary  head ; — but  it  shall  plan 
In  such  a sort  as  will  not  leave  the  task 
ilcTcuIean,  though  as  yet  'tls  but  a chaos 
Of  darkly  brooding  thoughts : my  fancy  is 
In  her  6rst  work,  more  nearly  to  the  light 
Holding  the  sleeping  images  o/t  things 
For  the  selection  d the  pausing  judgment.  — 

The  trooiM  arc  few  In 

Enter  Visr*Nso. 

Hh,  There  is  one  without 

Craves  audience  of  your  highness. 

Zhge.  I’m  unwell  — 

I can  see  no  one,  nut  even  a patrician  — 

Let  him  refer  his  business  to  the  council, 
j Fi'a.  My  lord,  1 will  deliver  your  reply ; 

It  cannot  mach  Import — he's  a plebeian, 

The  master  of  a galley,  1 believe. 

Doge.  How  ! did  you  say  the  patron  of  a galley  ? 
That  is  — 1 mean  — a servant  of  the  state ; 

Admit  him,  he  may  be  on  public  service. 

ViNcexso. 

Doge  (eoiiis).  This  patron  may  be  sounded ; 1 will 
try  him. 

I know  the  people  to  be  discontented : 

They  have  cause,  since  Sapiensa's  adverse  day. 

When  Genoa  conquer'd:  they  have  further  cause, 
Since  they  are  nothing  in  the  state,  and  in 
The  city  wonc  than  nothing — mere  machines. 

To  HTve  the  nobles'  most  patrician  pleasure. 

'Tbe  troops  have  long  arrears  of  luiy,  oft  promised, 
And  murmur  deeply  — any  hope  of  change 
Will  draw  them  forward  : they  shall  p;iy  themselves 
With  plunder  : — but  the  priests  — 1 doubt  the 
priesthood 

W'ill  not  be  with  us ; they  have  hated  me 

Since  that  rash  hour,  when,  madden'd  with  the  drone, 

I smote  the  tardy  bUhop  at  Treviso,  < 

Quickening  his  holy  march ; yet,  nc'erthcless. 

They  may  be  won,  at  least  their  chief  at  Rome, 

I Aq  hiunriral  fact.  See  Marin  Sanuto’s  Lirei  of  thn 
Samilo  says  (hat  lleareo  took  away  hU  senae* 
for  tbit  buffet,  and  irhluced  blm  to  contpire : — * Prr>'<  fu 
pertnetao  che  il  Kaliero  pcrdetle  i'  mteUoto,'  &c.'*  — ligro* 
LetteTt.\ 

* [Thlt  nffleer  waa  chief  of  the  aitiaani  of  the  artertal,  and 
coraaaaded  tbo  BucooUur,  for  the  aafety  of  which,  even  if  an 


By  some  well-timed  concessions  ; but,  above 
All  things,  I must  be  speedy  : at  my  hour 
Of  twilight  Uttlc  light  of  life  remains. 

Could  I firec  Venice,  and  avenge  roy  wrongs, 

I had  Lived  too  long,  and  willingly  would  sleep 
Next  moment  with  my  sires  ; and,  wanting  this, 
Better  that  sixty  of  my  fourscore  years 
Had  been  already  where — how  soon,  I care  not — 
The  whole  must  be  extinguish'd;  — better  that 
They  ne'er  had  been,  than  drag  me  on  to  be 
The  thing  these  arch-oppressors  fain  would  make  me. 
Let  me  consider — of  efficient  trooi« 

There  are  three  thousand  pasted  at  ■ 

Enter  V'jkcknzo  and  IsaARL  BsaTL’ccio. 

May  It  please 

Tour  highness,  the  same  patron  whom  I spake  of 
Is  here  to  crave  your  patience. 

Doge.  Leave  the  chamber, 

Vlncenio.  — [j?xif  ViNcatrxo. 

Sir,  you  may  advance  — what  would  you  I 
I.  Ber.  Redress. 

Doge.  Of  whom  f 

/.  Ber.  Of  God  and  of  the  Doge. 

Doge.  Alas ! my  friend,  you  seek  it  of  the  twain 
Of  least  res;>rot  and  interest  in  Venice. 

You  must  address  the  council. 

/.  Ber.  'Twere  in  vain; 

For  he  who  injured  me  is  one  of  them. 

Duge.  There ‘s  blood  upon  thy  face  « how  came  it 
there  ? 

/.  Ber.  'T  Is  mine,  and  not  the  first  I 've  shed  for 
Venice, 

But  the  first  shed  by  a Venetian  hand : 

A noble  smote  me. 

Doge.  Doth  be  live  7 

/.  Ber.  Not  Iong-» 

But  for  the  hope  I had  and  have,  that  you. 

My  prince,  yourself  a soldier,  will  redr^ 

Him,  whom  the  laws  of  discipline  and  Venice 
Permit  not  to  protect  himself;  — if  not— 

1 say  no  more. 

Doge.  But  S(Mnething  you  would  do- 

ts It  not  so  ? 

/.  Ber.  I fun  a man,  my  lord. 

Doge.  A^'by  so  Is  be  who  smote  you. 

/.  Ber.  He  Is  call’d  so ; 

Nay,  more,  a noble  one  — at  least.  In  Venice: 

But  since  he  hath  forgotten  that  I am  one. 

And  treats  me  like  a brute,  the  brute  may  turn  — 
'Tis  said  the  worm  will. 

Doge.  Say  — his  name  and  lineage  7 

1.  Ber.  Barharo. 

Doge.  What  was  the  cause  7 or  the  pretext  7 
/.  Ber.  1 am  the  chief  of  the  arsenal*,  employ'd 
At  present  In  repairing  certain  galleys 
But  roughly  used  by  the  Genoese  last  year. 

This  morning  comes  the  noble  Barbaro 
Full  of  reptoof.  because  our  artisans 
Had  left  some  friv*olous  order  of  his  house. 

To  execute  the  state's  decree : I dared 
To  Justify  the  men — be  raised  his  hand;  — 

AccidentAl  stonn  ihould  aii*e,  be  was  responsible  with  his 
life.  He  mounted  Riusrd  at  the  ducal  paiace  during  an  Inter- 
regnum, and  boro  the  red  standard  before  the  new  Do^  on 
his  inauguration ; for  which  service  his  perquisites  were  the 
ducal  mantle,  an4i  the  two  silver  basins  from  which  the  Doge 
scattered  the  regulated  pittance  which  he  was  permitted  to 
throw  among  the  people.  — Ametoe  4e  la  Uoauage,  79. J 
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i my  hlooil ! the  first  time  it  e’er  fiow'd  I 

, Dishonourably.  ' 

Dope.  Have  you  loiuf  time  scr>Td  ? j 

I.  Ber.  So  Ion?  as  to  remember  Zara's  sic?o,  i 

And  fight  beneath  the  chief  who  beat  the  Huns  there. 
Sometime  my  gencml,  non?  the  Doge  Foliero.  — i 
Dope.  How!  are  we  comrades  ? — the  state's  ducal 
robes 

Sit  newiy  on  me,  and  you  were  appointed  i 

Chief  of  the  arsenal  ere  I came  from  Rome  ; 

So  that  1 rccogni-'*«i  not-  '^"ho  placctl  you  ? 

I. Ber.  The  late  Doge;  keeping  still  my  old  com-  ' 
mand 

As  patron  of  a galley ; my  new  office 

Was  given  as  the  reward  of  certain  scars  i 

(So  was  your  prediN:e«-«or  pleased  to  say) : 

I little  thought  his  b')unty  would  conduct  me  ) 

To  his  successor  :is  a hctpless  plaintiff ; 

At  least,  in  such  a cause. 

Dftpt.  Arc  you  much  hurt  ? I 

/.  i?fr.  Irreparably  in  my  self-esteem. 

Dopt.  Speak  out;  fear  nothing:  being  stung  at  j 
heart,  I 

What  would  you  do  to  be  revenged  on  thU  man  ? 

/.  Ber.  That  which  I dare  not  name,  and  yet  will 
do. 

Dope.  Then  wherefore  came  you  here  ? 
y.  JSer.  I come  for  justice, 

Because  my  general  Is  Doge,  and  will  not 
See  bis  old  soldier  tmmpUul  on.  Had  any. 

Save  Fallcro,  fill'd  the  ducal  throne, 

This  blood  had  been  wash'd  out  in  other  blood. 

Dope.  You  come  to  me  for  Justice — unto  me! 

The  I>oge  of  Venice,  and  I cannot  give  It ; 

I cannot  even  obtain  it — *twas  denied 
To  me  most  solemnly  an  hour  ago ! | 

/.  Ber.  How  says  your  highness  ? 

Dope.  Steno  Is  condemn'd 

To  a month's  confinement 

7.  Ber.  MTiat ! the  same  who  dared  I 

To  stain  the  ducal  throne  with  those  foul  words,  { 
That  have  cried  shame  to  every  ear  In  Venice  ? j 
Do(^.  Ay,  doulKless  they  have  echo'd  o'er  the 
arsenal, 

Keeping  due  time  with  every  hammer's  clink  i 

As  a good  jest  to  jolly  artisans ; , 

Or  making  chorus  to  the  creaking  oar, 

In  the  vile  tune  of  every  galley-slave, 

Who,  as  he  sung  the  raeny-  stavT,  exulted 
He  was  not  a slmmod  dotaid  like  the  Doge. 

I.  her.  Is't  jhji'»ihle  ? a month's  linprisomncnl ! 

No  more  for  Steno?  * 

Dope.  You  have  heard  the  offence,  ^ 

And  now  you  know  his  punishment ; and  then 
You  a.sk  rMress  of  me Go  to  the  Forty, 

Who  (Kiss'd  the  sentence  u;>on  Michel  Steno ; 

They  11  do  as  much  by  Barbaro,  no  doubt. 

/.  Ber.  Ab  ! tlarod  I speak  my  feeling* ! 

Dope.  Give  them  breath. 

Mine  have  no  fttrther  outrage  to  endure. 

7.  Ber.  Then,  In  a worvl,  it  rests  but  on  your  word 
To  punish  and  avenge — I will  not  say 
P<?tty  wrong,  for  what  is  a mere  blow, 

However  vile,  to  such  a thing  as  I am?  — 

But  the  liase  insult  done  your  state  and  person. 

Dopt.  You  overrate  my  power,  which  Ls  a pageant  ' 
This  cap  is  not  the  monarch’s  crown ; these  robes 
Might  move  compassion,  like  a beggar's  rag* ; I 
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Nay,  more,  a beggar's  are  his  own,  and  these  i 

But  lent  to  the  poor  puppet,  who  must  play 
Us  part  with  all  its  empire  In  this  ermine. 

7.  Ber.  Wouldst  thou  be  king  ? 

Dope.  Yes — of  a happy  people. 

7.  Ber.  Wouldst  thou  be  sovereign  lord  of  Venice  ? 
Dope.  Ay, 

If  that  the  people  shared  that  sovereignty. 

So  that  nor  they  nor  1 were  further  slaves 
To  thU  o’ergrown  aristocratic  Hydra, 

The  poisonous  beads  of  whose  envenom’d  body 
Have  breathed  a pestilence  upon  us  alL 

I.  Ber.  Yet,  thou  wast  bom,  and  still  ha'<t  lived, 
patrician. 

Dope.  In  evil  hour  was  1 so  bom ; my  birth 
Hath  made  me  Doge  to  be  insulted : but 
I lived  and  toll'd  a soldier  and  a servant 
Of  Venice  and  her  people,  not  the  senate ; 

Their  good  and  my  own  honour  were  my  guerdon. 

1 have  fought  and  bled;  commanded,  ay,  and  con- 
quered ; 

Have  made  and  marr'd  peace  oft  in  embassies 
As  it  might  chance  to  be  our  country's  'vantage ; 

Have  traversed  land  and  sea  in  constant  duty. 

Through  almost  sixty  years,  and  still  for  Venice, 

My  facers'  and  ray  birthplace,  whose  dear  spires. 

Rising  at  distance  o'er  the  blue  Ijagoon,  I 

It  was  reward  enough  for  me  to  view 
Once  more ; but  not  for  any  knot  of  men. 

Nor  sect,  nor  faction,  did  I bleed  or  sweat  \ 

But  would  you  know  why  I liave  done  all  tbU  ? 

Ask  of  the  bleeding  pelican  why  she 

Hath  ripp'd  her  bosom  ? Had  the  bird  a voice, 

She'd  tell  thee  twas  for  all  her  little  ones. 

7.  Ber.  And  yet  they  made  thee  duke. 

Dope.  7’Aev  me  so; 

I sought  it  not,  the  flattering  fetters  met  roe 
Returning  from  my  Roman  rmbw)-, 

And  never  having  hitherto  refused  [ 

Toll,  charge,  or  duty  for  the  state,  I did  not,  j 

At  these  late  years,  decline  what  was  the  highest  | 
Of  all  in  seeming,  but  of  ail  most  base  ' 

In  what  wc  have  to  do  and  to  endure : ' 

Bear  witness  for  me  thou,  my  injured  sul^ect, 

When  I can  neither  right  myself  nor  thir. 

7.  Ber.  You  shall  do  both,  If  you  possess  the  will ; 
And  many  thousands  more  not  Lem  oppre.vi'd,  > 

Who  wait  but  for  a signal — will  you  gii*c  it  ? i 

Dope.  You  speak  in  riddles. 

7.  her.  Which  shall  soon  be  read 

-\t  peril  of  my  life,  If  you  disdain  not 
To  lend  a patient  ear. 

Dope.  Say  on. 

7.  her.  Not  thou, 

Nor  I alone,  are  injured  and  abused. 

Contemn’d  and  trampled  on;  but  the  whole  people 
Groan  with  the  strong  conception  of  their  wronjis  j 
The  foreign  soldiers  in  the  K*natc*s  pay 
Arc  discontented  for  their  long  arrrar* ; 

The  native  mariners,  and  civic  troops. 

Feel  with  their  friends ; for  who  is  he  amongst 
them 

^"hose  brethren,  parents,  children,  wives,  or  sisters, 
Have  not  partook  oppression,  or  |>oUuUon. 

Frrmi  the  iwtrician*  ? And  the  hopeless  war 
Against  the  (icnocse,  which  Is  still  maintain'd  i 

With  the  plebeian  blood,  aud  treasure  wrung  • 

From  their  bard  earnings  has  inflamed  them  further:  j 
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1 Evon  now  — but,  I forget  that  speaking  thus, 

' Perhaps  1 pasi  the  sentence  of  ray  death ! 

I Do(je.  And  suffering  what  thou  hast  done  — fear’irt 
thou  death  ? 

' Be  silent  then,  and  lire  on,  to  be  beaten 
By  those  for  whom  thou  hast  bled. 

I I.  Ber.  Xo,  I will  speak 

: At  every  baaard;  and  if  Venice'  Doge 
I Should  turn  delator,  be  the  shame  on  him, 

I And  sorrow  too ; for  he  will  Iom  far  more 
Than  I. 

I Dorie.  From  me  fear  nothing ; out  with  it ! 

1 /.  Ber,  Know  then,  that  there  are  met  and  sworn 

j in  Kcret 

A band  of  brethren,  valiant  hearts  and  true ; 

I Men  who  have  proved  all  fortunes,  and  have  long 
I Gricvetl  over  that  of  Venice,  and  have  right 
! To  do  so ; having  served  her  in  all  cllracs. 

And  having  rcscaed  ber  flrnn  foreign  foes, 

Would  do  the  same  from  those  within  her  walls. 

They  are  not  numerous,  nor  yet  too  few 
For  their  great  purpose ; they  have  arms,  and  means, 
And  hearts,  and  hopes,  and  fklth,  and  patient  courage. 
Doge.  For  what  then  do  they  pause  ? 

/.  Ber.  An  hour  to  strike. 

Doge  {a$ide).  Saint  Mark's  shall  strike  that  hour!  i 
I.  Ber.  1 now  have  placed 

My  life,  my  honour,  all  my  earthly  hopes 
Within  thy  power,  but  in  the  Arm  belief 
That  injuries  like  ours,  sprung  frmn  one  cause, 

Will  generate  one  vengeance:  should  it  be  so. 

Be  our  chief  now-~-our  sovereign  hereafter. 

Doge.  How  many  are  ye  1 
I.  her.  Ill  not  answer  that 

TUI  I am  answer'd. 

Doge.  How,  sir  i do  you  menace  ? 

* I.  Ber.  Xo ; 1 afllrra.  1 have  betray’d  myself; 

I But  there’s  no  torture  In  the  my^stic  wells 
Which  undermine  your  palace,  nor  in  those 
Not  lets  appalling  cells,  the  **  leaden  roofs,” 

To  foieo  a single  name  fh>m  me  of  others. 

The  Poni  * and  the  Piombi  were  in  vain ; 

They  might  wring  blood  from  me,  but  treachery 
never. 

And  I would  pass  the  fearful  **  Bridge  of  Sighs,” 

I Joyous  that  mine  must  be  the  Ufi  th^  e’er 
: I Would  echo  o’er  tlie  Stygian  wave  which  flows 
' Between  the  murderers  and  the  murder'd,  washing 
I The  prison  and  the  palace  waUs : there  are 
: Those  who  would  live  to  think  ont,  and  avenge  me. 

I Doge,  If  such  your  power  and  purpose,  why  come 
I here 

I j To  sue  for  Justice,  being  in  the  course 
I ' To  do  yourself  due  right  ? 

I /.  Ber.  Because  the  man, 

1 Who  cUims  protection  from  authority, 

! Showing  hU  confidence  and  his  submission 
To  that  authority,  can  hardly  bo 
Suspected  of  combining  to  destroy  It. 

* Had  I Mtc  down  too  humbly  with  this  blow, 

A moody  brow  and  mutter'd  threats  had  made  me 
A mark'd  man  to  the  Forty’s  inquisition; 

: * The  liells  of  San  Marco  were  never  rwig  but  by  order  of 

the  Dog(>.  One  of  the  pretexts  for  ringing  thU  alarm  was  to 
have  boon  an  anorjuDcemeDt  of  the  appearance  of  a Genoeio 
&oct  ufT  the  Lfiguoc. 

* [The  state  dunjyeons.  called  Possl.  or  well*,  were  sunk  In 
the  thick  walls  of  ihe  iwJace ; and  Ihe  prisoner,  when  taken 


i 

: But  Itmd  complaint,  however  angrily 
U shapes  its  phrase,  is  little  to  be  fear’d. 

Anti  less  distrusted.  But,  besides  all  this. 

1 had  another  reason. 

Doge.  What  was  that  ♦ [moved 

/.  J?tT.  Some  rumours  that  the  Doge  was  greatly 
By  the  reference  of  the  Avogadori 
Of  Michel  Steno’s  sentence  to  the  Forty 
Had  reach’d  rac.  I had  served  you.  honour’d  you. 

And  felt  that  you  were  dangerousty  insulted, 

Being  of  an  order  of  such  spirits,  as 
Requite  tenfold  both  good  and  evil ; 't  was 
My  wish  to  prove  and  you  to  redress, 
j Now  you  know  all ; and  that  1 speak  the  truth, 

My  peril  be  the  proof. 

I Doge.  Yon  have  dceidy  ventured; 

i But  ail  mu*t  do  so  who  would  greatly  win : 
j Thus  far  ni  answer  you — your  secret’s  safe. 

! /.  Ber.  And  is  this  all  ? 

Doge.  Unles-s  with  all  intnisted, 

I What  would  you  have  me  answer? 

I /.  Ber.  I would  have  you 

Trust  him  who  leaves  his  life  In  tru*it  'rith  you. 

Doge.  But  I must  know  your  plan,  your  names, 
and  numbers; 

The  last  may  then  be  doubled,  and  the  fomior 
Matured  and  strengthen’d. 

/.  Ber.  We’re  enough  already: 

You  are  the  sole  ally  we  covet  now. 

Doge.  But  bring  me  to  the  knowledge  of  your 

chiefs.  1 1 

I /.  Ber.  That  shall  be  done  upon  your  fbrmal  pledge  1 1 
. To  keep  the  fhlth  that  we  will  pli^dge  to  you.  i| 

I Doge.  When  ? where  ? i | 

I I.  her.  This  night  Til  bring  to  your  apartment  !! 

I Two  of  the  princijials ; a greater  number  i 

Were  hasardous. 

Dttge.  Stay,  I mml  think  of  this. 

VMiat  if  I were  to  trust  myself  amongst  you. 

And  leave  the  palace  ? 

I.  Bee.  You  must  come  alone. 

Doge.  With  hut  my  nephew. 

I.  Ber.  Not  were  he  your  son. 

Doge.  Wretch ! darest  thou  name  my  son  ? He 
died  in  arms 

At  Sapicnxa  fbr  this  falthirss  state. 

Oh  I that  he  were  alive,  and  I in  ashes  I 
Or  that  he  were  alive  ere  I be  aahes ! 

I should  not  need  the  dubious  aid  of  strangers. 

/.  Ber.  Not  one  of  oli  those  strangers  whom  thou 
doubtest, 

But  will  regard  thee  with  a filial  feeling. 

So  that  thou  kcep'st  a father's  fidth  with  them. 

Doge.  The  die  is  cast  Where  is  the  place  of 
meeting  ? 

/.  Ber.  At  midnight  1 will  be  alone  and  mask'd 
Where’er  your  highness  pleases  to  direct  me, 

To  wait  your  coming,  and  conduct  you  where 
You  shall  receive  our  homage,  and  pronounce 
Upon  our  prcyect 

Doge.  At  what  hour  arises 

The  moon  ? 

out  to  die,  WM  rotxlucted  arroi*  the  gallery  to  the  other  sMr, 
and  being  then  led  back  into  the  other  cvniportmeat,  or 
ecli,  upon  the  bridge,  was  there  strAngied.  The  low  portal 
throufih  which  the  criminal  was  taken  Into  thU  evU  U now 
walled  up  ; but  the  patsase  is  Open,  and  is  fititl  known  by  the 
najne  of  the  Briugc  of  Sighs.  — > Hosuncnie.]  i 
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/.  Ber.  but  the  ttnuMphere  U thkk  uid 

dusky ; 

T Is  « sirocco. 

Do^.  At  the  midnight  hour,  then. 

Near  to  the  church  where  sleep  mjr  sires  > ; the  strae, 
TwlO'Damed  from  the  apostles  John  and  Paul ; 

A gondola  with  one  oar  only,  will 
Lurk  In  the  narrow  channel  which  glides  by. 

Be  there. 

I.  Ber.  I will  not  fail 

Doge.  And  now  retire  - ■ — 

/.  Ber.  In  the  full  hope  your  highness  will  not  falter 
In  your  great  purpose.  I^nce,  I take  my  leave. 

[Exit  IsKAKL  Bcarcccto. 
Doge  (so/cu).  At  midnight,  by  the  church  Saints 
John  and  Paul, 

Where  sleep  my  noble  fkthers,  1 repair — 

To  what  ? to  hold  a council  in  the  dark 
! With  common  ruffians  leagued  to  ruin  states  ( 

And  will  not  my  great  sires  leap  from  the  vault, 
>Vhere  lie  two  doges  who  preceded  roe. 

And  pluck  me  down  amongst  them  ? Would  they 
could  t 

For  I should  rest  In  honour  with  the  honour'd. 

Alas ! I must  not  think  of  them,  but  those 
Who  have  made  me  thus  unworthy  of  a name 
Noble  and  brave  as  aught  of  consular 
On  Roman  marbles ; but  I will  redeem  it 
Back  to  Its  antique  lustre  In  our  annals. 

By  sweet  revenge  on  all  that 's  base  in  Venice, 

And  freedom  to  the  rest,  or  leave  it  black 
To  all  the  growing  calumnies  of  time, 

V^liich  never  spare  the  fhme  of  him  who  fails, 

But  try  the  Casar,  or  the  Catiline, 

By  the  true  touchstone  of  desert — success.* 


Am  Aparimeni  in  the  Ducal  Palace. 

Anoiolika  {eaife  of  the  Dooa)  and  Marianna. 

Ang.  What  was  the  Doge's  answer  ? 

Mar.  That  he  was 

That  moment  summon'd  to  a conference ; 

But  *t  U by  this  time  ended.  I perceived 
Not  long  ago  the  senators  embarking; 

And  the  last  gondola  may  now  be  seen 
Gliding  into  the  tbrung  of  barks  which  stud 
The  glittering  waters. 

Ang.  Would  he  were  return'd  I 

He  has  been  much  disquieted  of  late ; 

And  Time,  which  has  not  tamed  his  fiery  spirit. 

Nor  yet  enfeebled  even  his  mortal  flwne. 

Which  seems  to  be  more  nourish'd  by  a soul 

' [The  I>ojfes  were  all  buried  in  St  Mark's  before  Fallen). 
It  is  singular  that  when  his  predecessor,  Andrea  Dandolo, 
dle^  the  Ten  made  a law  that  all  the  fuiure  Doges  should  be 
hurled  sritb  their  families  In  their  own  churches  — one  would 
think,  by  a kind  of  prescntlmetit  No  that  all  that  is  said  of 
hli  anccttral  Doeet,  as  buried  at  St.  John’s  and  Paul's.  Is 
altered  from  the  feet,  they  being  In  St.  Mark's.  Make  a note 
of  this,  and  put  Editor  as  (he  subscription  to  It.  At  I make 
such  pretensions  t'»  accuracy,  I should  not  like  to  be  twitted 
eeen  with  si>cb  trifles  on  thid  score.  Of  the  pUy  they  may 


say  what  they  please,  but  not  so  of  my  costume  and  dram. 
^rs  — they  navlng  been  real  existences.  — ilyrwi  Lcttrrt. 
Oct.  18J0.J 

* A foodola  Is  Dot  like  a common  boat,  but  Is  as  easily 


So  quick  and  reftlcM  that  it  would  consume 
Lcm  hardy  clay  — Time  baa  but  little  power 
On  his  resentmenU  or  hla  griefs.  Unlike 
To  other  spirits  of  his  order,  who. 

In  the  first  burst  of  iiassion,  pour  away 
Their  wrath  or  sorrow,  all  things  wear  in  him 
An  aspect  of  eternity : bU  thoughts. 

His  feelings,  passions,  good  <ht  evil,  all 
Have  nothing  of  old  age ; and  bU  bold  brow 
Bears  but  the  scars  of  mind,  the  thoughts  <A  yean. 
Not  their  decrepitude : and  he  of  late 
Has  been  more  agitated  than  his  wont. 

Would  be  were  come  1 fin*  I alone  have  power 
Upon  his  troubled  spirit 

Mar.  It  is  true, 

HU  highness  has  of  late  been  greatly  moved 
By  the  aflWmt  of  Steno,  and  with  cause : 

But  the  oflknder  doubtless  even  now 
Is  doom'd  to  expiate  hU  rash  insult  with 
Such  chastisement  as  will  enforce  respect 
To  female  virtue,  and  to  noble  blood. 

Ang.  *Twas  a gros-i  insult;  but  I heed  it  not 
For  the  rash  scomer's  falsehood  in  itself. 

But  fur  the  effect  the  deadly  deep  impression 
Which  it  has  made  upon  Faliero's  soul. 

The  proud,  the  fiery,  the  austere — austere 
i To  all  save  me : I tremble  when  I thbik 
To  what  it  may  conduct. 

Mar.  Assuredly 

The  Doge  cannot  suspect  you  ? 

Ang.  Suspect  me  ! 

Why  Steno  dared  not : when  be  scrawl'd  hU  lie. 
Grovelling  by  stealth  in  the  moon's  glimmering 
light 

His  own  still  conscience  smote  him  for  the  act 
And  every  shadow  on  the  walls  frown’d  shame 
Upon  hU  coward  calumny. 

Afar.  'T  were  fit 

He  should  be  punish'd  grievously. 

Ang.  He  is  so. 

Mar.  Illut ! U the  sentence  pass'd  f is  he  con* 
detnn'd  ? 

Ang.  I know  not  that  but  he  has  been  detected. 

Mar.  And  deem  you  thU  enough  for  such  foul 
scorn  7 

Ang.  I would  not  be  a judge  in  my  own  cause. 
Nor  do  1 know  what  sense  of  punishment 
May  reach  the  soul  of  ribalds  such  as  Steno ; 

But  if  his  insults  sink  no  deeper  in 

The  minds  of  the  inquisitors  than  they 

Have  ruffled  mine,  he  will,  for  all  acquittance. 

Be  left  to  his  own  shamelessness  or  shame. 

Mar.  Some  sacrifice  is  due  to  slander'd  virtue. 

Ang.  WTiy,  what  is  virtue  if  it  needs  a victim  7 
Or  if  it  must  depend  upon  men’s  w-ords  ? 

The  dying  Roman  said,  'twas  but  a name : " 

rowed  with  one  oar  s<  with  two  (though,  of  course,  not  so 
swiftly),  and  often  it  so  from  motives  of  privacy  ; and,  sinew 
the  decay  of  Venice,  of  economy. 

s [“  What  Giffbrd  says  of  the  first  act  ti  very  consolatory. 
English,  sterling  gcnwimr  Knetith.  Is  a desideratum  amongit 
you,  and  1 am  Kiad  that  1 hiTo  got  so  much  left : though 
HeATcn  knows  now  I retain  it  ; 1 hear  none  but  from  my 
ralet,  and  he  U Nottinghamshire;  and  1 arc  ixme  but  in  your 
new  publications,  and  theirs  is  no  language  at  all,  luit  largon. 
GIRord  says  that  it  is  g^>od  KuKlUh,  and  Foscolo  says  tha»  the 
characters  are  right  Venetian  — 

• Here  are  in  all  tico  worthy  roices  gain’d.’" 

— Byrpis  Lettcru,  Sept  IBSO.j 
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It  were  Indeed  no  more.  If  hunun  breath 
Could  make  or  mar  it 

Mar.  Yet  fUll  many  a dame, 

Stainless  and  faithful,  would  feci  all  the  wrong 
Of  such  a slander ; and  less  rigid  ladles. 

Such  as  abound  In  Yenlce,  would  be  loud 
And  alUInexorable  in  their  cry 
For  justice. 

Ang.  This  but  proves  it  U the  name  I 

And  not  the  quality  they  priie:  the  first  j 

Have  found  it  a hard  task  to  hold  their  honour. 

If  they  require  it  to  be  blazon'd  foith  ; 

And  those  who  have  not  kept  it  seek  its  seeming 
As  they  would  look  out  for  an  ornament 
Of  which  they  feel  the  want,  but  not  because 
They  think  it  so ; they  live  in  others’  thoughts, 

And  would  seem  honest  as  they  must  seem  fair. 

Mar.  You  have  strange  thoughts  for  a patrician 
dame. 

Ang.  And  yet  they  were  my  father's;  with  his 
name,  • 

The  sole  inheritance  be  left 

Mar.  You  want  none ; 

I Wife  to  a prince,  the  chief  of  the  Republic. 

Ang.  I should  have  sought  none  though  a peasant's 
bride,  j 

But  feel  not  less  the  love  and  gratitude  ^ 

Due  to  my  father,  who  bestow'd  my  hand 
rpon  his  early,  tried,  and  trusted  friend. 

The  Count  Val  di  Marino,  now  our  Doge. 

Afar.  And  with  that  band  did  he  bestow  your  heart? 

Ang.  He  did  so,  or  it  bad  not  been  bestow’d. 

Mar.  Yet  this  strange  disproportion  in  your  years, 
And,  let  me  add,  disparity  of  tempers. 

Might  make  the  world  doubt  whether  such  an  union 
: Could  make  you  wisely,  permanently  happy, 

Ang.  The  world  will  think  with  woridUogs ; but 
I my  heart 

Has  still  been  in  my  duties,  which  are  many, 

I But  never  difficult. 

I Mar.  And  do  you  love  him  ? 

' Ang.  I love  all  noble  qualities  wnlch  merit 
^ I^ve,  and  I loved  my  father,  who  first  taught  me 
I To  single  out  what  we  should  love  in  others,  ' 

And  to  subdue  all  tendency  to  lend 
I The  best  and  purest  feelings  of  our  nature  ' 

1 To  baser  passions.  He  bestow’d  my  hand 
I Upon  Faliuro : he  had  known  him  noble, 

I Hrave,  generous  ; rich  in  all  the  iiualltJes 
t Of  soldier,  citizen,  and  friend;  In  ail 
‘ Such  have  I found  him  as  my  father  said. 

, His  faults  are  those  that  dwell  in  the  high  bosoms 
J Of  men  who  have  commanded  ; too  much  pride, 

; And  the  deep  passions  fiercely  foster’d  by 
The  UAcs  of  patricians,  and  a life  . 

Spent  in  the  storms  of  state  and  war ; and  also  ■ 
il  From  the  quick  senae  of  honour,  which  becomes 


A duty  to  a certain  sign,  a vice 
When  overstrain’d,  and  this  I fear  in  him. 

And  then  he  has  been  rash  from  his  ymith  upwards, 
Tet  temper'd  by  redeeming  nobleness 
In  such  sort,  that  the  wariest  of  republics 
Has  lavish'd  all  its  chief  employs  upon  him, 

From  his  first  fight  to  his  last  erabass)-. 

From  which  on  his  return  the  Dukedom  met  him. 

Afar.  But  previous  to  this  marriage,  had  your  heart 
Ke'er  beat  for  any  of  the  noble  youth. 

Such  as  in  years  had  been  more  meet  to  match 
Beauty  like  yours?  or  since  have  you  ne’er  seen 
One,  who,  if  your  fair  hand  were  still  to  give. 

Might  now  pretend  to  Loredano's  daughter  ? 

Ang.  I answer’d  your  first  question  when  I said 
I manied. 

Mar.  And  the  second  ? 

Ang.  Needs  no  answer. 

Afar.  I pray  you  pardon,  if  I have  offended. 

Ang.  I feel  no  wrath,  but  some  surprise : I knew  not 
That  wedded  bosoms  could  permit  themselves 
To  ponder  upon  what  they  note  might  choose, 

Or  aught  save  their  past  choice. 

Afar.  *T  is  their  past  choice 

That  fhr  too  often  makes  them  deem  they  would 
Now  choose  more  wisely,  could  they  cancel  it. 

Ang.  It  may  be  so.  1 knew  not  of  such  thoughts. 

Mar.  Here  comes  the  Doge  — shall  I retire  ? 

Ang.  It  may 

Be  better  you  should  quit  me ; he  seems  wrapt 
In  thought.  ~How  pensively  be  takes  uis  w.iy  i 

[£xi7  MAiUANNa. 

Enter  the  Doca  and  Pietro. 

Doge  (mu§ing).  There  Is  a certain  Philip  Calcndaro 
Now  in  the  Arsenal,  who  bolds  comniund 
Of  eighty  men,  and  has  great  Infiuence 
Besides  on  all  the  spirits  of  bis  comrades ; 

This  man,  I hear,  is  bold  and  popular. 

Sudden  and  daring,  and  yet  secret ; ’t  would 
Be  well  that  he  were  won  : I needs  must  hope 
That  Drael  Bcrtuccio  has  secured  him. 

But  fain  would  be  — — 

JHe.  My  lord,  pray  pardon  me 

For  breaking  in  upon  your  mediution  ; 

The  Senator  Bcrtuccio,  your  kinsnmn, 

Charged  me  to  follow  and  Inquire  your  pleasure 
To  fix  an  hour  when  he  may  speak  witli  you. 

Doge.  At  sunset  *^SUy  a moment let  me  see  — 
Say  in  the  second  hour  of  night  [Exit  Pietro. 

Ang.  My  lord  1 

Doge.  My  dearest  child,  forgive  me — why  delay 
So  long  approaching  me  ? — I saw  you  not 

Ang.  You  were  absorb'd  in  thought  and  he  who  now 
Has  parted  from  you  might  have  w ords  of  weight 
To  bear  you  from  the  senate. 

Doge.  From  the  senate  ? ^ 


• CTliU  *rene  I*,  prrliaps.  the  finest  lo  the  whole  play.  The 
character  uf  the  cnim.  purp>spirUed  Aii4;ioUna  is  developed  in 


It  most  admiratiir  (hr  frreat  dlfTermce  between  her  tcm|ter 
and  that  of  her  Qcry  husband  is  vividly  portrayed  ;>-but  not 
lets  vividly  touched  ti  that  tlruux  of  th(^f  union  which 


rsUts  in  the  cufnmnn  Dobloneu  of  their  doqror  natures. 
Ttiere  Is  oo  spark  of  jealousy  In  the  old  man's  thoU](hts,  — ho 
dors  nut  eX|K!Vt  the  fervours  of  youthful  passion  io  his  wife, 
nor  does  he  liiid  them  i but  he  unds  wh.it  is  fhr  lietler,~>the 
fearless  conllilenre  of  one.  who,  being  to  tiie  heart's  core 
iuDorrut.  ran  srarcrlv  be  a believer  In  the  exlsteucc  of  such 
a thin*  as  puilt  lie  finds  every  charm  which  pratltuvle, 
respect,  anxious  and  deep-seated  alTcctloo  cau  give  to  the 


eonfldemia)  iaopuape  of  a lovely,  and  a modest,  and  a pfoui 
woman.  She  has  been  extremely  troubled  by  her  observance 
of  the  countenance  aud  gesture  of  Ute  Doge,  ever  since  the 
discovery  of  Sleno'i  puill ; and  she  does  all  she  ran  lo  soothe 
him  from  Ills  proud  Irritation.  Strong  In  her  consciousness 
of  purity,  she  has  brought  herself  to  regard  without  anger 
the  Insult  offered  to  herself ; and  the  yet  uncorreclod  Instinct 
of  a noble  lieart  makes  her  try  to  persuade  her  lord,  as  she  is 
herself  persu.xdr«l,  that  Steno,  whatever  be  the  sentence  of 
Ills  Judges,  miuf  l»e  punished  — rotire  even  then  they  would 
wish  him  to  be by  the  secret  sugitettitms  of  his  own  guilty 
cuiisclf nee,  — tlH^  deep  blushes  of  nil  prlracy.  — LocxHsar.J 
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ACT  IK  p 


I 1 would  not  Interrupt  him  In  hU  duty  i 

, And  theirs.  I 

;j  The  senate’*  duty  t you  mistafee  ; I 

’TUwe  who  owe  all  service  to  the  senate. 

Any.  I thought  the  DuXe  bad  held  command  in 
Venice. 

Dogt.  He  shall.  — But  let  that  pass.  We  will  be 
jocund. 

I j How  fares  it  with  you  ? have  you  l>een  abroad  ? 

! The  day  is  overcast,  but  the  calm  wave 
I’  Favours  the  gondolier’s  light  skimming  oar  ; 

I { Or  have  you  held  a levee  of  your  friends  ? J 

! Or  has  your  music  made  you  solitary  ? ' 

‘ Say — U there  aught  that  you  would  will  within  i 
The  little  sway  now  left  the  Duke  ? or  aught  ' 

I Of  fitting  splendour,  or  of  honest  pleasure,  , 

Social  or  lonely,  that  would  glad  your  heart, 

^ To  compensate  for  many  a dull  hour,  wasted 
On  an  old  man  oft  moved  with  many  cares  } 

Speak,  and  *t  Is  done. 

Ang.  You  ’re  ever  kind  to  me. 

I Z hare  nothing  to  desire,  or  to  re<|ue$t, 

Except  to  see  you  oftencr  and  calmer. 

Doge.  Calmer  ? 

Ang.  Ay,  calmer,  my  good  lord. — Ah,  why 

Do  you  still  keep  apart,  and  walk  alone. 

And  let  such  strong  emotions  stamp  your  brow. 

As  not  betraying  their  fbll  import,  yet 
DUclose  too  much  ? 

Dog*.  Disclose  too  much  S — of  whut  7 

What  is  there  to  disclose  ? 

Ang.  A heart  so  ill  ' 

At  ease. 

Doge.  *T  Is  nothing,  child.  — But  In  the  state  [ 
You  know  what  daily  cares  oppress  all  those  I 

I Who  govern  this  precarious  commonwcallh  ; 

Now  suffering  from  the  Genoese  without,  i 

And  malcontents  within — tis  this  which  makes  me 
, More  pensive  and  less  tranquil  than  my  wont. 

I Ang.  Yet  this  existed  long  before,  and  never  | 

j)  Till  in  these  lute  days  did  I see  you  thus.  I 

! Forgive  me ; there  is  something  at  your  heart  • | 
j More  than  the  mere  discharge  of  public  duties,  | 

Which  long  use  and  a talent  like  to  yours  ; 

Have  render’d  light,  nay,  a necessity, 

J To  keep  your  mind  fh>m  stagnating.  'Tis  not 

'!  In  hos^e  states,  nor  perils,  thus  to  shake  you ; ■ 

' You,  who  have  stood  all  storms  and  never  sunk,  ' 

And  climb'd  up  to  the  pinnacle  of  power 
And  never  fainted  by  the  way,  and  stand 
Upon  It,  and  can  look  down  steadily 
Along  the  depth  beneath,  and  ne’er  feel  diizy. 

Were  Genoa’s  galley’s  riding  in  the  port, 
j Were  dvil  fury  raging  In  .Saint  Mark’s, 

You  are  not  to  be  wrought  on,  but  would  fall, 

’ As  you  have  risen,  with  an  unalter'd  brow; 

Your  feelings  now  arc  of  a different  klud  ; , 

Something  has  stung  your  pride,  not  patriotism.  j 

Doge.  Pride]  AngioUnu?  Alas!  none  is  left  me. 

Ang.  Yes — the  same  sin  that  overthrew  the  angels, 
.'.nd  of  all  sins  most  easily  besets 
Mortals  the  nearest  to  the  angelic  nature : | 

j 'JThe  vile  are  only  vain ; the  great  are  proud.  j 

j I > fThii  iccne  ttetween  the  Dope  .and  Anriollna,  though  in- 
I tolerably  lonp,  has  more  Force  and  beauty  tnan  any  thing  that 
gort  before  it.  She  endcarours  to  »ootne  the  furious  mood 
of  her  aged  partner;  while  he  IniUta  that  Qothing  bitt  the 
Ilbcner's  death  could  make  fitting  tapiatlon  for  his  cffHice.  j 
This  speech  of  the  Doge  U an  elaborate,  and,  after  all,  lnrf> 


Do*je.  I hod  the  pride  of  honour,  of  guur  honour,  {• 

Deep  at  my  heart But  let  us  change  toe  theme.  || 

Ang.  Abnol  — As  I haveever  shared  yum*  kindness  || 
In  all  things  else,  let  me  not  be  shut  out 
From  your  distress : were  it  of  public  imiKirr,  i 

You  know  I never  sought,  would  never  seek 
To  win  a word  from  you;  but  feeling  now 
Your  grief  Is  private,  it  belongs  to  roe 
To  lighten  or  divide  it.  Since  the  day 
When  foolish  Slcno’s  ribaldry  detected 
Ihifix'd  your  quiet,  you  are  greatly  changed. 

And  I would  soothe  you  back  to  what  you  were. 

Doge.  To  what  1 was ! — have  you  heard  Steno’s 
sentence  ? 

Ang.  No. 

Doge.  A month's  aircst.  | 

.-Ing.  Is  it  not  enough  ? j 

Doge.  Enough  I— yes,  fur  a drunken  galley  »lave,  i 
Who,  stung  by  stripes  may  murmur  at  his  master;  I 
But  not  fur  a deliber.ite.  false,  cool  villain,  | 

Who  stains  a lady’s  and  a prince’s  honour 
Even  on  the  throue  of  his  authority.  i 

Ang.  There  seems  to  me  enough  in  the  conviction  ^ 
Of  a patrician  guilty  of  a falsehood : j 

All  other  punishment  were  light  unto  ' 

His  loss  of  honour.  j 

Doge.  Such  men  have  honour;  i 

They  have  but  their  vile  lives  — and  these  are  s;iared.  j 
.4ng.  You  would  not  have  him  die  for  this  offence  ? 
Doge.  Not  noid  being  still  alive,  I 'd  have  him  live 
Ixmg  os  he  can ; he  has  ceased  to  merit  death ; 

The  guilty  saved  hath  damn’d  hU  hundred  judges. 

And  he  Is  pure,  for  now  his  crime  is  thdrs. 

Ang.  Oh  ! had  this  fal.^*  and  flipi>ant  libeller  ^ 

Shed  bis  young  blood  fur  bis  absurd  lamiioon,  i 

Ne’er  from  that  moment  could  this  breast  have  known  | 
A joyous  hour,  or  dreamless  slumber  more.  | 

Doge.  Di-*e$  not  the  law  of  Heaven  say  bkxxl  for  I 
blood  ? : 

And  he  who  tainfg  kills  more  than  he  who  sheds  it. 

Is  it  the  pain  of  blows,  or  »hame  of  blows. 

That  make  such  deadly  to  the  sen'^*  of  man? 

Do  not  the  laws  of  man  say  blood  fur  honour,— 

And,  less  than  honour,  for  a little  gold  ? 

Say  not  the  laws  of  nations  blood  for  treason  7 
Is’t  nothing  to  hove  fllh-d  these  veins  with  imUon  ' 
For  their  uuce  healthful  current  ? is  it  nothing 
To  have  stain’d  your  name  and  mine  — the  nublcvt  [ 
names  ? 

Is 't  nothing  to  have  brought  into  coutempt 
.K  prince  before  his  people  7 to  have  fail’d  j 

In  the  respect  accorded  by  mankind  i 

To  youth  in  woman,  and  old  age  tn  man  ? I 

To  virtue  in  your  sex,  and  dlgi^ty  [him.i 

In  ours  7 — But  let  them  look  to  it  who  have  sav«l  ] 
Ang.  Heaven  bids  us  to  fwgiv^  our  enemies. 

Doge.  Doth  Heaven  forgive  her  own  ? Is  Satan 
savctl 

From  wrath  eternal  ? < 

Ang.  Do  not  speak  thus  wildly.— 

Heaven  will  alike  forgive  you  and  your  foes. 

Doge.  Amen  I May  Heaven  forgive  them  I 

Ang.  And  will  you  7 || 


frrtual  attempt,  by  rhrtorlral  exaggeration*,  to  give  tome 
n>lour  to  the  lutAnc  and  unmeasur^  menttneut  on  which 
the  piece  hlngi’t.  — JsrraxY.J 
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Dogt.  Tes,  when  they  arc  in  heaven  ! 

Ang.  And  not  till  then  ? 

Dogt.  What  matters  my  forgiveness?  an  old  man's, 
Worn  out,  scorn’d,  spurn 'il,  abu^ed ; wlnit  matters 
My  panlon  more  than  my  resentment,  both  [then 
lieing  weak  and  worthless  ? I have  lived  too  long.  — 
But  let  us  change  the  argument.  — My  child ! 

My  injured  wife,  the  child  of  Loredano, 

The  brave,  the  chivalrous  how  little  deem’d 
Thy  father,  wedding  thee  unto  his  friend. 

That  he  was  Unking  thee  to  shame  Alas  I 
Shame  without  sin,  for  thou  art  faultless.  Uadst  thou 
But  had  a diiTcrent  husband,  any  husband 
In  Venice  save  the  Doge,  this  blight,  this  brand, 
This  blasphemy  had  never  fallen  upon  thee. 

S»o  young,  so  beautiful,  so  good,  so  pure, 

To  sufi'er  this  and  yet  be  unavenged  I 

Any.  1 am  too  well  avenged,  fur  you  still  love  rue. 
And  trust,  and  honour  mu ; and  aU  men  know 
That  you  are  just,  and  1 am  true : what  more 
Could  I require,  or  you  command  ? 

Z)<h;e.  ’T  is  well. 

And  m.iy  be  better ; but  whate’er  betide. 

Be  thou  at  least  kind  to  my  memory. 

Any.  Why  speak  you  thus  ? 

It  is  no  matur  why  ; 
But  I would  KtiU,  whatever  otlieris  thiuk. 

Have  your  respect  truth  now  and  in  my  grave. 

Any.  Why  should  you  doubt  It  ? bits  it  ever  fail’d  ? 

Dityt.  Come  hither,  child  ; I would  a word  with 
you. 

Your  father  was  my  friend  ; unequal  fortune 
Mode  him  my  debtor  fur  some  courtesies 
Which  bind  the  good  more  flrmly:  when,  oppress’d 
With  his  last  malady,  be  will’d  our  union. 

It  was  not  to  repay  me,  long  repaid 
Before  by  his  great  loyalty  lu  friendship ; 

His  oltject  was  to  place  your  orphan  beauty 
In  honourable  safety  from  tho  |»criLs 
ttliich,  in  this  scorpion  nest  of  vice,  assail 
A lonely  and  undower'd  maid.  1 did  not 
Think  with  him,  but  would  not  oppose  the  tboughr 
Which  soothed  his  death-bed. 

Any.  I have  not  forgotten 

The  nobleness  with  which  you  bade  me  speak. 

If  my  young  heart  held  any  preference 
Which  would  have  made  me  happier  ; nor  your  ofiVr 
To  make  my  dowry  equal  to  the  rauk 
Of  augl^t  in  Venice,  and  forego  oil  claim 
My  father's  last  Injunction  gave  you. 

Dogt.  Thus, 

'Twas  nut  a foolish  dotard's  sile  caprice. 

Nor  the  false  edge  of  aged  api'ettte, 

Which  made  me  covetous  of  girlish  beaut>’, 

And  a young  bride : for  iu  my  fieriest  youth 

I sway’d  such  passions ; nor  was  this  my  age 

Infected  with  that  leprosy  of  lust 

Which  taints  the  hoariest  years  of  riclous  men. 

Making  them  ransack  to  the  very  last 

The  dregs  of  pleasure  for  their  vanish'd  joys ; 

Or  buy  in  selftsh  marriage  some  young  victim. 

Too  helpless  to  refuse  a state  that's  honest. 

Too  feeling  not  to  know  herself  a wretch. 

Our  wedlock  was  not  of  this  sort ; you  had 
Freedom  from  me  to  choose,  and  urged  In  answer 
Your  father's  choice. 

Any.  I did  so;  1 would  do  mi 

In  face  of  earth  and  heaven  ; for  I have  never 


; Repented  fur  my  sake  ; sometimes  for  yours, 

In  tendering  o'er  your  late  disquietudes. 

Dogt.  I knew  my  heart  would  never  treat  you 
harshly ; 

I knew  my  day,»  could  nut  disturb  ym  long ; 

And  then  the  daughter  of  my  earliest  fricud. 

His  worthy  daughter,  free  to  choo«e  again, 

I Wealthier  and  wiser,  in  the  ripest  bloom 
I Of  womanhood,  more  skilful  to  select 
I By  passing  these  probationary  years ; 

' Inheriting  a prince's  name  and  riches, 

; Secured,  by  the  short  penance  of  enduring 
j An  old  man  for  some  »mnmers,  against  all 
I That  law's  chicane  or  envious  kinsmen  might 
I Have  urged  against  her  right ; my  best  friend's  child 
I Would  choose  mure  flUy  in  respect  of  years, 
i And  not  less  truly  in  a faithful  heart. 

! Any.  My  lortl,  I look’d  but  to  my  father’s  wishes. 
Hallow’d  by  bis  last  words,  and  to  my  heart 
For  doing  all  its  duties,  and  replying 
With  faith  to  him  with  whom  1 was  afhaniTd. 
Ambitious  hopes  ne’er  cross'd  my  dreams ; and  sLculd 
The  hour  you  speak  of  come,  it  will  be  seen  so. 

I Doge.  1 do  believe  you;  and  I know  you  true  : 

. For  love,  romantic  love,  which  in  my  youth 
I I knew  to  be  illusion,  and  ne'er  saw 
> feasting,  but  often  fatal,  it  had  been 
I No  lure  for  me.  in  my  mO't  pa>«sionatc  days, 

! And  could  not  be  so  now,  did  such  exist. 

I But  such  respect,  and  uuldly  paid  regal'd 
As  a true  feeling  fur  your  welfare,  and 
j \ free  coinpihuice  with  nil  honest  wishes ; 

I \ kindness  to  your  virtues,  watchfulness 
I Not  shown,  but  shudowing  o'er  such  little  fallings 
I .Vs  youth  is  apt  in,  h)  as  not  to  check 
: Rashly,  but  win  you  from  them  ere  you  knew 
! You  bad  been  won,  but  thought  the  change  your 
I choice ; 

I A pride  not  in  your  beauty,  but  your  conduct,— 
j^.V  in  you  — a patrlarclm!  love, 

I And  nut  a doting  hum.igi’ — f^iend^hip,  fiiitb  — 
j .Such  estinLitiou  in  your  ejes  as  these 
I Might  claim,  1 hoped  for. 

! Ang.  .\n»l  have  ever  had. 

I Dog^.  1 think  so.  For  the  diiferencc  hi  our  yean 
You  knew  it,  choosing  me,  and  chose  ; I trusted 
t Not  to  my  qualities,  uor  would  have  faith 
In  such,  nor  outward  ornaments  of  nattire, 

Wore  1 still  in  my  live  and  twentieth  spring  ; 

I 1 trusted  to  the  blood  cf  l.oredano 
i Pure  in  your  veins  ; 1 trusted  to  the  soul 
1 <kai  gave  you— to  the  tTutUn  your  father  taught  > ou— 
; To  your  ^Ikf  in  Heaven  — to  your  mild  virtues  — 

I To  your  own  foitlt  and  honour,  for  ray  own.  [trust. 
Any.  You  have  done  well.  — 1 thank  you  for  that 
j Which  1 have  never  for  one  moment  ceased 
To  honour  you  the  more  for. 

T)tjyf.  When*  is  honour, 

Inmite  and  precept-strengthen’d,  *tU  the  rock 
Of  faith  eonnublal : where  it  is  uot — where 
Light  thoughts  arc  lurking,  or  the  vanities 
Of  worldly  pleasure  rankle  in  the  heart. 

Or  sensual  throbs  couvulse  it,  well  1 know 
'Twcrc  hopeless  for  huiuanity  to  dream 
Of  honesty  in  such  infected  blood. 

Although  'twcrc  wed  to  him  it  covets  most: 

An  IncamatJon  of  the  poet’s  god 
In  all  his  marbie-chlseU'd  beauty,  or 
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I The  demi-detty,  Alddet,  in 
His  majesty  of  superhuman  manhood, 

I WouJd  not  suffice  to  bind  where  virtue  Is  not ; 

I It  U consistency  which  forms  and  proves  it : 

I Vice  cannot  fix,  and  virtue  cannot  change. 

, The  once  fall'n  woman  must  for  ever  fall ; 

, For  vice  must  have  variety,  while  virtue 
' Stands  like  the  sun,  and  all  which  rolls  around 
I Drinks  life,  and  light,  and  glory  from  her  aspect.  * 
Aug.  And  seeing,  feeling  thus  this  truth  in  others, 
(I  pray  you  pardon  me ;)  but  wherefore  yleid  you 
To  the  most  fierce  of  fatal  passions,  and 
I Disquiet  your  great  thoughts  with  restless  hate 
I Of  such  a thing  as  Steno  t 
\ Dofft.  You  mistake  me. 

I It  is  not  Steno  who  could  move  me  thus ; 

' Had  it  been  so,  he  should  — — but  let  that  pass. 

I Anp.  What  is 't  you  feel  so  deeply,  then,  even  now  ? 

^ Dop*.  The  violated  majesty  of  Venice, 

I At  once  insulted  in  her  lord  and  laws. 

A^p.  Alas  ! why  will  you  thus  consider  It  ? 

Vope.  I have  thought  on 't  till but  let  me  lead 

you  back 

To  what  I urged ; all  these  things  being  noteil, 

I wedded  you  i the  world  then  did  me  justice 
U()on  the  motive,  and  my  conduct  proved 
They  did  me  right,  while  yours  was  all  to  praise  : 

You  had  all  freedom — all  respect.— all  tnist 
From  me  and  mlue ; and,  bom  of  those  who  made 
Princes  at  home,  and  swept  kings  from  their  tbmnes 
On  foreign  shores,  in  all  things  you  appear'd 
Worthy  to  be  our  first  of  native  dames. 

Anp.  To  what  does  this  conduct  7 
Dope.  To  thus  much  — that  , 

A miscreant's  angry  breath  may  blast  it  all  — 

A villain,  whom  for  his  unbridled  bearing,  ' 

Even  In  the  midst  of  our  great  festival, 

I caused  to  be  conducted  forth,  and  taught  ! 

How  to  demean  himself  in  ducal  chambers  ; I 

A vrretch  like  this  may  leave  upon  the  wall  j 

The  blighting  venom  of  his  sweltering  heart,  I 

And  this  shall  spread  itself  in  general  poison ; 

And  woman's  innocence,  man's  honour,  i»a«5 
Into  a by- word;  and  the  doubly  felon  i 

(Who  first  insulted  vii^n  modesty  I 

By  a gross  affront  to  your  attendant  damsels  I 

Amidst  the  noblest  of  our  damrs  In  public) 

Requite  himself  for  his  most  just  expulsion 
By  blackening  publicly  his  sovereign's  consort,  , 

And  be  alj«)lved  by  his  upright  compeers. 

Anp.  But  be  has  been  condemn’d  Into  captivity,  j 
Ditpt.  For  such  as  him  a dungeon  were  acquittal ; 
And  his  brief  term  of  mock-arre<t  will  pass 
Within  a palace.  But  I *vc  dune  with  him ; 

The  rest  mu^t  be  with  you. 

Anp,  me,  my  lord  ? 

J)ope.  Yes  AngioUna.  Do  not  man  el : I 
Have  let  this  prey  upon  me  till  1 fr'el 
My  life  can  not  tie  long  ; and  fain  would  have  you  > 
Regard  the  Injunctions  you  will  find  within 
This  scroll  ( Gieinp  her  a popfr)  — Fear  not ; they 
arc  for  your  advanta^ : 

Read  them  hcreafier  at  the  fitting  hour. 

Anp.  My  lord,  in  lift,  and  after  life,  you  shtll 
Be  honour'd  still  by  me : but  may  your  days 

• [Thne  pas«4i:oi.  thnui:h  not  pprfi*ctljr  dramatic,  hare  great 
evcx’inct*  and  iiip-niir.  and  remi«.i  u».  in  their  rieh  rerh>>iitr, 
of  Uio  mund  and  mclliduoua  parti  of  Mauinger.  — J r.rrasv./ 


Be  many  yet— and  happier  than  the  preaent ! 
This  passion  will  give  way,  and  you  will  be 
Serene,  and  what  you  should  be  — what  you  were. 

Dope.  1 will  ue  what  1 should  be,  or  be  nothing! 
But  never  more  — oh  1 never,  never  more. 

O'er  the  few  days  or  hours  which  yet  await 
The  blighted  old  age  of  Faliero,  shall 
Sweet  Quiet  shed  her  sunset  t Never  more 
Those  summer  shadows  rising  from  the  past 
Of  a not  ill-spent  nor  Inglorious  life. 

Mellowing  the  last  hours  as  the  night  approaches, 
Shall  soothe  me  to  my  moment  of  long  rest. 

1 had  but  little  more  to  task,  or  hope. 

Save  the  regards  due  to  the  blood  and  sweat. 

And  the  soul's  labour  through  which  1 bad  toil'd 
To  make  my  country  honour'd.  As  her  servant  — 
Her  servant,  though  her  chief — 1 would  have  gone 
Down  to  my  fathers  with  a name  serene 
And  pure  as  theirs;  but  this  has  been  denied  me.  — 
Would  1 had  died  at  Zara  I 

Anp.  There  you  saved 

The  state ; then  live  to  save  her  still.  A day, 
Another  day  like  that  would  be  the  t>est 
Reproof  to  them,  and  sole  revenge  for  you. 

Dopt.  But  one  such  day  occurs  within  an  age ; 
My  life  is  little  less  than  one,  and  'tU 
Enough  for  Fortune  to  have  granted  once. 

That  which  scarce  one  more  favour'd  citizen 
May  win  in  many  slates  and  years.  But  why 
Thus  speak  I ? Venice  ha.s  furgot  that  day  — 

Then  why  should  I remember  it  ? — Farewcl). 

Sweet  AngioUna ! I must  to  my  cabinet ; 

There's  much  for  me  to  d» — and  the  hour  hastens. 
Anp.  Remember  what  you  were. 

Dopt.  It  wci'c  in  vain  I 

Joy's  recoUrction  Is  no  longer  joy. 

While  Sorrow's  meiimr)'  U a «»iruw  still. 

Anp.  At  least,  wi  ate'er  may  urge,  let  me  implore 
That  you  will  take  some  little  pause  of  rest ; 

Your  sleep  fur  many  nights  has  been  so  turbid. 

That  It  bad  been  relief  to  have  awaked  you, 

Ha<l  1 not  hoped  that  Nature  would  o'er]><)wer 
At  length  the  thoughts  which  shook  your  siumbcrs 
thus. 

An  hour  of  ri^st  will  give  you  to  your  toils 
With  fitter  thoughts  and  freshen'd  strength. 

Dtipt.  I cannot  — 

1 must  not,  if  I could ; for  never  was 
Such  reason  to  be  watchful:  yet  a few  — 

Yet  a few  days  and  dream-perturbed  nights. 

And  I shall  slumber  weU  — but  where  ? u> 
matter. 

Adieu,  my  AngioUna. 

Anp.  I^t  me  be 

.\Q  instant  — yet  an  instant  your  com|ianioii : 

I cannot  bear  to  leave  you  thus. 

Dopt.  Come  then. 

My  gentle  child  — forgive  me  ; thou  wert  made 
For  belter  fortunes  than  to  share  in  mine. 

Now  darkling  in  their  close  toward  the  deep  vale 
Mliere  Death  sits  rolled  in  his  all-sweeping  Khaduw. 
When  I am  gone  — it  may  l>e  sooner  than 
Even  these  years  warrant,  for  there  is  th.at  stirring 
Within— alwve  — around,  that  in  this  city 
Will  make  the  ccmcterie.s  populous 
.\s  e’er  they  were  by  pe>tilence  or  war,— 

When  I am  nothing,  let  tlut  which  I teat 
Be  still  sometimes  a name  on  thy  sweet  bps 
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A fhadow  In  thy  fancy,  of  a thing  [brr. 

Which  would  not  have  thee  mourn  If,  but  remem- 
I Xxt  us  begone,  my  child  — the  time  U pressing. 

I [A'xeHnf. 

SCENE  11. 

A retired  Spot  near  the  Anenat. 

IiEACL  Bertlccio  atul  PmUF  CALr.xt)Aao. 

Cal.  Bow  sped  you,  Israel,  in  your  late  complaint  ? 

/.  Her.  Why,  well. 

Cal.  Is't  possible!  will  be  be  punish'd  ? 

1.  Ber,  Vos. 

Cal.  With  what  7 a mulct  or  an  arrest  ? 

/.  Ber.  With  death  ! — 

CaxI.  Now  you  rave,  or  must  Intend  revenge, 

Such  as  1 counseU’d  you,  with  your  own  hand. 

f.  Ber.  Tes ; and  for  one  sole  draught  i>f  hate,  forrgo 
The  great  redress  we  meditate  for  Venice, 

And  change  a life  of  hope  for  one  of  exile ; ! 

Leaving  one  scorpion  crash’d,  and  thoii^amls  &Uncing 
My  friends,  my  family,  my  counlr>*nu*n  ! 

No,  Calendam ; these  same  drops  of  blood, 

I Shed  shamefully,  shall  have  the  whole  of  his 
I For  their  requitai — —But  not  only  his; 
j We  will  not  strike  for  private  wrongs  alone:  j 

I Such  are  fur  selfish  passlom  and  ra<>l]  men, 

I But  are  unworthy  a tyrannicide.  | 

Co/.  You  have  more  patience  than  I care  to  Isoasf.  ! 
J Had  1 been  present  when  you  bore  thb  insult, 

1 must  have  slain  him,  or  expireil  myself 
In  the  vain  effort  to  repress  my  wrath. 

/.  Ber.  Thank  Heaven,  you  were  not  — all  hail  el-K- 
l)een  marr'd : 

As  'tis,  our  cause  looks  prosi>erous  still. 

Cal.  You  MW 

The  Doge  — what  answer  gave  he  ? 

/.  Ber.  That  there  w.n 

No  punishment  for  such  as  Barbaro. 

CaL  I told  you  so  before,  and  that  'twos  idle 
To  think  of  ju»tice  from  such  hands. 

I.  Ber.  At  least,  I 

It  lull'd  suspicion,  showing  confidence.  j 

Had  I been  silent,  not  a sbirro  but  I 

Had  kept  me  In  his  eye.  as  meditating  | 

A silent,  solitary,  deep  revenge. 

Cal.  But  wherefore  not  address  you  to  the  Cmincll  ? 
The  Dogi*  is  a mere  puppet,  who  can  scarce 
Obtain  right  for  himself.  W'hy  s|)eak  to  him? 

I.  Ber.  You  shall  know  that  hereafter. 

Cat  W’hy  not  now  ? 

y.  Ber.  Be  patient  but  tiU  midnighL  Get  your 
musters. 

And  bid  our  friends  prepare  their  companies  : 

Set  all  In  readiness  to  strike  the  blow, 

Perlups  In  a few  hours ; wc  have  long  waited  | 

For  a fit  time — that  hour  Is  on  the  dial,  i 

It  may  be,  of  to>morrow's  sun  t delay  ; 

Beyond  may  breeit  us  double  (hinger.  See  I 

That  all  lie  punctual  at  our  place  of  meeting, 

And  arm’d,  excepting  those  of  the  Sixteen, 

Who  will  remain  among  the  troops  to  wait 
The  signal. 

Cal.  These  brave  words  have  breathed  new  life 
Into  my  veins ; l*m  sick  of  these  protractesi 
And  hesitating  councils : day  on  day 
(brawl'd  on,  and  adde<l  but  another  link 
I To  our  long  fetters,  and  some  fresher  wrong 
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Inflicted  on  our  lijvthn-n  or  oiir^elve!*,  , 

I Helping  to  swell  our  tyrants’  bUutcd  strength.  I 

I^t  us  but  deal  upon  them,  and  I care  not  ' 

For  the  result,  which  must  iic  death  or  triTilom! 

I'm  weary  to  the  heart  of  finding  neither.  ' 

/.  Ber.  Wc  will  be  free  in  life  or  death  ! the  jrr.ve  ■ 
Is  chainlets.  Have  you  all  the  muster*  ready  ? I 

And  arc  the  sixteen  companies  completed 
To  sixty  ? I 

Cal.  All  save  two,  In  which  there  are  I 

Twenty-five  wanting  to  make  up  the  number. 

1.  Ber.  No  matter ; we  can  do  without.  Whr«e 
arc  they  ? 

Cal.  Hertram’ii  and  old  Soranxob,  both  of  whom 
Appear  less  forward  in  the  cau^e  than  wc  are. 

!.  Her.  Your  fiery  nature  makes  y ou  deem  all  thu.  e [ 
Who  are  not  restless,  cold;  but  there  exists  li 

nfl  In  concenlreil  •plrils  not  less  daring  [j 

Than  in  more  loud  avenger*.  Do  not  doubt  them.  | 
Cal.  1 do  not  doubt  the  elder;  Imi  In  Ikrtrain  I 
There  is  a hesiMtlng  saftne'<,  fatal 
To  enterprise  like  ours  : I ‘ve  seen  that  m.in  ! 

Weep  like  an  Inf.mt  o’er  the  misery 
Of  others,  heedless  of  hi*  own,  though  greater  ; i 

.\nd  in  a recent  quarrel  I iK'hcld  him  I 

Turn  sick  at  si,;ht  of  bloml.  althoui,'h  a vill.ain's,  i 

/.  ^er.  The  truly  brave  arc  soft  of  heart  and  tje«,  [ 
.Vnd  feel  for  what  tbdr  duty  bids  them  do.  ' 

1 have  known  B*  rtram  long;  there  doth  not  linathe  | 
A soul  mure  full  of  honour.  ' 

Cal.  It  may  be  so : 

I apprehend  less  treachery  than  weakness; 

Yet  as  he  has  no  mUtri'ss,  and  no  wife, 

To  work  upon  his  niilkinc'>s  of  spirit. 

He  may  go  through  the  ordeal ; It  is  well 
He  Ls  an  orphan,  friendless  save  in  ns  : 

.K  woman  or  a child  had  made  him  less 
Than  either  In  resolve. 

/.  Her.  Such  ties  are  not 

For  those  who  are  calU-d  to  the  high  dc^ttinles 
Which  purify  corrupted  commonwealths ; 

Wc  must  forget  all  feelings  save  the  o»u  — 

We  must  resign  all  iia*^ions  save  our  ptirim^e  — 

We  must  behold  no  ol^ect  save  our  ccumti) — 1 

And  only  look  on  death  as  beautiful,  i 

So  that  the  sacrifice  ascend  to  heaven,  ’ 

And  draw  down  tVeedom  on  her  evennore.  i 

Cal.  But  if  wc  fail—  I 

/.  Ber.  They  never  fail  who  die  I 

In  a great  cause  : the  bloi‘k  nuty  souk  their  gore  ; : 

Their  he.nds  may  sodden  in  the  sun  ; their  lim!>s 
Be  strung  to  city  gates  and  castle  walls  — 

But  still  their  spirit  walks  abrootl.  Though  years 

Elapse,  and  others  share  as  dark  a doom,  , 

They  but  augment  tlie  ileep  and  sweeping  thoughts 

Which  over|)Owcr  all  others,  and  coniluct 

The  world  at  last  to  freedom.  What  were  we  i 

If  Brutus  had  not  lived  ? He  died  in  giving 

Rome  liberty,  but  left  a drinthliss  lesson  — • 

A name  which  is  a virtue,  and  a so\il 
AYhlch  multiplies  iUtdf  thntughout  all  time, 

W’hen  wicked  men  wax  mighty,  and  a state 
Turns  servile.  He  ami  his  high  friend  were  stylctl  j 
*•  The  last  of  Romans  !”  Let  us  be  the  first  j 

Of  true  Venetians,  sprung  from  Roman  sires. 

Cal.  Our  fhthers  did  not  fly  from  Attila 
Into  these  Isles,  where  piduces  have  sprung 
On  bonks  redeem'd  from  the  rude  ocean’s  oote, 
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To  own  a thousand  despotJ>  in  his  uUoc. 

Uettfr  bow  down  before  the  lluii,  and  call 
A Tartar  lord,  than  these  swoln  silkworms  master*; 
The  first  at  least  was  man,  and  used  hi*  sword 
A*  sceptre:  these  unman!}'  cn^eplng  thing* 

Command  our  swords,  and  rule  u*  with  a word 
As  with  a spell. 

/.  tifr.  It  shall  be  broken  soon. 

You  say  that  all  things  are  in  readiness ; 

To>day  1 have  not  tK*en  the  usual  round,  | 

And  why  thou  knowe^t ; but  thy  vigilance 
WUl  better  have  supplie<l  my  care  : these  onlcrs 
In  retfiu  council  to  redouble  now 
Our  efforts  to  repair  the  galleys,  have  j 

Lent  a fair  colour  to  the  introduction  I 

Of  ninny  of  our  cause  Into  the  ar<en:il,  j 

As  new  artificer*  for  their  equipment,  I 

l>r  frv'h  n'crult*  obtain'd  in  haste  to  man 
The  hoped-for  fleet.  — Arc  all  supplied  with  arm*  ? 
Cat.  All  who  were  deem'd  trustworthy:  there  are 
some 

Whom  it  were  well  to  keep  in  Ignorance 
Till  It  Ik*  time  to  strike,  and  then  supply  them  } 

When  In  the  heat  and  hurr}’  of  the  hour 
They  have  no  op]H>rtunity  to  pause, 

Rut  m*eds  must  on  with  those  who  will  surround  them. 

/.  litr.  You  have  said  well.  Have  you  reiiuu'k'd 
all  such  ? 

Cal.  I’ve  noted  most ; and  caused  the  other  chiefs  j 
To  use  like  caution  In  their  companies. 

As  far  as  i have  seen,  we  are  enough 
To  make  the  enterprise  stHnirc,  if  'tis 
('ommeiict'd  to-morrow  ; but,  till  'tU  liegun. 

Each  hour  is  pregnant  with  a thouMind  perils. 

/.  Her.  Let  the  Sixteen  meet  at  the  wonted  hour,  ! 
Except  Soranw),  NIcolctto  Ulondu,  * 

And  Maix'o  Giuda,  who  will  keep  their  watch 
Within  the  arsenal,  and  hohl  all  rt*aily, 

Exiwctant  of  the  signal  we  will  flx  on.  | 

Col.  We  will  not  fail.  ! 

/.  Bfr.  lx*!  all  the  rest  be  there; 

I have  a stranger  to  present  to  them. 

Col.  A stranger ! doth  be  know  the  secret  > 

/.  Her.  Yes. 

Col.  .\nd  have  you  dared  to  peril  your  friend*'  lives 
On  a rash  confldenee  in  one  wc  know  not  ? 

/.  Her.  I have  risk’d  no  man’*  life  except  my  own— 
Of  that  Ijc  certain:  he  1*  one  who  ma) 

.Make  our  assurance  doubly  sure,  acixirUing 
Hi*  aid ; and  if  reluctant,  he  no  le** 

Is  In  our  jKiwcr : he  comes  alone  with  me. 

And  cannot  'scape  us : but  he  will  not  swt  n’c. 

Col.  I cnnntg  judge  of  this  until  I know  him  : 

Is  he  one  of  our  order  ? 

/.  Her.  .Ay,  In  spirit, 

.Mthongh  a child  of  greatness ; he  i*  one 
Who  would  become  a thnme,  or  overthrow  one  — 

One  who  ha*  done  great  deeds,  and  seen  great 
change* ; 

No  tyrant,  though  bred  up  to  tyranny ; 

Valiant  in  war,  and  sage  in  cxmncil ; noble 
In  nature,  although  haughty  ; quick,  yet  warj' : 

Yet  for  all  this  so  full  of  certain  passions, 

Tliat  if  once  stirr’d  and  baffled,  as  he  ha*  liccn 
U;»on  the  tenderest  points,  there  is  no  Fury  ; 

In  Grecian  story  like  to  that  which  wrings 
Ili*  vital*  with  her  burning  hand*,  till  he 
Gmws  cai>abte  of  all  things  fur  revenge ; 


And  add  too,  that  hU  mind  is  liberal, 

He  sees  and  feels  the  ]>cuple  arc  oppress'd. 

And  shares  their  sufferings.  Take  him  all  in  all. 

We  have  need  of  such,  and  such  have  need  of  us. 

C<d.  And  what  part  would  you  have  him  take 
with  us  ? 

/.  Her.  It  may  be,  that  of  chief.  i 

Cot.  What  1 and  resign 

Vour  own  command  as  leader  ? 

/.  Her.  Even  so. 

My  uluect  Is  to  make  your  cause  end  well, 

And  not  to  push  myself  to  {tower.  Experience, 

Some  skill,  and  your  own  choU'e,  had  mark’d  me  out 
To  act  in  trust  as  your  commander,  till 
Some  worthier  should  appear:  If  I have  found  such 
As  you  yourselves  shall  own  more  worthy,  think  you 
That  I would  hesitate  from  seltlshness, 

.And,  covetous  of  brief  authority. 

Stake  our  deep  interest  on  my  single  thoughts, 

Itnther  thui:  yield  to  one  above  me  in 
All  leading  qualities?  No,  Calcndaro, 

Know  your  friend  better;  but  you  all  shall  judge. 

Away  I and  let  us  mi*et  at  the  flx'd  hour.  | 

Ue  vigilant,  and  all  will  yet  go  well.  • 

Cat.  Worthy  licrtuccio,  1 have  known  you  ever 
Trusty  ami  brave,  with  head  and  heart  to  plan 
What  I have  still  Ix’cn  prompt  to  execute. 

For  my  own  part,  1 seek  no  other  chief ; 

What  the  re?>t  will  decide  I know  not,  but 
1 am  with  too,  a*  I h.ive  ever  been. 

In  all  our  undertaking*.  Now  farewell. 

Until  the  hour  of  midnight  sees  us  meet.  [L’xewx/. 


ACT  III.  I 

SCBNE  I.  ! 

Scene,  the  S^Hice  hft}ceen  the  Canal  anti  the  CAmccA  j 
of  San  G'loraaat  e San  /Aio/o.  An  eiiuettrian  \ 
Statue  before  it.  — A Gondola  Uet  in  the  Canal  at  j 
$ome  distance. 

Enter  the  Dogs  alone,  disguised.  ; 

ZJoye  (so/k«).  I am  before  the  hour,  the  hour  ' 

whose  voice. 

Pealing  Into  the  arch  of  night,  might  strike 
These  palaces  with  ominous  tottering. 

And  rock  their  marbles  to  the  corner-stone. 

Waking  the  sleeper*  fn>m  s<»me  hideous  dream 

Of  indistinct  but  awful  augury 

Of  that  which  will  befall  them.  A'cs,  proud  city ! 

Thou  must  be  cleansed  of  the  black  Idood  which 
make*  thee 

A laxar-housc  of  tyranny  : the  task 
Is  forced  upon  me,  I have  sought  It  not ; 

And  therefore  w.u(  I punish'd,  Kxdng  this 
Patrician  i»c>ltlence  spread  on  and  on, 

Until  at  length  It  smote  roe  In  my  .slumbers, 

And  I am  taintetl,  and  must  wa>h  away 
The  plague-spots  In  the  healing  wave.  Tall  fane  ! < 

Where  sleep  my  fathers,  whose  dim  statue*  sluuWw 
The  floor  which  doth  divide  us  from  the  dead,  1 

Where  all  the  pregnant  hearts  of  our  bold  htuud,  I 

Moulder'd  into  a mite  of  ashes,  hold  1 

In  one  shrunk  heap  what  once  made  m;iny  heroes  j 
When  what  Is  now  a handful  shook  the  earth  — 

Fane  of  the  tutebr  saint*  who  guanl  our  house  ! i 

Vault  where  two  Doges  rest  — my  sires*  who  died  j 
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Tlie  one  of  toll,  the  other  In  the  Add, 

With  a long  race  of  other  lineal  chief* 

And  sages,  whose  great  labours,  wounds,  and  state 
I have  Inherited.  — let  the  graves  gape. 

Till  all  thine  aisles  be  peopled  with  the  dead. 

And  pour  them  from  thy  portals  to  gaze  on  me  ! 

I call  them  up,  and  them  and  thee  to  witnc'S 
What  It  hath  bci-D  which  put  me  to  this  task  — > 
Their  pure  high  blood,  their  blason-ruU  of  glories. 
Their  mighty  name  dishonour'd  all  in  me, 

Not  by  me,  but  by  the  ungrateful  nobles 
We  fought  to  make  our  equals,  not  our  lords : — ' 
And  chiefly  thou,  Ordelafu  the  brave, 

Who  perish'd  in  the  HcUl,  where  I since  conquer'd. 
Battling  at  Zara,  did  the  hecatombs 
Of  thine  and  Venice*  foes,  there  ofler'd  up 
By  thy  docendant,  merit  such  acquittance  ? ^ 

Spirits  1 smile  down  upon  me ; fur  my  cau>c 
Is  yours.  In  all  life  now  can  Ixs  of  yours,  — 

Your  fame,  your  name,  all  mingled  up  In  mine. 

And  in  the  future  fortunes  of  our  race ! 

Let  me  but  pro<^per,  and  I make  this  city 
Free  and  Iminurtul,  and  our  house’s  name 
Worthier  of  what  you  were,  now  and  hereafter  I"  > 

Enier  IsaAEL  Bearuccio. 

/.  Brr.  Wlio  goes  there  ? 

Doyt.  A friend  to  Venice. 

I.  Ber.  Tis  he. 

Welcome,  ray  lord,  — you  are  before  the  time. 

D*^e.  I am  ready  to  proceed  U*  your  assembly. 

/.  Ber.  Have  with  you.  — 1 am  proud  and  pleased 
to  see 

Such  confident  alacrity.  Your  doubts 
Since  our  last  meeting,  then,  arc  all  clUpell'd  ? 

Dwft.  Nut  so-^but  I have  set  my  little  left 
Of  life  upon  this  cast : the  die  was  thrown 
When  I tint  listen'd  to  your  treason  — Start  not ! 
Thai  is  the  wortl ; I cannot  shape  my  tongue 
T(»  syllable  black  deeds  into  smooth  names, 

Though  I be  wrought  on  to  commit  them.  When 
I beard  you  tempt  your  sovereign,  and  forbore 
To  have  you  dragg'd  to  prison,  I became 
Your  guiltiest  atx'omplice  : now  you  may. 

If  it  so  please  you,  do  as  much  by  roe. 

/.  Her.  Strange  words,  my  lord,  and  most  unmerited ; 
I am  no  spy,  and  neither  are  we  traitors. 

Doyt,  jTe  / — ' / — ' no  matter — you  have  earn'd 

the  right 

To  talk  of  Its.  — But  to  the  point  — If  this 
Attempt  succeeds,  and  Venice,  render'd  Are 
And  flourishing,  when  we  are  In  our  graves, 
Conducts  her  generations  to  our  tombs. 

And  makes  her  children  with  their  little  hands 

-MS.J 

• [“  By  Ihj  drOTiKlMit,  merit  iuch  [ MB] 

s [The  Doee.  true  to  hit  •ppolntrernt,  is  waltiDS  for  his 
connuctor  before  the  church  of  »an  Psoln  r fituTUJiu.  There 
U great  loftiness,  twth  of  feeling  and  diction,  in  this  passage 
~ Jsrraav.] 

* [There  Is  a great  deal  of  natural  strurgle  In  the  breast  of 
the  high'boni  and  haughty  Doge,  betwtvn  the  resentment 
with  which  he  hums  on  the  one  hand,  and  the  reluctance 
with  which  he  considers  the  meanness  of  the  associates  with 
whom  he  has  leagiH'd  himself  on  the  other.  The  cunspiring 
Doge  is  not,  we  think,  meant  to  he  ambitious  for  himself,  but 
be  {•  iteraly,  proudly,  a Veiirtian  noble  ; and  it  is  impos*lble 
fur  him  to  tear  from  his  bosom  the  Korn  for  every  thing 




Strew  flowen  o'er  her  deliverers*  ashes,  then 
The  consequence  will  sanctify-  the  deed. 

And  we  shall  br  like  the  two  Bruti  in 
The  annals  of  hereafter ; but  If  not, 

If  we  sbouM  fail,  employing  bloody  means 
And  secret  plut,  although  to  a good  end. 

Still  we  are  tmltorH,  honc«t  Isnu-l ; — ibou 
No  less  than  he  who  was  thy  seven  i^m 
Six  hours  ago,  and  now  thy  brother  rebel. 

/.  Ber.  *Tis  not  the  moment  to  consider  thus. 

Else  I could  answer.  — Lot  us  to  the  mcctinc, 

Or  we  may  bo  observed  In  lingering  here. 

Do<;e.  W'e  art  obsen-ed,  and  have  boon. 

/.  Ber.  W'e  iilKorvcc’. ! 

Let  me  discover — and  this  steel 

Doye.  I*ut  up  ; 

Here  are  no  hnman  witnesses  : look  there  — 

What  sec  you  ? 

I.  Ber.  Only  a tail  warrior’s  «tatue 

Be>tridlng  a proud  steed.  In  the  dim  light 
Of  the  dull  moon. 

lh>yf.  That  warrior  wa.s  the  sire 

Of  my  sire's  father^,  ancl  that  bf.nue  wan 
Decreed  to  him  by  the  twice*  rescued  city  : — 

Think  you  that  he  looks  down  on  us  or  no  ? 

/.  Bcr.  My  lord,  these  are  mere  fantasies;  there 
are 

No  eyes  In  marble. 

Uoijr.  But  there  are  in  Death. 

I tell  thee,  man,  there  Is  a spirit  in 

Such  things  th.it  .ict-  and  sees,  un«een,  though  felt ; 

Anil,  If  there  ht*  a spell  to  stir  the  dead, 

*T  is  In  such  deeds  as  we  are  now  uiion. 

Deem'st  thou  the  souls  of  such  a race  :i.<<  mine 
Can  rest,  when  he,  their  l.xit  descendant  chief, 

Stands  plotting  on  the  brink  of  their  pure  graves 
With  stung  plebeians  ? * 

/.  Brr.  It  had  !>een  as  well 

To  have  ponder'd  this  before,  — ere  you  embark 'd 
In  our  great  cntcr|’rl-<^-  — Do  you  repent  ? 

Doyt.  No — but  I ^cc/,  and  shall  do  to  the  la>L 
I cannot  quench  a glorious  life  at  once, 

Nor  dwindle  to  the  thing  I now  mu«t  be,  ^ 

And  take  men’s  lives  by  stealth,  without  some  pause : 
Yet  doubt  me  not ; it  U this  very  feeling. 

And  knowing  whni  has  wrung  me  to  lie  thiis. 

Which  Is  your  best  security.  There's  not 
A roused  mechanic  in  yuur  busy  plot 
So  wrong'd  as  I,  so  fall'n,  so  loudly  call'd 
To  bis  nslress;  the  very  means  J am  forced 
By  these  fell  tyrants  to  adopt  Is  such. 

That  1 abhor  them  doubly  for  the  deeds 
Vlliich  ) must  do  to  pay  them  back  fur  their*. 

/.  Ber.  I^t  ui  away  — hark  — the  hour  strikes. 

plebeian  which  has  been  impUnCrd  there  by  birth,  education, 
and  a long  life  of  j»ni«‘ety  eommami.  There  ore  other 
tboughto,  too,  and  oi  P |T*iitler  kUMl.  which  erntt  from  lime 
to  time  his  perturb..-d  spirit.  He  rrmeintwrt  — he  cannot 
entirely  forget  — the  d:ivs  and  nights  nf  old  companionship, 
by  which  lie  had  long  been  iwumi  to  thoie  «ho(i>  M tUeni  e he 
has  consented  to  seat  He  bos  himself  lN*en  d'<clalmlng 
onlnst  the  folly  of  merer,  aiwl  arguing  valiantly  the  necessity 
M total  extirpation.  — and  tlsat.  too,  in  the  teeth  even  -if  some 
of  the  plebelaa  roni|iiraUin  Ihemseivcs  : yet  the  Poet,  with 
pr«>foiind  insight  into  the  human  heart,  make*  him  shudder 
when  his  own  linitetiinstiy  has  brought  himself,  and  aII  who 
hear  him,  to  the  brink.  He  cnnnoC  look  upon  the  bloody 
resolution,  no  not  even  after  he  himself  has  been  the  ch>  t 
luslrument  of  its  formation.  — Lockhart.] 

» [-  Nor  dwindle  to  rnun  hr<. 


M.S.] 
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D^e.  On  — On  — 

It  h our  knell,  or  that  cf  Venice  — On  * 

/.  Ihr.  Say  rather,  *t  U her  freedom ’«  rising  peal 
or  triumph. ThU  way  — we  are  near  the  place. 

^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL 

The  Jfottse  ichere  the  Cuns/Jira/orf  meet. 

Daoolino,  Pouo,  BEurnAM.  FEi>rt.t  TrevisakOi 

Calrnuaro,  Antonio  delle  Benoe,  &c.  See. 

Cii.  {entering).  Are  all  here? 

D tp.  All  with  you  ; except  the  three 

On  duty,  and  our  leader  Israel, 

Who  U expected  momently. 

CaL  Where ’s  Bertram  ? 

Ber.  Here  I 

I Od.  Have  you  not  been  able  to  cumplete 

The  number  wanting  in  your  company  ? 

Ber.  I had  mark'd  out  some : but  I have  not  dared 
To  trust  them  with  the  secret,  till  assured 
That  they  were  worthy  faith. 

Od.  There  Is  no  need 

Of  trusting  to  their  faith : who,  save  ourselves 
And  our  more  chosen  comrades.  Is  aware 
Fully  of  our  intent  ? they  think  themselves 
Engaged  In  weret  to  the  Slgnory,  * 

To  punish  some  more  dissolute  yoimg  nobles 
Who  have  defled  the  Law  In  their  excesses ; 

But  once  drawn  up,  and  their  new  swords  well-flesh'd 
In  the  rank  hearts  of  the  more  odious  scnati>rs. 

They  will  not  hesitate  to  follow  up 
Their  blow  upon  the  others,  when  they  see 
The  example  of  their  chiefs,  and  I for  one 
Will  Kt  them  such,  that  they  for  very  ••hame 
And  safety  will  not  pause  till  all  have  iM.'i1>h'd. 

Ber.  How  say  yo\i  ? all  f 

Ctd.  Whom  would'l  thou,  spare  7 

Brr.  t rjxtre  f 

I have  no  power  to  spare.  I only  qiie^lionM, 
Thinking  that  even  amonf^t  these  wicked  men 
l*hcrc  might  lie  some,  who*e  age  and  qualities 
Might  mark  them  out  for  pity. 

Od.  Yes,  such  pity 

Ai  when  the  viper  h.ith  been  cut  to  plews. 

The  sepiu-atc  fragments  quivering  in  the  sun. 

In  the  la.st  energy*  of  venomous  life, 

Deserve  and  have.  Why,  I should  think  as  so<m 
Of  pitying  some  particular  fang  which  m.*)dc 
One  in  the  jaw  of  the  swoln  serjwnt,  as 
Of  saving  one  of  these ; they  form  but  links 
Of  one  long  chain ; one  mass,  one  breath,  one  Ixidy ; 
They  eat,  and  drink,  and  live,  and  breed  together. 
Revel,  and  lie,  oppress,  and  kill  In  concert,— 

So  let  them  die  as  one  ! 

Dag.  Should  o*i«  survive. 

He  would  Ik*  dangerous  as  the  whole ; It  Is  not 
Their  number,  be  It  tens  or  thousands,  but 
The  spirit  of  this  aristocracy 
Which  must  be  rootitl  out ; and  If  there  were 
A single  shoot  of  the  old  tree  in  life, 

*1' would  fasten  in  the  soil,  and  spring  again 
To  gloomy  verdure  and  to  bitter  fruit. 

Bertram,  we  must  be  Urm  1 

CaL  lyook  to  it  well, 

Bertram ; I have  an  eye  upon  thee. 

I An  blstoricol  fact.  SeeArrtXDix:  M^iHno  Kaiirrn,  Note 
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Ber.  W Ito 

Distrusts  me  ? 

Ctd.  Not  I : for  If  I did  so. 

Thou  wouldst  not  now  be  there  to  talk  of  trust: 

It  is  thy  softness,  not  thy  want  of  faith. 

Which  makes  thee  to  be  doubted. 

Ber.  You  should  know 

Who  bear  me,  who  and  what  I am ; a man 
Roused  like  yourselves  to  overthrow  oppression ; 

A kind  m.an,  1 am  apt  to  think,  os  some 
Of  you  have  found  me  \ and  if  brave  or  no. 

You,  Calcndaro,  can  pronounce,  who  have  teen  me 
Put  to  the  proof;  or,  if  you  should  have  doubts. 

I’ll  clear  them  on  your  person  ! 

Od.  You  are  welcoinc, 

once  our  enterprise  Is  o’er,  which  must  not 
Be  interrupted  iiy  a private  brawl. 

Ber.  I am  no  brawler ; but  can  bear  myself 
As  far  .among  the  foe  as  any  be 
Who  hears  me  ; the  why  have  1 been  selected 
To  be  of  your  chief  comrades  ? but  no  less 
I own  my  natural  weakness ; I have  not 
Yet  learn’d  to  think  of  Indiscriminate  munlcr 
Without  some  seme  of  shuddering  ; and  the  sight 
Of  blood  which  spouts  through  hoary  scalps  is  not 
To  me  a thing  of  triumph,  nor  the  death 
Of  men  surprised  a glory.  Well  — too  well 
I know  that  we  must  do  such  things  on  those 
>Vhose  acU  have  rai^d  up  such  avengers ; but 
If  there  were  some  of  these  who  could  be  saved 
From  out  this  sweeping  fate,  for  our  own  sakes 
And  for  our  honour,  to  take  off  some  stain 
Of  massacre,  which  cInc  pollutes  It  wholly, 

I hod  been  gl.id ; and  see  no  cause  in  this 
For  ?^ncer,  nor  for  suspicion  I 

Dag.  Calm  thee,  Bt  rtrain. 

For  we  susiwct  Ihee  not,  and  take  giKal  heart. 

It  Is  the  cause,  and  not  our  will,  which  asks 
.Such  actions  from  our  bands:  vrc’ll  wash  away 
All  stains  in  Freedom's  fountain  1 

Enter  Iskael  Bertuccio,  and  the  Dock,  dieyuhaL  ' 
Dng.  Welcome,  Israel. 

Cortjp.  Mi>«t  welcome. — Brave  Bertuedo,  Uum 
art  late  — 

WTio  U this  stranger? 

Cal.  It  is  time  to  name  him. 

Our  comrades  are  even  now  preparet!  to  greet  him 
In  brotherhood,  as  I have  made  It  known 
That  thou  wouldst  add  a brother  to  our  cause, 
Approved  by  thee,  and  thus  approved  by  all, 

Such  Is  our  trust  in  all  thine  actions.  Now 
Let  him  unfold  himself.  i 

/.  Ber.  Stranger,  step  forth  I | 

[ The  Doge  dhcotert  himstlf. 
Conep.  To  arms!  — we  are  betray’d — it  is  the 
D«^c ! 

IX^wn  with  them  both  ! our  traitorous  capUln,  and 
The  tyrant  he  hath  sold  us  to  1 

Ctd.  (f/ro*ri«^  Af»  gword).  Hold  I hold  ! 

VTio  moves  a step  against  them  dies.  Hold  I hear 
Bertuccio  — What  1 arc  you  appall’d  to  sec 
A lone,  unguarded,  weaponlciss  old  m.’m 
Amongst  you?  — Lracl,  speak  I wbat  means  this 
mystery  ? [l»ow>m8, 

/.  Brr.  Let  them  advance  and  strike  at  their  owa 
Ungrateful  suicides  ! for  on  our  lives 
Depend  their  owti,  their  fortunes,  uul  their  hopes. 
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|[  Doge,  Strike ! — If  I dreaded  death,  a death  more 
I fearful 

Than  any  your  rash  weapons  can  inflict, 

I I should  not  now  be  here : — Oh,  noble  Couraffe  ! 

I The  eldest  bom  of  Fear,  which  makes  you  brave 
Against  this  solitary  hoary  head  1 
Si'c  the  bold  chiefs,  who  would  reform  a state 
And  shake  down  senates,  mad  with  wrath  and  dread 
At  sight  of  one  patrician ! Butcher  me  I 
You  can ; I care  not.  — Israel,  are  these  men 
The  mighty  hearts  you  spoke  of  ? look  upon  them  ! 

CaL  Faith  ! he  hath  shamed  us,  and  deservedly. 
Was  this  your  trast  in  your  true  chief  Bertuccio, 

To  turn  your  swords  against  him  and  his  guest  ? 
Sheathe  them,  and  hear  him. 

7.  Ber,  I disdain  to  speak. 

I They  might  and  must  have  known  a heart  like 
I mine 

I Incapable  of  treachery ; and  the  power 
They  gave  me  to  adopt  all  fitting  means 
To  further  their  design  was  ne'er  abused. 

They  might  be  certain  that  whoe'er  was  brought 
, By  me  into  this  council  had  been  led 
To  take  bis  choice  — as  brother,  or  as  victim. 

Doge.  And  which  am  1 to  be  ? your  actions  leave 
Some  cause  to  doubt  the  freedom  of  the  choice. 

/.  Ber.  My  lord,  we  would  have  perish'd  here 
together, 

Had  these  rash  men  proceeded  ; but,  behold, 

They  are  ashamed  of  that  mod  moment's  impulse. 
And  droop  thdr  heatls ; believe  me,  they  are  such 
As  I deKrtbed  them  — Speak  to  them. 

Co/.  Ay,  speak ; 

We  are  all  listening  in  wonder. 

I.  B<it.  (^oddreBting  the  CompiraiorB').  You  are  safe, 
Nay,  more,  almost  triumphant  — listen  then, 

And  know  my  words  fur  truth. 

Doge.  You  see  me  here, 

As  one  of  you  bath  said,  an  old,  unarm'd, 
l>cfrnceless  man;  and  ycstenlay  you'suw  me 
Pre^lding  in  the  hall  of  ducal  state, 

Apparent  sovereign  of  our  hundred  isle<, 

Robed  In  official  purple,  dealing  out 
The  edicts  of  a power  which  is  not  mine. 

Nor  yours,  but  of  our  masters  — the  patricians. 

Why  1 was  there  you  know,  or  think  you  know ; 
Why  I am  Aere,  he  who  hath  been  most  wrong'd. 

He  who  among  you  hath  been  most  insulted, 
Outrag(.'d,and  trodden  on,  until  he  doubt 
If  he  be  worm  or  no,  may  answer  for  mo. 

Asking  of  his  own  heart,  what  brought  him  here  ? 
You  know  my  Tw*ent  story,  all  men  know  it. 

And  Judge  of  it  far  differently  from  thoMr 
tVho  sate  in  Judgment  to  heap  scorn  on  scorn. 

But  spare  me  the  recital  — it  is  here. 

Here  at  my  heart  the  outrage — but  my  word.', 
Already  spent  In  unavailing  plaints, 

Would  only  show  my  feebleness  the  more, 

And  I come  here  to  strengthen  even  the  strong, 

And  urge  them  on  to  deeds,  and  not  to  war 
With  woman's  weapons ; but  1 need  not  urge  yoiL 
Our  private  wrongs  have  sprung  from  public  vices. 

In  this  — I cannot  call  it  commonwealth, 

Nor  klngrlom,  which  hath  neither  prince  nor  people, 
But  all  the  sins  of  the  old  Spartan  state  i 

I r«  n.,1  .11  d’*  ol*!  SparUn  state. 

' I i worst  situ  of  ihe^ifUu  sute.--  MS  J 


Without  its  virtues — temperance  and  valour. 

The  lords  of  Laeetismon  were  true  soldiers. 

But  ours  are  Sybarites,  while  we  arc  Helots 
Of  whom  1 am  the  lowest,  most  eniUavcd ; 

Although  dress'd  out  to  head  a pageant,  as 
The  Greeks  of  yore  made  drunk  tbeir  sbtves  To  form 
A pastime  for  their  children.  You  are  met 
To  overthrow  this  monster  of  a state, 

This  mockery  of  a government,  this  stiectrr. 

Which  must  be  exorcised  with  blood,  — and  then 
W'e  will  renew  the  times  of  truth  and  justice, 
Condensing  in  a fair  free  commonwealth 
Not  rash  equality  but  equal  rights, 

Proportion'd  like  the  columns  to  the  temple. 

Giving  and  taking  strength  reciprocal. 

And  making  firm  the  whole  with  grace  and  beauty, 
So  that  no  part  could  be  removed  without 
Infringement  of  the  grnend  syrametr>'. 

In  operating  this  great  change,  I claim 
To  be  one  of  you — if  you  trust  in  me ; 

If  not,  strike  home,  — my  life  Is  compromised, 

And  1 would  rather  fall  by  freemen’s  hands 
Than  live  another  day  to  act  the  tyrant 
As  delegate  of  tyrants ; such  I am  not. 

And  never  have  been — read  it  in  our  annals ; 

1 can  appeal  to  my  past  guvenimcnt 
In  many  lands  and  cities ; they  can  tell  you 
If  I were  an  oppf\**M>r,  or  a man 
Feeling  and  thinking  for  my  fellow  men. 

Haply  had  1 been  what  the  fcnatc  sought, 

A thing  of  rubes  and  trinkets,  disen’d  out 
To  sit  in  state  as  for  a sovereign's  picture ; 

A popular  scourge,  a ready  sentence-signer, 

A stickler  for  the  .S«*nate  and  the  Forty,*’ 

A sceptic  of  all  measures  which  had  not 
The  sanction  of  the  Ten,**  a council-fawner, 

A tool,  a fool,  a puppet,  — they  had  ne'er 
Foster'd  the  wretch  who  stung  me.  What  I suffer 
Has  reach'd  me  through  my  pity  for  the  i>euple; 
That  many  know,  and  they  who  know  not  yet 
Will  one  day  learn : meantime,  I do  devote, 

WTiate'er  the  issue,  my  last  days  of  life  — 

My  prcst'nt  power  such  a.s  It  is,  not  that 
Of  l>ugc,  but  of  a man  who  has  been  great 
Before  he  was  degnulcd  to  a l>oge, 

And  still  has  individual  mean.H  and  mind ; 

I stake  my  frme  (and  I had  fame) — my  breath  — 
(The  least  of  all,  for  Its  Inst  hours  are  nigh) 

My  heart  — roy  ho|>e  — my  soul  — u|K>n  tills  cast  I 

Such  as  1 am,  1 offer  me  to  you 

And  to  your  chiefr;  accept  me  or  ngect  me,— 

A Prince  who  fain  would  be  a citUen 
Or  nothing,  and  who  has  left  his  throne  to  be  so. 

Od.  Long  live  Falicro  ! — Venice  shall  be  free  ! 

Cofup.  Ixmg  Live  Falierul 

I.  Ber.  Comrades  ! did  I well  ? 

Is  not  this  man  a host  In  such  a cause  ? 

Doge.  This  U no  time  for  eulogies,  nor  place 
For  exultation.  Am  I one  of  you  ? 

CaL  Ay,  and  the  first  amongst  us,  as  thou  bast  been 
Of  Venice  — be  our  general  and  chief. 

Doge.  Chief  I — general!  — 1 was  general  at  S^aro, 
And  chief  In  Rhode*  and  Cyprus,  prince  in  Venice ; 

1 cannot  stoop that  is,  1 ara  not  flk 

To  lead  a band  of  patriots : when  1 lay 
Aside  the  dignities  which  1 have  borne, 

Tis  not  to  put  on  others,  but  to  be 
Mate  to  my  fellows  — but  now  to  the  point : 
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Israel  hw  i»tatc«l  to  me  your  whole  plan  — 

Tis  bold,  but  feasible  If  1 mhM  U, 

I Am!  must  be  set  in  motion  iiLstantly. 

I Ctil.  E'en  when  thou  wilu  la  U not  so,  my  friends  ? 

{ I have  di<i{M>sed  ail  for  a sudden  blow ; 

When  shall  it  Iw  then  ? 

; Dope.  At  sunrise. 

tit  r.  So  soon  ? 

Dope.  So  soon  7 — 9*}  late  — each  hour  accumulates 
Peri'  on  peril,  and  the  more  so  now 
Since  I have  mlnsleii  with  you;  — know  you  not 
The  Council,  and  “ the  Ten  ? " the  spies,  the  eyes 
Of  the  |>atriciaiH  duhinus  of  their  slaves  [one  ? 
.And  now  more  dubious  of  the  prince  they  have  made 
I tell  you,  you  must  strike,  and  suddenly, 

I Full  to  the  Hydra's  heart  — its  heads  will  follow. 

C*ti  With  all  my  soul  and  sword,  1 yield  assent ; 
Our  ctnnpanies  are  ready,  sixty  each, 

And  all  now  under  arm*  by  Israel’s  order; 

Each  at  their  different  place  of  rrndcxvous, 

And  vijtilant,  exjiectant  of  some  blow  ; 

I lyCt  each  repair  for  actlcm  to  his  po*t  I 
' And  now,  my  lord,  the  sij^al  7 

D‘*pe.  When  you  hear 

The  great  bell  of  St.  Mark*#,  which  may  not  be 
, Struck  without  s|>ecial  order  of  the  Doge 
(The  last  poor  prisilege  they  leave  their  prince), 
March  on  Saint  Mark's  I 

/.  Brr.  And  there  ? — 

Dupe.  By  different  routes 

Let  your  march  be  directed,  every  sixty 
Entering  a se|>arate  avenue,  and  still 
Upon  the  way  let  your  cry  be  of  war 
And  of  the  Genoese  fleet,  by  the  first  dawn 
Discern’d  l>eforc  the  p«^rt ; form  round  the  |>alace, 
Within  whose  court  will  be  drawn  out  in  arms 
My  nephew  and  the  clients  of  our  bouse, 

Many  and  martial ; while  the  bell  tolls  on. 

Shout  ye,  **  Saint  Mark  I — the  foe  is  on  our  waters  I" 

I Gil.  I w it  now — hut  on,  my  noble  lord. 

! Dope.  All  the  patrician*  flocking  to  the  Council, 
(Which  they  dan-  not  refuH*,  at  the  dread  signal 
; Pealing  fn>m  out  their  patron  saint's  proud  tower,) 

I Will  then  be  gather'd  In  unb>  the  har\cst, 

I And  we  will  reap  them  with  the  sword  for  sickle. 

If  some  few  should  be  tardy  or  almmt  them, 

*T  will  be  but  to  be  taken  faint  and  single, 

When  the  majority  are  put  to  rest.  [scotch, 

i Cat  Would  that  the  hour  were  come  I wo  will  not 
But  kill. 

tier.  Once  more,  sir,  with  your  pardon,  I 
W'uutd  now  repeat  the  question  which  1 ask’d 
Before  Bertuccio  added  to  our  cause 
This  great  ally  who  renders  it  more  sure, 

And  therefitre  safer,  and  as  such  admits 
Some  dawTi  of  mercy  to  a portion  of 
Uitr  victims — must  all  perish  In  this  slaughter  7 
CiiL  AH  who  encounter  me  and  mine,  be  sure, 

I The  mercy  they  have  shown,  I show. 

‘ CoiM/i.  All  1 All  ! 

Is  this  a time  to  talk  of  pity  7 when 
' Have  titcy  e'er  shown,  or  felt,  or  feign'd  it  7 
1 I Her.  Bertram, 

I This  false  compassion  is  a folly,  and 

I . C-  F,,3ht  b,  m,  j .h.r.1 


Injustice  to  thy  comrades  and  thy  cause ! 

Dost  thou  not  sec,  that  if  we  single  out 
Some  for  esc'ape,  they  live  but  to  avenge 
The  fallen  7 and  bow  distinguish  now  the  innocent 
From  out  the  guilty  7 all  their  acts  are  one  — 

A single  emanation  from  one  body, 

Together  knit  for  our  oppression  I *T  is 
Much  that  we  let  their  children  live ; I doubt 
I If  all  o(  these  even  should  be  set  apart : 

The  hunter  may  reserve  some  single  cub 
From  out  the  tiger’s  litter,  but  who  e’er 
Would  seek  to  save  the  spotteil  sire  or  dam, 

Unless  to  perish  by  their  fangs  ? however, 

I wilt  abide  by  Doge  Falieru's  counsel : 

Let  him  decide  if  any  should  be  saved. 

Dope.  Ask  me  not — tempt  me  not  with  such  a 
question  — 

Decide  yourselves. 

/.  Iter.  You  know  their  private  virtues 

Far  better  thin  we  can,  to  whom  alone 
Their  public  vices,  and  most  foul  oppression. 

Have  made  them  deadly  ; if  there  be  amongst  them 
One  who  dr.-berves  U>  l>e  rr|ieal'd,  pronounce. 

Dope.  Dulflno's  father  was  my  friend,  and  I.,ando 
Fought  by  my  side,  and  Marc  Comaro  shared  ‘ j 

My  (lenoet>e  embassy  : I saved  the  life  ' 

Of  Vcnlero — shall  I save  it  twice  7 1 

Would  that  I could  save  them  and  Venice  also  t | 

All  these  men,  or  their  lathers,  were  my  friends 
TUI  they  became  my  subjects  ; then  fell  from  me  j 
.As  faithless  leaves  drop  from  the  o’erblown  flower. 

And  left  me  a lone  blighted  thorny  stalk,  U 

h Which,  in  its  solitude,  can  shelter  nothing;  j 

' So,  as  they  let  me  wither,  let  them  perish  l 
j Cal.  They  cannot  eo-exUt  with  Venice’  freedom  I i 

j Dope.  Ye,  though  you  know  and  feel  our  mutual  ; 

! mas*  j 

j Of  many  wrongs  even  ye  are  ignorant  • | 

I What  fatal  poi»on  to  the  springs  of  life,  i 

To  human  uctn,  and  all  that 't  good  and  dear,  I 

Lurk-s  in  the  prenml  institutes  of  Venice  : | 

All  these  men  wore  my  friemU.  I loved  them,  they 
Requited  honourably  my  regards ; 

We  served  and  fought ; we  smiled  and  wept  In 
concert ; 

We  revcll’d  or  we  sorrow’d  side  by  side ; 

We  made  alliances  of  blood  and  marriage  ; 

We  grew  In  years  and  honours  fairly, — till 
Their  own  desire,  not  my  ambition,  made  ! 

Them  choose  me  for  their  prince,  and  then  farewell  I Ij 
Farewell  all  social  menior)-  I all  thoughts  [khips,  h 
In  common  I and  sweet  bonds  which  link  old  friend*  | 
WTien  the  survivors  of  long  years  and  actions,  , 

Which  now  beloog  to  history,  soothe  the  days 
Which  yet  remain  by  treasuring  each  other. 

And  never  meet,  but  each  beholds  the  mirror 
Of  half  a century  on  his  brother's  brow, 

And  secs  a hundred  beings,  now  in  earth. 

Flit  round  them  whispering  of  the  days  gone  by, 
i And  seeming  not  aU  dead,  as  long  as  two 
Of  the  brave,  joyous,  reckless,  glorious  band,  \ 

Which  once  were  one  and  many,  still  n^taln 
A breath  to  sigh  for  them,  a tongue  to  sjicak 
Of  deeds  that  else  were  silent,  save  on  marble  — - 
Oime  i Olme ! — and  must  1 do  this  deed  7 

* D«rar  witnr<«  wUh  me  ! re  who  heAT  and  know. 

And  fe«l  our  mutual  mass  of  tnaay  wroofi.’*—  MS.J 
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/.  Ber.  Mjr  lord^  you  are  much  moved  : U Is  not 
now 

That  such  tbln^  must  be  dwelt  upon. 

Doffe.  Tour  patience 

A moment  — I recede  nut : mark  with  me 
The  gloomy  vices  of  this  government 
From  the  hour  they  made  me  Doge,  the  Do^e  tjicv 
made  me  — 

Farewell  the  past ! I died  to  all  that  had  been, 

Or  rather  they  to  me : no  fnends,  no  kindness, 

No  privacy  of  life  — all  were  cut  off : 

They  came  not  near  me,  such  approach  gave  umbrage ; 
They  could  not  love  me,  such  was  not  the  law ; 

They  thwarted  roc,  ’t  was  the  state’s  policy  ; 

They  baffled  me,  'twas  a patrlciao**  duty  ; 

They  wrong’d  me,  for  such  was  to  right  the  state; 
They  could  not  light  me,  that  would  give  suspicion  ; 
So  that  1 was  a slave  to  my  own  subjects ; 

So  that  I was  a foe  to  my  own  friends  ; 

Begirt  with  spies  for  guanls,  wirh  rribes  for  power, 
With  pomp  for  freedom,  gaolers  for  a council, 
lxu|Ulsltors  for  friends,  and  hell  for  life ! 

1 had  one  only  fount  of  quiet  left. 

And  that  they  poison'd  ! My  pure  household  g<ids  > 
Were  shiver’d  on  my  hearth,  and  o’er  their  shrine 
Sate  grinning  Ribaldry  and  sneering  Scorn. 

/.  Ber.  Tuu  have  been  deeply  wrong'd,  and  now 
shall  be 

Nobly  avenged  before  another  night 

Doge.  Ihad  borne  all — Itburtme,  butIboreU  — 
Till  this  last  running  over  of  the  cup 
Of  bitterness — until  this  last  loud  insult 
Not  only  unredress'd,  but  sanction'd ; then. 

And  thus,  I cast  all  further  feelings  from  me  — 

I The  feelings  which  they  crush'd  fur  me,  long,  long 
Before,  even  in  their  oath  of  false  allegiance  ! 

Even  in  that  very  hour  and  vow,  they  abjured 
j Their  friend  and  made  a sovereign,  as  boys  make 
I Playthings,  to  do  their  pleasure— and  be  broken  ! 

I from  that  hour  have  seen  but  senators 
Jn  dark  suspicious  conflict  with  the  Doge, 

Brooding  with  him  In  mutual  hate  and  fear ; 

They  dreading  he  should  snatch  the  tyranny 
From  out  their  grasp,  and  he  abhorring  tyrants. 

To  me,  then,  these  men  have  no  private  life. 

Nor  claim  to  ties  they  have  cut  off  from  others  ; 

As  senators  for  arbitrary  acts 
Amenable,  1 look  on  them  — as  such 
Let  them  be  dealt  upon.  ^ 

CaL  And  now  to  action ! 

Hence,  brethren,  to  our  posts,  and  may  this  be 

> [**  I coiiM  liAve  forgiven  the  dsgger  or  the  bowl,  nny  thing, 
but  the  deliheraie  detolAtion  piled  upcm  roei,  when  I itood 
alutie  upon  ray  hearth,  with  my  hnuaehold  gods  ahivered 
around  me.  l5o  you  luppoae  I hare  forgotten  or  forgiven  It  ? 
It  baa,  comparatively,  twallowed  up  in  me  every  other  feoling, 
and  1 am  only  a apcctalor  upon  earth  till  a tenfold  oppor> 
tunity  offers.  It  may  come  yet."  — Jfjmm  IxtUrt,  1S19.J 
s [The  struggle  of  feelings  with  which  the  I>oge  undertakes 
the  conaplrary  it  admirably  contrasted  with  the  ferocioui 

IMgerTveas  of  hia  low.bom  aiaoeiates  \ and  only  loses  Us  effect, 
because  we  cannot  but  be  sensible  that  the  man  who  felt  thus 
could  not  hare  gone  on  with  hla  guilty  project,  unless  stimu- 
lated by  some  greater  and  more  acruroulated  Injuries  than 
are,  hi  the  course  of  the  tragedy,  brought  before  the  percep- 
tSnn  of  the  reader.  — Hanaa.} 

■ (“  Nor  turn  aside  to  strike  at  such  a ] 

i 4 [The  great  defect  of  Marino  Fallero  is,  that  the  nature 
and  character  of  the  conspiracy  excite  no  Interest.  It  matters 
I lliMe  that  l.ord  Byroe  has  been  faithful  to  history.  If  the  event 
' Is  deititnte  of  a poetic  character.  Like  Alderi,  to  whom 

'I 
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The  la.st  night  of  mere  words  : I 'd  fnln  be  doing! 
Saint  Murk’s  great  bell  at  dawn  shall  find  me  wakeful ! 

I /.  Btr.  Disperse  then  to  your  iMjeilo : be  flm*  tud 
I tigllam  t 

■ Think  on  the  wrongs  we  l)oar,  the  rights  we  claim. 
This  day  and  night  shall  be  the  bi^t  of  peril ! 

Watch  for  the  signal,  and  then  march.  I go 
To  join  my  band ; let  each  be  prom])t  to  marshal 
His  sejiarate  charge : the  Doge  will  now  return 
To  the  palace  to  prepare  all  for  the  Mow. 

Wc  jMirt  to  meet  In  freedom  and  in  glory  I [you 
Col.  Doge,  when  1 greet  you  next,  my  homage  to 
Shall  be  the  head  of  Steno  on  this  sword  I 
I Doge.  No  ; let  him  be  reserved  unto  Ihe  la«t, 

I Nor  turn  aside  to  strike  at  such  a prey,  ^ 

Till  nobler  game  is  quarried  ; his  otllnce 
Was  a mere  ebullition  of  the  vice. 

The  geneml  corruption  generated 
By  the  foul  aristocracy : he  could  not  — 

Uc  dared  not  — In  more  honourable  days 
Have  risk’d  It.  I have  merged  all  private  wrath 
Against  him  In  the  thought  of  our  great  pun^ose. 

A slave  insults  me  — I rctjulre  his  punishment 
From  his  proud  master's  hands ; if  he  refuse  it. 

The  offence  grows  his.  and  let  him  answer  it. 

Cnl.  Yet,  as  the  immediate  cause  of  the  alliance 
Which  consecrates  our  undertaking  more, 

1 owe  him  such  deep  gratitude,  that  fain 
I would  repay  him  as  he  merits ; may  I ? 

Doge.  You  would  but  lop  the  hand,  and  I the  brad ; 
You  would  but  smite  the  scholar,  I the  ma>‘ter; 

You  would  but  punish  Steno,  I the  K*nate. 

] cannot  pause  on  individual  hate. 

In  the  absorbing,  sweeping,  whole  revenge, 

>Vhlch,  like  the  sheeted  Arc  from  heaven,  must  blast 
Without  distinction,  as  It  fell  of  yore. 

Where  the  Dead  Sea  hath  quench'd  two  cities’  a>hes. 

/.  Ber.  Away,  then,  to  your  po^Ls  1 1 but  remain 
A moment  to  acconu>any  the  Doge 
To  our  late  place  of  tryst,  to  see  no  spies 
Have  been  upon  the  scout,  and  thence  I hasten 
To  where  my  allotted  band  is  under  arms. 

Cat.  Farewell,  then,  — until  dawn  ! 

/.  Ber.  Success  go  with  > «)U  ’ 

Consp.  We  will  not  fall  — Away  I My  lord,  farewell.  * 
[ 7’he  Co/upiraiora  aahie  the  Dooc  aT>d  Iskaei. 
Bxrtcccio,  ami  retire,  heaUetl  hy  Pniur  Cai  kn- 
DAOO.  The  Docs  and  Iskaki.  Br.RTL'tiio 
mnain. 

I,  Ber.  Wc  have  them  In  the  toil  — it  cannot  fail  I 
Now  thou  'rt  indee<l  a st>vercign,  and  wilt  nuikc 

In  many  noinU,  hU  rrn’iiis  aprroximates,  be  ii  A'flerMi  by  an 
tntractalile  story,  whirh  U wnolly  n-mnte  froin  tbe  lt»«Unct» 
and  feelings  of  mankind.  How  elevated  soevrr  may  be  his 
diction,  how  rivltl  soever  his  colouriug,  a moral  truth  is 
wanting  — that  charm,  »o  dkflieult  to  ddlne,  so  oa«y  to  ap- 
prehend. which,  dlfbisM  over  the  scene,  eicUes  In  piiierom 
bosoms  an  exited  •■mhindaim  for  the  crcat  intensts  of 
liumanitr.  This  Is  the  poriy  of  history,  it  Is  the  charm  uf 
the  William  Tell  of  Sehillrr;  it  Is  felt  in  the  awful  plot  of 
Brutus,  and,  to  a certain  degree,  in  the  consplricy  of  Tlerre 
aud  JafTler ; for  the  end  and  purpose  of  tlicse  cunspirades 
were,  to  rudeem  their  country  from  insult  and  oppression. 
But  in  Marino  Falicro’s  attempt  against  tlie  state,  wc  eon. 
template  nothing  but  the  project  of  a sanguiimry  ruffian  seek- 
ing to  grasp  unUmltcd  authority,  and  making,  alter  the 
es^lished  precedents  of  all  usur|wrs.  the  wrongs  and  suffer- 
ings of  thecommonalty  his  pretence  ; while,  in  another  aspect 
of  hla  character,  we  sec  him  goaded,  by  an  imagmed  Injury, 
into  an  enterprise  which  would  have  Inundated  v eiilce  « itb 
her  best  blood.  Is  this  a siitilime  spertacle,  calculated  to 
purge  the  mind,  according  to  the  anhorlsm  of  Aristotle, 
menus  of  terror  or  pliy  V— Fcf  Tfev.j 
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nVilON  S U^OKKS. 


A name  tmmortal  frrcater  than  the  Rrcate^t  : 

Free  citlaem  have  struck  at  kinga  ere  now 
Ca^Mrs  have  fallen,  and  even  patrician  bands 
11  ive  cru^ih'd  dictators,  a.s  the  popular  steel 
lla«  reach'd  patricians : but,  until  this  hour. 

What  prince  has  plotted  for  his  people’s  freedom  ? 

Or  risk  d a life  to  liberate  hl>  suligects? 

. For  ever,  and  forever,  they  conspire 
Aitainst  the  people,  to  abuse  their  bands 
I To  chains,  but  laid  aside  to  carr)*  wea(>ons 
* AiCainst  the  fellow  nations,  so  that  yoke 
: On  yoke,  and  slavery  and  death  may  whet, 

.Vrf  (flu/,  the  never-goixed  Leviathan  I 
Now,  my  lord,  to  our  enterprise ; — ‘tis  great. 

And  greater  the  reward ; why  stand  you  rapt  ? 

A moment  bock,  and  you  were  all  impatience ! 

Do^e.  And  is  it  then  decided  ? mast  they  die  ? 

/.  Ber.  Who  t 

Dogt.  My  own  friends  by  bloo.1  and  courtesy. 
And  many  deeds  and  days — the  senators? 

/.  Der.  Vou  pass’d  their9entencc,and  it  is  ajust one. 
Doge.  Ay,  so  it  seems,  and  so  it  is  to  you  ; 

You  are  a patriot,  plei)clan  Gracchus  — 

The  rebel’s  oracle,  the  people’s  tribune — ' 

1 blame  you  not — you  act  In  your  vocation  ; 

They  smote  you,  and  oppress'd  you, and  dv-ipUeil  you; 

So  they  have  me  : but  you  iie’cr  spake  with  them  ; 
You  never  broke  their  bread,  nor  shared  their  salt; 
You  never  had  their  wine-eup  at  your  lips ; 

You  grew  not  up  with  them,  nor  laugh'd,  nor  wept. 
Nor  held  a revel  In  their  company  ; 

Ne'er  smlletl  to  see  them  smile,  nor  claim’d  their  smile 
In  social  interchange  for  yours,  nor  trusted 
Nor  wore  them  In  your  heart  of  hearts  1 have  : 
These  hairs  of  mine  are  grey,  and  so  are  theirs. 

The  elders  of  the  Council : I rtunemlwr 
When  all  our  locks  were  like  the  raven’s  wing, 

As  we  went  forth  to  take  our  prey  around 
The  Is’ts  wrung  from  the  false  Mahometan  ; 

And  can  I see  them  dabbled  o’er  with  blo4>d  ? 

} Each  stab  to  them  will  seem  my  suicide.  * 

[ /.  Her.  Doge  I Dc«e ! this  vacillation  Is  unworthy  j 

I A child  ; if  you  are  not  In  second  childhood,  i 

I Call  back  your  nerves  to  your  own  purpose,  nor 
Thus  shame  yourself  and  me.  By  heavens!  I’d 
rather 

Forego  even  now,  or  fail  In  our  Intent, 

Than  W‘r  the  man  I venerate  subside 
From  high  ri'Wilvcs  Into  such  shallow  weakness  I 
You  have  seen  bI(»oii  In  battle,  she<l  it,  both 
Your  own  and  that  of  others  ; can  you  shrink  then 
Fn>m  a few  drops  from  veins  of  hoary  vampire, 

I Who  but  give  bock  wluit  they  have  drain’d  frc>m  | 

! millions?  1 

I I Doge.  Bear  with  me ! Step  by  step,  and  blow  on 

blow, 

I I will  divide  with  you;  think  not  I waver: 

I Ah  ! no  ; it  Is  the  ce.rtaimty  of  all 
J Which  I must  do  doth  make  me  tremble  thus. 

I * [TIte  timnix'd  «elfi*hoet*  of  the  motltei  with  which  Uie 
I Di»|te  U>  the  plot  t*<’rprtua}>y  MTHpci  him.  Not  that 

I he  li  wKotiy  untniictied  hy  the  compunctimii  vitltingt  of 
uature.  H'U  the  fearful  imlty  uf  such  a charjicter  !■  broketi 
b)-  to  it  the  thrntibings  and  the  pAiias  of  human 

fechn2«.  and  by  mxkina  him  recoil  with  afrri,:ht  from  tlauxhtcr 
^ and  deroUnon.  In  the  roar  and  whirlwind  of  the  migtkty 
pa«*i(int  which  prece-ie  the  actuig  of  a dreadful  plot,  u U 
wliuily  unreasonable  .and  out  of  kepplag  to  put  into  hit  mouth 
the  aentiniental  egmiuat  of  aflcctiunate  pity  for  hit  Crleodi, 
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But  let  these  last  and  tlngerlog  thoughU  have  way,  ' 
To  which  you  only  and  the  night  are  conscious, 

And  both  regardlew  : when  the  hour  arrives.  I: 

'Tli  mine  to  sound  the  knell,  and  strike  the  blow, 

Which  shall  unpeople  many  palaces  ' 

And  hew  the  highest  genealoglc  trees  ! 

Down  to  the  earth,  sirew’d  with  their  bleeding  flrult,  j 
And  crush  their  blossoms  Into  barrenness : I 

ThU  wiU  I — must  I — have  I sworn  to  do,  • 

Nor  aught  can  turn  me  from  my  destiny  ; !j 

But  still  I quiver  to  behold  what  I I 

Must  be,  and  think  what  I have  been ! Bear  with  me. 

/.  Ber.  Re-man  your  breast;  I feel  no  such  remorse, 

I understand  it  nut : why  should  you  change  ? i| 

You  acted,  and  you  act,  on  your  free  will.  || 

Doge.  Ay,  there  it  Is — you  feel  nut,  nor  do  I,  j' 

Else  I should  stab  thee  on  the  spot,  to  save  < 

A thousand  lives,  and,  kitling,  do  no  murder;  j 

You/ee/  not — you  go  U>  thU  butcher-work  ' 

As  If  these  high-boni  men  were  steers  for  shambles  I 
When  all  Is  over,  you  ’ll  be  free  and  merry,  i 

And  calmly  wash  those  hands  incarnadine;  r 

But  I,  outgoing  thee  and  alt  thy  fclluws 
In  this  surpassing  massacre,  shall  be. 

Shall  see  and  feel — oh  God  1 oh  God ! ’tls  true,  1 
And  thou  dost  well  to  answer  that  It  «a«  I 

“ My  own  free  will  and  act,”  and  yet  you  err,  | 

For  I tciU  do  this  ! Doubt  not  — fear  not ; I I 

Will  be  your  rowt  unmerciful  accomplice ! 

And  yet  I act  no  more  on  my  free  will,  »| 

Nor  my  own  feelings — both  compel  me  back  ; ji 

But  there  Is  hell  within  me  and  around,  i' 

And  like  the  demon  who  believes  and  trembhw  |j 

Must  I abhor  and  do.  Away  1 away  I 1 

Get  thee  unto  thy  fellows,  1 will  hlc  me  1 1 

To  gather  the  retainers  of  our  house.  | 

Doubt  nut,  Saint  Mark’s  great  bdl  slutll  wake  all 

Venice,  |i 

Except  her  slaughter'd  senate:  ere  the  sun 
Bo  bnKid  u{Hin  the  Adriatic  there  1; 

Shall  be  a voice  of  weeping,  wiiteh  shall  drown  li 

The  neir  of  waters  In  the  cry  of  blood  ! ' I 

I am  resolved— come  on.  ij 

1.  Btr.  With  all  my  soul  1 | 

Keep  a firm  rein  upon  these  bursts  of  {inssioD ; 
Ucmemlier  what  these  men  have  dealt  to  thee,  l 

And  that  this  sacrifice  will  be  succeeded  I 

By  ages  of  prosiwrlty  and  freedom  }l 

To  this  unshackled  city  : a true  tyrant  j| 

Would  have  dciK>pulated  empires,  nor  i| 

Have  felt  the  strange  compuncUon  which  hath  wrung 
you 

To  punish  a few  traitors  to  the  people.  j 

Trust  me,  si^ch  were  a pity  more  misplaced 
Than  the  late  mercy  of  the  state  to  Steno.  " 

Doge.  Man,  thou  hast  struck  upon  the  chord  which 
jars 

All  nature  from  my  heart  Hence  to  our  task ! i 

whmn  he  thinks  of  rather  ton  Ixte  to  gire  these  touches  of  I 
rrmorv  and  mercy  any  <*ther  rhsraeter  than  that  of  hypo-  1 1 
critical  whining,  ’fhe  sentiments  are  ewtjdniy  goad,  but  ;j 
tamrntably  nut  of  time  and  place,  and  remind  of  Scarron  s | 
remark  upon  the  moralising  iqilrgyas  In  the  Infernal  rw-  i 
glons,  — , 

'*  Cette  sentence  est  rrai  et  belle,  { 

Mai*  dans  enfer  dc  quol  sert-elle  ?** 

Yet,  though  wholly  reinignant  to  dramatic  ronfruHy.  the 
p>«sage  lias  great  ]>oetlc  power.  — Ed.  Aee.J 
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ACT  IV.  MKKE  I. 


MAIUNO  FALIERO. 


Palitzzo  t\f  the  PafricinH  Lioki.  Lioni  htriiirf  aside 
the  jnn%k  and  cloak  which  the  Vemtian  A'oWr*  Witre 
in  puldict  attended  6y  a Uumestie. 

Lhmi.  I will  to  rc^t,  rl<?ht  weary  of  this  revel, 

The  ga)  wt  wc  have  held  for  many  moons 
And  yet,  I know  uot  why.  It  cheer’d  me  not; 

There  came  a heaviness  across  my  heart. 

Which,  In  the  lightest  movement  of  the  lUm-e, 
Thotigh  eye  to  eye,  ami  hand  in  hand  uniU^I 
Kven  with  the  holy  of  my  love,  oppress'd  me. 

And  through  my  spirit  chill'd  my  bliKMl,  until 
A damp  like  death  rose  o’er  my  brow ; 1 strove 
To  laugh  the  thought  away,  but ’t would  not  be; 
Thnnigh  all  the  music  ringing  in  my  ears 
A knell  was  sounding  as  distinct  and  clear, 

Though  low  and  far,  as  e'er  the  Adrian  wave 
Rose  o'er  the  city's  murmur  In  the  night, 

Da-ihing  against  the  outward  Lido's  bulwark  : 

So  that  I left  the  festival  before 
It  reach'd  Its  senith,  and  will  woo  my  pillow 
For  thoughts  mors*  tranquil,  or  forgetfulness. 
Antotilu,  take  my  mask  aiul  cloak,  and  light 
The  lamp  within  my  chamber. 

Ant.  Yes,  ray  lord  ; 

Command  you  no  refreshment  1 

Lioni.  Nought,  save  sleep. 

Which  will  not  be  commanded.  I.ct  me  hojic  It, 

[Zi,’xi7  Antonio. 

Though  my  breast  feels  too  anxious ; I will  try 
Whether  the  air  will  calm  my  spirits:  ’tis 
A gixxlly  night ; the  cloudy  w ind  which  blew 
From  the  levant  hath  crept  Into  Us  cave,  [ness ! 
And  the  brood  moon  has  brighten'd.  Wliat  a stilU 
[t7orx  to  an  open  lattice. 
And  what  a contra-^t  with  the  scene  I left, 

Wliere  the  uU  torches*  glare,  and  silver  lamps’ 

.More  pallid  gleam  along  the  tapestried  walls, 

Si)read  over  the  reluctant  gloom  which  haunts 
Tho'>e  vast  and  dimiy-latticed  galleries 
A doaxling  mass  of  artificial  light, 

WTiich  show’d  all  things,  but  nothing  as  they  were. 
There  Age  essaying  to  T\*call  the  past. 

After  long  striving  fi>r  the  hues  of  youth 
At  the  !<ad  labour  of  the  toilet,  and 
Full  many  a glance  at  the  too  faithful  mirror, 
Prank’d  f<»rlh  In  all  the  pride  of  ornament. 

Forgot  itself,  and  trusting  to  the  falsehood 
Of  the  Indulgent  beams,  which  show,  yet  bide, 
Ili-llevetl  Itself  forgotten,  and  was  fool’d. 

There  Youth,  which  niTde»l  not,  nor  thought  of  such 
Vain  axUuncts,  lavish'd  its  true  bloom,  and  health. 
And  bridal  iwauty,  in  the  unwholesome  pass 
Of  flu'^l^d  and  crowded  wa-ssailers,  and  wasted 
Its  hours  of  rest  in  dreaming  this  was  pleasure. 

And  so  shall  waste  them  till  the  sunrise  streams 


On  sallow  cheeks  and  sunken  eyes,  which  should  not 
Have  worn  this  as]>ect  yet  for  many  a year. 

The  music,  and  the  banquet,  and  the  wine — 

The  garlands,  the  rose  odours,  and  the  flowers  — 
The  sparkling  eyes,  and  flashing  ornaments  — 

The  white  arms  and  the  raven  hair — the  braids 
And  bracelets;  swanlikc  bosoms,  and  the  necklace, 
An  India  in  itself,  yet  dazzling  nut 
The  eye  like  what  It  circled ; the  thin  rubes, 

Floating  like  light  clouds 't  wLxt  our  gaze  and  hea>eii; 
The  many.twinkiing  feet  so  small  and  sylpUilke, 
Suggesting  the  more  secret  symmetry 
Of  the  fair  forms  which  terminate  so  well  — 

All  the  delusion  of  the  dizzy  scene. 

Its  false  and  true  enchantments — art  and  nature. 
Which  swam  before  my  giddy  eyes,  that  drank 
The  sight  of  beauty  as  the  parch'd  pilgrim’s 
On  Arab  sands  the  false  mirage,  which  oiTers 
A lucid  lake  to  his  eluded  thirst. 

Arc  gone.  Ar<)und  me  are  the  stars  and  waters  — 
Worlds  mirror’d  in  the  ocean,  goodlier  sight 
Than  torches  glared  back  by  a gaudy  glu.ss ; 

And  the  great  element,  which  is  to  space 
Wlut  ocean  Is  to  earth,  spreads  iu  blue  depths 
Soften’d  with  the  flrst  breathings  of  the  Nprlug ; 

The  high  moon  salU  u|>on  her  lieauteous  way. 
Serenely  smoothing  o'er  the  lofty  walls 
Of  those  tall  piles  and  sea-girt  palaces, 

M*h<Me  porphyry  pillars  and  whose  costly  fronts. 
Fraught  with  the  orient  spoil  of  many  marbles. 

Like  altars  ranged  along  the  broad  canal. 

Seem  each  a trophy  of  some  mighty  deed 
Rear’d  up  from  out  the  waters,  scarce  less  ?frangely 
Than  those  more  ma.'>sy  and  mysterious  giants 
Of  architecture,  those  Titanlan  fabrics. 

Which  point  in  Egypt’s  plains  to  times  that  have 
No  other  reconl.  All  is  gentle : nought 
Stirs  rudely ; but,  roncenial  with  the  night. 
Whatever  walks  Is  gliding  like  a spirit. 

The  tinklings  of  some  vigilant  guitars 
Of  sleepless  lovers  to  a wakeful  mistress. 

And  cautious  opening  of  the  casement,  showing 
That  be  is  not  unheard;  while  her  young  hand, 

Fair  as  the  moonlight  of  which  It  seems  port, 

So  dclii'atcly  white,  it  trembles  iu 
The  ad  of  opening  the  forbidden  lattice. 

To  let  in  love  through  music,  makes  his  heart 
Thrill  like  hh  lyre-strings  at  the  sight ; — tlu*  dash 
Phosphoric  of  the  our,  or  rapid  twinkle 
Of  the  far  lights  of  skimming  gotidolas. 

And  the  respon^ive  vpicea  of  the  choir 
Of  boatmen  an-wering  back  with  verse  for  verse  ; 
Some  dusky  sliaduw  checkering  the  Rialto ; 

Some  glimmering  pahtce  nxif,  or  tapering  spire, 

' Are  all  the  sights  and  sounds  which  here  |H*rvade 
The  i>cean-bom  and  earth-commanding  city  — 

How  sweet  and  soothing  is  this  hour  of  calm  1 
I thank  thee.  Night  I for  thou  bast  chased  away 
Those  horrid  iKxicments  which,  amidst  the  throng, 

1 could  not  diui|>ate : and  with  the  blessing 


‘ [The  fourth  act  opens  with  the  most  poetical  and  brfl- 
lianily  written  scene  tn  the  play  .^tlvough  it  is  a tuliloauy.  and 
altozrther  alien  from  th«  business  uf  the  piece.  Liuoi,  a 
ytHiiiK  nobletnan.  rdums  home  fron)  a splentlkl  assrinbty, 
rather  out  of  spirits  ; and.  op<‘ntnK  his  paliice  window  for  air, 
contrasts  the  tranquillity  of  the  night  t<-me  which  lies  before 
him.  with  the  ferertsh  turbulriice  and  glillering  erschom- 
jnrnu  of  that  which  lie  has  just  quilted.  Nuthing  can  be 
door  than  this  picture,  in  both  its  cumpartmvnts.  lliere  U a 


truth  and  a luxuriance  In  the  description  of  the  rout,  which 
mark  at  once  the  hand  of  a master,  and  raise  it  to  a very  higli 
rank  as  a piece  of  poetical  painUng while  the  moimhghc 
view  from  the  window  Is  eqiMlly  grand  and  beautiful,  and 


view  from  the  window  Is  eqiMlly  grand  and  beautiful,  and 
reminds  us  of  those  magnlflceot  audenchantine  loc  king*  forth  I 
in  Manfred.”  which  have  left,  we  will  confess,  tar  deeper  j 
traces  on  our  fancy,  than  any  thing  in  the  niore  elaborate  work  | 
before  us.  ...Jarraav  1 I 
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BVRON'S  WORKS. 


I Of  thy  brni^  and  quiet  influence. 

Now  will  I to  my  couch,  although  to  re»t 

Is  almost  wroDglog  luch  a night  as  thi< ‘ 

[.-f  kmocking  ii  heard  from  \ciihoHt, 
Hark  i what  is  that  ? or  who  at  such  a raomenl  ? * 

Enter  Axtoxio. 

jint.  My  lord,  a man  without,  on  urgent  business, 
Implores  to  be  admitted. 

Linni.  Is  he  a stranger  ? 

^nt.  HU  flu^e  is  muffled  in  his  clonk,  but  both 
His  voice  and  gestures  seem  familiar  to  me; 

I craved  his  name,  but  thU  be  seem'd  reluctant 
To  trust,  save  to  yourself ; most  earnestly 
He  sues  to  be  permitted  to  approach  you. 

Z.ioni.  'T  U a strange  hour,  and  a suspicious  bearing ! 
And  yet  there  is  slight  peril : 'tls  not  In 
Their  bouses  noble  men  are  struck  at ; still, 
Although  I know  not  that  I have  a fioc 
In  Venice,  'twill  be  wise  to  use  some  caution. 

Admit  him,  and  retire ; but  call  up  quickly 
Sfwe  of  thy  fellows,  who  may  wait  without.  — 

>Vho  can  this  man  be  ? — 

[A'xi'r  Antonio,  and  returns  teith  Bertram  muffltfL 
Her.  My  good  lord  Lloni, 

j I have  no  time  to  lose,  nor  thou, — dismiss 
This  menial  hence ; I would  be  private  with  you. 
Lioni.  It  .seems  the  voice  of  Bertram  — Go, 
Antonio.  [Exit  Antonio. 

Now,  stranger,  what  would  you  at  such  an  hour  ? 
Ber.  (^discoeerimff  himself).  A boon,  my  noble  pa> 
tron ; you  have  granted 
Many  to  your  poor  client.  Bertram ; add 
This  one,  and  make  him  happy. 

Lioni.  Thou  hast  known  me 

From  boyhood,  ever  ready  to  assist  thee 
In  all  fair  ol^ects  of  advancement,  which 
Beseem  one  of  thy  station ; I would  promise 
Kre  thy  request  was  heard,  but  that  the  hour. 

Thy  bearing,  and  this  strange  and  hurried  mcxlc 

Of  suing,  gives  me  to  suspect  this  visit 

Hath  some  mysterious  import  — but  say  on  — 

What  has  occurred,  some  rash  and  sudden  broil? 

A cup  too  much,  a scuffle,  and  a stab?_ 

More  things  of  every  day  ; so  that  thou  hast  not 
Spilt  noble  blood,  I gturantec  thy  safety ; 

But  then  thou  must  withdraw,  for  angry  friends 
I And  relatives.  In  the  first  burst  of  vengeance. 

Are  things  In  Venice  deadlier  than  the  laws. 

Ber.  My  lord,  1 thank  you  ; but 

Lioni.  But  what?  You  have  not 

Rai.sed  a rash  band  against  one  of  our  order  ? 

If  so.  withdraw  and  fly,  and  own  It  not ; 

I would  not  slay  — but  then  I rou.st  not  save  thee  I 

He  who  has  shed  patrician  blood 

Ber.  I come 

I To  save  patrician  blood,  and  not  to  shed  it ! 

And  thereunto  I must  be  speedy,  for 

. Each  minute  lost  may  lose  a life ; since  Time 
H Has  changed  his  slow  scj'the  for  the  two-edged  sword, 

I I < (Thti  soliloquy  U exqu!«it«‘,  and  Inrmues  our  regret  that, 
with  mteh  powpn  nf  pleasing.  Lord  Ilyrno  should  not  aloayi 

.1  have  con(ie»cnHlrd  to  pIcAM. IIrbeiLJ 

* fThe  soliloquy  of  Lloni  U a fine  Instance  of  repose,  ai 
I ' the  )>ainters  term  it,  amiiUt  the  horrors  of  the  scene,  and  of 
1 1 (hat  obscure  hut  ruthless  presentiment  of  evil,  of  which 
I)  ^^akipeare  frequently  made  a use  somewhat  similar.  Yet 
this  splendid  passage,  with  reference  to  the  romantic  character 


ACT  IV. 

And  is  about  to  take,  instead  of  suid. 

The  dust  t'rum  sepulchres  to  fill  his  hour-glass ! — 

Go  not  thou  forth  to-morrow  l 

Lioni.  Wherefore  not  ? 

Wliat  means  this  menace  ? 

Ber.  Do  not  seek  its  meaning. 

But  do  as  I implore  thee  ; — stir  not  forth, 

W’hatf’cr  be  stirring ; though  the  roar  of  crowds  — 

The  cry  of  women,  and  the  shrieks  of  baben 

The  groans  of  men  — the  clash  of  anns  — the  sound 
Of  rolling  drum,  shrill  trump,  and  hollow  bell, 

Peal  In  one  wide  alarum  I — Go  not  forth 
Until  the  tocsin 's  silent,  nor  even  then 
Till  I return  I 

Lioni.  Again,  what  does  this  mean  ? 

Ber.  Again,  1 tell  thee,  ask  not ; but  by  ull 
Thou  boldest  dear  on  earth  or  heaven  — by  all 
The  souls  of  thy  great  fathers,  and  thy  ho|>c 
To  emulate  them,  and  to  leave  behind 
Descendants  worthy  both  of  them  and  thee  — 

By  all  thou  hast  of  bless 'd  in  hope  or  nieroory  — 

By  all  thou  hast  to  fear  here  or  hereafter  — 

By  all  the  good  deeds  thou  hast  done  to  me. 

Good  I would  now  repay  with  greater  good. 

Remain  within  — trust  to  thy  household  gods, 

And  to  my  word  for  safety,  if  thou  dost 
As  I now  ('ounsci  — but  If  not,  thou  art  lost ! 

Lioni.  I am  indeed  already  lost  in  wonder ; 

Surely  thou  ravest  J what  have  I to  dread  ? 

ViTho  are  my  foes  ? or  if  there  be  such,  why 

Art  Mow  leagued  with  them  ? — Mow  / or  if  so  leagued. 

Why  comest  thou  to  tell  me  at  this  hour, 

And  not  before  7 

Ber.  I cannot  answer  this. 

Wilt  thou  go  forth  despite  of  this  true  warning  ? 

i.ront.  I was  not  lK»rn  to  shrink  from  idle  threats, 
The  cause  of  which  I know  not : at  the  hour 
Of  council,  be  it  soon  or  late,  I shall  not 
Be  found  among  the  absent 

Ber.  Say  not  so ! 

t)nce  more,  art  thou  determined  to  go  forth  ? 

Lioni.  I am.  Nor  Is  there  aught  which  shall  Im- 
pede me  1 

Ber.  Then  Heaven  have  mercy  on  thy  soul  1 

Farewell ! [ Ooi»<f. 

Lioni.  Stay  — there  Is  more  In  this  than  my  own 
safety  [thus : 

Which  makes  me  call  thee  hack  ; we  must  not  |»art 
Ik-rtraro,  I have  known  thee  long. 

Ber.  From  childhood,  signor, 

You  have  been  my  protector;  In  the  days 
Of  reckless  Infanc)*,  when  rank  forgets 
Or,  rather.  Is  not  yet  taught  to  rememlier 
Its  cold  prerogative,  we  play’d  together ; 

Our  sports,  o\»r  smiles,  our  tean,  were  mingled  oft ; 
My  father  wa«  your  father's  client,  I 
His  son's  scarce  less  than  foster-brother;  years 
Saw  us  together — happy,  heart-full  hours* 

Oh  God  I the  difference  ’twlxt  those  hours  and  this ! 

Z.toi«i.  Bertram,  *t  is  thou  who  bast  forgotU'ii  them. 

of  the  poem,  U AdrentlUoui.  and  obviously  tranvpUnted  from 
the  mind  of  the  noet.  It  ii  Ute  habitual  cast  of  tlioueht, 
tinged  with  mioantliropy,  which  U peculiar  to  I>i»rd  Brron, 
and  doe*  not  ada|M  it*elf  to  the  situation  or  (eeltnirs  of  the 
personages  of  his  poc-m.  It  Is  the  cool  conlempintlon  of  a 
mind  raised  above  the  storms  nf  hiitran  life,  and  the  pertur- 
bation of  its  pasKioiis,  and  viewing,  as  from  “ a peculiar 
mount,”  the  strife  and  conflicts  of  a world  In  which  it  disdains 
tomix.^Acf.  Mr*.) 
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I tCF.NE  I. 


I Brr.  Nor  now,  nor  ever;  whatsoe’er  betl«le, 

I would  have  ^ved  you:  when  to  manhutMl's  growth 
We  spnin?,  and  you,  devoted  to  the  state. 

As  suits  your  station,  the  more  humble  Bertram 
Was  left  unto  the  lalwur*  of  the  humble. 

Still  you  forsook  me  not ; and  if  my  forttines 
Have  not  been  towerinp,  ’twas  no  fault  of  him 
Who  ofltimes  rescued  and  supjKjrtcd  me. 

When  struKJtllng  with  the  tides  of  circumstance 
l^liich  U‘ar  away  the  weaker:  noble  blood 
Ne’er  nunlled  in  a nobler  heart  than  thine 
Has  proved  to  me,  the  jionr  plebeian  Bertram. 

Would  that  thy  fellow  senators  were  like  thee  I 

JLiani,  Why,  what  hast  thou  to  say  against  the 
senate  ? 

Brr.  Nothing. 

Liftni.  I know  that  there  are  angry  spirits 

And  turbulent  muUerers  of  stifled  treason, 

Who  lurk  in  narrow  plai*es,  and  walk  out 
Muffled  to  whisper  curses  to  the  night ; 

Disbanded  soldiers,  discontented  niflians. 

And  desperate  libertines  who  brawl  in  taverns ; 

TTtou  herdest  not  with  such ; ’tls  true,  of  late 
I have  lust  sight  of  thee,  but  thou  wert  wont 
I To  lead  a temperate  life,  and  break  thy  bread 
I With  honest  mates  and  bear  a cheerful  aspect. 

' W'hat  hath  come  to  thee  ? In  thy  hollow  eye  , 

! And  huelcss  chi*ek,  and  thine  unquiet  motions 
Sorrow  and  shame  and  conscience  locm  at  war 
To  waste  thee. 

Brr.  Rather  shame  and  sorrow  light 

On  the  accursed  tyranny  which  rides  » 

I’hc  very  air  in  Venice,  and  makes  men 
Madden  as  in  the  last  hours  of  the  plague 
Which  sweeps  the  soul  deliriously  from  life  I 

Lioni.  Some  villains  have  been  tami)cring  with 
thee,  Bertram ; 

This  Is  not  thy  old  langtuge,  nor  own  thoughts ; 
Some  wretch  has  made  thee  drunk  with  disaffection  . 
But  thou  must  not  be  lost  so;  thou  irrrt  good 
And  klitd,  and  art  not  flt  fur  such  base  acta 
As  vice  and  villany  would  put  thee  to: 

Confess  — confide  in  me  — thou  know'st  my  nature. 

; Wliat  Is  it  thou  and  thine  are  Itound  to  do, 

Which  should  prevent  thy  friend,  the  only  son 
I Of  him  who  was  a friend  unto  thy  father, 

I So  that  our  good-will  is  a heritage 
\ We  should  bequeath  to  our  (lOHterity 
, Such  as  ourselves  received  it,  or  augmented; 

I say,  what  is  it  thou  must  do,  that  I 

Should  deem  thee  dangerous,  and  keep  the  house 

Like  a sick  girl  ? 

Brr.  Nay,  question  me  no  furthers 

1 must  be  gone.  — — 

Lioni.  And  I be  murder’d  ! — say, 

Was  it  not  thus  thou  said'st,  my  gentle  Bertram  ? 

Ber.  Whobilksof  murder?  what  said  I of  murder? — 
*T  Is  false  1 1 did  not  utter  such  a word. 

Lioni.  Thou  didst  not ; but  from  out  thy  wnifl’ih  eye, 
So  changed  from  what  1 knew  it,  there  glares  forth 
The  gladiator.  If  my  life’s  thine  oluect, 

Take  it — 1 am  unann’d,  — and  then  away  ! 

I would  not  hold  my  breath  on  such  a tenure 

As  the  capricious  mercy  of  such  things 

As  thou  and  those  who  ha\’e  set  thee  to  thy  task-work. 

' t**  On  tha  sccursrd  tyranny  whicli  — MS  J 


Ber.  Sooner  than  spill  thy  blood,  I peril  mine;  j 
Sooner  than  harm  a hair  of  thine,  I place  I 

In  Ji^opordy  a thousand  heads  and  some  < 

As  noble,  na>‘,  even  nobler  than  thine  own. 

Ltimi.  Ay,  is  it  even  so  ? Excuse  me,  Bertram ; ■ 

I am  not  worthy  to  l>e  singled  out  j 

From  such  exalted  hrcatoml>s  — who  arc  they 

That  are  in  danger,  and  that  make  the  danger?  ! 

Ber.  Venice,  and  all  that  she  inherits,  are  t 

Divided  like  a house  against  it«elf,  | 

And  so  will  perish  ere  to-morrow’s  twilight  1 

Lirmi.  More  mysteries,  and  awful  ones  I But  now,  ^ | 
Or  thou,  or  I,  or  both,  it  may  be,  are  j 

L'Pon  the  vei^e  of  ruin ; speak  once  out,  I 

And  thou  art  safe  and  glorious ; for  *t  is  more  i 

Glorious  to  save  than  slay,  and  slay  i’  the  dark  too — 

Fie,  Bertram  { that  was  not  a craft  for  thee  1 
How  would  it  look  to  see  upon  a spear  i 

The  head  of  him  whose  heart  was  open  to  Ihct',  I 

Borne  by  thy  hand  before  the  shuddering  people  ? I 

And  such  may  be  my  doom  ; for  here  I swear,  | 

MTiate’er  the  peril  or  the  penalty  | 

Of  thy  denunciation,  I go  forth,  ' 

Unless  thou  dost  detail  the  cau«e,  and  show  i 

The  consequence  of  all  which  led  thee  here ! 

Ber.  Is  there  no  way  to  save  thee  ? minutes  fly. 

And  thou  art  lost!  — thou  I my  sole  benefactor. 

The  only  being  who  was  constant  to  me 

Through  every  change.  Tet,  make  me  not  a traitor  1 I 

Let  me  save  thee  — but  spare  roy  honour ! « 

Where 

Can  lie  the  honour  in  a league  of  murder  ? 

And  who  are  traitors  save  unto  the  state  ? 

Ber.  A league  b still  a comiiact,  and  more  binding  : 
In  honest  hearts  when  words  must  stand  for  taw ; | 

And  in  my  mind,  there  b no  traitor  like  | 

He  whose  domestic  treason  plants  the  poniard  i 

Within  the  breast  which  trusted  to  bis  truth.  | 

Lioni.  And  who  will  strike  the  steel  to  mine  ? 

Ber.  Not  I ; I 

I could  have  wound  my  soiil  up  to  oil  things 
Save  this.  Thou  must  not  die  I and  thiuk  how  dear 
Thy  life  Is,  when  I risk  so  many  lives, 

Nay,  more,  the  life  of  lives,  the  liberty 

Of  future  generations,  not  to  l>c 

The  assassin  thou  miscalPst  me; — once,  once  more 

1 do  adjure  thee,  pass  not  o’er  thy  threshold  ! 

Lioni,  It  b in  vain  — this  moment  I go  forth.  ' 
Ber.  Then  perbh  Venice  rather  than  my  friend  1 [ 

I will  disclose  — ensnare  — betray  — destroy — i ■ 

Oh,  what  a villain  I become  for  thee  1 | 

Lioni.  Say,  rather  thy  friend's  saviour  and  the  *i 
state's ! — ! j 

Speak  — pause  not  — all  rewards,  all  pledges  for 
Thy  safety  and  thy  welfare ; wealth  such  as 
The  state  accords  her  worthiest  servants  ; nay. 

Nobility  itself  I guarantee  thee, 

So  that  thou  art  sincere  and  penitent 

Ber.  1 have  thought  again:  It  must  not  be — I 

love  thee—  j 

Thou  knowest  it  — that  I stand  here  is  the  proof, 

Not  least  though  last ; but  having  done  my  duty 
By  thee,  I now  must  do  it  by  my  country ! 

Farewell  — we  meet  no  more  In  life  1 — faiewell ! 

Lioni.  What,  bo  I —Antonio  — Pedro— -to  the 
dour! 

Si*e  that  none  pass  — arrest  this  man  I 

■ .4 
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1 En(fr  A.vtoxio  unil  other  nrnu4  Domc$tiet,  tcho  $eize 
{ UcKTaAM. 

I Lioni  (coiUinueM).  Tjjke  care 

, He  )ialh  no  harm  ; brinj;  me  my  sword  and  cloak  ; 

I And  man  the  gondola  with  four  oars  — quick  — 

[A’nV  Antonio. 

I We  will  unto  Giovanni  Onulcnigo’s 
And  send  for  Marc  Cooiaro;  — fear  not,  Bertram  ; 
This  needful  violcn<»  Is  for  thy  safety, 

No  less  than  for  the  general  weal. 

lirr.  Where  wouldst  thou 

Bear  me  a prl«ner  ? 

; Liani.  Firstly  to  “ the  Ten  ; ” 

. Next  to  the  Doge. 

I Her.  To  the  Doge  ? 

I Lioni.  Assuredly : 

I Is  he  not  chief  of  the  state  7 

[ Her.  Perhaps  at  sunrise  — 

I i.toni.  ^\^lat  mean  you  ? — but  wc  ’ll  know  anon. 

Her.  Art  sun*  ? 

Liuni.  Sure  as  all  gentle  means  can  make  ; and  if 
They  faiU  you  know  “ the  Ten”  and  their  tribun.^U 
And  that  SU  Mark’s  has  dungeons,  and  the  dungeons 
A rack. 

Her.  Apply  It  then  before  the  dawn 
I Now  hastening  Into  heaven.— One  moiw  such  word, 
And  you  shall  perish  piecemeal,  by  the  death 
: You  think  to  doom  to  me. 

Hc-enter  AKTONia 

Ant.  The  bark  Is  ready, 

My  lord,  and  all  prepared. 

Lioni.  Look  to  the  prisoner. 

Bertnim.  Ill  reason  with  thee  as  we  go 
To  the  Magniflco'i,  sage  Gradenigo.  [fTxcMM/. 

SCKSF.  II. 

TTte  Ducat  Palace.  — Tht  Dotjt'c  Apartment. 

The  Dogs  and  hit  nephew  Bertuccio  Faliero. 

Do^e.  Are  all  the  people  of  our  house  in  muster? 

Her.  F.  They  are  array’d,  and  eager  for  the  signal, 
Within  our  palace  precincts  at  San  Polo.  > 

' 1 come  for  your  last  orders. 

I Doge.  It  had  been 

As  well  ha<l  there  been  time  to  have  got  together. 
From  my  own  flef,  Val  di  Marino,  more 
I Of  our  retainers  — but  it  U too  late. 

Her.  F.  Methinks  my  lord,  *tis  better  as  it  U: 

! A sudden  swelling  of  our  retinue 
Had  waked  suspicion;  and,  though  fierce  and  trusty, 
The  vassals  of  that  dbtrict  are  too  rude 
' And  quick  in  quiirrel  to  have  long  mainUin'd 
The  secret  discipline  wc  need  for  such 
' A servli*c,  till  our  foes  are  dealt  upon. 

Doge.  True ; but  when  once  the  signal  has  been 
Thete  are  the  men  for  such  an  enterprise ; [given, 
{ These  city  slaves  have  all  their  private  bias, 

' Their  prgudice  againtt  or  for  this  noble, 

■ Which  may  Induce  them  to  o’erdo  or  spare 
1 Where  mercy  may  be  madness  ; the  fierce  peasants, 
Serfs  of  my  county  of  Val  dl  Marino, 

Would  do  the  bidding  of  their  lord  without 
Distinguishing  for  love  or  hate  his  foes ; 

Alike  to  them  M.irceUo  or  Coruaro, 

< The  Doge’s  famitv  palace. 
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A Onulenigo  or  a Foscari ; ] 

I’hey  are  not  used  to  start  at  those  vain  n.'ines, 

Nor  Ik)w  the  knee  heft'te  a civic  H*nute ; 

A chief  in  armour  is  their  Surerain,  { 

And  not  a thing  in  robes.  | 

Her.  F.  We  are  enough ; | 

And  for  the  dispositions  of  our  clients 
Against  the  senate  1 will  answer. 

Doge.  Well, 

The  die  is  thrown;  but  for  a warlike  service. 

Done  in  the  field,  commend  me  to  my  peasants  : 

They  made  the  sun  shine  through  the  ho^t  of  Huns 
NVlien  sallow  burghers  slunk  l«ck  to  their  tents 
And  cower'd  to  hear  their  owm  victorious  tnimjieL 
If  there  be  small  resistance,  you  will  find 
These  citizens  all  lions,  like  their  staiidanl; 

But  if  there's  much  to  do,  you’ll  wish,  with  me, 

A band  of  iron  rustics  at  our  backs. 

Her.  F.  Thus  thinking,  1 must  marvel  you  resolve 
To  strike  the  blow  so  suddenly. 

Dttge.  Such  blows 

Mu't  be  struck  suddenly  or  never.  When 
I had  o’ermaster’d  the  weak  false  remorse 
Which  yearn'd  about  my  heart,  too  fondly  yielding 
A moment  to  the  feelings  of  old  days, 

I was  most  fain  to  strike  ; and,  firstly,  that 
1 might  not  yield  again  to  such  emotions ; 

.And,  secondly,  because  of  all  these  men. 

Save  Israel  and  Philip  Caleiidaro, 

I know  not  well  the  courage  or  the  faith : 

Tfwday  might  find  'mongst  them  a traitor  to  us. 

As  yesterday  a thousand  to  the  senate ; 

But  once  in,  with  their  hilts  hot  In  their  hands. 

They  must  on  for  their  own  sakes;  one  stroke  struck,  i 
And  the  mere  instinct  of  the  first*bom  Cain, 

Which  ever  lurks  wmiewhere  In  hunmn  he.irts. 

Though  circumstance  may  keep  It  In  abeyance. 

Will  urge  the  rest  on  like  to  wolves ; the  sight 
Of  blood  to  crowds  begets  the  thirst  of  more, 

As  the  first  wine*cup  lends  to  the  long  revel ; 

And  you  will  find  a harder  ta.*k  to  quell  I 

Than  urge  them  when  they  Agcc  commenced,  but  tiU  i 
That  moment,  a mere  voice,  a straw,  a shadow,  | 

Arc  capable  of  turning  them  aside.  — \ 

How  goes  the  night  ? 

Her.  F.  Almost  U|>on  the  d.iwn.  [ 

Doge.  Then  it  is  time  to  strike  upon  the  bell.  f 
Are  the  men  posted  ? { 

Her.  F.  By  thi*  time  they  arc ; | 

But  they  have  orders  not  to  strike,  until  | 

They  have  command  from  you  through  me  in  pervon. 

Doge.  'Tl»  well. — Will  the  mom  never  put  to  rest  ' 
These  stars  which  twinkle  yet  o'er  all  the  heavens  ? 

I am  settled  and  bound  up,  and  l)ciiig  so. 

The  very  effort  which  It  cost  me  to 

Resolve  to  cleanse  this  commonwealth  with  fire. 

Now  leaves  my  mind  mure  stcotly.  1 have  wept. 

And  trembled  at  the  thought  of  this  dread  duty  ; 

But  now  1 have  put  down  all  idle  passion,  i 

And  look  the  growing  tempest  in  the  face,  | 

As  doth  the  pilot  of  an  admiral  galley  : 

Yet  (wouldst  thou  think  it,  kinsman  ?)  it  hath  been 
A greater  stniggle  to  me,  than  when  mdions 
Beheld  their  fate  merged  In  the  nppro.vching  fight. 
Where  I was  leader  of  a phalanx,  where 
Tlvousands  were  sure  to  perish  — Yes  to  spill  j 

The  rank  polluted  current  from  the  veins 
Uf  a few  bloated  despots  needed  more 
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[■  To  steel  me  to  a purpewe  such  as  made 

I limoleon  immortal,  than  to  face 

I I The  toils  and  dangers  of  a life  of  war. 

I Brr.  l‘\  It  gladdens  me  to  see  your  former  wfstlom 
Subdue  the  furies  which  so  wrung  you  ere 

I I You  were  decided. 

j I Doi/e.  It  was  ever  thus 

1 1 With  me ; the  hour  of  agitation  came 
In  the  first  glimmerings  of  a purpose,  when 
Passion  had  tou  much  room  to  sway  i but  in 
The  hour  of  action  1 have  stood  as  calm 
As  wen*  the  de:ul  who  lay  around  me : this 
They  knew  who  made  me  what  I am,  and  trusted 
To  the  subduing  |M>wer  which  I pre-erved 
I j Over  my  moo«J,  when  Its  first  burst  was  spent 
1;  But  they  were  not  aware  that  there  are  things 
\\  Which  make  revenge  a virtue  by  reflection, 

J And  nut  an  Impulse  of  mere  anger;  though 
,|  The  laws  sleep,  justice  wakes,  and  Injured  souU 
I Oft  do  a public  right  with  private  wrong, 
j And  justify  their  deeds  unto  themselves. — 
j Methinks  the  day  breaks  — U It  not  «»?  look, 
j Thine  eyes  are  clear  with  youth  ; — the  air  puts  on 
I A morning  freshm*s.s,  and,  at  least  to  me, 
j The  sen  looks  greyer  through  the  bttlce. 

Brr.  K Tnie, 

' The  mom  Is  dappling  in  the  sky.  • 

I Dofff.  Away  then  f 

j See  that  they  strike  without  delay,  and  with 
I Thv  first  toll  from  St.  Mark's,  march  on  the  palace 
I With  all  our  house's  strength  ; here  1 will  n»ect 
you; 

,j  The  Sixteen  and  their  companies  will  move 
In  separate  columm  at  the  selt'*<ame  moment : 

Bt*  sure  you  pr)st  yourself  at  the  great  g:»tc : 

I would  not  trust  “the  Ten”  except  to  us  — 
j Tlie  rest,  the  ra’.ible  of  jKitriclans,  may 
, Glut  the  more  careless  swords  of  those  leagued  with  us. 

* Kcmemlwr  that  the  cry  Is  still  “ Saint  Mark ! 

The  Genoese  are  etime  — ho ! to  the  rescue  I 
I Saint  Alark  and  Libcrtyl'* — Now — now  to  actiem  ! 
Ber.F.  Farewell  then,  noble  uncle ! wc  will  mwt 
In  freedom  and  true  sovereignty,  or  never  I 

Dwje.  Come  hither,  my  Bcrtuccio — one  embrace ; 
Speed,  for  the  day  grows  broader ; rend  me  soon 
, A messeuger  to  tell  me  how  all  goes 

When  you  reioin  our  troops,  and  then  sound  — sound 
Tue  storm-bell  from  Saint  Mark’s  l 

Bcktuccio  Kalicro. 
Dofte  He  Is  gone,  9 

I And  on  each  footstep  moves  a life.  ’Tis  done. 

I Now  the  destroying  angel  hovers  o’er 
jj  Venice,  and  pauses  ere  he  pours  the  vial, 
j!  Kven  as  U>e  eagle  overlooks  hh  prey. 

And  for  a moment,  poised  In  middle  air. 

Suspends  the  motion  of  his  mighty  wings. 

Then  8wooi»  with  hig  unerring  beak.  Thou  day  1 
That  slowly  walk’st  the  waters  5 march  — march  on  — 
1 would  not  smite  i'  the  dark,  but  rather  see 
That  no  stroke  errs.  And  you,  ye  blue  sea  wave*  1 

' t‘*  The  niglit  ti  elcoring  from  the  iky.”—  MS.] 

* [At  U»t  the  moment  arrive*  when  the  bell  ii  to  he  inunded, 
and  the  whoieuf  the  conjuiiring  baniU  are  wtrchlng  in  im> 

(>atien«e  for  the  ttanal.  The  nephew  of  the  Dojfe,  and  the 
leir  of  hfi  houM*  (fur  he  is  chll(ncK»%  leaTci  Falioro  In  hit 
paitre.  and  eoi-t  to  strike  with  hit  own  hand  the  fatal 
lummont.  The  Duge  it  left  alone;  and  Engtinh  poetrr,  we 
think,  conturw  few  paitaget  superior  to  that  whiid;  lullows. 
— LiicaiiART.} 
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I have  seen  you  dyed  ere  now,  an«l  deeply  too, 

With  Genoese,  Saracen,  and  Hunnbh  gore. 

While  that  of  Venice  flow'd  too,  but  vlctoriojw ; 

Now  thou  must  wear  an  unmix’d  crimson ; no 
Barbaric  blood  can  reconcile  us  now 
Unto  that  horrible  Incarnadine, 

But  friend  or  foe  will  roll  in  citic  slaughter. 

And  have  I lived  to  fourscore  years  for  this? 

I,  who  was  named  Preserver  of  the  City  ? 

I,  at  whose  name  the  million's  ca|>s  were  flung 
Into  the  air,  and  cries  from  tens  of  thousands 
Kore  up,  imploring  Heaven  to  rend  me  blessings. 

And  fame,  and  length  of  days  — to  see  this  day  ? 

But  this  day,  black  within  the  calendar, 

I Shall  be  succeeded  by  a bright  millennium. 

Doge  Dandolo  survived  to  ninety  summers 
To  vanquish  empires,  and  refuse  their  crown ; 

1 will  resign  a crown,  and  make  the  state 
Renew  its  freedom  — but  oh  ! by  what  means  ? 

The  noble  end  must  justify  them.  What 
Are  a few  drops  of  human  blootl  ? ‘tls  false, 

'fhe  blood  of  tyrants  b not  human ; they, 

Like  to  incarnate  Molochs,  feed  on  ours, 

I’ntil  ils  time  to  give  them  to  the  tombs 
Which  they  have  made  so  p<ipulous.  — Oh  world  ! 

(ih  men  I what  are  ye,  and  our  best  designs 
That  wc  must  work  by  crime  to  punish  crime  ? 

And  slay  as  If  Death  had  but  this  one  gate. 

When  a few  years  would  make  the  swortl  suitcrfluou*  ? 
And  1,  upon  the  verge  of  th'  unknown  realm. 

Yet  send  so  many  heralds  on  before  me  ? — 

1 must  not  ponder  this.  [/f  piiu*e. 

Ifr.rk  t was  there  not 
A murmur  as  of  distant  voices,  and 
The  tramp  of  feet  in  martial  unison  ? 

What  phantoms  even  of  sound  our  wishes  raise  J 
It  cannot  be  — the  signal  hath  not  rung  — 

Why  pauses  It  ? My  nephew’s  messenger 
Should  be  u;>on  his  way  to  me,  and  he 
Himrelf  i)crhaps  even  now  draw*  grating  back 
Upon  its  ponderous  hinge  the  steep  tower  |H>rtal, 
Where  swing*  the  sullen  huge  onu'ular  Ik-H.s 
Which  never  knells  but  for  a princely  dcHth, 

Or  for  a state  In  peril,  pealing  forth 
Tremendous  bodeincnts ; let  it  do  its  ofllce. 

And  be  this  peal  Its  awfullest  and  Ixsh 
Sound  till  the  strong  tower  rock  I — What!  slknt 
still  ? 

I would  go  forth,  but  that  my  post  is  here, 

To  be  the  centre  of  re-union  to 
The  oft  discordant  elements  which  form 
I.eagues  of  this  nature,  and  to  keep  compact 
The  wavering  of  the  weak.  In  care  of  conflict ; 

For  if  they  should  do  battle,  twill  be  here, 

Wiihin  the  palace,  that  the  strife  will  thicken: 

Then  here  must  be  my  station,  a*  becomes 

The  master-mover. Hark  I he  comes  — he  comes, 

My  nrphew,  brave  B<*rtuccio’s  mesrenger.  — 

What  tidings  ? Is  he  marching?  hath  he  «i>e4l  ? 

Thejf  here  I — all  'i  lost  — yet  will  I make  an  effort.  * 

• [“  \V1,„.  ,«lnp  Ih,  j Wll."-  SIS  ] 

* [A  relPTUlng  con»plrator,  whotn  tlie  conl«nplatire  Llonl 
had  formrrljr  bcfrirmii'd.  <*»!)•  to  viim  him  of  hlsdanavr  : aikI 
(•  fraduaJljr  led  to  bt^rAy  hU  asMicUte*.  thr  plot  U enuhe^ 
In  the  irotnent  of  It*  tJrvelr»|»rirrnt.  and  the  Dove  Atrerti'd  in 
hi*  paiare.  The  *rcnc  Inmn  dlateiv  preceding  Uu*  cata*trupbo 
U Doblo  and  thrilling.  — JarrasT.j 
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Enter  a Sionor  ok  tue  Nigiit^,  with  Cwurc/*, 

A-r.  5-c. 

Sip.  Doi^,  I arrest  thee  of  high  trca.«on  ! 

D'jge.  Me  I 

Thy  prince,  of  trexvin  ? — \Vho  are  they  that  dare 
Ctuak  their  own  treasMn  under  such  an  order  ? 

Sip.  (^tkoicinp  hi$  ortUr).  Behold  my  order  from 
Uie  as^mbled  Ten. 

\ Dnpe.  And  icArre  are  they,  and  vAy  assembled  ? no 
Such  rauncil  can  be  lawful,  till  the  prince 
, Pr**slde  there,  and  that  duty  *s  mine  : on  thine 
I charge  thee,  give  me  way,  or  marshal  me 
i To  the  council  chamber. 

* &g.  Duke  1 It  may  not  be: 

Nor  arc  they  In  the  wonted  Hall  of  Council, 

I But  sitting  in  the  convent  of  Saint  Saviour's. 

I Jhtpe.  You  dare  to  disobey  me,  then  ? 

Sip.  1 serve 

I The  state,  and  necd^  muit  serve  It  faithfully  ; 

I My  warrant  Is  the  will  of  those  who  rule  It. 

I Dope.  And  till  that  warrant  has  my  signature 
It  is  Illegal,  and,  as  now  applied. 

Rebellioui.  Hast  tbuu  weigh'd  well  thy  life's  worth, 
That  thus  you  dare  assume  a lawless  function  ? < 

Sip.  'Tin  not  my  ofllcc  to  reply,  hut  act— 

I am  placcHl  here  u guard  U{ion  thy  person, 

And  not  as  judge  to  hear  or  to  decide. 

Dope  (asuU).  I must  gain  time.  So  that  the 
storm-hell  sound  [speed!  — 

.\ll  may  be  well  yet.  ^ Kinsman,  speed  — speed  — 
Our  fate  is  trembling  in  the  balance,  and 
Woe  to  the  vanquish'd  1 be  they  prince  and  people. 
Or  slaves  and  senate  — 

[ The  great  brU  of  Saint  Mark'e  tolls. 
Lo  I it  sounds  — it  tolls  ! 

(Moud.)  Hark,  Signor  of  the  Night ! and  you,  ye 
hirelings 

Who  wield  your  mercenary  staves  in  fear, 

It  is  your  knell  — Swell  on,  thou  la<ty  pcol ! 

Now,  knaves  what  ransom  for  your  lives  ? 

Sip.  ConfiLsion  I 

Stand  to  your  arms,  and  guard  the  door — all's  lost 
Unless  that  fearful  bell  be  silenced  smm. 

The  officer  hath  miss'd  fats  path  or  puriKwe, 

Or  met  some  unforcs<‘en  and  hldcuiu  obstacle.  ’ 
Ansclmu,  with  thy  company  proceed 
Straight  to  the  Tower;  the  rest  remain  with  me. 

[Ezit  part  of  the  (Juard. 
Doge.  Wretch  ! If  thou  wuuldst  have  thy  vile  life, 
implore  it; 

It  is  not  now  a lease  of  sixty  seconds. 

Ay,  send  thy  miserable  ruffians  forth ; 

They  never  shall  return. 

Sip.  So  let  it  be  I 

They  die  then  in  their  duty,  as  will  I. 

Dope.  Foul  1 the  high  eagle  flies  at  nobler  game 
Than  thou  and  thy  base  mynnidotts, — live  on, 

So  thou  provok'st  not  peril  by  resistance. 

And  learn  (If  souls  so  much  obscured  can  bear 
To  gaxe  upon  the  sunbeams)  to  be  free. 

Sip.  And  learn  thou  to  be  captive.  It  hath  ceased, 
[ The  hell  ceases  to  toil. 

The  traitorous  signal,  which  was  to  have  set 

> [**  1 sffnorl  dl  Node*'  held  an  Importaot  charge  in  the  old 
repiihllr.} 
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The  bloodhound  mob  on  their  patrician  prey  — 

The  knell  bath  rung,  but  It  is  not  the  senate's  1 
Dope  {after  a pause').  All 's  silent,  and  all 's  lost  { 
Sip.  Now,  Doge,  denounce  me 

As  rebel  slave  of  a revolted  council ! 

Have  I nut  done  my  duty  ? 

Di*pt.  Peace,  thou  thing ! 

Tbuu  bast  done  a worthy  deed,  and  earn'd  the  price 
Of  blood,  and  they  who  use  thee  will  reward  thee. 
But  thou  wert  sent  to  watch,  and  nut  to  prate. 

As  thou  saUlst  e%'en  now— then  do  tfalnc  uffice. 

But  let  it  be  in  silence,  as  behoves  thee. 

Since,  though  thy  prisoner,  I am  thy  prince. 

Sip.  I did  nut  mean  to  foil  in  the  re»pt.‘ct 
Due  to  your  rank : in  this  1 shall  obey  you. 

Dope  (^astde).  There  now  U nothing  IctY  me  save 
to  die  ; 

And  yet  how  near  success  ! 1 wouM  have  (alien. 

And  proudly,  in  the  hour  of  triumph,  hut 
To  mbs  it  thus  I — — 

Enter  other  Signors  or  the  Night,  triVA  BeaTt'< no 
Fauehu  prisoner. 

2d  Sip.  We  Ux»k  him  In  the  act 

Of  issuing  from  the  tower,  where,  at  his  order. 

As  delegated  frt>m  the  Doge,  the  signal 
Had  thus  begun  to  sound. 

\st  Sip.  Are  all  the  passes 

>Mtich  lead  up  to  the  palace  wi-ll  secun*d  ? [ch!e& 
2(/ They  are — besides,  it  matters  not;  the 
Arc  all  in  chains,  an<l  some  even  now  on  trial  — 
Their  followers  arc  dispersed,  ai)d  many  taken. 

Her.  F.  Uncle  I 

Ditpe.  It  Is  in  vain  to  war  with  Fortune ; 

The  glory  hath  departed  from  our  house. 

Her.  F.  Who  would  have  deem'd  it?  — Aht  one 
moment  sooner  I [of  ages  ; 

Dope.  Th.it  moment  would  have  changed  the  face 
This  gives  us  to  eternity  — We  *U  meet  it 
As  men  whose  triumph  is  not  In  success. 

But  who  can  make  their  own  mind'«  all  in  all, 

Paiual  to  every  fortune.  Droop  not,  'tis 
But  a brief  passage  — I would  go  alone. 

Yet  if  they  send  us,  as  'tU  like,  together. 

Let  us  go  worthy  of  our  sires  and  selves. 

Ber.  F.  1 shall  not  shame  you,  uncle. 

\stSig.  Io)rds  our  orders 

Arc  to  keep  guard  on  both  in  sepontte  chambers. 
Until  the  council  coll  yc  to  your  trial. 

Dope.  Our  trial  I wlH  they  keep  their  mocker)’  up 
Even  to  the  last  ? but  let  them  deal  u{K>n  us. 

As  we  had  dealt  on  them,  but  with  less  pomp, 

'Tis  but  a game  of  mutual  homicides, 

Who  have  cast  lots  for  the  first  death,  ami  they 
Have  won  with  false  dice.  — UTio  bath  been  our 
Judas  ? 

Is/  Sip.  1 am  not  warranted  to  answer  thaL 
Her.  F.  1 11  answer  for  thee  — t Is  a certain  Bertram, 
Even  now  de|>osing  to  the  secret  giunta.  [toids 
Doge.  Bertram  the  Bergamask  1 With  what  vile 
We  openite  to  slay  or  save  I This  creature. 

Black  with  a double  treason,  now  will  cam 
Rewards  and  honours,  and  be  stamp'd  In  story 
With  the  geese  In  the  Capitol,  w hich  gabbled 

» (**  Or  met  some  »uifore*een  and  f ? obstacle.** 

-MS.) 
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TUI  Rome  awoke,  and  had  an  annual  tritunph.  Yet  we  would  hear  from  your  own  Ups  complete 

While  ManUua,  who  hurl'd  down  the  GauU,  was  cart ' Avowal  of  your  treason  : on  the  ver^e 

From  the  Tarpclan.  Of  that  dread  gulf  which  none  repass,  the  truth 

Ur  Siy.  Ue  aspired  to  treason,  Alone  can  profit  you  on  earth  or  heaven — 

And  sou>{ht  to  rule  the  stale.  Say,  then,  what  was  your  motive  ? 

Do^4,  He  saved  the  state,  /.  Jitr,  Justice  \ 

And  souitht  but  to  reform  what  be  revived — Ben,  What 

But  this  U idle  ■ Come,  sirs,  do  your  work,  (you  Your  otyect  ? 

\it  Sig.  Noble  Bertuedo,  we  must  now  remove  I.  Der.  Freedom! 

Into  an  inner  chamber.  Ben.  You  are  brief,  sir. 

Her.  F.  Farewell,  uncle  I /.  Ber.  So  my  life  grows ; I 

If  we  shall  meet  again  in  life  1 know  nut,  Was  bred  a soldier,  not  a senator. 

But  they  perhaps  will  let  our  ashes  mingle.  Ben.  Perhaps  you  think  by  thb  blunt  brevity 

Doge.  Y es,  and  our  spirits  which  shall  yet  go  forth,  To  brave  your  judges  to  postpone  the  sentence  ? 

And  do  what  our  fndl  clay,  thus  clogg'd,  hath  fkil'd  in  1 /.  Ber.  Do  you  be  brief  as  I am,  and  believe  me. 

They  cannot  quench  the  memory  of  those  I shaU  prefer  that  mercy  to  your  pardon. 

Who  would  have  hurl'd  them  from  their  guilty  thrones,  Ben.  Is  this  your  sole  reply  to  the  tribunal  ? 

And  such  examples  will  find  heirs,  though  distant.  /.  Ber.  Go,  ask  your  racks  what  they  have  srrung 

from  us, 

■ Or  place  us  there  again ; we  have  still  some  blood  left, 

ACT  V.  some  slight  sense  of  pain  In  these  wrench'd 

limbs : 

SCENE  I.  But  this  ye  dare  not  do;  for  if  we  die  there  — 

he  Hail  of  tAe  CuuMciV  of  Taty  asaetnUed  with  the  And  you  have  left  us  little  life  to  spend 
widitional  Senatorty  whoy  on  the  'Priah  of  the  C'on.  I’pon  your  engines,  gorged  with  pangs  already  — 
spiraiort  for  the  Treoeon  of  Maximo  Falikro,  Ye  lose  the  public  spectacle,  with  which 
eompoetii  what  was  ca/iai  the  Giunitu  — Guanie,  You  would  appal  your  slaves  to  further  slavery  I 
Oj^'crt,  — IsxAai.  Bkktuccio  and  Philip  Groans  are  not  words,  nor  agony  assent, 

CAi.KKbAao  as  Frisoture.  — BxaraAM,  Liomi,  and  Nor  aArmation  truth.  If  nature's  sense 
H'Uae$$e$y  ^c.  * Should  overcome  the  soul  into  a lie, 

For  a short  respite  — must  we  bear  or  die  ? 

The  Chief  of  the  TV*,  Bsmixtcmox.  > Ben.  Say,  who  were  your  accomplices  ? 

Ben.  There  now  rests,  after  such  conviction  of  /.  Ber.  The  Senate. 

Iieir  Rvanlfold  and  manifest  ofTences,  Ben.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

jt  to  pronounce  on  these  obdurate  men  /.  Ber.  Ask  of  the  suffering  people, 

le  sentence  of  the  law  : — a grievous  task  Whom  your  patrician  crimes  have  driven  to  crime. 

) those  who  bear,  and  those  who  speak.  Alas  [ Ben.  You  know  the  Doge  ? 

lat  it  should  fall  to  me  ! and  that  my  days  /.  Ber.  1 served  with  him  at  Zara 

' oflice  should  be  stigmatised  through  all  In  the  field,  when  you  were  pleading  here  your  way 

le  years  of  coming  time,  as  bearing  record  To  present  office ; we  exposed  our  lives, 

> this  most  foul  and  complicated  treason  While  you  but  hasarded  the  lives  of  others, 

Ifainst  a just  and  free  state,  known  to  all  Alike  by  acccusation  or  defence  ; 

le  earth  as  being  the  Christian  bulwark  'gainst  And,  for  the  rest,  all  Venice  knows  her  Doge, 

ie  Saracen  and  the  schismatic  Greek,  Through  his  great  actions,  and  the  Senate's  insults, 

le  savage  Hun,  and  not  less  barbarous  Frank  ; ^rn.  You  have  held  conference  with  him  ? 

city  which  has  open'd  India's  wealth  /.  Ber.  I am  weary  — 

) Europe;  the  last  Homan  refuge  from  Even  wearier  of  your  questions  than  your  tortures : 

crwhelmtng  Attila ; the  ocean’s  queen ; I 1 pray  you  pass  to  judgment, 

oud  Genua's  prouder  rival  1 *T  is  to  sap  I Ben.  It  is  coming.  — 

tie  throne  of  such  a city,  these  lost  men  ! And  you,  too,  Philip  Calendaro,  what 

ivc  risk'd  and  forfeited  their  worthless  lives—  i Have  you  to  say  why  you  should  not  be  doom'd  f 

> let  tliem  die  tbe  death.  Cal.  I never  was  a man  of  many  words, 

I.  Ber.  We  arc  prepared  ; And  now  have  few  left  worth  the  utterance. 

Dur  nu'ks  have  done  that  for  us.  Let  us  die.  Ben.  A further  application  of  yon  engine 

Ben.  If  ye  have  that  to  say  which  would  obtain  May  change  your  tone. 

hatement  of  your  punishment,  the  Glunta  Cat  Most  true,  it  will  do  so ; 

ill  hear  you ; if  you  have  aught  to  confess,  A former  application  did  so ; but 

uw  Is  your  time,  perhaps  it  may  avail  ye.  It  will  not  change  my  words,  or,  if  it  did  — 

Ber.  F.  Wc  stand  to  hear,  and  not  to  speak.  Ben.  What  then  7 

Ben.  Your  crimes  Cal.  Will  my  avowal  on  yon  rack 

re  fully  proved  by  your  accompUces,  Stand  good  In  law  ? 

(id  all  which  circumstance  can  add  to  aid  them ; Ben.  Assuredly. 

[-  While  Uwllu.,  *h«  hurl  d { *c.  - = his  part  U very  forcibly  wri««  thro-ighoot  - 

In  the  notes  to  MaHoo  Faliero.  It  may  he  as  well  to  say 


SCENE  I. 

7%e  Hall  of  the  Council  of  TV*,  asaemUed  with  the 
atiditional  Senatorty  whoy  on  the  TVia/s  of  the  Con-, 
apiratore  for  the  Tretteon  of  Maximo  Falixro, 
eompoetd  what  woe  callal  the  Giuntiu  — Guanla, 
Oj^'cre,  — IsRAgi.  Bkktuccio  and  Philip 

Calkmoaxo  os  Priaontre. — BxaraAM,  Liomi,  and 

Witaeteeiy  ^c.  * 

The  Chief  of  the  TV*,  Ekmixtcmox.  > 

Ben.  There  now  rests,  after  such  conviction  of 
Their  manifold  and  manifest  ofTences, 

But  to  pronounce  on  these  obdurate  men 
The  sentence  of  the  law  : — a grievous  task 
To  those  who  bear,  and  those  who  speak.  Alas  [ 
That  it  should  fall  to  me  ! and  that  my  days 
Of  office  should  be  stigmatised  through  all 
The  yean  of  coming  time,  as  bearing  record 
To  this  most  foul  and  complicated  treason 
Against  a just  and  free  state,  known  to  all 
The  earth  as  being  the  Christian  bulwark  'gainst 
The  Saracen  and  the  schUmatic  Greek, 

The  savage  Hun,  and  nut  less  barbarous  Frank ; 

A city  which  has  open'd  India's  wealth 
To  Europe;  tbe  last  Homan  refuge  from 
O'crwhelmtng  Attila ; the  ocean’s  queen ; 

Proud  Geiiott's  prouder  rival  1 *T  is  to  sap 
The  throne  of  such  a city,  these  lost  men 
Have  risk'd  *nd  forfeited  their  worthless  lives— 

So  let  tliem  die  tbe  death. 

I.  Ber.  We  arc  prepared  ; 

Tour  nu'ks  have  done  that  for  us.  Let  us  die. 

^1’*.  If  ye  have  that  to  say  which  would  obtain 
Abatement  of  your  punishment,  the  Glunta 
Will  hear  you ; if  you  have  aught  to  confess. 

Now  is  your  time,  perhaps  it  may  avail  ye. 

Ber.  F.  Wc  stand  to  hear,  and  not  to  speak. 

Ben,  Tour  crimes 

Are  fully  proved  by  your  accompUces, 

And  aU  which  circumstance  can  add  to  aid  them ; 


Ms.] 

* [ Hie  Afth  Act,  which  bexins  with  tbe  Krrslgnnient  of  the 
odetaal  cunspir^aors,  U nnich  in  the  ityle  of  that  of  Pierre 
atMl  his  Miocuies  in  the  old  play.  After  them,  tbe  Dofe  U 


* In  the  notes  to  Marino  Faliero.  it  may  he  as  well  to  say 
that  Benintende  was  not  really  of  tlie  Ten,  but  merely  Grand 
Chancellor  — a separate  oflee.  thouah  an  important  oue.  U 
was  an  arbitrary  alurratiao  of  mine.'—  Byron  Lettere.} 
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Ca!.  WhncVr 

The  culprit  be  whom  I acciuMj  of  troa=ion  ? 

Rfiit.  Without  iloubt,  he  will  i>e  brou<?ht  up  to  trial. 

Cal.  And  on  this  testimony  would  he  perish  7 

Ben.  So  your  confession  bo  detail’d  and  full, 
lie  will  stand  here  in  j)orU  of  his  life. 

Cal.  Then  lo<jk  well  to  thy  proud  self.  President  1 
i For  by  the  eternity  which  yawns  before  me, 

I swear  that  Mow,  and  only  thou,  shalt  be 
The  traitor  I denounce  upon  that  nude, 

If  I be  stretch’d  there  for  the  second  time. 

One  af  the  Giu  ita.  Lord  President,  ’t  were  best 
' proceed  to  judgment ; 

There  U no  mure  to  be  driwn  from  these  men. 

Den.  I’nhappy  men  1 prepare  for  instant  death. 

; The  nature  of  your  crime,  our  law,  and  peril 
The  slate  now  stands  In,  leave  not  nn  hour's  respite. 

I Guards  I lead  them  forth,  and  ui>on  the  Iwlcony 
I Of  the  red  columns,  where,  on  festal  Thursiiay,  * 

: The  Do^e  stands  to  liehold  the  cho-se  of  bulls, 

Let  them  be  justified  ; and  leas'e  exposed 
I Their  waverin;?  relics,  In  the  place  of  judifment, 

To  the  full  view  of  the  ajisembled  people! 

‘ And  Heaven  have  mercy  on  their  souls  ! 

I The  (Jianta.  Amen ! 

; /.  iter.  SItfnors,  farewell  I we  shall  not  all  again 

I Meet  In  one  place. 

I Ben.  And  lest  they  should  essay 

• To  stir  up  the  dUtracled  multitude  — 

I (>iiard.s  I let  their  mouths  be  gagg’d^,  even  In  the  act 
' Of  execution.  I.ead  them  hence  ! 

Cal.  \Miat  1 must  we 

Ij  Not  even  say  farewell  to  some  foud  friend, 

' Nor  leave  a last  wont  with  our  confessor  ? 

Ben.  A priest  Is  waiting  in  the  antechamber; 

I But,  for  your  friend*,  such  Interviews  would  be 
!|  Painful  to  them,  .and  u.scless  all  to  you. 
i Cal,  1 knew  that  we  were  gagg'd  in  life ; at  least 
.\11  tho*e  who  had  not  heart  to  risk  their  lives 
lTlK>n  their  oj»en  thoughts  ; but  ‘till  I derm*<l 
Th.at  in  the  last  few  moments,  the  same  idle 
Freetloin  of  speech  accorded  to  the  dying, 

WouM  not  now  be  denle<l  to  us ; hut  since 

/.  Ber.  Even  let  them  have  their  way,  brave 
j Calendaro ! 

Vt'hat  matter  a few  syllables?  let ’idle 
Without  the  slightest  show  of  favour  from  them  ; 

So  shall  our  blood  more  readily  arise 
To  Heaven  against  them,  and  mure  testify 
To  their  atrocities,  th.-ui  could  a volume 
S|M)kcn  or  written  of  our  dying  wonts  ! 

They  tremble  at  our  voices  — nay,  they  dread 
Our  very  silence let  them  live  In  fear! 

Ijeave  them  unto  their  thoughts,  and  let  us  now 
Address  our  own  above  ! — Lead  on ; we  are  ready. 

• “ CtoTKli  CTMSo**  — “ fat  or  greasy  Thersday,”  — which 
I cAOTKvt  littTsuiy  translate  in  the  text,  was  the  day. 

* llbtorlcal  fact.  See  SanuUi,  ArrLMOiX  : Marino  Faliero, 
Note  A. 

' f**  I know  what  Foscolo  mean*,  about  Calendarob  tpiUmn 
at  Bertram  ; /Aef's  n.ttional  — the  objection,  I mean.  'I'he 
Italianinud  French,  with  those  * flags  ol  abominaimn  ' their 
pocket  handkerchiefs.  spM  there,  .ntri  here,  and  every  whcTe 
else  — In  ymtr  face  almost,  and  therefore  ohjed  tn  it  on  the 
stAgp  as  Uto  fanuliar  But  we  who  spit  now  here but  in  a 
man’s  face  when  we  grow  savage  — are  not  likely  to  feel  this. 
Remember  Massinger,  and  Kean’s  Sir  Giles  Overreach  — 

* Ixird  ! tfiiu  I tf>if  at  thee  and  at  thy  counsel  I * 
I)rsi<le«,  Calendaro  does  not  spit  in  Bertram’s  face  ; he  spits  at 
I !.)m,  as  I have  scett  the  Mussultnana  do  upon  the  ground  w lufii 


Cal.  Itrael,  hadst  thou  but  hearken'd  unto  rae  ' 
It  hud  not  now  been  thu< : and  yon  pale  vUlain,  | 
The  coward  Bertram,  would  — ■-  i 

/.  Ber.  Peace,  Calendaro  I } 

What  brooks  It  now  to  ponder  upon  this.  i 

Bert.  Alas  t I fain  you  died  in  peace  with  me  : j 

I did  not  sta'k  this  taj»k  ; ’t  was  forced  upon  me  : i 

Say,  you  forgive  me,  though  I never  can  | 

Retrieve  my  own  forgiveness  — frown  not  thus  1 
/.  Ber.  1 die  and  |Ktrdon  thee  I 
Cal.  (^MfiUiiaff  at  him).  * I die  anil  «X)m  thee  ! 

i_h'xeuat  IsiiAEi.  BgRTfccio  anti  Puiur  j 
Cai.endaro,  Cuanht  > 

Ben.  Now  that  the^e criminal*  have  been  disposed  of,  , 
‘T  U time  that  wc  proceed  to  pass  our  sentence  j 

Upon  the  greatest  traitor  upon  record  1 

In  any  annals,  the  l)<»ge  FaJiero ! 

The  proofs  and  process  arc  complete  ; the  time  [ 

And  crime  require  a quick  i>roccdure  ; shall 
He  now  be  call'd  in  to  receive  the  award  ? j 

The  G'lwn/cu  Ay,  ay.  I 

Ben.  Avogadori,  order  that  the  Doge 
Be  brought  before  the  council  I 

One  of  the  Ginuta.  And  the  rest,  !• 

When  shall  they  be  brought  up  ? j 

Bfn.  \^Ticn  all  the  chief*  j 

Have  Ijcen  dUposed  of.  Some  have  fled  to  Chloaaa;  [1 
But  there  an*  thousands  in  pursuit  of  them,  1 

And  such  precaution  ta’en  on  terra  llrma,  jj 

As  well  as  tn  the  Islands,  that  wc  hope  i ' 

None  will  escape  to  utter  in  strange  land.*  i 

His  Ubclluu*  tale  of  treasons  'gainst  the  senate.  1 

Enter  the  Doge  a$  Priwiiec,  iciM  Guards,  frr.  ^e.  jj 
Ben.  Doge — for  such  still  you  arc,  and  by  the  law  • 
Must  be  (X)n*ldcrM,  till  the  hour  shall  come  >j 

When  you  must  doff  the  ducal  bonnet  from  j| 

That  head,  which  coulil  not  wear  a crown  more  noble  I 
Than  empires  can  confer.  In  quiet  honour, 

But  It  must  plot  to  overthrow  your  |K*cr*,  j 

Who  m.ade  you  what  you  arc,  and  quench  In  bloo«l 
city’s  glory — we  have  laid  already 
Before  you  in  your  chambtT  at  full  length,  1 1 

By  the  Avogadori,  all  the  proofs  Ii 

Which  have  appear’d  against  you;  and  more  ample  | 
Ne’er  rear’d  Ihelr  sanguinary  shadows  to 
C<»nfr«jnt  a traitor.  What  have  you  to  »ay 
In  your  defence  ? 

ItfHte.  What  shall  I say  to  yc,  jj 

I Since  my  defence  must  be  your  condemnation  ? | 

You  are  at  once  offenders  and  accusers,  j 

Judges  and  executioners ! — Proceed  J 

L'i>on  your  power. 

j Ben.  Your  chief  accomplices 

' Having  confess’d,  there  is  no  hope  for  you.  * 

j 

' they  arc  in  « rage.  Again,  he  doc*  nnt  in  fact  despUe  Bertram. 

I though  he  affiTtf  it,—  as  we  all  do,  when  angry  with  otve  we  ' 

I think  our  inferior.  He  i*  angry  at  not  Iwing  allowed  to  die  In  i 
I hU  own  way  (althmigh  not  afraid  of  death)  ; and  rerottect 
I that  he  sutt*ecfed  and  hativl  Bertram  fntra  the  6r»L  UraH 
Brrtucrio,  nn  the  other  hand,  is  a cooler  and  more  concen- 
trated  fellow  ; he  acts  upon  prinetvle  and  impulse  ; CalemUro  ' 

! 0(100  nnvutte  and  examule.  So  tncre '»  argument  for  you. 

‘ The  lir»ge  repeals  trvr,  b«it  it  is  lr«»m  engrossing  ' 
passion,  and  liecaute  he  see*  dt/Brent  perKms.and  is  aluats  i 
I obliged  to  recur  to  the  enuse  umiermost  in  his  mind.  ■ Uis 
spec*  Iws  arc  long  ; ’ — true,  but  1 wrote  for  the  eluet,  and  on 
I the  French  and  h.-ilun  mf>drl  rather  lh,an  yours,  which  I , 
think  not  very  highly  of,  for  all  your  o/d  dramatists,  who  are  i 
long  enough  too,  God  knows:  took  into  any  of  Umoq.”—  I 
Bjjrvn  Letters.'^ 
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D<^t.  And  who  be  they  ? I 

Ben.  In  number  many  ; but  j 

The  flrst  now  stands  before  you  and  the  court, 
Bertram,  of  Bergamo, — would  you  question  him  ? 
Dogt  (^looking  at  him  eontemptuou$tg).  No. 

Ben.  And  two  othent,  I^trael  Bertuccio, 

And  Philip  Calendaro,  have  admitted 
Their  fellowship  in  treason  with  the  Doge  I 
Doge.  And  where  are  they  ? 

Ben.  Gone  to  their  place,  and  now 

Answering  to  Heaven  for  what  they  did  on  earth. 

1 1 Dope.  Ah  1 the  plebeian  Brutus  i^  he  gone? 

And  the  quick  Cassius  of  the  arsenal  ? — 

How  did  they  meet  their  doom  ? 

Ben.  Think  of  your  own : 

It  b approaching.  You  decline  to  plead,  then  7 
Doge.  1 cannot  plead  to  my  Inferiors,  nor 
Can  recognise  your  legal  power  to  to'  n»c. 

Show  me  the  law  I 

Ben.  On  great  emergencies 

The  law  must  be  remodcU’d  or  amended: 

Our  fathers  had  not  fix’d  the  punishment 
Of  such  a crime,  as  on  the  old  Roman  tables 
The  sentence  against  parricide  was  left 
In  pure  forgetfulness;  they  could  not  render 
That  penal,  which  had  neither  name  nor  thought 
In  their  great  bosoms;  who  would  have  foreseen 
That  nature  could  be  filed  to  such  a crime 
As  sons  ’gainst  sires,  and  princes  'galn&t  their  realms? 
Your  sin  hath  nude  tis  make  a Law  which  will 
Become  a precedent  ’gainst  such  baught  traitors, 

As  would  with  treason  mount  to  tyranny ; 

Not  even  contented  with  a sceptre,  till 
They  can  convert  it  to  a two-eslged  sword  t 
Was  not  the  place  of  Doge  sufficient  for  ye? 

What's  nobler  than  the  signoiy  of  VcjjIcc? 

D'tge.  The  signorj’  of  Venice  I You  betray'd  me  — 
you  — you^  who  sit  there,  traitors  as  ye  are  ! 

From  my  e<ju;dlly  with  you  in  birth. 

And  my  superiority  in  action. 

You  drew  me  from  my  honourable  tolls 
In  distant  lands  — on  flood  — in  field  — In  cities  — 
you  singlesi  me  out  like  a victim  to 
Stand  crown'd,  but  bound  and  helpless,  at  the  altar 
Where  you  alone  could  minister.  I knew  not— 

I sought  not — wish’d  not  — dream’d  not  the  election 
Which  reach'd  me  first  at  Rome,  and  1 obey'd  ; 

But  found  on  my  arrival,  that,  besides 
The  jealous  vigilance  which  always  led  you 
To  mock  and  mar  your  sovereign’s  beat  intents, 

You  had,  even  In  the  Inlerregnom  of  * 

My  journey  to  the  capital,  curtail’d 

And  mutilated  the  few  privileges 

Yet  left  the  duke : all  this  1 bore,  and  would 

Have  borne,  until  my  very  hearth  was  stain’d 

fly  the  pollution  of  your  ribaldry. 

And  he,  the  rituld,  whom  I see  amongst  you  — 

Fit  j udge  in  such  tribunal  I 

Bern,  (inferrupiing  hint).  Michel  Strno 
Is  here  in  virtue  of  bis  office,  as 

> [Ocw  Kmreo  of  fseblpnest  in  thU  puisge.  and  U U one  of 
frequem  occurrence  In  all  Lord  Byron's  plsys.  Is  Itii  prsctico 
of  ending  his  lines  wiih  Inslgnlflciinl  montwyllobles.  •*  (tf,' 
‘'and,'*  “ fi/f.**  “ fr«r."  "Jrvm,”  nil  concur  In  Che  course 
of  * rery  few  pages.  In  sltuallons  where,  ha«l  the  harmony  or 
vigour  of  the  line  been  coniulted,  the  voice  would  have  been 
slTowed  to  pause,  and  the  energy  of  the  lentinenc  would  have 
teeo  carried  to  Its  highest  tone  of  elevation.  This  we  should 
have  set  down  to  the  account  of  carcieuncss,  had  it  not  been 


One  of  the  Forty ; “ the  Ten”  having  craved 
A Giunta  of  patricians  from  the  senate 
To  aid  our  Judgment  in  a trial  arduous 
And  novel  as  the  present : he  was  set 
Free  from  the  penalty  pnmounced  upon  him, 

Bt^cause  the  Di^c,  who  should  protect  the  law, 

Seeking  to  abrogate  all  law,  can  claim 
No  punishment  of  others  by  the  sUitutcs 
Which  he  himself  denies  and  violates  I 

Doge.  Hit  punishmkntI  1 rather  see  him  f/icrc, 
ViTierc  he  now  sits,  to  glut  him  with  my  death. 

Than  in  the  roc.«kery  of  caniigation. 

Which  your  foul,  outward,  jug3?llng  show  of  jasUee 
Decreed  as  sentence  I B;ise  as  was  his  cri>nc, 

*Twas  purity  ciunjiared  with  your  prouctioii. 

Ben.  And  can  it  be,  that  the  great  Doge  of  Venice, 
With  three  parts  of  i century  of  years 
And  honoun  on  his  head,  could  thus  allow 
His  fury,  like  an  angry  boy’s,  to  maaler 
All  feeling,  wisdom,  fidlh,  and  fear,  on  such 
A provocation  as  a young  man’s  petulance  ? 

Doge.  A si>ark  creates  the  flame  — *t  Is  the  la^t  drop 
Which  makes  the  cup  run  o’er,  and  mine  was  full 
Already : you  oppress’d  the  prince  and  people ; 

1 would  have  freed  both,  and  have  fHlI’d  In  lM>ih  : 

The  price  of  such  success  would  have  U-eu  glory. 
Vengeance,  and  victory,  and  such  a name 
As  would  have  made  Venetian  history 
Rival  to  that  of  Greece  and  Syracuse 
When  they  were  freed,  and  Hmirish'd  ages  after. 

And  mine  to  GeUm  and  to  'Thnisybulus;  — 

Failing,  1 know  the  i»enalty  of  failure 
Is  present  Infamy  and  death  — the  future 
Will  judge,  when  Venice  is  no  more,  or  free; 

Till  then,  the  truth  is  in  abeyance.  PaoMr  not: 

1 would  have  shown  no  mercy,  and  I seek  none ; 

My  life  was  staked  upon  a mighty  haxard, 

And  being  lost,  take  what  1 would  have  taken  I ^ 

1 would  have  stood  alone  amid>t  your  tombs:  i 

Now  you  may  flock  round  mine,  and  trample  on  It, 

As  you  have  done  upon  ray  heart  while  living. 

Ben.  You  do  confess  then,  and  admit  the  justice 
Of  our  tribunal  ? 

Dogt.  * I confess  to  have  fail’d ; 

Fortune  Is  female : from  my  youth  her  favimrs  \ 

Were  not  withheld,  the  fault  was  mine  to  boi*c  j 

Her  former  smiles  again  at  tiiU  late  hour. 

Ben.  You  do  not  then  in  au;.:ht  arraign  our  equity  ? 

Doge.  Noble  Venetians  ! stir  me  not  with  questions. 

I am  resign’d  to  the  worst ; but  in  me  still 
Have  something  of  the  blood  of  brlglitcr  days,  | 

And  am  not  over-patient.  Pray  y ou,  spare  me 
Further  interrogation,  which  bo«‘'ji  nothing. 

Except  to  turn  a trial  to  debate. 

1 shall  but  answer  that  which  will  offend  you. 

And  please  your  enemli^s—  a host  alrcjvly ; 

'TU  true,  these  sullen  walls  -should  yield  no  echo:  | 

But  walls  have  ears — nay,  more,  they  have  tongues;  j 
and  if 

There  were  no  other  way  for  truth  to  o’erleap  them,* 

•o  frequent,  and  hid  not  the  stlffhefs  and  labour  of  i\<r 
■ullior’i  gmerol  style  almoet  templed  us  to  believe  It  syst’”’- 
.'Uc.  A more  loharinonious  system  of  verslflcatkMi,  or  one  more 
necesurily  tending  to  weight  and  feebleness,  could  banlly 
have  Itemi' invented.  But  with  all  thesedefrets,  there  Is  much 
tn  praise  in  the  Doge  of  Venice.  » HaBaw.] 

* C"  There  were  no  other  way  for  truth  to  | ] Ihem.** 

— M.S.j 

Q 


Digitized  by  Google 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Tou  who  conderon  me,  you  who  fear  and  slay  me, 
Vet  could  not  bear  In  silence  to  your  gra%*es 
^^'hat  you  would  hear  from  me  of  good  or  evil ; 

The  secret  were  too  mighty  for  your  souU : 

Then  let  it  sli^ep  in  mine,  unless  you  court 
A danger  which  would  double  that  you  escape. 

Such  my  defence  would  be,  had  I full  scope 
To  make  it  famous;  fur  true  words  are  ihtnpt^ 

And  dying  men’s  are  things  which  long  outlive. 

And  oftentimes  avenge  them ; bury  mine. 

If  ye  would  fain  survive  me:  take  this  counsel. 

And  though  too  oft  ye  made  me  live  in  wrath, 

Let  me  die  calmly ; you  may  grant  roe  this ; 

I deny  nothing — defend  nothing^nothlng 
I ask  of  you,  but  silence  for  myMlf, 

And  sentence  from  the  court  I 

i?r«.  This  full  admission 

Spares  us  the  harsh  necessity  of  ordering 
The  torture  to  elicit  the  whole  truth.  * 

The  torture ! you  have  put  me  there  already, 
Daily  since  I was  Doge ; but  if  you  will 
Ad*l  the  corponal  rack,  you  may : these  limb* 

Will  yield  with  age  to  crushing  Iron ; but 

There  *s  that  witliln  my  heart  shall  strain  your  engines. 

Enter  an  OrFicaa. 

Officer.  Noble  Venetians  ! Duchess  Faliero* 
Re<|UC9ts  admission  to  the  Glunla’t  presence. 

Hen.  Say,  conscript  fathers^,  shall  she  be  admitted? 
One  of  the  Giunta.  She  nuy  have  revelations  of 
importance 

Unto  the  state,  to  justify  compliance 
With  her  request. 

Hen.  Is  this  the  general  will  ? 

AB.  ItU. 

Doge.  Oh,  admirable  laws  of  Venice  ! 

^Vhlch  would  admit  the  wife,  in  the  full  hope 
That  she  might  testify*  against  the  husband. 

What  glory  to  the  chaste  Venetian  dames ! 

But  such  blasphemers  ’gainst  all  honour,  as 
Sit  here,  do  well  to  act  in  their  vocatloo. 

Now,  villain  Steno  1 if  this  woman  fail, 

I 'll  irardon  thee  thy  lie,  and  thy  escape. 

And  my  own  violent  death,  and  thy  vile  life. 

The  Duciiass  enters, 

Ben,  Lady ! this  just  tribunal  has  resolved. 
Though  the  request  be  strange,  to  grant  It,  and 
Whatever  t»e  Its  purport,  to  accord 
A patient  hearing  with  the  due  respect 
>\ljich  fits  your  ancestry,  your  rank,  and  virtues  r 
But  you  turn  pale  — ho  I there,  look  to  the  lady  ! 
Place  a chair  Instantly. 

Ang.  A moment’s  faintness  ~ 

’Tls  past ; 1 pray  you  pardon  me,  — 1 sit  not 


I ri.  XU-  f f®**  the  eipoiure  of 

> ['•  The  torture  J ^ , 


r the  truth, 
miih.”—  MS.j 


f Dope  Fallero’s  conKrtt 

* f**  Noble  Venetiaiu  !<  with  rMpect  the  Ducheti 

t,  Duchess  Faliero.**—  MS.] 

s The  Venetian  teruU  took  the  saine  title  as  the  Roman,  ol 
**  censcript  falbert.*' 

* rHie  draira.  which  has  the  merit,  uncommon  In  modem 

perrormsiues,  of  embodyina  no  episodical  deformilr  whatcrer, 
now  hnrrlea  In  foil  career  to  its  dose.  Rrery  thing  Is  d<w 
spatched  with  the  stem  decision  of  a tyrannical  aristocracy. 
Flier#  IS  no  hope  oi  mercy  on  any  there  is  no  netitiun 

— tusy.  there  is  no  wish  fin  mercy.  Even  the  plebeian  cor.* 
spirators  have  too  much  Venetum  blood  In  Ut«m  to  be  ckhor 


In  presence  of  my  prince  axKl  of  my  husband, 

Millie  he  Is  on  his  feet 

Hen.  Tour  pleasure,  lady  ? 

Ang.  Strange  rumours,  but  most  true,  If  all  I hear 
And  see  be  sooth,  have  reach'd  me,  and  I come 
To  know  the  worst  rven  at  the  worst ; forgive 
The  abruptness  of  my  entrance  and  my  bearing. 

Is  it 1 cannot  speak  — I cannot  shape 

The  question  — but  you  answer  It  ere  spoken, 

With  eyes  averted,  and  with  gloomy  brows  — 

Oh  God  t this  is  the  silence  of  the  grave  I 

Ben.  {after  a pause).  Spare  us,  and  spare  thyself 
the  repetition 

Of  our  most  awful,  but  inexorable 
Duty  to  Heaven  and  man  ! 

Ang.  Tet  speak  ; I cannot  — ^ 

1 cannot  — no  — even  now  believe  these  things. 

Is  he  condemn'd  ? 

Ben.  Alas ! 

Ang.  And  was  he  giiilty  ? 

i?ni.  Lady ! the  natural  distraction  of 
Thy  thoughts  at  such  a moment  makes  the  question 
i Merit  for^veness ; else  a doubt  like  this 
[ Against  a just  and  paramount  tribunal 
j Were  deep  offence.  But  question  even  the  Doge, 
And  If  be  can  deny  the  proofs,  believe  him 
Guiltless  as  thy  own  bosom. 

Ang.  Is  it  so  ? 

My  lord  — ray  sovereign  — my  poor  father’s  friend— 
The  mighty  In  the  fleUl,  the  sage  in  council ; 

Unsay  the  words  of  this  man  I — Thou  art  silent  I 
Ben.  He  hath  already  own'd  to  his  own  guilt, ^ 
Nor,  as  thou  seest,  doth  he  deny  it  now. 

Ang.  Ay,  but  he  must  not  die  I Spare  his  few  yean. 
Which  grief  and  shame  will  soon  cut  down  to  days  1 
One  day  of  baffled  crime  must  not  efface 
Near  sixteen  ]u.strcs  crowded  with  brave  acts. 

Hen.  Uis  doom  must  be  fulfill'd  without  rcmUsiim 
Of  time  or  penalty— ’t is  a decree. 

Ang.  he  hath  l>ecn  guilty,  but  there  may  be  mercy. 
Ben.  Not  In  this  case  with  justice. 

Ang.  Alas  J signor. 

He  who  is  only  just  Is  cruel;  who 
Upon  the  earth  would  live  were  all  judged  justly  ? 
Ben.  His  punishment  Is  safety  to  the  stale. 

Ang.  He  was  a sulyect,  and  hath  served  the  state  ; 
He  was  your  general,  and  hath  saved  the  state ; 

' He  is  your  sovereign,  and  hath  ruled  the  state, 
j One  of  the  Council.  He  is  a traitor,  and  betray’d 
I the  state. 

Ang,  And,  but  for  him,  there  now  had  been  no  state 
[ To  save  or  to  destroy ; and  you.  who  sit 
There  to  pronounce  the  death  of  your  deliverer, 

Had  now  been  groaning  at  a Moslem  car. 

Or  digging  in  the  UunnKsh  mines  In  fetters  1 

■cared  by  Oie  approach,  or  ihaloro  In  the  moment,  of  death  ; 

I and  aa  for  the  Doge,  he  bears  himself  at  becomes  a warrior  of 
si aty  years,  and  a deeply  IniuUi'd  prince.  At  the  momem. 
however,  wh>ch  Immediately  precedes  the  pronouncing  of  the 
sentence,  admission  Is  asked  and  obtained  oy  one  fnim  whom 
less  of  the  Spartan  firmnew  might  have  been  expected.  Tbti 
, is  Angiolina.  She  Indoeil  hasartli  one  fervent  prayer  to  the 
I iinbetuliog  senate  ; but  she  sees  in  a moment  that  It  is  in  vain, 
j and  she  recovers  herself  on  the  Instant:  and  turning  to  her 
I lord,  who  stands  calm  and  collected  at  the  foot  of  the  council 
table,  speaks  worda  worthy  of  him  and  of  her.  Nothing  can 
I*#  more  unexpected,  or  more  beauiiftil,  tbati  the  behaviour 
of  the  young  patrician  who  interrupts  Ihotr  conversauon.  — . 
LcKKHAaT.J 

‘ H.  h.th  ,lre-lr  J ] W,  own  — MS.] 
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One  of  the  CountiL  Ro,  lad7,  there  are  others  who 
would  die 

Rather  than  breathe  lo  tlavcry  : 

Antj.  If  there  are  so 

Within  theie  walls,  thorn  art  not  of  the  number : 

The  truly  brarc  are  generous  to  the  fallen  ! ~ 
b there  no  hope  ? 

Ben.  Lady,  it  cannot  be. 

Ang.  (^tuminff  to  the  Do^).  Then  die,  Faliero  ! 
since  it  must  be  so ; 

But  with  the  spirit  of  my  father’s  friend. 

Thou  hast  been  guilty  of  a great  offence, 
llalf-canceU'd  by  the  harshness  of  these  men. 

I would  have  sued  to  them  — have  pniy’d  to  them — 
Have  begg’d  as  famish’d  mendicants  for  bread  — 
Have  wept  as  they  will  cry  unto  their  God 

For  mercy,  and  be  answer’d  as  they  answer, 

Hail  it  been  fitting  for  thy  name  or  mine, 

And  if  the  cruelty  In  their  cold  eyes 

Had  not  announced  the  heartless  wrath  within. 

Tlien,  as  a prince,  address  thee  to  thy  doom  J 

Do^e.  1 have  lived  too  long  not  U»  know  how  to  die ! 
Thy  suing  to  these  men  were  but  the  bleating 
Of  the  lamb  to  the  butcher,  or  the  cry 
Of  seamen  to  the  surge : I would  nut  Uke 
A life  eternal,  granted  at  the  hands 
Of  wretches,  from  whc»se  monstrous  vUlanles 
I sought  to  free  the  groaning  nations  I 

Michel  5'/rito.  nt>ge, 

A wonl  with  thee,  and  with  this  noble  lady, 

\\'hom  1 have  grievously  offended.  Would 
Sorrow,  or  shame,  or  jumancc  on  my  lart. 

Could  cancel  the  Inexorable  past  1 
But  since  that  cannot  be,  as  Christians  let  us 
•Say  farewell,  and  in  peace:  with  full  contrition 
I crave,  not  pardon,  hut  «>mpasslon  from  you. 

And  give,  however  weak,  my  prayers  for  both. 

Ah^.  Sage  Uenintemle,  now  chief  judge  of  Venice, 
I siH*uk  to  thee  in  answer  to  yon  signor. 

Inf^urm  the  ribald  Steno,  that  hi«  words 
Ne'er  weigh’d  In  mind  with  Ix>redano's  daughter 
Further  than  to  create  a moment's  pity 
For  such  as  he  is : would  that  others  had 
Despised  him  as  I pity  I I prefer 
My  honour  to  a thousand  lives  could  such 
Be  multiplied  in  mine,  but  would  not  have 
A single  life  of  others  lust  for  that 
Which  nothing  human  can  impugn — the  sense 
Of  virtue,  looking  not  to  what  U call’d 
A good  name  for  reward,  but  to  Itself. 

To  me  the  scomer’s  words  were  as  the  wind 
L'lito  the  rock  : but  as  there  arc — alas  t 
Spirits  more  sensitive,  on  which  such  things 
Light  as  the  whirlwind  on  the  waters ; souls 
To  whom  dishonour's  shadow  is  a substance 
More  terrible  than  death,  here  and  hereafter ; 

Men  whose  vice  Is  to  start  at  vice's  scoffing. 

And  who,  though  proof  against  all  blandi'ltmcuts 
Of  pleasure,  and  all  }>angs  of  ]uin,  are  feeble 
When  the  proud  name  on  which  they  pinnacled 


Their  hopes  Is  breathe«l  on.  Jealous  as  the  eagle 
J Of  her  high  aiery-  \ let  what  wc  now 
j Behold,  and  feel,  and  sutfer,  be  a lesson 
To  wretches  how  they  tamper  in  their  spleen 
With  beings  of  a higher  order.  Insects 
Have  made  the  lion  mad  ere  now ; a shaft 
r the  heel  o’erthrew  the  bravTst  of  the  brave  ; 

A wife's  dishonour  was  the  bane  of  Troy  ; 

A wife’s  dishonour  unking’d  Rome  for  ever; 

An  injured  hu>l)and  brought  the  Gauls  to  Ctusium, 
And  thence  to  Home,  which  ;>cri!th'd  for  a time; 

.\n  obscene  gesture  cost  Caligula 

His  life,  while  Earth  yet  laire  his  cruelties; 

A virgin’s  wrong  made  S|>ain  .a  Moorish  province ; 
And  btenu’s  lie,  couch'd  in  two  worthless  lines. 

Hath  decimated  Venice,  pul  in  t»eril 
A M'nate  which  hath  sttxMl  eight  huntired  yenn. 
Discrown'd  a prince,  cut  nlT  bis  crownIcM  head. 

And  forged  new  fetters  f«>r  a groaning  pi'ople  ! 

Let  the  |)Oor  wretch,  like  to  the  courtesan 
Who  tired  BersejK)!!*,  bo  proud  of  this. 

If  it  so  pliase  him  — ’twere  a pride  Ht  for  him  I 
But  let  him  not  insult  the  last  hours  of 
Him,  who.  whate'er  he  now  is,  tros  a hero. 

By  the  intrusion  of  bU  very  prayers ; 

Nothing  of  g(Mid  cun  come  from  sueb  a source, 

, Nor  would  we  aught  with  him,  nor  now,  nor  ever: 
We  leave  him  to  himself,  that  b»we-.t  depth 
Of  human  baseness.  Bardon  is  fur  men. 

And  not  for  reptile* — we  have  none  for  Steno, 

And  DO  resentment : things  like  him  must  sting. 
And  higher  beings  suffer;  'tL»  the  charter 
Of  life.  The  man  who  dies  by  the  adder’s  fang 
May  have  the  crawler  crush'd,  but  feels  no  anger: 

I 'Twas  the  worm's  nature;  and  some  men  are  worm* 
i In  soul,  more  than  the  living  things  of  tombs.  > 

! Do^e  {to  Ben.).  Signori  complete  that  which  >ou 
deem  your  duty. 

I Den.  Before  we  can  prixeed  upon  that  duty, 

I We  would  request  the  prince'*  to  withdraw  ; 
j ’Twill  move  her  too  much  to  be  witness  to  it 
I Ang.  I know  it  will,  and  yet  I must  endure  it, 

I For  ’ll*  a |KUt  of  mine — 1 will  not  quit 
Except  by  force,  my  husband’s  side.  — Proceed  ! 

Nay,  fear  not  either  shriek,  or  sigh,  or  tear ; 

Though  my  heart  burst  it  sliall  be  silent.  — Speak  I 
1 have  that  within  which  shall  o'ermaster  all. 

Ben.  Marino  Faliero,  Doge  of  Venice, 

Count  of  Val  di  M irino,  Senali»r, 

And  some  time  General  of  the  Heet  and  Army, 
Noble  Venetian,  many  times  and  oft 
Intrusted  by  the  state  with  high  employments, 

, Even  to  the  highest  listen  to  the  sentence, 
j Convict  liy  many  witnesses  and  prot>fi, 

I And  by  thine  own  confession,  of  the  guilt 
\ Of  treacheiy*  and  treaom,  yet  unheard  of 
Cntil  this  trial  — the  decree  U death. 

Thy  goods  are  confiscate  unto  the  state, 

Thy  name  U razed  from  out  her  records,  save 
Upon  a public  day  of  thanksgiving 


t [The  Durhets  U formal  and  cnid,  without  even  that  degree 
of  love  for  her  old  huiOaciJ  which  a child  might  have  for  her 
parent,  or  a pupil  for  her  instructor.  F.ven  in  thif  her  longest 
bevt  vpnrch,  at  the  most  toorhing  moment  of  the  ratat. 
troplir.  ihe  rwi  mormliM*.  In  a strain  of  ptnliintry  Iru  natiiral 
to  a woman  than  to  an;*  other  pcrs'in  similarly  circumstanced, 
un  lions  stung  hy  piais.  Achilles,  Helen,  DicreCia,  the  si«ge 
of  tTuslum,  C'HliguIa,  Caaba,  and  IVrscpolis  ! The  lino*  are 
Aoe  In  tbemseHes,  indeed;  and  If  they  had  been  spoken  by 


Benlnlende  as  a funeral  oration  over  the  Duke’s  body,  or  stiH 
j more,  perhaps,  (flhey  had  been  spoken  by  the  Duke's  counsel 
' on  his  trial,  they  would  have  been  perfiTtiy  in  place  and 
cnararter.  But  that  U not  the  highest  order  of  female  intellect 
which  it  rlisposed  to  be  loiifwindetl  in  distress  ; nor  does  our 
) one,  either  male  or  female,  who  U really  and  deeidr  afli-UHt 
flml  lime  for  « ls«  saws  mod  iiulaaces  anrleot  and  modern.  — 
, Haava.j 


Digitized  by  C<)Ogle 


228 


BYRON’S  WORKS. 


For  this  our  mo5t  miraculous  deliverance* 

! When  thou  art  noted  In  our  calendars 
! W'lth  earthquakes*  pestilence,  and  foreiini  foes. 

And  the  (treat  enemy  of  man,  as  suUiect 
Of  gmteful  masse*)  for  Heaven’s  gmee  in  snatching 
Our  lives  and  country  from  thy  wickedness. 

The  place  wherein  as  Doge  thou  sbculdst  be  painted, 
With  thine  illustrious  predeccisors,  U 
* To  Ite  left  vacant,  with  a death-black  veil 
Flung  over  these  dim  wonls  engraved  beneath,  — 

“ Tills  place  Is  of  Marino  Fidiero, 

Decapitated  for  hU  crimes.”. 

Doyt.  His  crimes  I ” 

But  lot  it  be  so : ~>It  will  be  in  vain. 

The  veil  which  blackens  o'er  this  blighted  name. 

And  hides,  or  seems  to  hide,  those  lineaments, 
j Shall  draw  more  gaxers  than  the  thousand  portraits 
1 Which  glitter  n>und  It  in  their  pictured  trappings  — 

1 y>iur  delegated  slaves  — the  people's  tyrants  I 
I “ Decapitated  for  his  crimes  1 if%it  crimes  ? 

* Were  It  not  better  to  record  the  facts, 

So  that  the  contcmplator  might  approve, 

j Or  at  the  least  learn  whence  the  crimes  arose  ? 

' When  the  beholder  knows  a Doge  conspired. 

Let  him  be  told  tlie  cause  — it  is  your  history. 

Jlen.  Time  must  reply  to  that ; our  sons  will  judge 
Their  fathers’  judgment,  which  I now  pn>nounce. 

[ As  Doge,  clad  in  the  ducal  robes  and  cap, 
i Thmi  sbait  be  U*d  hence  to  the  Giants*  Staircase, 
j %Vhcre  thou  and  all  our  princes  are  Invested ; 

I And  there,  the  ducal  crown  being  first  resumed 
Hpon  the  spot  where  it  was  first  assumed, 

■ Thy  head  shall  be  struck  off;  and  Heaven  have  mercy 
! upon  thy  soul  t 

Do^e.  Is  this  the  Glimta's  sentence  ? 

I Ben.  It  is. 

Do^e.  I can  endure  it. — And  the  time? 

Ben.  Must  be  immediate.  — Make  thy  |)cai'e  with 
, God: 

Within  an  hour  thou  must  be  in  His  presence. 

1 Dofje.  I am  already ; and  my  blood  will  ri«c 
I To  Heaven  before  the  souls  of  those  who  shed  it.  — 
Are  all  my  lands  confiscated  ? 

5j  Ben.  They  are; 

• And  gooils,  and  jewels,  and  all  kind  of  tn*a'<ure, 

I Except  two  thousand  ducats  — theiie  ilisjiose  of. 

ji  Dttpe.  That's  harsh. — I would  have  fain  reserved 
the  lands 

il  Near  to  Treviso,  which  I hold  by  investment 
'I  From  Laurence  the  Count-bishop  of  Ceneda, 

I In  fief  perpetual  to  myself  and  heirs, 

] To  jwrtlon  them  (leaving  my  city  s|hi11, 

! My  palace  and  my  treasures,  to  your  forfeit ) 

..  Between  my  consort  and  niy  kinsmen. 

Ben.  These 

Lie  under  the  state’s  ban ; their  chief,  thy  nephew. 
In  )>eril  of  his  own  life ; but  the  council 
Po'tponcs  his  rria!  for  the  present.  If 
Thou  wUl’st  a state  unto  thy  widow’d  princefes. 

I Fear  not,  for  we  will  do  her  justice. 

Amp.  Signora, 

I I share  not  in  your  spoil  1 From  henceforth,  know 
! I am  devoted  unto  God  alone. 

And  take  my  refuge  in  the  cloister. 

I Df>pe.  Come ! 

Tlie  hour  may  be  a hard  one,  but  'twill  end. 

Have  T aught  else  to  undergo  save  death  ? [die. 
J?«a,  You  have  nought  to  do,  except  confess  and 


The  priest  Is  robed,  the  scimitar  h bare. 

And  both  await  without. — But,  above  all 
Think  not  to  s;>eak  unto  the  people ; they 
Are  now  by  thousands  swarming  at  the  gates. 

But  these  are  closed ; the  Ten,  the  Avogadori, 

The  Giunta,  and  the  chief  men  of  the  Fort)’, 

Alone  will  be  beholders  of  thy  doom. 

And  they  arc  ready  to  attend  the  Doge. 

Dope.  The  I>ogc ! 

Ben.  Yes,  Dtige,  thou  hast  lived  and  thou  shalt  die 
A sovereign  ; lUI  the  moment  which  precedes  ; | 

The  separation  of  that  head  and  trunk,  ' ' 

That  ducal  crown  and  head  shall  be  united. 

Thou  hast  forgot  thy  dignity  in  deigning 
To  plot  with  jictty  traitors;  not  so  we,  ii 

Who  in  the  very  punUhment  acknowledge 
The  prince.  Thy  vile  accomplices  have  died  j| 

The  dug's  death,  and  the  wolf’s;  but  thou  sbolt  fail  |! 
As  falls  the  lion  by  the  hunters,  girt  i 

By  those  who  feel  a proud  compas>l«n  for  thee,  j 

>,  And  mourn  even  the  inevitatde  death 
’ Provoked  by  thy  wild  wrath,  and  regal  fierceness.  > 
Now  we  remit  thee  to  thy  preparation ; 

Let  it  be  brief,  and  we  ourselves  will  be 
Thy  guides  unto  the  place  where  first  wc  were  I 

United  to  thee  as  thy  subjects,  and  j 

Thy  senate ; and  must  now  be  imrted  from  thee  , ; 
As  such  for  ever,  on  the  self-same  s|x)t.  — 

Guards  I form  the  Doge's  escort  to  bis  chamber. 

SCENE  II.  ji 

The  Dope'a  Apartment.  Ji 

The  D<x:e  at  Priaoner,  and  the  Dockets  aUendinp 

him.  ' 

Dope.  Now,  that  the  priest  Is  gone,  'twerc  useU*'s  , 
To  linger  out  the  miscralile  minutes ; [all  | 

But  one  pang  more,  the  pang  of  parting  from  thee,  j. 
And  1 will  leave  the  few  |a:!»t  grains  of  ^and  it 

Which  yet  remain  of  the  accorded  hour,  j 

Still  falling  — 1 nave  done  with  Time. 

Anp.  AlasJ 

And  1 have  been  the  cau«o,  the  unconscious  cause ; 

And  fur  this  funeral  marriage,  this  black  union, 

\\Tiich  thou,  compliant  with  my  father's  wish, 

I Didst  promise  at  hit  death,  thou  hast  seal'd  thine  own. 
j Dope.  Not  so:  there  was  that  In  my  spirit  ever 
j Which  shaped  out  for  itself  some  great  reverse ; 
i The  niarvel  is.  It  came  not  until  now  — 

And  yet  it  was  foretold  me. 

Anp.  How  foretold  you  ? 

Dope.  Long  years  ago  — so  long,  they  are  a doubt  | 
In  memor}’,  and  yet  they  live  in  annaU : 

When  I was  In  my  youth,  and  served  the  senate  1 
And  signnry  as  poitcsta  and  captain  I 

Of  the  town  of  Treviso,  on  a day  ' , 

Of  festival,  the  sluggish  bishop  who  , 

Convey'd  the  Host  aroused  my  rash  young  anger 
By  strange  delay,  and  am^nt  reply  J 

To  my  reproof : I ndse<l  my  hand  and  smote  him,  1| 
Until  be  reel'd  lieneath  his  holy  burthen  ; || 

And  as  hr  ntse  from  earth  again,  he  raised  j 

His  tremulous  hands  in  pious  wrath  towards  Heaven.  ! 
Thence  pointing  to  the  Host,  which  had  fallen  from  ; 

him,  j 

He  turn’d  to  me,  and  said,  " The  hour  will  come  ;l 
\Mienhe  thou  hast  o'erthrown  shall  overthrow  thee  : I 

: - ). 
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The  glory  shall  depart  from  out  thy  hou^. 

The  wl-4d<im  shall  be  shaken  from  thy  soul. 

And  In  thy  best  maturity  of  mind 
A madness  of  the  heart  shall  selae  upon  thee  ; * 
Passion  shall  tear  thee  when  all  passions  cease 
In  other  men,  or  mellow  Into  virtues ; 

And  ntjjesty,  which  decks  ail  other  heads. 

Shall  crown  to  leave  thee  headless  ; honours  thall 
But  prove  to  thee  the  heralds  of  destruction. 

And  hoary  hairs  of  shame,  and  both  of  death. 

But  not  such  death  as  fits  an  a<;ed  man." 

Thus  saying,  he  pass’d  on.  — That  hour  1«  come. 
j4ng.  And  with  this  warning  couldst  thou  not  have 
striven 

To  avert  the  fatal  moment,  and  atone. 

By  penitence,  for  that  which  thou  hadsl  done  ? 

Dope.  I own  the  words  went  to  my  heart,  so  much 
That  I remember’d  them  amid  the  mase 
Of  life,  as  if  they  form'd  a spectral  voice. 

Which  shook  me  in  a supernatural  dream ; 

And  1 repented ; but  ’twas  not  for  me 
To  pull  in  resolution : what  ma*»l  be 
I could  not  change,  and  would  not  fear.  — Nay  more, 
Thou  canst  not  have  forgot,  what  all  remember, 

That  on  my  day  of  landing  here  as  Doge, 

On  my  return  from  Rome,  a mUt  of  such 
Unwonted  destiny  went  on  before 
The  Bucenlaur,  like  the  columnar  cloud 
Which  usher'd  Israel  out  of  Egypt,  till 
The  pilot  was  misled,  and  dl.<cmbark'd  us 
Between  the  pillars  of  Saint  Mark's,  where  ’tis 
The  custom  of  the  state  to  put  to  death 
ItH  criminals,  instead  of  touching  at 
The  Kiva  della  Paglia,  as  the  wont  Is.— 

So  that  all  Venice  shudder’d  at  the  omen. 

.\h  ! little  boots  It  now  to  recollect 
Such  things. 

Dope.  And  yet  I And  a comfort  in 

The  thought  that  these  things  arc  the  work  of  Fate; 
For  I would  rather  yield  to  gods  than  men. 

Or  cling  to  any  creed  of  destiny, 

R.ither  than  deem  these  mortals,  most  of  whom 
I know  to  be  as  worthless  as  the  du.st, 

And  weak  as  worthier  more  than  instruments 
Of  an  o’emiling  power ; they  in  themselves 
Were  all  Incapable — they  could  not  be 
Victors  of  him  who  oft  hail  conouer’d  for  them  I 
AfUf.  Employ  the  minutes  left  in  aspirations 
Of  a more  healing  nature,  and  In  peace 
Even  with  these  wretches  Uke  thy  flight  to  heaven. 

Di>pe.  I am  at  peace : the  peace  of  certainty 
That  a sure  hour  will  come,  when  their  sons'  tons. 
And  this  proud  city,  and  these  aaure  waters, 

And  all  which  makes  them  eminent  and  bright 
Shall  be  a desolation  and  a curse, 

A hissing  and  a scolT  unto  the  nations, 

A Carthage,  and  a Tyre,  an  Ocean  Babel  I 

Anp.  Speak  not  thus  now : the  surge  of  passion  stUJ 
Swce|)s  o'er  thee  to  the  last ; thou  dost  deceive 
Thyself,  and  canst  not  Injure  them  — he  calmer. 

Dope.  I stand  within  eternity,  and  see 
Into  eternity,  and  1 behold  — 

' [•*  A madneM  of  the  heart  iball  rise  wUMo.”—  MS.] 

» With  anirapair'd  but  not  outrageous  grief."  —MS.] 

> ThU  was  the  actual  reply  of  Ballll,  malre  of  Paris,  to  a 
Frenchman  who  made  him  the  same  reproach  on  his  wav  to 
eaecutloa,  la  the  earliest  part  of  their  rerolution.  I find  In 


.Ay,  palpable  as  I see  thy  sweet  face 

For  the  last  time  — the  days  which  I denounce 

Unto  all  time  against  those  wave-girt  walls, 

And  they  who  are  Indwellera. 

Guard  (coming /uneard.^  Doge  of  Venlcei 
The  Ten  are  in  attendance  on  your  highness. 

Dope.  Then  farewell,  Anglollna!— one  embrace  — 
Forgive  the  old  man  who  bath  been  to  thee 
A fond  but  fetal  husband  — love  my  memory  — 

I would  not  ask  so  much  for  me  still  living. 

But  thou  can*t  judge  of  me  more  kindly  now. 

Seeing  my  evU  feelings  arc  at  rest 
Besides,  of  all  the  feuit  of  these  lung  years, 

Olory,  and  wealth,  and  power,  and  fame,  and  name, 
WTilch  generally  leave  some  flowers  to  bloom 
Even  o’er  the  grave,  I have  nothing  left,  not  even 
A UtUe  love,  or  friendship,  or  esteem. 

No,  not  enough  to  extract  an  epitaph 
From  ostentatious  kinsmen  ; in  one  hour 
I have  uprooted  all  my  former  life, 

And  outlived  everything,  except  thy  heart,  | 

The  pure,  the  good,  the  gentle,  which  will  t>ft 
With  unliDpair'd  but  nut  a damorou.4  gritf  * 

Still  keep Thou  tum’st  so  pale! — Alas  I she 

feints, 

She  has  no  breath,  no  pulse  ! — Guards ! lend  your 
aid  — 

I cannot  leave  her  thus,  and  yet  ’tls  better, 

Since  every  lifeless  moment  spares  a pang. 

When  she  shakes  off  this  temporary  death, 

1 shall  be  with  the  Eternal.  — Call  her  women  — 

One  look  I — how  cold  her  hand  ! — as  cold  as  mine 
Shall  be  ere  she  recovers.  — Gently  tend  her. 

And  take  my  la.st  thanks— 1 am  ready  now. 

[7^  AttendatUe  of  Awciolina  enter,  and  far- 
round  their  mUtregi,  tchohat  fainted.— Exeunt 
tAe  Doot,  GuardSf  $*c.  ^‘c. 

SCENE  III. 

TAe  Court  of  the  Ducal  Palace  : the  outer  patee  are 
ehut  apainet  the  jicople.— The  Docz  enters  in  his 
ducal  robes,  in  procession  with  the  Council  of  Ten 
and  tUher  Patricians,  attended  bp  the  Guards,  till 
they  arrive  at  the  top  of  the  •*  Giants'  .Staircase"* 
(where  the  Doges  took  the  oaths')  i the  Executioner 
IS  stationed  there  with  his  sword.  — On  arrivinp,  a 
Chief  of  the  Ten  takes  off  the  ducal  cap  from  the 
Dope's  head. 

Doge.  So  now  the  Doge  is  nothing,  and  at  last 
I am  again  Marino  Faliero  : 

*T  is  well  to  be  so,  though  but  for  a moment 
Here  was  1 crown'd,  and  here,  bear  witness,  Heaven  1 
With  how  much  more  contentment  1 resign 
That  shining  mockery,  the  ducal  bauble, 

Than  1 received  the  fetal  ornament 

One  of  the  Ten.  Thou  treroblest,  Faliero  t 
Dope.  'T  is  with  age,  then.  ^ 

Ben.  Faliero  t hast  thou  aught  further  to  commend. 
Compatible  with  Justice,  to  the  senate  ? 

Dope.  1 would  commend  ray  nephew  to  their  mercy. 
My  consort  to  their  justice ; for  methlnu 

readiog  over  (ilnce  Che  completion  of  thU  trifedy),  for  the 
flnt  tlnie  these  six  years,  **  Venire  Freeerv^,’^a  ilmUar 
irpir  on  a diirereot  occasion  by  Renault,  and  other  coinddencee 
amlng  front  the  lubjert  I need  hardly  remind  the  gendesC 
reader,  that  such  coincidence*  roust  be  accidental,  from  the 
very  facility  of  their  detection  by  reference  to  so  popular  a 
play  CO  the  stage  and  In  the  ckwet  aa  Otway's  cheM'oravre. 
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M)  clrath,  and  such  a death,  might  settle  all 
Between  the  stite  and  me. 

Jim,  They  shall  be  cared  for; 

Even  notwithstanding  thine  unheard-of  crime. 

A>v.  Unheanl  of!  ay,  there's  not  a hUtory 
But  shows  a thou^nd  crown’d  conspirators 
the  people  ; but  to  set  them  free 
One  soveri'lgn  only  died,  and  one  Is  dying. 

Jien.  And  who  were  they  who  fell  In  such  a cause? 
Doge.  The  King  of  Sparta,  and  the  Doge  of 
Venice  — 

Agls  and  Faliero  t 

Ben.  Hast  thou  more 

To  utter  or  to  do  7 

Di*ge.  May  I speak  ? 

Ben.  Thou  may’st; 

Bur  recollect  the  people  are  without, 

Bt-yond  the  compass  of  the  human  voice. 

D <ge.  I 8{>eak  to  Time  and  to  Eternity,  * 

Of  which  I grow  a portion,  not  to  n»an. 

Ye  elements  1 In  which  to  be  n*solved 

I hasten,  let  my  voice  be  as  a ‘•plrit 

Upfin  you  t Y'e  blue  waves ! which  bore  my  banner, 

Yc  winds ! which  flutter'd  o’er  as  If  you  loved  It, 

And  fill'd  my  swelling  sills  as  they  were  wafted 
To  many  a triumph  I Tho\i,  my  native  earth. 

Which  I have  bled  for.  and  thou,  foreign  c.irth. 

Which  drank  this  willing  blootl  from  many  a wound  ! 
Ye  stones.  In  which  my  gore  will  not  sink,  but 
Reek  up  to  heaven  I Ye  skies,  which  will  receive  It ! 
Thou  sun  ! which  shinest  on  these  things,  and  Thmi ! 
Who  kindlest  and  who  quenched  sun*  I"* — Attest ! 

I am  not  Innocent  — but  are  these  guiltiest? 


I perish,  but  not  unavenged  : far  ages 
Float  up  from  the  abyss  ot  time  to  be, 

And  show  these  eyes  before  they  close,  the  doom 
Of  this  proud  city,  and  1 leave  my  curse 

On  her  and  her*  for  ever  ! Yes,  the  hours 

Are  tllenlly  engendering  of  the  day, 

When  she,  who  built  'gainst  Attila  a bulwark, 

Shall  yield,  and  bloudlessly  and  basely  yield, 

L'nto  a bastard  Attila,  without 

Shedding  so  much  blood  In  her  last  defence 

As  these  old  veins,  oft  drain'd  In  shielding  her, 

Shall  pour  In  sacrifice.  — She  shill  be  bought 
And  sold,  and  be  an  appanage  to  those 

shall  despise  her  I She  shall  stoop  to  be 
A province  for  an  empire,  petty  town 
In  lieu  of  capital,  with  slaves  for  senates, 

Beggars  for  nobles  panders  for  a people  ! ^ 

Then  when  the  Hebrew’s  in  thy  palaces,^ 

The  Hun  in  thy  high  places,  and  the  Greek 
Walks  o'er  thy  mart,  and  smiles  on  it  fur  his : 

When  tby  patricians  beg  their  bitter  bread 
In  narrow  streets,  and  In  their  shameful  need 
Make  their  nobility  a plea  for  pity  ; 

Then,  when  the  few  who  still  retain  a wreck 
Of  their  great  fathers'  heritage  shall  fawn 
Round  a barbarian  Vice  of  Kings'  Vicc-gerent, 

Even  In  the  palioe  where  they  sway'd  as  sovereigns, 
Even  In  the  palace  where  they  slew  their  sovereign. 
Proud  of  some  name  they  have  disgraced,  or  sprung 
From  an  adulteress  boas^ul  of  her  guilt 
With  some  large  gondolier  or  foreign  soldier, 

Shall  bear  about  their  bastardy  in  triumph 
To  tlie  third  spurious  generation  — when 


• f Sentence  hetng  pasiinil  upon  the  Doce.  he  U brought  with 
much  pomp  (u  the  of  lti»  lul  Us 

grsixl  prophetic  rant;  tnntething  utrslned  and  elaborate—' 


much  pomp  to  the  piarc  of  rx«sttti«m 
graixl  prophetic  rant;  xnntething  *trst 
but  eloquent  and  Uirible.  — Jarrsiv  ] 
s [ I ' “ an»i 


^ * (The  following  sketch  of  the  Indigent  Venetian  noble  i 

by  Gritti  : — 

**  Sons  un  povero  ladrn  ariitocratico 


s [ I ' “ and  Thou  ! 

Who  mxkest  and  desiroycat  suns  1"  — MS.] 

> ShiMjId  (he  dramatic  picture  teem  harth.  let  the  reader 
look  to  the  hl«t'*rlriil,  nf  the  period  prophe»ir<l,  or  rather  of 
tlie  few  yeart  preceding  thxt  period.  Voltaire  cakulat<d 
their  “ nottre  bene  meriie  Mrretrtd ’*  at  lS.fW>0  of  regulars, 
without  including  voUrntfcrt  and  local  militia,  on  what 
suthnrilf  I know  not ; but  It  is,  perhafis.  the  only  |iart  of  the 
ItopuUtioii  n'H •teere.’ise<i.  Venireoncecnntamedtwohundrrd 
thotitaud  inhafa^uiits  : there  are  now  about  ninety  thoutand  ; 
and  mats  ■ ! few  imUehtu-tU  can  conceive,  and  none  ct>uld 
detcHbe,  the  acttul  state  into  which  the  more  than  inferos) 
tyranny  of  .tiiitria  has  phingwl  (hU  unhappy  city  From  the 
preient  der.ty  and  degeiieruy  of  Venice  uivler  the  Bs'lwriaut, 
there  are  tome  honniiratile  individual  exceptions.  There  Is 
Patiqitaligo.the  last.  and.  aUt  ! /hxMiim.mr  «>>nof  themarriage 
of  the  D'ures  with  the  Adriatic,  who  fought  hi*  frigate  with 
far  greater  g.UUntry  than  any  of  his  French  cos  ljutors  In  the 
memorable  actiun  off  I.U>a.  I came  home  in  the  squadron 
with  the  prise*  In  l»Ul,  and  recoUeid  to  have  heard  Sir 
Williatn  Hotie,  and  the  <Khei  nlhcerteninufeiUn  that  glorious 
oKiflu-t.  »peak  In  the  hliihett  term*  of  l*asquailgo*i  twhavlmir. 
There  it  the  Abbate  MorHli.  There  It  Alvlte  Qiierini,  who, 
after  a tong  and  hnnmirahie  diplomatic  car(*er,  find*  tome 
cuntolation  for  Die  wrongs  of  his  roumry.  In  the  purtuitt  of 
Hterafre  with  hit  nephew,  Viilor  Henson,  the  ton  of  the 
celebrated  lieauty,  the  heroine  of  •*  La  Bhmdlna  In  fJundo- 


trtU.”  There  are  the  natrUlan  poet  Momtini.  and  the  poet 
lUmberti,  the  auih'ir  of  the  “ Btoudtna,”  Ac  and  manv  other 
estimthle  proiluctiims ; and,  not  least  Id  an  Rug  ithman’i 


estimation,  M.«lame  Michetll,  the  translator  of  Shaktpeare. 
There  are  the  young  Dandulo  and  the  Improvvisalore  Lairer, 
and  Giuseppe  Albrigii,  the  sccoinplithed  ton  of  an  aci’om. 
pUthed  mother.  Ttiere  is  AgUettl.  and.  were  there  nothing 
else,  there  is  the  iminorialily  of  Canora.  ('icogtiara,  .Mus- 
toxithi,  Bucatl.  Ac  Ac.  I do  not  reckon.  bec.-mte  the  one  It  a 
Greek,  ami  the  others  were  liorn  at  leait  a hundred  milei  off.  i 
which,  throughout  luiy.  constilutea.  If  not  ajoreigner,  at 
least  a ttranger  UoretHere). 

r lasart  "i 

• C*  Beggars  for  nobles,  V lepers  Vfor  a people  I**— MS.] 

CwretcbesJ 


Krrimte  per  U Veneta  palude. 

Chr  I dent!  per  il  mk)  duro  punatico 
Agusso  in  iu  la  ente  e in  su  I’iocude; 

Ml  tUitnbo  In  ptedi.  e a seder’  ml  tiistico, 

Ballotando  or  la  fame,  or  la  virtude  : 

Prego,  pisngo,  minacclo,  losUto,  adulo, 

Ed  bo  me  stesso,  e la  inia  patria  in  culo.” 

**  I *m  a poorjPMr  of  Venice  looac  among  her 

Marthet  1 With  standing  bows  1 ‘re  double  grown. 

And  in  my  trade  of  place  and  peniion-nionger, 

.Sate  till  r*Te ground  my  buttocks  to  the  bone  ; 

Balloting  now  for  mertt.  now  for  Imnfier  ; 

Ureaklng.  myself,  my  teoth,  upon  a ttoue, 

1 crave,  cringe,  storm,  and  strive,  through  life’s  short 
far<*e, 

And  vote  hiends,  self,  and  country  all  *'  — Roes.] 

* The  chief  palaces  on  the  Brenta  now  belong  to  the  Jews  ; 
who  in  the  earlier  times  of  the  republic  were  only  allowed  to 
inhabit  Mestri.and  not  to  enter  the  diy  of  Venice.  Tbewhole 
commerce  U In  the  haiKls  of  the  Jews  and  Greeks,  and  the 
Huns  form  the  garrison. 

f U mutt  be  owned,”  says  Bishop  Heber,  “ that  the 
Duke  be-irs  hit  calamities  with  a patience  which  would  be 
more  herote  if  it  were  lets  wordy.  It  U po«Klhle  that  a con- 
demned man  might  recollect  hu  quarrel  with  the  Bishop  of 
Treviso,  and  the  evil  omen  which  accompanied  hit  solemn 
landing  at  VenU'e.  But  there  are  not  many  condemned  men 
who,  during  a last  and  stinted  Interview  with  a bdovtd  wife, 
would  hate  employed  so  much  time  In  relating  arvecdotes  of 
themselves  ; and  we  should  least  of  all  expect  It  in  one  whose 
fiery  eharacter  would  have  induced  him  to  hurry  forward  to 
hi*  end.  The  same  otijectlon  Applies  to  his  prophecy  of  tlte 
future  miseries  of  Venire.  Its  language  and  Imagery  are, 
doubtlers,  extremely  |K>werful  and  impressive : but  we  cannot 
allow  that  It  is  either  dramatic  or  characteristic  A prophecy 
{which  we  know  to  he  ex  po$1  Jacto)  Is,  under  any  clnrum- 
stances.  one  of  the  cheiqicst  and  least  artlticuU  of  poetical 
machines.  But,  under  such  clrrumstaoces  as  the  present,  no 
audience  could  have  endured  so  long  a speech  without  ^sgun 
and  weariness  ; and  Marino  Faliero  was  most  Ukoly  to 
met  his  death  like  our  own  Sydney  — 


Digit:zoa  by 


Thy  sons  are  in  the  lowest  scale  of  being, 

Slaves  turn’d  o’er  to  the  vanquish’d  by  the  victors, 
Despised  by  cowards  for  greater  cowardice, 

And  scorn’d  even  by  the  vicious  for  such  vices 
As  in  the  monstrous  grasp  of  their  conception 
Defy  all  codes  to  image  or  to  name  them  ; 

Then,  when  of  Cyprus,  now  thy  sul«ect  kingdom. 

All  thine  Inheritance  shall  be  her  shame 
Entail'd  on  thy  less  virtuous  daughters,  grown 
A wider  proverb  for  worse  prostitution  ; — 

^>'hen  all  the  ills  of  conquer’d  states  shall  cling  thee, 
Vice  without  splendour,  sin  without  relief 
Even  from  the  gloss  of  love  to  smooth  It  o'er, 

But  in  its  stead,  coarse  lusts  of  habitude,  ^ 

Prurient  yet  passionless,  cold  studied  lewdness. 
Depraving  nature's  frailty  to  an  art ; — 

When  these  and  more  are  heavy  on  thee,  when 
Smiles  without  mirth,  and  pastimes  without  pU  asurc, 
Youth  without  honour,  age  without  respect. 
Meanness  and  weakness,  and  a sense  of  woe 
I ’Gainst  which  thou  wUt  not  strive,  and  dar’st  not 
murmur, « 

Have  made  thee  last  and  wont  of  peopled  deserts. 
Then,  in  the  last  gasp  of  thine  agony, 

Amidst  thy  many  miirden,  think  of  mine  / 

Thou  den  of  drunkards  with  the  blood  of  princes  I s 
Gehenna  of  the  waters ! thou  sea  tiodom  I 
Thus  I devote  thee  to  the  infernal  gods  I 
Thee  and  thy  serpent  seed  I 

[//ere  <Ae  Doci  turns  and  oiic/resses  the  Execu- 
tioner. 

Slave,  do  thine  office  ! 

Strike  as  I struck  the  foe  I Strike  as  I would 
Ha\*e  struck  those  tyrants  1 Strike  deep  as  my  curse  ! 
Strike  — and  but  once  I 

[ The  Doci  throiet  himself  upon  his  Aneee,  and  as 
the  Executioner  raises  his  sword  the  scene  closes. 


The  Piazza  and  Piazzrtta  of  Saint  Sfark's.  — The 
penjiie  in  crowds  gathered  round  the  grated  gates 
of  the  Ducal  Palace,  which  art  shut 
First  Citizen.  I have  gain’d  the  gate,  and  can 
discern  the  Ten, 

Robed  lo  their  gowns  of  state,  ranged  round  the  Doge. 

• 

• W'ith  no  harangue  idly  procl^m’d  aloud 
To  catch  Che  vorthleas  plaudit  of  the  crowd  ; 

No  feeble  boait,  death’*  terror*  to  defy. 

Yet  *tni  delaying,  as  afraid  to  die  I*  ” 

We  are  turprlicd  that  Bi*hop  Hchrr  did  not  quote  Andrew 
nugnidcent  line*  on  Charles  L r — 

" Willie  round  the  armed  bands 
Did  dtp  their  bloody  hands. 

He  notliing  cummon  did,  or  mean, 

Upon  that  memorable  scene ; 

But  with  his  keener  eye 
The  axe’*  edge  did  try  ; 

Nor  call’d  the  Ood*  with  rulgar  ipIgM 
To  Tlodlcate  his  helpless  right, 

But  bow’d  hts  comely  head  I 

Down,  a*  upon  a bed.**} 

* [See  AprtRDix  i Marino  Fallero,  Note  C.3 
s If  the  Doge's  prophecy  seem  remarkable,  look  to  the 
fallowing,  made  by  Alimannl  two  hundred  and  serenty  years 
ssto''^"  There  it  on*  rery  singular  prophecy  coocemlni 
Venice:  * If  thou  dost  not  change,’  It  says  to  that  proud 
republic,  ‘ thy  liberty,  which  Is  already  on  the  wing,  will  not 
reckon  a century  more  than  the  thousandth  year.’  If  we  carry 
bMk  the  epoeba  of  Venetian  freedom  to  the  establishment  uf 
the  goremment  under  which  the  republic  douriibed,  we  shall 
QtwI  that  the  date  of  the  elcrttoo  of  the  first  Doge  Is  607  { and 
If  we  acid  one  century  to  a thousand,  that  U,  elerrn  hundred 
years,  we  shall  find  the  sense  of  the  nredlrtion  to  be  liicr^ly 
this  • • Thy  liberty  will  not  last  till  ITW.*  Recollect  that 


Second  Cit.  I cannot  reach  thee  with  mine  utmost 
Huw  is  it  ? let  us  hear  at  least,  since  sight  [efl'urt. 

Is  thus  prohibited  unto  the  people, 

Except  the  occupiers  of  those  bars. 

i^irsf  Cit.  One  has  approach’d  the  Doge,  and  now 
they  strip 

The  ducal  bonnet  from  bis  head  — and  now 
He  raises  his  keen  eyes  to  heaven ; 1 see  [no. 

Them  glitter,  and  bis  Ups  move  — Hush  1 ha«h  t — I 
'Twas  but  a murmur  — Curse  upon  the  distance  t 
His  words  are  inarticulate,  but  the  voire 
Swells  up  like  mutter'd  thunder;  would  we  could 
But  gather  a sole  sentence  1 [sound. 

Second  Cit.  Hush  I we  perhaps  may  catch  the 
First  Cit.  ’ T is  vain, 

I cannot  bear  him.  — How  his  hoary  hair 
Streams  on  the  wind  like  foam  upon  the  wave ! 

Now — now — he  kneels— and  now  they  form  a circle 

Round  him,  and  aU  is  hidden  — but  I see 

The  lifted  sword  in  air  — Ah  I hark  I It  falls  I 

[ The  people  murmur. 

Third  Cit.  Then  they  have  murder’d  him  who  I 
would  have  fr'eed  us.  | 

Fourth  Cit-  He  was  a kind  man  to  the  commons  | 
ever. 

Fifth  Cit.  Wisely  they  did  to  keep  their  portals 
barr’d. 

Would  we  had  known  the  work  they  were  preparing  , 
Ere  we  were  summon’d  here — we  would  have  brought  j 
Weapons,  and  forced  them  1 1 

Sixth  Cit.  Are  you  sure  he  *s  dead  ? I 

First  Cit.  I saw  the  sword  fall  — Lo ! what  have  ‘ 
we  here  ? 

Enter  on  the  Balcong  of  the  Palace  whirh  fronts 
Saint  Mark's  Place  a Cuicr  or  the  Teh,*  iriVA 
a bloody  sword.  He  toarcs  if  thrice  before  the  l*eople, 
and  exclaims, 

**  Justice  bath  dealt  upon  the  mighty  Traitor  I ” 

[ The  gates  are  ofyened ; the  populace  rush  in  toward* 
the  “ Giants'  Staircase,"  where  the  execution  has 
taken  place.  The  foremost  of  them  exclaims  to 
those  behind. 

The  gory  bead  rolls  down  the  Giants'  Steps  ! | 

[ The  curtain  falls.  * ; 

Venice  cessed  to  be  free  In  the  year  1796.  the  fifth  year  of  the 
French  repoblic  ; and  ymi  will  pcrceJse,  that  there  nerer  was 
prediction  more  pointed,  or  more  exactly  foHowed  by  the 
event.  You  will,  therefore,  tmlea*  rery  rcmark.nble  the  three 
lines  of  Alsmsniii  sdiJreued  to  Venice  ; shlch,  however,  no 
OM  has  pointed  out : — 

' Se  non  csngl  peniler.  un  secol  solo 
Non  conteri  sopra  ’I  milleilino  anno 
Tu*  libcrtl.  cbe  vs  fuggendo  a volo.* 

Many  prophecies  have  passed  for  sneh,  ami  many  men  have 
been  calle^i  prophet*  for  much  less."— GiHGCSsa'.t  la  p.  144. 

> Of  tne  fir»lfif<y  Doge*. /ec  abdicated— dVe  werebanlshr^ 
with  their  eyes  put  out  — yis'c  were  — and  nmc 

deposed : so  that  nineteen  out  of  fifty  lost  the  Ihrooe  by- 
violence,  beside*  two  who  fell  IntMltle:  this  occurred  long 

rirevtou*  tothe  rc'gn  of  Marirm  Fallero.  One  of  hi*  more 
mmedlate  predecessors,  Andrea  D indolo,  dic'd  of  vesation. 
Marino  Fallero  himself  perished  as  reUUnl.  Amongst  hit 
tucretsort,  foscorr,  after  seeing  his  son  repeatedly  tortured 
and  banished,  was  denoseri.  and  dfed  of  hresking  a blood 
vessel,  on  hearingthe  betl  of  Saint  Mark's  toll  for  me  election 
of  bis  successor.  Morotinl  was  impeache<l  fur  the  iu*s  of 
Candia;  but  this  was  previrmi  to  his  duseilom,  dnrhig  wh>ch 
he  conquered  the  Morea.  and  was  styled  the  Pelupomiesian. 
Fallero  might  truly  say, 

“Thmi  den  of  drunkard#  wilh  the  blond  of  prince*  ! " 

4"  tin  Capode’  Diecl  ” are  the  word*  of  Sannto’s  Chronicle. 

* [As  a play,  Marino  Fallero  I#  deficient  in  the  attractive 
patsioos,  to  pr^.'tbility,  and  in  depth  and  variety  of  loteresti 
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PART  U 


f^tabnt  attn  iaartf) : 


A MYSTERY. 

rODNDBD  OJ*  TUB  POLLOWIHO  PASSAOB  IK  OBKBSIS,  CHAP.  PI. 

. ■ - '•«*  “»  '>"=  JAiighltn  ot  mpn  that  thcp  wm  fair:  and  thpp 

look  them  wlvei  of  all  which  they  choic.  * ^ ' 

“ And  woman  wailing  for  her  demon  loter.**—  CoLcaiDOe. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS 


?B?faBrn  anS  Cartt). 


— Samiaia. 

Azaziei.. 

RarHAEL,  the  Archangel. 

.Vm. Noah  and  hi»  Sons. 

Iead. 

Japhit. 

1 

" Jfomm. — Anah. 

Aholieamah. 

Chorua  of  Spirita  of  Me  Earth.  — Chonia  of  MortaU. 

and  remits  throughout,  by  the  extravagant  disproportion 
which  the  Injurj  bean  to  (he -unmeasured  resentment  with 
which  It  Is  pursued.  As  a poem,  though  it  ocraslonally 
displays  great  force  ami  elrvntlofi.  it  obviously  wants  both 
grace  anc|  facility.  The  dictUai  is  often  heavy  and  nimbroiu. 
and  the  versification  withmit  sweetness  or  elasticity.  It  Is 
generally  very  verbnse,  ar»d  sometimes  exr^ingly  dull 
Altogether,  it  gives  ns  the  Impressiun  of  a thing  worked  out 
against  the  grain,  and  not  poured  forth  from  the  fnloess  of 
the  heart  or  the  f.<nry;— -the  ambitious  and  elaborate  work 
of  a powerful  mind  engaged  with  an  uosulUble  task  — not  the 
spontarwrus  efluiion  of  an  exnU'rant  imagination,  sporting  In 
the  lulness  of  its  strength.  Every  thing  is  heightened  and 
enlorred  with  visible  effort  and  design  ; ai»d  the  noble  author 
Is  often  contented  to  l»e  emphatic  by  dint  of  exaggeration, 
and  eloquent  by  the  commtm  topics  of  declamahott. 

Rrron  is,  uiulrmlitevlly.  a t*oet  of  the  very  first  order,  and  Itas 
talents  towcarh  the  very  higlieit  honours  of  the  drama.  But 
he  must  not  again  disdnii)  love,  and  ambition,  and  yealoiisy  ; 
he  must  not  suintitute  what  is  merely  hixarre  and  extra- 
ordinary. for  wliat  Is  naturally  ami  universally  interesting, 
nor  expert,  by  any  exaggerations,  so  to  rouse  and  rule  our 
sympathies  hv  the  senscIcM  anger  of  an  old  man.  and  the 
prutiish  propiTelirs  of  an  unK^npted  woman,  as  by  the  agency 
of  tlie  great  and  simple  pisslnnt  « llh  which,  in  some  of  their 
degrees,  all  men  are  urailtar.and  by  which  alone  the  Dramatic 
Muse  has  hitherto  wrougiit  her  miracles.— JzrrRr.v. 

On  the  whole,  the  Doge  of  Venice  is  the  effect  of  a powerful 
and  cultivated  mind.  It  has  all  the  requisites  of  tragnlv, 
sublimity,  terror,  and  pathos— all  hut  that  without  which  tlie 
rest  are  unavailing.  Interest  I With  many  detached  passages 
which  neither  derogate  from  I^ord  Bvron's  former  fame,  nor 
wouM  have  denoted  from  the  reptitatlon  of  our  liest  ancient 
tragedians,  it  is,  as  a whole,  neitnrr  sustained  nor  impressive. 
The  poet,  excejit  In  the  soliloquy  of  Llonl.  scarcely  ever  seems 
to  have  written  with  hisown  tht>rough  good  liking.  He  may 
be  suspected  throughout  to  have  had  In  his  rytt  some  other 
model  than  nature  : and  we  rise  from  his  work  with  the  same 
feeling  as  if  we  had  been  reading  a translatimi.  For  this  want 
of  Interest  the  subject  Itself  Is,  uouldicss.  In  some  measure  to 
blame  j though.  If  the  same  subject  had  l>eeo  diflercntly 
treated,  we  are  Inclined  to  believe  a very  different  effect  would 
have  been  produced.  But  for  the  constraint  and  stiflbeis  of 
the  poetry,  we  have  nothing  to  blame  but  the  apparent  reso. 
lution  of  Its  author  to  set  {at  wbatever  risk)  an  example  of 
classical  correctness  to  hU  iincls  lllml  countrymen,  and  rather 
to  forego  frtKcesf  than  to  succeed  after  the  manner  of  Shak« 
ipeare.  — Hi  act. 3 

1 Heaven  and  P,arth”  was  written  at  Ravenna.  In  Octo- 
ber, 1*121.  In  forwarding  k to  Mr.  Murray.  In  the  following 
( moiJt\  Lord  B<i  ron  says  — •*  Enclosed  it  a Ivricai  drama,  en- 
I tkled  * A Mystery.*  You  will  And  4t  pious  Moagb,  I trust  — 


SCENE  I. 

A itoodjf  atui  mountainoua  diairtet  near  Moioit 
Ararat.  — - Tune,  Midnight. 

Enter  Anah  and  Aholibamah.  « 

Anah.  Ouh  father  sleeps : It  is  the  hour  when  they 
Who  love  us  arc  accustom’d  to  descend 

Through  the  deep  clouds  o’er  rocky  Ararat ; 

How  ray  heart  beats  5 

at  least  some  of  the  chorus  might  have  been  written  by  Stern- 
hold  and  Hopkins  themselves  for  that,  and  perhaps  lor  melody 
As  ft  it  longer,  and  more  lyrical  and  Greek,  than  I intended 
at  first,  I have  not  divided  it  Into  acts,  but  called  what  1 hare 
senr  Part  First  s as  there  Is  a luspenskm  of  the  artloii,  which 
may  eltl.er  close  there  without  impropriety,  or  be  continued 
In  a way  that  I have  in  view.  I wish  the  first  fwrt  to  be 
PUldUhrd  before  the  second  ; because,  if  It  don’t  succeed,  it  is 
better  to  slop  there,  than  to  go  on  in  a fruitless  experiment, " 
Tl'ough  without  del.iy  revised  by  Mr.  Gifford,  and  priDted,this 
**  First  Part”  was  not  published  till  Ihi-i,  when  U appeared 
In  the  second  numlier  of  the  “ Liberal."  The"  Mistcry  •• 

W AS  never  completed.) 

* [**  It  Is  Impossible  to  suppose  two  poems  more  nearly 
dUmetriraliy  opposite  to  each  other  In  ohjwt  and  exw  utlon, 
than  the  • l/ove«  of  the  Angels  ’ by  Mr.  Mm>re.  and  ’ Heaven 
and  Earth,  a .Mystery,*  by  Lord  Byron.  The  first  is  all 
glitter  and  point,  like  a piece  of  Derbvthire  spar;  and  the 
other  Is  dark  and  massy,  like  a Wock  of  marine.  In  the  one, 
angels  harangue  each  other,  like  u>ithv  rt  wishing  to  make 
a gn  at  puldic  tmprejslon  : in  the  other,  they  apiwar  silent 
and  majestic,  even  when  their  sou«  have  Ikwii  vniicd  with 
human  palsions.  In  the  one.  the  women  whom  the  angels 
lose,  although  beautiful  and  omiabte,  are  blue-slockingiih 
and  |•edalltic,  and  their  tins  proceed  from  curiosity  and  the 
love  of  knowledge.  In  the  other,  they  are  the  gentle,  or  the 
daring,  daughters  of  fii-sh  and  hhxxl.  dissolving  in  tender- 
ness,  or  burning  with  |<assion  for  the  Sons  of  (he  Morning. 

In  the  one,  we  have  sighs,  tears,  kisses,  sldverings.  tliril-  I 
' lings,  perfumes,  leathered  angels  on  beds  of  down,  and  alt  | 
the  trans)»orts  of  the  honey-moon  ; In  the  oilier,  slU-m  looks  i 
of  joy  or  despair,  passion  seen  blending  In  vain  union  be^  1 
tween  the  spinu  of  mortal  and  Immortal,  love  shrieking  on  I 
(he  wild  shore  of  death,  and  all  the  thoughts  that  ever  agitated  < 
human  hearts  dashed  and  distracted  lieiteath  the  blackness  < 
and  amiitst  the  howling  of  commingled  earth  and  liewven. 
Tlie  one  Is  extremely  prritr,  and  the  other  is  something  ter- 
rible. The  great  power  of  this  ‘ Mystery  ’ is  In  its  fearless  and 
daring  slmnlirity.  Ixird  Dvroo  faces  at  once  all  the  grandeur 
of  his  sublime  subject.  He  seeks  for  nothins,  but  it  rises  | 
before  him  in  its  death-doomed  magnificence.  Man,  or  angel, 
nr  demon,  the  lieing  who  mourns,  or  laments,  or  exults,  is  I 
driven  to  speak  by  his  own  soul.  The  angels  deign  not  [ 
to  use  many  words,  even  to  their  liesutiful  paramours  , and  \ 
they  scorn  Noah  arwl  bis  sententious  sons.  The  first 
scene  Is  a woody  and  mountainous  district,  near  Mount 
Ararat,  and  the  lime  midnight.  Mortal  creatures,  con- 
scious of  their  own  wickedness,  hare  heard  awful  prclktlons  I 
of  the  threatened  flood,  and  all  ibclr  lives  are  darkened  • 
with  terriN.  But  the  sons  of  God  have  lieen  dwellers  on 
earth,  and  women’s  hearts  have  l>een  stirred  by  the  beauty 
of  these  celestial  vUitanU.  Anah  and  Abolibamah.  two  of  I 
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Let  Its  proceed  upon 
But  the  stars  are  hidden. 


j^ho. 

Our  invocation. 

j4nah. 

I tremble. 

Aho.  So  do  I,  but  not  with  fear 
Of  aught  save  their  delay. 

Anah.  My  sister,  though 

I love  Ataxiel  more  than oh,  too  much  ! 

What  was  I going  to  say  ? my  heart  grows  Impious. 

A/to.  And  where  Is  the  Impiety  of  loving 
Celestial  natures  7 

Amn/i.  But,  AhoUbamah, 

1 love  our  God  less  since  his  angel  loved  me : 

This  cannot  be  of  good  ; and  though  1 know  not 
That  I do  wrong,  1 feel  a thousand  fears 
Which  are  not  ominous  of  right. 

A/io.  Then  wed  thee 

Unto  some  son  of  clay,  and  toil  and  spin  ! 

There  *s  Japhet  loves  thee  well,  hath  loved  Uv*e  Unv  i 
Marry,  and  bring  forth  dust  I 

Anah.  I should  have  loved 

Azaaiel  not  lets  were  he  mortal ; yet 
I am  glad  he  is  not.  1 cannot  outlive  him. 

And  when  I think  that  hU  immortal  wings 

Will  one  day  hover  o’er  the  sepulchre 

Of  the  poor  child  of  clay  which  so  adored  him. 

As  be  adores  the  Highest,  death  becomes 
Less  terrible ; but  yet  1 pity  him  : 

HU  grief  will  be  of  ages,  or  at  least 

Mine  would  be  such  for  him,  were  I the  seraph, 

.\.nd  be  the  perishable. 

AAo.  Rather  say, 

l*hat  he  will  single  forth  some  other  daughter 
Of  earth,  and  love  her  as  he  once  loved  Anah. 

Anaft.  And  If  it  should  be  so,  and  she  loved  him. 
Better  thus  than  that  he  should  weep  fur  me. 

A/to.  If  I thought  thus  of  Samiasa's  love, 

All  seraph  as  he  Is,  I ‘d  spurn  him  flrom  me. 

But  to  our  Invocation  ’Tls  the  hour. 

Anah.  Semph  1 

From  thy  sphere ! 

Whatever  star  contain  thy  glory ; 

In  the  eternal  depths  of  heaven 
Albeit  thou  watchest  with  “ the  seven,”  * 
Though  through  space  Inflnitc  and  hoary 
Before  thy  bright  wings  worlds  be  driven, 

Yet  hear  1 

Oh  ! think  of  her  who  holds  thee  dear  ! 

And  though  she  nothing  Is  to  thee, 

Yet  think  that  thou  art  all  to  her. 

Thou  canst  not  tell.  — and  never  be 
Such  pangs  decreed  to  aught  save  me,  ^ 

The  bitterness  of  tears. 

Eternity  is  In  thine  years. 

Unborn,  undying  beauty  in  thine  eyes ; 

With  me  thou  canst  not  sympathise. 

Except  in  love,  and  there  thou  must 
Acknowledge  that  more  Inring  dust 
Ne’er  wept  l>eneatb  the  skies. 

Thou  walk'st  thy  many  worlds,  thou  seett 
The  face  of  him  who  made  thee  great. 

As  he  hath  made  me  of  the  least 
Of  those  cost  out  firom  Eden's  gate  : 


Yet,  Seraph  dear ! 

Oh  bear  t 

For  thou  hast  loved  roe,  and  I would  not  die 
Until  I know  what  I must  die  in  knowing, 
That  thou  forgett'st  In  thine  eternity 
Her  whose  heart  death  could  not  keep  from 
o’erflowlng 

For  thee,  iromurtal  essence  as  thou  art  I 
Great  is  their  love  who  love  in  sin  and  fear  ; 

And  such,  1 fi^el,  are  waging  in  my  hean 
A war  unworthy : to  an  Adamite 
Forgive,  my  Seraph ! that  such  thoughts  appear, 
For  sorrow  U our  element ; 

Delight 

An  Eden  kept  afar  from  sight. 

Though  sometimes  with  our  vUiotu  blent. 
The  hour  is  near 

Wlii(’);  tells  me  wc  ore  not  al>aadon'd  quite 

Appear  I Appear  I 
Seraph ! 

My  own  Azaziel]  be  but  here, 

And  leave  the  stars  to  their  own  light. 

A/io.  Samiasa  1 

Wheresoe’er 

Thou  rulcst  in  the  upiwr  air->~ 

Or  warring  with  the  spirits  who  may  dare 
Dispute  with  Him 

made  all  empires,  empire  ; or  recalling 
Some  wandering  star,  which  shoots  through  the 
abyss, 

\i*hose  tenants  dying,  while  their  world  L 
falling, 

Share  the  dim  destiny  of  clay  in  this ; 

Or  joining  with  the  inferior  cherubim. 

Thou  deignest  to  partake  their  hymn  — 
Samiasa  I 

i 1 call  thee,  I await  thee,  and  I love  thee. 

Many  may  worship  thee,  that  will  I not : 

If  that  thy  spirit  down  to  mine  may  move  thve. 
Descend  and  share  my  lot  i 
Though  I be  funn'd  of  clay, 

And  thou  of  beams 
More  bright  than  those  of  day 
On  Eden's  streams. 

Thine  immortality  cannot  repay 
With  love  more  warm  than  mine 
My  love.  There  is  a ray 

In  me,  which,  though  forbidden  yet  to  shine, 

I feel  was  lighted  at  thy  God's  and  thine. 

It  may  be  hidden  long : death  and  decay 

Our  mother  Eve  bequeath’d  us  — but  my  heart 
Defies  it : though  this  life  must  pass  away, 

Is  that  a cause  for  thee  and  me  to  part  7 
Thou  art  immortal  ~ so  am  I : I feel  — 

1 feel  my  Immortality  o’ersweep 
All  pains,  all  tears,  all  time,  all  fears,  and  peal, 
Like  the  eternal  thunders  of  the  deep, 

Into  my  cars  this  truth — “ Thou  liv’st  for  ever  J” 
But  If  it  be  in  joy 
I know  not,  nor  would  know ; 

That  secret  rests  with  the  Almighty  giver 

Who  folds  in  clouds  the  fonts  of  bliss  and  woe. 
But  thee  and  me  he  never  can  destroy  ; 


these  ange).«trlcken  resident,  come  wandering  along  while 
others  rieep.  to  pour  forth  thetr  inToration*  to  their  demon 
loTen.  T*hey  are  of  veir  different  charnrters:  Anah,  soft, 
gentle,  and  subfotssire;  Aholibomah,  proud.  Impetuous,  aod 


aspiring— the  one  Inring  in  fear,  and  the  other  In  ambiUoa 
— WiLaoB.] 

• The  arthongels,  s.'Ud  to  be  semi  in  number,  and  to 
ecrupy  the  eighth  rank  In  the  celestUi  hierarchy. 
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Change  us  be  may,  but  not  o'erwhetm  ; we  are 
Of  as  eternal  essence,  and  must  war 
With  him  if  he  will  war  with  us  : with  (Are 
I can  share  all  things,  even  Immortal  sorrow  ; 

For  thou  bast  ventured  to  share  life  with  me. 

And  shall  / shrink  from  thine  eternity  7 

No ! though  the  serpent's  sting  should  pierce 
me  thorough, 

And  thou  thyself  wert  like  the  serpent,  coll 
Around  me  still  I and  I will  smile. 

And  curse  thee  not;  but  bold 
Thee  in  as  warm  a fold 

As but  descend,  and  prove 

A mortal's  love 

For  an  ImmortaL  If  the  skies  contain 
More  joy  than  thou  camt  give  and  take,  remain  1 1 
/fitoA.  Sister  1 sister  1 I view  them  winging 
Their  bright  way  through  the  parted  night 

Aho.  The  clouds  from  off  their  pinions  flinging, 
As  though  they  bore  to-morrow's  light 
AnaM.  But  if  our  father  see  the  sight  I 
Aho.  He  would  but  deem  it  was  the  moon 
Rising  unto  some  sorcerer's  time 
An  hour  too  soon. 

Anah.  The>*  come  I Ae  comet  I — Axaalcl  1 
Aho.  Haste 

To  meet  them  ! Oh  1 for  wings  to  bear 
My  spirit,  while  they  hover  there, 

To  5»amiasa’B  breast  I 

Anah.  Lo  I tbey  have  kindled  all  the  west, 

Like  a returning  sunset ; — lo  I 
On  Ararat's  late  secret  crest 
A mild  and  many-colour'd  bow, 

The  remnant  of  their  flashing  path. 

Now  shines  I and  now,  behold  I it  bath 
Return'd  to  night,  as  rippling  foam. 

Which  the  leviathan  hath  lash'd 
From  bis  unfathomable  home, 

V^'hen  sporting  on  the  face  of  the  calm  deep, 
Subsides  soon  after  be  again  hath  dash'd 
Down,  down,  to  where  the  ocean's  fountains  sleep,  ^ 
Aho.  They  have  touch'd  earth  ! Samlasa  i 
Anah.  My  Axasicl  1 

[A'xeaiU. 

SCKNB  II. 

Enter  Irad  aiuf  Jarurr. 

Irad.  Despond  not:  wherefore  wilt  thou  wander 
thus 

To  add  thy  silence  to  the  silent  night. 

And  lift  thy  tearful  eye  unto  the  stars  7 
l*he}*  cannot  aid  thee. 

Japh.  But  they  soothe  me— now 

Perhaps  she  looks  upon  them  as  I look. 

Methinks  a being  that  is  beautiful 
Becometb  more  so  as  it  looks  on  beauty. 

The  eternal  beauty  of  undying  things. 

Oh,  Anah  1 

Jrad,  But  she  lores  thee  not 

’ [Thii  lorocstlon  U extremely  beautiful : it*  chief  beauty 
lies  m the  crmtlimoui  ami  meandering  flow  of  tu  impaiaioned 
TenlflcAtinn.  At  its  rloae.  »and  it  miftht  well  win  down  to 
rartli  erring  angels  from  heaven..— the  maidens  disappear  in 
the  midnight  darkness,  hoping  the  presence  of  their  celestial 
lovers.— WiuoN.  3 

* CLnrd  Byron  here  takes  a wide  career,  and  is  sometimes 
ohscore  and  confused  ; hut  the  flashes  of  Are  continually  break 
through,  ifsd  UlumlM  iht  clouds  of  smoke  and  vapotir.  *llte 
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Japh.  Alas  I 

Irad.  And  proud  Abolibomah  spurns  me  also. 
Japh.  I feel  fur  tliee  too. 

Ind.  Let  her  keep  her  prlde^ 

Mine  hath  enabled  me  to  bear  her  scorn  : 

It  may  be,  time  too  will  avenge  it 
Japh.  Canst  thou 

Find  Joy  in  such  a thought  7 

Irad.  Nor  joy  nor  sorrow. 

I loved  her  well ; I would  have  loved  her  better. 
Had  love  been  met  with  love : as 't  is,  I leave  her 
To  brighter  destinies,  If  so  she  deems  them. 

JiipA.  What  destinies  7 

Irad.  I have  some  cause  to  think 

She  loves  another. 

Japh.  Anah  I 

/riuf.  No ; her  sister 

Japh.  What  other  ? 

Irad.  That  I know  not ; but  her  air. 

If  not  her  words,  tells  me  she  loves  another. 

Jiph.  Ay,  but  not  Anah : she  but  loves  her  Ood. 
Irad.  Wbate'er  she  loveth,  so  she  loves  thee  not. 
What  can  It  profit  thee  7 ^ 

Japh.  True,  nothing ; but 

I love. 

Irad.  And  SO  do  L 

Japh.  And  now  thou  lov'st  not, 

Or  thlnk'st  thou  lov'st  not,  art  thou  happier  7 

Irad.  Tea. 

Japh.  I pity  thee. 

Irad.  Me  ! why  7 

Japh.  For  being  happy, 

Deprived  of  that  which  makes  my  misery. 

Irad.  1 take  thy  taunt  as  part  of  thy  distemper, 
And  would  not  feel  as  thou  dost  fur  more  shekels 
Than  all  our  father's  herds  would  bring.  If  weigh'd 
Against  the  metal  of  the  sons  of  Cain  — 

The  yellow  dust  they  try  to  barter  with  us. 

As  if  such  usdess  and  discolour'd  trash. 

The  refuse  of  the  earth,  could  be  received 
For  milk,  and  wool,  and  flesh,  and  fruits,  and  all 
Our  flocks  and  wilderness  afford.  — Go,  Japhet, 

Sigh  to  the  stars,  as  wolves  howl  to  the  moon— 

I must  back  to  my  rest 
Japh.  And  so  would  1 

If  I could  rest 

Irad.  Thou  wilt  not  to  our  tents  then  7 

Japh.  No*  Irad  ; 1 will  to  the  cavern,  whose 
Mouth  they  say  opens  from  the  Internal  world 
To  let  the  inner  spirits  of  the  earth 
Forth  when  they  walk  its  surface. 

Irad.  Wherefore  so  7 

What  wouldst  thou  there  7 
Japh.  Soothe  further  my  sad  spirit 

With  gloom  as  sad : it  Is  a hopelcM  spot. 

And  I aro  hopeless. 

Irad,  But  *t  Is  dangerous ; 

Strange  sounds  and  sights  have  peopl^  it  with 
terrors. 

I must  go  with  thee. 

extravagance  It  dictated  by  pasilen.  HU  mute,  even  In  her 
riddle*  and  digrruloot,  hoi  a tybU-Uke,  prophetic  hiry.  — 
Jarrarr.] 

> fThit  It  one  of  thote  hitter,  taunting  larconrot  that  ru 
cape  from  Lord  Byroo'i  pen.  In  spite  of  himtelf.  Japhet  It 
aherwardi  Introduced  alone,  in  a mnunt.«lnout  care ; and 
hit  vollloqur.  bemoaning  hit  own  fate,  and  the  apnrnarhittg 
destruction  of  mankind,  it  Interrupted  by  a l^iugh  of  drmun*, 
rejoicing  over  the  event.  IbU  tcctie  it  terrific.  — Jarraav.J 
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Jnph.  Iiadt  no ; believe  me 

I feel  no  evil  thought,  snd  fear  no  evil. 

had.  But  evil  things  will  be  thy  foe  the  more 
At  not  being  of  them : turn  thy  steps  wide, 

Ur  let  mine  be  with  thine. 

Japh,  No,  neither,  lead  ; 

I must  proceed  alone. 

had.  Then  peace  be  with  thee  ! 

Japh.  (soiu-).  Peace  I I have  toughl  it  where  it 
should  be  found,  | 

I In  love  — with  love,  too.  which  perhaps  desened  It ; 
And,  in  Its  stead,  a heaviness  of  heart, 

A weakness  of  the  spirit  — 11‘tlcss  days, 

I And  nlghu  Inexorable  to  sweet  sleep. 

Have  come  upon  me.  Peace  ! what  peace  ? the  calm 
‘ Of  desolation,  and  the  stillness  of 
The  uninxlden  forest,  only  broken  by 
The  sweeping  temi>est  thttmgh  Its  groaning  boughs; 
Such  U the  sulkn  or  the  titful  state 
Of  my  mind  overworn.  The  earth  *s  grown  wicked, 
And  many  signs  and  portents  have  proclaim’d 
I A change  at  hand,  and  an  o’erwhclming  doom 
To  perishable  beings.  Oh,  my  Anah  t 
When  the  dread  hour  denounced  shall  open  wide 
The  fountidns  of  the  deep,  how  mightesl  thou 
Have  Iain  within  this  bo«)m,  folded  from 
The  elements;  this  bosom,  which  in  vain 
Hath  beat  for  thee,  and  then  will  beat  more  vainly. 
While  thine  — Oh,  God  I at  least  remit  to  her 
Thy  wrath  ! for  she  is  pure  amidst  the  falling 
As  a sUr  in  the  clouds  which  cannot  quench, 
Although  they  obscure  it  for  an  hour.  My  Anah  ! 
How  would  1 have  adored  thee,  but  thou  wouldst 
not; 

And  still  would  I redeem  thee— see  thee  Uve 
W'hen  ocean  is  earth’s  grave,  and,  unopposed 
By  n»ck  or  shallow,  the  leviathan, 

Lord  of  the  shoreless  sea  and  watery  world. 

Shall  wonder  at  his  boundlessness  of  realm. 

[£xtt  Japhct. 

Enter  Noam  and  SiirM. 

Soah.  Where  Is  thy  brother  Japhet  ? 

Shrm.  He  went  forth. 

According  to  his  wont,  to  meet  with  Irad, 

He  said ; but,  as  I fear,  to  bend  his  steps 
Towanis  Anah’s  tents,  round  which  he  hovers  nightly, 
I Like  a dove  round  and  round  Its  pillaged  nest ; 

Or  else  he  walks  the  wild  up  to  the  cavern 
I MTilch  opens  to  the  heart  of  Ararat 
I iXnah.  What  doth  he  there  ? It  is  an  evU  spot 
f Upon  an  earth  all  evil ; for  things  worse 
j Than  even  wicked  men  resort  there ; he 
Still  loves  this  daughter  of  a feted  race, 
i Although  he  could  not  wed  her  if  she  loved  him. 
And  that  she  doth  not  Oh,  the  unhappy  hearts 
Of  men  I that  one  of  my  blood,  knowing  well 
The  destiny  and  evil  of  these  days, 

And  that  the  hour  approachetb,  should  indulge 
In  such  forbidden  yearnings  I Lead  the  way  ; 

He  must  \k  sought  for  I 

Shrm.  Go  not  forward,  father ; 

I will  seek  Japhet 

\oah.  Do  not  fear  for  me  s 

All  evil  things  are  powerless  on  the  man 
Selected  by  Jehovah.  — Let  us  on. 


Shem.  To  the  tents  of  the  father  of  the  ulsters  ? 

Soah.  No;  to  the  cavern  of  the  Cauei'us. 

[A'xeun/  Noah  anti  SiiESi. 

SCRNF.  in. 

Themountaine, — Acavem,and  therocksof  CaneatM. 
Japh.  ($oIum).  Te  wilds,  that  look  eternal ; and 
thou  cave. 

Which  seem'st  unfathomable;  and  ye  mountains. 

So  varied  and  so  terrible  in  beaut)- ; 

Here,  In  your  rugged  majesty  of  rocks 

And  toppling  trees  that  twine  their  roots  with  stone 

In  perpendicular  places,  where  the  foot 

Of  man  would  tremble,  could  he  reach  them  — yes, 

Ye  look  eternal  I Yet,  in  a few  days 

Perhaps  even  hours,  ye  will  be  changed,  rent,  hurl’d 

Before  the  mass  of  waters  ; and  yon  cave, 

^Vhlch  seems  to  lead  Into  a lower  world. 

Shall  have  its  depths  search’d  by  the  sweeping  wave. 
And  dolphins  gambol  in  the  lion’s  den  t 

And  man Oh,  men!  my  fellow-beings  I Who  ' 

Shall  weep  above  your  universal  grave,  [ 

Save  1 1 Wlio  shall  be  left  to  weep  ? My  kinsmen, 
Alasi  what  am  I better  than  ye  are, 

That  1 must  live  beyond  ye  ? Where  shall  be 
The  pU*a'»ant  places  where  1 thought  of  Anah 
While  I had  hope  ? or  the  more  savage  haunts, 

Scarce  less  beloved,  where  I despair’d  for  her  ? 

And  can  It  be ! — Shall  yon  exulting  peak, 

^Vhose  glittering  top  is  like  a distant  star, 

Lie  low  beneath  the  boiling  of  the  deep  ? 

No  more  to  have  the  morning  sun  break  forth,  | 

And  scatter  back  the  mists  in  floating  folds 
From  its  tremendous  brow  ? no  more  to  have 
Day’s  broad  orb  drop  behind  its  head  at  even. 

Leaving  It  with  a crown  of  many  hues  ? 

No  more  to  be  the  beacon  of  the  world, 

For  angels  to  alight  on,  as  the  spot 

Nearest  the  stars?  And  can  those  words  “ no  more'* 

Be  meant  for  thee,  for  all  tilings,  save  for  us. 

And  the  preUollncd  creeping  things  iT5cr>eU 
By  my  sire  to  Jehovah’s  bidding?  May 
He  preserN'e  them,  and  / not  have  the  j>ower 
To  snatch  the  loveliest  of  earth’s  daughters  from 
A doom  which  even  some  serpent,  with  his  mate. 

Shall  ’scape  to  save  hU  kind  to  be  prolong’d. 

To  hiss  and  sting  through  some  emerging  world. 
Reeking  and  dank  from  out  the  slime,  whose  ooze 
Shall  slumber  o’er  the  wreck  of  this  until 
The  salt  morass  subside  into  a sphere 
Beneath  the  sun,  and  be  the  monument. 

The  sole  and  undlstlnguish’d  sepulchre. 

Of  yet  quick  myriads  of  all  life  ? How  much 
Breath  will  be  still’d  at  once  I All-beauteous  world  1 
So  yourg,  so  mark'd  out  for  destnwllon,  I 
With  a cleft  heart  look  on  thee  day  by  day. 

And  night  by  night,  thy  number’d  days  and  nights : 

1 cannot  save  thcc,  cannot  save  even  her 

Whose  love  had  made  me  love  thee  more  ; but  as 

A portion  of  thy  dust,  I cannot  think 

Upon  thy  coming  doom  without  a feeling 

Such  as— Oh  God  \ and  canst  thou  — [//r  pavut. 

A ryuhing  round  from  the  eat>ern  u heard,  and  $hout$ 
of  laughter  — aflencarde  a Spirit  parse*. 

Japh.  In  the  name 

Of  the  Most  High,  what  art  thou  ? 

Spirit  ijaught),  Hal  ha  I ba  I 
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J<tph.  By  nil  that  earth  holds  hoUcst«  speak  I 

Shall  search  you  In  your  secret  place,  | 

Spirit (htuyhty.  Hal  bal 

And  drive  your  sullen  race  | 

Ja/tA.  By  the  approaching  deluge ! by  the  earth 

Forth,  to  be  roll'd  upon  the  tossing  winds,  • 

Which  will  be  strangled  by  the  ocean ! by 

In  restless  wretchedness  along  all  »pacc  ! * 

The  deep  which  will  lay  open  all  her  fountains  1 

Spirit.  Son  of  the  saved  ! | 

The  heaven  which  will  convert  her  clouds  to  seas. 

\Vhen  thou  and  thine  have  braved 

And  the  Omnipotent  who  makes  and  crushes  I 

The  wide  and  warring  element ; 

Thou  unknown,  terrible,  and  indistinct. 

When  the  great  barrier  of  the  deep  U rent. 

Yet  awful  Thing  of  Shadows  s^wak  to  me ! 

Shall  thou  and  thine  be  good  or  happy  ? — No  I 

Why  dost  thou  laugh  that  horrid  laugh  7 

Thy  new  world  and  new  race  shall  be  of  woe  — 

Spirit.  Why  wcep'st  thou  ? 

Less  goodly  in  their  aspect,  in  their  years 

JapA.  For  earth  and  all  her  children. 

Less  than  the  glorious  giants,  who 

Spirit.  Hal  ha!  hat  raniViei. 

Yet  walk  the  world  in  pride. 

JapA.  How  the  flend  mocks  the  tortures  of  a world, 

The  Sons  of  Heaven  by  nuiny  a mortal  bride. 

The  coming  desolation  of  an  orb, 

Thine  shall  be  nothing  of  the  past,  save  tears. 

On  which  the  sun  shall  rise  and  warm  no  life  1 

And  art  tiiou  not  ashamed  i 

How  the  earth  sleeps ! and  all  that  In  it  is 

Thus  to  survive,  |! 

Sleep  too  upon  the  very  eve  of  death  I 

And  eat,  and  drink,  and  wive  7 | 

Why  should  they  wake  to  meet  it  7 ^Vhat  are  here. 

With  a base  heart  so  far  subdued  and  tamed,  j 

Which  look  like  death  In  life,  and  speak  like  things 

.K%  even  to  hear  this  wide  destruction  namctl. 

il  Bom  ere  this  dying  world?  They  come  like  clouds! 

Without  such  grief  and  courage,  as  should  rather 

II  [fanoKS  Spiriii  pa*$  fiom  the  cavern. 

Bid  thee  await  the  world-dUsotvlng  wave, 

1 Spirit.  Rejoice ! 

Than  seek  a shelter  with  thy  favour'd  father. 

The  abhorred  rare 

And  build  thy  city  o’er  the  drown’d  earth's 

' Which  could  not  keep  In  £den  their  high  place. 

grave  ? 1 

But  listen’d  to  the  voice 

Who  would  outlive  their  kind. 

I Of  knowledge  without  power, 

Except  the  base  and  blind  ? 

' Are  nigh  the  hour 

Mine 

Of  death  1 

HuU'tb  thine 

Not  slow,  not  single,  not  by  sword,  nor  sorrow. 

As  of  a different  order  in  the  sphere. 

I Nor  years,  nor  heari-briMk,  nor  time's  sapping 

But  not  our  own.  , 

motion. 

There  is  not  one  who  hath  not  left  a throne  1 

1 Shall  they  dn>p  off.  Behold  their  last  to-morrow  I 

Vacant  in  heaven  to  dwell  in  darkm-'s  here,  1 

! Karth  shall  be  oi’ean  ! 

Rather  than  see  his  mates  endure  alone.  I 

1 And  no  breath, 

Oo,  wretch  1 atid  give  | 

Save  of  the  wind-i,  be  on  the  unbounded  wave  I 

A life  like  thine  to  other  wretches — live  1 

Angels  shall  tire  their  wings,  but  And  no  spot : 

And  when  the  annihilating  waters  roar  1 

Not  even  a rock  from  out  the  liquid  grave 

Above  what  they  have  done,  ) 

t|  Shall  lift  its  point  to  save. 

Envy  the  giant  patriarchs  then  no  nii»re. 

' Or  show  the  place  where  strong  I>e«pair  hath  died, 

And  scorn  thy  sire  os  the  surviving  onel  1 

After  long  looking  o’er  the  ocean  wide 
For  the  expected  ebb  which  cometh  not : 

Tbyn-lf  for  being  his  son  I j 

All  shall  be  void. 

ChoruM  of  Spirite  i$suinp  from  the  eatem,  | 

Destroy’d  1 

Rqjoice 

, Another  element  shall  be  the  lord 

No  more  the  human  voice  I 

1 Of  life,  and  the  abhorr'd 

Shall  vex  our  Joys  in  middle  air  i 

Children  of  dust  be  quench’d  ; and  of  each  hue 

With  prayer ; ) 

• Of  earth  nought  left  but  the  unbroken  blue ; 

No  more  < j 

And  of  the  variegated  mountain 

Shall  they  adore ; 1 

Shall  nought  remain 

And  wo,  who  ne’er  for  ages  have  atlorcd  1 

Unchanged,  or  of  the  level  plain ; 

The  prayer-exacting  Lord,  1 

Cetlar  and  pine  shall  lift  their  tojM  in  vain  ; 

To  whom  the  omission  of  a sacridee  | 

All  merged  within  the  universal  fountain, 

Is  vice ; 1 

Han,  earth,  and  Are,  shall  die. 

We,  we  shall  view  the  deep's  salt  sources  pour'd  t 

And  sea  and  sky 

Until  one  element  shall  do  the  work  { 

1 Look  vast  and  lifeless  In  the  eternal  eye. 

Of  all  in  chaos ; until  they,  i 

Upon  the  foam 

The  creatures  proud  of  their  poor  clay,  j 

Who  shall  erect  a home  ? 

Shall  perish,  and  their  bleached  bones  shall  lurk 

JapA.  (^eominff  forward).  My  sire  ! 

In  caves,  in  dens,  in  clefts  of  mountains,  where 

Karth’s  seed  shall  not  expire; 

The  deep  sball  follow  to  their  latest  lair ; 

Only  the  evil  shall  be  put  away 

Where  even  the  brutes,  in  their  despair. 

1 From  day. 

Shall  cease  to  prey  on  man  and  on  each  other, 

Avaunt  t ye  exulting  demons  of  the  waste ! 

And  the  striped  tiger  shall  lie  down  to  die 

• Who  bowl  your  hideous  Joy 

Beside  the  lamb,  as  though  he  were  his  brother ; 

, When  God  destroys  whom  you  dare  not  destroy  ; 

Till  all  things  shall  be  as  they  were,  | 

Hence  1 haste  1 

Silent  and  uncreated,  save  the  sky : | 

Back  to  your  inner  caves  1 

While  a brief  truce  j 

Until  the  waves 
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Thi'  little  remnant  of  the  pa.«t  creation,  1 And  call  hla  nestlings  np  with  fnilt^M  yell. 


1 1 To  generate  new  nations  for  his  use ; 
j This  remnant,  floating  o’er  the  undulation 
I Of  the  subsiding  deluge,  from  its  slime, 

I When  the  hot  sun  hath  baked  the  reeking  toll 
i Into  a world,  shall  give  again  to  Time 

New  beings-— years — diseases— sorrow— crime— 
With  all  companionship  of  hate  and  toil, 

Until  — 

I Japh.  {interrupting  them').  The  eternal  will 
Shall  deign  to  ex(K>und  this  dream 
Of  good  and  evil ; and  redeem 
Unto  himself  all  times,  all  things; 

And,  gather'd  under  hb  almighty  wings, 
Abolbh  hell  ! 

I And  to  the  expiated  Earth 

Restore  the  beauty  of  her  birth, 
i Her  Eden  In  an  endless  paradise, 

Where  man  no  more  can  fall  as  once  he  fell. 
Ami  even  the  very  demons  shall  do  well ! 
Spirits.  And  when  shall  hike  effect  this  wondrous 
' spell  ? 

Japh.  When  the  Redeemer  cometh ; first  In  pain, 
And  then  in  glory. 

i . ,^'n/.  Meantime  stilt  struggle  in  the  mortal  chain, 

I Till  earth  wax  hewry ; 

! , W'ar  with  yourselves,  and  hell,  and  heaven,  in  vain, 

I I Until  the  clouds  look  gory 

I W'lth  the  blood  reeking  from  each  battle  plain ; 

New  times,  new  climes,  new  art?,  new  men;  but 

|,  •till, 

' The  f.ame  old  tears,  old  crimes,  and  oldest  til, 

I Shall  be  amongst  your  race  in  different  forms ; 

I But  the  same  moral  storms 

j|  Shall  oversweep  the  future,  as  the  waves 
I In  a few  hours  the  glorious  giants'  graves.  ‘ 

!j  Chorus  of  Spirits. 

[I  Brethren,  rejoice  I 

, Mortal,  farewell  1 

1 Hark  1 hark  1 already  we  can  hear  the  voice 
; Of  growing  ocean's  gloomy  swell ; 

j The  winds  too,  plume  their  piercing  wings , 
j The  clouds  have  nearly  liU'd  their  springs  ; 

[ The  fountains  of  the  great  deep  shall  be  broken, 

; And  heaven  set  wide  her  w indows  while  man- 
, kind 


Unamwer'd,  save  by  the  encroaching  swell ; — 

WHille  man  shall  long  In  vain  for  hU  broad  wings.  | 
The  wings  which  could  not  save : — [brim^ 
W'here  could  he  rest  them,  while  the  whole  spuro 
Nought  to  his  eye  beyond  the  deep,  his  grave  ? \ 

j Brethren,  rejoice  I : 

And  loudly  lift  each  superhuman  voice  — I 

Ail  die,  ; 

Save  the  slight  remnant  of  Seth's  seal  — 

The  seed  of  Seth, 

Exempt  for  future  Sorn)w’s  sake  from  death.  ! 

I But  of  the  sons  of  Cain 

I None  shall  rt’maln ; i 

i And  all  his  goodly  daughters 
Must  lie  beneath  the  elesolaling  waters ; 

Or,  floating  upw-ard,  with  their  long  hair  lild  . 

Along  the  wave,  the  cruel  heaven  upbraid, 

Which  would  not  spare 
Beings  even  in  death  so  fair. 

I It  is  decreed. 

All  die ! I 

I And  to  the  universal  human  cry 
' The  universal  silence  shall  succeed ! 

Fly,  brethren,  fly  J 
I But  stilt  rejoice  I 

I We  fell  1 i 

1 They  fall ! i 

So  perish  all  | 

i These  petty  foes  of  Ilcarcn  who  shrink  from  hell ! | 

j [ The  S/nrits  f/ii«7/7>enr,  ftuiring  upvard^.  | 

' Japh.  (solus).  God  hath  proclaim'd  the  destiny  of 
earth ; 

My  father’s  ark  of  «»fety  hath  announced  it ; 

The  very  demons  shriek  it  from  their  caves; 

The  scroll  > of  Enoch  prnphesled  it  long 
In  silent  l>ooks,  which.  In  their  silence,  say 
More  to  the  mind  than  thunder  to  the  car: 

And  yet  men  listen’d  not,  nor  listen  ; but 
Walk  darkling  to  their  d<»om  ; which,  though  so  nigh. 
Shakes  them  no  more  in  their  dim  dislHdief,  j 

! Than  their  last  cries  shall  shake  the  Almighty  pur|H>sc,  ' 
i Or  deaf  obedient  ocean,  which  fulfils  It 
! No  sign  yet  hangs  its  Ixmner  In  the  air ; i 

The  clouds  are  few,  and  of  their  wonf«‘<l  texture ; | 

I The  sun  will  rise  upon  the  earth's  last  day  i 

As  on  the  fourth  day  of  creation,  when  ! 


' View,  unacknowledged,  each  tremendous  U»ken — ! 

Still,  a.s  they  were  from  the  beginning,  blind.  ^ 
We  hear  the  sound  they  cannot  hear,  [sphere  ; i 
The  mustering  thunders  of  the  threatening  j 
Yet  a few  hours  their  coming  is  delay'd; 

Tbclr  flashing  banners  folded  still  on  high,  ! 
Yet  umtisplay'd.  j 

I Save  to  the  Spirit’s  all-pervading  eye.  I 

I How  l I howl ! oh  Earth  ! 

Thy  death  is  nearer  than  thy  recent  birth ; 

, Tremble,  ye  mountains  soon  to  shrink  below 
I The  ocean’s  overflow  I 

j The  wave  shall  break  U{Kin  your  cliffs ; and  shells, 

I The  little  shells,  of  ocean's  least  things  be 
Deposed  where  now  the  eagle's  offspring  dwells  — 

How  shall  be  shriek  o'er  tbo  remorseless  sea  ! 

I ’ " And  there  were  giant*  in  the  earth  in  those  days,  and 
aPer;  mighty  men.  which  were  of  old.  men  of  renown."  — 

I iieneitt. 

I * **  'fhe  same  day  were  all  the  founUilns  ol  the  great  tU-ep 


God  said  unto  him,  **  iiltine  t"  and  he  broke  forth 
Into  the  dawn,  which  lighted  not  the  yet  ; 

Unform’d  forefather  of  mankind  — but  roused  ! 

Before  the  human  orison  the  earlier  1 

M.nde  and  flir  sweeter  voices  of  the  binK 
Which  in  the  open  firmament  of  heaven 
Have  wings  like  angels,  and  like  them  salute 
Heaven  first  each  day  before  the  Adamites  : 

Their  matins  now  draw  nigh— the  east  is  kindling — 
.A.nd  they  will  sing ! and  day  will  break ! Both  near, 

So  near  the  awful  close  ! For  these  must  dmp 
Their  outworn  pinions  on  the  deep ; and  day,  I 

After  the  bright  course  of  a few  brief  morrows,— 

Ay,  day  will  rl.se;  but  upon  what?  — a chaos,  [ 

W’hlch  was  ere  day ; and  which,  renew’d,  makes  time  i 
Nothing  I fur,  without  life,  what  ore  the  hours?  j | 

broken  up;  and  the  windows  of  heaven  were  opened."—  { 
Jbid.  ^ ;i 

> The  book  of  Enoch,  prererved  by  the  Ethiopians,  is  stiJ  ' j 
by  tlieiii  to  be  anterior  to  the  flood.  j < 
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No  more  to  du.«t  than  U eternity 
ITnto  Jehovah,  who  created  both. 

Without  him,  even  eternity  would  be 
A void : without  man,  time,  as  made  for  man. 

Dies  with  man,  and  U swallow’d  In  that  deep 
Which  has  no  fountain  ; as  hU  race  will  be 
Devour’d  by  that  which  drowns  his  Infant  world.  — 
What  have  we  here  ? Shapes  of  both  earth  and  air  ? 
No  — fill  of  heaven,  they  arc  so  beautJfuL 
1 cannot  trace  their  features ; but  their  forms. 

How  lovelily  they  move  along  the  side 
Of  the  grey  mountain,  scattering  Its  mist ! 

And  after  the  swart  savage  spirits,  whose 
Infernal  Immortality  pour’d  forth 
Their  Impious  hymn  of  triumph,  they  shall  l»e 
W’elcome  a*  Ricn.  It  may  be  they  come 
To  tell  me  the  reprieve  of  our  young  world, 

For  which  I have  so  often  pray’d — They  come  J 
Anah  ! oh,  God  ! and  with  her 

EnUr  Samiasa,  Azaziet^  Asaii,  and  Akolinamaii. 

A»ak,  Japhet  I 

Sani.  I«o  1 

A son  of  Adam  ! 

Aza,  What  doth  the  earth-bom  here, 

M'hile  all  his  race  arc  slumbering? 

J’tph,  Angel  I what 

Dost  thou  on  earth  when  thou  shouldst  be  on  high  ? 

Aza.  Know'st  thou  not,or  forgett’st  thou,  that  a part 
Of  our  gn*at  function  is  to  guard  thine  earth  ? 

Juph.  But  all  good  angels  have  forsaken  earth. 
Which  is  condemn’d ; nay,  even  the  evil  fly 
The  approaching  chaos.  Anah  1 .\nah ! my 
In  vain,  and  long,  and  still  bo  be,  beloved  1 
Why  walk'st  thou  with  this  spirit,  in  those  hours 
When  no  good  spirit  longer  lights  below  ? 

Anah.  Japhet,  I cannot  answer  thee;  yet,  yet 
Forgive  me 

Japh,  May  the  Heaven,  which  soon  no  more 
Will  panion,  do  so  I for  thou  art  greatly  tempted. 

Aha.  Back  to  thy  tents,  insulluig  son  of  Noah  ! 

We  know  thee  noL 

Jafih.  'fhe  hour  may  come  when  thou 

May'st  know  me  better ; and  thy  sister  know 
Me  still  the  s^ame  which  I have  ever  l)oeii. 

Sam.  Son  of  the  patriarch,  who  hath  ever  been 
Upright  before  his  Gotl,  whate'er  thy  gifts. 

And  thy  wonU  seem  of  sorrow,  mix'd  with  wrath, 
How  have  AzazU-1,  or  myself,  brought  ou  thee 
Wrong  ? 

Japh,  Wrong  ! the  greatest  of  all  wrongs  ; but  thou 
Say'st  welt ; though  she  be  dust,  I did  not,  could  not. 
Deserve  her.  Farewell,  Anah ! I have  said 
That  word  so  often  I but  now  say  It,  ne’er 
To  be  repeated.  Angel  I or  whate'er 
Thou  art,  or  must  be  soon,  hast  thou  the  power 
To  save  this  beautiful  — these  beautiful 
Children  of  Cain  ? 

Aza.  From  what  ? 

Japh,  And  is  It  to, 

That  ye  too  know  not  ? AngcU ! angels  1 ye 
Have  shared  man’s  sin,  and,  it  may  be,  now  must 
I Partake  hU  punbhment ; or,  at  the  least. 

My  sorrow. 

Sam.  Sorrow ! I ne’er  thought  till  now 
To  hear  an  Adamite  .s|>eak  riddles  to  me. 

Japh,  And  hath  not  the  Must  High  expounded  them  } 
Ti<«n  ye  U'e  lost,  as  they  arc  ImU 


Aha.  So  be  it ! ! 

If  they  love  as  they  are  loved,  they  will  not  shrink  i 
More  to  be  mortal,  than  I would  to  dare  I 

An  Immortality  of  agonies 
With  Samla&a  t 

Anah,  Sbter ! sister  1 speak  not 

Thus. 

Aza,  Fearcit  thou,  my  Anah  ? 

Anah,  Tes,  for  thee  ; 

I would  resign  the  greater  remnant  of 
This  little  life  of  mine,  before  one  hour 
Of  thine  eternity  should  know  a pang. 

Japh.  It  Is  for  Atm,  then  1 for  the  seraph  thou 
Hatt  left  me  1 That  is  nothing,  if  thou  hast  not 
Left  thy  God  too  t fur  unions  like  to  these, 

Between  a mortal  and  an  immortal,  cannot 
Be  happy  or  be  hallow’d.  We  arc  sent 
U|Kin  the  earth  to  toll  and  die ; and  Uiey 
Are  made  to  minister  on  high  unto 
The  Highest:  but  if  he  can  lore  thee,  loon 
I The  hour  will  come  In  which  celestial  aid 
Alone  can  do  so. 

Anah.  Ah  1 he  speaks  of  death. 

Sam.  Of  death  to  lu  / and  those  who  are  with  us  I 
But  that  the  man  seems  full  of  sorrow,  I 
Could  smile. 

Japh.  I grieve  not  for  myself,  nor  fear  j 

I am  safe,  not  for  my  own  deserts,  but  those 
Of  a weli-doing  sire,  who  hath  been  found 
Righteous  enough  to  save  his  children.  Would 
His  power  was  greater  of  rtnleniptlon ! or 
, That  by  exchanging  my  own  life  for  hers, 

Who  could  alone  have  ma<le  mine  happy,  she, 

The  last  and  loveliest  of  Cain's  race,  could  share 
The  ark  which  shall  receive  a remnant  of 
The  seed  of  Seth  1 

Aha.  And  dost  thou  think  that  we, 

With  Cain’s,  the  eldest  bom  of  Adam's,  bbxMl 
Warm  in  our  veins  — strong  Cain  I who  was  begotten 
In  Parailise.  — would  mingle  with  Seth’s  children? 
Seth,  the  last  offspring  of  old  Adam’s  dotage  ? 

No,  not  to  save  all  earth,  were  earth  In  peril  I 
Our  race  hath  always  dwelt  a}Kirt  from  thine 
From  the  beginning,  and  shall  do  so  ever, 

Japh.  1 did  not  speak  to  thee,  Ahulibainah  \ 

Too  much  of  the  forefather  whom  thou  vauntest 
Has  come  down  in  that  haughty  blood  which  spring* 
From  him  who  shed  the  flrsl,  and  that  a brutbvr's  1 
But  thou,  my  Anah  t let  me  call  thee  mine. 

Albeit  thou  art  not;  'tia  a word  I cannot 
Part  with,  although  I must  frinn  thee.  My  Anah  I 
Thou  who  dost  rather  make  me  dream  that  Al)cl 
Had  left  a daughter,  whose  pure  pious  race 
Survived  in  thee,  so  much  unlike  thou  art 
The  rest  of  the  stem  Cainites,  save  in  beauty, 

For  all  of  them  are  fairest  In  their  favour 

Aho.  {interruptinff  him).  And  wouldst  thou  have  her 
like  our  father’s  foe 

In  mind,  in  soul  ? If  / partook  thy  thought. 

And  dream’d  that  aught  of  AM  was  in  her  I — 

Get  thee  hence,  son  of  Noab ; thou  makest  strife. 

Japh.  Offspring  of  Cain,  thy  father  did  so  1 

Aho.  But 

He  slew  not  Seth : and  what  hast  thou  to  do 
With  other  deeds  between  hb  God  and  him  ? 

Japh.  Thou  s|>eake8t  well:  his  God  hath  judged 
him,  and 

I bad  not  namel  his  deed,  but  that  thyself 
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Didst  Mtm  to  Klorjr  In  him,  nor  to  shrink 
Frum  what  he  had  done. 

/Iho.  He  was  our  fathers’  father ; 

The  eldest  bom  of  man,  the  stron^esL  bravest. 

And  most  rndurioi;:  — Shall  I blush  for  him 
From  whom  we  hail  our  being  ? I«ook  upon 
Our  race;  tiehold  their  stature  and  their  beauty. 

Their  courage,  strength,  and  length  of  days 

Jifih.  They  are  number'd. 

Be  it  so!  but  while  yet  their  hours  endure, 

I glor>'  In  my  brethren  and  our  fathers. 

J.iffh.  My  sire  and  race  but  glory  In  their  Ood, 
Allah!  and  thou  ?— ~— 

/IwfiA.  ^Vhate*er  our  God  decrees, 

The  (kkl  of  Seth,  as  Cain,  I must  obey. 

And  will  endeavour  patiently  to  obey. 

Hut  could  I dare  to  pray  in  hU  diead  hour 
Of  universal  vengeance  (if  such  should  be), 

It  would  not  be  to  live,  alone  exempt 

Of  all  my  house.  My  shterl  oh,  my  slater! 

What  were  the  world,  or  other  worlds,  or  all 
The  brightest  future,  without  the  sweet  past  — 

Thy  love  — my  father's  — all  the  life,  and  all 
The  things  which  sprang  up  with  me,  like  the  stars. 
Making  my  tlim  existence  radiant  with 
Soft  lights  which  were  not  mine  ? Ahollbomah  1 
Oh  I if  there  should  be  mercy  — seek  it,  find  it ; 

1 abhor  death,  because  that  thou  mast  die. 

Jho.  What,  hath  this  dreamer,  with  his  father’s  ark, 
The  bugbear  be  hath  built  to  scare  the  world. 

Shaken  my  sHtcr?  Are  ice  not  the  loved 
Of  seraphs?  and  If  we  were  not,  must  we 
Cling  to  a son  of  Noah  f«»r  our  lives? 

Rather  than  thas Dut  the  enthusiast  dn*ams 

The  worst  of  dreams,  the  fantasies  engender'd 
Hy  hopeless  love  and  heated  vigils.  Who 
Hliaii  shake  these  solid  mountains,  this  Arm  earth, 

.\nd  bid  those  clouds  and  waters  take  a shape 
Distinct  frum  that  which  we  and  all  our  sires 
Have  seen  them  wear  on  their  eternal  way  ? 

Who  shall  do  this  ? 

JafA.  He  whose  one  word  produced  them. 

. tho.  Who  heard  that  word  I 
Jiifjh.  The  universe,  which  leap  d 

To  life  l>efore  it  Ah  1 smilest  thou  still  In  scorn  ? 
Tuni  to  thy  seraphs:  if  they  attest  it  not. 

They  arc  none. 

Sam.  AhoHlvimah,  own  thy  Oud  t 

^fin.  I have  ever  hail'd  our  Maker,  Samia-sa, 

As  thine,  and  mine : a God  of  love,  not  sorrow. 

Japh.  Alas  i what  else  U lore  but  sorrow  ? Even 
He  who  made  earth  in  love  hail  soon  to  grieve 
Above  iu  flrst  and  ticst  Inhabiuots. 

AfuK  ’I'issaidso. 

/(jpA.  It  U even  so. 

Enter  Noah  and  Shesi. 

Soah.  Japbet ! What 

Dost  thou  here  with  these  children  of  the  wicked  ? 
Dread’st  thou  not  to  partake  their  coming  doom  ? 

Japh.  Father,  it  cannot  be  a tin  to  seek 
To  save  an  earth-bom  being ; and  behold, 

These  are  not  of  the  sinful,  since  they  have  ' 

The  fellowship  of  angels. 


Soah.  These  are  they,  then. 

Who  leave  the  throne  of  God.  to  take  them  wives 
From  out  the  race  of  Cain ; the  sons  of  heaven, 

Who  seek  earth's  daughters  for  their  beauty  ? 

Ata.  Patriarch  t 

Thou  hast  said  it 

Soah.  Woe,  woe,  woe  to  such  communion  I 

Has  uot  God  made  a barrier  between  earth 
And  heaven,  and  limited  each,  kind  to  kind  ? 

Sam.  Was  not  man  mode  in  high  Jehovah's 
I Image  ? 

] Did  God  not  love  what  be  had  made  ? And  what 
f l>o  we  but  Imitate  and  emulate 
[ Uls  love  unto  created  love  ? 

! Sotih.  1 am 

I But  man,  and  was  not  made  to  judge  mankind. 

Far  less  the  sons  of  God ; but  as  our  God 
Has  deign'd  to  commune  with  me,  and  reveal 
HU  judgments,  1 reply,  that  the  dcM-ent 
Of  seraphs  fW>m  their  everlasting  seat 
Unto  a perishable  and  peri^hlng, 

Even  on  the  very  eve  of  periahinff,  world. 

Cannot  be  good. 

Aza.  What  I though  it  were  to  save  ? 

A’ooA.  Not  ye  in  all  your  glory  can  redeem 
What  he  who  made  you  glorious  hath  conderan’d. 
W'ere  your  Immortal  mission  safety,  't  would 
Be  general,  not  fur  two.  though  beautiful ; 

And  beautiful  they  are,  but  not  the  less 
Condemn'd. 

Japh.  Oh,  father  1 say  It  not. 

Soah.  Son  I son  I 

If  that  thou  wouldst  avoid  their  doom,  forget 
l*hat  they  exist : they  soon  shall  cease  to  be. 

While  thou  shalt  be  the  sire  of  a new  world. 

And  better. 

Japh.  I.et  me  die  with  thU,  and  them  / 

Soah.  Thou  fhouldzt  (or  such  a thought,  but  sbtlt 
not ; be 

>Vho  can,  redeems  thee. 

Sam.  And  why  him  and  thee. 

More  than  what  he,  thy  son,  prefers  to  both  ? 

Sotih.  Ask  him  who  ma<le  thee  greater  than  myself 
And  mine,  but  not  less  subject  to  bit  own 
.Almlghtlness.  And  lo  1 bU  mildest  and 
Least  to  be  tempted  messenger  appears  ! 

Enter  RAritABL  the  Archanpei. 

Raph.  .Spirits ! 

Whose  scat  b near  the  throne. 

What  do  ye  here  ? 

Is  thus  a seraph's  duty  to  be  shown, 

Now  that  the  hour  is  near 
Wlif n earth  must  be  alone  ? 

Return  ! 

Adore  and  bum 

In  glorious  homage  with  the  elected  **  seven." 

Your  place  is  heaven. 

Sam,  Raphael  1 

The  flrst  and  fkirest  of  the  sons  of  God, 

How  long  bath  this  been  law. 

That  earth  by  angels  must  be  left  untnxl  ? 

Earth  1 which  oft  saw 

Jehovah 'i  footsteps  not  disdain  her  sod  I 


I rin  thn  original  MS.  “ Mirhael.**— “ I return  you,"  tiys  j MirhM*!  to  Raphael,  who  wtu  an  angel  of  gentler  lympsthit^** 
Lora  HyrtM  to  Mr.  Murray,  **  the  revise.  1 have  soften^  I — ttyryn  LetUra^  July  6.  18X2.) 

Uie  part  to  nhich  Gifford  objected,  tod  changed  iLe  tuune  of  I 
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' The  worid  he  loved,  and  made  ' 

I For  love  ; and  oft  have  we  obey’d 
IIU  frix{uent  mission  with  delighted  pinions : 

I Adoring  him  in  bU  least  works  display’d ; 
Watching  this  youngest  star  of  his  dominions ; 

And,  as  the  latest  birth  of  his  great  word. 

Eager  to  keep  it  worthy  of  our  Lord. 

Why  U thy  brow  severe  ? 

And  wherefore  speak'st  thou  of  destruction  near  T 
j Rnph.  Had  Samiasa  and  Axasiel  been 
' In  their  true  place,  with  the  angelic  choir, 

Written  in  tire 
They  would  have  seen 
JehtnTih’s  late  decree. 

And  not  Inquired  their  Maker’s  breath  of  me : 

But  ignorance  must  ever  be 
A iwrt  of  sin ; 

And  even  the  spirits'  knowledge  shall  grow  less 
As  the>‘  wax  proud  within ; 

For  Blindness  is  the  flrsuborn  of  Excess. 

When  ail  good  angels  left  the  world,  ye  stay'd. 
Stung  with  strange  passions,  and  debased 
By  mortal  feelings  for  a mortal  maid  : 

But  ye  are  pardon'd  thus  far,  and  replaced 
With  your  pure  equals.  Hence  J away  I away  ! 

Or  stay, 

And  lose  etcniity  by  that  delay. 

Aza^  And  thou  I if  earth  be  thus  forbidden 
In  the  decree 

To  us  until  this  moment  hidden. 

Dost  thou  not  err  os  we 
In  bring  here? 

Raph.  I came  to  call  ye  back  to  your  fit  sphere, 
In  the  great  name  and  at  the  word  of  Ood. 

Dear,  dearest  in  themselves,  and  scarce  ie.'.s  dear 
That  which  1 came  to  do : till  now  we  trod 
Together  the  elemai  space ; together 
I Let  us  still  walk  the  stars.  True,  earth  must  die  ! 
1 Her  race,  return’d  into  her  womb,  must  wither, 

I And  much  which  she  inherits : but  oh  1 why 
Cannot  this  earth  be  made,  or  be  destroy'd, 

Without  Involving  ever  some  vast  void 
In  the  immortal  ranks  ? immortal  still 
In  their  Immeasurable  forfeiture. 

, Our  brother  Satan  fell ; his  burning  will 

Hather  than  longer  worship  dared  endure  I 
I But  yc  who  .•^till  are  pure  1 
Seraphs ! less  mighty  than  that  mightiest  one, 

{ Think  how  he  was  undone  ! 

And  think  if  tem^ding  man  can  compensate 
For  heaven  desired  loo  late  ? 

Long  have  I warr’d, 

Long  must  I war 
With  him  who  deem’d  It  hard 
To  be  created,  and  to  acknowledge  him 
j Who  midst  the  ciierubiin 
Made  him  as  suns  to  a dependent  star. 

Leaving  the  archungcU  at  his  right  hand  dim. 

I love«l  him  — beautiful  he  was;  oh  heaven  ! 

Save  hit  who  nude,  what  beauty'  ^d  what  power 
Was  ever  like  to  Satan's  1 Would  the  hour 
In  which  he  fell  could  ever  be  forgiven  1 
The  wish  is  impious ; but,  oh  yc  I 
Yet  undestroy’d,  be  warn’d  ! Eternity 
i With  him,  or  with  his  God,  is  In  your  choice : 

He  hath  not  tempted  you ; he  cannot  tempt 
j The  angels,  from  his  further  snares  exempt ; 

Out  nuin  hath  listen’d  to  his  voice. 


PART  J-  I 

II 

I And  ye  to  woman’s  — beautiful  she  Is, 

The  serpent’s  voice  less  subtle  than  her  kiss.  ! , 

The  snake  but  vanquish’d  dust;  but  she  will  draw  j 
A second  host  from  heaven,  to  break  heaven’s  law,  | 
j Yet,  yet,  oh  fly  I 

Y’e  cannot  die ; I 

' But  they 

Shall  pass  away.  I 

W'hile  ye  shall  flU  with  shrieks  the  upper  sky 
For  perishable  clay, 

Who<e  memory  in  your  immortality 
j Shall  lung  outlast  the  sun  which  gave  them  day.  'j 
Think  how  your  essence  ditrereth  from  theirs  !i 

In  all  but  sufTering  1 why  partake 
The  agony  to  which  they  must  be  heirs — 

Bom  to  be  plough’d  with  years,  and  sown  with  cares;  |i 
And  reap'd  by  Death,  lord  of  the  human  soil  ? ' | 

Even  had  their  days  been  left  to  toil  their  path  [ 

Through  time  to  dust,  unshorten’d  by  God's  w rath,  | 
Still  they  are  Evil’s  prey  and  Sorrow's  spoil.  | 

Aho.  Let  them  fly  ! 

j I hear  the  voice  which  says  that  all  must  die  j 

I booner  than  our  whltc>bcarded  patriarchs  died  ; 

And  that  on  high  ' 

j An  ocean  Is  prepun'd,  ] 

I While  from  below  ' ; 

! The  deep  sh-ill  rise  to  meet  heaven’s  overfl»>w.  I 

Few  shall  be  spared,  i 

It  seems  ; and,  of  that  few,  the  race  of  Cain  ] 

Must  lift  their  eyes  to  Adam's  God  Lu  vain.  j 

Sister  I since  it  b so,  I 

And  the  eternal  Lord 
In  vain  would  be  Implored 
For  the  remission  of  one  hour  of  woe,  J 

Let  us  resign  even  what  we  have  adored,  ^ 

And  meet  the  wave,  as  wc  would  meet  the  sword,  ! 

If  not  unmoved,  yet  undis^may’d,  I 

And  wailing  less  for  u»  than  thoiw:  who  shall  i 

Survive  In  mortal  or  immortal  thrall,  t 

And,  when  the  fatal  waters  arc  allay’d,  ■ 

Weep  for  the  myriads  who  can  weep  no  mure.  ;| 

Fly,  seraphs  I to  your  own  eternal  shore,  | 

Where  winds  nor  bowl  nor  waters  roar. 

Our  portion  b to  die,  } 

And  yours  to  live  for  ever : 1 1 

But  which  is  best,  a dead  eternity,  j 

Or  living,  b but  known  to  the  great  Giver.  •] 

Obey  him,  as  we  shall  ol>ey  ; * 

1 I would  not  keep  thb  Life  of  mine  in  clay 
' .\n  hour  beyoud  hb  will ; 

Nor  see  ye  lose  a portion  of  hU  grace. 

For  all  the  mercy  which  Seth’s  race 
Find  stilL 

I ' Fly  I i 

I And  as  your  pinions  bear  ye  back  to  heaven,  I 

: Think  that  my  love  sUll  mounb  w iih  thee  on  high,  ! 
SamloM ! 

■V’ld  if  I look  up  with  a tearless  eye,  >i 

’Tls  that  an  angel's  bride  dU<lHins  to  weep—  lj 

Farewell ! Now  rise,  inexomble  Deep  ! ■ 

I AnaA.  And  must  we  die  ? 

t And  mu<t  1 loev  ibce  too,  | 

Asarielt  < 

Oh  my  heart ! my  heart ! I 

Thy  piMphccies  were  true ! j 

And  yet  thou  wert  so  happy  too!  j 

The  blow,  though  not  unlook'd  for,  falls  as  new  • i 
But  ) et  depart  I i 
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I j Ah  1 why  7 

I ; Tet  let  me  not  retain  thee  — fly  ! 

. My  panKS  can  be  but  brief ; but  thine  would  be 
1 1 Eternal,  if  repuUe>l  from  bca>*en  for  me. 

Too  much  already  hast  thou  deign’d 
To  one  of  Adam's  race  I 
I Our  doom  is  sorrow  : not  to  us  alone, 

I But  to  the  spirits  who  hare  not  disdain'd 

I To  love  us,  comcth  anguish  with  disgrace. 

The  first  who  taught  us  knowledge  hath  been  burl'd 
From  his  once  arcbangelic  throne 
I Into  some  unknown  world : 

, And  thou,  Azaziel  I No  — 

j|  Thou  shalt  not  suffer  woe 

For  me.  Away  ! nor  weep  1 
Thou  caii-st  not  weep ; but  yet 
May'st  suITlt  more,  not  weeping:  then  forget 
Her,  whom  the  surges  of  the  all-strangling  deep 
Can  bring  no  pang  like  this.  Fly  ! fly  1 
; Bidng  gone,  ’twill  be  les:»  difficult  to  die. 

I Jnjih.  Oh  say  not  so  ! 

I Father  I and  thou,  archangel,  thou  ! 

Surely  celestial  mercy  lurks  Iwlow 
That  pure  severe  serenity  of  brow: 

I I>et  them  imt  meet  this  sea  without  a shore, 
j Save  In  our  ark,  or  let  me  be  no  more  I 
Noiih.  Peace,  child  of  {Mission,  peace 
I If  not  within  thy  heart,  yet  with  thy  tongue 
IXi  (iotl  no  wrong  ! 

Ij  Live  as  he  wills  it — die,  when  he  ordain*, 

I A righteous  death,  unlike  the  seed  of  Cain's. 

'•  Cease,  or  be  M»rrowful  In  silence;  cease 
1|  To  wear)'  Heaven's  car  with  Ihy  sriflsl:  plaint, 

Ij  Wouldst  thou  have  (roii  commit  a sin  fur  thee  ‘ 

I ‘ Such  would  it  be 

To  alter  his  intent 

I For  a mere  morUd  sorrow.  Be  a man  ! 

I And  bear  what  Adam's  race  must  bear,  and  ran. 

1 Jtiith.  Ay,  father  ! but  when  they  are  gone. 

And  we  are  all  alone, 

Floating  u|H>it  the  aaure  desert,  and 

The  clcidh  Iwneath  us  hides  our  own  dear  !an  I, 

I And  dearer,  silent  friends  and  brethren,  all 
I Buried  in  its  immeasurable  breast, 

! Who,  who,  our  tears,  our  shrieks,  shall  then  comtnaud  ? 
Can  we  In  desolation’s  peace  have  rest? 

Oh  God  ! lie  thou  a God,  and  spare 
Yet  while ’tis  time  ! 

Renew  not  A<lam’»  fall : 
i Mankind  were  then  but  twain. 

But  they  are  numerous  now  as  are  the  waves 

And  the  tremendous  rain,  [graves, 

Whose  drops  shall  be  less  thick  than  would  their 
Were  graves  permitted  to  the  seed  of  Cain. 

Soah.  Silence,  vain  buy  I each  word  of  thine 's  a 
crime. 

Angel  I forgive  this  stripling's  fond  despair. 

Haph,  Seraphs ! these  mortals  speak  lu  passion  : 
Tel 

Who  are,  or  should  be,  iiasslonlcss  and  pure. 

May  now  return  with  me. 

I Sam.  It  may  not  be : 

We  have  chosen,  and  will  endure. 

Illaph.  Say 'st  thou? 

Aza.  He  hath  said  it,  and  I say,  Amen  1 

Raph,  Again  t 
Then  from  this  hour. 

Shorn  as  ye  arc  of  all  celestial  power, 


And  aliens  from  your  God, 

Farewell  I 

Jrtph,  Alas  t where  shall  they  dwell  ? 

IJark,  hark  1 Deep  sounds,  and  deeper  still. 

Are  howling  from  the  mountain’s  bosom: 

There's  not  a breath  of  wind  upon  the  hill,  \ 

Yet  quivers  every  leaf,  and  drops  each  blo»som  . 

Earth  groans  as  if  beneath  a heavy  load.  I 

Soak.  Hark,  hark ! the  sea-birds  cry  ! ] 

In  clouds  they  overspread  the  lurid  sky. 

And  hover  round  the  mountain,  where  before  || 

Never  a white  wing,  wetted  by  the  wave. 

Yet  dared  to  soar.  I 

Even  when  the  waters  wax'd  too  fierce  to  brave.  | 
Soon  it  shall  be  their  only  shore. 

And  then,  DU  morel  ! 

J»ph.  The  sun  I the  sun  ! | 

He  riseth,  but  his  lietter  light  is  gone. 

And  a black  circle,  bound 
His  glaring  disk  around, 

Proclaiin’s  earth's  last  of  suintner  days  bath  shone  f 
The  clouds  return  into  the  hues  of  night,  i 

Save  where  their  braacu-colour'd  edges  streak 
The  verge  where  brighter  moms  were  wont  to  break. 

«Vou/j.  .\nd  lol  yon  fla-h  of  light, 

The  distant  thunder's  hartiinger,  appears  I 
It  cometh  I hence,  away  I 
[.cave  to  the  elements  their  evU  prey  ! 

Hence  to  where  our  all-hallow'd  ark  upre.in 
Its  safe  and  wreckicss  sides  ! 

Juph,  Oh,  father,  stay  ‘ 

Leave  nut  my  Anuh  to  the  swallowing  tides  ( 

AVxiA.  Must  wc  not  leave  all  life  to  :mch?  Bcgonel 
y<u/iA.  Not  1.  j 

NboA.  Then  die 

With  them ! 

How  darest  thou  look  on  that  prophetic  sky, 

.\nd  seek  to  save  what  all  things  now  condemn. 

Jn  overwhelming  unison 

With  just  Jehovah's  wrath  I 
Can  rage  and  justice  join  in  the  s.amc  path  ? 
Blasphemer  I darest  thou  murmur  even  now? 
linjA.  Patriarch. bestiilafather!  smooth  thy  bruw: 
Thy  son,  despite  his  folly,  shall  not  sink  . ; 

He  knows  not  what  he  says,  yet  shall  not  drink 
With  Mibs  {be  salt  foam  of  the  swelling  waters  ; 

But  be,  when  passion  passeth,  good  as  thou. 

Nor  perish  like  heaven's  children  with  man's 

daughters.  [unite  I 

Aho.  The  tempest  comcth ; heaven  and  earth 
For  the  annihilation  of  all  life.  I 

Unequal  Is  the  strife  I 

Between  our  strength  and  the  Eternal  Might  t | 

Sam.  But  ours  Is  with  thee  s wc  will  bear  ye  far  | 
To  some  untroubled  star,  <| 

Where  thou  and  Anah  shalt  partake  our  lot : Ij 

And  if  thou  dost  not  weep  for  thy  lost  earth. 

Our  forfeit  heaven  shall  also  be  forgot.  [birth  1 | 

Anaiu  Oh  I my  dear  father's  tenU,  my  place  (rf  j 
And  mountains,  land,  and  woods  I when  ye  are  not. 
Who  shall  dry  up  my  tears  ? 

Aza.  Thy  apirlt-lord. 

Fear  nut ; though  we  are  shut  from  heaven. 

Yet  much  is  ours  whence  wc  can  not  be  driven. 

Itaph,  Rebel  I thy  words  are  wicked  as  thy  deeds 
Shall  henceforth  be  but  weak  : the  flaming  sword,  I 
Which  chased  the  first- bom  out  of  Paradise, 

Still  flashes  in  the  angelic  hands. 

B 
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j4ta.  It  cannot  slajr  m : threaten  dust  with  death.  I 
And  talk  of  weaiKHU  unto  that  which  bleeds.  | 

What  are  thy  swords  in  our  Immortal  eyes  ? I 

ItftpA.  The  moment  corneth  to  approve  thy  | 
strength ; 

And  leaiTi  at  length 

How  vain  to  wjtr  with  what  thy  Ood  commands ; 

Thy  former  fon;e  was  In  thy  faith. 

Enier  MartaJst  /or  refugt. 

Chorus  of  Mortals. 

The  heavens  ami  earth  are  mingling — God ! oh  God ! 
What  have  we  done  ? Yet  spare  J 
Hark  I even  the  forest  beasts  howl  forth  their  prayer  1 
The  dragon  crawls  (him  out  his  den. 

To  herd,  in  terror,  Innocent  with  men  ; 

And  the  birds  scream  their  agony  through  air. 

Yet,  yet,  Jehovah  J yet  withdraw  thy  rod 
Of  wrath,  and  pity  thine  own  world's  despair ! 

Hear  not  Man  only  but  alt  Nature  plead  ! 

Ruph.  Farewell,  thou  earth  1 ye  wretched  sons  of 
clay, 

1 cannot,  must  not,  aid  you.  'TU  decreed  ! 

[A'xi/  Rafhaei- 

Japh.  Some  clouds  sweep  on  as  vultures  for  their  | 
P«*y. 

HTille  others  Hx’d  as  rocks,  await  the  word 
At  which  their  wrathful  vials  shall  be  pour'd. 

No  aiure  more  shall  rolie  the  Armament,  i 

Nor  spangled  stars  be  glorious  : Death  hath  risen  : 

In  the  sun's  place  a pale  and  ghastly  glare  [ 

Hath  wound  Itself  around  the  dying  air.  ‘ 

/isa.  Come,  Anah ! quit  this  chaos-fbunded  prison. 
To  which  the  elements  again  repair. 

To  turn  it  into  what  it  was : beneath 

The  shelter  of  these  wings  thou  shall  be  safe.  I 

As  was  (he  eagle's  nestling  once  within 

Its  mother's — Ix*t  the  coming  chaos  chafe 

With  all  Its  elements  I Heed  not  their  din  I 

A brighter  world  than  this,  where  thou  shalt  breathe 

Ethereal  life,  will  we  explore : 

These  darken'd  clouds  arc  not  the  only  skies,  I 

[Asaxiel  and  Samiasa  fy  off  and  disappear  I 
irifA  Axah  and  Ahoi.ibamaii. 

Japh.  They  are  gone ! They  ha\’e  disaptwar'd 
amidst  the  roar 

Of  the  forsaken  world  ; and  never  more, 

AVhether  they  live,  or  die  with  all  earth's  life, 

Now  near  its  last,  can  aught  restore 
Anah  unto  these  eyes.  * 

Cltorua  of  MoriaU. 

Oh  son  of  Noah  ! mercy  on  thy  kind  ! 

What ! wilt  thou  leave  us  all  — all  all  behind  ? 
^^Tille  safe  amidst  the  elemental  strife, 

Thou  sitt'st  within  thy  guanled  ark  ? 

A Mother  {pffrring  her  infant  to  JAViiET).  Oh  let 
this  child  embark  I 
1 brought  him  forth  in  woe. 

But  thought  it  joy  i 

To  see  him  to  my  bosom  clinging  sa  ' 

W'hy  was  he  bor  i ? 

> [tn  hl»  de«criptkm  of  the  deiufte.  which  li  a rtried  and 
recurring  master.plcce.— (we  hear  it  foretold,  and  we  we  it 
mnw.)  — Lord  Byron  appears  tn  tu  to  iiave  had  an  eye  to 
PotiMin's  crlrbrated  niniire,  with  the  sky  hangttig  like  a 
vrigia  of  lesd  U|«oo  ine  waters,  the  sun  quer>rhed  and  lurid, 
the  rocks  and  trees  upon  them  gloomily  watching  their  fate. 
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What  bath  he  done  — | 

My  unwean'd  son  — j 

To  move  Jehovah's  wrath  or  scorn  ? 

What  is  there  In  this  milk  of  mine,  that  death  ' 

Should  stir  all  heaven  and  earth  up  to  destroy 
My  boy, 

And  roll  the  waters  o *er  his  placid  breath  ? I 

Sat'c  him,  thou  seed  of  Seth  ! 

Or  cursed  be  — with  him  who  made 

Thee  and  tby  race,  fur  which  we  are  betray'd  I 

Japh.  Peace  I 't  is  no  hour  for  curses,  but  for  prayer.  1 1 

Chorus  of  Mortals.  I 

For  prayer  J 1 1 
And  where 
Shall  prayer  ascend, 

When  the  twoln  clouds  unto  the  mountains  bend 
And  burst, 

And  gushing  oceans  every'  barrier  rend,  I 

Until  the  very  deserts  know  no  thint  7 

Accursed  ' 

Be  he  who  made  thee  and  thy  sire  I 
We  deem  our  curses  vain ; we  must  expire  ; 

But  as  we  know  the  worst,  i 

\niy  should  our  hymn  be  raised,  our  kmx's  be  bent  i 
Before  the  implacable  Omnipotent,  i 

Since  wc  must  fall  the  same  ? 

If  he  hath  made  earth,  let  it  be  his  shame. 

To  make  a world  for  torture.  — Lo!  they  come,  t 
The  loathsome  waters,  in  their  rage  1 
And  with  their  roar  moke  wholesome  Nature  dumb  I i 
The  forest’s  trees  (coeval  with  the  hour  I 

Paradise  upsjirung. 

Ere  Eve  gave  Adam  knowledge  for  her  dower,  ! 
Or  Adam  his  Arst  hymn  of  slavery  sung),  1 

So  massy,  vast,  yet  green  in  their  old  age,  | 

Are  overtopp'd,  ' 

Their  summer  blossoms  by  the  surges  lopp'd,  ' 

Which  rise,  and  rise,  and  rise.  , 

Vainly  we  look  up  to  the  lowering  skies  — 

They  meet  the  seas. 

And  shut  out  God  from  our  beseeching  eyes. 

Fly,  son  of  Noah,  Ay  I and  take  thine  case 
In  thine  allotted  ocean*tent ; 

And  view,  all  Aoating  o'er  the  element. 

The  corpses  of  the  world  of  thy  young  day*  t 

Then  to  Jehovah  raise  i| 

Thy  song  of  praise  I | 

A Mortal.  Blessed  are  the  dead 
Who  die  In  the  Lord  ! 

And  though  the  waU’rs  be  o'er  earth  outspread. 

Yet,  as  his  word, 

Be  the  decree  adored  t 
He  gave  me  life  — he  taketh  but 
The  breath  which  is  his  own  : 

And  though  these  eyes  should  be  for  ever  shut, 

Nor  longer  this  weak  voice  before  his  throne 
Be  heard  in  supplicating  tone. 

Still  blessed  be  the  Lord, 

For  what  i*  past. 

For  that  which  is ; 

For  all  are  his. 

From  Arst  to  last—  ' 

I and  a frw  Agures  struggling  vainly  with  the  overwhelming  ' 
j waves.~JsFpaKT.J  . 

1 • [The  despair  of  the  mortal  lovers  for  the  toss  of  their 

j im<rtal  mistresses  is  well  and  paUiutirally  expressed.  — Jar- 
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Time  — tpaoe— eternity —life — death  — 

.j  The  vast  knuwo  and  immeasurable  uchnowo. 
i'  lie  made«  and  can  unmake ; 

And  iball  /,  for  a little  gasp  of  breath, 
Blaspheme  and  groan  7 
' No ; let  me  die,  as  I have  lired,  in  fiiith, 

Nur  quiver,  though  the  universe  may  qiuke  ! 

Chorus  of  MorteUi. 

Where  shall  we  fly  7 
Not  to  the  mountains  high : 

For  now  their  torrents  rush,  with  double  roar, 
To  meet  the  ocean,  which,  advancing  still. 
Already  grasps  each  drowning  bill, 

Nor  leaves  an  unsearch'd  cave. 

Enttr  a traman. 

Woman.  6h,  save  me,  save  i 
I Our  valley  is  no  more : 

My  father  and  my  father's  tent, 

' I My  brethren  and  my  brethren's  herds, 

I The  pleasant  trees  that  o'er  our  noonday  bent 


And  sent  forth  evening  songs  from  sweetest  birds. 
The  little  rivulet  which  freshen'd  all 
Our  pastures  green. 

No  more  are  to  be  seen. 

When  to  the  mountain  clKT  I climb'd  this  mom, 

I turn'd  to  bless  the  spot. 

And  not  a leaf  appear'd  about  to  fidl ; — 

And  now  they  are  not ! — 

Why  was  1 boro  ? 

Japh.  To  die ! in  youth  to  die  I 

And  happier  In  that  doom, 

Than  to  behold  the  universal  tomb 
Which  I 

I Am  thus  condemn'd  to  weep  above  In  vain 
I Why,  when  all  perish,  why  must  1 remain  ? • 

[ The  waiert  rise  ; Afns  Jijf  in  evrry  direction  ; 
m/my  art  octrtaAen  by  the  tearet ; the  Chorus 
of  Mortals  disperses  in  search  of  safety  up 
the.  moun/oiMj  ; Japhei  remoins  upon  u rocA, 
tchile  the  Arh  Jioais  towards  him  in  the 
eliitance. 


I tThU  poem  rarriet  with  It  ths  peculiar  imprest  of  the 
writer'*  grtiiua  It  displays  (rreat  vl^)ur.  and  even  a tereiity 
of  ityie,  llirouxl.oiit ; whveh  is  soolner  prouf,  if  uroof  were 
needed,  that  cleyatioo  of  writing  is  to  be  obtained  only  by  a 
rigid  regard  to  tlmplicity.  it  may  be  perused  viUiout  shock* 
tng  the  frclings  of  the  seositlve,  or  furnishing  an  object  for 
the  discrlmluating  morality  of  the  Lord  Cbucetlor.  Lord 
Urron  has  crldently  entlearourcd  to  sustain  the  interest  of 
this  poem,  by  depirting  natural  hut  deep  drawn  thougbti.  to 
ail  tlieir  freshness  and  intensity,  with  as  little  fictitious  aid  as 
possible.  Nothing  is  rlrnimUxmlory  : there  Is  no  going  about 
and  alM>ut  to  enter  at  length  upon  his  object,  but  he  Impetu- 
ously rusltes  Into  it  at  onre.  All  over  the  poem  there  is  a 
gluum  east  suitable  to  the  subject : an  ominous  fearful  hue, 


ethereal  and  lawless,  that  llfte'l  the  eye  of  beauty  to  the 
skies  and,  in  the  Utter,  the  himisu  pauiotu  that  “ drew  an, 
gels  dosm  to  earth. Jemsv. 

Among  all  the  wonderful  cxcelleoret  of  Milton,  nothing 
surpasses  the  pure  and  undisturbed  Idealism  with  wh'cb  he 
has  drawn  our  first  parents,  so  completely  human  as  to  rselta 


our  most  ardent  sympathies,  ret  so  far  distinct  from  the  corn, 
mon  race  of  meo  as  manUestly  to  belong  to  a higher  and  un, 
corrupted  uate  of  being  In  like  manner,  his  Parnulse  is  formed 


like  that  which  Poussin  has  flung  orer  his  inimitable  picture 
of  the  Deluge.  We  see  much  erlT,  but  we  dread  more.  AU  it 
uut  of  earthly  keeping,  as  the  events  of  the  time  are  out  of 


the  course  of  nsiuru.  .Man's  wickedness,  the  perturbed  cre- 
ation, fear-stnirk  mortals,  demons  passmg  to  ukI  fro  In  tbe 


earth,  an  orershadowlng  solemnity,  and  UDcarthly  lures,  form 
tondher  the  materUlt,  That  it  has  faults  is  ouviout : pro 
saie  pattagrs,  and  too  much  tedious  soliloquising : but  tliere 
is  the  rigour  and  force  of  Myrou  to  fling  into  tbe  scale  against 
these : there  is  much  of  the  sublime  In  description,  and  the 


be-autifiil  in  poetry.  Prejudice,  or  ignorance,  or  both,  may 
Condemn  it  t out,  while  true  pot^ical  feeling  eaistt  amongst 
us.  it  will  tw  pronounced  not  unworUiy  of  Its  distinguished 
author.  ->  CaMcaaix. 

It  appears  that  this  Is  but  the  first  part  of  a poem  j but  It  is 
llkewUe  a poem,  and  a flrw  one  too,  within  llteif.  We  confess 
that  we  Kw  little  or  nothing  objectionable  In  It,  either  as  to 


of  the  tinirersal  productions  of  nature  — the  flowers,  the  fruits, 
the  trees,  the  waters,  the  cool  breeses.  toe  soft  atsd  sunny 
ilO|>es,  the  majestic  hills  that  skin  the  scene;  yet  the  whole 
Is  of  an  earlier,  a more  prolific,  a more  luxuriant  regetatton : 
It  fully  comes  up  to  our  notion  of  what  tbe  eanh  micht  have 
been  wfore  it  was  **  cursed  of  its  Creator."  This  is  the  more 
remarkable,  as  MUlon  himself  sometimes  destroys,  or  at  least 
mars,  tbe  general  eflhet  of  his  picture,  by  the  introduction  of 
Incongruous  thoughts  or  Images.  'I'he  port's  passions  are.  on 
occasions,  too  strong  for  his  imagination,  drag  him  dowrn  to 
earth,  aihb  foe  the  sake  of  some  lIMlmed  aUuslcyn  to  some  of 
those  circumstances,  which  had  taken  possession  ol  his  mighty 
mitul,  he  runt  tbe  haiard  of  breaking  the  solemn  enchantment 
with  whkh  he  has  spell-bound  our  captive  sense*.  Perhaps, 
of  later  writers.  I..ord  Byron  alone  1m  caught  the  true  tone, 
in  hit  short  drama  called  **  Heaven  and  Pmrth.'*  Here,  not- 
withstatuling  that  we  cannot  but  admit  the  great  and  manifold 
delir»queiiclei  against  correct  taste,  particularly  some  per- 
fectly IwUirous  metrical  whimsies,  yrt  all  it  in  keeping  — ail 


theolo^eal  orthodoxy,  or  general  human  feeling.  It  is  ttv 
lemn.  h»flr.  fearful,  wild,  tumultuous,  and  shallowed  all  over 
with  the  darkness  of  a dreadful  disaster.  Of  the  angels  who 


li  strange,  pueCJc,  oriental ; the  lyric  abruptness,  the  prodigal 
acrumulaiiun  of  imaws  In  one  part,  and  the  rude  simplicity 
In  others  — above  ail,  tbe  geni-ral  tone  of  desrriiHion  as  to 
natural  objects,  and  language  and  feeling  In  ilie  irarccly 


love  the  ilaughters  of  men  we  sec  little,  and  know  U»t  — and 
not  too  much  of  the  love  and  passion  of  the  fair  loat  mortals. 
The  loconsulablfl  despair  preceding  and  accompanying  an  in- 
comprehensible catastrophe  }>ervii&s  the  whole  composition  ; 
and  Us  expression  U made  suMlroe  by  the  nubli*  strain  ot 
portrv  in  which  It  is  said  or  sung.  — Wilson. 

This  **  Mystery  **  has  more  poetry  and  miisie  In  It  than  any 
of  laird  Byron's  dramatic  writings  since  **  Manfred  and 
has  also  the  peculiar  merit  of  throwing  lu  bark.  In  a great 
degree,  lu  the  strange  and  preternatural  time  of  which  it  pro- 
fesses to  treat.  Il  Is  truly,  and  in  every  sense  of  the  word,  a 
meeting  of  **  Heaven  and  Karth  : " angels  are  seen  OKending 
and  descending,  and  the  windows  of  the  sky  ars  ottenrd  to 
deluge  the  face  of  nature.  We  have  an  tirpasslooea  picture 
of  the  strong  and  devoted  attachment  inspired  into  the  tlaugb- 
trrt  of  men  by  angel  forms,  and  have  placed  before  ut  the 
emphatic  picture  of  **  woman  walling  for  her  demon  lover." 
There  is  a like  conflict  of  the  passions  as  of  the  elements  — 
ail  wild,  chaotic,  uncontrollable,  falal , but  there  Is  a discord- 
ant harmony  in  all  this  — a keeping  in  the  colouring  and  tbe 
lime.  In  bandliim  the  unpoliihetl  page,  we  look  upon  the 
world  before  the  nood.  and  gase  upon  a doubtful  blank,  with 
only  a few  straggling  figures,  pan  human  and  port  divine  t 
while.  In  tbe  espreuion  of  tbe  former,  we  read  the  fancies, 


uiortal  brings  which  eotne  forth  upon  the  scene,  seem  to 
throw  us  upward  Into  the  age  of  men  before  their  lives  were 
•bortcnetl  to  the  narrow  span  of  three-score  years  ar>d  ten, 
and  when  all  that  walked  the  earth  were  not  born  of  woman. 
Milman. 


The  Mystery  of  *•  Heaven  and  Rarth  **  Is  roneelved  In  the 
best  style  of  ine  greatest  masters  of  poetiy  and  painting.  It 
Is  not  unworthy  of  Dante,  and  of  the  mignty  artict  to  whom 
we  have  alludfu  At  a picture  of  the  last  deluge.  It  Is  Incom- 


parably  grand  and  awful.  The  characters,  too,  are  invesl<d 
writh  great  dignity  and  grare.  Nothing  can  be  more  imposing 
and  fascinating  than  the  haushtyjUMi  imperious,  and  passionate 
beauty  of  the  daughter  of  Cain  ; nor  any  thing  more  vener- 
able Ilian  the  mild  but  Inflexible  dignity  of  (he  patriarch  Noah. 
We  tnut  (hat  no  one  will  be  found  with  ferangs  so  obtuse, 
with  taste  so  perverted,  or  with  malignity  so  undisguised,  as 
to  mar  the  beauties  of  pictures  like  these,  by  imputmg  to  ihHr 
author  the  ru'd  profession  of  those  sentiments  which  he  ex- 
hibits as  exi  irted  from  perishing  mortals.  In  thelt  last  instant 
of  despair  and  death.  Such  a poem  as  this,  if  read  aright,  it 
calculated,  by  It*  lofty  passion  and  sublime  ronevptions,  to 
exalt  the  mind  and  to  Miify  the  heart  beyond  the  power  of 
many  a sober  homily.  It  will  remain  an  in>periihable  monu- 
ment of  the  transcendent  talents  of  its  author  ; whom  it  has 
raised.  In  our  estimation,  to  a higher  pitch  of  pre-eminence 
than  be  ever  before  attained.  — if.  ifqg.J 


AND  ILLl’STKATEO  THAT  Of  CtROPE. 

THR  irNWORTIlV  PRuOi’CnUK  MillCH  TIIK  AITIlOk  VK\Tl.'BK8  TO  INSCRIBE  TO  HIM 
U E.*rriTLi:o 
SARDANAPALUS.  » 


PREFACE. 

Ik  publishing  the  following  Tragedies  9 I hare  onljr 
to  Ttpeatt  that  they  were  not  composed  with  the 
most  remote  view  to  the  stage.  On  the  attempt 
made  by  the  managers  in  a former  insUnce,  the 
public  opinion  has  been  already  expressed.  With 
regard  to  my  own  private  feelings,  as  it  seems  that 
they  arc  to  stand  for  nothing,  I shall  say  nothing. 

For  the  historical  foundation  of  the  following 
compositions  the  reader  Is  referred  to  the  Notes. 

The  Author  has  in  one  instance  attempted  to  pre- 
serve, and  in  the  other  to  ajiproiich,  the  *•  unities ; " 
conceiving  that  with  any  very  dbtant  departure  from 
them,  there  may  be  poetr}’,  but  can  be  no  drama 


* f On  the  original  MS.  I»rd  Bjmn  ha*  written:—**  ifntt. 
Ravenna,  May  2T>  1S3I.  — I begin  thi*  drama  on  the  ISth  of 
January,  iN'il  ; and  roattnued  the  two  fir«t  art*  very  tlnwly, 
and  hy  Interval*.  The  three  lait  acts  were  written  since  the 
13th  of  May,  IS2I  (thi*  nretent  month) ; that  is  to  tay,  In  a 
fortnight."  The  following  are  extracts  from  Lord  Byron's 
diary  and  ictiera 

“ January  IS,  1821.  Sketched  the  outline  and  Dram.  Per*, 
of  on  intended  tragedy  of  Sard.-inApa]us,  which  I have  fur 
some  time  mrdilat^.  Took  the  name*  from  Dlodorui  Si- 
eului.  (1  know  tlte  history  of  Sardanapaliu,  and  have  known 
H since  I nos  twelve  rears  ntd^  and  rr.'ul  over  a psttago  in 
the  ninth  volume  of  Mitford's  ureeee,  where  he  ratiirr  vin- 
dicates the  memory  of  thi*  last  of  the  A*«vrtans-  Carried 
Tereta  the  Italian  translation  of  Grlllparzcr’*  Sappho.  She 
Quarrelled  with  me,  because  I said  that  love  was  not  Me  iqfliftt 
tneme  for  a tragetly  ; and,  having  the  advant.tge  of  her  native 
language,  and  natural  female  eloqtience,  she  overcame  my 
fewer  arfrumentJ.  I believe  the  was  right.  I must  put  more 
love  into  ' Sardanapolus  ' than  I Intended." 

**  Mar  2-V  I have  completed  four  acts.  I hare  made  Sar- 
dana|>aius  brave,  (though  voluptuous,  as  hidury  represents 
himO  and  also  a*  amli^le  as  inv  |H>or  powers  I'oulu  remler 
him.  I have  strictly  preserved  nil  the  unities  hitherto,  and 
mean  to  continue  them  in  the  filth,  if  possible  j but  not  fur 
Me  iJ/tgf." 

May  30.  By  this  post  1 send  you  the  tragedy.  You  will 
remark  that  the  uniliei  are  all  strictly  preserved.  The  smic 
passes  in  the  tame  hail  alway*  : the  lime,  a tummer's  night, 
about  nine  hour*  or  les*  ; though  it  Iregins  before  lunset.  and 
ends  after  sunrise.  It  is  not  for  the  sUge,  anv  more  than  the 
other  wu  Intended  for  it : and  I shall  take  better  care  this 
time  that  they  douT  get  hold  on  *1.** 

" July  14.  1 trust  that  ‘ Sardanspalus  * wilt  not  be  mis- 
taken ior  A political  play  : which  was  to  far  from  my  Inten- 
tion, that  I thought  of  ovAhiog  but  Asiatic  history.  My  object 


He  is  aware  of  the  unpopularity  of  this  notion  in  ]\ 
present  English  literature  ; but  It  Is  not  a of  -a 

hK  own,  lK*ing  merely  an  opinion,  which,  not  very  ji 
long  ago,  was  the  law  of  Htemture  throughout  the  !i 
world,  and  is  still  so  in  the  more  civilised  parts  of  it.  It 
But  " nous  avons  change  tout  cela,”  and  arc  reaping  | 
the  advantages  of  the  change.  The  writer  is  far  frv>in  ! 
conceiving  that  any  thing  he  can  adduce  by  t^^r- 
sonal  precept  or  example  can  at  all  approach  his  j 
regular,  or  even  irregular,  predecessors;  he  Is  merely  I 
giving  a reason  why  he  preferred  the  more  regu!,ir  j 
formation  of  a structure,  however  feeble,  to  an  entire  i 
abandonment  of  all  niles  whatsoever.  ^Vhere  he  { 
has  failed,  the  failure  b In  the  architect,  — and  not  I 
in  the  art. 

has  been  to  dramatise,  like  the  Greek*  (a  moiirst  phrase),  I 
striking  passage*  of  history  and  mythology.  You  wiil  find  i 
all  this  very  unlike  Shak«j»eare  ; and  *o  much  the  belter  in 
one  tense,  for  1 Iwjk  upon  him  to  he  the  worst  of  models, 
though  the  most  extraordinary  of  writers.  It  has  been  my 
object  to  be  a*  simple  and  severe  as  Alfierl,  and  I have  broken 
down  the  poetry  as  nearly  at  I could  to  common  language. 
The  hanlsliip  Is  that,  in  these  times,  one  ran  neither  tp<'^  of 
kings  nor  queens  without  suspicion  of  politics  or  personalities. 

I intended  neither.*' 

" July  23.  Print  away,  and  publish.  1 think  thr^  must 
own  that  1 have  more  styles  than  one.  * iianlanapalits  * is,  i 
however,  almost  a comic  rhameter : Iwt,  for  that  matter,  so  j 
is  Richard  the  Third.  Mind  the  wm'frVt,  which  are  my  great 
otijcct  of  research.  I am  glad  Gifford  likes  it  ; as  lor  the 
million,  you  see  I have  carefully  consulted  any  thing  but  the  I 
taste  of  the  day  for  extravagant  * coups  de  (hf  Aire.*  \ j 

Sardanspalus  was  published  in  December,  lti2I.  arid  was  i 
received  with  very  great  approbation.  J [ ' 

• [**  Well  knowing  myself  and  my  labour*.  In  roy  ohJ  age.  I j 
could  not  but  refipct  with  gratitude  and  diffidi-tKc  on  lliv  ex. 
pressions  contained  in  this  dedication,  nor  interjirr-t  them  hut 

as  tbe  generous  tribute  ni  a superior  genius,  no  less  orightal 
in  the  choice  than  inexhaustible  hi  the  materuis  of  his  sul»>  ! 
jecu.’*  — Gokthk.] 

* f**  Sardaaapalus**  originallyappeared  in  the  same  volume  I 
with  ••  The  Two  Foscarl*'J 

< [*•  In  this  preface,**  (say*  Mr.  Jeffrey)  *•  I/vrd  Byron  re- 
new*  his  prtHcst  against  looking  upon  any  of  his  plays  as  ! 
having  been  compnHNl  * with  the  most  remote  view  to  the 
stage  ; * at>tl.  at  the  same  time,  testifies  in  hehaif  of  the  unities, 
as  essential  to  the  existence  of  the  drama  — acconiitig  to 
what  ‘was  till  lately,  the  law  of  literature  throughout  ihe  |! 

I world,  and  Is  still  to  in  the  more  ctvdised  parts  of  It.’  We  do  < 

not  think  these  opinions  very  consistent ; and  we  think  tliat  ' 
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SARUANAPALUS. 


If— 

ACT  J.  MKNE  I. 


I DRAMATIS  PERSONiF..' 

I MEN. 

I SAiDAXArALUt,  o/  XimtffA  and  Jstyria, 

I Akkacr^,  the  Mede  who  aepired  to  the  Throne. 
Beleara,  a Chaldean  and  SooUuayer. 

Salbmrnks,  the  King'e  Brotherdn-law. 

Altara»  an  Assyrian  Officer  of  the  Palace. 

Pama. 

Zamrs. 

Srero. 

BaLea. 

WOMEN. 

Zarina,  the  Qema. 

Mvrrha,  an  limuin  f maU  Slave,  an  i the  ]'a'.."irite 
of  SAKDANARALt'S. 

Women  composing  the.  Harem  of  Saedakapali’s, 
Guards,  AttenJnnts,  ChtUiitan  Priests,  Medes, 
^rc. 

I SccxE.— A HaII  in  tii«  Royal  Palace  of  Nineveh. 
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^artianapalu0.« 


ACT  I. 

liCKNK  I. 

A Hall  in  the  Palace. 

Salemenes  {solus).  He  bath  wrong'd  his  queen,  but 
ttUl  he  is  her  lord ; 

He  hath  wrong'd  my  sister,  still  he  is  my  brother ; 
He  hath  wrong'd  his  people,  still  he  is  their  BOvervl«n, 
And  1 must  be  his  friend  as  well  as  subject : 

He  must  not  perish  thus.  1 Mrill  not  see 
The  blood  of  Nimrod  and  Seminimis 
Sink  In  the  earth,  and  tliirteen  hundred  years 
Of  empire  ending  like  a shepherd's  tale  \ 

He  must  be  roused.  In  bis  cflcmlnate  heart 
There  is  a careless  courage  which  corruption 
Has  not  all  quench'd,  and  latent  enenties. 

Repress'd  by  circumstance,  but  not  destroy'd  — 


fu-ither  ot  them  rould  potiihly  find  (sTOur  with  a person 
whose  geniiu  h«d  a truly  drAmitlc  character.  We  should  as 
soon  expect  an  orator  to  compose  a speech  altogether  unfit  to 
tK  vpoketi.  A drama  U not  merely  a dlalotrue,  hut  an  acSsom; 
and  necessarily  supposes  that  something  is  lo  pass  before  the 
eyes  of  aisemhlrd  spectators.  Whaterer  is  peculiar  to  its 
written  part,  sliould  derive  Its  peCnUar>fy  from  this  conaider- 
atiun.  Its  style  shmtld  be  an  accompaniment  to  action,  and 
fliuuld  be  calculated  lo  excite  the  emotiont,  and  keepalive 
the  attention,  of  Eaxlng  muUltudet.  If  an  author  docs  not 
l>e>(r  this  continualSy  In  his  mind,  and  does  not  write  in  the 
Ideal  prc*enee  of  an  eager  and  dl;ers»fl«Hl  assemhlage,  he  may 
be  a }>oei  pt'rhaps,  but  assuredly  he  will  never  l»r  a dramatist. 

If  Lord  Byron  really  does  not  wish  to  impregnate  his  eUlK»> 
rate  scent>s  with  the  Imng  part  of  the  drama  — if  he  lias  no 
hankering  aAer  stage-cflect  — If  he  is  not  haunted  with  the 
vistbir  presentiment  of  the  persons  be  haa  creatnl  — if.  in 
setting  down  a veliemcnt  invective,  ho  docs  not  fancy  the 
tone  in  which  Mr.  Kean  would  deliver  it.  and  anlkip.ste  llie 
long  applauss-sof  the  pit,  then  be  maybe  sure  th.st  neither 
his  feelings  nor  his  g<*nius  are  in  unison  with  the  sLnre  at  all. 
Why,  thtm,  should  be  affect  the  form,  without  the  power  of 
tragedy?  Didjetic  re.\#onlng  and  ehmuenl  description  will 
not  compeniate.  in  a nlay.  for  a dearth  of  dramatic  spirit  and  . 
inventiem:  and.  besides,  sterling  sense  and  poetry,  as  such,  ' 
ought  to  staiMl  by  themselves,  without  the  unmeaning  morkery 
ot'  a dramatis  pertimw.  As  to  Lord  Byrun  preieoding  to  set 
up  the  unities  at  this  time  of  day,  as  ‘ the  law  of  literature 
(hroiichmit  the  world,’  it  is  mere  caprice  and  contradiction, 
lie,  li  ever  man  was.  is  a taw  to  htmseif—'  a chartered  liber- 
tine ; ' — and  now,  wlim  he  is  tired  of  this  unbridled  license,  i 
be  wants  to  do  ps’HAnce  within  the  unities  1 English  dramatic  ' 
p^ry  soars  above  the  unities,  just  as  the  imagination  does. 
The  only  iiretence  for  Insisting  on  them  U,  that  we  supr>osethe 
stage  ilseir  to  he,  actually  and  really,  the  very  spot  on  which  a 
given  action  Is  nerformetl  j and,  if  so,  this  space  cannot  be 
removed  to  anotner.  But  the  supposition  Is  manifestly  quite 
contrary  to  truth  and  experience.^'—  £<fm.  Her.  voi.  xxxvi. 
The  reader  may  he  pleased  to  cotnpswe  the  above  with  the 
follow  log  josaage  fritm  Dr.  Johtisoo  : » 

Wlrether  Shakipeare  knew  the  unities,  and  rejected  them 
tnr  drsig^  or  deviated  from  them  by  happy  lenorauie.  it  Is,  I 
think,  ImpOAsihle  to  decide  and  useless  to  inquire.  We  may 
reasofuihiy  suppose,  tlial  when  he  rose  to  notice,  he  did  not 
want  the  counsels  and  admonitions  of  scholars  and  critics  ; 
ami  that  he  at  last  deliberately  [icrsIstcMl  In  a practice  which 
he  might  hare  begun  by  chance.  As  nothing  Is  essential  to 
the  fable  but  unity  nf  action,  and  as  the  unities  of  time  and 
place  arise  evidemiy  irom  false  aisiim(>tiuris,  xrpi.  by  rirriun- 
icriblng  the  extent  of  the  drama,  lessen  its  variety.  1 cannot 
think  it  much  to  he  lamented  that  they  were  not  known  by  him, 
or  not  observed  : nor.  If  such  arsother  ps>et  could  arise,  should 
I very  vehemently  reproach  him,  that  hit  first  art  p.isied  at 
Venice,  and  his  next  in  Cyprus.  Such  violations  of  rules 
merely  positive  become  the  comprehensive  genius  of  Sh.sk- 
•pe^re,  and  such  censures  are  suitable  to  the  minute  usd 
Moder  criticism  of  Voltaire : — 

' Non  usque  aden  permUcull  tmis 
l^ingiis  sutnnia  dies,  ut  non,  ii  voce  Metelll 
^rventur  leges,  nulinl  a Cwsare  tolll.' 


Yet,  when  1 speak  thus  slightly  of  dramatic  rules,  1 cannot 
but  recollect  bow  much  wit  and  learning  m.iy  he  produced 
a^nst  me  ; before  such  authorities  1 am  afraid  to  stand,  not  i 

that  1 think  the  present  question  one  of  those  lliat  are  to  bo  ' 

I decidnl  by  mere  authority,  but  l>ecause  it  is  to  be  susuc'-ted. 

1 that  these  precepts  have  not  been  so  easily  received,  but  for 
far  better  reasons  than  1 hare  yet  been  nbla  to  Qnd.  Tlie  re- 
. lull  of  my  inquiries,  in  which  It  wuuld  lie  ludicrous  to  boast 
of  impartiality,  is,  that  the  unities  of  time  and  place  are  nnt 
essential  to  a just  drama ; that  though  they  may  sometimea 
conduce  to  pleasure,  they  are  alwars  lo  be  sacrificed  to  the  : 

I noiilcr  bcauliri  of  variety  ar>d  instruction  ; and  that  a play  | 

I written  with  nice  observation  of  critical  rules,  is  to  be  con-  i 

' templated  as  an  elaborate  curiosity,  as  the  product  of  super, 
fluous  and  ostentatious  art,  by  which  is  shown  rather  whnl  is  | 
passible  than  what  is  necessary.  lie  that  without  diminution 
of  any  other  exrrllencr  shall  preserve  all  the  unities  unbroken, 
deserves  the  like  applause  with  the  architect,  who  shall  dis- 
play all  the  orders  of  architecture  hi  a citadel,  without  any 
decfuciion  from  its  strength:  but  the  principal  beauty  of  a 
citadel  is  to  exclude  the  enemy  ; and  the  greatest  graces  of 
a pUy  are  to  copy  nature  and  Instruct  life."  — Pr</l»c<’  to 
SiaJtspearc.] 

‘ In  this  tragedy  it  bos  been  my  intention  to  follow 
the  account  of  Dloaurus  Siculus ; mluclra  it,  however,  to 
such  draiuatlc  regularity  os  1 itest  could,  stnd  trying  to 
approach  the  unities.  I therefore  suppose  the  rebellion 
1 to  expludv  and  succeed  in  one  day  by  a suddeu  conspiracy, 

I Instead  of  the  long  war  of  the  history. 

I • rSarilan.'tptlns  is,  bryimd  all  rioulrt,  a work  of  great  beauty 
and  power  ; and  ihough  the  heroine  has  many  traits  In  com- 
I mon  with  the  Medoras  and  Gulnares  of  Lord  Byron's  undra- 
I matic  ijoetry,  the  hern  must  be  allowed  to  be  a new  character 
I in  his  hands.  He  has,  indeed,  the  scorn  of  war.  and  glory, 

I prirstcr^,  and  regular  morality,  wbtth  distlngulshei  the 
r«-si  of  his  lordship’s  favourites  ; but  be  liR«  no  misanthropy, 

I and  very  little  pride  — and  may  be  repardM.  on  the  whole,  as 
i one  of  the  most  truly  good-humoureil,  amiable,  and  respect- 
' aide  voluptuaries  tn  whom  wc  have  ever  I cen  presenteil.  In 
I this  concvpti«m  of  his  character,  the  author  haa  ve^  wisely 
followed  rwilure  and  fancy  ratlurr  than  history.  His  Sanlana. 

I polus  Is  not  an  effemiDat*.  woro-mrt  debaucliro.  with  shat- 
lerevi  nerves  and  exhausted  senses,  the  slave  of  indolence  and 
I vlclotts  habits  ; but  a sanguine  votary  iff  pleasure,  a princely 
epicure.  Imliilging.  revelling  tn  boundless  luxury  while  he  can, 
but  with  a sthB  so  inured  to  voluptuousness,  so  saturated  with 
dellghls,  that  pain  and  danger,  when  they  come  uacalhx)  for, 

1 give  him  neither  cowern  nor  dread  5 ami  he  goes  forth  from 
I the  banquet  to  the  battle,  AS  to  a dance  or  measure,  attired  by 
I the  Oraces,  and  with  youth,  joy,  ami  love  for  his  guides.  Ho 
I dallies  with  Dellonaatbridegro^ — for  hit  sport  and  pastime  ; 

and  the  spear  or  fan,  the  shield  or  shining  mirror,  become  his 
I hands  equally  well.  He  enjoys  life,  in  short,  and  triumphs  In 

I death  : and  whether  in  prosperous  or  adverse  drcumstances, 
hU  soul  smiles  out  superior  to  evil.  — JarPEBT, 

•JTwt  Sardaoapalus  of  Lord  Byron  is  pretty  nearly  such  a 
person  as  the  Sardanapalus  of  history  may  be  supposed  to 

I have  been.  Young,  tbo*ightlesi,  spoi!e«l  by  flattop  and  im- 
bounded  self-iudulgence.  but  with  a tetn|wr  uAturalljr  amiable, 
gn<i  abilities  of  a sui>erlor  order,  he  afibeta  to  lEidervalue  the 
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Sterp'd,  but  not  drown'd,  In  deep  voluptuousness. 

If  bom  a pea.sant*  he  had  been  a man 
To  have  reach’d  an  empire : to  an  empire  bom. 

He  will  bequeath  none  i nothing  but  a name, 

%Vhlch  his  sons  will  not  prise  in  heritage  : 

Yet,  not  all  lost,  even  yet  he  may  redeem 
HU  sloth  and  shame,  by  only  being  that 
Which  he  should  be,  as  easily  as  the  thing 
He  should  not  be  tnd  is.  Were  It  lew  toil 
To  sway  his  nations  than  consume  his  life  ? 

'|  To  head  an  army  than  to  rule  a harem  ? 

He  sweats  in  palling  pleasures,  dulls  bis  soul,  ^ 

And  saps  his  goodly  strength.  In  tolls  which  yield 
' not 

Health  like  the  chase,  nor  glory  like  the  war  — 

He  must  be  rou-^ed.  Alas  l there  Is  no  sound 

[SbunJ  of  so/i  mafic  hrarj  from  tcithim. 
To  rou-sc  him  short  of  thunder.  Hark  ! the  lute. 
The  l>Te,  the  timbrel ; the  lascivious  tlnklings 
Of  lulling  instruments,  the  softening  voices 
Of  women,  and  of  beings  less  than  women, 

Must  chime  in  to  the  echo  of  his  revel, 

^'hllf  the  great  king  of  all  we  know  of  e^irth 

I^lls  crown'd  with  roses  and  his  diadem 

Lies  negligently  by  to  be  caught  up 

By  the  first  manly  hand  which  dares  to  snatch  It 

txi,  where  they  come  I already  I perceive 

The  reeking  odours  of  the  perfumed  trains, 

And  see  the  bright  gems  of  the  glittering  girls, « 

At  once  his  chums  and  his  council,  flash 
Along  the  gallery,  and  amidst  the  damnds, 

As  feminiDcly  garb'd,  and  scarce  less  female. 

The  grandson  of  Semlramls,  the  man-queen.  •>— 

He  comes  t Shall  I await  him?  yes,  and  front  him, 
And  tell  him  what  all  good  men  tell  each  other. 
Speaking  of  him  and  his.  They  come,  the  slaves 
Led  by  the  monarch  subiiect  to  bis  slaves.  > 


SCENE  11. 

Enter  SAROAKarAi-us  effeminateiy  dregted,  hi$  Ifead 
ertnened  with  Flowerg,  and  kig  Hidte  neyligrntljf 
jiotoing,  attended  by  a TVain  o/  fVonum  and  yonny 
Siaves. 

Sar.  (^gpeaking  to  gome  of  hi$  attendants).  Let  the 
pavilion  over  the  Euphrates 
Be  garlanded,  and  lit,  and  furiilsh'd  forth 
Fur  an  especial  banquet ; at  the  hour 
Of  midnight  we  will  sup  there : see  nought  wanting, 
An'l  bid  the  galley  be  prepared.  There  is 
A cooling  breese  which  crisps  the  broad  clear  river : 
We  will  embark  anon.  Fair  nymphs  who  deign 
To  share  the  soft  hours  of  Sardanapalus 
Well  meet  again  in  that  the  sweetest  hour. 

When  we  shall  gather  like  the  stars  above  us 
And  you  will  fonn  a heaven  as  bright  as  theirs ; 

Till  then,  let  each  be  mistress  of  her  lime. 

And  thou,  ray  own  Ionian  Myrrha^,  chuo»e. 

Wilt  thou  along  with  them  or  me  7 

•Vyr.  My  lord 

Har.  My  lord,  my  life  1 why  answerrst  thou  so 
coldly  ? 

It  is  the  curse  of  kings  to  be  so  answer'd.  [thou 
Kule  thy  own  hours,  thou  rulest  mine  — say,  wouldst 
Accompany  our  guests  or  charm  away 
The  moments  from  me  ? 

A/yr.  The  king's  choice  is  mine.  * 

•S'ar.  I pray  tbec  say  not  so : my  chiefest  joy 
Is  to  contribute  to  thine  every  wish. 

1 do  not  dare  to  breathe  my  own  desire. 

Lest  it  should  clash  with  thine ; for  thou  art  atUl 
Too  prompt  to  sacrifice  thy  th(»ughts  for  others.  0 
Myr,  1 would  remain : 1 have  no  happiness 

Save  in  beholding  thine ; yet 

Sar.  Tel!  what  tit  7 
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sanguinary  renown  of  hU  ancestors  as  an  excuse  for  inatten- 
tion to  the  most  aocrasary  dutlef  of  his  rank , and  flatters 
himself,  while  he  is  Indulging  his  own  sloth,  that  he  is  making 
his  people  happy.  Yet,  even  in  his  fondoess  for  pleasure, 
there  lurks  a love  erf  controdictioa  Of  the  whole  picture, 
selfishness  Is  the  prevailing  feature.— selflihoess  admirably 
drawn  Indeed ; amlogtsed  for  In  every  palllatinff  ctrrumstance 
of  education  and  habit,  and  clothed  in  the  brightest  colours 
of  which  it  is  susceptible  from  youth,  talents,  and  placability. 
But  It  is  selfishness  still ; and  we  should  have  been  lemptM 
to  quarrel  with  the  art  which  made  vice  and  frivolity  thus 
amiable,  if  Lord  Byron  had  not  at  the  same  time  polm«l  out 
with  much  skill  the  bitterness  and  weariness  of  spirit  which 
inevitably  wait  on  such  a cliaracter  ; and  if  he  ban  not  rtven 
a fine  contrast  to  the  picture  in  the  accompanying  portraits  of 
halemenes  and  of  M)Trl»a.  — Bisnor  Ha*aa.] 

I [**  He  sweats  in  dreary,  dulled  effhnlnary.'*—  MS.] 

* [**  And  see  the  gewgaws  of  the  glittenug  girls.*'—  MS.] 

* [Salemenes  is  the  direct  oppoaite  to  seiflshnest ; and  the 
character,  though  slightly  sketcoed,  displays  little  leu  ability 
than  that  of  Sa^atu^ut.  He  is  a stern,  loyal,  plain-spoken 
soldier  and  subject ; clear-sighted,  just  and  honourable  in  hit 
ultimate  views,  though  not  more  punctllhxis  about  the  meant 
of  obtaining  them  than  might  be  expected  from  n res{tectable 
satrap  of  a^ent  Nineveh,  or  a respectal  le  risier  of  the  mu. 
dem  Turkish  empire.  To  his  king,  in  spite  of  personal  neglect 
and  family  Injurlu.  he  is.  throughout,  pertinaciously  attached 
and  punctiliously  faithful.  To  the  king's  rebels  he  fs  inclined 
to  be  severe,  blo^y,  and  even  treacherous  ; an  imperfection, 
however,  in  his  character,  to  want  which  would,  in  his  situ- 
ation, be  almost  unnaiuraJ.  and  which  is  skilfully  tnlruducad 
as  a contrast  to  the  instinctive  perception  of  virtue  and  ho- 
nour which  flashes  out  from  the  Indolence  of  bis  master.  Of 
the  satrap,  however,  the  faults  as  well  as  the  virtues  are 
alike  the  offbpring  of  disinterested  loyalty  and  patriotism.  It 
Is  for  bis  country  and  king  that  he  is  patient  of  Injury  ; for 
them  he  is  valiant  ( tor  them  cruel.  He  has  no  amWUon  of 
personal  power,  no  thirst  of  individual  fone.  In  battle  and  in 
victory,  **  Assyria  I"  is  his  only  war-cry.  When  be  sends  off 

■ — 


the  queen  and  princes,  be  is  lest  anxious  for  his  nephews  and  | 
sister  than  fur  the  presenratioo  of  the  ime  of  Nimrod  ; and,  i 
in  his  last  moments,  it  is  Che  supposed  flight  of  his  sovereign 
ubich  alone  distresses  and  overcomes  him.  — Huaa.] 

* **  The  Ionian  name  had  been  still  more  comprehensive,  ^ 
having  included  the  Achalans  ami  the  IkeotiAns,  who,  to- 
gether with  those  to  whom  it  was  afterwards  confined,  would 
make  ivcarly  the  whole  of  the  Greek  nation  ; and  among  the 
orientals  It  was  always  the  general  name  fur  the  Greeks."  — 
Mirroao's  Greet*,  vol.  I.  p.  IW. 

^ [The  chief  charm  and  viviMng  angel  of  the  piece  is 
Myrrha,  the  Greek  slave  of  Sardanapalus  — a beautiful,  he- 
roic, devoted,  and  Kberlal  being  — in  love  with  the  cenerotia 
and  Infatuated  monarch  — ashamed  of  loving  a barbarian  — 
and  using  all  her  Influence  over  him  to  ennoble  as  well  as  to 
adorn  hU  existence,  and  to  arm  him  against  the  terrors  of  his 
close.  Her  voluptuousness  Is  that  of  the  heart  — her  heroism 
of  Che  affections.  If  the  part  she  takes  in  the  dialogue  be 
sometimes  too  subdued  and  submissive  for  the  lof^  da^g  of 
her  character,  It  is  still  such  as  might  become  a Greek  sUve 
— a lovely  Ionian  girl,  in  whom  the  love  of  liberty  and  the 
scorn  of  cfeath  were  tempered  by  the  consciousness  of  what 
she  regarded  as  a degrading  pasiion,  end  an  inward  sense  j 
of  fltnesa  and  decorum  wi^  referonce  to  ber  conditioa  — j 
Jarraav.]  I 

* [Myrrha  is  a female  Salemenes,  in  whom,  with  admirable 
skill,  attachment  to  the  individual  lUrdanapalus  is  substituted 
for  the  gallant  soldier’s  loyalty  to  the  dcscrrrdaat  of  kings : 
and  whose  energy  of  expostulation,  do  lets  than  the  natural 
high  tnrtc  of  her  talents,  her  courage,  and  her  Grecian  pride, 
la  softened  into  a subdued  and  wtoning  tenderness  ty  the 
constant  and  painful  recollection  of  her  abasement  as  a slave 
in  the  royal  harem  ; and  still  more  by  the  lowliness  of  perfect 
womanly  love  in  the  presence  of  and  towards  the  object  of 
her  passion.  No  character  can  he  drawn  more  natural  than 
hers  ; few  ever  have  been  drawn  more  touching  and  amiable. 

Of  oouree  sbe  Is  not,  nor  could  be,  a Jewish  or  a Christian 
heroloe ; but  she  is  a model  of  Grecian  piety  and  nobUlty  of 
spirit,  and  she  is  one  whom  a purer  faltn  would  have  raised 
to  the  level  of  a llebccca  or  a Miriam.  — Haaoa.] 
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Thy  own  sweet  will  shall  be  the  only  barrier 
Which  ever  ri*ea  betwixt  thee  and  me, 

Afyr.  1 think  the  present  U the  wonted  hour 
Of  council ; It  were  better  I retire, 

Sal.  {ettnuM  forward  and  The  Ionian  slare 

says  well : let  her  retire. 

Sar.  Who  answers  ? How  now,  brother  ? 

Sal.  The  quetn'%  brother, 

And  your  most  faithful  vassal,  royal  lord. 

Sitr.  {atldretnin^  kit  train).  As  I have  said,  let  all 
dis]>o»e  their  hours 

Till  midnight,  when  again  we  pray  your  presence. 

f 'rke  court  retiring. 
{To  MvaaHAi,  who  it  going)  Myrrha ! I thought 
thou  wouldst  remain. 

Afyr.  Great  king. 

Thou  didst  not  say  so. 

Sur.  Dut  thou  lookedst  it: 

] know  each  glance  of  those  Ionic  cyes,< 

Which  said  thou  wuuldst  not  leave  me. 

Afyr.  Sire  1 your  brother— 

Sal.  His  contort'M  brother,  minion  of  Ionia ! 

How  darest  thou  name  nw  and  not  blush  ? 

Sar.  Not  b}ush  i 

Thou  bast  no  more  eyes  than  heart  to  make  her 
crimson 

Like  to  the  dying  day  on  Caucasus, 

Where  sunset  tints  the  snow  with  rosy  shadows. 

And  then  reproach  her  with  thine  own  cold  blindness. 
Which  will  not  see  IL  NVliat,  in  tears,  my  Myrrha? 
Sal.  Let  them  flow  on ; she  weeps  for  more  than 
one, 

And  U herwif  the  cause  of  bitterer  tears, 

Sar.  Cur^  be  hr  who  caused  those  tears  to  flow  ! 
Sal.  Curse  not  thyself — millions  do  that  already. 
Sar.  Thi>u  dost  forget  thee:  make  me  not  re- 
member 

I am  a monarch, 

Sal  Would  thou  couldst  t 

Afyr.  My  sovereign, 

I pray,  and  thou,  too,  prince,  permit  my  absence. 
Sar.  Since  it  roust  be  so,  and  thU  churl  has 
check’d 

Thy  gentle  spirit,  go ; but  recollect 

That  wc  must  forthwith  meet : 1 had  rather  lose 

An  empire  than  thy  presence.  [f;xiV  MraaMa. 

Sal.  It  may  be. 

Thou  wilt  lose  both,  and  both  for  ever ! 

Sar.  Brother, 

I can  at  least  command  myself,  who  listen 
To  language  such  as  this : yet  urge  me  not 
Beyond  my  easy  nature. 

Sal.  'T  is  beyond 

That  easy,  (kr  too  easy,  idle  nature, 

W'hieb  I would  urge  thee.  O that  1 could  rouse  thee  t 
Though ’t  were  agtdnst  myself. 

Sar.  By  the  god  Baal  I 

The  man  would  make  me  tyrant 

Sat  So  thou  art 

7’hliik’st  thou  there  Is  no  tj-ranny  but  that 
Of  blood  and  chains  ? The  despotism  of  vice  — 

The  Weakness  and  the  wickedness  of  luxur)'-^ 

The  negligence  — the  apathy— the  evils 
Of  scuaual  sloth  — produce  ten  thousand  tyrants, 
Whose  delegated  cruelty  surpasses 

' [In  the  original  draught. '* 


The  worst  acts  of  one  energetic  master. 

However  harsh  and  hard  in  his  own  bearing 
The  false  and  fond  examples  of  thy  lusts 
Corrupt  no  less  than  they  ofipress,  and  sap 
In  the  same  moment  all  thy  pageant  |x>wcr 
And  those  who  should  sustain  it ; so  that  whether 
A foreign  foe  invade,  or  civil  broil 
Distract  within,  both  will  alike  prove  fatal : 

The  first  thy  subjects  have  no  heart  to  conquer; 

The  last  they  rather  would  assUt  than  vanquish. 

5dr.  Why,  what  makes  thee  the  mouth-piece  of 
the  people  ? 

Sal.  Forgiveness  of  the  queen,  my  sister’s  wrong*; 
A natural  love  unto  my  infant  nephews ; 

Faith  to  the  king,  a faith  be  may  need  shortly. 

In  more  than  wonls ; respect  for  Nimrod's  line ; 

Also,  another  thing  thou  knowest  not. 

&ir.  What ’s  that  ? 

Sat  To  thee  an  unknown  word. 

Sar.  Yet  si>eak  It ; 

1 love  to  learn. 

Sal.  Virtue. 

Sar.  Not  know  the  word  t 

Never  was  word  yet  rung  so  in  my  ears  — 

Worse  than  the  rabble's  shout,  or  splitting  trumpet : 

1 've  heard  thy  sister  talk  of  nothing  else.  [vkv. 
Sat  To  change  the  Irksome  theme,  then,  bear  of 
Srtf.  From  whom  ? 

Sat  Even  from  the  winds  if  thou  couldst  listen 
Unto  the  echoes  of  the  nation's  voice. 

iSar.  Come,  I 'ro  Indulgent,  as  thou  knowest,  pa- 
tient, ftbet  ? 

As  thou  bast  often  proved  — S|H*ak  out,  what  moves 
Sal.  Thy  periL 
Sar.  Say  on. 

Stsl.  Thus,  then : all  the  nation^ 

Fur  they  are  many,  whom  thy  father  left 
in  heritage,  are  loud  In  wrath  against  thee. 

Sar.  ’Gainst  me  / What  would  the  slaves  ? 

Sal.  A king. 

Sar.  And  what 

Am  I then  ? 

Sal.  In  their  eyn  a nothing ; but 

In  mine  a man  who  might  be  something  still. 

Sar.  The  railing  drunkards ! why,  what  would 
they  have  ? 

Have  they  not  peace  and  plenty  ? 

Sal.  Of  the  first 

More  than  is  glorious ; of  the  last,  far  less 
Than  the  king  recks  of. 

&ir.  Whose  then  is  the  crime. 

But  the  false  satraps,  who  provide  no  better  ? 

Sat  And  somewhat  in  the  monarch  who  ne'er  looks 
Beyond  his  palace  walls,  or  if  he  stirs 
Beyond  them,  *1 U but  to  some  mountain  palace. 

Till  summer  heats  wear  down.  O glorious  Baal  I 
Wlio  built  up  this  %'ast  empire,  and  wert  made 
A god,  or  at  the  least  shinest  like  a god 
Through  the  long  centuries  of  thy  renown. 

This,  thy  presumed  descendant,  ne’er  iieheld 
As  king  the  kingdoms  thou  didst  leave  as  hero. 

Won  with  thy  blood,  and  toil,  and  time,  and  peril ! 
For  what  ? to  furnish  ImptMts  for  a revel. 

Or  multiplied  extortions  for  a minion. 

Sar.  I understand  thee  — thou  wouldst  have  me  go 


I know  neb  glance  of  tboae  deep  Grecktoul’d  «yea.*' 


R 4 


Digitized  by  Google 


I'  2-t« 

I Forth  as  a conqueror.  By  all  the  stars 
I Which  the  Chaldeans  read  I the  restless  slaves' 

I Desers'c  that  1 should  curse  them  with  their  wishes, 

' And  lead  them  forth  toflory. 

Sal.  Wherefore  not  ? 

Semiramis— a woman  only — led 
I Thi>s«  our  Assyrians  to  the  solar  shores 
{ Uf  Ganges. 

I Sar.  *T  is  most  true.  And  Aoie  return’d  ? 
Sal.  Why,  like  a nun  — a hero;  baffled,  but 
Not  vanquish'd.  With  but  twenty  guards,  she  made 
< Good  her  retreat  to  Bactria. 

Sar.  And  how  many 

Left  she  behind  In  India  to  the  vultures  ? 

Sal.  Our  annals  say  not. 

Sar.  Then  I will  say  for  them  — 

' That  she  had  better  woven  within  her  palace 
H Some  twenty  garments,  than  with  twenty  guards 
Have  fled  to  Bactria,  leaving  to  the  ravens. 

And  wolves,  and  men  — the  fiercer  of  the  three, 

Her  myriads  of  fond  sulyecls.  I*  Mi*  glor)'  ? 

Then  let  me  live  In  ignominy  ever. 

SfU.  All  warlike  spirits  have  not  the  same  fate. 
Srmlramis,  the  glorious  parent  of 
A hundred  kings,  although  she  fail’d  in  India, 
Brought  Persia,  Media,  Bactria,  to  the  realm 
j Which  she  once  sway’d  — and  thou  sw-ay. 

[ ' Sar.  I su'oy  them  — 

She  but  subdued  them. 

Sal.  It  may  l>r  ere  long 

I , That  they  will  need  her  swort  more  than  your 

I j sceptre. 

' Sar.  There  was  a certain  Bacchus,  was  there  not  ? 

I I I ’ve  heard  my  Greek  girls  speak  of  such  — they  say 
j ' He  was  a god,  that  is,  a Grecian  god, 

I : An  idol  foreign  to  Assyria’s  worship. 

Who  ('onquer'd  this  same  golden  realm  of  Ind 
Thou  prat’st  of,  where  Semlnimls  was  vanquish'd. 
Sal.  I have  heard  of  such  a man ; and  thou  per- 
cciv’st 

That  he  Is  deem’d  a god  for  what  he  did. 

Sar.  And  in  his  godship  I will  honour  him  — 

' Not  much  as  man.  What,  ho ! my  cupbearer  I 
i Sal.  What  means  the  king  ? 

I .SVir.  To  worship  your  new  god 

I And  ancient  conqueror.  Some  wine,  I say. 

Enter  Cnf>ltearer. 

j Sar.  (adtlrestinp  the  Cuphearer).  Bring  me  the 
I gi>lden  gobht  thick  with  gems 

Which  bears  the  name  of  Nimrod's  chalice.  Hence, 
Fill  full,  and  bear  it  quickly.  Cufif>earer. 

' I Sal.  Is  this  moment 

A fitting  one  for  the  resumption  of 
i 'Fhy  yet  unslept-off  fevTls  ? 

I /^e-«i/cr  Capbearrr,  with  n'inr. 

I Sar.  (tfiiinp  the  eup  from  him).  Noble  ki.ism^.n, 
If  these  bi<rbartan  Greeks  of  the  far  shores 
And  skirts  of  these  our  realms  lie  not,  this  Bacchus 
Conquer’d  the  whole  of  India,  did  he  nc»t  ? 

Sal.  He  did,  and  thence  was  deem’d  a deity.  * 

Sar.  Not  80  : — of  all  his  Conquests  a few  columns 

' I • • I have  a mind 

I*  I To  curie  the  mlleu  »Iavei  with  their  own  wiihei.”— MS.} 

• He  did  aiHl  (hence  wai  deem'd  a god  In  Kor7.**—MS.} 
1 1 * ( lo  many  parti  of  (hit  play,  U itrikei  me  that  lx»rd  Byn-m 
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Which  may  be  his,  and  might  be  mine,  if  I 
Thoiutht  them  wurth  purchaM;  and  conveyance,  are  ' 
The  landmarks  of  the  seas  of  gore  he  shed.  { 

The  realms  he  wasted,  and  the  hearts  he  broke.  ] 

But  here,  here  in  this  goblet  is  bis  title 
To  immortality  — the  immortal  graix; 

From  which  he  first  express’d  the  *oul,  and  gave 
To  gladden  that  of  man,  as  some  atonement 
For  the  victorious  mischiefs  he  bad  done.  ! 

Had  It  not  bet*n  for  this,  he  would  have  been  j 

A mortal  still  in  name  as  in  bis  grave ; ! 

And,  like  my  ancestor  SemiramU,  ' 

A sort  of  semUglorlous  human  monster.  j 

Here’s  that  which  deified  him  — let  it  now 
Humanise  thee  ; my  surly,  chiding  brother,  ! 

Pledge  me  to  the  Greek  god ! 1 

5^.  For  all  thy  realms  I ' 

1 would  not  so  blaspheme  our  country's  creed. 

Sar.  That  is  to  say,  thou  thinkest  him  a hero,  ' 
That  he  shed  blood  by  oceans ; and  no  god,  , 

Because  he  turn’d  a fruit  to  an  enchantment,  t 

Which  cheers  the  sad,  revives  the  old,  inspires 
The  young,  makes  weariness  forget  his  toil, 

And /car  her  danger ; opens  a new  world  [thee  || 
When  this,  the  present,  pulls.  Well,  then  / pledge  || 
And  him  as  a true  man,  who  did  hU  utmost 
In  good  or  evil  to  surprise  mankind.  [Drinkj. 

SaL  Wilt  thou  resume  a revel  at  this  hour? 

^cir.  And  If  1 did,  'twere  better  than  a trophy,  * . 
Being  bought  without  a tear.  But  that  Is  not 
My  present  purpi>se  ; since  thou  wilt  not  pledge  me. 
Continue  what  thou  plcasest.  i 

{ To  the  Cupbearer.)  Boy,  retire.  , 

[jKxt/  Cu/)bearrr.  ' 

Sid.  I would  but  have  recall'd  thee  from  thy  dream  • 
Better  by  me  awaken’d  than  rebellion. 

Sar.  Who  shoultl  rebel  ? or  why  ? what  causi-  ? 

pretext  ? i 

I am  the  lawful  king,  descended  from  j 

A race  of  kings  who  knew  no  predecessors.  I 

What  have  I done  to  thee,  or  to  the  people,  , 

That  thou  shouldst  rail,  or  they  rise  up  against  me  ? 

SaL  Of  w hat  thou  bast  done  to  roc,  1 speak  not.  , 
Sar.  But  ' 

Thou  think’st  that  I have  wrong'd  the  queen : U *t 
I not  so?  i: 

I Sial.  Think!  Thou  hast  wrong'd  her  1 * J 

Sar.  Patience,  prince,  and  hear  me. 

She  has  all  power  and  splendour  of  her  station, 

Res|tect,  the  tutelage  of  Assyria's  heirs. 

The  homage  and  the  appanage  uf  sovereignty. 

! I married  her  as  monarchs  wed  — for  states 
And  loved  her  as  most  husbands  love  their  wives.  [ 
If  she  or  thou  supiKMcdst  1 could  link  me 
I/ike  a Chaldean  peasant  to  hb  mate, 

Ye  knew  nor  me,  nor  monarchs,  nor  mankind. 

Sai.  I pray  thee,  change  the  theme : my  blood  ! 
disdains  i 

Complaint,  and  Salemene.s’  sister  seeks  nut  |i 

Reluctant  love  even  from  Assyria’s  lord  1 I 

Nor  would  she  deign  to  accept  divided  pa&sion 
With  foreign  strumpets  and  Ionian  slaves,  it 

The  queen  b silent.  ij 

|l 

h<u>  more  in  bU  eye  the  cute  of  a sinful  Chrbtlan  that  has 
but  one  wife,  and  a sly  business  or  so  which  she  and  her  kin  j 
do  not  approve  of.  than  a bearded  Oriental.  Uke  Sardanapitu*,  | 
with  three  hundi^  wives  and  seven  hundred  concubines.  , 
lluoo.}  ' 
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Sitr.  Ami  why  not  her  brother  ? 

I Sitl.  I only  echo  thee  the  %olcv  of  empires, 

1 Winch  be  who  long  neglects  not  long  will  govern. 

Sir.  The  ungmteful  and  ungracious  slaves  I they 
t murmur 

Tk'canse  I have  not  shed  their  blood,  nor  led  them 
To  dry  In  the  desert's  dust  by  myriads, 

''  Or  whiten  with  their  bones  the  iMiiks  of  Ganges; 

||  Nor  decimated  them  with  savage  laws, 

> Nor  sweated  them  to  build  up  pyramids, 

' Or  Ritiylonian  walls. 

S^i^.  Vet  these  are  trophii*s 

')  Moa*  worthy  of  a people  and  their  prince 

Than  songs,  and  lutes,  and  feasts,  and  concubines, 

, And  lavish'd  treasures,  and  contcmncil  virtues. 
t‘  Snr.  Or  for  my  trophies  I have  foundi>d  citU's : 

It  There’s  Tarsus  and  Anchlalus,  both  built 
• In  owe  day  — what  could  th:it  blood-luvlng  beldame, 
My  m.arilal  grandam,  chaste  Scmlmmis 
i Do  more,  except  destroy  them  ? 

I'  SaL  ’T  Is  most  true ; 

I own  thy  merit  in  those  founded  cities, 

. Built  for  a whim,  recorded  with  a verse. 

Which  shames  both  them  and  thee  to  coming  ages. 
Sar.  Shame  me  1 By  Baal,  the  cities,  though  well 
I built, 

Are  not  more  goodly  than  the  veme  I Say  what 
Thou  wilt  'gainst  me.  my  mode  of  life  or  rule. 

But  nothing  ’gainst  the  truth  of  that  brief  record. 
Why,  those  few  line*  contain  the  hlstor)* 

I Of  all  things  human:  hear — “ Sardanapalu*, 

The  king,  and  son  of  Anacyndaraxes, 

In  one  day  built  Ancbialus  and  Tarsus. 

! Kat,  drink,  and  love;  the  rest's  not  worth  a fillip. 
jj  Sal.  A worthy  moral,  ami  a wise  inscription, 
j|  For  a king  to  put  up  before  hi*  sulyect* ! 

I I Sar.  Oh,  thou  wouldst  have  n>«  Uoubtlesa  set  up 

1 eUlcU— 

i “ Obey  the  king — contribute  to  his  treasure  — 

IKc'cruit  his  phalanx — spill  your  blooii  at  bidding  — 
Fall  down  and  worship,  or  get  up  and  toil." 

Or  thus — ” Sardanaimlus  on  this  spot 
Slew  fifty  thousand  of  hU  enemies. 

These  are  their  sepulchres  and  this  his  trophy." 

1 leave  such  thing*  to  conquerors ; enough 
|:  Fiir  me,  if  I can  make  my  sulfiect*  feel 
! 'Fhe  weight  of  human  misery  less,  and  glide 
,,  Ungroaning  to  the  tomb : I take  no  license 
i'  Which  I «leny  ti>  them.  We  all  arc  men. 

' Sal.  Thy  »lrt*s  have  l*een  revered  as  guds — . 

' Sur.  In  du.*t 

And  death,  where  they  are  neitJier  gtKU  nor  men. 

* **  For  this  expedition  he  took  only  a smsll  rhorrn  body 
of  the  pbalAdX,  hut  all  his  light  troop*.  In  the  flrtt  day's 
march  he  reai  hrd  AnchUUu.a  town  said  to  have  i.een  liMimlV-ct 
t»y  the  king  of  Assyris  Sardonanahis.  The  fortitlratlons,  in 
{ (heir  rnagimude  and  extent,  still  in  .Arrian's  tima.  Ixire  the 
j character  of  Krealness.  which  the  AssyrUo*  apfiear  liiigtilarly 
to  hare  afruH-ti-d  in  works  of  the  kind.  A im+niiment  fepre-  i 
tenting  .Sardana]Mius  wju  foond  there,  warranti'it  hy  an  in« 

I scription  in  Assyrian  rhar.'U’ters,  ofrmirse  in  the  old  A«*yrljn 
I laiu;uage,  which  (he  Greek*,  wht'iher  well  or  til,  interpreted 
thu* : * Sardanapalu*.  Sun  of  Anacyndiraxes,  in  one  day 
fomideil  Atu’hialtj*  and  TarBii*.  Knl.  drink,  play  * all  other 
human  Joy*  not  worth  a fillip.'  Supposing  this  reralon 
' nearly  exact  (for  ArrUo  s.tyi  It  w.i*  not  quite  so),  wh«*ther 
the  purpose  has  not  been  to  invite  to  civil  order  a people 
■ di*p«>»e\i  to  turbulence,  rather  than  to  recommend  limmide* 

1 1 rate  luxury,  may  iMohapt  reasonably  be  qiU'stiunctl.  Wh.it, 

I indeed,  could  be  the  objert  of  a king  of  Assyria  in  founding 
I such  towns  in  a eouotry  so  distant  from  hit  capital,  and  so 
I divided  from  it  by  an  immense  extent  ^ sandy  <k>serts  and 
' lofty  mountain*,  ami.  *(ilt  more,  how  the  Inhahiutits  could  be 


Talk  not  of  such  to  me  1 the  worms  are  g<«d$ ; j 

At  Icxst  they  lianqueted  upon  your  gods, 

And  died  for  lack  of  fiuther  nutrimenL  I 

Those  gml*  were  merely  men  : look  to  their  Usiu* — } 

I feel  a thoiuuind  mortal  thing*  about  me,  j 

But  nothing  godlike,  — unless  it  may  be  j 

The  thing  which  you  condemn,  a dU{K>slUon  ; j 

To  love  and  to  be  merciful,  to  pardon  1 1 

The  follies  of  my  species,  and  (that's  human)  1' 

To  be  Indulgent  to  my  own.  | 

SaL  Alas  I I 

The  doom  of  Nineveh  is  scal'd.  — Woe  — woe  J ' 

To  the  unrivall'd  city  l 

Sar.  What  do*t  dre.id  ? j ; 

Sal.  Thou  art  guarded  by  thy  foes : in  a few  hours  j ! 
The  temjK'st  may  break  out  which  overwhelms  thee,  | : 
And  thine  and  mine ; and  in  unoth^T  day  j 

What  is  shall  be  the  past  of  Bedus’  race.  } 

Sar.  What  must  we  dnad  ? ! 

Sal.  Ambitious  trvachcr)’,  , 

Which  has  environ’d  thee  with  snares;  but  yet  ; 

There  is  resource : emiwwcr  me  with  thy  signet 
To  quell  the  machination*,  and  I lay  [* 

llie  head*  of  thy  chief  f+K-s  before  thy  ftcL  jl 

Sar.  The  heads — how  many  ? | 

Sul.  Must  I stay  to  number  1 

When  even  thine  own  '*  in  |>erll } Let  me  go ; j 

Give  me  thy  signet  — trust  me  with  the  rest.  • 

Sar.  I will  tru.«t  no  man  with  unlimited  lives.  ; 

When  we  take  those  from  others,  we  nor  know  j 

What  we  have  taken,  nor  the  thing  wc  give. 

SaL  WouhLt  thou  not  take  their  lives  who  seek  j 
for  thine?  II 

Sar.  That’s  a hard  question  — But  I answer.  Ye*,  i] 
Cannot  the  thing  l»e  d+me  without  ? Who  are  they 
Whom  thou  sa*;K.'Ctest  ? — Ix*t  them  be  arrested.  | 
SaL  1 would  thou  wouldst  not  ask  me;  ttie  next  |j 
moment  : • 

Will  seud  my  answer  through  thy  liabbling  troop  j 
Of  param«»urs,  and  thence  fly  o’er  the  palace,  I 

Even  to  the  city,  and  so  l>afile  all.  — : 

Tru-st  me.  ! 

Sar.  Thou  knowest  I have  done  so  ever ; j 

Take  thou  the  signet.  [Girts  the  siffHei.  j 

SaL  I have  one  more  request.  : 

Sar.  Name  it.  i 

S*J.  'Hjat  thou  this  night  forbear  the  banejuct 
In  the  pavilion  over  the  Euphrates.  ! 

Sar.  Forbear  the  lianquetl  Not  for  all  the  plotters 
That  ever  *houk  a kingdom  ! Let  them  come, 

And  do  their  worst . I shall  not  blench  for  them ; H 
Nor  rise  the  sooner ; nor  forbear  the  goblet ; 

at  onco  in  circumxtaorcs  to  abnndua  themselves  to  the  intern* 
perate  Joys  which  their  prUtce  has  been  supposed  to  have  re* 
rommentle.l,  is  not  obvious  ; Imt  it  may  deserve  oii*ervati»n 
that.  In  that  tine  of  coaot,  the  southern  nf  Lesser  A«ia,  rums 
ofcltici,  avldvntlv  of  an  amt  alter  Alcxarwler,  yet  tsartrly  naiiicd 
In  hlitury.  at  (his  day  astonish  (he  Jidvrnlurou*  traveller  l<y 
their  magnificence  anil  elcgiuice.  AmH  the  desulatton  which, 
under  a singularly  barbarian  government,  has  for  so  many 
centuries  item  <buly  spreading  in  the  fineit  cmintrlcsof  the 
globe,  whether  more  from  soli  and  climate,  or  from  op|Mirtu- 
Okies  for  conttnerec.  extraordinary  means  must  have  l>ecu  I 
found  fur  conimuntlles  to  flourish  there  ; whence  it  may  seem  ' 
that  the  measiircs  of  Sardana(>Alus  W’err  direct'd  by  Juttcr  i 
slews  than  have  tscen  commonly  asenbssi  to  him:  6ut  lh.xt  I 
monarch  having  )>i*en  the  lost  of  a dynasty  ended  hy  a revo*  I 
lutlou,  obloquy  on  his  memory  would  follow  of  course  frrun 
(be  poller  oi  hit  surccssors  and  their  partisans,  'llie  Incoii* 
sistenry  of  irailition*  concerning  S.irdanaoalus  Is  itHkin,;  in 
Diodoriu's  ATcuunt  of  him.'*  — MirroMu’s  Orrtoe.  vol  ix. 
p.  .Hit. 
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Nor  crown  me  wllh  a single  rose  the  lew ; 

Nor  lose  one  Joyous  hour.  — I fear  them  not. 

5^.  But  thou  woultlst  arm  thee,  wouldst  thou  not, 
if  needful  ? 

N'lr.  Perhaiii.  I have  the  goodliest  armour,  and 
I A tword  of  such  a tem|>cr ; and  a bow 

And  javelin,  which  might  fumbh  Nimrod  forth ; 

A little  heavy,  but  yet  not  unwieldy. 

And  now  I think  on't.  *tb  long  since  I've  used  them, 

' Even  in  the  chase.  Hast  ever  seen  them,  brother  ? 

Sal.  Is  this  a time  for  such  fantastic  trifling?  — 
If  need  be,  wUt  thou  wear  them? 

; Sar.  Will  I not  ? 

I Oh ! if  it  must  be  to,  and  these  rash  slaves 
Will  not  be  ruliHl  with  less,  I ’ll  use  the  sword 
I Tiil  they  shall  wbh  It  turn'd  into  a distaff, 
i Sal,  They  say  thy  seejdre't  turn'd  to  that  alreaily. 

I Saf.  That 's  false  ! but  let  them  say  so : the  old 

Greeks, 

|i  Of  whom  our  capUvi*s  often  sing,  related 
The  same  of  their  chief  hero,  Hercules 
Because  he  loved  a Lydian  queen : thou  seost 
The  populace  of  all  the  nations  seize 
Each  c^umny  they  can  to  sink  thdr  sovereigns. 

' Sat.  They  did  not  speak  thus  of  thy  fathers. 

Sar.  No; 

They  dared  not  They  were  kept  to  toll  and  c*»mbat ; 
.And  nc\'er  changed  their  chains  but  for  their  armour : 
Now  they  have  peace  and  p.-wtlmc,  and  the  licence 
To  nrvel  and  to  rail ; U irks  me  nut 
1 would  not  give  the  smite  of  one  fair  girl 
i Fur  all  the  popular  breath  that  e'er  divided 
1 A name  from  nuthing.  What  arc  the  rank  ton;gues 
Of  this  vile  herd,  grown  insolent  with  feeding, 

That  1 should  prize  their  noisy  praise,  or  dread 
Their  noisome  clamour? 

Std.  You  have  said  they  are  men ; 

As  such  their  hearts  are  something. 

I Sar  So  my  dogs'  arc ; • 

I And  better,  as  more  faithful ; — but,  prucewl ; 

Thou  hast  my  signet : — since  they  arc  tumultuous. 
Let  them  be  temper'd,  yet  not  roughly,  till 
Necessity  enforce  it.  I hate  ail  pnin. 

Given  or  received ; we  have  enough  within  us. 

The  meanest  vassal  as  the  loftiest  monarch. 

Not  to  add  to  each  other’s  natural  burthen 
Of  mortal  misery,  but  rather  lessen, 

By  mild  reciprocal  allcvi.stIon, 

The  fatal  penalties  im}K>sed  on  life: 

But  this  they  know  not,  or  they  will  not  know. 

1 have,  by  Baal ! done  all  I could  to  soothe  than : 

I made  no  wars,  I added  no  new  imposts, 

I interfered  not  with  their  civic  lives 
I let  them  pass  their  days  as  best  might  sidt  them, 
Passing  niy  own  as  suit^  me. 

S>U.  Thou  stopp’st 

Short  of  the  duties  of  a king ; and  therefore 
They  ?ay  thou  art  unlit  to  a monjirch. 

Sar.  They  Uc.  — Unhappily,  I am  unfit 
To  be  aucht  save  a mon.arch ; else  for  ntc. 

The  meanest  Mede  might  be  the  king  instead. 

Sal.  There  U one  Mede,  at  least,  who  seeks  to  be  so. 

&ir.  \^'hat  mean's!  thou ? — 'tU  thy  secret;  thou 
deslrest 

* [ S<>«  MiscKLLANtes,  **  ItucripCion  on  th«  M»aumcnt  of  a 
NewluundUful  Dug.**J 

s £The  epicureaa  philosophy  of  Ssrdanapalut  gtrei  him  a 

(■> 


Few  questions,  and  I'm  not  of  curious  nature. 

Take  the  fit  steps ; and,  since  necessity 
Requires,  I sanction  and  support  thi'e.  Ne'er 
Was  man  who  more  desired  to  rule  in  peace 
The  peaceful  only  : If  they  rouse  me,  better 
They  had  conjur^  up  stem  Nimrod  from  his  ashes, 

•*  The  mighty  hunter.’*  I will  turn  these  realms 
To  one  wide  desert  chase  of  brutes,  who  uvre. 

But  irould  no  more,  by  their  own  choice,  be  hunum. 
H'hat  they  have  found  me,  they  belie ; that  which 
They  yet  may  find  me  — shall  defy  their  wish 
To  »;M:«k  it  wocm;  ; and  let  them  thank  iherondve*. 

SaL  Then  thou  at  last  const  fad  ? 

Sar.  Feel  I who  feels  not 

Ingratitude  ? 

Sal.  1 will  not  pause  to  un-^wer 

With  words,  but  deeds.  Keep  thou  awake  that  aicrgy  j 
\ Which  sleeps  at  times,  but  is  not  de:id  within  thee,  t 
And  thou  may's!  yet  be  glorious  in  thy  reign, 

As  jK>werful  In  thy  realm.  Farewell ! i 

[/'.'xif  SaI  KMENES. 

Sar.  (soIua),  Farewell ! i 

He’s  gone,  and  on  his  finger  bears  my  signet,  ^ 

WYiicb  Is  to  him  a sceptre.  He  U stem 
, As  1 am  heedless ; and  the  slaves  deserve 
To  feel  a master.  What  may  be  the  danger 
1 know  nut : — be  hath  found  it,  let  him  quell  it. 

Must  1 consume  my  life  — this  little  life—  I, 

In  guarding  against  all  may  make  it  less  ? s | 

It  is  not  worth  m)  much  I It  were  to  die  j 

Before  my  huiu*,  to  live  lu  dread  of  death,  ! 

Tnudng  revolt;  sus;»ecting  all  about  me.  ‘ 

Because  Uiey  are  near;  and  all  who  are  remote. 

Because  they  are  far.  But  if  it  should  be  so — | 

If  they  should  sweep  me  off  from  earth  and  empire,  ' 

I Why,  what  is  earth  or  empire  of  the  earth  ? ! 

1 I have  loved,  and  lived,  and  multiplied  my  Image ; j 

I To  die  U no  less  lutural  than  those  — 

Acts  of  this  clay  I ’Tls  true  1 have  not  shed  j 

Blood  as  1 might  have  done,  in  oceans  till 
My  name  became  the  synonyme  of  death—  i 

A terror  and  a trophy.  But  for  this  : 

I fwl  no  penitence ; my  life  U love ; 

If  I must  shed  blood,  it  shall  be  by  force.  1 

Till  now,  no  drop  from  an  AK^rian  vein  | 

Hath  flow’d  fur  me,  nor  hath  the  smallest  coin 
, Of  Nineveh’s  vast  treasures  e’er  lK*en  Uviab'd 
j On  oltjects  which  «)uld  cost  her  sons  a tear  : : 

j If  then  they  tuite  me,  'tls  because  1 hate  not:  | 

j If  they  rebel,  ’tis  because  1 oppa*ss  not.  j 

I Oh,  men ! ye  mu.<  be  ruled  with  scythes,  not  sceptres  ’ 
And  mow'd  down  like  the  grass  else  all  we  reap  | ' 
Is  rank  abundance,  and  a rotten  hancst  It 

Of  discontents  infecting  the  fair  soil,  | ; 

Making  a desert  of  fertility.  — ^ ' 

1 '11  think  no  more. Within  there,  ho  I i i 

I, 

Enter  an  ArrtXDAKT.  1 1 

Sar  Slave,  teL  j ! 

The  Ionian  M>  rrha  we  would  crave  her  presence.  j 1 
Attend.  King,  she  U here.  ! 

Mtrrha  entire,  |j 

Sar.  (^apart  to  Attendant).  Away  I j* 

’ fin#  opportunitjr.  In  hi*  ennfrretvc#*  with  hU  item  aod  con*  li 
Oiicntw  adTl»er,  HAlcmcoe*,  to  contrast  hi*  own  imputed  and  ^ 

I faUl  «ice*nf  ease  and  loreof  pleasure  with  the  b«)astrd  vlrtur*  j 
of  hU  predci'cator*,  «ar  aixl  conquest.  Jan  RBY.j  ■ 
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( Addrtt$ing  Mturha.  ) Beautiful  being  ! 

'fbou  dost  almost  antidote  my  heart ; 

It  tbrobb'd  for  thee,  and  here  thou  comest  t let  me 
Deem  that  some  unknown  influence,  some  sweet 
oracle, 

Communicates  between  us,  ihouah  unseen. 

In  absence,  and  attracts  us  to  each  other. 
iVyr.  There  doth. 

Sar.  I know  there  doth,  but  not  its  name  : 

W'hat  Is  it  ? 

.Vyr.  In  my  native  land  a God, 

And  In  my  heart  a feeling  like  a God's, 

Exalted;  yet  I own  *tis  only  mortal; 

For  what  I fed  Is  humble,  and  yet  happy  — 

That  is,  it  would  be  happy  ; but 

[Mturiia  pau»c$. 
S<ir.  There  corocs 

Fur  ever  something  between  us  and  what 
We  deem  our  happiness:  let  me  remove 
The  barrier  which  that  hesitating  accent 
Proclaims  to  thine,  an>l  mine  is  scal'd. 

A/yr.  My  lord! — 

Sar.  My  lord  — my  king  — sire — sovereign  I thus 
it  is  — 

For  ever  thus,  address'd  with  awe.  I ne'er 
Can  see  a smile,  unless  In  some  broad  banquet's 
Intoxicating  glaa*,  when  the  bufliions 
Have  gorged  themselves  up  to  etiuality. 

Or  1 luive  quatrd  me  down  to  their  abasement. 
Myrrha,  I can  hear  all  these  things,  these  names, 
Lord  — king  — sire  — monarch  — nay,  time  was  1 
prised  them ; 

That  is,  I sulTer'd  them — fh>m  slaves  and  nobles; 
But  when  they  falter  from  the  lips  I love, 

Tbc  lips  which  have  been  press'd  to  mine,  a chill 
Comes  o’er  my  heart,  a cold  sense  of  the  falsehood 
Of  Ibis  my  station,  which  represses  feeling 
In  those  for  whom  I have  felt  most,  and  makes  me 
WUh  that  I cotild  lay  down  the  dull  tiara. 

And  share  a cottage  on  the  Caucasus 
With  thee,  and  wear  no  crowns  but  those  of  flowers. 
A/yr.  Would  that  we  could  t 
Sur.  And  dost  thou  feel  thb?  — Why? 

A/yr.  Then  thou  wouldst  know  what  thou  canst 
never  know. 

Sur,  And  that  is 

A/yr.  The  true  value  of  a heart ; 

At  least,  a woman's. 

Sar.  I have  proved  a thousand  — 

A thousand,  and  a thousand. 

A/yr.  Hearts  ? 

Sar.  I think  so. 

A/yr.  Not  one!  the  time  may  come  thou  may'sL 
Sar.  It  wilL 

Hear,  Myrrha;  Salemenes  has  declared  — 

Or  why  or  bow  he  hath  divined  it,  Behis 
^Vbo  founded  our  great  realm,  knows  more  than  I — 
But  Salemenes  hath  declared  my  throne 
In  peril. 

A/yr.  He  did  well. 

Sar.  And  say’st  thou  so  ? 

Thou  whom  he  spum'd  so  harshly,  and  now  dared  ■ 
Drive  from  our  presence  with  his  savage  jeers, 

And  made  thee  weep  and  blush  ? 

* [ - **  nnd  pTco  dared 

Profane  mir  pretence  with  hit  savage  Jeers.**—  MS.} 

» rXo  speak  of  ••  the  tragic  song  *'  at  the  favourite  iwitime 
of  Greece,  twe  hundred  years  ^ore  Thespis,  is  au  aua* 
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A/yr.  I should  do  both 

More  frequently,  and  he  did  well  to  call  me 
Back  to  my  duty.  But  thou  spak'st  of  peril-— 

Peril  to  thee 

Sar.  Ay,  from  dark  plots  and  snares 

From  Modes  — and  discontented  troops  and  nations. 

1 know  not  what — a lab>  rintb  of  things — I 

A maze  of  mutter'd  threats  and  mysteries  : ' 

Thou  know'»t  the  man  — it  is  his  usual  custom. 

But  he  Is  honent.  Come,  we’ll  think  no  more  on'l— 
But  of  the  midnight  festlvaL 

A/yr.  T U time 

To  think  of  aught  save  festivals.  Thou  hast  not 
Spum'd  his  sage  cautions  ? 

Sar.  What  ? — and  dost  thou  fear  ? 

A/yr.  Fear  J — I’m  a Greek,  and  how  should  1 fear 
death  ? 

A slave,  and  wherefore  should  1 dread  my  freedom  7 

Sar.  Then  wherefore  dost  thou  turn  so  pale  ? 

A/yr.  I love. 

Sar.  And  do  not  I ? I love  thee  far — far  more 
Thau  cither  the  brief  life  or  the  wide  realm, 

Which,  It  may  be,  are  menacetl ; — yet  I blench  not 

A/yr.  That  means  thou  lovtst  nor  fhyself  nor  me ; 
For  he  who  loves  another  loves  himself, 

Even  for  that  other's  sake.  This  is  too  rash  : 
Kingdoms  and  lives  are  not  to  be  so  lost.  [darMl 

Sar.  Lost!  — why.  who  is  the  aspiring  chief  who 
Assume  to  win  them  ? 

Myr.  Who  is  he  should  dread 

To  try*  so  much  ? W*hen  be  who  is  their  ruler 
Forgets  himself,  will  they  remember  him  ? 

Sar.  Myrrha  t 

A/yr.  Frown  not  upon  me ; you  have  smiled 
Too  often  on  me  not  to  make  those  l^wns 
Bitterer  to  liear  than  any  punishment 
Which  they  may  augur.  — King,  1 am  your  suldect  I 
Master,  I am  your  slave  ! Alan,  I have  loved  you  ! — 
Loved  you,  I know  nut  by  what  fatal  weakness. 
Although  a Greek,  and  bom  a foe  to  monarchs  — 

A slave,  and  hating  fetters  — an  Ionian, 

And,  therefore,  when  I love  a stranger,  more 
Degraded  by  that  passion  than  by  chains! 

Still  1 have  loved  you.  If  that  love  were  strong 
Enough  to  overcome  all  former  nature. 

Shall  it  not  claim  the  privilege  to  save  you  ? 

Sar.  Sav€  me,  my  beauty  I 'Hiou  art  very  fair. 
And  what  I seek  of  thee  is  love  — not  safety. 

A/yr.  And  without  love  where  dwells  security  ? 

Sar.  I speak  of  woman's  love. 

A/yr.  The  vciy  flr>t 

Of  human  life  niu^t  spring  from  woman’s  breast, 

Your  first  small  words  are  taught  you  from  her  Ilj«, 
Your  first  tears  quench'd  by  her,  and  your  last  sighs 
Too  often  breathed  out  in  a woman’s  hearing, 

When  men  have  shrunk  from  the  ignoble  care 
Of  watching  the  last  hour  of  him  who  led  them. 

Sar.  My  eloquent  Ionian  1 thou  •‘peak'st  music. 

The  very  chorus  of  the  tragic  song  * 

I have  heard  thee  hdk  of  as  the  favourite  pastime 
Of  thy  far  lather-land.  Nay,  weep  not  — calm  thee. 

A/yr.  I weep  not  — But  1 pray  thee,  do  not 
speak 

About  my  fathers  or  their  land. 

chrnnUin.  Nor  could  Myrrha.  at  so  early  a period  of  her 
country's  history,  have  sjinken  of  tliHr  national  hatred  of 
ktnn,  or  of  that  which  wa^  i-qually  the  growth  of  a later  a^ 
— CAvir  contempt  for  **  bortarkatw.'*  — Hziaa} 
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Sar.  Yet  oft 

T7ifm  »{>cakcst  of  tliem. 

Mtfr.  True  — true*,  constant  thought 

Will  overflow  In  w<inU  unconMriou^Iy  ; 

But  w hen  another  speaks  of  Greece,  it  wounds  me. 
Sar.  Well,  then,  how  wouldst  thou  mi'«  me,  as 
thou  saidst  ? 

i\fyr.  By  teaching  thee  to  save  thyself,  and  not 
Thysdf  alone,  but  these  vast  realms,  fmm  all 
The  rage  of  the  worst  war—  the  war  of  brethren. 

Sfir.  Why,  child,  I loathe  all  war,  and  warriors ; 

1 live  in  tH‘ai.'C  and  pleasure : what  can  man 
Do  more  7 

Myr.  Alas ! my  lord,  with  common  men 
There  nee<l5  too  oft  the  show  of  war  to  keep 
The  substance  of  sweet  peace ; and  for  a king, 

**ria  sometimes  better  to  be  fear’d  than  tovciL 
Sar.  And  I have  never  sought  but  for  the  last. 
3/yr.  And  now  art  neither. 

Sar.  Dost  f Aon  say  so,  Myrrha  7 

Myr.  I speak  of  civic  popular  love,  se(/'-love, 

Which  means  that  men  are  kept  In  awe  and  law, 

Yet  not  oppress’d  — at  least  the}-  must  nut  think  so; 
Or  if  they  think  so,  deem  it  necessary, 

To  wani  olf  worse  oppression,  their  own  passions. 

A king  of  feasts,  and  flowers,  and  wine,  and  revel, 
And  love,  and  mirth,  was  never  king  of  glor>'. 

Sar.  Glory  ! what’f  that  7 

3/yr,  Ask  of  the  gotls  thy  fathers. 

Sar.  Tliry  cannot  answer;  when  the  priests  speak 
for  them, 

Tis  f(»r  some  small  addition  to  the  temple. 

5/yr.  IxK)k  to  the  annals  of  thine  empire’s  founders. 
Sar.  They  are  so  blotted  o’er  with  blood,  I cannot. 
But  what  wouldsc  have?  the  empire  hm  been  founded. 
1 cannot  go  on  multiplying  empires. 

Myr.  Preserve  thine  own. 

Sar.  At  least,  I will  enjoy  U. 

Come,  Myrrh.!,  let  us  go  on  to  the  Euphrates ; 

The  hour  Invites,  the  galley  is  prepart^, 

And  the  itavillon,  deck’d  for  our  return, 

In  fit  adornment  for  the  evening  banquet, 

Shnil  blaze  with  beauty  and  with  light,  until 
It  seems  unto  the  stars  which  are  above  us 
ItH.df  an  opf)Os{te  star ; and  wc  wilt  sit 

Crown’d  with  fresh  flowers  like 

Myr,  Victims. 

Sar.  No^  like  sovereigns, 

The  shopheni  kings  of  lutriarchal  times, 

Who  knew  no  brighter  gems  than  summer  wraatbs  • 
And  none  but  tearless  triumphs.  Lei  us  on. 

Enter  Pania. 

Pan.  M.iy  the  king  live  for  ever  ! 

Sttr.  Not  an  hour 

Ixmger  than  he  can  love.  How  my  soul  hates 
This  language,  which  makes  life  itself  a Hr, 

Flattering  dust  with  eternity.  * Well,  Pania! 

Be  brief. 

Pan.  I am  charged  by  Sidcmcnes  to 
Reiterate  bis  prayer  unto  the  king. 

Tliat  for  this  day,  at  least,  he  will  not  quit 
The  palace  : when  the  general  ratums 
He  will  adduce  such  reasons  as  will  warrant 
His  daring,  and  perhaiw  obtain  the  panion 
Of  his  prcsiunption. 

t Who  loved  no  grras  so  well  as  those  of  nature." — M 3L] 


Sar.  What ! am  I then  coop’d  ’ 

Already  captive?  can  I nut  even  breathe 
The  breath  of  heaven  7 Tell  prince  Salcmenes, 

Were  all  Assy^'ia  raging  round  the  walls 
In  mutinoup  myriads,  I would  still  go  forth. 

Pan.  I must  obey,  and  yet — 

Myr.  Oh,  monarch,  Ibten.  — 

How  many  a day  and  moon  thou  hast  reclined 
Within  these  palace  walls  in  silken  dalliance, 

And  never  shown  thee  to  tby  people’s  longing ; 
Leaving  thy  suloecta'  eyes  ungratifled, 

The  satraps  uncontrull'd,  the  gods  unworsbipp'd. 

And  all  things  in  the  anarchy  of  sloth. 

Till  all,  save  evil,  slumber’d  through  the  realm  ! 

And  wilt  thou  not  now  tarry  for  a day,  — 

A day  which  may  redeem  thee  ? Wilt  thou  not 
Yield  to  the  few  still  faithful  a few  hours. 

For  them,  for  thee,  for  thy  fathers’  race, 

And  for  thy  sons'  Inheritance  7 

Pan.  'Tis  true  I 

From  the  deep  urgency  with  which  the  prince 
Despatch’d  me  to  your  sacred  presence,  I 
Must  dare  to  add  my  feeble  voice  to  that 
Which  now  has  s])oken. 

Sar.  No,  it  must  not  be. 

^fyr.  For  the  sake  of  thy  realm  I 

Sar.  Away  ! 

Pan.  For  that 

Of  all  thy  faithful  sulyects,  who  will  rally 
Round  thee  and  thine  1 

Sar.  These  arc  mere  fantasies ; 

There  Is  no  peril: — 'tis  .a  sullen  scheme 
Of  Salemencs,  to  approve  his  teal. 

And  show  himself  more  necessary  to  us.  [counsel, 
A/yr.  By  all  that 's  g<xid  and  glorious  lake  this 
Sar.  Bmincss  to-niorrow. 

Myr.  Ay,  or  death  to-night 

Sar.  Why  let  It  come  then  unexpecteilly 
'Midst  joy  and  gentleness,  and  mirth  and  love; 

So  let  me  fall  like  the  pluck’d  rose ! — far  better 
Thus  than  be  wither’d. 

Myr.  Then  thou  wilt  not  yield, 

Even  for  the  sake  of  ail  that  ever  sUrr’d 
monarch  into  action,  to  forego 
A trifling  revel  ? 

&ir.  No. 

Myr.  Then  yield  for  mine; 

For  my  sake  ! 

Sar.  Thine,  my  Myrrha  1 

Myr.  ’Tis  the  first 

Boon  which  I ever  ask’d  Assyria’s  king. 

Sar.  That 's  true,  and  were’t  my  kingdom,  must  be 
granted. 

Well,  foj  chy  sake,  I yield  nw.  Pania,  hence  1 
Thou  hear'st  me. 

Pan.  And  obey.  [/ixiV  Pasia. 

•S’ar.  I marvel  at  thee. 

W’hat  is  thy  motive,  MjTrha,  thus  to  ui^e  mo  ? 

Myr.  Thy  safety  ; anil  the  certainty  that  nought 
Could  urge  the  prince  thy  kinsman  to  require 
Thus  much  fmm  thee,  but  some  imiiending  danger. 
Sar.  And  If  I do  not  dread  it,  why  shouldst  thou  7 
Myr.  Because  thim  dost  not  fear,  I fear  for  thet. 
Sar.  To-morrow  thou  wilt  smile  at  these  vain 
fancies.  [weim 

Myr,  If  the  worst  come,  I shall  be  where  none 

• Wishing  eternity  to  dust-’' — MS.j 
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Anti  that  la  bettrr  than  the  power  to  amile. 

And  thou  ? 

Srtr.  T shall  be  king,  as  heretofore, 
j ,Vyr.  Where? 

Sar.  With  Baal,  Nimrod,  and  SemimmU, 

Sole  In  Assyria,  or  with  them  elsewhere. 

Fate  made  me  what  I am — may  make  me  notlilng — 
But  eiliter  that  or  nothing  must  I be : 

I will  not  live  dcgrailed. 

,1/yr.  Iladst  thou  felt 

Thus  always,  none  would  ever  dare  degrade  thee, 
i Sar.  And  who  will  do  so  now  ? 

t M'jr.  Post  thou  suspect  none  ? 

I Sar.  Suspect!  — that's  a spy’s  ofHce.  Oh  ! we  lose 

Ten  thousand  precious  moments  in  vain  wonis, 

■ And  vainer  fears.  Within  there  I — Ye  slaves,  deck 
The  hall  of  Mmrwl  for  the  evening  revel : 

' If  I must  make  a prison  of  our  palace, 

I i At  least  we  ’ll  wear  our  fetters  jocundly : 

i If  the  Euphrates  be  forbid  us  and 

il  The  summer  dwelllniron  Its  beauteous  Iwnlrr, 
i{  Here  we  are  still  unnicnaced.  Ho!  within  there! 

ii  [£xfl  SaaDayArALUs. 

Myr.  (sfWrf).  Why  do  1 love  thU  man?  My 
country’s  daughters 

Ix»vc  none  but  heroes.  But  I have  no  country  ! 
The  slave  hath  lost  all  save  her  bonds.  I love  him ; 
And  that’s  the  heaviest  link  of  the  long  chain  — 

To  love  whom  we  esteem  not.  Be  It  so : 

The  hour  U coming  when  he’ll  need  all  love. 

And  And  none.  To  f.ill  from  him  now  were  ba^er 
Than  to  have  stabbM  him  on  bLs  throne  when  highest 
- Would  have  been  noble  In  my  countr>  's  creed : 

I I was  not  made  for  cither.  Could  I save  him, 

I should  not  love  Aim  better,  but  myself ; 

: And  I have  need  of  the  last,  for  I have  fallen 
In  my  own  thoughts,  by  loving  this  .soft  stranger  t 
And  yet  methlnks  1 love  him  more,  perceiving 
j That  he  Is  baled  of  his  own  barbarians. 

The  natural  foes  of  all  the  blood  of  Greece. 

Could  I but  wake  a single  thought  like  those 
Winch  even  the  Phrygians  felt  when  battling  long 
; 'Twtxl  llion  and  the  sea,  within  his  hc»rt, 

{ He  would  tread  down  the  barbarous  crowds  and 
triumph. 

; He  loves  me,  and  I love  him ; the  slave  loves 
I Her  master,  and  would  free  him  from  his  vice*, 
t If  not,  I have  a means  of  fn*eth>m  still, 

I And  if  I cannot  teach  him  how  to  reign, 

1 May  show  him  how  alone  a king  can  leave 

His  throne.  I must  not  lose  him  from  my  sight, 

[ Exit.  > 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  1. 

I 71u  Pottal  of  tht  iomt  Hall  of  Ikt  PaUict. 

\ Brleset  (so/iis).  The  sun  goes  down  ; methlnks  he 

sets  more  slowly, 

I [There  are  two  of  I.ord  Brron'i  characterisUc  excel, 
lenca,  which  he  never  leaves  behind  In  his  most  fantasUc 
rtpedliions,  and  which  he  has  atxrordingir  brought  Into  his 
new  domain  of  classic  tragedy.  Uoe  ol  ifiete  li  his  Itilente 
farlini  of  the  lo*elii>e>s  of  woman-, his  power,  not  only  of 
nirtuiinii  ludivlduai  fu  ms.  hut  of  iufusinjr  into  llie  very  atmo- 
hrre  which  iiirrouiuli  them  the  spirit  of  hcaiily  and  of  lu«e. 
luft  roseate  llfht  is  spread  over  them,  which  seems  to  sink 
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Taking  his  lut  look  of  Assj  rU’s  empire.  ! 

How  red  he  glares  amongst  those  deepening  clouds 
Like  the  bloixl  he  predteU  I If  not  in  vain,  j 

Thou  sun  that  slnkest,  and  ye  stars  which  risi',  | 

I have  outwatch'd  ye,  rcjaiing  ray  I»y  ray 
The  edicts  of  your  orbs  which  make  Time  tremble  i, 
For  what  he  brings  the  nations  *tls  the  furthest  H 
Hour  of  Assyria’s  years.  And  yet  how  calm  I il 

An  earthquake  should  announce  so  great  a full — i| 
A summer's  sun  discloses  it.  Yun  disk,  1 1 

To  the  ‘Ur-rcad  Chaldean,  bears  uiH)n  1 1 

Its  everlasting  page  the  end  of  what  ! 

Seem'd  everlasting  ; but  oh  ! thou  true  sun  I 
The  burning  oracle  of  all  that  live, 

.As  fountain  of  all  life,  and  symbol  of  • 

Him  who  bestows  it,  wherefore  dost  thou  limit  i 

Thy  lure  unto  calamity  ? Why  not  I 

Unfold  the  rise  of  days  more  worthy  thine  i 

All-glorious  burst  from  ocean  ? why  not  dart 
A beam  of  hope  athwart  the  future  years  \ 

As  of  wrath  to  its  days  ? Hear  me ! oh,  hear  me  ! j 
I am  thy  worshipper,  thy  priest,  thy  5cn*ant  — 

1 have  gazed  on  thee  at  thy  rise  and  fall,  | 

And  bow'd  my  bead  beneath  thy  mid-day  beams,  \ 
When  my  eye  d.ired  not  meet  thw.  1 have  watch’d  ,1 
For  thee,  and  after  thee,  and  pray’d  to  thee,  \ 

And  sacrilia'd  to  thee,  and  read,  and  fear’d  thee,  i; 
And  ask'd  of  thee,  and  thou  hast  answer'd — but 
Only  to  thus  much:  while  1 s|>eak,  he  sinks — 

Is  gone — and  leaves  his  beauty,  not  his  knuwU  tlgc, 

To  the  delighted  west,  which  revels  in  ^ 

Its  hues  of  dying  glory.  Yet  wtuit  is 
Death,  so  it  be  but  glorious  ? 'T  is  a sunset : 

And  mortals  may  be  happy  to  resemble 
The  gods  but  in  decay. 

Enter  AaaacES,  Ay  on  tuner  t/i>or.  [ 

Belescs,  why  I 

So  rapt  in  thy  devotions  ? Dost  thou  stand  \ 

(iazing  to  trace  thy  dkipi>cnriHg  gtxl  | 

Into  some  realm  of  undiscovrr'd  day  ? i 

Our  business  is  with  night — 'tls  come.  I 

Bel-  But  not  1 1 

Gone.  1 1 

/fr*.  I.^t  it  roll  on  — we  are  ready. 

BtL  Yes.  ' 

Would  it  were  over  I 

^rb.  Does  the  prophet  doubt,  j 

To  whom  the  very  stars  shine  victory  ? I 

BiL  1 do  not  doubt  of  victory  — but  the  victor.  j 
Arb.  Well,  let  thy  science  settle  that.  Meantanc 
I have  piv)>ared  as  many  glittering  I 

As  will  out-siarkle  our  allies  — your  planets. 

There  Is  no  more  to  thwart  u».  The  sbc-klng,  { 

That  less  than  woman,  is  even  now  upon 
The  wafors  with  his  female  mates.  The  order 
Is  is.sucd  for  the  feast  In  the  pavilion. 

The  Ant  cup  which  he  drains  will  be  the  last 
QuafTd  by  the  line  uf  Nimrtxl. 

BA,  'T  was  a bi^ve  one.  j 

compreluTitive  aympsthy  with  the  vutrit  rvbjcct*  in  the  ma-  I 
tcriiil  univerML  There  It  Kwreely  any  pure  description  of  I 
Individual  tcerwt  In  all  hit  worki ; but  tne  nublnt  alltiiions  ' 
to  the  grandeurs  of  earth  and  heaven  Hn  |i«yt  **  no  mU«. 
giance  hut  to  the  elements.**  The  moon,  the  stars,  the  ocean, 
the  motinlain  desert,  arc  emlnwed  by  him  with  new  “ speech 
and  lauguaitr,**  and  scrvl  to  tlic  heart  their  mtghty  voices.  ! 
He  can  interpret  between  us  and  the  drmatnvm.  ur  give  us  | 
all  the  sentiment  of  an  everlasting  solitude.  — . Jmm.}  \ 
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ACT  n 


Arb.  And  is  a weak  one — ’tis  worn  out  — well 
mend  it 

BfL  Art  sure  of  that  ? 

AHi.  Its  founder  was  a hunter  — 

1 am  a soldier — what  Is  there  to  fear  ? 

BeL  The  soldier. 

Arb.  And  the  priest  It  may  be : but 

If  you  thought  thus,  or  think,  why  not  retain 
Tour  king  of  concubines?  why  stir  me  up  ? 

Why  spur  me  to  this  enteniriso  ? your  own 
No  less  than  mine  ? 

Bfi.  Jxx>k  to  the  sky  ! 

Arb.  I look. 

BA.  What  soest  thou  ? 

Arb.  A fair  summer's  twilight  and 

The  gathering  of  the  stars. 

Bel.  And  midst  them,  mark 

Ton  earliest,  and  the  brightest  which  so  (luiTcrs, 

As  it  would  quit  its  place  in  the  blue  ether. 

Arb.  Well? 

BA.  *Tis  thy  natal  ruler— thy  birth  planet 
Arb.  hi$  scabbard).  My  star  is  in  this 

scablurd : when  it  shines, 

It  shall  out*dazale  comeU.  J.et  us  think 

Of  what  is  to  be  done  to  justify 

Thy  planets  and  Ihclr  portents,  ^^^len  we  conquer, 

They  shall  have  temples — ay,  and  priests  — and  thou 

Shalt  be  the  pontitT  of — what  gods  thou  wiit; 

For  I observe  that  they  arc  ever  just. 

And  own  the  bravest  tbr  the  roost  devout 

BA.  Ay,  and  the  most  devout  fur  brave — thou 
bast  not 

Seen  me  turn  back  from  battle. 

Arb.  No ; I own  thee 

As  tinn  in  fight  as  Babylonia's  captain, 

As  skilful  In  Chaldea’s  worship  : now, 

Will  it  but  please  thee  to  forget  the  priest 
And  be  the  warrior  ? 

Bel.  Why  not  both  ? 

Arb.  The  better; 

And  yet  It  almost  shames  me,  we  shall  have 
So  little  to  effect  This  woman's  warfare 
Degnules  the  very  ctmqueror.  To  have  pluck’d 
A bold  and  bloody  despot  from  his  throne. 

And  grappled  with  him.  cla»hing  steel  with  steel. 
That  were  hemic  or  to  win  or  fall ; 

But  to  upraise  my  sword  agalmt  this  silkworm. 

And  hear  him  whine,  it  may  be 

BeL  Ihi  not  deem  it ; 

He  has  that  in  him  which  may  make  you  strife  yet ; 
And  were  he  all  you  think,  hU  guards  arc  hanly. 
And  headed  by  the  cool,  stem  &demenes. 

Arb.  They  *U  not  resist 

BA.  Wliy  not?  they  are  soldiers. 

Arb.  True, 

And  therefore  need  a soldier  to  command  them. 

BA.  That  Salemcnes  is. 

Arb.  But  not  their  king. 

Besides  he  hates  the  effeminate  thing  that  governs. 
For  the  queen’s  sake,  hh  sister.  Mark  you  not 
He  keeps  aloof  from  all  the  revels  ? 

BA.  But 

Not  from  the  council  there  he  Is  ever  constant 
Arb.  And  ever  thwarted ; what  would  you  have 
more 

To  make  a rebel  out  of  ? A fool  mlgnlng, 

HU  blood  dUhonour'd,  ami  di<4ain’d : 

Vlij,  it  U his  revenge  we  work  for. 


BA.  Could 

He  but  be  brought  to  think  so : this  1 doubt  oL 
Arb.  What  if  wc  sound  him  ? 

BeL  Yes — If  the  time  served. 

Enter  Balsa. 

Bal.  Satraps!  The  king  commands  your  presence  at 
The  feast  to-night 

BA.  To  hear  Is  to  oliey. 

In  the  pavilion  ? 

BaL  No  ; here  In  the  palace. 

' Arb.  How ! In  the  palace  ? it  was  not  thus  order'd. 

I Bui.  It  is  so  order'd  now. 

[ Arb.  And  why  ? 

BaJ.  I know  not 

' M.iy  I retire  ? 

I Arb.  Stay. 

I Bel.  (/o  Arb.  aside).  Hush  ! let  him  go  his  way. 

. (AUernaiely  to  Bui. ) Yes,  Balca,  tluiiik  the  monarch, 
I kiss  the  hem 

Of  hU  imperial  robe,  and  say,  his  slaves 
Will  take  the  crumbs  he  deigns  to  scatter  from 
j HU  myai  table  at  the  hour — was’t  midnight? 

Bal.  It  was : the  place,  the  hall  of  Nimrod.  Lonls, 

I I humble  me  before  you,  and  de;>art  [Exit  Balea. 

Arb.  I like  not  this  same  sudden  change  of  pbcc  ; 

, There  U some  mysu-r>  : wherefore  should  be  change 

I ^ 

BA.  D«)th  be  not  change  a thousand  times  a day  ? 
I Sloth  is  of  all  things  the  must  fanciful  — 

I And  mores  more  parasanK!«  in  its  intents 
Than  generals  in  their  marches,  when  they  seek 
To  leave  their  foe  at  fauit.— Why  dost  thou  muse  ? 

Arb.  He  loved  that  gay  pavilion,  — it  was  ever 
Hi.'  summer  dotage. 

BcL  And  he  loved  hU  queen  — 

And  thrice  a thousand  harlotry  besides  — 

And  be  has  loved  all  things  by  turns,  except 
f Wb<lom  and  glory. 

Arb.  StlU— I like  It  not 

If  he  has  changed — why,  so  must  wc:  the  attack 
Were  easy  in  the  isolated  bower, 

Ih^t  with  drowsy  guards  and  drunken  courtiers: 

But  iu  the  liall  of  Nimrod 

Bel.  Is  it  so? 

Methougbt  the  haughty  soldier  fear'd  to  mount 
A throne  loo  easily  — does  it  disappoint  thee 
To  find  there  is  a slipperier  step  or  two 
Than  what  was  counted  on  7 

Arb,  When  the  hour  comes. 

Thou  shall  perceive  how  far  I fear  or  no. 

Thou  hast  seen  my  life  at  stake — and  gaily  play'd 
for ; 

But  here  is  more  upon  the  die  — a kingilum. 

BA.  1 have  foretold  already  — thou  wilt  win  It: 

I Then  on,  and  prosper 

' Arb  Now  were  I a soothsayer, 

• I would  have  boded  so  much  to  myself. 

But  be  the  stars  obey'd  — I cannot  quarrel 
With  them,  nor  their  interpreter.  Who’s  here  ? 

Enter  Salimxkes. 

Sat.  Satrai>$ ! 

BA.  My  prince  I 

Sal.  Well  met  — I sought  ye  lK>th 

But  elsewhere  than  the  palace. 

Arb.  WheTi'fore  so  ? 

SaL  'T  Ji  not  the  hour. 
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1 1 Arb.  Tbc  hour ! — what  hour  7 

j I Sat  Of  midnight. 

1 1 Bel.  Midnight,  my  lord  ! 

Sul.  WTiat,  are  you  not  Invited  ? 

Bel.  Oh  ! yes  — wc  had  forgotten. 

SaL  Is  it  usual 

I Thus  to  forget  a sovereign's  invitation  7 
I Arb.  Why — we  but  now  received  It 

I SdL  Then  why  here  ? 

1 Arh.  On  duty. 

StU.  On  what  duty  7 

I Bel  On  the  state's. 

I We  have  the  privilege  to  approach  the  presence  ; 

! ! Uut  found  the  monarch  absent  ' 

Sul  And  I too 

Am  upon  duty. 

Arb.  May  we  crave  its  purport  7 

To  arrest  two  traitors.  Guards  i Within  there  I 

Enter  Guards. 

Sell.  (fontiHuinpy.  Satraps, 

Tour  swords. 

Bel.  (fieth'rrina  his).  My  lord,  behold  my  scimitar. 
Arb.  {drawing  his  sword).  Take  mine. 

Sal.  {advancing).  I will. 

Arh.  But  in  your  heart  the  bLuie  — 

The  hilt  quits  not  this  hand.  ^ 

Sal.  {drawing).  Mow  J dost  thou  brave  me? 
Tis  wcil  — this  saves  a trial,  and  false  mercy. 
Soldiers,  hew  down  the  rebel ! 

Arb.  Soldiers  I Ay  — 

Aline  you  dare  not 

Sal.  Alone!  fooli-th  slave  — 

\Miat  U there  in  thee  that  a prince  should  shrink  from 
< or  open  force  f We  dread  thy  treason,  not  [venom  — 
l*hy  strenath : thy  tooth  is  nought  without  its 
The  seriHmt’s  not  the  lion's.  Cut  him  down. 

Btl.  (interposing).  Arbaccs  I are  you  mad  7 Have 
I not  render’d  [justice. 

I My  sword  7 Then  trust  like  rac  our  sovereign’s 
Arb.  No  — I will  sooner  trust  the  stars  thou  prat'st 
And  this  slight  arm,  and  die  a king  at  least  [of. 
Of  my  own  breath  and  body  — so  far  that 
None  ebe  shall  chain  them. 

. Sal  {to  the  Guards).  You  hear  him.  and  me. 
Take  him  not,  — kill 

[77>e  Guartts  attack  Arbaces,  uho  defends 
himself  valiantly  and  dexterously  till  they 
waver. 

Sal.  Is  it  even  so ; and  must 

I do  the  hangman’s  office  7 Rccre.ants ! see 
How  you  should  fell  a traitor. 

[Salemekes  attacks  AaaAcra. 

Enter  SABDAKArALUs  and  Train. 

Sar.  lluld  your  bands  — 

I Upon  your  lives  I say.  'That,  deaf  or  drunken  ? 

My  sword  I O fool  I wear  no  sword : here,  fellow. 
Give  me  thy  weapon.  [ To  o Guard. 

[SABDANArALUS  Snatches  a sword  from  one  of  the 
soldiers^  and  rushes  between  the  combatants'^ 
they  separate. 

Sar.  In  my  very  palace  I 

W^at  hinders  me  from  cleaving  you  in  twain, 

I Audacious  brawlers  7 


Bel.  Sire,  your  Justic**. 

Sal.  »)r— 

Tour  weakness. 

Sar.  {raising  the  sword).  How? 

Sal.  Strike!  so  the  blow's  reiH-atcti 

CiKjn  yon  traitor — whom  you  spare  a moment, 

I trust,  for  torture  — I’m  content. 

Sar.  What — him  1 

Who  dares  assail  Arbaces  7 
Sal  I! 

Sar.  Indecii  J 

Prince,  you  forget  yourself.  Upon  what  warrant  7 
Sal  {showing  the  signet),  'rbine. 

Arb.  {confused).  The  king’s  1 

Sal.  Yes  1 and  let  the  king  conlirin  It 

Sar.  I parted  not  from  this  fur  such  a pun>ose. 
Sal.  You  parted  with  it  for  your  safety — I 
Employ'd  it  for  the  best  Pronouiue  In  person. 

Here  1 am  but  your  slave — a moment  pa»t 
1 was  your  representative. 

Sar.  Then  sheathe 

Your  swords. 

[AebaCcs  and  Salesienu  return  their  swortls 
to  the  $cubl>ards. 

SeJ.  Mine 's  sheathed ; 1 pray  you  sheathe  not  yours : 
'Tis  the  sole  sceptro  left  you  now  with  safely. 

Sar.  A heavy  one ; the  hilt,  too,  hurts  my  hand. 

( To  a Guard.)  Here,  fellow,  take  thy  weapon  back. 
Well,  sirs. 

What  doth  this  mean  7 

j Bel  The  prince  must  answer  that 

j Sol  Truth  upon  my  part,  treason  upon  theirs. 
Sar.  Treason  — Arbaces  1 treachery  and  lk*k^s  ! 
That  were  an  union  I will  not  believe. 

Bel.  Where  Is  the  proof? 

Sal.  I ’ll  answer  that  If  once 

The  king  demands  your  fellow-traitor’s  sword. 

Arb.  {to  Sul ).  A sword  which  hath  been  drawn 
as  oft  as  thine 
Against  his  f(»es. 

Sal.  And  now  against  bis  brother. 

And  In  an  hour  or  so  against  himself. 

Sar.  That  Is  not  possible:  he  dan*d  not;  no  — 
No  — ni  not  hear  of  such  things.  These  vain 
I bickerings 

Are  si>awn'd  in  courts  by  lexsc  intrigues,  and  baM'r 
Hindings,  who  live  by  lies  on  good  men’s  lives. 

You  must  have  been  deceived,  my  brother. 

Sal.  First 

Let  him  deliver  up  his  wea|u>n,  and 
Proclaim  himself  your  subject  by  that  duty, 

And  I will  answer  all 

Sar.  ''Tiy,  if  I thought  so — 

But  no,  it  cannot  be : the  Medc  Arbact's  — 

The  trusty,  rough,  true  soldier — the  best  captain 
Of  all  who  discipline  our  nations  No, 
in  not  Insult  him  thus,  to  bid  him  render 
The  sciiniuir  to  me  he  never  yielded 
Unto  our  enemies.  Chief,  keep  your  weapon. 

Sal.  {delivering  back  the  signet).  Monarch,  take 
back  your  signeL 

■S'ar.  No,  retain  It ; 

But  use  it  with  more  moderation. 

Sat.  Sire, 

1 used  it  for  your  honour,  and  restore  It 


' f*  But  foiukl  the  mofuuTb  claim'd  hit  priTAry.**—  M.S-j 


• r **  not  fUo 

It  quits  this  Uvlng  ItAiul.**—  MS.j 
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ACT7  i: 


I Bccauw  1 «*Annot  keep  It  with  m>*  own. 

Bestow  it  on  ArUaces.  , 

' ^'tr.  So  1 should : | 

I lie  never  ask'd  it.  j 

' Sat.  Doubt  not,  he  will  have  it,  i 

Without  that  hollow  semblance  of  respect. 

I BfL  1 know  not  what  hath  pngudteed  the  prince 
$0  strongly  'gainst  two  suhlccts,  than  whom  none 
Have  been  more  zealous  for  Assyria's  weal. 

r StU.  Peace,  factioas  priest  and  faithless  soli^Kr  i 

I I thou 

' I'nlt’st  In  thy  own  person  the  worst  vice 
1 <>f  the  nvr«t  ilangemus  orders  of  mankind. 

Keep  thy  smooth  woids  and  jii^tgllng  homilies 
For  those  who  know  thee  not  Thy  fellow's  sin 
. Is.  at  the  least,  a boM  one,  and  not  temper'd 
i By  the  tricks  taught  thee  in  Chaldea. 

• Bet.  Hear  him, 

My  liege  — the  son  of  Bclus  ! he  bla-sphemes 
The  worship  of  the  land,  which  bows  the  knt^ 

Before  your  fathers.  [ 

l'  Siir.  Oh  ! for  that  I pray  you 

I t.et  him  have  absolution.  I dispense  with 
The  worship  of  dcail  men ; feeling  that  I 

ji  Am  mortal,  and  believing  that  the  race  [ashes. 

Fn<m  whence  I sprung  are  — what  I see  them  — 

:i  Brf.  King!  do  not  deem  so:  they  arc  with  the 
j And [stars, 

II  S<ir.  You  shall  join  them  there  ere  they  will  rise, 

I If  you  preach  farther — Why,  this  is  rank  treason. 

Sat  My  lord  I 1 

•S’or.  To  school  me  In  the  worship  of  [ 

.Vssyria's  idols ! Let  him  be  relcascnl  — 

Give  him  his  sword. 

[ StJ.  My  lord,  and  king,  and  brother, 

I pray  yc  pause. 

I Sar.  Yes,  and  Iw  sermonised, 

And  dinn'd,  and  deafen'd  with  dead  men  and  Baal, 
And  all  Chaldea’s  starry  mysteries. 

Bet.  Monarch  I respect  them. 
iSar.  Oh  J for  that — 1 love  thetn  1 

I love  to  watch  them  in  the  deep  blue  vault. 

And  to  compare  them  with  my  Mj  rrba's  eyes ; 

I love  to  see  their  rays  redoubled  in 
The  tremulous  silver  of  Euphrates*  wave, 

I As  the  light  breeze  of  midnight  crisps  the  broad 
And  rolling  water,  sighing  through  the  sedges  > 

M^hich  fringe  his  banks ; but  whether  they  may  be 
Gilds,  as  some  say,  or  the  abodes  of  gods 
1 As  others  hold,  or  simply  lamps  of  night, 

) Worlds,  or  the  lights  of  worlds,  I know  nor  care  not. 

There 's  something  sweet  in  ray  uncertainty 
I I would  not  change  for  your  Chaldean  lore ; 
j Besides,  1 know  of  tbc-se  all  day  can  know 
I Of  aught  above  It,  or  below  it  — nothing, 
j I >ce  their  brilliancy  and  feel  their  beauty — l 
I When  they  shine  on  my  grave  1 shall  know  neither. 
BeL  Fur  Helper,  sire,  say  bttUr, 

Sitr.  I will  wait,  j 

If  It  so  please  you,  pontifT,  for  that  knowledge. 

' In  the  mean  time  receive  your  8\Tord,  and  know 
,,  That  I prefer  your  sendee  militant 
I Onto  your  rninblo’ — nut  loving  either. 


Sal.  (euirle).  His  lusts  have  made  him  mal.  \ i 
Then  must  I save  him,  i 

Spite  of  himself. 

Sar.  Please  you  to  hear  me,  Satraps  1 

And  chiefly  thou,  my  priest,  because  I doubt  thee 
More  than  the  soldier ; and  would  doubt  thee  all 
Wert  thou  not  half  a warrior : let  us  part 
In  peace  — I'll  not  say  pardon  — which  must  be 
Earn'd  by  the  guilty:  this  I’ll  not  pronounce  ye, 
Although  upon  thU  breath  of  mine  depends 
Your  own ; and,  deadlier  for  ye,  on  my  fears. 

But  fear  not — fur  that  I am  s«)ft,  not  fearful  — 

And  so  live  on.  Were  I the  thing  some  think  roe, 
Your  heads  would  now  be  dripping  the  last  drops 
Of  thdr  attainted  gore  from  the  high  gates 
Of  this  our  palace,  into  the  dry  dust. 

Their  only  iwrtion  of  the  coveteil  kingdom  j 

They  woulil  lie  crown’d  to  reign  o’er  — let  that  pass.  i 
.\s  I have  said,  I will  not  derm  ye  guilty. 

Nor  tlnim  ye  guiltless.  AIl>eit  better  men  I 

Than  yc  or  1 stand  ready  to  arraign  you; 

And  should  1 leave  your  fate  to  sterner  judges 
And  proofs  of  all  kinds,  I might  sacriilce 
Two  men,  who,  whatsoe’er  they  now  are,  were  | 

Once  honest.  Ye  are  free,  sirs.  ' 

/leb.  Sire,  tbU  clemcnc}'— ~ 

Bel.  (ittierrupting  Him)-  Is  worthy  of  your»clf;  ! 
and,  although  innocent. 

We  thank 

Sar.  Priest  I keep  your  thanksgivings  for  Belus ; 

His  oflspring  needs  none. 

Brl.  But  being  innocent-——  | 

Sar.  Be  silent  — Guilt  is  loud.  If  ye  arc  loyal, 

Yc  arc  injured  men,  and  should  be  sad,  not  gratefoL 
Bel.  So  wc  should  be,  were  justice  always  done  . 
By  earthly  power  omnipotent ; but  innocence 
Must  oft  receive  her  right  as  a men*  favour,  I 

Sar.  That's  a good  sentence  for  a homily,  | 

Though  not  for  this  occasion.  Prithee  keep  it  ! 

To  plead  thy  sovereign's  cause  before  his  peo]de. 

Bel.  1 trust  there  U no  cause.  j 

Sar.  No  cause,  perh;ips ; | 

But  many  causers ; — if  ye  meet  with  such  , 

In  the  exercise  of  your  iiujuisitive  function  | 

On  earth,  or  should  you  read  of  it  In  heaven  [ 

In  some  mysterious  twinkle  of  the  stars,  i 

Which  are  your  chronicles,  I pray  you  note,  i 

That  there  ore  wonc  things  betwixt  e.*irth  and 
heaven 

Than  him  who  ruleth  many  and  slays  none 
And,  hating  not  himself,  yet  toves  his  fellows 
Enough  to  spare  even  those  who  would  nut  sp.arc  him  I 
Were  they  once  masters — but  that's  doubU'ul.  Sa- 
Your  swords  and  persons  arc  at  liberty  [traps  1 . 

To  use  them  as  ye  will  — but  from  this  hour  H 

I have  no  call  for  cither.  Salemcnes  1 
Follow  me.  I 

^Exeunt  SARDAKAraLUS,  Salemkxr.a,  and  0>* 
'Prain,  ^c.  leaving  Aubacrs  anti  UcLxscs. 

Arlt,  Bdescs  I 

Btl.  Now  what  think  you  ? 

Arb.  That  we  arc  lost 

Bel.  That  wc  have  won  the  kingdom,  [i 


I ' r*  1 know  them  beautiOil,  and  see  them  bri1bAnt.*—HS.j 

I * [The  second  .\el  U,  we  think,  a failure.  The  rnnspira- 
tors  have  a tedious  dialogue,  which  Is  liiterruiiU^  by  .Sdn. 

I I lucnes  with  a guard.  Salemcnes  U followed  by  the  king,  who 


reverses  all  his  Tne.asures.  pardons  Arbaees.  because  he  srill  I' 
rot  believe  him  guilty,  and  Itelcfcs,  In  order  to  e»ca|>c  from  *| 
I Is  long  sfMieL-hes  about  the  nahooaj  religion.  This  luddent  ;i 
( niy  U well  manngrd.  — ^ IiKBKK.j  ]' 
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/4rb.  What?  thus  suspected  — with  the  sword 
slun^  o'er  us 

But  by  a single  hair,  and  that  still  warcring, 

To  lie  blown  down  by  his  imperious  breath, 

Which  spared  us-<>wby,  1 know  nut. 

Bfl.  Seek  not  why  ; 

But  let  us  profit  by  the  interval. 

The  hour  is  still  our  own — our  power  the  same  — 
The  night  the  same  we  destined.  He  hath  changed 
NoUiing  except  our  ignorance  of  all 
Suspicion  into  such  a certainty 
As  must  make  madness  of  delay. 

yirb.  And  yet 

Bel.  What,  doubting  still  ? , 

/frfc.  He  spared  our  lives,  nay,  more, 

Saved  them  from  Salemenes. 

Bel.  An«l  how  long  i 

Will  he  so  spare  ? till  the  flrst  drunken  minute.  ‘ 
Arb.  Or  sol>rr,  rather.  Yet  he  did  it  nobly ; | 

Gave  roy.iUy  what  we  hail  forfeited  ' 

Basely  ■ 

Bel.  Say  bravely. 

Arb.  Somewhat  of  both,  perhaiis. 

But  it  has  touch'd  me,  and,  whate'er  betide, 

1 will  no  further  on.  1 

Bel.  And  lose  the  world  1 | 

Arb.  Lose  anything  except  my  own  esteem.  I 
Bel.  I blush  that  we  should  owe  our  lives  to  such 
A king  of  distaffs  I 

Arb.  But  no  less  we  owe  them ; 

And  I should  blush  fur  mure  to  take  the  grantor'^t ! 

Bel.  Thou  may’st  endure  whate'er  thou  wilt  — the 
Have  written  otherwise.  [stars 

Arb.  Though  they  came  down, 

And  marshall'd  me  the  way  in  all  their  brightness, 

1 would  not  follow. 

Bel,  This  is  weakness  -*■  worse 

Than  a scared  beldam’s  dreaming  of  the  dead. 

And  waking  In  the  dark.  — Go  to — go  to. 

Arb.  Metbought  he  look’d  like  Nimrod  u bespoke, 
Even  as  the  proud  Imperial  statue  stands 
lxK)king  the  monarch  of  the  kings  around  it. 

And  sways,  while  they  but  ornament,  the  temple. 

Bel.  I tidd  you  that  you  bad  too  much  despised 
him, 

And  that  there  was  some  royalty  within  him~ 

What  then  ? be  is  the  nobler  foe. 

Arb.  But  we 

The  meaner.  Would  he  bad  not  spared  us ! 

BeL  So  — 

Wouldst  thou  be  sacriftced  thus  readily  ? 

Arb.  No  — but  it  bad  been  better  to  have  died  i 
Than  live  ungrateful.  ! 

Bd.  Oh,  the  souls  of  some  men  1 

Thou  wouldst  digest  what  some  call  treason,  and  I 
Fools  treacher>-  — and,  behold,  upon  the  sudden, 
Because  for  something  or  for  nothing,  this 
R.ish  reveller  steps,  ostentatiously, 

*Twlxt  thee  and  Salemenes,  thou  art  turn'd 
Into  — what  shall  I say  ? — Sardanapalus  I 
1 know  no  name  more  ignominious. 

Arb.  But 

An  hour  ago,  who  dared  to  term  me  such 
Had  held  hU  life  but  lightly  — as  It  Is, 

I must  forgive  you,  even  as  he  forgave  us  — 
Kemiramis  herself  would  not  have  done  it. 

BeL  No — the  queen  liked  no  sharers  of  the  king* 
N^  t even  a husband.  [dom. 


Arb.  I must  serve  him  truly  — — 

Bel.  And  humbly  ? 

Arb.  No.  sir,  proudly  — being  honest 

I shall  be  nearer  thrones  than  you  to  heaven ; 

And  if  not  quite  so  haughty,  yet  more  lofty. 

You  may  do  ycur  own  deeming — you  have  copies 

And  mysteries,  and  corollaries  of 

Right  and  wrong,  which  1 Luck  for  my  direction. 

And  must  pursue  but  what  a plain  heart  teacbes. 

And  now  you  know  me. 

Bel.  Have  you  finish'd  ? 

Arb.  Yes  — 

With  you- 

Bel.  And  would,  perhaps,  betray  as  well 
As  quit  me  ? 

Arb.  That 's  a sacerdotal  thought. 

And  not  a soldier's. 

Bel.  Be  it  what  yon  will  — 

Truce  with  these  wranglings,  and  but  hear  me. 

Arb.  Nit  — 

There  is  more  peril  in  your  subtle  spirit 
Than  in  a phalanx. 

Bel.  If  It  must  be  so  — 

1 11  (XI  alone. 

Arb.  Alone  1 

BA.  Tlirones  hold  but  one. 

Arb.  But  this  is  fill'd. 

Bel.  With  worse  than  vacancy  — 

A despiseii  monarch.  Look  to  it,  Arliaces  : 

I have  still  aided,  cherish’d,  loved,  and  urged  you ; 
Was  willirig  even  to  serve  you,  in  the  hope 
To  serv't  and  save  Assyria.  Heaven  itself 
Seem'd  to  consent,  and  all  events  were  friendly, 

Even  to  the  last,  till  that  your  spirit  ^hrunk 
Into  a shallow  softness  ; but  now,  rather 
Than  see  my  country*  languish,  1 will  be 
Her  saviour  or  the  victim  of  her  tyrant. 

Or  one  or  both,  for  sometimes  both  are  one  ; 

And,  If  I win,  Arbaces  is  my  servant. 

Arb.  Vtiur  servant  ! 

Bel.  Why  not  ? Ijelter  than  be  slave. 

The  pardon'd  slave  of  the  Sardanapalus  ! 

Enter  PaKIA. 

Pan.  My  lords,  I bear  an  order  from  the  king. 

.*fr6.  It  is  obey’d  ere  spoken. 

Bel.  Nutwitlistamling, 

l..et ’s  hear  it 

Pan.  Forthwith,  on  this  very  night. 

Repair  to  your  respective  satrapies 
Of  Babylon  and  Media. 

Bel.  M’ith  our  trooj»s  ? 

Pan.  My  order  is  unto  the  sutr.ipi  and 
Tbeir  household  train. 

Arb.  But  — - 

Bel.  It  must  be  ubry  '.I : 

Say,  we  dei>art 

i’uB.  My  order  is  to  see  you 

Depart  and  not  to  bear  your  answer. 

Bel,  (atid*).  Ay  t 

Well,  sir,  we  will  accompany  you  hence. 

Pan.  1 will  retire  to  marshal  forth  the  guard 
Of  honour  which  befits  your  rank,  and  wait 
Your  leisure,  so  that  it  the  hour  exceeds  not. 

Paki*. 

Bel.  Sow  then  obey  ! 

Arb.  Doubtless. 

BeL  Yes,  to  the  gates 
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That  srate  the  palace,  which  U now  our  pri^n  — 

No  further. 

/4rb.  Thou  ho5t  harp’d  the  truth  Indeed ! 

I1ic  realm  in  all  its  wide  extension. 

Yawns  dungeons  at  each  step  for  thee  and  me. 

Btl.  Graves ! 

||  Arb.  If  I thought  so,  this  good  sword  should  dig 
; One  more  than  mine. 

Bel.  It  shall  have  work  enough. 

I;  I^t  me  hope  itettrr  than  thou  augurest ; 

At  present,  let  us  hence  as  l>est  we  may. 

II  Thou  du^t  agree  with  me  in  understanding 
‘ This  order  as  a wntence  ? 

Arb.  "hy,  what  other 

1 1 Interpretation  should  it  bear?  it  Is 
' The  ver)’  policy  of  orient  inonarchs — 

I Pardon  and  poison  — favours  and  a sword 
: A distant  voyage,  and  an  eternal  sleep. 

|j  How  many  satraps  in  his  father's  time  — 

Fur  he  I own  is,  or  at  least  teas,  bloodless  — 

: Brl.  But  irtY.'  uot,  con  rot  be  so  now. 

A'b.  I doubt  it. 

I How  many  satraps  have  I seen  set  out 
• In  his  sire’s  day  for  mighty  vice-ruyaltiet, 
ji  Whose  tombs  arc  on  thiir  path  ! 1 know  not  how, 

<1  But  they  all  sicken’d  by  the  way,  it  was 
So  long  and  heavy. 

> Bel.  Io?t  us  hut  reg:dn 

^ The  free  air  of  the  clt>',  and  we  il  shorten 
I The  journey. 

I Arb.  *T  will  be  shorten'd  at  the  gates, 

) It  may  be. 

I BA.  No  ; they  hardly  will  risk  that 
‘ They  mean  us  to  die  privately,  but  not 
Within  the  paKice  or  the  city  walls, 

' Where  we  are  known,  and  may  have  partisans: 

If  they  ha<I  meant  h»  slay  us  here,  we  were 
No  longer  with  the  living.  Let  us  hence. 

I Arb.  If  I but  thought  he  did  not  mean  my  life  ■ 

Bel.  F(m»1  ! hence  — what  else  should  de»|ioti$m 
alann’d 

Mean  ? I^t  us  but  rejoin  our  troops,  and  man  h. 

Arb.  Towards  oar  provinces  ? 

Bel.  No;  toward*  your  kingdom. 

There’s  time,  there 's  heart,  and  hope,  and  power, 
and  moans 

Which  their  half  measures  leave  us  in  full  sco)>c. 

I Away ! 

Arb.  And  I even  yet  repenting  must 
I Relai^e  to  guilt ! 

Bel.  Self-defence  is  a virtue, 

: Sole  bulwark  of  all  right.  Away,  I say  t 

* ^Arhaces  ii  a mere  common.pljce  warrior ; and  Hele»ei,  I 
on  whom,  we  atupect,  l-ord  Byron  Has  bcitowed  mure  than  I 
utual  pain*.  I*  a very  ordinary  ami  unliitemting  vlUain.  | 
Kardanai'aln*.  indeed,  and  Salemt-ne*.  are  t«Hh  made  to  ipeak 
of  the  wily  Chaldean  as  the  master-mover  of  the  pl'4,  as  a 
pohlleian  m whose  hands  Arbare*  It  hut  a **  warlike  puppet 
and  Diodorus  ^lculul  has  representnl  hire,  in  fact,  as  the 
Srst  instl);atorof  ArlMcet  to  hit  treawm,  and  as  making  use 
of  his  priestly  character,  and  his  supposed  power  of  foretrlilng 
future  event*,  to  inflame  the  (unhition,  to  Ulrn-t  the  measures, 
to  sustain  the  hojw.and  to  reprove  the  d»*s{wodenc.r,  of  hi* 
comrade.  But  of  all  this  nothing  ofipear*  in  the  tragesly. 
Lrird  Byron  has  lieen  to  anxious  to  show  hit  own  contempt 
for  the  priest.  Chat  he  hat  nut  even  allowe<l  him  that  share  of 
cuimiax  and  evil  Influence  which  was  necetsarr  for  the  part 
which  he  had  to  flU  Instead  of  lieiiig  the  iirutlnal,  the  rest- 
I let*  and  unerasing  prompter  to  bold  and  wdckeil  meavtiret, 
wc  fltid  him,  on  hit  first  aii|<caraiice,  hanfring  back  frnm  the 
enterprise,  and  chilling  the  energy  of  Arbacet  by  an  enumo- 
raXioD  of  Use  real  or  possible  dilbcultiet  which  might  yei  iin- 

II, 


Let  *9  leave  this  place,  the  airgrows  thick  and  choking,  | 
And  the  walls  have  a scent  of  night-shade — hence! 

I..et  us  not  leave  them  time  for  further  council. 

Our  quick  de|«rturo  proves  our  civic  seal ; 

Our  quick  departure  hinders  our  good  escort. 

The  worthy  Banla,  from  anticipating 

The  onlers  of  some  parasangs  from  hence : 1 

Nay,  there 's  no  other  choice,  but hence,  I say. 

[£.'xi7  irifA  Arbaccs,  vrho  fullotet  reluctantly,  * ' 

Rnter  SaaDAXAPALCS  and  Salkmcncs. 

Bar.  Welt,  all  is  remedied,  and  without  bloodshed. 
That  worst  of  mockeries  of  a remedy ; 

We  are  now  secure  by  these  men's  exile. 

Sal.  Yes,  j 

As  he  who  treads  on  flowers  is  from  the  adder  1 

Twined  round  their  roots.  j 

Sot.  "*hy,  what  wouldst  have  me  do  ? I 

BaL  Undo  what  you  have  done.  j 

Sar.  Revoke  my  panion  ? ' | 

Bal.  Replace  the  crown  now  tottering  on  your 
temples. 

Bor.  That  were  tyrannical. 

$id.  But  sure. 

5<ir.  Wc  are  so. 

What  danger  can  they  work  upon  the  frontier  ? , 

Sal.  They  are  not  there  yet— never  should  they  I 
Were  I well  listen’d  to.  fbe  so,  j 

Bar.  Nay,  I have  listen'd  1 

Impartially  to  thee  — why  not  to  them  ? 

Sul.  You  may  know  that  hereafter;  as  it  is, 

I take  my  leave,  to  order  forth  the  guanl. 

Bar.  And  you  will  join  us  at  the  banquet  ? 

Sal.  Sire,  i 

Dispense  with  me — I am  no  wassaller:  ij 

Command  me  in  all  servk'e  save  the  Bacchant's.  || 
Nay.  but  ’tis  fit  to  revel  now  and  then.  jj 

Std.  And  fit  that  some  should  watch  for  those  who  ,i 
Too  oft.  Am  I permitted  to  depart  ? [revel  | 

Bar.  Yes .Slay  a moment,  my  good  Salemenes,  ! } 

My  brother,  my  best  subject,  better  prince  I 

Than  1 am  king.  You  should  have  been  the  monarch. 
And  I — I know  not  what,  and  care  not;  but  , , 

Think  not  1 am  insensible  to  all  j 

Thine  honest  wisdom,  and  thy  rough  yet  kind,  j! 

Though  oft-reproving,  sulTerance  of  my  follies. 

If  ( have  spared  these  men  against  thy  counsel,  , i 

Tli.il  is  their  lives  — it  Is  not  that  1 doubt  ; 

The  advice  was  sound ; but,  let  them  live : we  will  not  ‘ 
Cavil  about  their  lives  — so  let  them  mend  them.  , 
Their  banishment  will  leave  me  still  sound  sleep. 

Which  their  death  had  not  left  me. 

p«d«  If*  exeetjtion.  Instead  of  exercising  that  power  over 
the  mind  of  his  comrade  which  a reliftinus  Wpostor  may  well 
l>nste**  over  brtler  at>d  more  mAenAnlmous  souls  tiom  hi*  own. 
Beleses  is  made  to  (M>ur  hit  preUicthm*  into  Incredulous  cart ; 

I and  .'Vrttaces  l*  u mere  an  epicurean  In  his  creed  as  Sardana-  I 

Ealus.  When  wc  might  have  expected  to  find  him  gasiitg  with  ' j 
tqie  and  reverse  on  the  star  which  the  Chaldeait  points 
out  AS  his  natal  planet,  the  Median  wamor  speaks,  in  the  j 
langtiage  of  Mesentius,  of  the  sword  on  which  Jktt  ronftdence  I 
•lef^ds.  and  instcail  of  being  a tool  in  Ihe  hand  of  the  pontiff, 
he  say*  almost  every  thing  which  ti  likely  to  affront  him.  | 
'Itmugh  Bidrset  is  intrixiui^  to  us  as  engaged  in  derolhm, 
am!  a*  a fervent  worshipper  of  the  Sun.  he  is  nowhere  made  1 1 
i cither  to  feel  or  to  enunterfeit  that  gntfcsSKiiswf  teal  against  [' 
! .Sardanapalus  which  hi*  open  contempt  of  the  goilt  would  || 
naturally  call  for;  and  no  reason  appears,  throughout  th«  ' 
j play,  why  Arlwei  shmild  foUow,  against  lit*  own  conscience  I 
I and  opinion,  (he  counsels  of  a man  of  whom  he  Sfseaks  with  l< 
dislike  and  disgust,  and  whose  pretences  to  inspiration  and  ! 

sanctity  he  treat*  with  uomingled  ntticule Bisiior  liaBKa.]  i 
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Sttl.  Thm  you  run 

I The  rUk  to  sleep  for  ever,  to  save  traitors  — 

I A rooment's  pang  now  chan^^  for  yean  of  crime. 

StiU  let  them  be  made  quiet 
j Sar.  Tempt  me  not : 

I My  wuni  U past. 

' Sal.  But  it  may  be  recall'd. 

1 Stir.  ’Tts  royal. 

Sfi!.  And  should  therefore  be  decisive. 

' This  half  Inilulftencc  of  an  exile  serves 
But  to  provoke  — a pardon  should  be  full, 

; Ur  It  Is  none. 

I ^ Sar.  And  who  persuaded  me 

After  I had  repeal'd  them,  or  at  least 
Only  dismiss'd  them  from  our  presence,  who 
Ur^d  me  to  send  them  to  their  satrapies  ? 

Sal.  True;  that  I h&d  for^tten;  that  K sire, 

I , If  they  e'er  reach'd  their  satrapies  — why,  then, 
Reprove  me  more  for  my  advice  ? 

Sar.  And  If 

They  do  not  reach  them  — look  to  it  1 — In  safety. 
In  safety,  mark  me— > and  security  — 

I I I.<ook  to  thine  own. 

1 1 Stil.  Permit  me  to  depart ; 

' Their  $afrty  shall  be  cared  for. 

; I Sar.  Get  thee  hence,  then ; 

And,  prithee,  think  more  gently  of  thy  brother. 

I Sal.  Sire,  1 sh.ill  ever  duly  serve  my  sovcrclffn. 

' SALXMxsrN. 

Sar.  (aolui).  That  man  Is  of  a temper  too  se- 
ll vere; 

: Hanl  but  as  lofty  as  the  rock,  and  free 
jj  From  ail  the  taints  of  common  earth — while  I 
[I  Am  softer  clay,  Iroprcfniated  with  flowers: 

But  as  our  mould  U,  must  the  produce  be. 

If  I have  err’d  thU  time,  t Is  on  the  side 
ij  Where  error  sits  most  lightly  on  that  sense, 

I I know  not  what  to  call  It ; but  It  irckons 
With  me  ofttlmes  for  paJn,  and  sometimes  pleasure 
; I A spirit  which  seems  placed  about  my  heart 
I To  count  Its  throbs,  not  quicken  them,  and  ask 
1 Questions  which  mortal  never  dared  to  a»k  me. 

Nor  Baal,  tbouch  an  oracular  deity  — * 

I Altarit  his  martde  face  majestical 
Frowns  as  the  shadows  of  the  evening  dim 
tj  His  brows  to  changed  expression,  till  at  times 
, I think  the  statue  looks  In  act  to  speak. 

Away  with  these  vain  thoughts,  I will  be  Joyous  — 

I And  here  comes  Joy’s  true  herald. 

I Entrr  Mtrrha. 

I I ^fyr.  Ring ! the  sky 

1 1 Is  overcast,  and  musters  muttering  thunder, 

, I In  clouds  that  seem  approaching  fa«t,  and  show 
! In  forked  fl;ishcs  a commanding  tcmi>cst.  > 

1 1 Will  you  then  quit  the  palace  t 

Sar.  Tempest,  say'st  thou  ? 

I Afvr.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Sor.  Fur  my  own  part,  1 should  be 

' Not  UI  content  to  vary  the  nnooth  scene, 

I I And  watch  the  warring  elements;  but  this 
i Would  little  suit  the  silken  garments  and 

l]  Smooth  faces  of  our  festive  friends.  Say,  Myrrha, 

; Art  thou  of  those  who  dread  the  roar  of  clouds  J 


\fyr.  In  my  own  country  we  respect  their  voices 
As  auguries  of  Jove.  ^ 

Sar.  Jove  I — ay,  your  Baal  — 

Ours  also  has  a property  in  thunder, 

And  ever  and  anon  some  falling  bolt 
Proves  his  divinity,  — and  yet  sometimes 
Strikes  his  own  altars. 

3fyr.  That  were  a dread  omen. 

Sar.  Yes  — for  the  priests.  Well,  we  will  not  go 
forth 

Beyond  the  palace  walls  to-night,  hut  make 
Our  feast  within. 

^fjfr.  Now,  Jove  be  praiMjd  I that  he 

Hath  heard  the  prayer  thou  wouldst  uot  hear.  The 
gods 

Are  kinder  to  thee  than  thou  to  thyself. 

And  flash  this  storm  between  thee  and  thy  foes. 

To  shield  thee  from  them. 

Sar.  Child,  if  there  be  peril, 

Methlnks  it  is  the  same  within  these  walls 
As  on  the  river's  brink. 

,^/yr.  Not  so ; these  walls 

Are  high,  and  strong,  and  guarded.  Trea^m  has 
To  penetrate  through  many  a winding  way. 

And  massy  port.al ; but  in  the  pavilion 
There  Is  no  bulwark. 

.Sijr.  No,  nor  In  the  palace, 

Nor  In  the  fortress,  nor  upon  the  top 
Of  doud-fcnml  Caucasus,  where  the  eagle  sits 
Nested  in  pathless  clefts,  if  treacher>*  be  ; 

Even  as  the  arrow  flnds  tlie  airy  king. 

The  steel  will  reach  the  earthly.  But  be  calm : 

The  men,  or  innocent  or  guilty,  arc 
Banish’d,  and  far  upon  their  way. 

Afyr.  They  live,  then  ? 

Sar.  So  sanguinary  ? Thou  / 

Mfr.  I would  not  shrink 

From  just  Infliction  of  due  punishment 
On  those  who  seek  your  life : were’t  otherwise, 

I should  not  merit  mine.  Besides,  you  heard 
The  princely  Salemcnes. 

Sar.  This  Is  strange ; 

The  gentle  and  the  austere  are  both  agaiiut  me, 

And  urge  me  to  revenge. 

A/yr.  'T  is  a Greek  virtue. 

Sar.  Rut  not  a kingly  one  — ( ’ll  none  on 't ; or 
If  ever  I indulge  in 't,  it  shall  lie 
With  kings  — my  equals. 

A/yr.  These  men  sought  to  be  so. 

Sar.  Myrrha,  this  is  too  feminine,  and  springs 
From  fear  ■ ■ ■ 

A/yr.  For  you. 

Sar.  No  matter,  still  *t  Is  foor. 

I have  observed  your  sex,  once  roused  to  wrath. 

Are  timidly  vindictive  to  a pitch 
Of  perseverance,  which  1 would  not  copy. 

1 thought  you  were  exempt  fn>m  this,  as  from 
The  childish  helplessness  of  Asian  women. 

A/yr.  My  lonl,  1 an;  no  booster  of  my  love. 

Nor  of  my  attributes ; I have  sharetl  your  splendour, 
And  will  partake  your  fortunes.  You  may  live 
To  And  one  slave  more  true  than  subject  myriads : 
But  this  the  gods  avert ! I am  content 
To  be  beloved  on  trust  for  what  1 ftHrl, 
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• p*  Vnr  silent  Baal,  ogr  Imsfred  dHty, 

AUhtmjth  hU  tnorlde  (iice  PkAi  frnwningly 
As  III*  dull  •hadowi,'*  Ac.  — MS. 3 


. f In  dl.un.  IWhc.  [ J MSO 

> 1^**  Ai  from  the  gtvU  to  augur."—  J 
* [**  The  weaker  merit  of  our  Allan  womeo.**—  MS.3 
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ACT  III. 


Rather  than  prove  U to  you  in  your  irricfs,  * 

Which  miKht  not  yield  to  any  cares  of  mine. 

Sar.  Grief  cannot  come  where  perfect  love  exists, 
Except  to  heiffhten  it,  and  vanish  from 
That  which  it  could  not  scare  away.  Let ‘s  In  — 
The  hour  approaches,  and  we  roust  prepare 
To  meet  the  invUed  guests,  who  grace  our  fca^t. 

[fTirMn/.** 


ACT  lU. 

S C E V B 1. 

T7if  Ihtll  of  the  7V<irr  Sardakafalos 

I (M>/  his  Guests  at  7Vj/*fe.  — A Sturm  without,  and 
Thunder  occusionaUy  heard  JyrtA5^  the  Ilanquet. 
Sar.  Fill  fuU ! why  this  is  as  it  should  be : here 
Is  my  true  realm,  amidst  bright  eyes  and  faces 
I Happy  as  fsdr  ! Here  sorrow  cannot  reach. 

! Zam.  Nor  elM-where  — where  the  king  is,  plexsure 
I sparkles. 

Sar.  Is  not  this  better  now  Uian  Nimrod's  huntings. 
Or  my  wild  grandam's  chase  in  search  of  kingdoms 
She  could  not  keep  when  conquer'd  ? 

Alt.  Mighty  though 

They  were,  as  all  thy  royal  line  have  been, 

Yet  none  of  those  who  went  before  have  reach’d 

The  acme  of  Sardanapaius,  who 

lias  placed  bis  joy  In  peace  — the  sole  true  glory. 

Sar.  And  pleasure,  grKxl  Altada,  to  which  glory 
I Is  but  the  path.  What  U it  tliat  we  seek  ? 
Enjoyment  I We  have  cut  the  way  short  to  it. 

And  not  gone  tracking  It  through  human  ashes, 

: Making  a grave  with  ever)'  footstep. 

I Zitm.  No ; 

I All  hearts  are  happy,  and  all  voices  bless 
The  king  of  peace,  who  holds  a world  in  jubilee. 

Sar.  Art  sure  of  that  ? I have  heard  otherwise  ; 
Some  say  tliat  there  be  traitors. 

Zam.  Tiaitor*  they 

Who  dare  to  say  so!  — 'Tls  impo«>sihle. 

What  cause  ? 

Sar.  What  cause?  true,  — fill  the  goblet  up  ; 
We  will  not  think  of  them  : there  are  none  such, 

Or  if  there  be,  they  arc  g»>nc. 

I Ait.  Guests,  to  my  pledge ! , 

[ Down  on  your  knees  and  drink  a measure  to 
Tlu*  safely  of  the  king— the  muitarcb,  say  I ? 

The  god  SardAnapalus  I 

[Zamex  and  the  Guetft  kneel,  and  excUtim  — 
Mightier  than 
His  Cither  Boul,  the  god  Sardanapaius  \ 

I [//  thunders  as  they  kneel  g some  start  up  in 

I etmfusion. 

Zam.  Why  do  you  rise,  my  friends  7 in  that  strong 
peal 

Ills  father  gods  consented. 

Afyr.  Menaced,  rat’.Jcr, 

King,  wilt  thou  bear  this  m.'ul  impiety  ? 

Sar.  Impiety  ! — nay,  if  the  sires  who  reign’d 
Before  me  can  be  gods,  I ’ll  not  di.sgrace 
Their  Uncage.  But  arUe,  my  pious  friends ; 

• p*  Rather  than  prore  that  love  to  you  in  grief*.*’—  MS.] 

* [The  second  Act.  which  contain*  the  details  of  the  con. 
•piracy of  Arhactfi, it* dctechoa  by  the«igilanceof  Salernene*, 
a^  the  too  rash  ami  hasty  fnrgtreness  of  the  rebel*  by  the 
kl.tg,  is,  on  the  whole,  baary  and  unlutereslhii;.  — Jarraar.  ] 


Hoard  your  devotion  for  the  thunderer  there  : 

1 seek  but  to  be.  loved,  not  worshipp'd. 

Alt.  Both  — 

Both  you  must  ever  be  by  aU  true  subjects. 

Sar.  Melhinks  the  thunders  still  increase:  it  U 
An  awful  night. 

A/yr.  Ob  yes,  fur  those  who  have 

No  palace  to  protect  their  worshippers. 

^r.  That's  true,  roy  Myrrha ; and  could  I convert 
My  realm  to  one  wide  shelter  for  the  wretched, 

1 'd  do  it. 

Myr.  Thou  'ft  no  god,  then,  not  to  be 
Able  to  work  a wUl  so  good  and  general. 

As  thy  wLh  would  imply. 

Sar.  And  your  god.*,  then. 

Who  can,  and  do  not  ? 

Myr.  Do  not  speak  of  that. 

Lest  we  provoke  them. 

Sar.  True,  they  love  not  censure 

Better  than  mortals. . Friends,  a thought  has  struck 
me  : 

Were  there  no  temples,  would  there,  think  ye,  be 
Air  worshippers  ? that  is,  when  it  b angry, 

And  pelting  as  even  now. 

Myr.  The  Persian  pnys 

Upon  bb  mountain. 

5«r.  Yes,  when  the  sun  shines. 

A/yr.  And  1 would  a)f>k,  if  thb  your  palaa*  were 
I’nroor d and  desolate,  how  many  flatteren 
Would  lick  the  dust  in  which  the  king  lay  low  ? 

AU.  The  fair  Ionian  b ttw  sarcastic 
L'|>on  a nation  whom  she  knows  nut  well ; 

The  Assyrians  know  no  pleasure  but  their  king's. 

And  homage  U their  pride. 

Sar.  Nay,  pardon,  fuests. 

The  fair  Greek's  readiness  of  speech. 

Alt.  Pardon  t sire  : 

We  honour  her  of  all  things  next  to  thee. 

Hark  I what  was  that  ? 

Zam.  That ! nothing  but  the  jar 

Of  distant  portals  shaken  by  the  wind. 

AU.  It  sounded  like  the  clash  of — H.trk  again! 
Zam.  The  big  rain  pattering  on  the  roof. 

Sar.  No  mure. 

Myrrha,  my  love,  bast  thou  thy  shell  in  order  ? 

Sing  me  a sung  of  Sappho,  her,  thou  know'st, 

Who  in  thy  country  threw  — 

Enter  Pama,  with  his  sword  and  yannents  Uuody, 
and  disordered.  The  Guests  rise  in  confusion.  * 
Pan.  (to  the  Guards).  Look  to  the  |)ortal?> ; 

And  with  your  best  spe^  to  the  wulls  without. 

Your  arms  I To  arms ! The  king's  in  danger.  Mon- 
arcb, 

Excuse  thb  biutc,  — 't  b faith, 

Sar.  S|teak  on. 

T^aa.  It  is 

As  Salemenes  fear'd ; the  fklthless  satraps 

Sar.  You  arc  wounded  — give  some  wine.  Take 
breath,  good  Panla. 

Pan.  'T  is  nothing — a mere  flesh  wound.  I am  w orn 
More  with  my  speed  to  warn  my  sovereign, 

Than  hurt  in  hb  defence. 

> [Early  in  the  third  Act,  the  royal  banquet  U difturi>etl 
by  »ud4l«n  tiding*  of  treason  and  revolt ; and  then  the  re* 
Teller  blares  out  into  the  hero,  and  the  Cre<*k  blood  of 
Myrrlia  mounts  to  Its  proi>er  oiSev!  — dcrriKT.] 
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*Vyr.  Well,  sir,  the  rebels  ? 

Pan.  Soon  as  Arbaces  and  Beleses  reach  d 
Their  stations  In  the  city,  they  refused 
To  march  ; and  on  my  attempt  to  use  the  power 
Which  I was  delegated  with,  they  call’d 
Upon  their  troops,  who  rose  in  fierce  defiance. 

Myr.  AU? 

/^a.  Too  many. 

Sar.  Spare  not  of  thy  free  speech 

To  spare  mine  ears  the  truth. 

Pan.  My  own  slight  guard 

Were  faithful,  and  what’s  left  of  it  b still  so. 

Myr.  And  are  these  all  the  force  still  faithful  ? — 


Pan. 


No  — 


The  liactrians,  now  led  on  by  Salemcncs, 

Who  even  then  was  on  his  way,  still  urged 
Dy  strung  suspicion  of  the  Median  chiefs. 

Are  numerous,  and  make  strong  hcail  against 
The  rebels  fighthig  inch  by  inch,  and  furming 
An  orb  around  the  palace,  where  they  mean 
To  centre  all  their  force,  and  save  the  king. 

( Ue  httUuifs. ) I am  charged  to 

Myr.  ’Tis  no  time  for  he>itat!on. 

Pan.  Prince  Salemenes  doth  implore  the  king 
To  arm  himself,  although  but  for  a moment, 

Ami  show  himself  unto  the  mddlcrs : his 
Sole  presence  in  this  Instant  might  do  more 
Than  hosts  cun  do  in  his  behalf. 

Sar.  What»  ho ! 

[ My  armour  there. 

I Myr.  And  wilt  tbmi  ? 

I Sar.  Will  { not  ? 

Fin,  there ! — But  seek  not  for  the  buckler;  'tU 
Too  heavy  : — a light  cuirass  and  my  sword. 

Where  are  the  rebels  ? 

Pan.  Scarce  a furlong’s  length 

, Frtun  the  outward  wall,  the  fiercest  conflict  rages. 

Sar.  Then  ( may  chance  on  hurselxick.  Sferu,  ho  1 
Ortler  ray  horse  ouL  — ■ There  is  space  enough 
Even  In  our  courts,  and  by  the  outer  gate, 

To  marshal  half  the  hor»cnien  of  Arabia. 

SrcRo  far  the  armonr. 

Myr,  How  1 do  love  thee ! 

Sar.  I ne’er  doubted  It 

Myr.  Buf  now  I know  thee. 

Sar.  {tohi$  .ittendant).  Bringdown  my  spear,  too  — 
Where 's  Salemencs  ? 

Pan.  >Vhcrc  a soldier  should  be, 

In  the  thick  of  the  fight 

Sir.  Then  hasten  to  him  — — Is 

The  path  still  open,  and  cumniunication 
I.«ft  'Iwlxt  the  palace  and  the  phalanx  ? 

Pan.  *Twas 

When  1 late  left  him,  and  1 have  no  fear : 

Our  troops  were  »u*ady,  and  the  phalanx  form’d. 

Sar.  Tell  him  t)  spare  bis  person  for  the  present, 
And  that  1 will  not  spare  my  own  ^and  say, 

1 cenne. 

Pan.  There’s  victory  In  the  very  word. 

[A’rit  Pania. 

' f"  In  the  third  Art  where  Sardanapaliis  ralU  for  a I 
mirr<>r  to  look  at  hitmelf  In  tiLi  armmir,  recollect  to  quote  j 
the  I.atin  (Mu«age  from  Jurennl  umm  <>thn  (a  tlmilnr  cha.  ‘ 
rarter,  wh<)  tiki  the  same  thing).  GilTotd  will  help  you  to  It  ' 
The  trait  Is.  perhaps,  too  familiar,  hut  it  Is  hlitoriral  {of  | 
Otho,  at  h'Asti,  and  natural  lo  an  eOemmate  cltaracter.” — 
Lord  B.  to  Mr.  .M  i 

s (**  Kle  tenet  sp<rciilum  pathlcl  geftAinrn  Othonis, 

A .'toHa  .Aruuci  s|H}lium,  quo  sc  ille  vidctMt 


Sar.  Altada — Zaraes  — forth,  and  arm  ye  1 There 
Is  all  In  readiness  in  the  armoury. 

See  that  the  women  are  bestow'd  in  safety 
In  the  remote  apartments : let  a guard 
Be  set  befbre  them,  with  strict  charge  to  quit 
The  post  but  with  their  lives  — cuimnand  It,  Zames. 
AlUdu,  arm  yoursdf,  and  return  here; 

Your  post  is  near  our  person. 

[ /''xeanf  Zasilh,  Ai-TADa,  and  all  lact  Myrrha. 

Enter  Sfuo  and  others  with  Kiay's  dniu,  ^c. 
S/e.  King  1 your  armour. 

Sar.  (arminy  Ai/nK//).  Give  me  the  cuirass — so: 
my  baldric ; now 

My  sword  t 1 had  forgot  the  helm  — where  is  it  ? 
That's  well  — no,  *tis  too  heasi* : you  mistake,  too — 
It  was  not  this  1 meant,  but  that  which  bears 
A diadem  around  it. 

S/e.  Sire,  I deem'd 

That  too  conspicuous  from  the  precious  stones 
To  risk  your  sacred  brow  beneath  — and,  trust  me. 
This  is  of  better  metal,  though  less  rich. 

Sar.  You  deem'd  1 Arc  you  too  turn'd  a rebel  * 
Fellow  ! 

Your  iwrt  is  to  obey : return,  and  — no  — 

It  is  t<¥>  late  — 1 will  go  forth  without  it. 

At  least,  wear  this. 

i .Sar.  Wear  Caucasus!  why,  'tU 

1 A mountain  on  my  temples. 

( .^e.  Sire,  the  meanest 

I Soldier  goes  not  forth  thus  expo^d  to  battle. 

I AU  men  will  rectignbc  you — for  the  stunn 
Has  ceased,  and  the  muon  breaks  forth  In  her  bright- 
ness. 

Sar.  I go  forth  to  be  rect^lscd,  and  thus 
Shall  be  so  sooner.  Now — my  spear  1 I’m  arm’d. 

[/nyoiny  Mof>s  short,  and  turns  to  SsKRO. 
Sfero— I had  forgotten bring  the  mirror,  * 

S/e.  The  mlm»r,  sire  ? 

Sar.  Yes,  sir,  of  polish'd  brass. 

Brought  from  the  spoUs  of  India  — but  be  sjH-edy.  ^ 

[Exit  SrcRO. 

Sar.  Myrrha,  retire  unto  a place  of  safety. 

^^Tiy  went  you  not  forth  with  the  other  damsels  ? 
Myr.  Because  my  place  U here. 

Sar.  And  when  I am  gone  — - 

Myr.  I follow. 

Sar.  Fur/  to  battle? 

Myr.  If  It  were  so, 

’Twerc  not  the  first  Greek  girl  bad  trod  the 
path. 

I will  await  here  your  refum. 

Sar.  The  place 

Is  spacious,  and  the  first  to  be  sought  out. 

If  they  prevail ; and,  If  it  be  so, 

And  I return  not 

Myr.  sun  we  meet  again, 

Sar.  How  ? 

Myr.  In  the  spot  where  all  must  meet  at  last — 

In  Hades  I if  there  be,  as  I believe, 

Armatum,  cum  jam  toll!  ▼exilU  juberet. 
lie*  memuramta  iiu«U  anoallhu*.  «tque  recentf 
UuturUi.  ■(•eciilum  dvllU  larcinA  belli.**—  Jcv.  Sat,  IL 
* Tbit  irraip*  k mirror  — pathle  Otho’t  boMt 
(Auruncan  Actor**  »p<ilTi.  where,  »hii«  hi*  hoit, 

Wnh  thouta,  the  • g*iRlof  the  fi^rlit  required, 
lie  view'd  hi*  mniletl  form  ; view'd,  and  admired  I 
Lu.  a new  iubjert  for  the  hUturlc  (uige, 

MiRiiuk,  mid*t  the  arm*  of  civil  rage  ! **— GUroRD.l 
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A shore  bej^ond  the  Styx : and  If  there  be  not, 

In  ashes. 

Stxr.  Darcit  thou  so  much  ? 

Myr.  I dare  all  things, 

Except  survive  what  I have  loved,  to  be 
A rebel’s  booty : forth,  and  do  your  bravest. 

Re~fn(er  Sreao  leifA  the  mirror. 

I Sar.  {iookin^  at  htmsfl/).  ThU  cuirass  dts  me  well, 
I the  baldric  better. 

And  the  helm  not  at  all.  Methinks  I seem 

^Flinfjt  away  the  helmet  after  trying  it  again. 
Tossing  well  in  these  toys ; and  now  to  prove  them. 
Altada  1 ^^'berc ’t  Altada  ? 

Sfe.  Waiting,  sire, 

Without:  he  has  your  shield  in  readiness. 

Sar.  True ; I forgot  he  is  my  shleld-bearcr 
By  right  of  blood,  derived  from  age  to  age, 

Myrrha,  embrace  me  j — yet  once  more— -once 
more  — 

Love  me,  whate’er  betide.  My  chlefcst  glory 
Shall  be  to  make  me  worthier  of  your  love. 

Myr.  Go  forth,  and  comiuer  ! 

I \^Exeunt  SAaoASarALUs  and  Srrao.  ' 

Now,  I am  alone. 

All  are  gone  forth,  and  of  that  all  how  few 
I Perhaps  return  I I/Vt  him  but  vanquish,  and 
i Me  perish  I If  he  vanquish  not,  1 perish  ; 

For  1 will  not  outlive  him.  lie  has  wound 
About  my  heart,  I know  not  how  nor  why. 

Not  for  that  he  is  king;  for  now  his  kingdom 
Rocks  undementh  bis  throne,  and  the  earth  yawns 
' To  yield  him  no  more  of  It  than  a grave; 

I And  yet  I love  him  more.  Oh.  mighty  Jove  I 
I Forgive  this  monstrous  love  for  a b,irbari.in. 

Who  knows  not  of  Olympus  I yes,  1 love  him 
Now,  now,  far  more  than^— Hark  — to  the  war 
about ! 

Methinks  it  nears  me.  If  it  should  be  so, 

[SAe  draws  forth  a smalt  vial. 
This  cunning  Colchian  poison,  which  my  father 
Learn 'd  to  compound  on  Euxlne  shores,  and  taught 
me 

How  to  preserve,  shall  free  me  1 It  had  freed  me 
Long  ere  this  hour,  but  that  I loved,  until 
1 half  forgot  I was  a slave: — where  all 
Are  slaves  save  one,  nnd  proud  of  servitude. 

So  they  are  sen’c<i  in  turn  by  something  lower 
In  the  degree  of  bondage,  wc  forget 
j TTiat  shackles  worn  like  ornaments  no  less 
Arc  chains.  Again  that  shout  I and  now  the  clash 
Of  arms  — and  now  — and  now 

' Enter  Altada. 

y4h.  Ho,  Sfero.  ho  ! 

I Myr.  He  is  not  here ; what  wouldst  thou  with 
him  ? How 
Goes  on  the  conflict  ? 

Dubiously  and  flercely. 

Myr.  And  the  king? 

Alt.  Like  a king.  I must  And  Sfero, 

And  bring  him  a new  spear  and  his  own  helmet. 

He  lights  till  now  bareheaded,  and  by  far 
Too  much  exposed.  The  soldiers  knew  his  face, 

< fin  Che  third  Act.  the  kina  and  hit  murUeri  are  disturbed 
at  (heir  lanquel  by  the  breaking  out  of  the  compiracr.  The 
I battle  which  foltows,  if  we  overlook  the  abturdUy,  which  oc- 
curs during  one  ;>ari  ot  it,  of  hostile  armies  drawn  up  against 


And  the  foe  too ; and  In  the  moon’s  broad  light,  , 1 

Hi-s  silk  tiara  and  his  flowing  hair  ^ 

Make  him  a mark  too  royal.  Every  arrow  j 

Is  pointed  at  the  fair  hair  and  fair  features,  j 

And  the  broad  fillet  which  crowns  both.  I 

Myr.  Vc  gods, 

Who  fulminate  o’er  my  father's  land,  protect  him  1 I 
Were  you  sent  by  the  king  ? ' 

Alt.  By  Salcmencs,  j 

Who  sent  me  privily  upon  this  charge,  I 

Without  the  knowledge  of  the  carelc.-w  ftovercign. 

The  king  I the  king  fights  as  he  revels  1 ho  I 
What,  Sfero  1 I will  seek  the  armour}'  — 

He  must  be  there.  [^Eiit  Altada. 

Myr.  *Tls  no  dishonour — no — I 

’Tis  no  dishonour  to  have  loved  this  man. 

I almost  wish  now,  what  I never  vri^h'd  >; 

Before,  that  be  were  Grecian.  If  Alcides 
Were  shamed  In  wearing  Lydian  Omphole’s  | 

Sbe-garb,  and  wielding  her  vile  disUtf,  surely 
He,  who  springs  up  a Hercules  at  once. 

Nursed  In  effeminate  arts  from  youth  to  manhood,  ’ 
And  rushes  from  the  banquet  to  the  battle,  i| 

As  though  it  were  a bed  of  love,  deserves  \ 

That  a Greek  girl  should  be  his  paramour. 

And  a Greek  bard  his  minstrel,  a Greek  tomb  ' 

His  monument.  How  goes  the  strife,  air  7 |l 

Enter  an  OjJfrer.  ^ 

Ofiicfr.  Lost, 

Lost  almost  past  recovery.  Zamos  I Where 
Is  Zames  ? 

Myr.  Posted  with  the  guard  appointed  I 

To  watch  before  the  apartment  of  the  women. 

[ii'a’it  Ojhrer.  -I 

Myr.  (sola).  He’s  gone;  and  told  no  more  than  { 
that  all 's  lost ! |j 

What  need  have  1 to  know  more  ? In  those,  wonls,  II 

Those  little  wonis,  a kingdom  and  a king, 

A line  of  thirteen  ages,  and  the  lives 

Of  thousands,  and  the  fortune  of  all  left 

With  life,  are  merged ; and  I,  too,  with  the  great. 

Like  a small  bubble  breaking  with  the  wave 
Which  bore  It,  shall  l»e  nothing.  At  the  least. 

My  fate  Is  in  my  keeping : no  proud  victor  • 

Shall  count  me  with  his  spoils.  ’ 

Eater  Pakia.  [ 

Away  with  me, 

Myrrha,  without  delay  ; we  must  not  lose 
A moment  — all  that’s  left  us  now, 

Myr.  Tlicking? 

Pan.  Sent  me  here  to  conduct  you  hence,  beyond 
The  river,  by  a secret  pa.ssage. 

Mirr.  Then 

He  lives ‘ 

Pan.  And  charged  me  to  K'cure  your  life, 

; And  beg  you  to  live  on  for  his  sake,  till 
He  can  rgoin  you. 

Myr.  Will  he  then  give  way  ? 

Pan.  Not  till  the  last.  Still,  still  he  does  whate’er 
Despair  can  do ; and  step  by  step  disputes 
The  very  palace. 

Myr.  They  arc  here,  then  i — ay, 

wh  other  In  a dlnlng-nxm,  It  extremely  well  toM ; and 
Sardanapalui  dltplay*  the  prcciie  mixture  of  eOHninary  and  i 
»>urai;e^  levity  and  talent,  which  bvlonn  tu  hU  character.  — > 
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I Their  >houts  corac  rin^ng  through  the  ancient  halls, 

I K*yer  profaned  by  rebel  echoes  till 
I This  fatal  night  Farewell,  Assyria's  line  ( 

Farewell  to  all  of  Mrorod  t Even  the  name 
b now  no  mure. 

Pan.  Away  with  roe  — away  ! 

Myr  Mo : 1 11  die  here  1 — Away,  and  tell  your 
king 

1 loved  him  to  the  last 

Entrr  SjAaDANArALUS  and  Salemckbs  with  Sol- 
diert.  Tania  quiit  Mvabha,  aaii  ramyet  kim$<l/ 
with  tJUm, 

Sar.  Since  it  is  thus. 

Well  die  where  we  were  bom  — in  our  own  halls. 
Serry  your  ranks  — stand  Him.  I have  despatch'd 
A tmsty  satrap  for  the  guard  of  Zames, 

All  fresh  and  faithful ; they  11  be  here  anon. 

All  Is  not  over.  — Pania,  look  to  Myrrha. 

[Tania  rtturnt  touHtrds  Mvarha. 
Sal.  We  have  breathing  time:  yet  once  more 
charge,  my  friends— > 

One  for  Assyria  t 

Sar.  Rather  say  for  Bactria  2 

My  faithful  Bactrians,  I will  henceforth  be 
King  uf  your  nation,  and  we'll  bold  together 
Thh  realm  as  province. 

SaL  Hark  I they  come — they  come. 

Enter  Bblbszi  oiuf  AaaacBs  with  the  HebtU. 

Arb.  Set  on,  we  have  them  In  the  toiL  Charge  2 
charge  I ' 

Btl.  Uni  on ! — Heaven  fights  for  us,  and  with  us. 
— On! 

[ TAey  charge  the  King  and  Salbmekcs  with 
their  TruojUt  who  defend  themerlaee  till  the 
arrival  of  Zames,  wUh  the  6’aarcf  before 
mentionetL  The  Rebels  are  then  driven  off, 
and  pureued  by  Salembni.h,  Ae  the 

King  is  going  to  join  the  pursuit,  Bbleses 
crosses  him. 

7ld.  Ho  I tyrant  — / will  end  this  war. 

Sar.  Even  so, 

My  warlike  priest,  and  precious  prophet,  and 
Grateful  and  trusty  subject : — yield,  1 pray  thee. 

I would  reserve  thee  for  a fitter  doom, 

Rather  than  dip  my  hands  In  holy  blood. 

Bel  Thine  hour  Is  come. 

Sar.  Mo,  thine. — I've  lately  read,  ; 

Though  but  a young  astrologer,  the  stars  \ 

And  ranging  round  the  sodiac,  found  thy  fkte 
In  the  sign  of  the  Scorpion,  which  proclaims 
That  thou  wilt  now  be  crush'd. 

Bd.  But  not  by  thee, 

[ They  fight ; Beleses  is  woumled  anti  ditiirmed. 
Sar.  {raising  his  sword  to  despatch  him,exdaime)  — 
Mow  call  upon  thy  planets,  wiU  they  shoot 
From  the  sky  to  preserve  their  seer  and  credit  ? 

[A  Party  of  Rebels  snter  and  rescus  Beleses. 
They  assail  the  King,  wAo,  la  fwm,  ti  resrued 
by  a party  of  his  SolditTS,  who  drivs  the 
Rdtels  off. 

The  villain  was  a prophet  after  alL 
Upon  them — bo  2 there  — victory  is  ours. 

[£xt(  IN  ^MTSHlf, 

< rUM  king,  by  hU  daring  ralour,  rvstom  the  fortune  of 
Cbe  fftic,  tad  rviums,  with  all  bis  irMn,  to  tbe  palace.  Tbe 


Afyr.  (fo  Pan.)  Turstie ! Why  stand'st  thou  here, 
and  leav’st  the  ranks 

Of  fellow-soldiers  conquering  without  thee  ? 

Pan,  Tbe  king's  command  was  not  to  quit  thee. 

Myr.  Me  t 

Think  not  of  me  — a single  soldier's  arm 
Must  not  be  wanting  now.  I a<^k  no  giuird, 

I need  no  guard  : what,  with  a world  at  stake,  [ 

Keep  watch  upon  a woman  7 Hence,  1 say, 

Or  thou  art  shamed  1 May,  then,  / will  go  forth, 

A feeble  female,  'midst  their  desperate  strife. 

And  bid  thee  guard  me  there — where  thou  shouldst 

ibield  I 

Thy  sovereign.  [Exit  MvaRitA.  . i 

Pan.  Yet  stay,  damsel  2 — She  Is  gone  t 

If  aught  of  ill  betide  her.  better  I { 

Had  lost  my  life.  Sardanapalus  holds  her 
Far  dearer  than  his  kingdom,  yet  he  fights 
For  that  too ; and  can  I do  less  than  he,  j 

Who  never  flash'd  a scimitar  till  now  7 
Myrrha,  return,  and  1 obey  you,  though  | 

111  disobedience  to  the  monarch.  [Exit  Pamia.  | 

Enter  Altaha  and  Sfero  by  an  opposite  door.  j 
Alt,  M)Trba ! J 

What,  gone  ? yet  she  was  here  when  tbe  fight  raged,  ' 
And  Pania  also.  Can  aught  have  beftllen  them  7 j j 
Sfe.  1 saw  both  safe,  when  late  the  rebels  fled : 

They  probably  are  but  retired  to  make  I 

Their  way  back  to  the  harem.  I 

Alt.  If  tbe  king  | 

Prove  victor,  as  it  seems  even  now  he  must,  | 

And  miss  his  own  Ionian,  wc  are  doom'd 
To  worse  Uum  captive  rebels.  j 

.ye.  Let  us  trace  them ; j 

She  cannot  be  fled  for ; and,  found,  she  makes  | 

A richer  prize  to  our  soft  sovereign  j 

Than  hts  recover'd  kingdom. 

Alt.  Baal  himself 

Me'er  fought  more  fiercely  to  win  empire,  than 
His  silken  son  to  save  it:  he  defies 
All  augury  of  foes  or  friends ; and  like 
The  cloHC  and  sultr>'  summer's  day,  which  bodes 
A twilight  tempest,  bursts  forth  in  such  thunder 
As  sweeps  the  air  and  deluges  the  earth. 

The  man 's  Inscrutable. 

Sfe.  Not  more  than  others. 

All  are  the  sons  of  circumstance  : away  — 

Let  *s  seek  tbe  slave  out,  or  prepare  to  be 

Tortured  for  his  infatuation,  and 

Condemn'd  without  a crime.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Salembnes  aiuf  Soldiers,  ^e. 

SaL  The  triumph  is  ' 

Flattering : they  are  beaten  backward  from  the  palace. 
And  we  have  open'd  regular  access 
To  tbe  troops  station'd  on  tbe  other  side 
Euphrates,  wbe  may  still  be  true;  nay,  must  be. 

When  they  bear  of  our  victory.  But  where 
Is  the  chief  victor  7 where  'i  the  king  7 

Enter  SAaoANAPALtrs,  cum  snis,  and  MraaHA. 

Sar.  Here,  brother.  i 

SaL  Cnhurt,  I hope. 

seme  thst  ensues  Is  very  msstfrly  and  chareeteristlc.  — lex- 
psav.j 
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Sar.  Not  quite ; but  let  it  pass. 

We 've  clear'd  the  palace  — 

Sat.  And  I trust  the  city. 

Our  numbers  gather  j and  1 ’ve  order'd  onward 
A cloud  of  Parthlans.  hitherto  reserved, 

All  fnvth  and  ftery,  to  be  pour’d  upon  them 
In  their  retreat,  which  soon  will  be  a flight. 

Siir.  It  is  already,  or  at  least  they  march'd 
Fantcr  than  I could  follow  with  my  Bactrians 
Who  spared  no  speed.  I am  spent : give  me  a seat 
Sai.  There  stands  the  throne,  sire. 

Sar.  ’T  is  no  place  to  rest  on, 

Fur  mind  nor  body : let  me  have  a couch. 

[ Thfy  place  a tent. 

A peasant's  stool,  I care  not  what;  so^now 
I breathe  more  tVeely. 

Sul.  This  great  hour  has  proved 

The  brightest  and  most  glorious  of  your  life. 

Sar.  And  the  most  tiresome.  Where 's  my  cup- 
bearer ? 

Bring  me  some  water, 

Std.  (sm/ZiN^).  *Tis  the  first  time  he 

Ever  had  such  an  order:  even  I, 

Your  most  austere  of  counsellors,  would  now 
Suggest  a purpler  beverage. 

Sar.  Blood — doubtless. 

But  there's  enough  of  that  shed;  as  for  wine. 

I liave  Icarn'd  to-night  the  price  of  the  pure  clement; 
Tlirice  have  I drank  of  it,  and  thrice  renew'd, 

With  greater  strength  than  the  gm;>e  ever  gave  me* 
My  charge  upon  the  rebels.  ^^^KTe’s  the  soldier 
Who  gave  me  water  In  his  helmet  ? 

One  of  the  Guard*.  Slain,  sire  ! 

An  arrow  pierced  his  brain,  while,  sc.*»ttcring 
The  last  dro;»s  from  his  helm,  he  stood  in  act 
To  place  it  on  bis  brows. 

Sar.  Slain  1 unrewarded  ! 

And  slain  to  serve  my  thirst : that’s  hard,  po»u  slave! 
Hod  he  but  lived,  I would  have  gorged  him  with 
Gold : all  the  gold  of  earth  could  ne'er  repay 
The  pleasure  of  that  draught ; for  I w.as  ptreh'd 
As  I am  now.  [ They  bring  tenter— he  drinke. 

I live  JigJiin  — from  henceforth 
The  goblet  I reserve  for  hours  of  love. 

But  war  on  water. 

SaL  .\nd  that  bandage,  sire, 

Which  girds  your  anu  ? 

Snr.  scratch  fn>m  brave  Bclescs. 

Mgr.  Oh  ! he  is  wounded  1 

Sar.  Not  too  much  of  that ; 

And  yet  it  feels  a little  stiff  and  painful. 

Now  I am  cooler. 

Mgr.  You  have  bound  it  with— — 

Sir.  The  fillet  of  my  diadem  ; the  first  time 
That  ornament  was  ever  aught  to  me, 

Save  an  incumbraace. 

.Mgr.  (to  the  .Atletulante').  Summon  speedily 
A leech  of  the  moit  skilful : pray,  retire  : 

1 will  unbind  your  wound  and  tend  it. 

Sar,  Do  St), 

For  now  It  throbs  sufficiently : but  what 
Know'll  thou  of  wounds  ? yet  wher»‘fure  do  I .\sk  ? 
Knttw'st  thou,  my  brother,  where  I lighted  on 
This  minion  ? 

■ TThe  rtthelt  »rf*  at  length  rermlied.  The  kioR  re-enlen 
irouhied,  and  retire*  to  rest,  after  a short  and  rery  rharac- 
leristic  eonTemtton  brtweeti  Sal<*mene*  and  M>fr1ia,  In 
vhk-h  the  two  Wludreil  tpiriu  show  their  mutuai  underetaml- 
Ing  of  each  other,  and  tto«  loyal  warrior,  pottjKming  all  the 


Sal,  Herding  with  the  other  females, 

Like  frighten'd  antelopes. 

Sar.  Xo : like  the  dam 

Of  the  young  lion,  femininely  raging, 

(And  femininely  meancth  furiously. 

Because  all  passions  in  excess  are  female,} 

Against  the  hunter  flying  with  her  cub. 

She  urged  on  with  her  voice  and  gesture,  and 
Her  floating  hair  and  flashing  eyes,  the  soldiers 
In  the  pursuit. 

SaL  Indeed  I 

Sar.  You  sec,  this  night 

Made  warriors  of  more  than  me.  I luiised 
To  look  upon  her,  and  her  kindled  cheek ; 

Her  large  black  eyes,  that  flash'd  through  her  long  liair 
.As  it  streamed  o'er  her ; her  blue  veins  that  ruse 
Along  her  most  tnmsparent  brow ; her  nostril 
Dilated  from  its  symmetry  ; her  ]l{>s 
Apart ; her  voice  that  clove  through  all  the  din. 

As  a lute's  pierceth  through  the  cymbal's  clash, 

Jarr'd  but  not  drown'd  by  the  loud  brattling ; her 
Wared  arm<,  more  daizllng  with  their  own  bom 
whiteness 

Than  the  steel  her  hand  held,  which  she  caught  up 
From  a dead  soldier's  grasp;  — all  these  things  made 
Her  seem  unto  the  troops  a prophetess 
Of  victory,  or  Victory  birself, 

Come  down  to  boil  us  hers. 

• SaL  (tuiVfr).  This  Is  too  much. 

Again  the  love-fit’s  on  him,  and  oil's  lost, 

L’nless  we  turn  his  thoughts. 

Aloud.')  But  pray  thee,  sire. 
Think  of  your  wound  — you  even  now  *twas 

painful 

5<ir,  That's  true,  too ; but  I must  not  think  of  It. 

Sal.  I have  look'd  to  all  things  necdM,  and  will  now 
Receive  reports  of  progresw  made  in  such 
Orders  as  1 had  given,  and  then  return 
To  hear  your  further  pleasure. 

Sar.  Be  it  so. 

Sal.  (in  retiring).  Myrrhat 
Mgr.  Prince  I 

S<tL  You  have  shown  a sotil  to-night, 

^*hlch,  were  he  not  my  sister’s  lord But  now 

I have  no  time ; thou  luvest  the  king  7 

Mgr.  I love 

Sard:m<ipalus. 

SaL  But  wouldst  have  him  king  still  7 

Mgr.  I would  not  have  him  less  than  what  be 
should  be. 

SaL  Well  then,  to  have  him  king,  and  yours  and  all 
He  should,  or  should  not  be;  to  have  him  lire, 

Ix't  him  not  sink  back  into  luxury. 

You  have  more  power  upon  his  spirit  than 
Wisdom  within  th'e*e  walls,  or  fierce  reludllon  [{ 

Raging  without : look  well  that  he  relapse  not.  ,j 

Myr.  There  needed  not  the  voice  of  Salvmenes  I 

To  urge  me  on  to  this  : I will  nut  fail  j 

All  that  a woman's  weakness  can 

SaL  Is  power  I 

Omniiiotent  o'er  such  a heart  as  his  : 

Exert  it  wisely.  Sai-emkhes. 

Sar.  M>Trha  1 what,  at  whi<i>ers  I 

With  my  stem  brother  7 I shall  soon  be  jealous.  i 

iclftsh  domettlc  feelintft  which  led  him  to  tiUlIke  the  fair  1^ 
Ionian,  exhorts  her  to  use  her  utmost  power  to  keep  her 
lover  frftm  relaxing  into  luxury.  'IIm:  traD»i>'i«t  effect  whicJi 
their  whispers  prcduce  on  Sarduupaliu  is  wdl  Imxgioed.  — 
Disiiop  HtBER.  J I 
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.V/yr.  (tmi/iup).  You  have  cause,  sire;  for  on  the  ■ 
I earth  there  breathes  not 

A man  more  worthy  of  a woman’s  love  — 

A soldier's  trust  — a sutyect's  reverence  — 

I A hint’s  esteem  — the  whole  world's  admiration  I 
; Siir.  Praise  him,  but  not  so  warmly.  I must  not 
; Hear  those  sweet  lips  tn^w  clo(|Ucnt  in  aught 
i That  thniws  me  Into  shade  : yet  you  speak  truth. 

.Vyr.  And  now  retire,  to  have  your  wound  look’d  to. 
Pmy,  lean  on  me. 

j j Sar.  Yes,  love  I but  not  from  pain. 

j [A’xeuMt  ofMnrj. 


ACT  iV. 

S C E N K I. 

SARDAKArAius  </iVcoi*eref/  titrjnnp  upon  a Couch,  ' 
rtn/i  occmioutilljf  ditturhed  in  his  Ulumbtrs,  with 
Myakha  U'titchimg. 

A/yr.  p<22iny).  I have  stolen  upon  his  rest. 

If  rest  It  be, 

\\’hich  thus  convtilsM  slumber;  shall  I wake  him  ? 

No,  he  M^ems  calmer.  Oh,  thou  God  of  Quiet ! 

Whose  reign  Is  o'er  scal'd  eyelids  ami  soft  dreams, 

Or  deep,  deep  sleep,  so  as  to  be  unfathom'd, 

Loi>k  Ukethy  brother,  I)c.ath  — so  still — so  stlrless  — 
For  then  we  are  happiest,  as  It  may  be,  we 
Are  happiest  i>f  all  within  the  realm 
Of  thy  stern,  silent,  and  unwakenlng  twin. 

AgaJa  he  moves — again  the  play  of  pain 
Shoots  o’er  his  features,  as  the  sudden  gust 
Crisps  the  reluctant  lake  that  lay  so  calm  t 
Beneath  the  mountain  shadow  ; or  the  blast 
UutHes  the  autumn  leaves  that  drooping  cling 
Faintly  ami  motionless  to  their  loved  boughs. 

I mu^t  awake  him  — yet  not  yet ; who  knows 
From  what  I rouse  him  ? It  seems  pain ; but  if 
1 r|uicken  him  to  heavier  iKvin  ? The  fever 
Of  thU  tumultuous  night,  the  grief  too  of 
His  wiiuml,  though  slight,  may  cause  all  this  and  !)hake 
Me  more  to  see  than  him  to  sutfer.  No ; 

Ix  t Nature  use  her  own  maternal  mean«. 

And  I await  to  second,  not  disturb  her.  < 

Sar.  {awakeHing).  Not  although  ye  multiplied 
the  stars. 

And  gave  them  to  me  ns  a realm  to  share 

• [**  Crisps  the  unswrlllng  wAve,”  Ac. — MS.) 

* [Tliv  f>urth  Act  o|xns  with  Myrrha  «Att-|iin^  orer  the 
stunioers  of  SardAnajulus.  He  wakeiu  and  tells  A hfirrtd 
(IreAtn.  which  we  do  not  mitrli  admire.  exee|>t  th.it  part  of  It 
which  describes  the  form  ul  lilt  warlike  ancestress  Semi- 
ramit,  with  whom,  and  the  rest  of  his  regal  proleeettori,  he 
b.id  rancied  himself  at  a gliottly  ltan<pi4>t.  — Hi.sra.  j 

> Clhe  general  Innr  of  Myrrha'i  chararter  (In  perfect  con* 
sittciK’jr  with  the  manners  of  her  age  and  nation,  and  with 
her  own  elcvaU'd  but  pore  and  feminine  spirit.)  U that  of  a 
devout  worshipper  of  her  country's  gods.  She  reproves, 
with  dignity,  the  imphms  flattery  of  the  Assyrian  courtiers 
and  the  hbertinc  si.'iiffi  of  the  king.  She  does  not  forget, 
while  preparing  for  death.  th;U  lib^ion  which  was  llie  latest 
and  most  solemn  act  of  Grectait  piety;  and  the.  more  par* 
tK-olarly,  expresses  her  Iw'lief  In  a future  state  of  existence. 
Yet  this  very  Myrrha,  wlum  Sardauapatus  Is  agltat«!d  by  his 
evil  dream,  and  by  the  natural  doubt  as  to  what  worse  visloni 
death  may  bring,  is  made  to  ennwde  him.  in  the  strain  of  his 
own  Epicurean  philosophy,  with  the  doctrine  that  death  is 
really  nothing,  except 

**  L’ntn  the  timid  who  aDtiripate 
That  which  may  never  be  ; " 

and  with  the  insimution  that  all  which  remains  of  the  dciul 
is  the  dust  we  tread  upon.”  We  do  not  wUh  to  ask,  we  do  not 
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j From  you  and  with  you  1 I would  not  ao  purcba.'« 

The  empire  of  eternity.  Ilcnce  — hence — !l 

Old  hunter  of  the  earliest  brutes  ! and  ye,  j 

>Mio  hunted  fcHow.crealures  as  if  brutes ! i 

Once  bloiKly  mortaU — and  now  bloodier  Idol.a.  l! 

If  your  priests  lie  not ! .\nd  thou,  gha.stly  beldame  ! 
Dripping  with  du^ky  gore,  and  trampling  on 
The  carcasses  of  Inde  — away  ! away  ! 

Where  am  I ? Where  the  si»eclrcs  ? WTicre 

No — that 

Is  no  false  phantom  : 1 should  know  It  'mld>t  > 

All  that  the  deail  dare  gloomily  raise  up  i 

From  their  black  gulf  to  daunt  the  living.  Myrrh.a  I * 
.Vyr.  Alas ! thou  art  pale,  and  on  thy  brow  the  dirt's  I 
Gather  like  night  dew.  My  beloved,  bii«h — ! 

Calm  thee.  Thy  speech  seems  of  another  world,  !| 

.And  thou  art  lord  of  this.  Be  of  good  cheer  \ \ 

All  will  go  well.  ! 

Sar.  hand — so — 'tis  thy  band;  i 

’TLs  flesh  ; griLsp — clasp  — yet  closer,  till  1 ftri  | 

Myself  that  which  I was.  i: 

.V/yr.  At  If.ist  know  me 

For  what  I am,  and  ever  must  l>e  — thine.  | 

Sar.  I know  it  now.  I know  this  lite  again. 

Ah.  Myrrha  ( I have  been  where  we  shall  be.  | 

Myr.  My  lord  I I 

Sar.  I 'vc  been  1*  the  grave  — where  , I 

worms  are  lonls, 

And  kings  are But  1 did  not  deem  it  so ; 

I thought  *twas  nothing 

Myr.  So  it  Is;  except 

Unto  the  timid,  who  anticipate 
That  which  may  never  be.* 

Sar.  Oh,  Myrrha  ! if 

Sleep  -»hows  «uch  thinga,  what  may  not  death  disclose  f ’ 1 
Afyr.  1 know  no  evil  death  can  show,  which  life 
Has  not  already  «>hown  to  tho«e  who  live  | 

Embodied  longest  If  there  l»e  Indeed 
.\  shore  where  mind  survives,  'twill  be  as  mind. 

All  unincorporatc  : or  if  there  flits  I 

A shadow  of  th!.s  cumbrous  cb>g  of  clay,  | 

Which  stulks,  niethinks  between  our  souls  and  heaven,  1 1 
And  fetters  us  to  earth  — at  least  the  phantom, 

Whate'er  it  have  to  fear,  will  not  fear  death. 

Sar.  I fe-'U"  it  not ; biit  1 have  felt  — have  seen  — j, 
A legion  of  the  dead.  l| 

A/yr.  And  so  have  I.  )| 

The  dust  we  tread  upon  was  once  alive, 

like  to  cotdeetun*.  (cArwe  *«>ntiments  these  are,  tiit  they  are  . 
rertaiuly  nut  the  wnUmenU  uf  an  am  limt  Grecian  heroine. 
They  arc  not  tbescntlmmli  whb  h M)rrha  might  hare  learned 
from  the  licroet  of  her  n,uive  l.irnl,  or  from  the  poems  whence 
those  hrrn«;a  derived  their  beruiim,  their  rontem|rt  of  death, 

” and  their  love  of  virtue.”  Myrrtia  would  rather  hare  told 
her  lover  of  those  happy  lilamU  where  the  benevolent  and 
the  brave  reposed  after  the  tolls  of  their  mortal  exisumie ; 
of  that  venerable  socictv  of  departed  warriors  and  sages,  to 
which,  If  he  renounced  his  sloin  and  lived  for  his  people  and 
for  flory,  he  ml^ht  yet  expect  admUsioa  She  would  h.vve  > 
told  him  of  that  joy  with  wlikh  bif  warlike  ancestors  would  ! 
move  along  their  meads  of  asphodel,  when  the  nrwa  reached  ' 
them  of  their  descendant's  prowess  ; she  would  bare  antirl* 
pAted  those  snnn  which  denied  that  ” Harmo<liui  was  dead,” 
however  he  mi|^t  be  removed  from  the  sphere  of  mortality ; | 

which  told  her  countrymen  of  the  ” roses  and  the  iruidm*  I 
fruited  bowers,  where,  beneath  tho  light  of  a lower  sun.  de.  j 
parted  warriors  reined  their  shadowycars.or  struck  Uieir  harps 
amid  altars  steaming  with  frankincense.”— .(Horn.  OUyss.  A.  : 
539.  Callistratus  ap.  Alhenwiitn.  1.  XV.  Pindar.  Kragm.  lleync, 
voL  UL  p.2t.)  Such  were  the  doctrines  whlQi  naturally  led  i; 
men  to  a contempt  fur  life  and  a thirst  for  glory  : but  the  op*  > 
posite  opinions  were  the  doubts  of  a later  day  ; and  of  those  || 
sophists  under  whose  influence  Greece  soon  ccaised  to  be  free,  S | 
or  valiant,  or  viittMus.  — Hkbib.J  ; , 
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And  wretched.  But  priK.’ee«l : what  hast  thou  scon  ? 
Si>cak  It,  *1  wlU  lighten  thy  dimm’d  mind. 

Sar.  Methought  — 

^fyr.  Yet  pause,  thou  art  tired  — in  pain  ~ ex- 
hausted ; ail 

Which  can  impair  both  strength  and  spirit : seek 
Rather  to  sleep  again. 

Sar.  Not  now  — I would  not 

Dream ; though  I know  it  now  to  be  a dream 
What  1 have  dreamt } — and  canst  thou  bear  to 
bear  it  ? 

Jt/yr.  I can  bear  all  things,  dreams  of  Hfe  or  death, 
Which  1 participate  with  you,  in  semblance 
Or  full  reality. 

Sar.  And  this  look’d  real, 

I tell  you  j after  that  these  eyes  were  open, 

I saw  them  in  their  flight  — for  then  they  fled. 

Myr.  Say  on. 

Sur.  I saw,  that  is  1 dream'd  myself 

Here  — here  — even  where  we  are,  guests  as  we  were, 
Myself  a host  that  deem'd  himself  but  guest, 

Willing  to  equal  all  in  social  freedom; 

But,  on  my  right  hand  and  my  left,  instead 
Of  thee  and  Z tmes,  and  our  custom’d  meeting. 

Was  ranged  on  my  left  hand  a haughty,  dark, 

And  deadly  face;  I could  not  recognise  it, 

Tet  I hod  seen  it,  though  I knew  not  where : 

The  features  were  a giant's,  and  the  eye 
Was  atill,  yet  lighted ; his  long  locks  curl'd  down 
On  hb  vast  bust,  whence  a huge  quiver  rose 
With  shaft-heads  feather'd  from  the  eagle's  wing,* 
That  peep’d  up  bristling  through  his  serpent  hair. 

I invited  him  to  flll  the  cup  which  stood 
Between  us,  but  he  answer'd  not  { I flll'd  St  — 

He  look  it  not,  but  stared  upon  me,  till 
1 trembled  at  the  fix'd  glare  of  his  eye ; 

1 frown'd  upon  him  as  a king  should  frown ; 

He  frown'd  nut  in  his  turn,  but  look'd  upon  me 
M’ith  the  same  aq>ect,  which  appall'd  me  more, 
Because  it  changed  not : and  I turn'd  for  refuge 
To  milder  guests,  and  sought  them  on  the  right, 
\Hierc  thou  wert  wont  to  be.  But 

[//f  pauffj. 

jVyr.  \Vhat  instead  ? 

Sur.  In  thy  own  chair  — thy  own  place  In  the 
banquet  — 

I sought  thy  sweet  face  In  the  circle  — but 
Instead  — a grey-hair’d,  wither’d,  bloody-eyed. 

And  bloody-handed,  ghastly,  ghostly  thing, 

Female  in  garb,  and  crown'd  upon  the  brow, 

Furrow’d  with  years,  yet  sneering  with  the  passion 
Of  vengeance,  leering  too  with  that  of  lust, 

Sate  ; — my  veins  curdled. 

Myr.  Is  this  all  ? 

Sar.  Upon 

Her  right  band  ^ her  lank,  bird-like,  right  hand  — 
stood 

A goblet,  bubbling  o'  er  with  blood  ; and  on 
Her  left,  another,  fill'd  with  — what  I saw  not. 

But  turn'd  from  it  and  her.  But  all  along 
The  table  sate  a range  of  crowned  wretches. 

Of  various  aspects,  but  of  one  expression. 

Afyr.  And  felt  you  not  this  a mere  vision  f 
Stir.  No; 

It  was  so  palpable,  I could  have  touch'd  them. 

1 turn'd  frotn  one  face  to  another,  In 

t f**  With  arrovi  peeping  through  hit  biting  hair.**— M SO 


The  hope  to  find  at  last  one  which  I knew 
I Ere  I saw  theirs  : but  no  — all  turn'd  upon  roc, 

^ And  stared,  but  neither  ate  nor  drank,  but  stand, 
TUI  I grew  stone,  as  they  seem'd  half  to  lie, 

I Yet  breathing  stone,  for  I felt  Ufe  in  them, 

And  life  in  me : there  was  a horrid  kind 
Of  sympathy  between  ua,  as  if  they 
Had  lost  a part  of  death  to  come  to  me. 

And  I the  half  of  Ufe  to  sit  by  them. 

We  were  in  an  existence  aU  apart 

From  heaven  or  earth And  rather  let  me  see 

Death  all  than  such  a being  ! 

Afyr.  And  the  end  f 

Sar.  At  last  I sate,  marble,  as  they,  when  rose 
The  hunter  and  the  crone ; and  smiting  on  me  — 
Yes,  the  enlarged  but  noble  aspect  of 
The  hunter  smiled  upon  me-^1  should  say. 

His  lips,  for  bis  rye.s  movitl  not  — and  the  woman's 
Thin  lips  relaxed  to  something  like  a smile. 

Both  rose,  and  the  crown'd  figures  on  each  hand 
Rose  also,  as  if  aping  their  chief  shades  — 

Mere  mimics  even  in  death— -but  1 sate  still: 

A desperate  courage  crept  through  everj*  Uinb, 

And  at  the  laH  I fear’d  them  not,  but  laug'u'd 
Full  In  their  phantom  faces.  But  then  — then 
The  hunter  laid  his  band  on  mine : 1 t(K>k  it. 

And  grasp’d  it  — but  it  molted  from  my  own ; 

^^'hUc  he  too  vanish'd,  and  left  nothing  but 
The  memor)’  of  a hero,  for  he  look'd  so. 

Afyr.  And  was  : the  ancestor  of  heroes,  too. 

And  thine  no  less. 

Sar.  Ay,  Myrrha,  but  the  woman. 

The  female  who  remain'd,  she  flew  upon  me, 

And  burnt  my  lips  up  with  her  noisome  kisses ; 

And,  flinging  down  the  goblets  on  each  hand, 
Methought  their  poisons  flow'd  around  us,  till 
Each  form’d  a hideous  river.  Still  she  clung ; 

The  other  phantoms,  like  a row  of  statues 
Stood  dull  as  in  our  temples,  but  she  still 
Embraced  me,  while  I shrunk  from  her,  as  If, 

In  lieu  of  her  remote  descendant,  I 
Had  been  the  son  who  slew  her  for  her  Incest 
Then  — then  — a chaos  of  all  loathsome  things 
Throng'd  thick  and  shapeless:  1 was  dead,  yet 
feelit^  — 

Buried,  and  raised  again  — consumed  by  worms 
Purged  by  the  flames,  and  wither'd  in  the  air  I 
I can  fix  nothing  fiirther  of  my  thoughts 
Save  that  I long'd  for  thee,  and  sought  for  thee. 

In  all  these  agonies  — uid  woke  and  found  thee. 

Afyr.  So  shall  thou  And  me  ever  at  thy  side, 

Here  and  hereafter,  if  the  last  may  be. 

But  think  nut  of  these  things  — the  mere  creations 
Of  late  events  acting  upon  a frame 
Unused  to  toil,  yet  over-wrought  by  toll 
Such  as  might  try  the  sternest. 

Sar  T am  better. 

Now  that  I see  tbcc  once  more,  what  was  seen 
Seems  nothing. 

£nter  SAI.EMENXS 

Sal  Is  the  king  so  soon  awake  ? 

Sar.  Yes,  brother,  and  I would  I had  not  slept  ; 
For  all  the  predecessors  of  our  line 
Rose  up,  methought,  to  drag  me  down  to  them. 

My  father  was  amongst  them,  too  ; but  be, 

I know  not  why,  kept  from  me,  leaving  me 
Between  the  hunter-founder  of  our  race, 
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An«1  her,  the  homicide  and  husband-ktUcr» 
you  call  glorious. 

&i/.  So  I term  you  also, 

Now  you  have  shown  a spirit  like  to  hers. 

By  day. break  I prop^jse  that  we  set  forth. 

And  charge  once  more  the  rebel  crew,  who  still 
Keep  gathering  head,  repulsed,  but  not  quite  quell'd. 

Siir.  How  wears  the  night  ? 

5<j/.  There  yet  remains  some  hours 

Of  rlarkness : use  them  for  your  further  rest. 

Snr.  No,  not  to-night.  If ‘tU  not  gone  : nirthought 
1 pass'd  hours  in  that  vision. 

Afyr.  Scarcely  one ; 

I watch'd  by  you : it  was  a heavy  hour, 

But  an  hour  only. 

Sar.  Let  us  then  hold  council 

To-morrow  wc  set  forth. 

Sal.  But  ere  that  time 

I hatl  a grace  to  seek. 

Sur,  'T  Is  granted. 

SaL  Hear  it 

Ere  you  reply  too  readily;  and  ’tls 
For  your  car  only. 

Myr.  Prince,  I take  my  leave. 

[^xiV  MraaiiA. 

SnI.  That  slave  deserves  her  freedom, 

Sar.  Freedom  only  I 

That  slave  desen'cs  to  share  a throne. 

Sal.  Tcur  patience  — 

*T  Is  not  yet  vacant,  and  H is  of  its  partner 
1 come  to  s|K'ak  with  you. 

Sar.  How  * of  the  queen  ? 

Sttl.  Even  so.  I judged  it  fitting  for  their  safety. 
That,  ere  the  dawn,  she  wts  forth  with  her  children 
For  Paphlagonia.  where  our  kinsman  Cotta 
Governs ; and  there  at  all  events  secure 
My  nephews  and  your  sons  their  livw,  and  with  them 
Their  just  pretensions  to  the  crown  In  case  — - 

Sar.  1 perUh  — as  is  pmbable:  well  thought  — 
Let  them  set  forth  with  a sure  escort. 

Sal.  That 

Is  all  provided,  and  the  galley  ready 
To  drop  down  the  Euphrates  • ; but  ere  they 
l>ep.art,  will  you  not  see 

inir.  My  sons  ? It  may 

rnman  my  heart,  and  the  poor  boys  will  weep ; 

And  what  can  I reply  to  comfort  them. 

Save  with  some  hollow  hopes,  and  Ul-wom  smiles  ? 
You  know  I cannot  feign. 

SaL  But  you  can  feci  I 

■ At  least,  I trust  so : In  a word,  the  queen 
Re<}uc?ts  to  see  you  ere  you  part  — for  ever. 

Sar.  (Into  what  end  f what  purpose  ? I will  grant 
Aught  — all  that  she  can  ask  — but  such  a meeting. 

Std,  You  know,  drought  to  know, enough  of  women. 
Since  you  have  studied  them  so  steadily, 

That  what  they  ask  in  aught  that  touches  on 
The  heart,  U dearer  to  their  feelings  or 
Their  fancy,  th.an  the  whole  external  world. 

I think  as  you  do  of  my  sister's  wish ; 

But  'twas  her  wish  — she  is  my  sister  — you 
Her  husband — will  you  grant  it  ? 

Sar.  'Twill  be  aseU*ss; 

But  let  her  come. 


Sal.  1 go.  [£xt7  .S.u.Rsir.xca. 

Sar.  We  have  lived  asunder 

Too  long  to  meet  again  — and  now  to  meet  I 
Have  I not  cares  enow,  and  pangs  enow, 

To  bear  alone,  that  we  must  mingle  sorrows, 

Who  have  ceased  to  mingle  love  ? 

Jle-en/er  Salemems  and  Zakina. 

$€d.  My  sister!  Courage: 

Shame  not  our  blood  with  trembling,  but  remember 
From  whence  wc  sprung.  The  queen  is  present,  sire. 
Zar.  1 pray  thee,  brother,  leave  me. 

Sal.  Since  you  a«k  It 

[£'xi<  SAi.RMrKF.a 
Zar.  Alone  with  him  [ How  many  a year  bus  pass'd, 
Though  we  arc  still  so  young,  since  we  have  met, 
WTiich  I have  worn  In  widowhood  of  heart 
lie  loved  me  not : yet  he  seems  little  changed  — 
Changed  to  me  only' — would  the  change  were 
mutual ! 

He  streaks  not  — scarce  regards  me  — not  a worti. 

Nor  I<M»k  — yet  he  trus  soft  of  voice  and  as|>ect. 
Indifferent  not  austere.  My  lord  I 

Sar.  Zarina!  * 

Zar.  No,  not  Zarina  — do  not  say  Zarina. 

That  tone  — that  word  — annihilate  long  years, 

And  things  which  make  them  longer. 

Sar.  *Tls  too  late 

To  think  of  these  past  dreams.  Let’s  not  repmjich  — 
That  Is,  reproach  me  not  — for  the  lani  time-  ■ 

Zar.  And  I ne’er  reproach'd  you. 

Sar.  *T  U roost  true  ; 

And  that  reproof  comes  heavier  on  my  heart 

'i'han But  our  hearts  are  not  In  our  own  power. 

Zar.  Nor  hands;  but  I gave  both. 

Sar.  Your  brother  said 

It  was  your  will  to  sec  me,  ere  yon  went 

From  Nineveh  with (//«  hetilatr*). 

Zar.  Our  children : it  Is  true. 

I wish'd  to  thank  you  that  you  have  not  divided 
My  heart  from  ail  tliat’s  left  It  now  to  love— 

Those  who  are  yours  and  mine,  who  look  like  jou. 
And  look  upsm  me  as  you  look'd  upon  me 

Once But  they  have  not  changed. 

.Sar.  Nor  ever  will 

1 fain  would  Lave  them  dutiftil. 

Zar.  I cherish 

Those  InfinU,  not  alone  from  the  blind  love 
Of  a fond  mother,  but  as  a fond  woman. 

They  are  now  the  only  tic  between  us. 

Sar.  l>ccm  not 

1 have  not  done  you  justice : rather  make  them 
Resemble  your  own  line,  than  their  own  sire. 

1 trust  them  with  you  — to  you:  fit  them  for 

A throne,  or,  if  that  be  denied You  have  heard 

Of  this  night's  tumults  ? 

Zar.  1 had  half  forgotten. 

And  could  have  welcomed  any  grief,  save  your*. 
Which  gave  me  to  behold  your  face  again. 

5ar.  The  throne — I say  It  not  in  fear — but  'tls 
In  peril : they  perhaps  may  never  mount  it ; 

But  let  them  not  for  this  lose  sight  of  it 
I will  dare  all  things  to  bequeath  it  them ; 

But  if  1 fkil,  then  they  must  win  it  back 


> [We  hardly  know  why  Lord  Byron,  who  has  not  to  other  In  opposition  not  only  to  the  anlform  tradition  of  the  Ka«t, 

respect!  ihowti  a !lat i*b  defe rence  for  Diodortu  Stcultu,  tNtt  to  the  espreii  aiaertioiu  of  Hcrodotui,  Pliny,  and  Pto. 

should  thu!  follow  him  In  the  manifhtt  ff«ofr«phical  blunder  l«my.  — llEUca  j 

of  placing  Nineveh  on  the  EupMratei  iosteod  of  the  Ttgritt 
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J Bravely — and,  won,  wear  it  wively,  not  as  I 
1 1 Have  wasted  down  my  royalty, 
jj  Zar.  They  ne’er 

' Shall  know  from  me  of  aught  but  what  may  honour 
Their  fathers  memory. 

Sar.  Rather  let  them  hear 

The  truth  from  you  than  from  a trampling  world. 

If  they  be  in  adversity,  they  11  leam 
Too  soon  the  »c<»m  of  crowds  for  crownless  princes, 
j And  find  that  all  their  father's  sins  are  theirs, 
t My  boys!— I could  h.avc  borne  it  were  I cbildleaa. 

I Ztjr.  Oh  I do  nut  say  so  — do  nut  pttison  all 
j My  peace  left,  by  unwuhlng  that  thou  wert 
A father.  If  thou  comjuerest,  they  shall  ndgn, 

And  honour  him  who  saved  the  realm  fur  them, 

So  little  cared  for  as  his  own  ; and  if 

Sar.  'Tis  loit,  all  earth  will  cry  out,  thank  your 
father  1 

And  they  will  swell  the  echo  w ith  a curse. 

Zfir.  That  they  shall  never  do;  but  rather  honour 
The  name  of  him,  who,  dying  like  a king, 

In  his  last  hours  did  more  for  his  own  memory 
Than  many  monarclu  in  a length  of  days 
Which  (Lite  the  Right  of  time,  but  make  no  annals. 

Si:r.  Our  annuls  draw  iicrchaiicc  unto  their  closc ; 
But  at  the  least,  whate'er  the  past,  their  end 
Shall  be  like  their  beginning  — memorable. 

[ Zar.  Yet,  be  not  rash — be  careful  of  your  life, 
Live  but  fur  those  who  love. 

Sar.  And  who  arc  they  ? 

A slave,  who  loves  from  passion  — I’ll  not  say 
Ambition  — she  has  seen  thrones  shake,  and  loves ; 

A fi  w friends  who  have  revell'd  till  wc  are 
As  one,  fur  they  arc  nothing  if  I fall ; 

A brother  I have  Injured  — children  whom 
I have  neglected,  and  a s|k>usc— 

Zar.  Who  lovci, 

S ir.  And  pardons  ? 

Zar.  I have  nei'cr  thought  of  thU, 

And  cannot  }>ardon  till  1 have  condemn’d. 

Sar.  My  wife  I 

Zar.  Now  blessings  on  thee  fur  that  word  ! 

I never  thought  to  hear  it  more  — fnim  thee. 

Sar.  Oh ! thou  will  hear  it  from  my  sulyecta.  Yes — 
These  slaves,  whom  I have  nurtured,  pamper’d,  fed, 
.And  swulu  with  (leace,  and  gorged  with  plenty,  till 
^ They  reign  them.sclves  — all  munarchs  In  their 
mansions — 

Now  swarm  forth  In  rebellion,  and  demand 
Ills  death,  who  made  their  livi>s  a jubilee ; 

While  the  few  upon  whom  1 have  no  laira 
Arc  faithful  I This  is  tnie,  yet  monstrous, 

2^ir.  ’TU 

Perhaps  too  natural ; for  benefits 
Turn  poison  in  bud  minds. 

Sar.  And  good  ones  make 

Good  out  of  evil.  Happier  th.un  the  bee, 

Which  hives  not  but  from  wholesome  flowers. 

Ziir.  Then  reap 

The  honey,  nor  inquire  whence 't  U derived. 

Be  satiafied  — you  are  not  all  abandon’d. 


ACT  IV.  I 


Sar.  My  life  insures  me  that.  How  long,  bethink 

you,  j 

Were  not  I yet  a king,  should  I be  morUd  ; I 

That  is,  where  mortals  are,  not  where  they  must  be  ? 

Zar.  I know  not.  But  yet  live  for  my  — that  Is, 
Your  children's  sake  1 

Sar.  My  gentle,  wrong’d  Zarina  1 1 * 

I am  the  very  slave  of  circumstance 
And  impulse  — borne  away  with  every  breath  { 

Misplaced  upon  the  throne — mbplacrd  in  life. 

I know  not  what  I could  have  been,  but  fed  >, 

I am  not  what  I should  be  — let  it  end. 

But  take  this  with  thee  : If  I was  not  form’d 
To  prixe  a love  like  thine,  a mind  like  thine. 

Nor  dote  even  on  thy  beauty  — as  I’ve  doted 

On  lesser  charms,  for  no  cause  save  that  such 

Devotion  was  a duty,  and  I hated 

All  that  look'd  like  a chain  for  me  or  others 

(This  even  rebellion  must  avouch) ; yet  hear 

These  words,  perhaps  among  my  l«t  — that  none 

E'er  valued  more  thy  virtues,  though  he  knew  not  . 

To  profit  by  them — as  the  miner  lights  I 

Uj»on  a vein  of  virgin  ore,  discovering  I 

That  which  avails  Mm  notMngt  he  hath  found  it. 

But  tis  not  his  — but  some  superior's,  who 
Placed  him  to  dig,  but  not  divide  the  wealth  } 

Which  sparkles  at  his  feet ; nor  dare  he  lift  . 

Nor  poise  it,  but  must  grovel  on,  upturning 
The  sullen  earth.  , 

Zar.  Ob  ! if  thou  hast  at  length 

Discover’d  that  my  love  Is  worth  esteem, 

1 a.Hk  no  more  — but  let  us  hence  together,  j 

And  / — let  me  say  ice — shall  yet  be  happy.  j 

Assyria  is  not  all  the  earth  — well  find  ' 

A world  out  of  our  own  — and  be  more  blcss'd 
Than  1 have  ever  been,  or  thou,  with  all  { 

An  empire  to  indulge  thee.  1 

i^nter  Salemcnes.  >| 

Sat.  I must  part  ye  — 'j 

The  moments  which  mu>t  not  be  lost  arc  pa-ssing.  ; ' 

Zar.  Inhuman  brother  1 wilt  thou  thus  weigh  out 
Instants  so  high  and  blest  P t 

Sal.  Blc8t  J I 

Z<ir.  He  luth  been 

So  gentle  with  me,  that  1 cannot  think 
Of  quitting. 

&iL  So  — this  feminine  farewell  i 

Ends  as  such  partings  end,  In  no  departure. 

I thought  as  much,  and  yielded  against  all 
My  better  bodings.  But  it  mu^t  not  be. 

Zar.  Not  be  ? ! 

Sal.  Remain,  and  perish  | 

Zar.  M'ith  my  husband ! 

Sal.  And  children.  | 

Z^ir.  Alas ! 

SaL  Hear  me,  sl«ter,  tike 

\fy  sister: — ill’s  prepared  to  make  your  Kifety 
Certain,  and  of  the  boys  too,  our  last  hopes  ; 

’Tis  not  a single  question  of  mere  feeling. 

Though  that  were  much  — but  ’tis  a i»int  of  state ; 


' [**  Wp  are  not  fun»,  whether  there  Is  not  a considerable 
vloUtlon  of  costume  in  the  sente  of  deitradAtion  with  which 
Myrrha  seems  to  recr:inl  her  tituation  in  the  hvem.  no  lest 
than  in  the  rescfitment  of  Saleroctiri.  and  the  remorse  of 
SanUna^Mlu*  on  the  score  of  his  infidelity  to  Zarina.  Little 
M we  kaow  of  the  doincstk'  habits  of  .\ts>ria«  «'e  have  re.uon 
to  conclmie,  from  the  habits  of  coi.t«JifM>raiy  nsUioni.  and 
from  the  manners  of  the  Rast  In  every  age,  that  polygamy 


was  neither  accounted  a crime  ir»  Itself,  nor  as  a measure  of  , 
which  the  princi|tal  wife  was  juilifieil  in  ('omplalning.  And 
even  In  Greece.  In  those  time*  when  MyrrWs  character 
must  have  been  formed,  — to  l)e  a captive,  and  subject  to  the  - 
captor’s  pleasure,  w.vs  accounted  a misfortune  indeed,  hut  |; 
mold  hardly  be  regarded  as  an  infamy.  Hut  witere  is  tba  i) 
critic  who  wmild  object  to  an  inaccuraes*  which  has  given 
occasion  to  soch  scntimenti  and  such  puetfy  ?—  Hk»Ka.j  i i 

- . A 
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I The  rfbfli  would  do  more  to  boUc  ui>on 
' The  offspring  of  their  sovereign,  and  m crush  ■ ■ — 
i ^ar.  Ah  ] do  not  name  It. 

I SiU.  Well,  then,  mark  me : when 

j They  arc  safe  beyond  the  Median’s  grasp,  the  rebels 
I Have  miss'd  their  chief  aim  the  extinction  of 
I The  line  of  Nimrod.  Though  the  promt  king 
Fall,  hb  son#  live  for  victory  and  vengeance. 

Zar.  But  could  not  I remain,  alone  ? 

, Sul.  >^1101 ! leave 

Tour  children,  with  two  parents  and  yet  orphan#  — 
In  n «‘tnmge  land -—so  young,  so  dUtant? 

Z<tr.  No  — 

My  heart  will  break. 

S'd.  Now  you  know  all — decide. 

Snr.  Zarina,  he  hath  spoken  well,  and  we 
; Must  yield  awhile  to  this  necessity. 

I Komaining  here,  you  may  lose  all ; dei>arting, 
i You  save  the  b»*ttcr  part  of  what  b left, 

; To  both  of  us  and  to  such  loyal  hearts 
j As  yet  beat  in  these  kingdoms, 
j Std.  The  time  presses, 

Sar.  Go,  then.  If  e’er  we  meet  again,  perhaps 
I I may  be  worthier  of  you  — anil,  if  not, 
j ( Remember  that  my  faults  though  not  atoned  for, 

I.  Are  ended.  Yet,  1 dread  thy  naturt*  will 
‘ Grieve  more  above  the  blighted  name  and  ashes 

Which  once  were  mightiest  in  Assyria — than 

But  I grow  womanish  again,  and  must  not ; 

I I must  learn  sternness  now.  My  sin#  have  all 
j I Been  of  the  softer  order  — hide  thy  tears  — 
li  I do  not  bid  lhc‘e  not  to  shed  them  — ’twerc 
Easier  to  stop  Euphrates  at  Its  source 
Than  one  tear  of  a true  and  tender  heart  — 

' But  let  me  not  behold  them ; they  unman  me 
Here  when  1 had  re-mann'd  myself.  My  brother, 
Lead  her  away. 

Oh,  God  I I never  shall 

Behold  him  more  I [obey’d. 

Sal.  ( driving  to  conduct  her).  Nay,  sbfer,  I »»«»<  be 
Zar.  I must  remain  — away  I you  shall  n<»t  hold  me. 
What,  shall  he  die  alone  ? — / live  alone  ? 

Sal.  lie  shall  not  Jit  alone  j but  lonely  you 
Have  lived  for  years. 

Zar.  That’s  false  ! I know  he  lived. 

And  llvetl.upon  his  Image— let  me  go  ! 

Sul.  {conducting  her  oif  the  $tnge).  Nay,  then,  I 
mmt  u«e  some  fhatenial  force. 

Which  you  will  pardon. 

Zar.  Never.  Help  me  I Ob! 

Sanlanapalos,  wilt  thou  thus  behold  me 
! i Tom  from  thee  ? 

T Std.  Nay — then  all  b lost  again, 

I If  that  thb  moment  U not  gain'd. 

Zar.  My  brain  turns  — 

My  eyes  fall  — where  b be  ? [5Ae  faintt. 

Snr.  {adpanring).  No  — set  her  down  — 

She’s  dead — and  you  have  slain  her. 

SaL  ’T  b the  more 

Faintness  of  oVrwroiight  pa<wion  ; In  the  «dr 
She  will  recover.  Pray,  keep  back.  — [/fw/c.]  1 must 

I * [ThU  seenc  has  been,  by  the  EUllnburgh  Reviewer#,  we 
kanwr  not  whv.  rxlied  **  uiele##,*'  ^ unn.ilurai,"  atxl  “ t«^iouily 
written.'*  Few  oiirieivea,  we  lire  n>>t  athATneti  to  own  (hat 
wr  have  read  it  with  emotinn.  It  U an  Interview  bc-twren 
SArdunapalus  and  hi#  neglected  wife,  whofo,  wUb  her  chit, 
li  drcD  he  U aiKmt  tn  #enil  to  a piare  of  utfety.  Here,  too, 
il  bowercr.  he  is  represented,  with  murh  poetical  art  and  jut- 
I tlcc  of  delineation,  at,  tfl  the  iniiUt  of  hit  deepest  regrets  for 


Avail  myself  of  this  sole  moment  to 

Bear  her  to  where  her  children  arv  emltark’d. 

r the  royal  galley  on  the  river. 

[SALBMrNEs  bears  her  off.  i 
Sar.  (jo/iu).  This,  too  — 

And  thb  too  must  I suffer  — I,  who  never 
Indicted  purposely  on  human  hearts 
voluntary  pang  I But  that  b false  — 

She  loved  me,  and  I loved  her.  — Fatal  passion  I 
Why  dost  thou  not  expire  at  onct  in  hearts 
Which  thou  hast  lighted  up  at  once  ? Zarina  I 
I must  pay  dearly  fur  the  desolation 
Now  brought  upon  thee.  Had  1 never  loved 
But  thee,  I should  have  been  an  unopposed 
Monarch  of  honouring  nation#.  To  what  gulfs 
A single  deviation  from  the  track 
Of  human  duties  leads  even  thu#e  who  claim 
The  homage  of  mankind  a#  their  bum  due. 

And  lind  it,  till  they  forfeit  it  themselves  1 

Enter  Mvruha. 

Sar.  }uu  here  I Who  call'd  you  ? 

A/yr.  No  one  — but  1 heard  ' 

P'ar  off  a voi(*e  of  wail  and  lamentation. 

And  thought 

Sar.  It  forms  no  portion  of  your  duties  i 

To  enter  here  till  sought  for. 

Myr.  Though  I might. 

Perhaps,  recall  some  softer  words  of  yours  j 

(.\Ilhough  they  too  were  chiding)^  which  reproved  me, 
Because  1 ever  dreaded  to  intrude ; j 

Rcsbting  my  own  wbh  and  your  injunction  i 

To  heed  no  time  nor  presence,  but  approach  you  ' 
Uncalld  for; — I retire.  Ij 

Sar.  Yet  stay  — being  here.  J 

I pray  you  pardon  me : events  have  sour'd  me 
TUI  I wax  peevbh  — heed  It  not:  I shall 
Soon  be  myself  again.  | 

Myr.  I wait  with  patience,  I 

What  I shall  see  with  pleasure. 

Sar.  Scarce  a moment 

Before  your  entrance  in  thb  hull,  Zaiina, 
tjueen  of  Assyria,  departed  hence. 

Myr.  Ahl 

Sar.  Wherefore  do  you  start  ? 

Myr.  Did  I do  so  ? j 

Sar.  'T  was  well  you  enter’d  by  another  portal,  ‘ 
Else  you  had  meL  That  pang  at  least  b spared  her  ! 
Myr.  I know  to  feel  for  her. 

Sar.  That  is  too  much,  j 

And  beyond  nature— 'tb  nor  mutual  < 

Nor  possible.  You  cannot  pity  her, 

Nor  she  aught  but  — 

Myr.  Despise  the  favourite  slave  ? 

Not  more  than  I have  ever  scorn’d  myself.  ; 

Sar.  Scorn’d  ! what,  to  be  the  envy  of  your  sex. 

And  lord  it  o'er  the  heart  of  the  wortd’s  lord  f 

Myr.  Were  you  the  lord  of  twice  ten  thousand 
worlds — 

As  you  are  like  to  lose  the  one  you  sway’d  — 

1 did  abase  myself  as  much  In  being  I 

Zorina,  chbdy  engrn«tcd  with  bimtelf  and  hi#  own  sorrow#, 
and  InciinnI.  irruncdUtrir  afterwards,  to  visit  on  poor  .Mcrrha 
(hr  paiiifui  frellngs  which  his  own  reproaches  of  nimsetl' have 
orcosiooed. Haasa.} 

s fFnr  tnutuat,  the  MS.  in  mir  hands  ha<  natural ; hut  we  ( 
arr  not  quite  sure  that  there  has  been  merely  a miipriut  Ui  i 
the  foregoing  editions,  j j 
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Tour  paramour,  a.<i  though  you  were  a peasant — 
Nay,  more,  if  that  the  peasant  were  a Greek. 

Air.  You  talk  It  well  — 

3/yr.  And  truly. 

Sar.  In  the  hour 

Of  ntan'ft  adversity  all  things  grow  daring 
I Against  the  falling  ; but  as  I am  nut 
Quite  fall  n,  nor  now  di<«p(Med  to  U'ar  reproaches, 

I Perhaps  liccausc  I merit  them  too  often. 

I..ct  us  then  ]>art  while  peace  b »UU  between  us. 

I Afyr.  Part ! 

Sar.  Have  not  all  past  human  beings  parted, 
And  must  not  all  the  present  one  day  part  ? 

A/yr.  Why? 

Sar.  For  your  s-afety,  which  I will  have  look'd  to, 
With  a strong  escort  to  your  native  land ; 

And  such  gifts  as  if  you  bad  not  been  all 
A queen,  »hall  nuke  your  duwry  worth  a kingdtMn. 

A/yr.  1 pray  you  talk  not  thus 

Sar.  The  queen  Is  gone : 

You  need  not  shame  to  follow.  I would  fall 
Alone  — I seek  no  (urtners  but  in  pleasure. 

iVyr.  And  I no  pleasure  but  in  parting  nut. 

You  shall  not  force  me  from  you.  • 

Sar.  Think  well  of  It  — 

It  soon  may  be  too  late. 

Myr.  So  let  It  be  ; 

For  then  you  r.innot  se;«rate  me  from  you. 

I Sar.  And  will  not;  but  I thought  you  wish'd  it. 

Myr,  I ! 

Sftr.  You  spoke  of  your  abasement. 

.Myr.  An<!  I feel  it 

Deeply  — more  deeply  than  all  things  but  love. 

Sar.  Then  fly  from  it, 

^fyr.  T will  not  recall  the  past  — 

*T  will  not  restore  my  honour,  nor  my  heart. 

No  — here  I stand  or  fall.  If  that  you  conquer, 

I live  to  joy  In  your  great  triumph : should 
Your  lot  be  different.  I’ll  not  weep,  but  share  it 
You  did  not  doubt  me  a few  hours  ago. 

Sar.  Your  courage  never— nor  your  love  till  now ; 
And  none  could  make  me  doubt  it  save  yourself. 
Those  words 

•Vyr.  Were  words.  I pray  you,  let  the  proofs 
Be  in  the  pa^t  acts  you  wrre  pleased  to  praiv* 

This  very  night  and  in  my  further  bearing. 

Bt’sldc,  whenever  you  arc  liome  by  fate. 

Sar.  1 am  content ; and,  trusting  In  my  cause. 
Think  we  may  yet  be  victors  and  return  ^ 

To  peace — the  only  victory  I covet 
To  me  war  Is  no  glory  — conquc.st  no 
Ilcnown.  To  be  forced  thus  to  uphold  ray  right 
Sits  beaWer  on  my  heart  than  all  the  wrings 
These  men  woubl  lam  me  Uomi  with.  Never,  never 
Can  I forget  this  night  rven  should  I live 
To  at!d  it  to  the  memory  of  others. 

I thought  to  have  mule  mine  InufTennive  rule 
An  era  of  sweet  peace  ’midst  bloody  annals 
A green  s{iot  amidst  desert  centuries. 

On  which  the  future  would  turn  bick  and  smile. 

And  cultivate,  or  sigh  when  it  could  not 
Recall  Sardanupalus*  golden  reign. 

I thought  to  have  made  my  realm  a paradise. 

And  every  moon  an  epoch  of  new  pleasuns. 

( look  the  nibble’s  shouts  for  love  — the  bn-ath 
Of  friends  f.»r  truth  — the  Ups  of  wom.m  for 
My  only  guerdon  — so  they  are,  my  Myrrha: 

[ He  kittti  her. 


! Kiss  me.  Now  let  them  take  my  realm  and  Ufcl 
They  shall  have  both,  but  never  thee  ! 

Myr.  No,  never ! 

Man  may  despoil  his  brother  man  of  ail 
That’s  great  or  glittering  — kingduras  fall  — hosts 
yield  — 

Friends  fail  — slaves  fly  — and  all  betray — and,  more 
Than  all,  the  mo»t  indebted—  but  a heart  [iL 

Tliat  loves  without  self-love  I ‘T  is  here  — now  pn>ve 

Entrr  Sauimekes. 

Sal.  I sought  you — How  I tht  here  again  ? I 

Sar.  Return  not 

Sow  to  repnxif : methsnks  your  aspect  sficaks 
Of  higher  matter  than  a woman's  presence. 

Sad.  The  only  woman  whom  it  much  imports  me 
At  such  a moment  now  is  safe  in  absence  — 

Tbe  queen 's  embark'd. 

Sar.  And  well  ? say  that  much. 

Sal.  Yes. 

Her  transient  weakness  has  pars'd  o’er ; at  lca>t. 

It  settled  into  tearh^ss  silence:  her 
Pale  face  and  glittering  eye,  after  a glance 
U|Min  her  sleeping  children,  were  still  fix’d 
Upon  the  palace  towers  as  the  swift  galley 
Stole  down  the  burning  stri'am  beneath  the  star- 
light: 

But  she  said  nothing. 

Sar.  Would  I felt  no  more 

Than  she  lias  said  1 I 

Sal.  ’TU  now  too  Kite  to  feel. 

Your  feelings  cannot  cancel  a sole  pang : 

To  change  them,  my  advices  bring  sure  tidings 
That  the  rebeilious  Modes  and  Chaldees,  maraball’d 
By  their  two  leaders,  are  alreaily  up  j 

In  arms  again ; and,  serrying  their  ranks 
Prepare  to  attack : they  have  apparently 
- Been  join’d  by  other  satraps. 

Sur.  What ! more  rebcK  ? 

j Let  us  be  first,  then.  I 

Sal.  That  were  hardly  prudent 

Now,  though  it  was  our  first  Intention.  If 
By  noon  tewmorrow  we  are  Join’d  by  those  i 

I 'vc  sent  for  by  sure  messengers  we  shall  be  | 

In  strength  enough  to  venture  an  atLick.  I 

Ay,  and  pursuit  too:  but  till  then,  tny  voice 
Is  to  await  the  onset. 

iSar.  I detest 

That  waiting : though  It  seems  so  safe  to  fight 
Behind  high  walls  and  hurl  down  foes  into 
Deep  fosses  or  behold  them  sprawl  on  spikes 
Strew'd  to  receive  them,  still  I like  It  not  — 

My  soul  seems  lukewarm ; but  when  I set  on  them. 
Though  they  were  piltnl  on  mountains  I would  have  i 
A pluck  at  them,  or  |>crisb  in  hot  blood  1—  j 

Let  me  then  charge  ! 

Std.  Ton  talk  like  a young  soldier.  i 

Sar.  I am  no  soldier,  but  a man  : speak  not 
Of  soldiership,  I loathe  the  wonl.  and  those  | 

Who  pride  them.M-lves  upon  it ; but  direct  me  j 

Where  I may  pour  ujion  them. 

SaL  You  must  sjvuv 

To  expose  your  life  too  liastily : ’tls  not 
Like  mine  or  any  other  subject’s  lireath; 

The  whole  war  turns  upon  it — with  it;  this 
Alone  creates  it,  kindles  ^id  may  quench  it  — 

Prolong  it  — end  It. 

Sar.  Then  let  us  end  both  ! 
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T were  better  thus,  perhaps  than  prolong  either ; 

I tn  sick  of  one,  perchance  of  both. 

[A  trumpet  sounds  without. 
Sal.  Hark ! 

Sar.  Let  tt* 

Reply»  not  listen. 

Sal.  And  your  woimd  I 

Sar.  *T  Is  bound  — 

*T  is  heal’d  — I had  forgotten  It.  Away  I 
A leech's  lancet  would  have  scratch'd  me  deeper ; i 
The  slave  that  gave  it  might  be  well  ashamed 
To  have  struck  so  weakly. 

Sal.  Kow,  may  none  this  hour 

Strike  with  a better  aim  ; 

Sar.  Ay,  If  we  conquer ; 

But  If  not,  they  will  only  leave  to  me 
A task  they  might  have  spared  their  king.  Tpon 
them  I [ TVumpei  sounds  apaim. 

Sal.  I am  with  yoiL 

Sar.  Ho,  my  arms ! again,  my  arms ! 

[ Exeunt. 


7Vie  same  Hull  in  the  Palace. 

MraRHA  and  Bai.ta. 

(a/  n triudotr).  The  day  at  lost  has  broken. 

What  a night 

Hath  usher'd  it ! How  bcautifhl  in  heaven  ! 
Though  varied  with  a transitory  storm. 

More  beautiful  In  that  variety  I 

How  hideous  upon  earth  ! where  peace  and  hope, 

And  love  and  revel,  in  an  hour  were  trampled 

By  human  passions  to  a human  chaos 

Not  yet  resolved  to  separate  elements.  — 

*Tis  <tarring  still  1 And  can  the  sun  so  rise, 

So  bright,  so  roiling  back  the  clouds  into 
Va{>our>  more  lovely  than  the  uncloudetl  sky. 

With  golden  pinnacles,  and  snowy  mountains 
And  billows  purplcr  than  the  ocean's,  making 
In  heaven  a glorious  mocker)-  of  llie  earth, 

So  like  we  almost  deem  it  permanent ; 

So  Beeting,  we  can  scarcely  call  it  aught 
Beyond  a vision,  *tis  so  transiently 
Scatter’d  along  the  eternal  vniult*:  and  yet 
It  dwells  uiK>n  the  soul,  and  soothes  the  soul. 

And  blends  Itself  Into  the  soul,  until 
Sunrise  and  sunset  form  the  haunted  epmrh 
Of  sorrow  and  of  love ; which  they  who  mark  nut, 
Know  not  the  realms  where  those  twin  genii  3 
(Who  chasten  and  who  purify  our  hearts. 

So  that  we  would  not  change  their  sweet  rebukes 
For  all  the  Mstcroiisjoys  that  ever  shook 
The  air  witli  clamour)  build  the  palaces 
Where  their  fotui  votiries  repose  and  breathe 
Briefly;  — but  In  that  iirief  cool  calm  inhale 
Enough  of  heaven  to  enable  them  to  hear 
The  rest  of  common,  heavy,  human  houi-s, 


And  dream  them  through  in  placid  sufferance ; 
Though  seemingly  employ'd  like  ail  the  rc»t 
Of  tolling  breathers  in  allotted  tasks  < 

Of  pain  or  pleasure,  two  names  for  one  feeling. 

Which  our  internal,  restless  agony 
Would  vary  in  the  sound,  although  the  sense 
I Escapes  our  highest  efforts  to  be  happy. 

Bat.  You  muse  rightcalmly:  and  can  you  so  watch 
The  sunrise  which  may  be  our  last  ? 

Afyr.  It  is 

' Therefore  that  I so  watch  It,  and  reproach 
Those  eyes,  which  never  may  behold  It  more, 

. For  having  look'd  upon  It  oft,  too  oft, 

I Without  the  reverence  and  the  rapture  due 
To  that  which  keeps  all  earth  from  being  as  fragile 
As  1 am  in  this  form.  Come,  look  upon  it, 

The  Chaldee's  god,  which,  when  I gaac  upon, 

1 grow  almost  a convert  to  your  Biial. 

Bed.  As  now  he  reigns  in  heaven,  so  once  on  earth 
He  sway'd. 

iVyr.  He  sways  it  now  far  more,  then  ; never 
Had  earthly  monarch  half  the  i>owcr  and  glory 
Which  centres  in  a single  ray  of  hb. 

Bat.  S«irely  he  is  a guti  1 

3fyr.  So  wc  Greeks  deem  too ; 

And  yet  I sometimes  think  that  gorgeous  orb 
Must  rather  Im;  the  abode  of  gtnb  than  one 
Of  the  immortal  sovereigns.  Now  he  breaks 
Through  all  the  clouds,  and  flits  my  eye»  with  light 
That  shuts  the  world  out  I can  look  no  mure. 

Bal.  Hark  ! beard  you  not  a sound  ? 

A/yr.  No,  ’twas  mere  fancy  j 

They  battle  It  beyond  the  wall,  and  not 
As  in  late  midnisht  conflict  in  the  vci*y 
Chambers  r the  iKilace  has  become  a fortress 
Since  that  insidious  hour ; and  here,  vvithin 
The  very  centre,  girdetl  by  vast  courts 
And  regal  halb  of  iiyrainid  proportions. 

Which  must  be  carried  one  by  one  before 
They  penetrate  to  where  they  then  arrived, 

We  are  as  much  shut  in  even  from  the  sound 
I Of  peril  as  from  glory'. 

I BaL  But  they  reach'd 

Thus  far  before. 

A/yr.  Yes,  by  sun»rise,  and  were 

Beat  back  by  valour : now  at  once  wc  have 
Courage  and  vigilance  to  guard  us. 

BaL  Hay  they 

Prosper ! 

A/yr.  That  Is  the  prayer  of  many,  and 
The  dread  of  more ; it  is  an  anxious  hour ; 

‘ I strive  to  keep  It  fh>m  my  thoughts.  Alas ! 

How  vainly ! 

Bid.  It  is  said  the  king's  demeanour 

In  the  late  action  scan-ely  more  appall'il 
The  rebels  than  astonbh’d  hb  true  suidccts. 

Afyr.  'T  b easy  to  astonish  or  appal 
The  vulgar  mass  which  moulds  a horde  of  slaves ; 

But  he  did  bravely. 

BaL  Slew  he  not  Belcscs  ? 

I heard  the  soldiers  say  he  struck  him  down. 


‘ r*  A leech's  Uncct  would  have  done  at  much."  — MS  } 

* [T'hti  description  of  the  lun  rolling  hark  the  vapoiirt  li 
apparcntlr  Imitated  from  a magnificent  scene  in  the  second 
b^k  of  Wordsworth 'a  Excurtlon  : — 

— * Rotmd  tliem  and  above. 

Glitter,  with  dark  receates  Interpoicd. 

Caiement,  and  oottage>roof,  and  stems  of  trees 


Hair.veil'd  in  vapouring  cloud,  the  tilrer  iteam 
Of  dews  fast  meUlttg  on  thHr  leafr  boughs 
By  the  strung  suubeiuns  smitten.’'] 

* SiinrUe  and  sunset  form  tlie  epoch  of 
Sorrow  .and  love ; and  thei-  who  m.-irk  them  net 
Can  ne'er  hold  cvuversc  with."  &c-— 

* C*  Of  labouring  wretches  in  allotted  tasks.".—  .MS  ] 
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Myr.  The  wretch  was  overthrown,  but  rescued  to 
Triumph,  pcrhaiw,  o’er  one  who  vanquish'd  him 
In  Rght,  as  he  had  spared  him  in  hU  peril ; 

And  by  that  heedless  pity  risk’d  a crown. 

Ba\,  Mark  1 [sluwly. 

Myr.  You  are  right:  some  steps  approach,  but 

KrAf:r  SvidieTt,  \^aring  in  Salcmbxks  with 

a bmken  Jar*lin  im  his  Sitie  .•  they  seat  him  mpom  otu 
of  the  Couches  which  furnish  the  Apartment, 
hfyr.  Oh,  Jove ! 

Bal.  Then  all  Is  over, 

Sal.  That  Is 

Hew  down  the  slave  who  says  so,  If  a soldier. 

Myr.  8ji3re  him-~he's  none:  a mere  court  but- 
terfly, 

That  flutters  in  the  pageant  of  a monarch. 

Sal.  Let  him  live  on,  then. 

So  wilt  thou,  I trust. 
Sul.  I f.dn  would  live  this  hour  out,  and  the  event. 
But  doubt  it.  Wherefore  did  ye  bear  me  here  ? 

Sol.  By  the  king’s  order.  When  the  Javelin  struck 
you. 

You  fell  and  fainted  ; *twas  his  strict  command 
To  bear  you  to  this  ball. 

Sal,  'T  was  not  III  done  : 

For  seeming  stain  in  that  cold  elixxy  trance. 

The  sight  might  shake  our  soldiers ‘—but *t  is  vain, 

1 f<*el  it  ebbing ! 

Myr.  Let  me  see  the  wound ; 

I am  not  quite  skilles-s  j in  my  native  land 

‘T  U part  of  our  Instruction.  War  being  constant. 

We  are  nen-ed  to  look  on  such  things. » 

Sti.  Best  extract 

The  Javelin. 

Myr,  Hold  1 no,  no,  it  cannot  be. 

S il.  I am  sped,  then  I 

Myr.  With  the  blood  that  fast  must  folli»w 

The  extracttsl  weaix>n,  I do  fear  thy  life. 

Sai,  And  1 not  death.  Whero  w."u»  the  king 
when  you 

Convey’d  me  from  the  spot  where  I w.*is  stricken  ? 

SJ.  irjKtn  the  same  ground,  and  encouraging 
With  voice  and  gesture  the  dispirited  troops 
Who  had  s^'cn  you  fall,  and  falter’d  back. 

Sal.  Whom  heard  yc 

Named  next  to  the  command? 

S*il.  I did  not  hear. 

Sal.  Fly,  then,  and  tell  him,  ’twas  my  la.st  request 
That  Z.imcR  take  my  post  until  the  junction, 

So  hoped  for,  yet  delay’d,  of  Ofnitanes, 

Satrap  of  Susa.  Leave  me  here : our  troops 
Arc  not  so  numerou-s  a.s  to  spare  your  absence. 

Sol.  But,  prince 

Sal.  Hence,  I say  1 Here  *s  a courtier  and 

A woman,  the  best  chamlxT  company. 

As  you  would  not  permit  me  to  expire 

I’tron  the  held,  I II  have  no  Idle  soldiers 

About  my  sick  couch.  Hence  ! and  do  my  bidding ! 

[ Exeunt  the  SttUiers. 
Myr.  G:dlant  and  glorious  spirit  I must  the  earth 
So  soon  rt'sign  thee  ? 

Sid.  Gentle  3[yrrha,  ’tis 

The  end  I would  have  chosen.  ):ad  I s.aved 
The  monarch  or  the  monarchy  by  this ; 

As  ’tls,  1 'nave  not  outlived  them. 

• [•*  Wi  are  usrj  to  siuii  infiktU  ns.**—  MS.J 


Myr.  You  wax  paler. 

SuL  Tour  hand  ; this  broken  weapon  but  proloogt 
My  pangs,  without  sustaining  life  enough 
To  make  me  uarful : 1 would  draw  it  forth, 

And  my  life  with  it,  could  I but  hear  how 
The  fight  goes. 

Enter  Saedakapauis  and  Sb^iers, 

■Stir.  My  best  brother  ! 

SM.  And  the  battle 

Is  lost  7 

iStir.  {despondinyly).  You  see  me  here. 

Sot.  I 'd  rather  see  you  thus  f 

[7/e  draws  out  the  weapon  from  the  wound 
and  dies. 

Sar.  And  thus  I will  be  <een ; unless  the  succour, 
The  last  frull  reed  of  our  beleaguer'd  holies. 

Arrive  with  OfraUnes. 

Myr.  Did  you  not 

Receive  a token  from  your  dying -brother, 

! Ap;>oiuting  Zames  chief  ? 
i Sar.  I did. 

Myr.  Where's  Ziunc*  ? 

Sur.  Dead. 

Myr.  And  AUada? 

Sar.  Dj  ing. 

Myr.  panla  ? SA-ro  ? 

Aar.  Panla  yet  lives:  but  Sfero’s  fled,  or  captive. 

I am  alone. 

Myr.  And  Is  all  lr«t  ? 

Sar.  Our  walls. 

Though  thinly  mann'd,  may  still  bold  out  against 
’fhelr  pre^wnt  force,  or  aught  save  treachery  ; 

But  I’tbe  field 

Myr.  I thought 'twas  the  intent 

Of  Salemenes  not  to  risk  a s^ly 
Till  ye  were  strengthen'd  by  the  expected  succours. 
Sar.  J over-ruled  him. 

Myr.  W’ell,  the  fault 's  a brave  one. 

Sar.  But  fatal.  Oh,  my  brother  1 I would  gi\T 
T'bese  realms,  of  which  thou  wert  the  ornament. 

The  sword  and  shield,  the  sole-redeeming  honour, 

To  call  lack But  I will  not  weep  for  thee  ; 

Thou  shalt  be  mourn'd  for  as  thou  wouldst  be  mourn’d. 
It  grieves  me  most  that  thou  couhlst  quit  this  life 
Believing  that  I could  survive  what  thou 
Il.ist  died  for  — our  long  royalty  of  race. 

If  I redeem  it,  I will  give  thee  blood 
Of  thou.\ands,  tears  of  millions,  for  atonement 
(The  tears  of  all  the  good  are  thine  already). 

If  not,  we  meet  again  soon. — If  the  spirit 
Within  us  lives  beyond;  ~thou  readest  mine, 

And  dost  me  Justice  now.  Let  me  once  clasp 
That  yet  warm  hand,  and  fold  that  throbless  heart 
[ Embraces  the  body. 

To  this  which  beats  so  bitterly.  Now,  bear 
The  body  hence. 

Soldier.  Where  ? 

Sar.  To  my  proper  chaniber. 

Place  it  beneath  my  canopy,  as  though 
The  king  lay  there ; w hen  this  Is  done,  we  will 
S[>cak  further  of  the  rites  due  to  such  ashes. 

[£.'xeunl  Soldiers  with  the  body  o^SALCMCVca. 

Enter  Pamia. 

Sar.  Well,  Panla : have  you  pbeed  U>e  guards, 
and  issued 
The  orders  fix’d  on  7 
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Pan.  Sire,  I have  obey’d. 

Siir.  And  do  the  soldiers  keep  their  hearts  up  7 
Pun.  Sire  7 

Sar.  1 'm  answer’d  J ^>'hcn  a king  asks  twice,  and 
has 

A question  as  an  answer  to  his  question, 

U is  a portent  NMiat  I they  are  dishearten'd  7 
Pan.  The  death  of  Salemenes,  and  the  shouts 
Of  the  exulting  rel)cU  on  hU  fkil, 

Have  mode  them 

Sar.  Huge — not  droop—  It  should  have  been. 
^Ve'Il  find  the  means  to  rouse  them. 

Pan.  Such  a loss 

Might  sodden  even  a victory. 

Sar.  Alas  1 

Who  can  so  feel  it  os  I feel?  but  yet,  [and  we 

Though  coop'd  within  these  walls,  they  are  strong, 
Have  those  without  will  break  thelrway  through  hosts, 
To  make  their  sovereign’s  dwelling  what  It  was  — 

A palace ; tiot  a prison,  nor  a fortress. 

Enter  an  Officer,  hastily. 

S>tr.  Thy  face  seems  ominous.  S]>cak  ! 

Offi.  I dare  not. 

Sar,  Dare  not  ? 

Ulillc  millions  dare  revolt  with  sword  in  hand ! 
That’s  strange.  I pray  thee  break  that  loyal  silence 
Which  loathes  to  shock  Its  sovereign ; we  can  hear 
Worse  than  thou  bast  to  tell. 

Pan.  Proceed,  thou  hcarcst. 

Offi.  The  wall  which  skirteil  near  the  river’s  brink 
Is  thrown  down  by  the  sudden  inundation 
Of  the  Eujthratcs.  which  now  rolling,  swoln 
From  the  eiionnous  mmmtalns  where  It  rises, 
liy  the  late  rains  of  that  teni|>eHtuous  region, 
U’erfioods  its  banks,  and  hath  destroyed  the  bulwark. 

Pun.  That  ’*  a black  augury  ! it  has  been  wild 
For  ages,  “ That  the  city  ne’er  should  yield 
To  man,  until  the  river  grew  It«  foe.” 

Sar.  I can  forgive  the  omen,  not  the  ravage. 

How  much  is  swept  down  of  the  wall  7 

Offi.  About 

Some  twenty  stadia.  i 

Sar.  And  all  this  Is  left 

Pervious  to  the  assailants  7 

Offi.  For  the  present 

The  river’s  fury  must  Impede  the  assault ; 

But  when  he  shrinks  into  his  wonted  channel. 

And  may  be  cross’d  by  the  accustom'd  barks, 

The  palace  Is  their  own. 

Sfir.  That  shall  be  never, 

Though  men,  and  gods,  and  elements,  and  omens. 
Have  risen  up  ’gainst  one  who  ne’er  provoked  them. 
My  fathers’  house  shall  never  be  a cave 
For  wolves  to  horde  and  howl  in. 

Pan.  With  your  sanction, 

I will  proceed  to  the  spot,  and  take  such  m^urcs 
For  the  assurance  of  the  vacant  s|>acc 
As  time  and  means  permit. 

Sar.  About  it  straight ; 

And  bring  roe  back,  as  s[>ecdily  as  full 
And  fair  investigation  may  permit. 


Re{K>rt  of  the  true  state  of  this  irruption 
Of  waters.  [Exeunt  Panu  and  the  Officer, 

Myr.  Thus  the  very  waves  rise  up 
Against  you. 

Air.  They  are  not  my  subjects  girl. 

And  nuy  be  parilon'd,  since  they  can't  be  punish’d,  , 
Myr.  I joy  to  see  this  portmit  shakes  you  not.  | 
Sar.  I am  past  the  fear  of  portents:  they  can  ted  ice 
Nothing  I have  not  told  myself  siuce  midnight: 

Des|Hiir  anticipates  such  things.  i| 

Afyr.  Despair  I I 

Sar.  No;  not  despair  prcdsidy.  When  we  know  I 
All  that  can  come,  and  bow  to  meet  it,  our  , 

ResoU’es,  If  firm,  may  merit  a more  noble  : 

Word  than  this  is  to  give  It  utterance.  | 

But  what  are  words  to  us  7 we  have  well  nigh  dune  [I 
With  them  and  ail  things.  I 

Myr.  one  deed — the  Ia»t 

And  greatest  to  ail  mortals  ; emwning  act 
Of  all  that  was  — or  U — or  U to  be  — < 

The  only  thing  common  to  all  mankind,  I 

.So  different  In  their  births,  tongues,  sexes,  natures,  i 
Hues,  features,  rllincs,  times,  feelings,  intellects,  * ' 

Without  one  iMjiiit  of  union  save  In  this,  '■ 

To  which  wc  tend,  for  which  we’re  bom,  and  thread 
The  labyrinth  of  mystery,  call’d  life.  [cheerful. 

Air,  Our  clew  being  well  nigh  wound  out,  let's  be 
They  who  have  nothing  more  to  fear  may  well 
Indulge  a smile  at  that  which  once  appall'd; 

As  children  at  discover'd  bugbears. 

pe-exler  PaxU. 

Pan.  ’T  U i 

As  was  reiK>rted  i I have  order’d  there 
.K  double  guard,  withdrawing  from  the  wall 
Where  it  was  strongest  the  required  addition 
To  watch  the  breach  occasion’d  by  the  water*. 

Sar.  You  have  done  your  duty  faithfully,  and  as 
My  worthy  Panla  I further  ties  Iiotwecn  us  | 

Dniw  near  a close  — I pray  you  take  this  key : 

[ Gives  a key. 

It  opens  to  a secret  chamber,  placed 
Behind  the  couch  in  my  own  chamber.  (Now 
Press’d  by  a nobler  weight  than  e’er  It  bore — 

Though  a long  line  of  sovereigns  have  Iain  down  ! 
Along  its  golden  frame  — as  l>earing  for  j 

A time  what  late  was  Salemenes.)  Search  l 

The  secret  covert  to  which  this  will  lead  you;  ,j 

’Tis  full  of  treasure  ’ ; take  It  for  yourself 
And  your  companions  j there 's  enough  to  load  yc. 
Though  ye  be  many.^  Let  the  slaves  be  freed,  Ux> ; 
And  all  the  Inmates  of  the  palace,  of 
Wliatever  sex,  now  quit  It  In  an  hour.  [plea.«ure. 
Thence  launch  the  regal  barks,  once  form'd  for 
And  now  to  serve  for  safety,  and  embark.  ' 

7'he  river's  broad  and  swoln,  amt  uncommanded 
(Mure  |)otent  than  a king)  by  these  besiegers.  ' 

Fly  1 and  be  hap;>y  ! 

Pan.  Under  your  pn>tectlon  1 

So  you  accompany  your  faithful  guard. 

Sar.  No.  Panla  1 that  must  not  be ; get  thee  hence. 
And  leave  me  to  my  fate.  ; 


* About  two  miles  and  a halC 

* f’*  Compl«\ioni.  climes,  eras,  and  Intellects.”  — MS.) 

> [“  Athenieui  roAkes  these  treasures  amottnl  to  a thousand 
Bnyrtiids  ot  uleots  of  gold,  and  ten  times  as  many  talents  of 
fllTer,  whkb  Is  a turn  that  exceeds  all  credibility.  A man  is 


lost  if  he  attempts  to  sum  up  the  whole  Tslue;  which  In* 
duces  me  to  believe,  that  Atnenvus  must  have  wry  iauJ: 
exaggerati’d  : however,  wc  may  be  assured,  from  Hf  iw  coJOt, 
that  the  treasures  were  immensely  great.”—  RuLU.v.j 
* [ . . *•  Ye  will  find  the  erevfre 

To  which  the  key  Sts,  v^tb  a little  care.”  — 
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/tif*.  'Tb  the  first  time 

I ever  disobey'd : but  now 

Sar.  So  all  men 

Dare  beard  me  now,  and  Insolence  within 
Apes  Treason  from  without.  Question  no  further; 
Tb  my  command,  my  last  command.  Wilt  thou 
Oppose  It  ? thou  / 

Pam.  But  yet— not  yet 

Sar.  Well,  then. 

Swear  that  you  will  obey  when  I shall  give 
The  signal. 

Pan.  With  a heavy  but  true  heart 
I promise. 

Sar.  *TU  enough.  Now  onler  here 
Faggots,  plne*nuts,  and  wither'd  leaves,  and  such 
Things  as  catch  lire  and  bhue  with  one  sole  spark  ; 
Bring  cedar,  too,  and  precious  drug’s,  and  spices. 

And  mighty  planks,  to  nourish  a tall  pile ; 

Bring  frankincense  and  myrrh,  too,  for  it  Is 
For  a great  sacrifice  I build  the  pyre  I 
And  heap  them  round  yon  throne. 

Pan.  My  lord  I 

Sar.  I have  said  It, 

And  yoK  have  steam. 

Pan.  .^nd  could  keep  my  faith 

Without  a vow.  [£xi/  Pania. 

\fyr.  WTiat  mean  you  ? 

,S’ar.  Tou  shall  know 

Anon  — what  the  whole  earth  shall  ne'er  foiget 

Pania.  returning  u’ith  a Herald. 

Pan.  My  king,  In  going  forth  upon  my  duty. 

This  herald  has  been  brought  before  rac,  craving 
An  audience. 

Sar.  Let  him  speak. 

Her.  The  Kinp  Arbaccs 

S'tr.  >Vhat,  crown’d  already  ? — But  proceed. 

Hrr.  Beleses, 

The  anointed  high-priest—— 

Sar.  Of  what  god,  or  demon  ? 

With  new  kings  rise  new  altars.  But,  proceed  : 

You  arc  sent  to  prate  your  master's  will,  and  not 
Reply  to  mine. 

Her.  And  &itnip  Ofratanes  — 

Sar.  Why,  he  is  ours. 

Hrr.  (^shoteinp  a ring').  Be  sure  that  he  is  now 
In  the  camp  of  the  conquerors : behold 
His  signet  ring. 

Sar.  *T  is  hh.  A worthy  triad  ! 

Poor  Salcmenes  t thou  ha«t  died  in  time 
To  see  one  treachery  the  less ; this  man 
Was  thy  true  friend  and  my  most  trusted  subject. 
Proceed. 

Her.  They  offer  thee  thy  life,  and  freedom 
Of  ch«d(^  to  single  out  a residence 
In  any  of  the  further  provinces, 

Guarded  and  watch'd,  but  not  confined  in  person, 
Where  thou  shall  pa.«  thy  days  in  peace ; but  on 
Condition  that  the  three  young  princes  arc 
Given  up  as  hostages. 

Sar.  (iroaicafZv).  The  generous  victors! 

Her.  I wait  the  answer. 

Sar.  Answer,  slave  I How  long 

Have  slaves  decided  on  the  doom  of  kings  ? 

Ihr.  Since  they  were  free. 

Sar.  Mouthpiece  of  mutiny  t 

Thou  St  the  least  shall  learn  the  penalty 
Of  treason,  though  its  pru^cy  only.  Pania  1 


Let  bU  head  be  thrown  from  our  walls  within 
The  rebels'  lines,  his  carcass  down  the  river. 

Away  with  him ! 

[pAKiA  and  the  Guards  seizing  him. 
Pan.  I never  yet  obey’d 

Vour  orders  with  more  pleasure  than  the  present. 
Hence  witli  him,  soldiers ! do  not  soil  this  hall 
Of  royalty  with  treasonable  gore ; 

Put  him  to  rest  without 

Her.  A single  word : 

My  office,  king,  is  sacred. 

5ar.  And  what's  mine? 

That  thou  shuuldst  come  and  dare  to  ask  of  me 
To  lay  it  down  ? 

Her.  I but  obey’d  my  orders. 

At  the  same  peril  if  refused,  as  now 
Incurr'd  by  my  obedience. 

5ar.  So  there  are 

New  monarch^  of  an  hour’s  growth  as  despotic 
.Vs  sovereigns  swathed  In  purple,  aiid  enthnmed 
From  birth  to  manhood  ! 

Her.  My  life  waits  your  brc.ilh. 

Yours  (I  speak  humbly)  — but  it  may  be  — yours 
M.ay  also  be  in  danger  scarce  less  Imminent: 

Would  it  then  suit  the  last  hours  of  a line 
Such  as  Is  that  of  Nimrod,  to  destroy 
A peaceful  herald,  unarm'd,  in  hU  office ; 

And  violate  not  only  alt  that  man 
Holds  sacrt*d  bt'twccn  man  and  man  — but  that 
More  holy  tie  which  links  us  with  the  gotU?  [act 
Sar.  He 's  right. — Ixrt  him  go  fn*e.  — My  life's  but 
Shall  not  be  one  of  wrath.  Here,  fellow,  take 

[Ci'cM  him  a golden  cup  from  a table  near. 
This  gulden  goblet,  let  it  hold  your  wine, 

An<l  think  of  me;  or  melt  it  into  ingots, 

And  think  of  nothing  but  their  weight  and  value. 

Her.  I th.’ink  you  doubly  for  my  life,  and  this 
Most  goqtcous  gl^  which  renders  It  more  pnrious. 
But  must  I bear  no  answer? 

Sar.  Yes,  — I ask 

An  hour's  truce  to  consider. 

Her.  But  an  hour's  ? 

Sar.  An  hour's : If  at  the  expiration  of 
That  time  your  masters  hear  no  further  from  me, 
They  are  to  deem  that  1 nyect  their  terms, 

And  act  befittlngly. 

Her.  I shall  not  fail 

To  be  a faithful  legate  of  your  pleasure. 

Sar.  And  hark  1 a word  more. 

Her.  ■ I shall  not  forget  it, 

Whate’er  It  be. 

Sar.  Commend  me  to  Boleses ; 

And  tell  him,  ere  a year  expire,  I summon 
Him  hence  to  meet  me. 

Her.  Where  ? 

Sar.  At  Babylon. 

At  least  from  thence  he  will  depart  to  meet  me. 

Her.  J shall  obey  you  to  the  letter.  [ Exit  Herald. 
Sar.  Pania ! — 

Now,  my  good  Pania ! — quick — with  what  I order’d. 

Pan.  My  lord,  — the  soldiers  are  already  chargc<l. 
And,  see ! they  enter. 

[Soldiers  ea/er,  and  form  a IHle  about  the 
Throne^  |pc. 

Sar.  Higher,  my  good  soldiers, 

And  thicker  yet ; and  sec  that  the  foundation 
Be  such  as  will  not  speedily  exhaust 
Its  own  too  subtle  ftamc ; nor  yet  be  quench'd 
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. ’ With  aught  offlcious  aid  would  bring  to  quell  It. 

; L/Ct  the  thnme  form  the  core  of  It;  I would  nut 
I I>eave  th.it,  mvc  fraught  with  fire  unquenchable, 
j To  the  new  comers.  Frame  the  whole  as  if  , 

I *T  were  tu  enkindle  the  strong  tower  of  our 
Inreteratc  enemies.  Now  It  bc.irs  an  asiicct  I 
\ ' flow  Kkf  you,  Panla,  will  this  pile  suffice  1 

' Fur  a king's  obsequies  ? ! 

' pan.  Ay,  fur  a kingdom's. 

I I understand  you,  now.  | 

[I  5(jr.  And  blame  me  ? ! 

I Pan.  No  — 

I Let  me  but  Are  the  pile,  and  share  it  with  you. 

I .Vyr.  That  duty '»  mine.  I 

j Pan.  A woman’s ! 

iVyr.  ’TU  the  soldier's 

: Part  to  dic/ljr  his  sovereign,  and  why  not 
j The  woman’s  with  her  lover  ? 

' t Pan,  ‘T  Is  most  strange  ! 

i . A/yr.  But  not  so  rare,  n»y  PanLi,  as  thou  thlnk'st  it. 

■ I In  the  mc.m  time,  live  thou.  — Farewell  1 the  pile 

I,  Is  ready. 

Pan.  I should  shame  to  leave  my  sovereign 
With  but  a single  female  to  partake 
1 His  death. 

I 6’ar.  Too  many  far  have  heralded 
II  Me  to  the  dust,  already.  Oet  thee  hence 
ji  Lnrlch  thee. 

1 1 Pan.  And  live  wretched ! 

j ' Sar.  Think  upon  ! 

I Tby  vow: — ‘t is  sacred  and  irrevocable.  j 

I Pan.  Since  it  Is  so,  farewell.  | 

I Sar.  Search  well  my  chamber,  j 

Feel  no  remorse  at  bearing  off  the  gold ; 

Remember,  what  you  leave  you  leave  the  slaves 
I Who  slew  me : and  when  you  have  borne  away 
I All  safe  off  to  your  boats,  blow  one  long  blast 
. Upon  the  trumpet  as  you  quit  the  palace. 

' The  river’s  brink  U too  remote,  its  stream 
Too  loud  at  present  to  permit  the  echo 
To  reach  distinctly  from  its  banks.  Then  fly,— 

Ami  as  yuu  sail,  turn  buck ; but  still  keep  on 
Vour  way  along  the  Euphrates ; If  you  reach 
The  land  of  Paphlagonia,  where  the  queen 
Is  safe  with  my  three  sons  in  Cotta’s  court. 

Say  what  you  taw  at  parting,  and  request 
That  she  remember  what  I taid  at  one 
Parting  more  mournful  stilt 
. Pan.  That  royal  hand  I 

I Let  me  then  once  more  press  It  to  my  lips ; 

I And  these  poor  sohliers  who  throng  round  you,  and 
y Would  fain  die  with  you  t 

[ The  Soldiert  and  Pakia  throng  round  A/iw, 
kitting  hit  hand  and  the  hem  of  hit  robe. 

Sar.  My  best ! my  last  friends ! 

Let’s  not  unman  each  other  — part  at  once : 

All  farewells  should  be  sudden,  when  for  ever. 

Else  they  make  an  eternity  of  moments. 

And  clog  the  last  sad  sands  of  life  with  tears. 

Hence,  and  be  happy : trust  me,  I am  not 

Sow  to  be  pitied  ; or  &r  more  for  what 

Is  past  than  present ; — for  the  future,  't  Is 

In  the  hands  of  the  deities,  if  such 

There  be : I shall  know  soon.  Farewell  — Farewell. 

\^Exeunt  Pania  and  Soldiert, 
Mgr.  These  men  were  honest:  It  is  comfort  still 
That  our  last  looks  should  be  on  loving  faces. 

Sar.  And  loodg  ones,  my  beautiful  I— but  bear  me  1 


If  at  this  moment, — fur  we  now  are  on 

The  brink,  — thou  feel'st  an  inward  shrinking  ftx)m 

This  leap  through  flame  into  the  future,  say  It ; 

I shall  not  love  thee  less  j nay,  perhaps  more, 

For  yielding  tu  thy  nature ; and  there's  time 
Yet  fur  thee  to  escape  hence. 

Mgr.  Shall  I light 

One  of  the  torches  which  lie  heap'd  beneath 
The  ever-burning  lamp  that  burns  without, 

Before  Baal's  shrine,  in  the  adjoining  ball  ? 

Sar.  Do  so.  Is  that  tby  answer  ? 

Mgr.  Thou  shall  see. 

[Exit  MrantiA. 

&ir.  (so/mj).  She’s  firm.  My  lathers  I whom  i will 
It  may  lie,  purified  by  death  fmm  some  [ngoin, 
Of  the  gross  stains  of  loo  material  being, 

I Would  not  leisve  your  anident  fliM  abode 
To  the  defUement  of  usur{)ing  bondmen ; 

If  I have  not  kept  your  Inheritance 
As  >e  bequeath  d it,  this  bright  part  of  it, 

Your  treasure,  your  abode,  your  sacrcil  relics 
Of  arms  and  recorth,  monuments,  and  spoils, 

In  which  theg  would  have  revell’d,  I bear  with  me 
To  you  in  that  absorbing  clen:ent, 

Which  most  personifies  the  soul  as  leaving 
The  Ic&st  of  matter  unconsumed  before 
Its  fiery  workings : — and  the  light  of  tbU 
Most  royal  of  funere.il  pyres  shall  l)e 
Not  a mere  pillar  form’d  of  cloud  and  flame, 

A beacon  In  the  hurixon  for  a day, 

And  then  a mount  of  ashi*«,  but  a light 
To  lesson  ages,  rebel  nations,  and 
Voluptuous  princes.  Time  shall  quench  full  many 
A people’s  reconis,  and  a hero’s  acts ; 

Sweep  empire  after  empire,  like  this  first 
Of  empires,  into  nothing ; but  even  then 
Shall  spare  this  deed  of  mine,  and  hold  U up 
A problem  few  dare  imitate,  and  none 
Despise  — but,  it  may  be,  avoid  the  life 
Which  led  to  such  a consummation. 

MraauA  returnt  with  a lighted  Tarch  in  one  Jland^ 
and  a Cup  in  the  other. 

Mgr.  lx* : 

I've  lit  the  lamp  which  lights  us  to  the  stars. 

Sar.  And  the  cup  t 

Mgr.  ’Tis  my  countr)’*  custom  lo 

Make  a libation  to  the  gods. 

Sar.  And  mine 

To  make  libations  amongst  men.  1 ‘ve  not 
Forgot  the  custom ; and  although  alone. 

Will  drain  one  draught  in  memory  of  many 
A Joyous  banquet  past. 

[SAaDANAPALCs  tahet  the  cup,  and  after  drink- 
ing and  tinkling  the  reverted  cup,  at  a drjfi 
fallt,  exelaimt  — 

And  this  libation 
Is  for  the  excellent  Ik'lescs. 

Mgr.  W"hy 

Dwells  thy  mind  rather  upon  that  man's  name 
Than  on  bls  mate's  In  villany  ? 

Sar.  The  one 

D a mere  soldier,  a mere  tool,  a kind 
Of  human  sword  In  a friend’s  hand ; the  other 
Is  master-mover  of  his  warlike  puppet : 

But  I dismiss  them  from  my  mind.  — Tet  pause, 

My  Myrrba  t dost  thou  truly  follow  me. 

Freely  and  fearlenly  ? 

T8 
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I yfyr.  And  dcxt  thou  think 

A <»reek  fjirl  dare  not  do  f«»r  love,  that  which  I 

An  Indian  widow  bruves  for  cu'«tom  ? t j 

Sar.  Th<‘ti  | 

We  but  await  the  ilgnal. 

I Myr.  It  is  long 

In  mmnding. 

I S‘ir.  Now,  farewell ; one  laH  embrace, 

i iUyr,  Embrace,  Imt  not  the  la.-^t ; then*  U one  more. 

Sar.  True,  the  commingling  fire  wlH  mix  our 

a’»he». 

Myr.  And  pure  M Is  my  love  to  thee,  fhall  they, 
Purged  from  the  dr.>srt  of  earth,  and  earthly  paasiun, 

I Mix  {Kilc  with  thine.  A single  thought  yet  Irks  me. 

I Sar.  Say  it. 

I'  3fyr.  It  \*  that  no  kind  hand  will  gather 

I:  The  dmt  of  both  !iuu  one  urn. 

,W.  The  better ; 

' Rather  let  them  lie  borne  abroad  upon 
I The  winds  of  heaven,  and  scatter'd  into  air. 

Than  be  polluted  more  by  human  hands 
' Of  slaves  and  traitors.  In  this  bUuing  lutlaoe, 

1 And  Its  enormous  walls  of  recking  ruin, 

1 We  leave  a nobler  monument  than  Egypt 
j Hath  piled  in  her  brick  mountains,  o'er  dead  kins'',^ 

. Or  ktHt,  for  none  know  whether  those  proud  piles 

I • [ •*  And  »lial  U there 

An  tndUn  widow  darv'i  fur  niktoin,  which 
A ticcek  girl  dare  not  do  for  love  ? " — M-S.J 
* [Tliesc  line*  nre  in  Imd  taste  Hnmtgh,  frenn  the  Jingle  be. 
tween  *isg»  and  tw,  down  to  the  alminUtr  of  liellevliig  that 
Sardanspislui  at  such  a mmnent  would  be  likely  (n  disrim  a 
pomt  of  aotik|uariait  ruriosity.  Uut  they  itisolve  also  an  aua> 
cbrniiism.  Inasmoeh  as.  whatetrr  tUle  (>e  assigned  to  Uie 
erection  of  the  earlier  pyramids,  there  can  be  no  reason  for 
anprelienJing  that,  at  the  fait  of  Nineveh,  and  wliile  the 
kingdom  and  hierarchy  of  l*'srypt  snIisist'Hl  in  their  full  splen* 
dour,  the  destlnatinn  of  tho«e  immense  fabrics  could  nave 
iieim  a miUter  of  doubt  to  any  whn  might  inquire  ennreming 
them.  llerod>>tu*,  three  hundred  reart  later,  may  h.tve  iieen 
misinfunnisi  of  tbe«e  |H>inU:  but,  when  Kardanapahts  lived, 
the  erection  of  pyramids  must,  in  all  probalillity,  have 
not  biH'n  Uiil  of  unfrequeiit  occurrence,  and  the  nature  of 
their  contents  no  subject  of  mistake  or  mystery.  — Hrnca.] 

^ [Here  an  anonyreous  critic  suspects  Lord  Bymn  of  having 
read  old  Fulier,  who  says,  in  bis  quaint  way,  **  the  pyramids,  ' 

I ^ling  with  age,  have  furgotien  the  names  of  their  founder^*'] 
j * [In  **  Sardanapalus ’*  Loni  Myron  h.as  been  far  more  for. 

tunate  than  in  the  “ IX>ge  of  Venice,”  inasmuch  as  his  sutijert 
I Is  one  eminently  adapted  not  only  to  trageilr  in  general,  but 
to  tliat  peculiar  kind  of  trageily  which  l,ord  Myron  It  anxious 
I to  recoromeml.  The  history  of  the  but  of  (he  .A»«yrian  kings 
Is  at  imce  sufficiently  well  known  to  awaken  Unit  previous 
ji  interest  whU-li  bidongs  to  illustrious  names  and  early  asso. 

( I ciations  . and  sntfic  irntly  remote  nitd  obscure  to  admit  of  any 
n mudlHcation  of  incident  or  character  which  a poet  may  find 
{ convenient.  AH  that  we  know  of  Nineveh  and  its  sovereigns 
It  Is  m-tjettic,  indistinct,  and  mysterious.  We  re.xd  of  an  extori. 

I sive  and  elrlUseit  monarchy  erected  in  the  ages  immediately 
I •urrrvding  the  deluge,  and  existing  In  full  miglit  and  tnajestr 
! while  tlie  shores  of  Greece  and  Italy  were  unotcunliHl, 
cxre|it  liy  iMvirig  savage*.  We  reatl  of  an  empire  whose 
Influence  exterule«l  from  Samarcand  to  Troy,  and  from  the 
mountains  of  Judah  to  (hose  of  ('.vurasus.  suiiverted.  after  a 
continuance  of  thirteen  Imndnxi  ye.-irs,  arid  a dynasty  of  thirty 
gerserattiHis.  in  an  almost  Incredibly  short  ipai  e of  time,  less 
hr  the  revolt  of  two  pmrirH'es  than  by  the  anger  of  Heasen 
and  the  predicted  ftiry  i>f  natural  and  Inanimate  aginiti.  Ami 
the  influence  which  both  the  conquests  and  tho  misfortunes 
ol  Assyria  *pi«ear  to  have  exerted  over  the  fates  of  the  ' 
petiple  for  whom,  of  all  others  In  aiirimt  history,  our  strong*  | 
c*t  teelingt  are  ^from  religioiu  motives)  interested,  throws 
a sort  of  sacred  {Kiinp  over  the  greatness  and  the  mines  of 
i the  desiTendant*  of  Nimrod,  and  a reverence  which  no  other 
eauaily  rrmKe  portion  of  profane  history  Is  iiksdy  to  obtain 
with  lu.  At  the  same  time,  all  which  we  know  U so  brief,  so 
I general,  and  so  disjointed,  that  we  have  few  of  those  nreenn* 
j celved  rcit‘ef7i  of  the  persons  ami  facts  rrpresentfxl  which  In 
. classiral  dramas  if  scrtllely  followed,  destrov  the  inlcrcst, 

' and  if  rashly  departed  from  offend  the  prejudim.  of  the 
reader  or  the  auditor.  An  outline  Is  given  of  the  most  ma- 
jestic kind  I but  it  U an  outline  only,  which  the  poet  may  fill  I 


Be  for  their  monaroh,  or  their  ox-god  ApU ; 

So  much  for  monument!!  that  have  forgutten  I 

Their  very  record  1* 

Myr.  Then  farewell,  thou  earth  j 

And  loveliest  x|mt  of  earth  I farewell,  loniu  ! 

Be  thou  still  free  and  beautiful,  and  far 
Aloof  from  desolation  I My  la»i  pmyer  | 

Wa:!  for  thee,  my  last  thoughts,  save  one,  were  of  thee  I ‘ 
Sar.  And  that?  it 

Myr.  Is  yours.  j 

[ 7%c  trumpet  ofFxHtJi  tauntls  without.  1 
&tr.  Hark  ; | 

Myr.  Sow ! 

Sar,  Adieu,  Assyria ! 

1 loved  thee  well,  my  own,  my  fathers'  land,  j. 

And  better  as  my  countiy-  than  my  kingdom. 

I sated  thee  with  peace  and  joys ; and  this 
Is  my  reward  ! and  now  1 owe  thee  nothing,  \ 

Not  even  a grave.  \^lle  mounti  the  pile.  '• 

Now,  Myrrha  1 I 

Myr,  Art  thou  ready  ? 

Sar.  As  Uic  torch  in  thy  grasp. 

[Mvkkha  ^rcj  the  pile. 

Myr.  'Tis  fired  J 1 come.  !; 

[.■it  Myakha  eprinpt  forward  to  fAroir  hcrtelf  1 
into  the  jUimei,  the  Curtain  faUt.  * ^ 

up  at  pleasure ; and  in  ascribing,  as  Lord  Byron  has  done  I 
fur  the  sakeuf  hit  favourite  uiilties.  the  de*tructluii  of  tlie  I 
Auyrlan  empire  to  the  treason  of  one  night.  Insti-ail  of  the  | 
war  of  tever.'d  years,  he  ha*  neither  shocked  mir  IwUer  Know- 
ledge, oor  incurred  any  conspicuous  improbahility. . . . Still, 
however,  the  developement  of  S.irrtan.ipalm't  character  ti 
Incidental  only  to  the  plot  of  Lord  Byron’s  drama,  and  tJuxigh  ! 
the  uultles  have  routined  his  picture  within  far  narrower  | 
limits  than  he  might  otherwise  luive  thought  adv  i>abie,  the 
character  is  admirably  tketebed  : ie>r  it  there  any  one  of  the  | 
portrait*  of  tins  great  master  which  give*  us  a uiiire  tavour-  [ 
able  opinion  of  his  talenu.  his  furre  of  cutM'rpti'm,  bit  d«s  I 
bracy  and  vigour  of  toucii,  or  the  richness  and  harmony  of 
hU  colouring.  He  had.  hioiced.  no  unfavosirablr  groundwork, 
even  In  the  tew  hints  tupplieii  by  the  ancient  historians,  as  to 
the  conduct  and  history  of  the  la*t  and  moi>t  iiorottunate  of 
the  line  of  Belui.  Though  accused  (whether  truly  or  falsely), 
by  bis  triumphant  enemies,  of  the  most  rt-voltlng  vsccs, 
an  effeminacy  even  heyoml  what  might  b,*  exjiecfed  from  the 
last  dreg*  or  Asiatic  desjiotlsin,  we  find  S.irdanapalus,  when 
roused  by  the  approach  of  danger,  conducting  his  armies 
with  a courage,  a skill,  ami,  for  »ome  (imr  at  least,  with  a 
•mce«s  not  inferior  to  Uiust*  of  his  mutt  warlike  ancestors. 

We  find  him  retaining  to  the  last  the  lideHty  of  hit  most 
truR(r«i  servants,  hts  nearest  kindroil.  and  no  small  propor- 
tion of  hit  hardiest  subjects.  We  see  him  providing  for  the 
safety  of  hit  wife,  hit  children,  and  his  < a|)ltal  city,  w ith  all 
the  calmncM  and  prudence  of  an  ex{>eripnced  captahi.  We 
sn>  him  at  length  siilMlued,  not  by  man,  but  by  Heaven  and 
the  elements,  and  seeking  his  death  with  a mixture  of  heroism 
and  ferocltr  which  little  acrords  with  our  notions  of  a weak 
or  utterly  (iegraded  character.  And  even  the  strange  sbx'y, 
variously  told,  and  without  further  explanation  scarcely  in- 
tclligihle.  which  represents  him  as  building  {or  fortifying) 
two  ritiet  in  a single  day,  and  then  deforming  his  exploits 
with  au  indecent  image  and  iuseriptioo.  would  seem  to  miply 
A mixture  of  energy  with  his  folly  out  imtKHiUde,  perliaf>«,  to 
the  madness  of  absolute  power,  and  which  may  lead  us  to 
impute  his  fall  less  to  weakness  than  to  an  injudicious  and 
oitentntiou*  contempt  of  tlie  opiulons  and  prejudices  of  man- 
kind.  Such  a character, — luxurious,  energetic,  mlsanthm. 
piral.  — affnnli,  beyontl  a doulit,  no  ctrmtn«n  advantages  to 
the  work  of  pvjetlc  deUneaUoo ; and  it  Is  precisely  the  rhariw-- 
tcf  which  Ixmi  Byron  most  delights  to  draw,  and  which  be 
luLs  succeetleil  best  in  drawing.  — Hanea. 

I remetnlier  Ixir»l  Byron’s  mentkmlng,  that  the  story  of 
Sardanapaliis  hail  l>em  working  in  hU  brain  for  sevtm  years 
before  be  commenced  IL  — TaKLawgar. 

The  following  is  an  extract  from  ITie  Idfcof  Dr,  Parr j 
**  In  the  course  of  the  evening  the  Poctor  cried  out  — * Have  ' 
yrm  read  Sardanapalui  ?*  — * Yes,  Sir?*  — ’Bight;  anil  ji>u 
could  n’t  sleep  a wink  after  It  ? ‘ — * No  * — * MlgfiL  right  — ' 

now  don’t  say  a word  more  atamt  it  to  nigh’.  ‘ The  memi'ry 
of  that  fine  poem  seemed  to  act  like  a spell  of  horrible  itteC- 
natiOQ  U|iOQ  him.”] 
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THE  TWO  FOSCARI. 
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AN  HISTORICAL  TRAGEDY.* 


The  father  foftcni,  but  the  governor  *»  rceolved.  — Cmma 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MEM. 

Francis  Foscari,  Doge  of  PoiiW. 

ZxcoTO  FoscarIi  Soh.  of  the  Dogt. 

Jamrs  IaOiikdano,  a Vntritxtxn. 

Marco  Memmo,  a Chief  of  the  Fortg, 
Eakrariuo,  a Senaior. 

Other  Senators,  the  Council  of  Ten, 
CuurxUt  Attendants,  kc. 

WOM.4X. 

Marina.  /ny«  o/’jw/wg  Fosca hi. 

Scene.  — The  Ducal  Palace.  Venice. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  1. 

A Hall  in  the  Dncal  Ptduce. 

Kxter  Lorkpano  * and  Darrarico,  meeting. 
l4>r.  WiiERR  is  the  priiwner  ? 

Di‘f.  RejKfsing  from 

The  Question. 

* f“  B^iPin  June  the  ISib,  completed  Julj  the  thh,  Ravonna, 
iEEI.  — Z^ynm.'’— . SfS. 

*•  The  Two  Fo*C4Ti " tra*  compotrd  at  RarennA,  between 
the  lltb  of  June  ami  the  lOth  nf  Julj-,  }Ril.  and  piihlithed 
with  “ Snriianapahu”  in  the  rollom  inR  Deremher.  *•  The  Ve- 
*>rtlan  itorj*,*’  write*  IajhI  BTro:i  to  Mr.  Murnt)-,  “ U itrictJy 
hi«torlraL  1 am  much  mortified  that  GIlTurd  dt>n*t  take  to 
my  new  ilrama*.  To  be  aure,  they  are  ai  opprnite  to  the 
Ene>i»h  drama  at  one  thins  can  be  to  another  ; Imt  1 hare  a 
notion  that,  if  umlenlood,  thrr  will,  in  time,  find  favour 
fthouffh  f*ot  on  the  xtase)  with  the  reader.  Ihe  limplidty  of 
plot  i*  intentional,  and  the  avoidanre  of  rdal  alto,  as  also  the 
eompressinn  of  the  speeches  in  the  more  sercre  situations. 
W hat  I seek  to  show  In  ‘ the  Foscarit*  Is  the  rvpprettetl  passions 
rather  than  the  rant  of  the  present  day.  For  that  matter  — 

* Nay.  if  thou  It  mouth, 

I ’ll  rant  as  wrK  at  thou  — * 

wreild  not  he  dlfflruh.  a*  I think  1 have  shown  in  my  younjpT 
productions'. -isor  <frotMr<'r  ones,  to  be  sure.**—.  An  account 
of  the  incidents  on  which  this  play  is  founded.  It  givi>n  in  the 
' Appendix-  •] 

* [The  disadvantARf,  atkI.  in  truth,  ahsuniity,  of  tacrifldns 
higher  objects  to  a formal  adherence  to  the  unities  (seedMAr, 
p.  ^44.)  is  strikingly  displayed  in  this  drama.  The  whole  ln> 
lerest  here  turns  it)ion  the  Younger  Foscari  having  returned 
from  banishment,  in  defiance  of  the  law  and  its  consequences, 

• [See  Arri-NDIX : The  Two  Foscarl,  Note  A.J 


Lor.  The  hour  *»  past  — fix'd  yestf  nl  ty 

For  the  resumption  of  his  trial. — Id;t  its 
Rs^juin  uur  colleagues  in  the  council,  and 
Urge  his  recall. 

Bar.  Nay,  let  him  pmflt  by 

A few  brief  minutes  for  hU  tortunul  limbs  • 

He  was  oVrwrought  by  the  Question  yesterday. 

And  may  die  under  H If  now  repeated. 

/»r.  Well? 

Bar.  I yield  not  to  you  In  love  of  jiistke, 

Or  hate  of  the  ambitious  Foscari, 

Father  and  son,  and  all  their  noxious  race ; 

But  the  poor  wretch  has  sufTer’d  beyond  nature's 
Most  stoical  endurance. 

Lor.  Without  owning 

ills  crime. 

.Oar.  Perhaps  without  committing  any. 

But  he  avow'd  the  letter  to  the  Duke 
Of  Milan,  and  his  sufferings  half  atone  for 
Such  weakness. 

Lor.  We  shall  see. 

Bar.  You,  I.d)rrdano, 

Pursue  hereditary  hate  too  far. 

Lor.  How  far  ? 

Bar.  To  extermination. 

lAjr.  Ulien  they  are 

Extinct,  you  may  say  this.  — F/Ct 's  In  to  coiindl. 

Bar.  Yet  pause— the  number  of  our  colleagues 
is  not 

Complete  yet;  two  are  wanting  ere  we  can 
Proceed. 

Lor.  Ami  the  chief  judge,  the  Doge  ? 

frerm  an  imronqueraWe  Imiglng  after  his  own  country.  Now. 
the  only  way  to  have  mode  till*  tenttraent  palAUble,  the  prar- 
ticable  foundation  of  stupemluus  suirerings,  would  hare  iieen, 
to  have  prrsemed  him  to  the  audience,  wearing  out  his  heart  In 
exile,  and  forming  his  nnolutlon  to  return,  at  a distance  from 
bis  country,  or  hovering,  In  excruciating  iu*(wuse.  within  sight 
of  its  liordcrv  We  mlgtit  then  have  c-uight  some  glimpse  of 
the  nature  of  hi*  motives,  and  of  so  extraordinary  a rhararter. 
But  A*  this  would  have  berm  contrary  to  one  of  the  unit«ea, 
wo  first  meet  wlih  him  led  from  “ the  Question.”  and  after- 
wards taken  hack  to  it  in  the  Ducal  Falace,  or  dinging  to  live 
dungeon-walls  of  his  native  city,  and  expiring  from  hit  dread 
of  leaving  them  ; and  therefore  feel  more  wonder  than  sjtti- 
nathy,  when  we  are  told,  that  these  agunlting  conseqiK-ncet 
hare  resulted,  not  from  guilt  or  disaster,  but  merely  from  the 
intensity  of  his  love  for  hh  country.  ~ JarPREv.] 

9 rnie  rharacter  of  I,ore»lano  Is  well  conceivnl  arxl  truly 
tragic.  The  deep  and  telllcd  orincipte  of  hatred  which  am- 
mate*  him.  and  which  impels  nim  to  the  commission  of  the 
most  airodouB  rtueUiea,  may  seem,  at  flrtt,  unnatural  and 
overstrained.  Rut  not  only  it  U hUtortcally  true  ^ but,  wbt-n 
the  cause  of  that  hatred  (the  supposed  murder  of  hi*  father 
ami  unriesl.  and  wh'>n  the  atrocious  maxims  of  Italian  re- 
venge, and  that  habitual  contempt  of  all  the  milder  feelings 
are  taken  into  eonsUieration  which  constituted  the  glory  tif 
a Venetian  patriot,  we  may  conceive  how  such  a princtplf 
might  be  not  only  avowed  but  exulted  in  hr  a Venetian  who 
regarded  the  house  of  Fosrarl  as,  at  obcc,  the  eDcmlet  of  his 
' family  and  hU  country. Hcbrr.J 
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!'  Bur.  No— he, 

i With  more  than  Roman  fortitude,  l>  e\*er 
II  First  at  the  board  in  this  uiihaiipy  process 
,|  A^inst  bis  last  and  onl;  son. 

I L<ir.  True  — true  — 

I IIU  latt. 

Bitr.  Will  nothin?  move  you? 

/>>r.  FteU  Ae,  think  you? 

Bar.  He  shows  it  not, 

Lnr.  1 have  marked  that  — the  wretch  ! 

''  Bar,  But  yesterday,  I hear,  on  his  return 
To  the  ducal  chambers,  as  be  pass'd  the  threshold, 
The  old  man  fainted. 

I Lor.  It  begins  to  work,  then. 

I Bar.  The  work  is  half  your  own. 

I Lor.  And  should  be  aU  mine — 

Hy  father  and  my  uncle  arc  no  more. 

Bar.  I have  read  their  epitaph,  which  says  they  died 
By  poison.  * 

Lor.  When  the  Do?c  declared  that  he 

Should  never  deem  himself  a sovereign  till 
» The  death  of  Peter  Loredano,  both 
f The  brothers  sicken'd  shortly : — he  it  sovereisn. 

Bar.  A wretched  one. 

Lmt.  ^Tiat  shouM  they  be  who  make 
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Thy  foes,  mu-^t  be  thy  victims : wilt  thou  beat 
For  those  who  almost  broke  thee  ? * 

Entrr  GHard*^  ipiM  young  Foacaai  at  prisoner, 

Guard.  I,ct  him  rest 

Signor,  Uke  time. 

Joe.  Fos.  I thank  thee,  friend,  I 'm  feeble  ; 

But  thou  may'st  stand  reproved. 

Guard.  I *11  st.nnd  the  harm!. 

Jac.  Fos.  That ‘s  kind : — I meet  some  pity,  hut  no 
mercy; 

This  la  the  first 

Guard.  And  might  be  last  did  they 

rule  behold  us.  [does : 

Bar.  (adrancing  to  the  Guard).  There  U one  who 
Yet  fear  not ; I will  neither  be  thy  judge 
Nor  thy  accuser : though  the  hour  is  |>ast 

Walt  their  last  summons 1 am  of  **the  Ten,** 

And  waiting  for  that  summons,  sanction  you 
Even  by  my  presence : when  the  last  call  sounds. 

We  ’ll  in  together.  — Look  well  to  the  prisoner  I [Ah  ! 

Jac,  Fos.  What  voice  is  that  ? — 'TU  li-nrliarigo's  \ 
Our  house's  foe,  and  one  of  my  few  Judges. 

Bar.  To  balance  such  a foe,  If  such  there  be. 

Thy  father  sits  amongst  thy  judges. 


Onihans  ? 

Bar.  But  did  the  Doge  make  you  so  ? 

Lor.  Yes. 

Bar.  solid  proofs  ? 

Lor.  When  princes  set  themselves 

I To  work  In  secret,  proofs  and  process  are 
I Alike  made  difficult;  hut  I have  such 
^ Of  the  first,  os  shall  make  the  second  needless. 

I Bar.  But  you  will  move  by  law  ? 

Lor.  By  all  the  laws 

Which  he  would  leave  xls. 

Bar.  They  are  such  In  this 

Our  state  as  render  retribution  easier 
Than  'mongst  remoter  nations.  Is  it  true 
That  you  have  written  In  your  IxMks  of  commerce 
(The  wealthy  practice  of  our  highe-t  nobles) 

“ D»‘ge  Foscarl,  my  delitor  for  the  deaths 
Of  M^u*co  and  Pietro  Ijori'dano, 

' My  sire  and  uncle  ? ” 

Lor.  It  is  written  thu*. 

! Bur.  And  will  you  leave  it  unerased  ? 

Lor.  Till  balances!. 

Bar.  And  how? 

I [ Tu'o  Senators  pmt  ocer  the  stage,  as  in  their 

j teay  to  **  the  Holt  of  the  Council  of  Trn.'* 

l,or.  You  >-ec  the  niimWr  I*  complete. 

Follow  me.  [ LoaroAso. 

Bur.  (solus).  Follow /Ace .t  1 have  follow'd  long 'Z 
Thy  path  of  desolacion,  as  the  w'avc 
Sww'tw  after  that  i>efore  It,  alike  whelming 
The  wreck  that  creaks  to  the  wild  wind«,  and  wretch 
>^lio  shrieks  within  its  riven  ribs  a«  gush 
The  waters  through  them ; but  this  son  and  sirt* 
Might  move  the  etemenU  to  pause,  and  }et 
Must  1 on  hanllly  Uke  them  — Oh  1 would 
I could  as  blindly  and  remor^elea^ly  ! — 

Lo,  where  he  comes  ! — Be  still,  my  heart ! they  an* 


Jac.  Fos.  True, 

lie  judges. 

Bar.  Then  deem  not  the  laws  too  harsh  ! 
Which  yield  so  much  indulgence  to  a sire  i 

As  to  allow  his  voice  in  such  high  matter  I 

As  the  state’s  safe!)' } 

Jac.  Fos.  And  his  s<m'8.  I 'm  fiiint ; 

Let  me  approach,  I pray  you,  fur  a breath  |l 

Of  air,  )cm  window  which  o’erlooks  the  waters.  'I 

Enter  an  O^ccr,  who  icAi>/^r»  BAaa.vaiuu.  j 

Bar.  (to  the  Guarti).  Let  him  approach.  I mu«>t 

not  speak  w ith  him  i| 

Further  than  thus ; I have  tran-“gress’d  my  duly 
In  this  brief  parley,  and  must  now  mleem  it  I 

Within  the  Council  Chamber.  [ L>i/ BAKaAaico. 
(Guard  conducting  JacOPO  Foscaki  to  the  window.  | 
Guard.  There,  sir,  't  is 

; Open — How  feel  you? 

i J'tc.  Fos.  Like  a l>o>'  — Oh  Venice  I 

. Guard.  And  your  limbs  ? 

’ Jac.  Fos.  I.imbs!  how  often  have  Ihej’  home  me 
I Bounding  o'er  yon  blue  tide,  as  I have  skimm'd 
I The  gondola  along  in  childish  race, 

! And,  mas<iued  a?  a young  gondolier,  amidst 
My  gay  cum])ctitors,  noble  as  L 
Raced  for  our  pleasure,  in  the  pride  of  strength  ; 

While  the  fair  (Htpulace  of  crowding  beauties, 

Plclwian  as  patrician,  cheer'd  us  on 
With  dazaling  smiles,  and  wishes  audible. 

And  waving  kerchiefs,  and  applauding  hands. 

Even  to  the  goal  1 — How  many  a time  have  I 
Cloven  with  arm  still  lustier,  breast  more  daring. 

The  wave  all  roughen'd  ; with  a swimmer’s  stroke 
Flinging  the  billows  back  from  my  drench’d  hair. 

And  laughing  from  my  Up  the  audacious  bdne, 

W'hich  kiss'd  It  Uke  a wine>c(ip,  rising  o'er 


I * I'cHcno  suLtaius.”  The  tomb  U in  the  church  of  Santa 
I Rlnu.] 

* fLormJftno  is  acc'^mpanled,  upon  all  emcrgencici.  hy  a 
‘ senator  called  ItarbAriKu  — a sort  of  cnnfiilant  or  chorus  «- 
who  o'tnes  for  no  end  that  wc  ran  disrntcr.  hut  lo  twit  him 
I with  cooscienUous  catUs  and  ohjcctioni,  and  then  to  se. 


ennd  him  by  his  personal  countenance  and  authority  — Jer*  ii 
rasY.] 

> [Lnredano  U the  only  personage  oliove  roediocritr. 
rcmamtng  characters  arc  all  unnatural,  or  feeble.  Barhanga 
ts  a*  tame  arxl  Insignificant  a confidant  as  ever  swept  after 
the  train  of  hts  princiiiai  over  the  Parisian  stage.  — HeKaa.] 
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I ^ 

: The  waves  as  they  arose,  and  prouder  still 

I The  loftier  they  uplifted  me  ; and  oft, 

I In  wantonnoss  of  spirit,  plunging  down 

Into  their  green  and  glassy  gulfs,  and  making 
I My  way  to  shells  and  sea-weed,  ail  unseen 

iBy  (hose  above,  till  they  wnx'd  fearful ; then 
Returning  with  my  grasp  full  of  such  tokens 
I As  show'd  that  I had  search'd  the  deep : exulting, 

J With  a far-dashing  stroke,  and  drawing  deep 
The  long  auspended  breath,  again  I spum'd 
The  foam  which  broke  around  me,  and  pursuei] 

^ ; My  track  like  a sea-bird.  — I was  a boy  then.  ■ 

Gmard,  Be  a’.nannow:  there  never  was  more  need 
Of  manhood’s  strength.  [my  own, 

Jac.  Fo».  (looking  from  the  lattiet).  My  beautiful. 
My  only  Venice  — (Ai*  ia  brtath!  Thy  breexe. 
Thine  Adrian  sca-hreexe,  how  It  fans  my  face  J 
Thy  very  winds  feci  native  to  my  veins, 

And  cool  them  Into  calmness  I How  unlike 
The  hot  gales  of  the  horrid  Cyclades, 

Which  howl'd  about  my  Candiote  dungeon,  and 
Made  my  heart  sick  ! 

Guard.  I see  the  colour  comes 

II  Rick  to  your  cheek : Heaven  send  you  strength  to  bear 
What  more  may  be  imposed ! — I dread  to  think  on 't. 

I Joe.  Fos.  They  will  not  banish  me  again  ? — No—  no. 

; { Let  them  wring  on  ; I am  strong  yet 

Guard,  Confess, 

And  the  rack  will  be  spared  you. 

Jae.  Fos.  I confci>!>'d 

Once — twice  before:  both  times  they  exiled  me. 
Guard.  And  the  third  time  will  slay  you. 

Jne.  Fos.  I^t  them  do  so, 

So  I be  buried  in  my  birth-place : better 
Be  ashes  here  than  aught  that  lives  elsewhere. 

Guard.  And  can  you  so  much  love  the  soil  which 
hates  you  ? [soli 

Jic.  Fos.  The  soil ! — Oh  no,  it  Is  the  seed  of  the 
Which  persecutes  me ; but  my  native  earth 
Will  take  me  us  a mother  to  her  arms. 

I ask  no  more  than  a Venetian  grave, 

A dungeon,  what  they  will,  so  it  be  here.® 

Eater  an  Officer, 

Offi.  Bring  in  the  prisoner  ? 

Guard.  Signor,  you  hear  the  order. 

Jac.  Fta.  Ay.  I am  u«cd  to  such  a summons : t Is 
The  third  time  they  have  tortured  me: — then  lend  me 
Thine  arm.  [ 7b  the  Guard. 

Offi.  Take  mine,  sir;  ’tis  my  duty  to 
Be  nearest  to  your  (>er»un. 

Jae.  Fos.  You  ! — you  are  he 

Who  yestenlay  presided  o*er  my  pangs  — 

Away  ! — I'll  walk  alone. 

Offi.  As  you  please,  signor ; 

1 (ThI*  speech  of  Jacopo  from  the  window,  white  describing 
the  amusement*  uf  hit  youth,  it  writtea  with  a full  feeltag  of 
the  objectf  which  it  paints.  — HaBxa.j 

s TAnd  the  hero  himtelf.  what  it  he?  If  there  ever  ex- 
itted  in  nature  a cate  to  extraordiiuiry  as  that  of  a man  who 
grarely  prrftfrcd  tortures  and  a dun  Wio  at  home,  to  a tern- 
porarr  re*idence  in  a beautiful  island  and  a fine  climate,  at 
the  distance  of  three  days'  tall,  i(  it  what  few  can  he  made 
to  believe,  and  tUII  fewer  to  lympathise  with  ; and  which  it, 
therefore,  no  eery  promiting  tubjeet  (or  dramatic  repreteni- 
allon.  For  ourselves,  we  have  litUe  doubt  tb.-U  Foscari  wrote 
the  fatal  inter  with  the  view,  which  was  imputed  to  him  by 
hit  acrusers,  of  nbtainins  on  honourable  recall  from  Iwnish- 
raetit.  through  foreign  Inftuenre  s and  that  the  eolmir  which, 
4,  he  ersdeavourva  to  give  to  tho  irantactiou. 
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when  detected,  I 


The  sentence  was  not  of  my  signing,  but 
I dared  not  disobey  the  Council  when 
They  ■■ 

Jae.  Fos.  Bade  thee  stretch  me  on  their  horrid 
engine. 

I pray  thee  touch  me  not  — that  Is,  just  now  ; 

The  time  will  come  they  will  renew  that  order. 

But  keep  off  from  me  till  'tis  issued.  As 
I look  upon  thy  hands  my  curdling  limbs 
Quiver  with  the  anticipated  wrenching, 

And  the  cold  drops  strain  through  my  brow,  as  if 

But  onward  — 2 have  borne  It  — I can  bear  it.  — 
How  looks  my  father  ? 

Offi.  With  his  wonted  aspect. 

Jae.  Fiis.  So  does  the  earth,  and  sky,  the  blue  of 
ocean, 

The  brightness  of  our  city,  and  her  domes. 

The  mirth  of  her  Piazxa,  even  now 
Its  merry  bum  of  nations  pierces  here, 

Even  here,  into  these  chambers  of  the  unknown 
Who  govern,  and  the  unknown  and  the  unnumber'd 
Judged  and  destroy’d  in  silence,  — all  things  wear 
The  self-same  aspect,  to  my  very  sire  I 
Nothing  can  sympathise  with  Foscari, 

Not  even  a Foscari.  — Sir,  I attend  you. 

[£xe««f  Jacopo  Foscahi,  Officer,  ^e. 

Eater  Mraoio  and  another  Senator. 

^{em.  He’s  gone— we  arc  too  late: — think  you 
**  the  Ten  " 

Will  sit  for  any  length  of  time  to  day  ? 

Sen.  They  wy  tlie  ]irisoner  Is  most  obdurate, 
Per'intlng  In  hU  first  avowal ; but 
More  I know  not. 

Mem,  And  that  is  much  ; the  secn-ts 

Of  yon  terriftc  chamber  are  as  hidden 
From  us,  the  premier  nobles  of  the  state, 

As  from  the  people. 

Save  the  wonted  rumours. 
Which  — like  the  tales  of  spectres,  that  are  rife 
i Near  ruin’d  buildings  — never  have  been  proved, 

I Nor  wholly  disbelieved  : men  know  as  little 
Of  the  stare's  real  acts  as  of  the  grave's 
Unfkthom’d  mysteries. 

Mem.  But  with  length  of  time 

We  gain  a step  in  knowledge,  and  I look 
Forward  to  be  one  day  of  the  decemvirs. 

Sen.  Or  IK>ge  ? 

I Men.  Why,  no ; not  If  I can  avoid  it 

I Sen.  ’Tis  the  first  station  of  the  state,  and  m;iy 
I Be  lawftUly  desired,  and  lawfully 
I Attain’d  by  noble  aspirants. 

! Mem.  To  such 

i I leave  It;  though  bom  noble,  my  ambition 
Is  limited : I'd  rather  be  an  unit 


was  the  evuion  <vf  a drowning  man.  who  i*  reduced  to  ratrh 
at  straw*  and  shadow*.  But.  if  Lord  Byron  chow  to  assume 
this  alleged  motive  of  hi*  conduct  as  the  real  one.  It  behoved 
htm,  at  least,  to  set  before  our  rvr*  the  intolerable  separation 
from  a beloved  country,  the  ilngerins:  h»me-iickne*».  the 
gradual  alimallon  of  Intellect,  and  the  rruitle**  hoj>e  that  liis 
enemies  had  at  length  relented,  which  were  necessary  to  pro- 
duce a conduct  so  contrary  to  ail  usual  principles  of  action  as 
that  which  again  consigned  him  to  the  racks  and  dungeons  of 
hit  own  country.  He  should  hare  shown  him  to  us,  hrst, 
taking  leave  of  Venkc.  a condemned  and  ^nished  tnan  ; 
next  pining  In  Candla ; next  Mmpering  with  the  agent*  of 
government ; by  which  time,  and  not  till  then,  we  should 
have  Iwn  prepared  to  iliien  with  patience  to  his  ccmplninw, 
and  to  witoMi  his  tufferlng*  with  Interest  as  well  as  ^rror. 
Hcasit.J 
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I of  Hn  united  and  itnt>eriid  **  Ten,’* 

1 1 Than  shine  a lonely,  though  a gilded  cipher.  — 
>Miom  have  we  here  ? the  wife  of  Fu>cari  ? 

Enter  M.vaiNA,  with  a /cMoIe  Attendant. 

J^Inr.  VVhaU  no  one  ? — 1 am  wrong,  there  still  arc 
But  they  are  senators.  [two ; 

I Mem.  Most  noble  lady, 

|!  Cominand  us. 

Mar.  / command!^  A1a.s  ! my  life 

^ Has  licen  one  lung  entreaty,  and  a vain  one. 

Mem.  I understand  thee,  but  Z must  not  answer. 
Mar.  (Jiercettf).  True  — none  dare  answer  here 
save  on  the  rack, 

Or  question  save  those 

Mem.  {interruftting  her).  Hlgh-bom  dame  I*  be- 
I think  thee 

Where  thou  now  art. 

I Mar.  Where  1 now  am  ! — It  was 

I My  husband’s  father’s  palace. 

' Mtm.  The  Duke's  palace. 

Mur.  And  hh  son’s  prison  I — True,  1 have  not 
I , forgot  It ; 

i And  if  there  were  no  other  nearer,  bitterer 

Remembrances,  would  thank  the  Illustrious  Metnmo 
For  pointing  out  the  pleasures  of  the  place. 

Mem.  Be  calm  1 

, Mar.  {^looking  up  toward*  heaven').  I am  ; but  oh, 
thou  eternal  God  1 

Canst  thou  continue  so,  with  such  a world  ? 

Mem.  Thy  husband  yet  may  be  abstdved. 

Mar.  He  b, 

I In  heaven.  I pmy  you,  I'lgnor  senator, 

I Speak  n(»t  of  that ; you  are  a man  of  office, 

I So  U the  Doge  ; he  has  a son  at  stake 
I Now,  at  this  moment,  and  1 have  a huM>and, 

Or  had  ; they  are  there  within,  or  were  at  least 
.\n  hour  since,  face  to  face,  as  judge  and  culprit  : 
Will  he  condemn  him  9 

II  Mem.  I trust  not 

.yfar.  Ctit  if 

He  does  not,  there  arc  those  will  sentence  both. 

1 1 .Mem.  They  can. 

Mar.  And  with  them  power  and  will  are  one 
In  wlckednew : — my  husband ’s  lost  I 

Mrm.  Not  so; 

Ju<«tice  is  judge  In  Venice, 
j Mar.  If  it  wore  so. 

There  now  wtnild  be  no  Venice.  But  let  it 
Live  on,  so  the  good  die  not,  till  the  hour 
Of  nature's  summons;  but  *•  the  Ten’s”  is  quicker, 
And  we  must  wait  on 't  Ah  I a voice  of  wail ! 

[.-/yhiM/  crjr  within. 

j Sen.  Hark  ! 

Mem.  'Twasacryof  — 

I Mar.  No,  no;  not  my  husband’s  — 

• Not  Foscari’s. 

Mrm.  The  voice  was— . 

I Mar.  AV  hii : no 

He  shriek ! No ; that  should  be  his  fa^iier’s  )>art, 

I . NrA  his  — > not  his  — be  ’ll  die  in  silence. 

' [A  Jitint  groan  again  within. 

I I [She  «ru  a ConUrlni  — 

**  A tUiiRhler  of  the  house  tbst  now  among 
tu  atu-Mtors  In  muiiumenul  brass 
Numbers  eight  Doges.”  — Kuckm. 

On  the  otrasion  of  her  (narriage  with  the  yotmgrr  Fosrari. 
the  Buem  aur  came  out  Sit  iu  spirmiour;  and  a bridge  of 
^ I oats  was  thrown  across  the  C.UM1  Urande  for  the  bridegroom, 
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ACT  X.  I 


Mfm.  What ! 

Again  ? 

Mar.  Ifh  voice  ! it  seem’d  so : I will  not 
Believe  it  Should  he  shrink,  I cannot  cease 
To  love;  but — no— no  — no — it  must  have  been  J 
A fearful  pang  which  wnmg  a groan  from  him. 

Sen.  And,  feeling  fur  thy  husband's  wrongs, 

wouhUt  thou  j 

Have  him  U‘ar  mote  than  mortal  pain  In  silence  ? I 
Mar.  We  all  must  bear  our  tortures.  1 have  not  j! 
Left  barren  the  great  house  of  Foscari,  j : 

Though  they  <«weep  both  the  Dugc  and  son  life;  i 
I have  endured  as  much  in  giving  life  | 

To  those  who  will  succeed  them,  as  they  can  | i 

In  leaving  it:  but  mine  were  joyful  pangs:  i 

And  yet  they  wrung  me  till  1 could  have  shriek'd,  !i 

But  did  not;  for  my  hope  wa3  to  bring  forth  I 

Heroes,  and  would  not  welcome  them  with  tears.  ^ i 
Mem.  All  ’•  silent  now.  1 1 

Mar.  PerbaiM  all's  over ; but  I, 

I will  not  deem  it:  be  bath  r.er>’ed  himself,  |> 

And  now  defies  them.  I ; 

i; 

£nftr  on  Officer  hastily.  jj 

Mrm.  How  now,  friend,  what  seek  you  ? 

Offi.  A leech.  The  prisoner  has  fainted. 

[/:xif  Officer. 

Mem*  Lady, 

’T  were  better  to  retire.  | 

Sen.  (offering  to  assist  her).  I pray  thee  do  so.  j 
.V»ir.  Off!  / will  tend  him. 

Mrm.  You!  Remember,  lady  ! |j 

Ingress  Ls  given  to  none  within  tho^e  chambers,  i 

Lxeept  *•  the  Ten,"  aiwl  their  familiars.  ■ 

Mar.  Well,  i. 

I know  that  none  who  enter  there  return  ’ 

.\.i  they  have  enter'd  — many  ne\*cr;  but  | 

They  shall  nut  balk  my  entrance. 

Mnn.  Alas!  this 

Is  hut  to  expose  yourself  to  hw^ih  irpulse,  ^ 

And  worse  suspense.  • 

Mar.  Who  shall  oppose  me  ? j' 

Mrm.  Tiny  | 

Wtiose  duty ’t  U to  do  so. 

Mar.  *T  I#  their  duty  j j 

To  trample  on  all  human  feelings,  all 
Ties  which  bind  man  to  man,  to  emulate 
The  flends  wb(»  will  one  day  re<|uUc  them  in 
Variety  of  torturing!  Yet  I'll  pass.  . 

.Mrm.  Jt  is  Imixissibie. 

Mar.  That  shall  be  tried.  ! 

Despair  deftes  even  despolUm:  there  is 
That  In  my  heart  would  make  Us  way  through  host* 
With  levetl’d  si>ears ; and  think  you  a few  jailors  | 
Shall  put  me  from  my  path  ? Give  me,  then,  way ; j 
This  is  the  Dttge’s  palace  ; I am  wife 
Of  the  Duke's  son,  the  innoceMt  Duke’s  son. 

And  they  shall  bear  this  ! I 

.Mem.  It  will  only  serve  i 

More  to  cxa«|KTate  hU  judges. 

Mar.  What 

and  hit  retinue  of  three  hundred  horte.  According  tn  Sanuto, 
the  biumommu  tn  the  place  of  bt  Mark  laated  three  d-ijri,  . 
and  were  suended  by  th-rty  ihoiitaod  people.] 

> [There  it  ^eat  di|mity  and  beauty  In  the  language 
Marina,  when  ime  wilt  not  beiieie  that  her  lord  cun  be 
far  otercome  by  the  rack  at  to  utter  au  uniecxniy  cry. 
llEBta.) 
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Arr.;it//5?f#  who  glw  way  to  angrr?  they 
Milo  do  no  arc  Give  me  way. 

[Krit  Mari!Ia. 

Sen.  Tiwr  Lady ! 

.Mi  m.  T'l*  mere  f1<wpi‘nillon : »hc 

Will  not  be  admitted  o’er  the  threshold. 

Sen.  And 

Even  if  she  lie  so,  cannot  save  her  husband. 

But,  we,  the  oflicer  returns. 

[ 'i'he  Officer  fKissca  over  the  %tage  vith  oJiotAer  pertftH. 

Mem.  I hardly 

Thought  that  “ the  Ten  " had  even  this  touch  of  pity, 
Or  would  permit  assistanco  to  this  sufferer. 

Sen.  Pity  1 Is’t  pity  to  recall  to  feeling 
The  wretch  loo  happy  to  escape  to  death 
By  the  compa««lonate  trance,  poor  nature’s  last 
R^'ourcc  against  the  tyranny  of  pain  ? 

A/<w.  1 marvel  they  condenm  him  not  at  once. 
Sen.  That’s  not  their  p«Uc>- : they  d have  him  live. 
Because  he  fears  not  death ; and  banish  him. 

Because  all  earth,  except  his  native  land. 

To  him  is  one  wide  prison,  and  each  breath 
Of  foreign  air  he  draws  seems  a slow  poison, 
Con«uming  but  not  kiiiing. 

Mem.  Circumstance 

Confirms  his  crimes  but  he  avows  them  not. 

^en.  None,  save  the  I/Ctter  t,  which  he  says  was 
written. 

Address’d  to  Milan's  duke,  in  the  full  knowledge 
That  it  would  fall  into  the  senate’s  hands, 

And  thus  he  should  be  rv-convey’d  to  Venice. 

Mem,  But  as  a culprit. 

5fji.  Yes,  but  to  his  country' ; 

And  that  was  all  he  sought,  — so  he  avouches. 

Mem.  The  accusation  of  the  bribes  was  proved. 
Sen.  Not  clearly,  and  the  charge  of  homU  ide 
Inren  annull’d  by  the  death-bed  confession 
Of  Nicolas  Erixzo,  who  slew  the  late 
Chief  of  “ the  Ten."  < 

Mem.  Then  why  not  clear  him  ? 

Sen.  Ihat 


I Lor.  And  sothe  Council  must  break  up,  and  Jiuticr 
Pause  in  her  full  career,  because  a woin^ 

Breaks  in  on  our  deliberations  ? 

hot.  No, 

That  *s  not  the  cause  ; you  raw  the  prisoner's  state. 
Lor.  And  had  he  not  recover’d  ? 
liar.  To  relapse 

Upon  the  lea-H  renewal, 
j l.or.  ’T  was  not  tried. 

Bar.  'T is  vain  to  murmurs  the  nwjorUy 
In  council  were  against  you. 

l.or.  Thanks  to  you,  sir, 

And  the  old  ducal  dotard,  who  combined 
I The  worthy  voices  which  o’er-niled  my  own. 

Bar.  I am  a judge ; but  must  confess  that  |K^rt 
Of  our  stem  duty,  which  prejicrn)ei<  the  Question, 
And  bids  us  »lt  and  see  its  shan>  in6iction, 

' Makes  me  wish 

I /.or.  What  ? 

I Bar.  That  yoa  would  gomeU'mcf  feel, 

I As  1 do  always. 

I Lor.  Go  to,  you  *re  a child, 

Infirm  of  feeling  as  of  purpose,  blow  n 
i About  by  every  breath,  shook  by  a sigh, 

] And  melted  by  a tear.— a precious  judge 
I For  Venice  I and  a worthy  statesman  to 
Be  partner  in  my  policy ! 

Bar.  He  shed 

i No  tears. 

Lor.  He  cried  out  twice. 

Bar.  A saint  had  done  sw*, 

Even  with  the  crown  of  glory  in  hU  eye, 

At  such  inhuman  artitice  of  pain 

As  was  foivred  on  him ; but  he  did  not  cry 

For  pity ; not  a word  nor  groan  escaped  him. 

And  those  two  shrieks  were  not  in  supplication. 

But  wrung  fVom  pangs  ond  follow’d  by  no  i myers, 
/.or.  He  mutter'd  many  times  Iwtwccu  his  teeth, 

I But  inarticulately. 

I Bar.  That  I bean!  not ; 

■ You  j>tood  more  near  him. 


They  ought  to  answer ; for  it  is  well  known 
I That  Almom  l>ouato,  as  I said, 

,j  Was  slain  by  Kri»o  for  ])r]vHte  vengeance.  [than 
il  Mem.  There  must  be  nuire  In  this  strange  procesa 
j The  appamit  crimes  of  the  accused  disclose  — 

!l  But  here  come  two  of  “ the  Ten ; " let  us  retire. 

Il  [/.‘xt-Mii/  Memmo  ami  Senator. 

J Enter  f^oREOAKa  atui  Barrakico. 

Bar.  (addrttsinff  Lor.  ).  That  were  too  much : 

I believe  me,  ‘l  was  not  meet 

I I'he  trial  should  go  further  at  thU  moment 

'i  ' ["  Night  ar.d  day, 

I,  Brooding  on  wi>M  he  had  tiecn,  what  he  was 

ij  *T  wot  more  than  he  could  In  ar.  HU  limtcing  fits 

I Thk  kcn'd  lifMWi  him.  His  desire  fur  home 

I Hecaine  a madness ; and,  r^iilv'd  to  go, 

I If  hut  to  die.  In  hU  dt^ioir,  he  writes 

i A letter  m the  sorerei^-prinre  of 

iTo  him  whose  name,  among  the  greatest  now.* 
lad  iiensh'd,  blottctj  'tut  at  once  and  rosed, 

Bui  lot  the  rugged  Hmti  uf  an  old  owk.) 

* Francpfcn  Sforsa.  Hi*  father,  when  at  work  in  the  field, 
was  accosted  hr  some  suhiiers.  and  asked  If  he  would  eniUL 
I ' I.et  me  throw'  my  mattock  on  that  oak.**  he  replied,  **  and  if 

I It  remain*  there,  I alll.”  It  remained  there;  ana  the  peasant, 
reganllng  it  as  a sign,  enlisted.  He  tiecame  soldier,  general, 
prince ; and  hU  crandson,  in  the  palace  at  Milan,  said  to 
Vaiihis  Jrnrius.  “ You  behold  these  gii.nrds  and  this  grandeur  : 
if  I owe  every  thing  to  the  uranrh  of  an  oak,  the  hrant  h that 
||  held  my  grandl.-uher’i  mattock  Uuobrs. 


/•or.  I did  so. 

Bar.  Mcthoucl.t, 

To  niy  »urpri>e  too,  you  were  touch'd  with  nicivy. 
Ami  were  the  first  to  call  out  for  aM»Utance 
M'hen  lie  was  failing. 

- Intr.  I believed  that  swoon 

Ills  last. 

Bar.  And  have  I not  oft  heard  thee  name 
His  and  hU  father’s  death  your  neHre?t  wish  ? 

Lot.  If  he  dies  innocent,  that  U to  say. 

With  his  guilt  umivow'd,  he  'll  be  lamented. 

Bar.  M hat,  wouhbt  thou  slay  his  memorj  7 

Soliciting  his  Influence  with  the  state. 

And  drnpk  it  to  be  found."  — Uuiers.] 

1 * [The  extraordinary  sentenro  pronounced  against  him, 

still  existing  among  the  archives  of  Venice,  run*  Ihusj  — 
*•  Glacopo  Koscori,  mtumxI  of  the  murder  of  Ilcnrulao 
Donato,  has  hri*n  arrested  and  examinctl ; and,  from  the 
testtmonr,  rvidence,  and  documents  exhihited.  it 
apprart  (hat  he  is  guilty  of  the  aforesaid  crime  ; nevcrthrlrs^, 
on  account  of  his  obsunocr,  and  of  rncftanjtnenu  onti  svfiU. 
in  his  pussession,  of  which  there  are  iiianiicst  proou,  ft  i.na 
not  been  posillde  to  extraart  from  him  the  truth,  which  is 
elear  from  pwulv  and  wriUrn  evidence  ; for,  while  he  was  on 
the  cord,  he  mtemi  neither  word  nor  groan,  hut  only  mui. 
mured  KOnethlug  to  himself  iiidUtinctiy  and  untler  hls  hVeatli ; 
therefore.  0/  Ike  tionvurqf  ikettiUt  regt^iret,  he  is  ror.dt-nmcil 
to  a mure  distant  hanUhinent  io  Candia."  Will  it  he  crctilu-d, 
that  a distinct  uruoi  of  Ids  Innocence,  obtained  hythedisio. 
very  of  the  real  asuisin.  u rrmght  no  change  In  hls  unjust  and 
cruel  senlcncf  ? — K«e  rciu-r^an  Steteket,  vol.  IL  p.  W.J 
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ACT  II, 


1 1 Lor.  Would'«t  thou  have 

i|  HU  state  descend  to  his  children,  as  it  must, 

1 1 If  he  die  unatuinted  ? 

1 1 Bnr.  War  with  them  too  ? 

I Lor.  With  all  their  house,  till  theirs  or  mine  are 

1 1 nothing. 

1 1 Bar.  And  the  deep  agony  of  hU  pale  wife, 

I ' Ami  the  repress'd  convulsion  of  the  high 
And  princely  brow  of  hU  old  father,  which 
i Broke  forth  In  a slight  shuddering,  though  rarely, 

, Or  in  some  clammy  drops,  soon  wiped  away  i 

i In  stem  serenity  ; these  moved  you  not?  I 

I [Lxit  LoaaoAKO.  | 

He's  silent  In  hU  hate,  as  Foscari 
W.vs  in  hU  suffering;  and  the  poor  wretch  moved  me 
More  by  hU  silence  than  a thousand  imtcries 
; Coulil  have  effected.  'T  was  a dreadful  sight 
' When  his  distracted  wife  broke  through  into 
, The  hall  of  our  tribunal,  and  beheld 
I What  we  could  scarcely  look  upon,  long  used 
1 To  such  sights.  I must  think  no  more  of  this 
Lest  I forget  in  this  comimsHlon  for 
! Our  foes,  their  former  Injurieis  and  lose 
I The  hold  of  vengcan«  lx>redano  j»Uns 
I For  him  and  me  ; but  mine  would  be  content 
I With  lesser  retribution  than  he  thirsts  for. 

And  I would  mitigate  his  dre|ier  hatred 
1 To  milder  thoughts;  but  for  the  present,  Fosrarl 

I H;is  a short  hourly  respite,  granted  at 
The  Instance  of  the  ciders  of  the  Council, 

I I Moved  doubtless  by  hU  wife’s  appearance  In 

i The  ball,  and  his  own  sufferings. — I,o  I they  come: 

1 1 How  feeble  and  forlorn  ! I cannot  l>car 
1 1 To  look  on  them  again  in  this  extremity ; 

K 1 'll  hence,  and  tr>'  to  soften  l^redano. 

I'  [A’xfi  Bakbaxigo. 


A Ilnll  in  thf  Doge's  Pahtet. 

The  Doge  and  a Senavoe. 

Sen.  Is  it  your  pleasure  to  sign  the  report 
Now,  or  postpone  It  till  to-morrow  ? 

Da^e.  Now ; 

I overlook'd  It  yestcnlay:  it  wants 
Merely  the  signature.  Give  me  the  pen  — 

[ The  Doge  $its  down  and  tiynt  the  paper. 
There,  signor. 

Sen.{h)okia(j  at  the  p(tper).  You  have  forgot ; it  is 
not  sign'd. 

Dope.  Not  sign'd  ? Ah,  I j>erceive  my  eyes  begin 
To  wax  more  weak  with  <'ige.  I did  not  see 
That  I had  dipp'd  the  |>cn  without  effect.  i 

Sen.  (dippinp  the  pen  into  the  i«A,  anti  ptneiny  the 
jfufter  before  the  Doge).  Your  hand,  tou, 
shakes,  my  lord  ; allow  me,  thus*— 

Dagt.  'T  Is  done,  I thank  you. 

Sen.  Thus  the  act  confirm'd 

By  you  and  by  ” the  Ten  " gives  peace  to  Venice. 

Doge.  'T  is  long  since  she  enjoy'd  it:  may  it  be 
As  long  ere  she  resume  her  anus  1 

Sen.  'T  is  almo.4 

Thirty-four  years  of  nearly  ceaseless  warfare 

> f**  Tlut  I had  dipp'd  the  pen  too  hcedleMly.'*  — .MS.] 


With  the  Turk,  or  the  jx)wcrs  of  Italy ; 

The  state  bad  need  of  some  repose. 

Dogu  No  doubt : 

I found  her  Queen  of  Ocean,  and  I leave  her 
I.ady  of  Ix)mbanl^  it  U a comfort  * 

That  I have  added  to  her  diadem 
The  gems  of  Brescia  and  Ras’enna ; Crema 
And  Bergamo  no  less  are  hers ; her  realm 
By  land  has  grown  by  thus  much  in  my  reign, 

Mliilc  her  sea-sway  has  not  shrunk. 

Sen  T Is  most  true. 

And  merits  all  our  country's  gratitude. 

Doge.  Perhaps  so. 

Sen.  Which  should  be  made  manifest. 

Doge.  I have  nut  complain'd,  sir. 

Sen.  My  good  lord,  forgive  me. 

Doge.  For  wJ:al  ? 

Sen.  My  heart  bleeds  for  you. 

Doge.  For  me,  signor  ? 

Sen.  And  for  your  ■- 

Doge.  Stop ! 

Sen.  It  must  have  way,  my  lord : 

I Lave  too  many  duties  towards  you 
And  all  your  house,  fur  past  and  present  kindness. 
Not  to  feel  deeply  for  your  son. 

Doge  Was  this 

III  your  commission  ? 

Sen.  What,  my  lunl  ? 

Doge.  This  prattle 

Of  things  you  know  not : but  the  treaty  'i  sign'd  : 
Return  with  It  to  them  who  sent  you. 

Sen.  I 

Obey.  I had  In  charge,  too,  from  the  Council 
That  you  would  fix  an  hour  for  their  re-unkm. 

Doge.  Say,  when  they  will — now,  even  at  this 
moment. 

If  it  so  please  them : I am  the  state's  servant. 

Sen.  They  would  accord  some  time  for  your  re- 
pose. 

Doge.  I have  no  rei>o$e;  that  Is,  none  which  shall 
cause 

The  loss  of  an  hour's  time  unto  the  state. 

Let  them  meet  when  they  will,  1 shall  be  found 
B'here  I should  be,  and  what  I have  been  ever. 

[Exit  Sekator. 
[ 7V«e  Does  renmine  in  rUenre. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Alt.  Prince ! 

Doge.  Say  on. 

Att,  The  illustrioui  lady  Foscari 

Re<iuests  an  audience. 

Doge.  Bid  her  enter.  Poor 

Marina ! [ Exit  Atlentiant. 

[ The  DfiGi  iTTMaiiu  ta  eUenet  before. 

Enter  Marixa. 

Mar.  I h.*»ve  ventuied,  father,  on 
Your  privacy. 

Din/e.  I have  none  from  you,  my  child. 

Command  my  time,  when  not  commanded  by 
The  state. 

hfar.  I srish'd  in  speak  to  you  of  Aint, 

Doge.  Tour  husband  7 

And  your  son. 

Doge.  Proceed,  my  daughter ! 

• .Mistress  of  Lombardy  — It  b ?ome  comfort.**  — MS.] 
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THK  TWO  KOSCAKI. 


1 1 Mftr.  1 hart  obtain’d  permUsion  from  “ tbe  Ten" 
i j To  attend  my  husband  for  a limited  number 
I Of  hours. 

1 Dti^e.  You  had  so. 

Mnr.  *Tls  rewki'd. 

Dope.  By  whom  7 

Afur.  **  The  Ten." — >Mien  we  had  reach'd  “ the 
Brid^  of  Sighs*” 

Which  I prepared  to  pass  with  Fowr.arl, 

The  gloomy  guanllan  of  that  poavige  first 
Demurr'd  : a messenger  was  sent  back  to 
**  The  Ten but  as  the  court  no  longer  sate. 

And  no  permission  hail  been  given  In  writing* 

‘ I was  thrust  l«ick,  with,  the  assurance  that 
Until  that  high  tribunal  rc-asseinbled* 

The  dungeon  walls  must  still  divide  us. 

Dogt,  True, 

The  form  has  been  omitted  in  the  haste 

With  which  the  court  adjourn’d ; and  till  It  meet** 

'Tls  dubious. 

Meir.  Till  It  meets  I and  when  It  meets. 

They  ’ll  torture  him  again ; and  he  and  I 
Must  purchase,  by  renewal  of  the  rack. 

The  Interview  of  husliond  and  of  wife, 

The  holiest  tie  l>eneath  the  heavens  1 — Oh  God  ! 
Dost  thou  see  this? 

I Dt>pe.  Child  — child — 

I ^fur.  (ahrupth/).  Call  me  not  *•  child  !*’ 

I You  soon  will  have  no  children  — you  deserve  none  — 

I You,  who  can  talk  thus  csdmly  of  a son 
; In  circumstances  which  would  call  forth  tears 
Of  blood  from  Spartans  I Though  ihcyc  did  not  weep 
Their  boys  who  died  in  battle,  is  it  written 
I That  they  beheld  them  perish  piecemeal,  nor 
, Stretch'd  forth  a hand  to  save  them  ? 

I Dope.  You  behold  me: 

I I cannot  weep  — I would  I could  ; but  If 
Kach  white  hair  on  this  head  were  a young  life, 

• This  diicul  cap  the  diadem  of  earth, 

This  ducal  ring  with  which  I wed  the  waves 

■ A talisman  to  still  them  — I 'd  give  all 
For  him. 

Miir.  With  less  he  surely  might  lx*  saved. 

IJitge.  That  answer  only  shows  you  kn<»w  not 
Venice. 

j Alas  I how  should  you  7 she  knows  not  herself. 

In  all  her  myster)'.  Hear  me  — they  who  aim 
' At  Foscari,  aim  no  less  at  his  father  ; 

I The  hire’s  destruction  would  not  save  the  son  ; 

They  work  by  difiVrent  means  to  the  same  end, 
j And  that  is—  -but  they  have  not  conquer’d  yet- 

■ Mar.  But  they  have  crush'd. 

’ Doge.  Nor  crush'tl  as  yet  — I live. 

i|  Mar.  And  your  son,  — how  long  will  he  live  7 
I Dope.  1 trust, 

I For  all  that  yet  is  past,  .as  many  years 

I I And  happier  than  bis  father.  The  rash  iioy, 

]|  With  womanish  impatience  to  return, 

I Hath  ruin'd  all  by  that  detected  letter: 

I I A high  crime,  which  I neither  can  deny 
■ I Nor  palliate,  as  |iarent  or  as  Duke : 

Hail  he  but  lK>me  a little,  Uttic  longer 

HU  Candlute  exile,  I hail  hopes he  has  quench’d 

them  — 

He  must  return. 

Mir.  To  exile  ? 

Doge,  I have  said  IL 

Mar.  And  -:an  I not  go  with  him  7 

i 


Doge.  Tou  well  know  o 

This  pra>er  of  yours  was  twice  denied  before  I 

By  the  assembled  **  Ten,"  and  hardly  now  | 

Will  be  accorded  to  a thirtl  request, 

Since  aggravated  errors  on  the  part  t, 

Of  your  lord  renders  them  still  more  austere.  I 

Mar.  Austere?  Atrocious  I The  old  human  funds. 
With  one  foot  in  the  grave,  with  dim  eyes,  strange 
To  tears  save  drops  of  dotage,  with  long  white  || 

And  scanty  hairs,  and  shaking  hands,  and  heads  {( 
As  palsied  as  their  hearts  arc  hard,  they  comisel,  j| 
Cabal,  and  put  men's  lives  out,  os  if  life  ' 

Were  no  more  than  the  feelings  long  extinguUb'd 
In  their  accursed  bosoms.  i 

Doge.  Y'ou  know  not j 

Mar.  Ido  — Ido — and  so  should  you,  methinks — ^ 
That  these  are  demons : could  It  be  else  that 
Men,  who  have  been  of  women  bom  and  suckled  — ^ 

Who  have  loved,  or  talk'd  at  least  of  love  — have  given  ' 
Their  bands  in  sacred  vows — have  daiux-d  their  babes  ’ 
Upon  their  knees,  perhn))s  have  mourn'd  above  them  — i 
In  pain,  in  peril,  or  In  death  — who  are,  : 

Or  were  at  least  in  seeming,  human,  ctmld 
Do  os  they  have  done  by  yours,  and  you  juunclf—  ! 
}’ou,  who  abet  them  7 | 

Doge.  I forgive  tJiU,  for  j 

You  know  not  what  you  say.  | 

Mar.  I'l/M  know  it  well,  t 

Ami  feel  it  nothing.  | 

Dt)ge.  I have  bome  so  much, 

That  words  have  ceased  to  shake  me.  i 

Mar.  Oh,  n.>  doubt  I ' 

You  have  seen  your  son's  blood  flow,  and  your  fle^h  I! 
shook  not: 

And,  after  that,  what  arc  a woman’s  wonh  7 [you.  | 
No  more  than  woman's  tears,  that  they  should  shake  • 
Doge.  Woman,  thU  clamorous  grief  of  thine,  1 1(11  ij 
Is  no  more  in  the  boliince  weigh'd  with  that  [thee,  Ij 

Which  but  I pity  thee,  my  poor  Marina  I 1 

Mar.  Pity  my  husband,  or  1 cast  It  from  me  j I 
Pity  thy  son  I Thou  pity  ! — ’t  Is  a word 
Strange  to  thy  heart  — how  came  it  on  thy  Ups  ? | 

Doga.  I must  licar  these  repa>aches,  though  they  j 
wrong  me.  j 

Couldst  thou  but  read ' 

Mar.  ’Tls  not  upon  thy  brow,  ■; 

Nor  in  thine  eyes,  nor  in  thine  acts,  — where  then  li 
Should  1 behold  this  sym(Kithy  7 or  shall  ? 

Doge  {ftoiniiitg  downwards).  There. 

Mar.  In  the  earth? 

Doge.  To  which  I am  tending;  when 

It  lies  upon  this  heart,  far  lightUer,  though 
lx>adi‘d  with  marble,  than  the  thoughts  which  it 
Now,  you  will  know  me  better. 

Mar.  Arc  you,  then, 

Indeed,  thus  to  bo  pitied  ? 

Doge.  Pitied  t None 

Shull  ever  use  that  base  word,  with  which  men  j 

Cloke  their  soul's  hoarded  triumph,  as  a flt  one  , 

To  mingle  with  my  name ; that  name  shall  be. 

As  far  as  / have  bome  it,  what  It  was  ‘ 

When  1 received  it.  [ 

Mar.  But  for  the  poor  children  I 

Of  him  thou  canst  not,  or  thou  wilt  not  save,  [ 

You  were  the  last  to  bear  It 

Doge.  Would  it  were  so  I ' 

Better  for  him  he  never  had  been  bfim  ; ! 

Better  for  me.  — I have  seen  our  house  disboDOUi 'd. 
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I JW'ir.  That’s  fabe ! A truer,  nobler,  trustier  heart, 
; More  loving,  or  more  never  beat 
j Within  a human  breast.  1 would  not  change 
! My  exiled,  persecuted,  mangled  husband, 

[ t)pprcs5‘d  but  not  di»grac«*t!,  crush’d,  overwhelm'd, 
j Alive,  or  dead,  for  prince  or  paladin 
[ In  story  or  in  fable,  with  a world 
: I To  back  bis  suit  Ptshonour  d • — he  dishonour'd  1 
!j  1 tell  thee,  D«w,  ’tis  Venice  is  dishonour'd  ! 

! I Hla  name  shall  be  her  foulest,  worst  reproach. 

For  what  he  suffm,  not  for  what  he  did. 

’Tls  yc  who  are  all  traitors  tjTani  I — ye ! 

|1  Did  j-ou  but  love  your  countr>’  like  this  victim 
I Who  totters  back  In  chains  to  tortures,  and 
j Submits  to  all  things  rather  than  to  exile, 

I You’d  fling  yourselves  before  him,  and  Implore 
Hli  grace  for  your  enonnous  guilt 

j ■ Dttge.  He  was 

; Indee<l  ail  you  have  «dd.  I better  bore 
|j  The  dentils  of  the  two  sons  Heaven  took  me, 

I I Than  Jacopo’s  disgrace. 

' Mar.  That  word  again  ? 

I Doge.  Has  he  not  been  condemn'd  ? 
i i Mar.  Is  none  but  guilt  so  ? 

i Doje.  Time  may  restore  his  memor)'  — I would 
hope  so. 

He  was  my  pride,  my but  ’tls  useless  now— • 

I I am  not  given  to  U^ars,  but  wept  for  joy 

I j When  he  was  bom : those  drops  were  ominous. 

Mar.  I say  he’«  innocent  I And  were  he  not  so, 

M Is  mu*  own  blood  and  kin  to  shrink  from  us 
*1  In  fatal  momenta  ? 

j Doge.  I shrank  not  from  him  : 

I I But  1 have  other  duties  than  a father's; 

The  state  would  not  dispense  me  from  those  duties; 

; ! Twice  I demanded  it,  hut  was  refused : 

They  must  then  be  fulflU’d.  * 

j Enter  an  ^(tendnnt. 

Att.  A message  from 

“The  Ten.” 

Doge.  Wio  ijears  It  ? 

I Aft.  Noble  Lored.ino. 

D-nje.  He! — but  admit  him.  [Exit  Attendant. 

, 1 Mar.  Must  I then  retire  ? 

I ' Dogr.  Perhaps  it  U not  requisite,  if  this 

I Concerns  your  husband,  and  If  not  — — Well,  signor, 

, Your  ple.asurc  1 [ To  LoaroANo  ew/cWfift. 

I Air.  I br.ir  that  of  **  the  Ten.” 

Doge.  They 

, Have  cho«en  well  their  envoy. 

[ lA>r.  'T  U thedr  choice 

j Which  leads  me  here. 

Doge.  It  docs  their  wis<lom  honour, 

And  no  less  to  their  courtesy.  — Proceed. 

Iatt.  We  have  decided. 

Doge.  We  ? 

I I /x>r.  « Tlie  Ten  ” In  council. 

|!  Doge.  What  I have  they  met  again,  and  met  with- 
i Apprising  me  ? [out 

! j • fThe  Interest  of  Ihli  play  It  fonnded  upon  feelings  so 
peeultar  or  oventrained.  as  to  mKaae  no  ; and  the 

I whole  stoiy^tums  im  Inddenu  that  are  ndlher  pleaslnK  nor 
natural.  The  younger  Fuscari  undermirs  the  rack  twice 
(once  in  the  headni;  oX  the  audieocel.  meretr  because  he  has 
' chosen  to  feign  himself  a traitor,  that  he  nilght  be  brought 

I * b.ick  fnnn  ut^eserred  banishment,  and  dies  at  last  of  pure 
I dotage  on  this  sentiment  \ while  the  elder  Ft>scari  tubmlu, 

I I in  prornund  and  liamoToable  silence,  to  this  treatment  of  his 
h son,  lest,  tqr  seeming  to  feet  for  his  unhappy  (ate,  he  should 


lAfT.  They  wish’d  to  span*  your  fecllngi. 

No  less  than  age. 

Doge.  That’s  new — when  si>ared  they  either? 
1 thank  them,  notwith»tandlng. 

lA»r.  Y'ou  know  well 

That  they  have  power  to  act  at  tlielr  discretion. 

With  or  without  the  presence  of  the  Duge. 

Doge.  'T  U some  years  since  I learn  <1  this,  long 
before 

I became  Doge,  or  dream’d  of  such  advancement. 

You  need  not  .ss'huol  me,  signor:  i sate  In 
That  council  when  you  were  a young  patrician. 

Lor.  True,  in  my  father’s  lime  ; 1 have  heard  him 
and 

The  admiral,  his  brother,  say  as  much. 

Y'our  highness  may  remember  them  ; they  both 
Died  suddenly. 

Doge.  And  if  they  did  so,  better 

So  die  than  live  on  lingeringly  in  )>aiD.  [days  out 
lAtr.  No  doubt : yet  most  men  like  to  live  their 
Doge.  And  did  not  they  ? 

/.or.  The  grave  knows  best;  they  dii*d. 

As  I said,  suddenly. 

Doge.  D that  so  strange. 

That  you  repeat  the  word  emphatically  ? [death 
Lor.  So  far  from  strange,  that  never  was  there 
In  my  mind  half  so  natural  as  theirs. 

Think  you  not  so  ? 

Doge.  What  should  I think  of  mortals  ? 

Lor.  That  they  have  ruortal  foes. 

Doge,  I understand  you; 

Tour  sires  were  mine,  and  you  are  heir  in  all  things, 
1a)t,  Y'ou  best  know  if  I should  be  so. 

Doge.  I do. 

Your  fathers  were  my  f»»es,  and  I have  heant 
Foul  rumours  were  abroad  ; I have  also  read 
Their  epitaph,  attributing  their  deaths 
To  poison.  'T  is  perhaps  as  true  as  most 
Inscriptions  U|>on  toml»,  and  yet  no  less 
A fable. 

lAtr.  Y^'ho  dares  say  so  ? 

Dttge.  I ! — — ’T  is  true 

Tour  fathers  wore  mine  enemies,  as  bitter 
.As  their  son  e’er  cau  be,  and  1 no  less 
Was  theirs ; but  I was  oftenig  their  foe : 

I never  work’d  by  plot  in  council,  nor 
Cabal  in  commonwealth,  nor  secret  means 
Of  practice  against  life  by  steel  or  drug. 

The  proof  is,  your  existence. 

lAtr.  I fear  not. 

Doge.  Y'ou  have  no  cause,  being  what  I am  ; but 
were  I 

That  you  would  have  me  thought,  you  long  ere  now 
Were  past  the  sen.se  of  fear.  Hate  on  ; 1 care  not, 
lAir.  I never  yet  knew  that  a noble’s  life 
In  Venice  bad  to  dread  a Doge’s  lYown, 

I'hat  is,  by  open  means. 

Doge.  But  I,  good  signor. 

Am,  or  least  tr»s,  more  than  a mere  duke. 

In  blood,  in  mind,  in  means ; and  that  they  know 

be  ImpIlcAted  In  bit  guilt » though  he  ii  supposed  giiiItic*M. 
He,  the  Dogf,  U affaid  to  atlr  hand  or  (<xrt,  to  look  or  •[>e»k, 
while  these  inexplirable  honrort  are  tranucting.  on  account 
' ■’  ‘ I^orMano,  who  lord*  It  in  the  coundt 

’ know*  why  or  how  : and  w ho  at  lou 


of  the  hottilitr  of  one  I^orMann,  who  lord*  It  in  the  couneU 
of  “ the  Ten/’  nolmriy  know*  why  of  ’ 

**  enmcihe*  " lunth  father  and  »i>n  In  hi*  toil*,  in  *pite  nl  thrtr 
pa*ti«e  obedirnre  and  non.rcsintanre  to  his  plan*.  ITtey  am 
silly  nirt  for  this  spider  to  catch, and**  feed  fat  his  aodent 
grudge  uputv”»  JarrasY.j 
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WLo  dreaded  to  elect  me,  and  have  since 
Striven  all  they  dare  to  weigh  me  down  : be  sure, 
itefore  ur  since  that  {teriod,  hail  1 held  you 
At  so  much  price  as  to  re«julre  your  absence, 

A wortl  of  mine  had  set  such  spiriu  to  work 
As  would  have  made  you  nothing.  But  hi  all  things 
I have  iib^rvcd  the  strictest  reverence; 

Nut  fur  thv  laws  alone,  for  those  you  have  strain’d 
( I do  not  speak  of  you  but  as  a single 
Voice  of  the  many)  somewhat  beyond  what 
I could  enforce  for  roy  authority, 

Were  I dis;>use4t  to  brawl ; but,  as  I said, 

I have  observed  with  veneration,  like 
A priest’s  for  the  high  altar,  even  unto 
The  sacrifice  of  my  own  bUx)d  and  quiet. 

Safety,  and  all  save  honour,  the  decrees. 

The  health,  the  pride,  and  welfare  of  the  state. 

And  DOW,  sir,  to  your  buslneas. 

Lor.  *T  U decreed, 

That,  without  further  repetition  of 
The  Quc'ttion,  or  continuance  of  the  trial. 

Which  oitiy  tends  to  show  how  stubborn  guilt  is 
(*•  The  Ten,*’  dUitendng  with  the  stricter  law 
Which  still  prcscrilw!*  the  Question  till  a full 
Confession,  and  the  prisoner  partly  having 
Avow’d  his  crime  in  not  denying  that 
' The  letter  to  the  Duke  of  Mihiu ’s  hi.i), 
j James  Koscari  return  to  banishment. 

And  sail  In  the  same  galley  vrltich  ctmveyM  him. 

Miir.  Thank  God ! At  least  they  will  not  drag 
him  more 

Before  that  horrid  tribunal.  Would  be 
But  think  so,  to  my  mind  the  happicAt  doom, 

Not  he  atone,  but  all  who  dwell  here,  could 
Desire,  were  to  escape  from  such  a land. 

/)oye.  That  U not  a Venetian  thought,  roy  daughter. 

.y/tir.  No,  't  was  too  human.  May  I share  his  exile  ? 

Lor.  Of  IhU  **the  Tea”  said  nothing. 

.Mtr.  So  I thought ! 

That  were  too  human,  also.  But  It  was  not 
Inhibited  ? 

Lor.  It  was  not  named. 

Mur.  (to  tfir  Doyt).  Then,  father, 

Surely  you  ran  obtain  or  grant  me  tb»is  much : 

[ To  Loksdano. 

And  you,  sir,  not  oppose  my  prayer  to  be 
Permitted  to  accomiiany  my  husband. 

Doyt.  1 will  endeavour. 

i1/<ir.  And  you,  signor? 

Lor.  Iguly  1 

’T  U not  for  me  to  antlciiiatc  the  pleasure 
Of  the  tribunal. 

Mur.  Pleasure  1 what  a word 

To  u<e  for  tlie  decrees  of  - - — 

Doge.  Daughter,  know  you 

■ , In  wluit  a presence  you  pronounce  these  things  ? 
j Mar.  A prince's  and  his  subiect's. 

'1  jAtr.  Subject ! 

, Mtr.  Oh  1 

1 It  galls  you  : — well,  you  are  his  equal,  as 

You  think  ; hut  that  you  arc  nut,  nor  would  be, 
Were  he  a pi*asaiit:  well,  then,  you  're  a prince, 

A princely  noble ; and  what  then  am  I ? 

I^r.  The  ofTspring  of  a noble  house. 

Mur.  And  wedded 

1;  > fSce  anti.  p.  aOS.) 

1 ’ 1 **  I'he  blackest  IcaT,  hit  heart,  and  blankest  his  brain.'* 

Ir’*" 

To  one  as  noble.  What,  or  whme,  then,  is  ! 

'The  presence  that  should  silence  my  free  thoughts  ? j 

Lor.  The  presence  of  your  husband's  judges. 

Dogr.  And  i 

The  deference  due  even  to  the  lightest  word  • 

That  falls  from  those  who  rule  in  Venice. 

Mar.  Keep 

Those  m.ixim8  for  your  mass  of  scared  mechanics,  , 

Your  merchants,  your  Dalmatian  and  Greek  slaves,  , 
Yoar  tributaries,  your  dumb  dtJxens, 

And  ma.sk'd  nobility,  your  sbirri,  and  1 

Your  spies,  your  galley  and  your  other  slaves,  ; 

To  whom  your  midnight  carr)ings  off  and  druwnings. 
Your  dungi'ons  next  the  palace  roofs,  or  under 
The  water's  level ; your  mysterious  meetings, 

And  unknown  dooms,  and  sudden  executions,  [and 
Your  **  Bridge  of  Sighs  your  strangling  chantln-r, 
Your  torturing  instruments,  have  made  ye  seem 
The  beings  of  another  and  worse  world  ! | 

Keep  such  for  them  : I fear  ye  ntd.  1 know  ye  ; ' 

Have  known  and  proved  your  wor>t,  in  the  infernal 
I*roccs3  of  my  poor  hU5band ! Treat  me  as 
Ye  treati'd  him  : — you  did  so,  in  so  dealing 
With  him.  Then  what  have  1 to  Ivor  from  you. 

Even  If  I were  of  frarfitl  nature,  which 
I trist  I am  not  ? 

Doge.  You  bear,  she  speaks  wildly. 

Mar.  Not  wisely,  yet  not  wUdly. 

Lor.  Lady ! words  ! 

litter'd  within  these  walls  I bear  no  further 
Than  to  the  threshold,  saving  such  as  pn.«s 
Between  the  Duke  and  me  on  the  state's  service. 

Doge  I have  you  aught  In  answer? 

Doge.  Something  IVum 

The  Doge ; it  may  be  aIi*o  from  a parent 

Lor.  My  mL<.>-ion  here  Is  to  the  Doge. 

Doge.  Then  say 

The  Doge  will  choose  his  own  arahamdor, 

<?r  state  in  perstm  w hat  Is  meet ; and  for  ■ 

The  father 

Lor.  I remcml>er  miwe.  — Farewell ! : 

I kiss  the  hands  of  the  illustrious  lady,  i 

.\.nd  bow  me  to  the  Duke.  [K.r</  Louedako. 

Mar.  Arc  you  content  ? 

Doge.  I am  what  you  behold.  1 

Mar.  And  that's  a mystery. 

Doge.  All  things  are  so  to  mortals ; who  can  read 
them 

S.ive  he  who  made  ? or.  If  they  can,  the  few 

And  gifted  spirits,  who  have  studied  long 

That  loathsome  volume  — man,  and  por  d upon 

Those  black  and  bloody  leaves,  his  hear^'mid  brain,  * 

But  learn  a magic  which  recoils  u;>on 

The  adept  who  pursues  it : all  the  sins 

We  tlnd  In  others,  nature  made  our  own ; 

All  our  advantages  are  those  of  fortune  ; 1 

Birth,  wealth,  health,  beauty,  are  her  accidents,  I 

And  when  we  cry  out  against  Fate,  'twere  well 
Wc  shtmld  remember  Fortune  can  lake  nougat  ! 

have  what  she  pure— the  rest  was  nakednesa. 

And  lusts,  and  ap;>etltes.  and  vanities. 

The  universal  heritage,  to  battle 

With  as  wc  may,  and  least  In  humblest  stations. 

Where  hunger  swallows  all  In  one  low  want,  ^ 

And  the  original  ordinance,  that  man 

5 f"  Where  hunger  twallntrt  oJI  —where  ever  was 

The  monarch  who  could  bear  a threw  days'  huf  ?** 

— MS.} 
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Mu^t  sweat  far  bis  poor  pitUnce,  keeps  all  passions 

I Aloof,  save  fear  of  famine  1 All  is  low, 

I,  Ami  false,  ami  hollow — clay  from  first  to  last, 

|j  The  prince’s  um  no  less  than  potter’s  vessel. 
j|  Our  fame  is  in  men’s  breath  *,  our  lives  upon 
Less  than  their  breath  \ our  durance  upon  days, 

Our  days  on  seasons;  our  whole  being  on 
Something  which  Is  not  tu  /~-So,  we  are  slaves, 

I I The  grcatc'st  as  the  meanest  — nothing  rests 
Upon  our  will ; the  will  itself  no  less 

I Dei>ends  upon  a straw  th^m  on  a storm  ; * 

I And  when  we  think  we  lead,  we  are  most  led, 

. And  still  towards  death,  a thing  which  comes  as  much 
Without  our  act  or  choice  us  birth,  so  that 
Methinks  we  mu-'t  have  sinn’d  In  some  old  world, 

: And  this  b hell : the  best  is,  that  It  U not 

* Eternal. 

; ' 3/or.  These  are  things  we  cannot  judge 

On  earth. 

‘ Doge.  And  how  then  shall  we  judge  each  other, 

I Who  are  all  earth,  and  X,  who  am  call’d  upon 
1 To  judge  my  son  t I have  administer'd 
My  country  faithfully  — victoriously  — 

I dare  them  to  the  proof,  the  chart  of  what 
She  was  and  Is ; my  reign  has  doubled  realms ; 

An<l,  in  rewsuxl,  the  gratUude  of  Venice 
[ Has  left,  or  b at>out  to  leave,  me  single, 
j ^^ur.  And  Foscari  ? 1 do  Dot  think  of  such  things, 

I .So  I be  left  witli  him. 

I Doge,  You  shall  be  so : 

Thus  much  they  cannot  well  deny, 
i Afar.  And  if 

• They  should,  I wlU  fly  with  him. 

I Di>pe.  That  can  ne’er  be. 

II  And  whither  would  you  Ry  ? 

t Mar.  I know  not.  reck  nut — 

To  SjTia,  Egypt,  to  the  Ottoman  — 

Any  where,  where  we  might  respire  unfetter’d, 

And  live  nor  girt  by  spies,  nor  liable 
To  edicts  of  inquisitors  of  state.  [husband.  . 

Doge.  What,  wouldst  thou  have  a renegade  for 
|,  And  turn  him  into  traitor? 
i*  hfitr.  He  is  none ! 

The  country  b the  traitress,  which  thrusts  forth 
■ Her  best  and  bravest  from  her.  Tyranny 
i Is  far  the  worst  of  treasons.  Dost  thou  deem 
None  rcbeb  except  siilyects  ? The  prince  who 
Neglects  or  violates  his  trust  is  mure 
A brigand  than  the  rubber-chiet 
Doge.  1 cannot 

Chaise  me  with  such  a breach  of  faith.  ' 

Mar.  No;  thou 

Observ'st,  obey’st  such  laws  as  make  old  Draco's 
A code  of  mercy  by  comparison. 

Doge.  1 found  the  law ; 1 did  not  make  IL  Were  1 
.\  subject,  still  1 might  find  parts  and  portions 
Fit  for  amendment ; but  as  prince,  1 never 
Would  change,  for  the  sake  of  my  house,  the  charter 
Left  by  our  fathers. 

Mar.  Did  they  make  it  for 

The  ruin  of  their  children  ? 

Doge.  Under  such  laws,  Venice 

lias  risen  to  what  she  is  — a state  to  rival 
In  deeds,  and  days,  and  sway,  and,  let  me  add, 

I In  glory  (fur  we  have  had  Roman  spirits 

I * f*'  Whr.t  •»  fame  ? a foocHcd  Uf«  in  otbert*  breath. 

A thing  beyond  us,  rr'n  before  our  draih.*'  — Pops  ] 


Amongst  us),  all  that  history  has  be<iueath'd  I 

Of  Rome  and  Carthage  in  their  best  times,  when 
The  people  sway'd  by  senates.  1 1 

Mar.  Rather  say,  i 

Groan'd  under  the  stem  oligarchs.  ■ 

Doge.  Perhaps  so ; 

But  yet  subdued  the  world : In  such  a state 
An  individual,  be  he  richest  of  i 

Such  rank  as  is  permitted,  or  the  meanest,  ^ 

Without  a name,  b alike  nothing,  when  ! 

The  policy,  irrevocably  teivding  ' 

I To  one  great  end,  must  be  m.ointaJn'd  in  vigour. 

I Mar.  Thb  means  that  you  arc  more  a Doge  than  ' 

' father.  I i 

I Doge.  It  means,  I am  moa*  citizen  than  either.  j 
If  we  had  not  for  many  centuries  I 

Had  thou-sands  of  such  cltiiens,  and  shall, 

I trust,  have  still  such,  Venice  were  no  city. 

.Mar.  .Accursed  be  the  city  where  the  laws  ^ 

Would  stifle  nature's  t 

Doge.  H:u!  I as  matty  sons  , 

As  1 have  years,  I would  have  given  them  all,  ' 

Nut  without  feeling,  but  1 would  have  given  them  || 
To  the  state's  service,  to  fulfil  her  wUhes  ij 

On  the  floTHl,  in  the  field,  or,  if  it  must  be. 

As  it,  alas  ( has  been,  to  ostracUm,  »| 

Exile,  or  chains,  or  wliaUuever  worse  i 

She  might  decree. 

Mar.  And  this  is  t^triotism  ? | 

To  me  it  seems  the  worst  barbarity. 

Let  me  seek  out  ray  husband : the  sage  **  Ten,” 

With  ail  its  jealousy,  will  baitlly  war 

So  far  with  a weak  woman  as  deny  me  • 

A moment’s  access  to  hb  dungeon.  ; 

Doge.  ni  1 

So  far  take  on  myself,  as  order  that  J 

You  may  be  admitted.  I 

Mar.  And  what  shall  I say  I 

To  Foscari  from  hb  father  ? ' 

Doge.  That  he  obey  « 

The  law*.  I 

Mar.  And  nothing  more  ? Will  you  not  sec  him  j 
Ere  he  depart  ? It  nuiy  be  the  last  time.  [see  t 

Doge.  The  last ! — my  boy  I — Uh  lust  time  1 shall  I 
My  last  of  children  ! Tell  him  1 will  come. 

[Exrttnf.  i 


ACT  III, 

SCENE  L 

77(t«  Prison  of  Jacopo  Foscaxi. 

Joe.  Fos.  (sofuj).  No  light,  save  yon  bint  gleam, 
which  shows  me  walb 
Which  never  echo’d  but  to  sorrow’s  sounds, 

The  sigh  of  long  imprisonment,  the  step 
Of  feet  on  which  the  iron  clank'd,  the  groan 
Of  death,  the  imprecation  of  despair  I 
.And  yet  for  this  I have  return'd  to  Venice, 

With  some  faint  hope,  'tls  true,  that  time,  which  wears 
The  marble  down,  had  worn  away  the  bate 
Of  men's  hearts ; but  I knew  them  not,  and  here 
Must  I coitsume  my  own,  which  never  beat 
For  Venice  but  with  such  a yearning  as 

* f " the  will  Itself  dependpot 

rpon  a itrtrm,  « straw,  an  J txith  alike 
Leadmi;  lu  death.**.— 
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THE  TWO  FOSCARI. 


The  dove  ha»  tor  her  distant  nest,  when  wheeling 

High  Ip  the  air  on  her  return  to  greet 

Her  callow  brood.  What  letters  are  these  which 

[^Approaching  ike  teaU. 
Are  scrawl’d  along  the  Inexorable  wall  ? • 

Will  the  gleam  let  me  trace  them  ? Ah  I the  names 
Of  my  sad  predeces^rs  In  this  place, 

'rbe  dates  of  their  despair,  the  brief  words  of 
A grief  too  great  for  many.  This  stone  page 
Holds  like  an  epitaph  their  history  ; 

And  the  poor  captive’s  tale  is  graven  on 
His  dungeon  barrier,  like  the  lover’s  record 
Upon  the  bark  of  some  tall  tree,  which  bears 
His  own  and  his  bt  loved’s  name.  Alas  ! 

1 recf^tse  some  names  familiar  to  me. 

And  blighted  like  to  mine,  which  1 will  add, 

Fittest  for  such  a chronicle  as  this, 

Which  only  can  be  read,  as  writ,  by  wretches.  ■* 

[//«  engrapee  hie  Mume. 

Enter  a Faniluir  of  **the  7Va."^ 

Fom.  I bring  you  food. 

Jac.  Foe.  I pray  you  set  it  down ; 

I am  past  hunger;  but  my  lips  arc  parch’d  — 

The  water ! 

Fnm.  There. 

Joe.  Foe.  (^afier  drinking).  I thank  you:  lam  better. 

Film.  1 am  commanded  to  infonn  you  that 
Your  further  trial  is  postponed. 

J'le.  Foe.  TUI  when  7 

Fnm.  I know  not.  — It  Is  also  In  my  orders 
That  your  illustrious  lady  be  odmittesl. 

Jac.  Foe.  Ah  5 they  relent,  then,  — 1 had  ceased 
to  hope  It : 

’T  was  time. 

Enter  MaaiHA. 

M'lr.  My  best  beloved  t 

Jitc.  Foe.  {embracing  her),  3Iy  true  wife. 

And  only  friend  1 happiness ! 

Miir.  We’ll  part 

No  more. 

Jfte.  Foe.  How  1 wouldst  thou  share  a dungeon  ? 

.V«r.  Ay, 

The  rack,  the  grave,  all  — any  thing  with  thee, 

But  the  tomb  last  of  all,  for  there  we  shaU 

Ik*  ignorant  of  each  other,  yet  I will 

Share  that  — all  things  except  new  separation; 

U is  too  much  to  have  survived  the  flnt 

How  dmt  thou  ? How  are  those  worn  Umbs  ? Alas ! j 

Why  do  I ask  ? Thy  paleness I 

Jne.  Foe.  T Is  the  joy  | 

or  neeing  thee  again  so  soon,  and  so  I 

Without  expectancy,  has  sent  the  blood  j 

Back  to  my  heart,  and  left  my  checks  Uke  thine, 

For  thou  art  pale  too,  my  Marina  I 

Mar.  T U 

The  gloom  of  this  eternal  cell,  which  never 
Knew  sunbeam,  and  the  sallow  sullen  glare 
Of  the  familiar’s  torch,  which  seems  akln^ 

* [For  Mr.  HobhouM's  account  of  the  state  dungeons  of 
VenVe,  see  ArrsMOia : Historical  Notes  to  Chtlda  Harold, 
No.  L] 

* [**  WTilch  never  can  be  read  but,  as  1 was  wiitteo, 

Bj  wretched  beiap.*'—  MS.} 

> rl.nrit  Byron.  In  this  tnuredjr.  hss  not  ventured  upon 
further  deviation  h-om  historical  truth  than  is  fully  authorfved 
by  the  licence  of  >he  drama.  We  may  remark,  however,  that  | 


To  darkness  more  than  light,  by  lending  to 
The  dungt*ou  vapours  its  bituminous  smoke, 

Which  cloud  whate'er  we  gaie  on,  even  thine  eyes  — 
No,  not  thine  eyes  — they  sparkle  — how  they  sparkle  I 
j Joe.  Foe.  And  thine  ! — but  1 am  blinded  by  the 
torch.  [here  ? 

Mar.  As  I had  been  without  It.  Coulcld  thou  »ee 
Jac.  Foe.  Nothing  at  first;  but  use  and  time  had 
taught  me 

Familiarity  with  what  was  darkness ; 

And  the  grey  twilight  of  such  glimmerings  as 
Glide  through  the  crevices  made  by  the  winds 
Wa»  kinder  to  mine  eyes  than  the  full  sun. 

When  gorgeously  o'crgllding  any  lowers 
Save  those  of  Venice : but  a moment  ere 
Thou  earnest  hither  I was  busy  writing. 

Mar.  What  ? [next 

Jac.  Foe.  My  name:  look,  *tls  there  — recorded 
The  name  of  him  who  here  preceded  me, 

If  dungeon  dales  say  inje. 

Mar.  And  what  of  him  ? 

Jac.  Foe.  These  walls  are  silent  of  men’s  ends ; 
they  only 

Seem  to  hint  shrewdly  of  them.  Such  stem  walls 
Were  never  piled  on  high  save  o’er  the  dead, 

Or  those  who  s<»on  must  be  so. — of  him? 
Thou  askest.  — Wh.at  of  me  ? may  stMm  l>e  a.sk*d, 

; With  the  like  answer  — doubt  and  dreadful  sunnlve  — 
Unless  thou  teli'st  my  tale. 

Mar.  ! epeak  of  thee  ! 

Jac,  Foe.  And  wherefore  nut  ? AU  then  shall 
speak  of  me: 

The  tyTanny  of  silence  Is  not  lasting. 

And,  though  events  be  hidden,  just  men’s  groans 
Will  burst  all  cerement,  even  a living  grave’s  J 
I do  nut  doubt  my  memory,  but  my  life ; 

And  neither  do  1 fear. 

Mar.  Thy  life  la  safe. 

1 Jac.  Foe.  And  liberty? 

Mar.  The  mind  should  make  Its  own. 

Jac.  Foe.  That  has  a noble  sound ; but  *t  is  a sound, 
A music  most  linpres!>lve,  but  too  transient: 

The  mind  is  much,  but  is  nut  all.  The  mind 
Hath  ncn'cd  me  to  endure  the  risk  of  death. 

And  torture  positive,  far  wurt^  than  death 
(If  death  be  a deep  sleep),  without  a groan, 

Or  with  a cry  which  rather  shamed  my  judges 
, Than  me;  but  *tls  not  all,  for  there  are  things 
\ More  woful  — such  as  this  small  dungeon,  where 
I may  breathe  many  years. 

Mar.  Alas  1 and  this 

Small  dungeon  Is  all  that  belongs  to  thee 
Of  this  wide  realm,  of  which  thy  sire  Is  prince. 

Jac.  Foe.  That  thought  would  scarcely  aid  me  to 
I endure  it 

; My  doom  is  common ; many  are  in  dungeons, 

< But  none  like  mine,  so  near  their  futber's  jtalace ; 

But  then  my  heart  Is  sometimes  high,  ami  hope 
Will  stream  along  those  moted  rays  of  light 
Peopled  with  dusty  atoms,  which  afford 

after  Clacopo  had  been  torturfd.  he  was  removed  to  the 
Dtical  apartmetiU.  nut  to  the  Ptnxi ; thiU  hU  death 

orrurred,  not  at  Vmice,  but  at  Can«'a ; that  fifteen  months 
I rtapted  between  his  last  condemnation  and  hU  father's  d<v 
position  ( and  that  the  death  of  the  Doge  took  pl.icc,  not  at 
, the  palace,  but  In  his  own  house.  ~ 7'cnef.  SketcAee,  vol.  il. 

p.1*.} 

j 4 [“Of  the  famiUar’i  torch,  which  seems  to  love 
Darkness  far  more  than  light.”  MS.] 
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Our  only  tlay ; for,  save  the  Raqlcr’s  torch, 

Ami  a iitrange  flrefly,  which  wo!{  quickly  caught 
night  lu  yon  onormoua  spUier':i  net, 

1 ne'er  K\yr  aught  here  like  a niy.  Alas ! 

I know  if  mind  may  bear  us  up,  or  no. 

For  I have  such,  and  shown  It  before  men ; 

It  sinks  in  solitude  ■ : my  soul  U social. 

Mar.  I -will  be  with  thee. 

Jite.  Fot.  Ah  ! if  It  were  so  I 

But  that  they  never  gnmled  — nor  will  grant. 

And  I shall  be  lUonc.  no  men  — no  books  — 

Those  lying  Ilkenc'>^*s  of  lyitig  men. 

I ask'd  for  even  lhi*>c  outlines  of  their  kind, 

Wliich  they  term  annals,  hi-torj’,  what  you  will. 
Which  men  bequeath  as  portraiLs,  ami  they  were 
Befu^’d  me, — so  these  walls  have  been  my  study, 
More  faithful  pictures  of  Venetian  story, 

With  all  their  blank,  or  dUmal  stains,  than  U 
The  Hall  not  far  from  hence,  which  hear-*  on  high 
ilundriHls  of  doges,  and  their  deeds  .and  dates. 

Mar.  I come  to  tell  thee  the  result  of  their 
L:wt  council  on  thy  doom. 

Jac.  Fos.  I know  it — lcK»k  1 

[//e/w/wfs  ta  hh  as  referring  to  the 

Question  tchich  he  had  umlrrgone. 

Mar.  No  — no— >no  more  of  that:  even  they  relent 
From  that  atrocity. 

Jnc.  Fos.  What  then  ? 

Mar.  Th.d  you 

Beturn  to  Candia, 

Jnc.  Fo$.  Then  my  la^t  hope's  gone. 

I could  endure  my  dungeon,  for  't\va.s  Venire ; 

I could  support  the  torture,  there  was  something 
In  my  native  air  that  buoy'd  my  spirits  up 
I.lke  a ship  on  the  ocean  !o'>’d  by  storms. 

But  proudly  still  l>cstriding  the  high  waves, 

And  holding  on  its  course' ; but  there,  afar. 

In  that  accursed  Isle  of  slaves,  and  captives, 

Ami  imbcllcvers,  like  a stranded  wreck. 

My  vcr>'  soul  ■*eem’d  mouldering  In  my  bonom, 

And  piecemeal  I shall  perish,  if  remanded. 

Mar.  And  here  f 

Jac.  Fus.  At  once  — by  better  means,  as  briefer. 
What ! would  they  even  deny  me  my  sires'  sepulchre. 
As  well  as  home  and  heritage  ? 

Mar.  My  husband  I 

1 have  sued  to  accompany  thee  hence. 


And  not  so  hopelessly.  This  love  of  thine 
For  an  ungrateful  and  tyrannic  soil 
Is  passion,  and  not  patriotism  ; for  me, 

1 could  see  thee  with  n quiet  a*i)ect. 

And  the  sweet  freedom  of  the  earth  and  air, 

I would  not  cavil  about  climes  or  regions. 

ThU  crowd  of  palaces  and  prisons  is  not 
A paradiitc ; its  first  inhabitants 
Were  wndched  exiles. 

; Jac.  Fos.  Well  I know  how  wretched  J 

Mar.  And  yet  } ou  see  how,  from  their  banish- 
inent 

Before  the  Tartar  Into  these  salt  isles 
Their  antique  energy  of  mind,  all  that 
Kemaln'd  of  Borne  lor  their  Inheritance, 

Created  by  degrees  an  ocean- Home  ;« 

And  shidl  an  evil,  which  m>  often  leads 
To  gooil,  depress  thee  thus  7 

Jac.  Ftu.  Had  1 gone  forth 

From  my  own  land,  like  the  old  patriun  hs  seeking 
Another  n glon,  with  their  flocks  ami  herds ; 

Had  I been  ca.-it  out  like  the  Jews  from  Zion, 

Or  like  our  fathers  driven  by  Attila 
From  fertile  Italy,  to  kinvn  islets 
I would  have  given  some  lean*  to  my  late  country. 
And  many  thoughts;  but  afterwards  addre.-v>'d 
j Myself,  with  those  about  me,  to  create 
! A new  home  and  fiv^h  state  : |>erhai»s  I omld 
I Have  borne  this  — though  I know  not. 

' hlar.  When  fore  uot  ? 

It  was  the  lot  of  millions  tind  must  be 
The  fate  of  my  riads  more. 

Jac.  Fos.  Ay  — we  but  hear 

I Of  the  survivors'  toil  In  their  new  lands 
Their  numlscrs  and  succe<s ; but  who  can  number 
The  hearts  which  broke  In  silence  at  that  parting. 

Or  after  their  deiKirture  ; of  that  malady  » 

Which  calls  up  green  and  native  fields  to  view 
From  the  rough  deep,  with  such  identity 
To  the  poor  exile's  fever'd  eye,  that  he 
Can  M'nttTly  be  restrain’d  from  triNuilng  them  ? 

That  melody  which  out  of  tunes  and  tunes 
Collects  such  pasture  fur  the  longing  sorrow 
Of  the  sad  mountaineer,  when  for  away 
j From  his  snow  canopy  of  cliffs  and  clouds 
That  he  fectls  on  the  sweet,  but  potson«ms  thought. 
And  dies.  You  call  this  weahneis  ! It  is  strength. 


I 


I 


I 


I 


• fPersoni  eondentned  lo  colitary  ronfinempnt  genrrBlly, 
I;  we  are  aaiuml,  twrome  rUher  maxlmen  nr  idiots,  as  mind  or 
matter  happens  to  predominate,  when  the  mysterious  balance 
! between  them  is  destroyed.  But  they  who  are  subjectod  to 
’ iijt'h  a dre^idfut  p«mi«hmont  are  generally,  like  most  |>er* 
h neiralors  of  gross  crimes,  men  tif  feeble  internal  reMiurvea. 
i{  Alen  of  talents,  like  Ttenck,  ha»e  been  known,  in  the  deep«*st 
serluslon,  and  most  severe  ronfinenient,  tn  battle  the  foul 
I:  Send  meUnrholy,  and  to  come  off  cenquemm  during  a cal'- 
Civlty  of  jears.  Those  who  suffer  impruonmenl  for  the  wke 
r>(  their  country,  or  their  religion,  have  yet  a stronger  sufi- 
port,  and  may  carlalm,  though  in  a ditbrent  tense  from  that 
' of  Othello,  It  is  the  cause,  it  Is  the  cause,  my  soul.”  — 

I Sia  WAtTKR  SCOTT.J 

3 in  I July  fearless  and  excellent  work  upon  Italy, 

I perceive  the  ea|ir<*ssion  of  **  Rome  of  the  th-ean  *’ applied 
, to  Venice.  The  same  phrase  occurs  in  the  **  Two  Foscaii.” 
I My  publisher  can  vouch  for  me.  tb.*!!  the  tragwiy  was  written 
ai»t  sent  to  England  some  time  iiefore  I had  sent  I jaly  M»r- 

5 ill's  work,  wtjkh  1 only  rercivetl  on  the  lf>th  of  August. 

hasten,  however,  U>  notice  the  coinrids'nee,  aikI  Co  yield  the 
originalitT  of  the  phrase  to  her  who  first  placed  it  before  the 
public.  I am  the  more  anxious  to  do  this,  as  1 am  infnm^ 
xfor  I have  seen  but  fea  of  llie  sf-nimens,  amt  Ihwc  accident, 
ally,!  th.a  there  have  been  lately  hrou^ht  .igainst  me  charges 
1 of  I'Uguristn.  [See  $tnst,  ntrte  to  the  description  of  a ship* 
I wreck,  UoN  JCAH,  C.  A.  S.  XXIV.j 


* The  calenture.  — [A  distemper  peculiar  to  sailors  in  hot  ' , 
climates  — 

♦*  So  by  a rafenture  milled  ( ■ 

The  manner  with  ra^dure  sees 
On  the  smfMdlt  ocevi's  asure  bed 
Knamel'd  flelds  and  verdant  trees : 

With  eagiT  haste  he  lungs  to  rme. 

In  that  fantastic  srt  ne,  and  thinks  | 

It  must  be  tome  enchanted  grote. 

And  in  he  leaps,  and  duwu  he  ilokt.”—  Swirr.}  ! 

* .Alfmling  to  the  Swiss  air  and  Us  effects. —[Iltr  Arms  , 

drs  f'ocAcs,  played  upon  the  tsag.pipe  by  the  young  cu». 
kee{>ers  on  the  mountains : — “ Au  air,”  says  Uousseau.  ” so 
dear  to  the  Swiss,  that  It  w as  forbidden,  under  the  pam  of  | 
death,  to  play  it  to  the  tmopt,  as  it  immediately  drew  tears  | 

from  them,  and  made  those  who  lieard  it  des<  rt,  or  die  of  ' 
what  It  called  in  tnaladie  tin  paU,  so  ardient  a desire  did  it 
excite  to  return  to  their  country,  it  Is  tn  vain  to  seek  in  this 

air  for  energetic  nrernts  capable  of  producing  stu'h  astoaish. 

Ing  efferis,  for  which  strangers  arc  unable  to  account  from 
the  music,  which  is  in  itself  unctmth  and  wild.  But  it  is 
from  haidt.  recollections.  aa*l  a thouMtid  nreumnlaiif-.  s,  re- 
traced  in  this  tune  by  those  natives  who  hear  it,  and  ri'iolnd> 
ing  them  of  their  country,  former  pleasures  of  their  vouth,  i 
and  ail  their  ways  of  flving.  which  occasion  a bitter  rcfiection  ! 
at  having  lost  Ihenk”!  I- 
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I uy,  — the  parent  of  all  honest  Ceding. 

lie  who  loves  not  bU  eountry.  can  love  nothing. 

I Mar.  Obey  her,  then  : 't  Is  she  that  puts  thee  forth. 

( Jac.  Fm.  Ay,  tliere  U Is ; *tls  like  a mothcr’i  curse 
Upon  my  soul  — the  mark  U set  U|>on  me. 

The  exiles  you  speak  of  went  forth  by  nations. 

Their  hands  upheld  each  other  by  the  way, 

Their  tents  were  pitch'd  together  — I'm  ione. 

Mar.  You  shall  be  so  no  more — I will  go  with  thee. 

«f<jr.  Foi.  My  best  Marina  l*~and  our  children  ? 

Mar.  They, 

I fear,  by  the  prevention  of  the  state's 
Abhorrent  policy,  (which  bolds  all  tics 
As  threads  which  may  be  broken  at  her  plex-mre,) 
Will  not  be  suffer'd  to  proceed  with  xis. 

Jae.  Fa*.  And  canst  thou  leave  them  ? 

Mar.  Yes.  With  many  a pang. 

But — I can  leave  them,  children  as  they  are. 

To  teach  you  to  be  less  a child.  From  this  j 

Learn  you  to  ssray  your  feelings  when  exacted  ’ 
By  duties  paramount ; and 't  Is  our  flr»t 
On  earth  to  bear. 

Jac.  Fo$,  Have  I not  borne  ? i 

.V«r.  Too  much 

From  tyrannous  injustice,  and  enough 
To  teach  you  not  to  shrink  now  from  a lot,  } 

Which,  as  compared  with  what  you  have  undergone  i 
Of  late,  Is  mere}'.  I 

I Jac.  Fo*.  Ah  I you  never  yet  I 

I Were  far  away  from  Venice,  never  saw 
I Her  beautiful  towers  in  the  receding  distance. 

While  every  furrow  of  the  vessel's  track 
Seem'd  ploughing  deep  into  your  heart ; you  never 
Saw  day  go  down  upon  your  native  spires  i 

So  calmly  with  its  gold  and  crimson  glor)*, 

And  after  dreaming  a disturbed  vision  < 

Of  them  and  theirs,  awoke  and  found  them  not.  j 

i Mar.  I will  divide  this  with  you.  Let  us  think  i 
{ Of  our  departure  from  this  much-loveti  city  I 

j (Since  you  must  love  it,  as  It  seem*,)  and  thb  ! 

1]  Chamber  of  state,  her  gratitude  allots  you. 

4 Our  children  will  be  cared  for  by  tbe  Doge,  | 

i And  b)*  my  uncles.:  we  must  sail  ere  night,  [father?  , 

I Jae.  Fotu  That  *s  sudden.  Shall  I not  behold  my 

Mar.  You  will. 

Jac.  F<m.  Where  7 

Mar.  Here,  ot  In  the  dncal  chamber  — 

He  said  not  which.  I would  that  you  could  bear 
Your  exile  as  he  bears  it. 

Jac.  Fo$.  Blame  him  not. 

1 sometimes  murmur  for  a moment ; but 
He  could  not  now  act  otherwise.  A show 
Of  feeling  or  compassion  on  his  part 
Would  have  but  drawn  upon  bis  aged  head 
Suspicion  from  the  Ten,**  and  upon  mine 
Accumulated  ills. 

Mar.  Accumulated  1 

What  pangs  are  those  they  have  spared  you  ? 
j Jac.  For.  That  of  leav  ing 

Venice  without  beholding  him  or  you. 

Which  might  have  been  forbidden  now,  as  *tw.-xs  ' 
Upon  my  former  exile. 

Mar.  That  Is  true. 

And  thus  far  I am  also  tbe  state’s  debtor. 

And  shall  be  more  so  when  I see  us  both 
* Floating  on  the  ftw  waves  — away  — away  — . 

Be  it  to  the  earth’s  end,  from  this  abfaorr'd. 

Unjust,  and  ■ i 

_ I 


Jac.  Foa.  Curse  It  not  If  I am  silent 

Milo  dares  accuse  my  country  ? 

Mar.  Men  and  angels  ! 

The  blood  of  myriads  reeking  up  to  heaven. 

The  groans  of  slaves  In  chains,  and  men  In  dungeons. 
Mothers,  and  wives,  and  sons,  and  sires,  and  sub* 
jects. 

Held  In  the  bondage  of  ten  bald.heads ; and 
Though  last,  not  least  My  ailencc.  Covldat  Mou 
Aught  In  its  fkvour,  who  would  praise  like  Mee? 

Jae.  Foa.  I.,et  us  address  us  then,  since  so  It  must  be, 

To  our  departure.  M’ho  comes  here  ? ^ 

Enter  Ijohedako,  attended  by  FamiUara. 

Lor.  (to  the  FamHiara').  Retire, 

But  leave  the  torch.  (Exeunt  the  tieo  Famitiara. 

Jac.  Foa.  Most  welcome,  noble  signor.  1 

I did  not  deem  this  poor  place  could  have  drawn  I 
Such  presence  hither.  | 

Lor.  'Tls  not  the  0rst  time 

I have  visited  these  places. 

Mar.  Nor  would  be 

The  List  were  all  men's  merits  well  rewarded. 

Came  you  here  to  insult  us,  or  remain 
.\s  spy  u}K>n  us,  or  as  hostage  for  us  ? 

lAir.  Neither  are  of  my  office,  noble  lady  1 I 

I am  sent  hither  to  your  husband,  to  I 

Announce  “ tbe  Ten's  ’*  decree.  i 

Mur.  That  tenderness  i| 

Has  been  anticipated  : it  Is  known.  : | 

Lor.  As  how  ? ^ ■ 

Mar.  I have  inform’d  him,  not  so  gently  { 

Doubtless,  as  yo\ir  nice  feelings  would  prescribe,  i 

The  indulgence  of  your  colleagues : but  he  knew  It  | 
If  you  come  for  our  thanks,  take  them,  and  hence  I j 

The  dungeon  gloom  is  deep  enough  without  you,  |> 

Aud  full  of  reptiles,  not  leas  loathsome,  though  M 

Their  sting  is  honester.  j; 

Jae.  Foe.  I pray  you,  calm  you : 

M'hat  can  avail  such  words?  1) 


Mar.  To  let  him  know 

That  he  is  known. 

Lor.  Let  the  fair  dame  preserve 

Her  sex’s  privilege. 

Mar.  I have  some  sons  sir, 

M'lll  one  day  thank  you  better. 


To  nurse  them  widely.  Foscari  — you  know 
Your  sentence,  then  ? 

Jac.  Fa*.  Return  to  Candia  ? 

Lor.  True  — 

For  life. 

Jac.  Fo*.  Not  long. 

Lor.  I said  — for  life. 

Jae.  Fos.  And  I 

Repeat  — not  long. 

Lor.  A year's  imprisonment 

In  Canca  — afterwards  the  freedom  of 
The  whole  Isle. 

Jac.  Foe.  Both  the  same  to  me  : the  alter 
Freedom  as  Is  the  first  Imprisonment. 

D't  true  my  wife  accompanies  roe  ? 

Lor.  Yes, 

If  she  so  wills  it. 

M'lr.  Who  obtain’d  that  justice  ? 

Lor.  One  who  wars  not  with  women. 

Mar.  But  oppresses 

5tt  n : howsoever  let  him  have  my  thanks 
U 
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For  the  only  boon  I would  have  ask’d  or  taken 
From  him  or  such  as  be  is. 

Lor,  He  receives  them 

As  they  arc  offer’d. 

Mar.  May  they  thrive  with  him 

8c  much  !— no  more. 

Jac.  Fo*.  Is  this,  sir,  your  whole  mission  ? 

Because  we  have  brief  time  for  preparaiiun, 

And  you  perceive  your  presence  doth  disquiet 
This  lady,  of  a house  noble  as  yours, 
j Mar.  Nobler  I 
I j Lor.  How  nobler  ? 

I j Mar.  As  more  generous  I 

Ij  We  say  the  **  ^tcncrous  steed  ” to  express  the  purity 

' Of  his  high  blood.  Thus  much  I’ve  although 
i|  Venetian  (who  sec  few  steeds  save  of  bronic), 

II  From  those  Venetians  who  have  skimm’d  the  coasts 
1 1 Of  Eg)'pt,  and  her  neighbour  Araby : 

! And  why  not  say  as  soon  the  **  (lenerout  man  9 " 
ij  If  race  be  aught,  it  U in  qualities 
i More  than  In  years;  and  mine,  which  is  as  old 
I , As  yours.  Is  better  In  its  product,  nay  — 

Look  not  so  stem  — but  get  you  lack,  and  pore 
I Upon  your  gcnealogic  tree’s  most  green 

Of  leaves  and  most  mature  of  fruit*,  and  there 
! Blush  to  And  ancestors,  who  would  have  blush'd 
For  such  a son— Ihou  cold  inveterate  hater  I 
I Jac.  Fos.  Again,  Marina  1 

Mar.  Again  1 ttiUy  Marina. 

See  you  not,  he  comes  here  to  glut  his  bate 
With  a last  look  upon  our  misery  ? 

I Let  him  partake  It ! 

I Jac.  Fos.  That  were  dlfilcult- 

I Mar.  Nothing  more  ca^y.  He  partakes  it  now  — 

I Ay,  he  may  veil  benealli  a marble  brow 
And  sneering  lip  the  pang,  but  he  partakes  It 
A few  brief  words  of  truth  shame  the  devil’s  servants 
No  less  than  master ; I have  probed  his  soul 
' A moment  as  the  eternal  fire,  ere  long. 

Will  reach  it  always,  Sec  how  he  shrinks  from  me  J 
. With  death,  and  chains,  and  exile  in  hU  hand, 

To  scatter  o'er  hU  kind  as  he  thinks  flt : 

They  arc  his  weapons,  not  hU  armour,  for 
I h.ave  pierced  him  to  the  core  of  his  cold  heart 
I care  not  for  his  frowns  I M'e  can  but  die, 

[ And  he  but  live,  for  him  the  rer>'  worst 
Of  destinies : each  day  secures  him  more 
! His  tempter's. 

j , Jie.  Fos.  This  U mere  insanity. 

!'  Afar.  It  may  be  so;  and  tefw  hath  made  us  matlf 

Lor.  Let  her  go  on ; it  Irks  not  me. 

Mar.  That  *s  falisc  1 

I Tou  came  here  to  enjoy  a heartless  triumph 
l>f  cold  looks  upon  manifold  griefs  1 You  came 
- To  be  sued  to  in  vain — to  mark  our  tears, 

I And  board  our  groans  — to  gaze  upon  the  wreck 
I Which  you  have  made  a prince’s  son  — my  husband ; 

In  short,  to  trample  on  the  fallen— an  office 
! The  bangnian  shrinks  from,  as  all  men  from  him ! 
How  have  you  sped?  We  are  wretched,  signor,  .*» 
Your  plots  could  make,  and  vengeance  could  desire  us. 
And  how  fed  you  f 

As  rocks. 

Mar.  By  thunder  blasted  : 

They  feel  not,  b\it  no  less  are  shiver’d.  Come, 

* rit  live  two  Foscari  do  nothing  to  dereot  the  mArhlnationi 

of  their  remorseicti  foe.  M«riTU,  the  wife  of  the  younger,  at 
' traat  revenges  them,  by  letting  loose  the  venom  ofner  temgue 


Foscari ; now  let  us  go,  and  leave  this  felon. 

The  sole  fit  habitant  of  such  a cell. 

Which  be  has  peopled  often,  but  ne’er  fitly 
Till  he  himself  shall  brood  in  It  alone.  * 

Enter  the  Doge. 

Jac.  Fos.  My  father  I 

Doyc  (^endfraciny  him).  Jacopol  my  son  — my  son! 

Jac.  Fos.  M)  father  still ! How  long  it  is  since  1 
Have  heard  thee  name  my  name — our  name  ! 

Dope.  My  boy  1 

Couldst  thou  but  know 

Jac.  Fos.  1 rarely,  sir,  hat'c  murmur'd. 

Uoge.  I feel  too  much  thou  hast  not. 

Mar.  Doge,  look  there  1 

potnts  to  Lokxoaxo. 

Dope.  I sec  the  man  — what  mean 'at  thou  ? 

Afar.  Caution  I 

Lor.  Being 

The  virtue  which  this  noble  lady  most 
May  practise,  ahe  doth  well  to  recommend  it. 

.Vur.  Wretch  1 ’tU  no  virtue,  but  the  policy 
Of  those  who  fain  must  deal  perforce  with  vice : 

As  such  1 recommend  It,  as  1 would 
' To  one  whose  foot  was  on  an  adder’s  path. 

Doge.  Daughter,  It  Is  superfluous  ; I have  long 
Known  Loredano. 

Lor.  Tou  may  know  him  better. 

Mar.  Yes;  worse  he  could  not. 

Jac.  Fos.  Father,  let  not  these 

Our  parting  hours  be  lost  In  listening  to 

Reproaches,  which  boot  nothing.  Is  it is  It, 

Indeed,  our  last  of  meetings? 

Doge.  You  behold 

These  white  hairs ! 

Jac.  Fos.  And  I feel,  besides,  that  mine 

M ill  never  be  so  white.  Kmbracc  me,  father  J 
I loved  you  ever— never  more  than  now. 
lAKjk  to  my  children  — to  your  last  child's  children : 
Let  them  be  all  to  you  which  he  was  once, 

And  never  be  to  you  what  1 am  now. 

May  1 not  sec  them  also  ? 

Mar.  No— not  here. 

Jac.  Fos.  They  might  behold  thdr  ;>arent  aay- 
wbere. 

Mar.  I would  that  they  beheld  their  father  in 
A place  which  would  not  mingle  fear  with  love. 

To  freeze  their  young  blood  in  its  natural  current. 
They  hare  fed  well,  slept  soft,  and  knew  not  that 
Their  sire  was  a mere  hunted  outlaw.  M'cll, 

I know  his  fate  may  one  day  be  their  heritage ; 

But  let  it  only  be  their  heritage. 

And  not  their  present  fee.  ITielr  senses,  though 
Alive  to  love,  are  yet  awake  to  terror ; 

And  these  vile  dami>s,  too,  and  yon  thick  green  wave 
M'hich  floats  above  the  place  where  wc  now  stand  — 

A cell  so  far  below  the  water’s  level. 

Sending  its  pestilence  through  every  crevice,  ! 

Might  strike  them:  this  is  not  (Aeir atmosphere, 
However  you  — and  you  — and,  most  of  all,  j 

As  worthiest  — you,  sir,  noble  Loredano ! ! 

May  breathe  it  without  prejudice. 

Jac.  Fos.  I have  not 

Reflected  upon  this,  but  acquiesce. 

I shall  depart,  then,  without  meeting  them  ? 

upon  their  hateful  oppressor,  which  she  does  without  irtlnt  or 
measure  ; and  In  a strain  of  vehemence  not  Inferior  to  that  of 
the  old  quetm  Margaret  in  Richard  tl>e  Thir4  ~ JarraXT.  ] 
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Dope.  Mot  to : they  shell  await  you  In  my  chamber. 
Joe.  Fb*.  And  must  I leave  them  — a/i  9 
Lor.  You  must 

Jae,  Tot.  Not  one  ? 

Lor.  They  are  the  state's. 

Mot.  I thought  they  had  been  mine. 

Lor.  They  are,  in  all  maternal  things. 

Mar.  That  U, 

In  all  thiDfi  painfUI.  If  they  *re  sick,  they  will 
Be  left  to  me  to  tend  them  \ should  they  ^e. 

To  me  to  bury  and  to  mourn ; but  if 
They  live,  they  *11  make  you  soldiers,  senators, 

Slaves,  exiles  — what  you  will ; or  if  they  are 
Females  with  portions,  brides  and  bribes  for  nobles  t 
Behold  the  state's  care  for  its  sons  and  mothers  I 
Lor.  The  hour  approaches,  and  the  wind  is  fkir. 
Jae.  Fo$.  How  know  you  that  here,  where  the  genial 
wind 

Ne'er  blows  In  all  its  blustering  freedom  7 

Lot.  *T  was  so 

When  I came  here.  The  galley  floats  within 
A boW'Shot  of  the  **  Blva  dl  Schiavonl.'* 

Jae.  Fot.  Father  t I pray  you  to  precede  me,  and 
Prepare  my  children  to  behold  their  father. 

Doge.  Be  firm,  my  son  I 

Jae.  Foe.  I will  do  my  endeavour. 

Mar.  Farewell  I at  least  to  this  detested  dungeon, 
And  him  to  whose  good  ofliccs  you  owe 
In  part  your  past  imprisonment 

Lor.  And  present 

Liberation. 

Doge.  Ue  speaks  truth. 

Jae.  Foe.  No  doubt  I but  *t  is 

Exchange  of  chains  for  heavier  chains  1 owe  him. 

He  knows  this,  or  be  had  not  sought  to  change  them. 
But  1 reproach  not 

Lor.  The  time  narrows,  signor. 

Jae.  Fos.  Alas  I I little  thought  so  lingeringly 
To  leave  abodes  like  this  ; but  when  I feel 
That  every  step  1 take,  even  from  this  cell, 

Is  one  away  fr^  Venice,  I look  back 
Even  on  these  dull  damp  walls,  and  .. 

Doge.  Boy  I no  tears. 

Mar.  Let  them  flow  on : he  wept  not  on  the  rack 
To  shame  him,  and  they  cannot  shame  him  now. 
They  will  relieve  his  heart — that  too  kind  heart  — 
And  1 will  find  an  hour  to  wipe  away 
Those  tears,  or  add  my  own.  I could  weep  now, 

But  would  not  gratify  yon  wretch  so  Csr. 

Let  us  proceed.  Doi^,  lead  the  way. 

Lor.  {to  the  Familiar).  ^^e  torch,  there  ! 

Mar,  Yes,  light  us  on.  as  to  a funeral  pyre. 

With  Loredano  mourning  like  an  heir. 

Doge.  My  son,  you  arc  feeble  ; take  this  hand. 
Jae.  Foe,  Ala*  { 

Must  youth  support  Itself  on  age,  and  1 
Who  ought  to  be  the  prop  of  yours  7 

Lor.  Take  mine. 

Afcir.  Touch  it  not,  Foscari;  'twill  sting  you. 
Signor, 

Stand  off  l be  sure,  that  if  a grasp  of  yours 
Would  raise  us  from  the  gulf  wherein  we  are  plunged. 
No  hand  of  ours  would  stretch  Itself  to  meet  it 
Come,  Foscari,  take  the  hand  the  altar  gave  you ; 

It  could  not  save,  but  will  support  you  ever. 

[Ereunt. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L 

A Hall  in  the  Ducal  Palace. 

Enter  Lorkdano  and  Barbaeigo. 

Bar.  And  have  you  confidence  In  such  a prqjcct? 

Lor.  I have. 

Bar.  'T  Is  hard  upon  his  years. 

Lor.  Say  rather 

Kind  to  relieve  him  from  the  cares  of  state. 

Bar.  'T  will  break  his  heart 

l>or.  Age  has  no  heart  to  break. 

He  has  seen  his  son's  half  broken,  and,  except 
A start  of  feeling  in  bU  dungeon,  never 
Swerved. 

Bar.  In  his  countenance,  I grant  you,  never ; 
But  I have  seen  him  sometimes  in  a calm 
So  desolate,  that  the  most  clamorous  grief 
Had  nought  to  env)’  him  within.  Where  is  he  ? 

Lor.  In  his  own  portion  of  the  palace,  with 
His  son,  and  the  whole  race  of  FcMcaiis. 

Bar.  Bidding  forewell. 

Lor.  A last  As  soon  he  shall 

Bid  to  his  dukedom. 

Bar.  When  embarks  the  son  7 

Lor.  Forthwith — when  this  long  leave  Is  taken.  'T  U 
Time  to  admonish  them  again. 

Bar.  Forbear ; 

Retrench  not  from  their  moments. 

Lor.  Not  I,  now 

We  have  higher  business  for  our  own.  This  day 
Shall  be  the  last  of  the  old  Doge's  reign. 

As  the  first  of  his  son’s  last  banishment 
And  that  is  vengeance. 

Bar.  In  my  mind,  too  d»*cp. 

7vOr.  ’T  Is  moderate  — not  even  life  for  life,  the  rule 
Denounc'cd  of  retribution  from  all  time  ; 

They  owe  me  still  my  father's  and  my  uncle’s. 

Bar.  Did  not  the  Doge  deny  this  strongly  7 

J'Or.  Doubtless. 

Bar.  And  did  not  this  shake  your  suspicion  7 

Lor.  Xo. 

Bar.  But  if  this  deposition  should  take  place 
By  our  united  influence  In  the  Council, 

It  must  be  done  with  all  the  deference 
Due  to  his  years,  bis  station,  and  his  deeds. 

Lor.  As  much  of  ceremony  as  you  will, 

So  that  the  thing  be  done.  You  may,  for  axight 
I care,  depute  the  Council  on  their  knees, 

(IJkc  Barbaros&a  to  the  Pope),  to  beg  him 
To  have  the  courtesy  to  ab^cate. 

Bar.  Vliat,  if  he  will  not  7 

Lor.  We  11  elect  another. 

And  make  him  null. 

Bar.  But  will  the  laws  uphold  us  7 

Ijor.  What  laws  7 — •«  The  Ten  ” are  laws ; and  if 
they  were  not, 

I will  be  legislator  in  this  business. 

Bar.  At  your  own  peril  ? 

Lor.  There  Is  none,  I tell  you. 

Our  powers  arc  such. 

Bar.  But  he  has  twice  already 

Solicited  permission  to  retire, 

And  twice  It  was  reftised. 

Lor.  The  better  reason 

To  grant  it  the  third  time. 
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Bar.  Unask  d ? 

Lor.  It  »how$ 

The  iroprestion  of  hU  formor  iastancn  : 

If  they  were  from  his  heart,  he  may  be  thankful ; 

If  not,  'twill  punish  his  hypocrisy. 

Come,  they  are  met  by  this  time ; let  us  Join  them, 
Anti  be  thou  fix'd  In  purpose  for  this  once. 

I hare  prepared  such  arguments  as  will  not 
Fall  to  move  them,  and  to  remove  him  : since 
Their  thoughts,  their  ohlccts,  have  been  sounded,  do  not 
Fba,  with  your  wonted  scruples,  teach  us  pau^c. 

And  all  will  prosper. 

Bar.  Could  I but  be  certain 

This  is  no  prelude  to  such  persecution 
Of  the  sire  as  has  fallen  upon  the  son, 

1 would  support  you. 

I Lor.  He  is  safe,  I tell  you ; 

! His  fourscore  yean  and  five  may  linger  on 
As  long  as  be  can  drag  them:  'tls  his  throne 
Alone  is  aim'd  at. 

Bar.  But  discarded  princes 

' Are  seldom  long  of  life. 

Lor.  And  men  of  eighty 

j More  seldom  still. 

Bar.  And  why  not  wait  these  few  years  ? 

Lor.  Because  we  have  waited  long  enough,  and  be 
Lived  longer  than  cnoi^gh.  Hence  t in  to  council ! 

[^Exeunt  Loeedako  and  Baebarigo. 


Enter  Memmo  and  a Senator. 


Sen.  A summons  to  ” the  Ten  1 ” Why  so  ? 

Mem.  **  The  Ten" 

Alone  can  answer : they  arc  rarely  wont 
To  let  their  thoughts  anticipate  their  purpose 
By  previous  proclamation.  Wc  arc  sumn^on'd  — 
That  is  enough. 

.Sen.  For  them,  but  not  for  us ; 

I would  know  why. 

Mem.  You  will  know  why  anon, 

If  you  obey;  and,  if  not,  you  no  less 
Will  know  why  you  should  have  obey'd. 

Sen.  I mean  not 

To  oppose  them,  

Mem.  In  Venice  “ but'^'s  a traitor. 

But  me  no  “ buts,  ” unless  you  would  pass  o'er 
The  Bridge  which  few  repass. 

Sen.  1 am  silent. 

Mem.  Why 

Thus  hesitate  ? **  The  Ten  " have  call’d  in  aid 
Of  their  deliberation  five  and  twenty 
Patricians  of  the  senate  — you  are  one, 

And  I another ; and  it  seems  to  me 

Both  honour'd  by  the  choice  or  chance  which  leads  us 

To  mingle  with  a body  so  august. 

Sen.  Most  true.  I say  no  more. 

Jifrm.  As  we  hope,  signor, 

And  all  may  honestly,  (that  is,  all  those 
Of  noble  blood  may,)  one  day  hope  to  be 
Decemvir,  It  is  surely  for  the  senate's 
Chosen  delegates  a school  of  wisdom,  to 
Be  thus  admitted,  though  as  novices, 

To  view  the  mysteries. 

Sen.  Let  us  view  them : they. 

No  doubt,  are  worth  It. 


Mem.  Bring  worth  our  lives 

If  we  divulge  them,  doubtless  they  are  worth 
Something,  at  least  to  you  or  me. 

.Sea.  1 sought  not 

A place  within  the  sanctuary ; but  being 
Chosen,  however  reluctantly  so  chosen, 

I shall  fulfil  my  office. 

Mem.  Let  us  not 

Be  latest  in  obeying  ^ the  Ten’s"  summons. 

Sen.  All  are  not  met,  but  I am  of  your  thought 
So  fkr  — let ’s  In. 

Mem.  The  earliest  are  most  welcome 

In  earnest  councils  — we  will  not  be  least  so. 

[Lreioi/. 


Enter  the  Doge,  Jacoro  Foscabi,  and  Marina. 

Jae.  Foe.  Ah,  fktbcr : though  I must  and  will  depart. 
Yet — yet  — 1 pray  you  to  obtain  for  me 
That  I once  more  return  unto  my  home,* 

Howe’er  remote  the  period.  Let  there  be 
A point  of  time,  as  b^on  to  my  heart. 

With  any  penalty  annex’d  they  please, 

But  let  me  still  return. 

Doge.  Son  Jacopo, 

Go  and  obey  our  country’s  will : 'th  not 
For  us  to  look  beyond. 

Jac.  Foe.  But  still  I must 

Look  back.  1 pray  you  think  of  me. 

Doge.  Alas ! 

You  ever  were  my  dearest  offspring,  when 
They  were  more  numerous,  nor  can  be  less  so 
Now  you  are  last ; but  did  the  state  demand 
The  exile  of  the  disinterred  ashes 
Of  your  three  goodly  brothers,  now  in  earth. 

And  their  desponding  shades  came  flitting  round 
To  impede  the  act,  I must  no  less  obey 
A duty,  paramount  to  everj'  duty. 

Mar.  My  husband  ] let  us  on ; this  but  prolongs 
Our  sorrow. 

Jac.  Fot.  But  we  are  not  summon’d  yet ; 

The  galley's  sails  are  not  unfurl'd: — who  knows  ? 
The  wind  may  change. 

Mar.  And  If  It  do,  It  will  not 

Change  their  hearts,  or  your  lot : the  galley's  oars 
Will  quickly  clear  the  harbour. 

Jae.  Foe.  O,  ye  elements  1 

\\Tiere  are  your  storms  ? 

Mar.  In  human  breasts.  Alas  ! 

^111  nothing  calm  you  ? 

Jae.  Foe.  Never  yet  did  mariner 

Put  up  to  patron  saint  such  prayers  for  prosperous 
And  pleasant  breezes,  as  1 call  upon  you. 

Ye  tutelar  saints  of  my  own  cit}' ! which 
Ye  love  not  with  more  holy  love  than  I, 

To  lash  up  fhnn  the  deep  the  Adrian  wares. 

And  waken  Auster,  sovereign  of  the  tempest  I 
Till  the  sea  dash  me  back  on  my  own  shore 
A broken  corse  upon  the  barren  Lido, 

Where  I may  mingle  with  the  sands  which  skirt 
The  land  1 love,  and  never  shall  see  more  I 

Mar.  And  wish  you  this  with  me  beside  you  ? 

Jae.  Foe,  No  — 

No— > not  for  thee,  txx>  good,  too  kind  I May'st  thou 
Live  long  to  be  a mother  to  those  children 


' I'nncrred,  xod  now  uniettlml  In  hi*  mind 

From  lonf  and  exquisite  pain,  he  sobs  and  cries, 
KiulnK  the  old  tnau's  cheek.  * Help  me.  in)’  Father  ! 
Let  me,  I pray  thee,  live  once  more  among  ye  i 


Let  me  go  home.*—*  Mr  son,’  returns  the  Dog*, 
Maiteri^  hi*  grief.  * if  thou  art  intlerd  my  sun. 
Obey.  Thf  country  wUU  it’  Kuosas.) 
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Thy  fcnd  fldelity  for  a time  deprive*  1 

Of  »uch  support  I But  fur  myself  alone,  | 

Alay  all  the  wind*  of  heaven  howl  down  the  Gulf,  | 
And  tear  the  vesMl,  till  the  mariner*.  | 

Appall'd,  turn  their  despairing  eyes  on  me. 

As  the  PhcQlclans  did  on  Jonah,  then 
Cast  me  out  ftrom  amongst  them,  as  an  olTerlug 
To  appease  the  waves.  The  billow  which  destroys  me 
Will  be  more  merciful  than  man,  and  bear  roe 
Dead,  but  $tiU  btar  roc  to  a native  grave. 

From  fishers'  hands,  upon  the  desolate  strand. 

Which,  of  Its  thousand  wrecks,  bath  ne’er  received 
One  lacerated  like  the  heart  which  then 

Will  be But  wherefore  breaks  it  not  ? why  live  1 ? 

Mar.  To  man  thyself,  1 trust,  with  time,  to  master 
Such  useless  passion.  Until  now  thou  wert 
A suifbrer,  but  not  a loud  one : why. 

What  b this  to  the  things  thou  hast  borne  In  silence  — 
Imprisonment  and  actual  torture  ? 

Jae.  Fob.  Double, 

Triple,  and  tenfold  torture  I But  you  arc  right. 

It  must  be  borne.  Father,  your  blessing. 

Dofft.  Would 

It  could  avail  thee  I but  no  less  thou  hast  it. 

Jac.  Fob.  Forgive  i 

Doge.  What  ? | 

Jae.  Fob.  My  poor  mother,  for  my  birth, 

And  me  fur  haring  lived,  and  you  yourself  | 

(As  I forgive  youX  for  the  gift  of  life,  | 

WThich  you  b<^w'd  upon  roe  as  my  sire. 

Mar.  What  bast  thou  done  ? 

Jae.  Fob.  Nothing.  1 cannot  charge 

My  memory  with  much  save  sorrow  : but  ^ 

I have  been  so  beyond  the  common  lot  | 

Chasten’d  and  visited,  I needs  must  think 
That  I was  wicked.  If  it  be  so,  may  | 

What  I have  undergone  here  keep  me  from 
A like  hereafter ! I 

Afar.  Fear  not ; that  *s  reserved  1 

For  your  oppressors.  | 

Jac.  Fob.  Let  me  hojK*  not  , 

Mnr.  Hope  not? 

Jae.  Fob.  I cannot  wbh  them  aU  they  have  inflicted. 
Mot.  AU!  the  consummate  fiemls ! A thousandfold 
May  the  worm  which  ne’er  dieth  feed  upon  them  ] 

Jtte.  Fob.  They  may  repent 
Mar.  And  if  they  do,  Heaven  will  not 

Accept  the  tardy  penitence  of  demons. 

h Enter  an  Officer  and  O'uardB.  | 

' Offi.  Signori  the  boat  is  at  the  shore — the  wind 
1 1 Is  rising  — we  arc  ready  to  attend  you. 

I Jae.  Fob.  And  I to  be  attended.  Once  more,  father, 
Tour  hand ! 

Doge.  Take  it  Alas  I how  thine  own  trembles ! 
Jac.  Fob.  No  — you  mistake ; *t  Is  your*  that  shakes, 
my  father. 

Farewell  \ 

Doge.  Farewell  S I*  there  aught  else  ? 

Jac.  Fob.  No — nothing. 

[ To  the  Officer. 

Lend  me  your  arm,  good  signor. 

Offi.  You  turn  pale  — 

Let  me  support  you  — paler  — hot  some  aid  there  I 
Some  water ! 

Mar.  Ah,  he  is  dying  J 

Jae.  Fob.  Now,  I'm  ready  — 

My  eyes  swim  strangely  — where  *s  the  door  ? 


Mar.  Away  I 

I^t  me  support  him  — my  best  love  I Ob,  God  1 
How  faintly  beats  thb  heart  — tbU  pulse  1 

Jac.  Fob.  The  light  I 

Ib  it  the  light  ? — I am  fklnt 

[^Officer  prcBcntB  him  with  water. 
Offi.  He  wUl  be  better. 

Perhaps,  In  the  air. 

Jae.  Fob.  I doubt  not.  Father— wife  — 

Your  bands  1 

Afar  There’s  death  in  that  damp  clammy  grasp. 
Oh  G<k1  ! — My  Foscarl,  how  fare  you  ? 

Jae.  Fob.  Weill 

[7fe  dicB. 

Offi.  He’s  gone  1 

Doge.  Be ‘s  free. 

Afar.  No  — no,  he  Is  not  dead  ; 

There  must  be  life  yet  in  that  heart  — he  could  not 
Thus  leave  me. 

Doge.  Daughter  I 

Mar.  Hold  thy  peace,  old  man  I 

I am  no  daughter  now  — thou  hast  no  son. 

Ob,  Foscari  1 

Offi.  We  roust  remove  the  body. 

Mar.  Touch  It  not,  dungeon  miscreants  I your  base 
office 

Ends  with  his  life,  and  goes  not  beyond  murder, 

Even  by  your  murderous  laws.  L^ve  bis  remains 
To  those  who  know  to  honour  them. 

Offi.  1 must 

Inform  the  slgnory,  and  learn  their  pleasure. 

Doge.  Inform  ^e  slgnory  from  me,  the  Doge, 

They  have  no  forther  power  upon  those  ashes : 

^V'hilc  he  lived,  he  was  theirs,  as  fits  a subject— 

Now  he  is  mine — my  broken>heartcd  boy  1 

Officer. 

Mar.  And  I roiut  live  I 

Doge.  Tour  children  live,  Marina. 

Afar.  My  children ! true  — they  live,  and  I roust  live 
To  bring  them  up  to  serve  the  state,  and  die 
As  died  their  father.  Oh ! what  best  of  blessings 
Were  barrenness  In  Venice  I Would  my  mother 
Had  been  so  ? 

Doge.  My  unhappy  children  I 

Mar.  AHist  I 

Fou  feel  It  then  at  lost — youf — \n)cre  Is  now 
The  stoic  of  the  state  ? 

Doge  (Mroiciny  himself  down  by  the  body).  Here  / 
Mar.  Ay,  weep  on  I 

I thought  you  had  no  tears  — you  hoarded  them 
Until  they  arc  useless ; but  weep  on  I he  never 
.Shall  weep  more  — never,  never  more. 

Enter  Loreoako  and  Barsarigo. 

I.or.  ^'’hat  *s  here  ? 

Mur.  Ah ! the  devil  come  to  Insult  the  dead ! 
Avaunt ! 

Incarnate  Ludfer  t 'tls  holy  ground. 

A martyr's  ashes  now  lie  there,  which  make  H 
A shrine.  Get  thee  back  to  thy  place  of  torment  1 
Bar.  Lady,  we  knew  not  of  this  sad  event, 

But  pass'd  here  merely  on  our  path  from  council. 
Afar.  Pass  on. 

Jjor.  We  sought  the  Doge. 

Afar,  (^pointing  to  the  Doge,  who  is  still  on  the 
groumi  by  his  Bern's  body).  He’s  busy,  look, 
Altout  the  bu>incss  you  provided  for  him. 

Are  ye  content  ? 
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ACT  ir. 


Bar.  Wc  will  not  Interrupt 

A parent*!  •orrowa. 

Mar.  Tio,  ye  only  make  them. 

Then  leave  them. 

Dogt  {riring).  Sirs,  I am  ready. 

Bar.  No  — not  now. 

Jajt.  Tet  ’twa.s  important. 

Doge.  If  *t  was  to,  1 can 

Only  repeat  — I am  ready. 

Bar.  It  shall  not  l)e 

Ju?t  now,  though  Venice  totter’d  o’er  the  deep 
Like  a frail  vessel  1 respect  your  in^eft. 

Doge.  1 thank  you.  If  the  tiding*  which  you  bring 
Are  evil,  you  may  lay  them;  nothing  further 
Can  touch  me  more  than  him  thou  look’s!  on  there; 
If  they  be  good,  lay  on:  you  need  not  /ear 
That  they  can  contort  roe. 

Bar.  I would  they  could  ! 

Doge.  I spoke  not  to  gou,  but  to  Loredano. 

He  understand*  roe. 

Mar.  Ah  1 I thought  It  would  be  to. 

Doge.  What  mean  you  ? 

Mar.  IjO  ! there  Is  the  blood  beginning 

To  flow  through  the  dead  lips  of  Foscari 
The  body  bleeds  in  presence  of  the  asMuwln. 

[ 7b  LoacDANo. 

Thou  cowardly  murderer  by  law,  behold 
How  death  itself  bears  witness  to  thy  deeds  t 
Doge.  My  child  1 this  is  a phantasy  of  grief. 

Bear  hence  the  body.  [ To  hit  attendantt.  ] Signois. 

1 1 If  H please  you, 

Within  an  hour  111  hear  you. 

\_Errvnt  Dooe,  MAaiNA,  and  attendantt  with  the 
hodg.  Manent  Loeedamo  and  BAaSAKico. 
Bar.  He  roust  not 

Be  troubled  now. 

Lor.  lie  said  himself  that  naught 

Could  give  him  trouble  farther. 

Bar.  These  are  words  ; 

But  grief  U lonely,  and  the  breaking  in 
Upon  it  barbarous. 

Lor.  Sorrow  preys  upon 

Its  solitude,  and  nothing  more  diverts  It 
From  its  sad  visions  of  the  other  world, 

Than  calling  it  at  moments  back  to  this. 

The  busy  have  no  time  for  tears. 

Bar.  And  therefore 

Tou  would  deprive  this  old  man  of  all  business  ? 

Lor.  The  thing's  decreed.  The  Olunta  and  *'  the 
Ten" 

Have  made  it  law  — who  shall  oppo^  that  law  ? 

Bar.  Humanity ! 

Lor.  Because  his  son  U dead  ? 

Bar.  And  yet  unburied. 

Ij>r.  Had  wc  known  this  when 

Tbe  act  was  passing.  It  might  have  suspended 
Its  passage,  but  impedes  it  not — once  past 
Bar.  I *11  not  consent. 

Lor.  Tou  have  consented  to 

All  that's  essential ~ leave  the  rest  to  me. 

Bar.  Why  press  his  abdication  now  ? 

Lor.  The  feelings 

Of  private  passion  may  not  interrupt 
The  public  benefit ; and  what  the  state 
Decides  to-day  roust  not  give  way  before 
To- morrow  for  a natural  accident. 

Bur.  You  have  a son. 

Lor,  I Aare  — and  had  a father. 


Bar.  Still  so  inexorable? 

Lor.  sun. 

Bar.  But  let  him 

Inter  hit  son  before  we  press  upon  him 
This  edict 

Lor.  I>et  him  call  up  Into  life 
My  sire  and  uncle — I consent  Men  may, 

Even  aged  men,  be,  or  appear  to  be, 

Sires  of  a hundred  sons,  but  cannot  kindle 
.A.n  atom  of  their  ancestors  feom  earth. 

The  victims  are  not  equal : he  has  seen 
Ills  sons  expire  by  natural  deaths,  and  I 
My  sires  by  violent  and  mysterious  maladies. 

1 used  no  poison,  bribed  no  subUe  master 
Of  the  destructive  art  of  healing,  to 
Shorten  the  ;tath  to  the  eternal  cure. 

His  sons — and  be  had  four— are  dead,  without 
My  dabWng  in  vile  drugs. 

Bar.  And  art  thou  sure 

He  dealt  In  such  ? 

Lor.  Most  sure. 

Bar.  And  yet  he  seems 

All  openness. 

Lt>r.  And  so  he  seem'd  not  long 

Ago  tu  Curmagnuc^. 

Bar.  The  attainted 

.\nd  foreign  traitor  ? 

Lor.  Even  so  t when  he. 

After  the  very  night  In  which  “ the  Ten  " 

(Join'd  with  the  Doge)  decided  his  destruction. 

Met  the  great  Duke  at  day-break  with  a jest. 
Demanding  whether  be  should  augur  him 
**  Tbe  good  day  or  good  night  7 " his  Dogeship  an- 
swer'd, 

**  That  he  in  truth  had  pass’d  a night  of  vigil. 

In  which  (be  added  with  a gracious  smile). 

There  often  has  been  question  about  you.” ' 

'Twas  true ; tbe  question  was  tbe  death  resolved 
Of  Carmagnuola,  eight  months  ere  he  died  ; 

And  the  old  Doge,  who  knew  him  doom'd,  smiled 
on  him  [band— 

I With  deadly  cozenage,  eight  long  months  before- 
Eight  months  of  such  hypocrisy  as  is 
lA^mt  but  In  eighty  years.  Brave  Carmagnuola 
Is  dead ; so  Is  young  Foscari  and  his  brethren  — 

I never  tmiled  on  them. 

Bar.  Was  Carmagnuola 

Your  friend  ? 

/.or.  He  was  tbe  safeguard  of  the  city. 

' In  early  Ufe  its  foe,  but,  in  his  manhood, 

' Its  sariour  first,  then  victim. 

I Bar,  Ah  I that  seems 

The  penalty  of  saving  cities.  He 
Whom  we  now  act  against  not  only  saved 
I Our  own,  but  added  others  to  our  sway. 

/x>r.  The  Romans  (and  we  ape  them)  gave  a 
; crown 

To  him  who  took  a city;  and  they  gave 
A crown  to  him  who  saved  a dtisen 
In  battle ; the  rewards  are  equal.  Now, 

If  we  should  measure  forth  the  cities  taken 
By  the  Doge  Foscari,  with  citizens 
Destro}-’d  by  him,  or  through  him,  the  account 
I Were  fearfully  against  him,  although  narrow’d 
To  private  havoc,  such  as  lietween  him 
I And  my  dead  father. 

I • Ao  hUtorical  fact.  Si^  Daru,  tom.  U. 
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Bar.  Are  you  then  thus  fix'd  ? 

Lor.  NVliy,  wb.it  should  change  roe  ? 

Bar.  That  which  changes  me ; | 

But  you,  1 know,  arc  marble  to  relidn 
A feud.  But  when  all  Is  accomplish'd,  when 
The  old  roan  Is  deposed,  his  naroe  degraded. 

His  sons  all  dead,  his  Camlly  depress'd. 

And  you  and  yours  triumphant,  shall  you  sleep  ? 

Lt>r.  More  soundly. 

Bar.  That’s  an  error,  and  you’ll  find  It 

Ere  you  sleep  with  your  fathers. 

They  sleep  not 

In  their  accelerated  graves,  nor  will  j 

Till  Foscari  fills  his.  Each  night  I see  them 
Stalk  frowning  round  my  couch,  and,  pointing  toward! 
The  ducal  palace,  marshal  me  to  vengeance. 

Bar.  Fancy’s  dlstemperature  I 'fherc  is  no  passion 
More  spectral  or  fantastical  than  Hate ; 

Not  even  Its  opposite,  laive,  so  peoples  air 

With  phantoms,  as  this  madness  of  the  heart.  i 

ICnter  an  Offictr. 

Lor.  Where  go  you,  sirrah  ? 

By  the  ducal  order 

To  forward  the  preparatory  rites 
For  the  late  Foecari’s  interment 

Bar.  Their 

Vault  has  been  often  open'd  of  late  years. 

Jjtr.  'T  will  be  full  soon,  and  may  be  closed  for  ever. 
Offi.  May  I pass  on  ? 

Lor.  You  may. 

Bur.  How  beau^  the  Doge 

This  last  calamity  ? 

Ojffi.  With  desperate  firmness. 

In  presence  of  another  he  says  little. 

But  I perceive  his  lips  move  now  and  then ; 

And  once  or  twice  I heanl  him,  from  the  adjoining 
Apartment  mutter  forth  the  words  — ” My  son  I” 
Scarce  audibly.  1 must  proceed.  [A’jrit  Officer. 

Bar.  Ybis  stroke 

Win  move  all  Venice  In  his  favour. 

Lor.  Rlgbt  I 

We  must  be  speedy : let  us  call  together 
The  delegates  appointed  to  convey 
The  Council’s  r^utlon. 

Bar.  I protest 

Against  it  at  thb  moment 

Lor.  As  you  please  — 

111  Uke  their  voices  on  it  ne’erlheless, 

And  see  whose  most  may  sway  them,  yours  or  mine. 

[Exetmt  BaaBAaico  and  LoaeoAKO. 


Thr  Dock'x  Apartment. 

T7te  Done  and  dtlenthnfs. 

Att.  My  lord,  the  depuUtion  la  in  waiting; 

But  add,  that  if  another  hour  would  better 
Accord  with  your  will,  they  will  make  It  theirs. 
J)oqc  To  me  all  hours  are  like.  I>ct  them  ap- 
proach. [Exit  Attendant. 

An  Officer.  Prince ! I have  done  your  bidding. 


Doge.  What  command  f 

Offi.  A melancholy  one  — to  call  the  attendance 
Of 

Dope.  True— true  — true:  I crave  your  pardon.  I 
Begin  to  fall  In  apprehemlon,  and 
Wax  very  old — old  almost  as  my  years. 

TUI  now  I fought  them  off,  but  they  begin 
To  overtake  me. 

Lutcr  the  Deputation,  eon$i»tinp  of  six  of  the  Sipnory, 
and  the  Chief  of  the  Ten. 

Noble  men,  your  pleasure  ! 

CAi>/  of  the  Ten.  In  the  first  place,  the  Council 
doth  condole 

With  the  Doge  on  his  late  .and  private  grief. 

Dope.  No  more  — no  more  of  that. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Will  not  the  Duke 

.\cccpl  the  homage  of  respect  ? I 

Dope.  I fi® 

Accept  it  as  *tls  given— proceed. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  ” The  Ten/* 

With  a selected  Clunta  from  the  senate 
Of  twenty-five  of  the  best  bom  patricians, 

I Having  deUberated  on  the  sUte 
Of  the  republic,  and  the  o’erwhelming  care-* 

WTiich.  at  this  moment,  doubly  must  oppn-s-t  ! 

Your  years,  so  long  devoted  to  your  country  . 

Have  judged  It  fitting,  with  all  reverence. 

Now  to  solicit  from  your  wisdom  (which 
Upon  reflocUon  must  accord  In  this) 

The  resignation  of  the  ducal  ring, 

Which  you  have  worn  so  long  and  venerably: 

And  to  prove  that  they  arc  not  ungrnteftU,  nor 
Cold  to  your  years  and  services,  they  add 
An  appanage  of  twenty  hundred  golden 
Ducats  to  make  retirement  not  less  splendid 
Than  should  become  a sovereign’s  retreat. 

Dope.  Did  1 hear  rightly  ? 

Ch  ief  of  the  7>n.  Need  I say  again  ? 

Dope.  No  — Have  you  done  ? 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  I have  spoken.  Twenty-four 
Hours  are  accorelcd  you  to  give  an  answer. 

Dope.  1 shall  not  need  bo  many  seconds. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  We 

Will  now  retire. 

I Dope.  Stay  I Four  and  twenty  hours 

Will  alter  nothing  which  I have  to  say. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Speak  I 

Dope.  When  I twice  before  reiterated 

My  wish  to  abdicate,  it  was  refused  me ; 

And  not  alone  refused,  but  yc  exacted 
Ad  oath  from  me  that  I would  never  more 
Renew  this  Instance.  I have  sworn  to  die 
In  ftill  exertion  of  the  functions  which 
My  country  call’d  me  here  to  exercise. 

According  to  my  honour  and  my  conscience — 

I cannot  break  my  oath. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Reduce  us  not 

I To  the  alternative  of  a decree, 

I Instead  of  your  compliance. 

Dope,  Providence 

' Prolongs  my  days  to  prove  and  chasten  me ; 

^ But  ye  have  no  right  to  reproach  my  length 
Of  ^ys,  since  every  hour  has  licen  the  coun- 
try’s. 

I am  ready  to  lay  down  my  life  for  her. 

As  I have  laid  down  dearer  things  than  lUe : 

But  for  my  dignity — I hold  it  of 
U 4 
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The  tehote  republic : when  the  peneml  will 
I5  mnnifest.  then  you  shall  all  l>c  answer’d.  • 

Chitfof  the  Ten.  Wc  griere  for  such  on  answer; 
but  it  cannot 
Avail  you  aught. 

Dope.  I can  submit  to  all  things, 

I But  nothing  will  advance;  no,  not  a moment. 

I What  you  decree  — decree. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  With  this,  then,  must  wc 

Return  to  those  who  sent  us  ? 

Dope.  You  have  heard  mo. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  With  all  due  reverence  we  retin*. 

[£xeimr  the  Deputation,  $‘C. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Att.  My  lord. 

The  noble  dame  Marina  craves  an  audience. 

Dope.  My  time  Is  hers. 

Enter  MxaiNA. 

Mar.  My  lord,  if  1 intrude  — ; 

Perhaps  you  fain  would  be  alone  ? 

Dope.  Alone ! 

Alone,  come  all  the  world  around  me,  1 
Am  now  and  evermore.  But  we  will  bear  it 
^ Mar.  Wc  will,  and  for  the  sake  of  those  who  aiv, 
£ndeavour Ob,  my  husband  ! 

Dope.  Give  It  way  : 

I cannot  comfort  thee. 

Mar.  He  might  have  lived, 

So  form’d  for  gentle  privacy  of  life. 

So  loving,  so  Gloved  ; the  native  of 
Another  land,  and  who  so  blest  and  blessing 
As  my  poor  Foscarl  ? Nothing  was  wanting 
Unto  his  happiness  and  mine  save  not 
To  be  Venetian. 

Dope*  Or  a prince's  son. 

Mar.  Yes ; all  things  which  conduce  to  other  men’s 
Imperfect  happiness  or  high  ambition. 

By  some  strange  destiny,  to  him  proved  deadly. 

The  counto'  lb®  people  whom  he  loved, 

I The  prince  of  whom  he  was  the  elder  bom. 

And 

Dope.  Soon  may  be  a prince  no  longer. 

Mur.  How  ? 

Dope.  They  have  taken  my  son  from  me,  and  now 
At  my  too  long  worn  4U.idem  and  ring.  [aim 

Let  them  resume  the  gewgaws  ! 

Afnr.  Oh,  the  tyrants ! 

In  such  an  hour  too  I 

Dope.  *Tis  the  Httest  time  ; 

An  hour  ago  I should  have  felt  it. 

jtfar.  And 

I W’lll  you  not  now  resent  it  ? — Oh,  for  vengeance ! 
But  he,  who,  had  he  bei*n  enough  protectetl. 

Might  have  repaid  protection  in  this  moment. 

Cannot  assist  bis  father. 

D/>pe.  Nor  should  do  <o 

.\galnst  hU  country*,  bad  he  a thoitsand  lives 
Instead  of  that 

* f**  Thi*n  wa*  thy  cup,  oM  man,  full  tn  the  hrlm. 

Hut  thou  vert  yet  alive  ; and  there  was  one.'. 

The  aniil  and  iprina  of  all  that  enmity. 

Who  would  not  leave  thee;  fastening  on  thr  (lank. 
Hungering  and  thirsting,  stUi  imsati«fted  ; 

One  <*f  a name  tllustrlom  as  thine  own  ! 

One  of  the  'Pen  1 one  of  tl»e  Invisible  Three  ! 

*T  was  l^orodano.  When  the  whelps  were  gm  r. 

He  would  dislodge  the  I.ion  from  his  dm ; 

i _ 


Mar.  They  tortured  from  him.  This  ! 

May  be  pure  patriotism.  I am  a woman  : 

To  me  my  husband  and  my  children  were 
Country  and  home.  I loved  Atm  — how  1 loved  him  { 

I have  seen  him  pass  through  such  an  ordeal  at  | 

The  old  martyrs  would  hav*e  shrunk  from : he  is  gone,  . 
And  I,  who  would  have  given  my  blood  for  him,  | 
Have  nought  to  give  but  tears  I But  could  I compass 
The  retribution  of  his  wrongs ! — Well,  well  I 
I have  sons,  who  shall  be  men. 

Dope.  Your  grief  distracts  you. 

Mar.  I thought  I could  have  borne  it,  when  1 
■aw  him 

Bow'd  down  by  such  oppression ; yes,  I thought 
That  1 would  rmther  look  upon  his  corse 
Than  his  prolong’d  captivity:  — lam  punish’d 
For  that  thought  now.  Would  I were  in  hb  grave* 
Dope.  I must  look  on  him  once  more. 

Mur.  Come  with  me  i 

Dope.  Is  he  . 

Mar.  Our  bridal  bed  b now  hb  bier. 

Dttpe.  And  he  b In  his  shroud  t 
Mar.  Come,  come,  old  man  1 

[£jreiHt<  the  Does  and  MAaiVA. 

Enter  BARBAaico  and  LoaeoAXO. 

Bur.  {to  an  Attendant).  Where  b the  Pogc  ? 
i Att.  This  Instant  retired  hence  | 

' With  the  illustrious  lady  hb  son’s  widow.  , 

j Lor.  Where  ? ' 

Att.  To  the  chamber  where  the  body  lies, 

j Bar.  Let  us  return,  then.  j 

] Lor.  You  ftvrgel,  you  cannoL  ' 

I We  have  the  Implicit  order  of  the  Glunta  ' 

I To  await  their  coming  here,  and  join  them  in  ' 

I Their  office : they  II  be  here  soon  after  us. 

Bar.  And  will  they  press  their  answer  on  the  Doge  * 
Lor.  'Twas  his  own  wbh  that  alt  should  be  done  ' 
promptly. 

He  answer'd  quickly,  smd  must  so  be  answer’d  ; 

His  dignity  U look'd  to,  hb  estate  ' 

Cared  for  — what  would  he  more  ? j 

Bar.  Die  In  hts  robes: 

He  could  not  have  lived  long ; but  I have  done 
My  best  to  save  hb  honours,  and  opposed  ' 

This  proposition  to  the  last,  though  vainly. 

MTiy  would  the  general  vole  compel  me  hither  ? 

Lor.  ’Twos  tit  that  some  one  of  such  different 

thoughts  ' 

From  ours  should  be  a witness,  lest  false  tongues  I 

Should  whisper  that  a harsh  m^ority  I 

Dreaded  to  have  its  acts  beheld  by*  others. 

Bar.  And  not  less,  I mutt  needs  think,  for  the  sake  | 
Of  bumbling  me  for  my  vain  op;>osition.  1 

You  arc  ingenious,  Loredano,  in  [ 

Your  modes  of  vengeance,  nay,  poetical, 

A very  Ovltl  in  the  art  of  hatinp; 

'T  U tlms  (although  a secondary  oUiect, 

Yet  hate  has  microscopic  ryes),  to  you 
I owe,  by  way  of  foil  to  the  more  xealous, 

And,  Iroilin;  on  the  pack  he  long  had  led, 

The  raisernble  pack  that  ever  howl'd 
Asainft  fallen  ureatness,  moved  that  Fnicaii 
Be  Doge  no  longer ; ur^ng  hit  grewl  ago  ; 

('ailing  the  lonellne**  of  grief,  neglect 
Of  duty,  suileuneM  against  the  laws. 

I nm  most  wilting  to  retire.'  aaid  he : | 

* But  I have  «wom,  and  cannot  of  m.vseif.  | 

I>o  » itb  me  M ye  pleaae.*  " — Jtooe'as.  J j 

~ ' 
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This  undetlml  a^soctation  in 
Your  Giunta's  duties. 

J^r.  tlow !— my  Oiunta  t 

Btr.  yoHT$  t 

They  speak  your  lanytia^,  watch  your  nod,  approve 
Your  plans,  and  do  your  work.  Arc  they  not  yours  f 
lA>r.  You  talk  unwarily.  ‘Twere  best  they  hear 
This  from  you.  [not 

Bar.  Oh ! they  11  hear  as  much  one  day 

From  louder  tongues  than  mine ; they  have  gone 
beyond 

Even  their  exorbitance  of  power : and  when 
This  happens  In  the  most  contemn’d  and  al|}<^ct 
States,  stung  humanity  will  rise  to  check  it. 

Jjjr.  You  talk  but  idly. 

Bor.  That  remains  for  proof. 

Here  come  our  colleagues. 

Enter  the  DepiUation  at  hefure. 

Otiefof  the  Ten.  Is  the  Duke  aware 

We  seek  bU  presence  ? 

1 .4U.  He  shall  be  inform'd. 

[^Exit  Attendant. 

Bar.  The  Duke  is  with  his  son. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  If  it  be  so. 

We  will  remit  him  till  the  rites  are  over. 

Let  us  return.  ’T  is  time  enough  to-morrow. 

Lor.  {atitie  to  Bar.)  Now  the  rich  man's  hell-fire 
upon  your  tongue, 

T'nquench’d,  unquenchable  ! Ill  have  it  tom 
, Fitjin  its  Tile  babbling  mots,  till  you  shall  utter 
Nothing  but  sobs  through  bluud,  for  this  ! Sage 
1 signors, 

I pray  ye  be  not  hasty.  \^Alou/l  to  the  others. 

1 Bar.  But  be  human ! 

Lor.  See,  the  Duke  comes  J 

Enter  the  Door. 

[ Doye.  I have  obey'd  your  summons. 

1 Chiff  of  the  Ten.  We  come  once  more  to  urge  our 

[last  request. 

j Doge.  And  I to  answer. 

1 Chief  of  the  Ten.  WTiat  ? 

' Doge.  My  only  answer. 

. You  have  heard  it. 

j Chief  of  the  'fen.  Hear  you  then  the  last  decree, 

Definitive  and  absolute  1 

Doge.  To  the  point—  ' 

To  the  point  I 1 know  of  old  the  forms  of  office. 

And  gentle  preludes  to  strung  acts — Go  on  ! 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  You  are  no  longer  Doge ; you 
are  released 

From  your  imperial  oath  as  sovereign ; 

Your  ducal  rubes  must  be  put  off;  but  fur 
; Tour  services,  the  state  allots  the  apiianagc 
Already  mention’d  In  our  former  congress. 

Three  days  are  left  you  to  remove  from  hence, 

Under  the  penalty  to  see  confiscated 
All  your  own  private  fortune. 

{ Doge.  That  last  clause, 

■ I am  proud  to  say,  would  not  enrich  the  treasury. 
Chief  of  the  Ten.  Your  answer,  Duke ! 

• Z'*  Tlic  act  U passed  — t will  obey  It** — MS.] 

> [ ••  He  WM  depftsed, 

> lie,  who  had  relcn’d  to  long  aiid  gloriotuly ; 

liu  ducal  bonnK  taken  rroin  hts  brnw. 

1 Ilia  robca  airlpt  off.  hi*  a««l  and  alrnct.tlng 

j Broken  before  blin.  Bui  now  n<Hhing  muTul 

Ijjt.  Tour  answer,  Francis  Fo'cari ! 

Doge.  If  1 could  have  foreseen  that  my  old  age 
Was  prejudicial  to  the  state,  the  chief 
t>f  the  republic  never  would  have  shown 
Himself  so  far  ungrateful,  as  to  place 
His  own  high  dignity  before  hU  countr>’ ; 

But  this  life  having  been  so  many  yeors 
Not  useless  to  that  country’,  I would  fain 
Have  consecrated  my  last  moments  to  her. 

But  the  decree  being  render’d,  I obey.  * 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  If  you  would  have  the  thref 
days  named  extended. 

We  willingly  will  lengthen  them  to  eight. 

As  sign  of  our  esteem. 

Dttge.  Not  eight  hours,  signor,  ’ 

Nor  even  eight  minutes  — there 's  the  ducal  ring, 

[ Taking  off  hit  ring  and  cap.  | 
And  there 'the  ducal  diadem.  And  so 
The  Adriatic 's  fhre  to  wed  another. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Yet  go  not  forth  so  quickly. 

Doge.  1 am  old,  sir, 

.\nd  even  to  move  but  slowly  must  begin 
To  move  betimes.  Methinks  1 see  amongst  you 
A face  I know  not  — Senator}  your  name, 

You,  by  your  garb,  Chief  of  the  Forty  ! 

Mem.  Signor, 

I am  the  son  of  Marco  Memmo.  ^ 

Doge.  Ah  ! 

Your  father  was  my  friend.  — But  sunt  and  fathers 
What,  ho  1 my  servants  there ! 

Atfen.  My  prince  ! 

Doge.  No  prince  — 

There  are  the  princes  of  the  prince  ! [Pointing  to 
the  Ten*t  Deputation.)^  Prepare 
To  part  from  hence  upon  the  Instant. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Why 

So  rashly  ? *t  will  give  scandal. 

Dof/e.  Answer  that ; 

[ To  the  Ten. 

It  is  your  province.  — Sirs,  bcjitir  yourselves  r 

[ To  the  SerranU. 

There  Is  one  burthen  which  I l>cg  you  Iwar 
With  care,  although  T is  post  all  further  barm  — 

But  1 will  look  to  that  myself.  | 

Bar.  He  means 

The  body  of  his  son. 

Doge.  And  call  Marina, 

My  daughter  1 

Eater  Marixa. 

Doge.  Get  thee  ready ; we  must  mourn 

Elsewhere. 

Mar.  And  everywhere. 

Doge.  True  ; but  In  freedom. 

Without  these  jealous  spies  upon  the  great. 

Signors,  you  may  depart:  what  would  you  more  ? 

We  are  going : do  you  fear  that  we  shall  bear 
The  palace  with  US  ? lu  old  walls,  ten  times 
As  oU  as  I am,  and  I 'm  very  old. 

Have  serv’ed  you,  so  have  I,  and  I and  they 
Could  tell  a tale  *,  but  I invoke  them  not 
To  fall  upon  you  I else  they  would,  as  erst 

The  met-koeit  of  hi*  tnul.  Alt  thln^rt  alike  ! 

Among  the  tlx  that  rame  vith  the  dixTee. 

Foicari  mw  one  he  knew  npL.  and  inouired 
HI*  name.  * 1 am  the  son  of  Marco  Sleinmo,* 

* Ah  ! ’ be  replied.  * thy  father  wai  my  friend  1*  ** 

— IloOKas.J 
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The  pilUn  of  &tone  Dagon't  temple  on 
The  Israelite  and  his  PblUstine  foea. 

Such  power  Ido  believe  there  might  exist 
In  such  a curse  as  mine,  provoked  bjr  such 
As  you ; but  I curse  not  Adieu,  good  signors  ! 

May  the  next  duke  be  better  than  the  present 

/x>r.  The  prttrnt  duke  is  Paschal  Malipieru. 

Doge.  Not  till  I pass  the  threshold  of  these  doors. 

Lor.  Saint  Mark's  great  bell  is  soon  about  to  toll 
For  his  inauguration. 

Doge.  Earth  and  heaven  t 

Ye  will  reverberate  this  peal ; and  I 
Live  to  bear  this ! — the  first  Doge  who  e’er  heard 
Such  sound  for  his  successor  1 Happier  he, 

My  attainted  predecessor,  stem  Fallcro  — 

This  insult  at  the  least  was  spared  him. 

Lor,  What ! 

Do  you  regret  a traitor  ? 

Doge.  No — I merely 

Envy  the  dead. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  My  lord.  If  you  indeed 
Are  bent  upon  this  rash  abandonment 
Of  the  state's  palace,  at  the  least  retire 
By  the  private  staircase,  which  conducts  you  towards 
The  landing  place  of  the  canal. 

Doge.  No.  1 

Will  now  descend  the  stairs  by  which  1 mounted 
To  sovereignty  — the  Gianb'  Stairs,  on  whose 
Broad  eminence  I was  invested  duke. 

My  services  have  called  me  up  thf»c  steps. 

The  malice  of  my  foes  will  drive  me  down  them. 

There  five  and  thirty'  years  ago  was  I 

Install’d,  and  traversed  these  sapie  halls,  from  which 

I never  thought  to  be  divorced  except 

A corse  — a corse,  it  might  be,  fighting  for  them  — 

But  not  push’d  hence  by  fellow.citizens. 

But  come ; my  son  and  I will  go  together— 

He  to  bis  grave,  and  I to  pray  for  mine. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  What  I thus  in  public  ? 

Doge.  I was  publicly 

Elected,  and  so  will  I be  deposed. 

Marina!  art  thou  willing  7 

Mar.  Here ’s  my  arm  ! [forth. 

Doge.  And  here  my  staff:  thus  propp'd  will  I go 

Chief  of  the  Tm.  It  must  not  be  — the  people  will 
perceive  it.  [know  it. 

Doge.  The  people  J — There  '«  no  people,  you  w ell 
Else  you  dare  not  deal  thus  by  them  or  me. 

There  is  a populace,  perhaps,  whose  looks  [you. 
May  shame  you ; but  they  dare  not  groan  nor  curse 
Save  with  their  hearts  and  eyes. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  You  Speak  in  passion. 

Else 

Doge.  You  have  reason.  I have  spoken  much 
More  than  my  wont:  it  is  a foible  which 
Was  not  of  mine,  but  more  excuses  you, 

Inasmuch  as  it  shows  that  I approach 
A dotage  which  may  justify  this  deed 
Of  yours,  although  the  law  does  not,  nor  will. 
Farewell,  sirs  I 

Bar.  You  shall  not  depart  without 

An  escort  fitting  past  and  present  nmk. 


We  will  accompany,  with  due  respect. 

The  Doge  unto  his  private  palace.  Say ! 

My  brethren,  will  wc  not  ? 

DifferttU,  voters.  Ay  I— Ay! 

Doge.  You  shall  not 

Stir — in  my  train,  at  least  I enter’d  here 
As  sovereign  — 1 go  out  as  citizen 
By  the  same  portals,  but  as  citizen. 

All  these  vain  ceremonies  are  base  insults. 

Which  only  ulcerate  the  heart  the  more.  I 

Applying  poisons  there  as  antidotes. 

Pomp  is  for  princes  — lam  none  ! — That ’s  false,  | 
I oat,  but  only  to  these  gates.  — Ah  ! [ 

lj>r.  Hark  1 

^ The  great  heU  of  St.  Mark's  toU*. 
Bar.  The  bell ! [election 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  St.  Mark’s,  which  tolls  for  the 
Of  Mallplero. 

Doge.  W'cU  I recognise 
The  sound  ! I heard  it  once,  but  once  before. 

And  that  Is  five  and  thirty  years  ago  I | 

Even  then  I m^oj  not  young.  i 

Bar.  Sit  down,  my  lord  I ! 

You  tremble. 

Doge.  'TIs  the  knell  of  my  poor  Iwy  1 

My  heart  aches  bitterly. 

Bar.  I pray  you  sit  [now.  ; 

Doge.  No ; my  seat  here  has  been  a throne  till  j 
Marina  ! let  us  go.  { 

Mar.  Most  readily.  ^ 

Doge  {valksa  few  steps,  thenstr.pM),  I feclathlr^t— 
will  no  one  bring  me  here 
A cup  of  ti-ater  7 

Bur.  I 

Mar.  And  I 

Lor.  And  I 

[ TAe  Doer  takes  a goUet  from  the  hand 
of  LoredaKO. 

Doge.  1 take  yours,  Loredano,  from  the  band 
Most  fit  for  such  an  hour  as  this. 

Lor.  Wliy  so  7 

Doge.  'Tis  said  that  our  Venetian  cr)stal  ha« 

Such  pure  antipathy  to  poisons  as 
To  burst  if  aught  of  venom  touches  it 
You  bore  this  goblet  <^ud  it  is  not  broken. 

Lor,  Welt  sir  1 I 

Doge.  Then  it  Is  false,  or  you  are  true,  j 

For  my  own  part,  I credit  neither ; *tls  | 

An  idle  legend.  | 

Mar.  You  talk  wildly,  and  | 

Had  better  now  be  seated,  nor  as  yet  | 

Depart  Ah  ! now  you  look  as  look’d  my  husband  1 
Bar.  He  sinks  i — support  him !— quick  — a chair 
— support  him  1 

Doge.  The  bell  tolls  on!  — let’s  hence  — my 
brain 's  on  fire  ! 

Bar.  1 do  beseech  you,  lean  upon  us ! 

Doge.  No!  — 

A sovereign  should  die  standing.  My  poor  boy  ! 

Off  with  your  arms ! — ITtat  bell ! 

[ The  Doci  drops  down  and  dies,  t 
Mar.  My  God ! My  God  I 


> [Tlio  death  of  the  elder  FosrArl  toi>k  oUee  not  at  the 
lulace.  but  in  hit  o»n  houte ; not  immediately  on  hit  descent 
irom  the  Glantt'  Suirt.  but  five  dayt  aflerwardt.  " Kn  en- 


Irndant,”  tayi  M.  de  Sismoodl,  " le  son  det  cloches,  qat  ton* 
' I nalent  en  actloni  de  graces  pour  I’^lectlon  de  ton  tuccesscur, 
II  moumt  subitemeat  d’une  htoiorrh;^e  caiuM  par  une  vein* 
qal  t'^laudaosta  poltrlnc.**— >*'  Before  1 was  tlxteen  yeart 


of  age.”  tajri  I.ord  Byron,  **  I wot  witness  to  a melancholy 
Instance  of  the  same  elTect  of  mixed  passions  upon  a young 
person  : who.  however,  did  not  die  In  consequence,  at  that 
time,  but  fell  a victim,  tome  yeart  aflerwardt,  to  a teisure  of 
the  same  kind,  aritlne  from  cautet  Intiinatrlr  connected  wUh 
agitation  of  mind.”  See  pott.  Dm  Juan,  e.  iv.  tt.  lix.] 
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Bar.  (to  Lor.  ).  Behold  ! your  work ’s  completed  ! 
Chie/oj‘  the  Ten.  Ij  there  thea 

Ko  aid  ? Call  in  a^itonce  ! 

Att.  ’T  Is  all  over. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  If  It  be  so,  at  least  his  obscfiul?s 
Shall  be  such  as  befits  his  name  and  nation. 

Hb  rank  and  hU  devotion  to  the  duties 
Of  the  realm,  while  his  age  permitted  him 
To  do  himself  and  them  full  justice.  Brethren, 

Say,  shall  it  not  be  so  ? 

J9ar.  He  has  not  had 

The  misery  to  die  a subject  where 
He  reign'd ; then  let  hi*  funeral  rites  be  princely.  » 
Chief  of  the  Ten.  We  are  agreed,  then  ? 

ABt  except  Lor.^  atutter^  Ye'<. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Heaven's  peace  be  with  him  : 

Mar.  Signors,  your  iianlon  : thU  is  mockery. 
Juggle  no  more  with  that  poor  remmint,  which, 

A moment  since,  while  yet  it  had  a soul, 

(A  soul  by  whom  you  have  increased  your  empire, 

{ And  made  your  power  as  proud  as  was  his  glor}*,) 
i You  banish'd  fh>m  his  pal^e,  and  tore  down  ’ 
From  his  high  place,  with  such  tvlentless  coldness ; 
And  now,  when  be  can  neither  know  these  honours, 
Nor  would  accept  them  if  he  could,  you,  ^ignur$, 
Purpose  with  idle  and  superfluous  pomp, 

To  make  a pageant  over  what  you  trampled. 

A princely  fuueml  will  be  your  reproach. 

And  not  his  honour. 

1 Chief  of  the  Ten,  I«ady,  wc  revoke  not 

Our  purposes  so  readily. 

Mar.  1 know  it. 

As  far  as  touches  torturing  the  living. 

I thought  the  dead  bad  been  beyond  even  you. 
Though  (some,  no  doubt)  consign'd  to  powers  which 
may 

Resemble  that  you  exercise  on  earth. 

Leave  him  to  me ; you  would  have  done  so  for 
His  dregs  of  life,  which  you  have  kindly  shorten'd  : 
It  Is  my  last  of  duties,  and  may  prove 
A dreary  comfort  In  my  desolation. 


Grief  Is  ^ntastlcal,  and  loves  the  dead. 

And  the  apparel  of  the  grave. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Do  you 

Pretend  still  to  this  office  ? 

Mnr.  I do,  signor. 

Though  his  possessions  have  been  all  consumed 
In  the  state's  service,  I have  still  my  dowry, 

Which  shall  be  consecrated  to  his  rites. 

And  those  of  ■ [ She  eiope  with  ayitation. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  Best  retain  it  for  your  children. 
3/or.  Ay,  they  are  (kthcriess,  I thank  yoiL  | 

Chief  of  the  Ttn.  We 

Cannot  comply  with  your  request  HU  relies  I 

Shall  be  expo-^ed  with  wonted  pomp,  and  follow'd  | 
Unto  their  home  by  the  new  Doge,  not  clad  [ 

As  Doye,  but  simply  as  a senator.  I 

Mar.  I have  beaid  of  murderers,  who  have  interr’d  | 
Their  rictlms ; but  ne'er  heard,  until  this  hour,  j 
Of  so  much  splendour  in  hypocrisy 

I O'er  those  they  slew.  •*  I 've  beard  of  widows'  tears | 

; Alas  ! I have  shed  some  — always  thanks  to  you  t | 

I I've  heard  of  heire  in  sables  — you  have  left  none  ' 
I To  the  deceased,  so  you  would  act  the  part 
' Of  such.  Well,  sirs,  your  will  be  done  1 as  one  day 
I trust.  Heaven's  will  be  done  too  ! 

CAi«/  of  the  Ten.  Know  you,  lady, 

To  whom  ye  speak,  and  perils  of  such  speech  7 
Mar.  I know  the  former  better  than  yourselves  ; 
The  latter — like  yourselves ; and  can  face  both. 

WUh  you  more  funerals  ? 

liar.  Heed  not  her  ra.sh  words ; 

Her  circumstances  must  excuse  her  bearing. 

CAi>/  of  the  Ten.  Wc  will  not  note  them  down. 

Bar.  (tumingtoLor.  who  i*  writing  upon  hie  tablet*'). 

What  art  thou  writing, 

With  such  an  earnest  brow,  upon  thy  tablets  ? 

Lor.  (pointing  to  the  Doge'e  body).  That  he  has 
paid  me  1 ^ 

(Viief  of  the  Ten.  What  debt  did  he  owe  you  ? 
Lor.  A long  and  just  one ; Nature's  debt  and 
mine.  ^ [ Curtain  faJU, 


> [By  a decree  of  Cbe  Couikcil,  the  (rappinn  of  supreme 
power  of  which  the  Doge  bid  ilhvsted  liltoself  while  lirins, 
were  restored  to  him  wheu  dead  : aud  be  was  mterred,  with 
ducal  magniAceoce,  in  the  church  of  the  Minorites,  the  new 
Dofe  attending  as  a mourner.  — See  Dxau.] 

’ The  Venetians  appear  to  have  had  a particular  turn  for 
breaking  the  hearts  of  their  Dogri.  The  following  is  another 
instance  of  the  kind  in  the  Doge  Marco  Barbarigo  : he  was 
succeeded  by  bU  brother  Agoitino  Barbarigo,  whose  chief  i 
merit  is  here  mentioned.  — **  Ledoge,  blessc  de  trouver  con-  | 
•tamneut  uo  cootradicteur  et  uo  ceiiseur  si  amer  dans  son 
bkro,  lui  dit  iin  Jour  rn  plein  conseil : * Measire  Augustin, 
Tous  faltea  tout  vutre  pouible  pour  hitcr  ma  mort;  rout 
vous  flattes  de  me  sucedder;  malt,  si  lee  autres  rous  con-  : 
isalsseot  ausil>blen  aue  >e  rous  connals,  ils  n’auront  garde 
devout  fUr&*  LMessus  It  se  leva,  ^mu  de  colAre,  rentra  < 
dans  son  apparteroent,  et  mourut  quelquci  jours  aprte.  Ce  | 
frdre.  centre  leque)  il  sVtalt  fut  pr^cls^ment  1«  ' 

luccesseur  qu’oo  lul  doona  C^talt  un  mi^rite  done  on 
aimalt  k teiilr  compte : surtout  k un  parent,  de  s’Hre  mU 
en  opposition  avec  le  chef  de  la  ri'pubitque."~  Daiu,  Hi$t, 
de  rmiu,  vol.  li.  p.  633. 

* “ L'ia  pagata."  An  historical  fact.  See  IJiet.  de  yeni'se, 
par  P.  Daru,  t.  U.  p.  411. — [Here  the  original  MS.  ends.  The 
two  Hoes  which  follow  were  added  by  Mr.  Giflbrd.  In  the 
margin  of  the  MS.  Lord  Dyroo  has  written, If  the  last 
line  should  appear  olMcure  to  those  who  do  not  recollect  the 
historical  fact,  mentioned  in  the  Arst  art,  of  l/oredar>o‘s  in. 
scrlpUon  in  his  book  of  * Doge  Fosrari,  debtor  for  the  deaths 
of  my  father  and  uncle,*  you  may  adil  the  following  lines  to 
the  cotsclusion  of  the  Ust  act  : 

Chief  ojdu  Ten.  For  what  has  he  rqraiil  thee? 

i 


l.or.  For  my  father's 

And  fkther's  brother's  death  — by  hit  iod'i  and  own  1 
Ask  Giflbrd  about  this."  — E.J 
M*  Considered  as  poems,  we  confess  that  **  Sardanapalui " and 
" The  Two  Foecarl " appear  to  us  to  be  rather  hewvy , rerboic, 
and  inelegant  — defleient  in  the  passion  and  energy  which 
belongs  to  Lord  Byron’s  other  writings— and  still  more  In 
the  rtchncM  of  Imagery,  the  oririnailty  of  thought,  and  t^ 
sweetoees  of  versiflcauoo  for  which  he  used  to  be  dlsUn« 
gulthed.  User  are  for  the  most  part  solemn,  prolix,  and 
ostentatious — ^lengthened  out  by  large  preparations  for  cataa* 
j trophe*  that  never  arrive,  and  tautalTslng  us  with  slight  specU 
mens  and  gUmpec*  of  a higher  interest  scattered  thlmy  up  and 
down  many  weary  pagee  of  pompous  declamation.  Along  with 
the  conceotrateo  pathos  and  nomestruck  scothnenti  of  his 
former  poetry,  the  noble  author  seems  also  — we  canooC 
imagine  why  — to  have  discarded  the  spirited  and  nsclodlous 
versification  in  whkh  they  were  embodied,  and  to  have  formed 
to  himself  a measure  equally  remote  b'om  the  spring  and 
vimur  of  his  former  composltioiu,  and  from  the  sort  ness  mtiA 
loAexIhllUy  of  the  ancient  masters  of  the  drama  There  are 
some  sweet  Hoei,  and  many  of  great  weight  and  energy ; but 
the  general  march  of  the  verso  Is  cumbrous  and  unmusical. 
His  lines  do  not  vibrate  like  polished  lancet,  at  once  strong 
and  light,  in  the  hands  of  his  persons,  but  are  wielded  like 
clumsy  batons  in  a bloodless  affray.  Instead  of  the  graceful 
familiarity  and  kUomaticoJ  melodlet  of  Shakspeare,  it  is  apt, 
too.  to  ful  into  clumsy  prose,  in  its  app»roaches  to  the  easy 
and  colloquial  style:  and,  in  the  loftier  passages.  Is  orca- 
akNully  deformed  by  low  and  common  images  that  bannonlse 
but  ill  with  the  general  solemnity  of  the  diction.— JgrraaY.J 
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BYnON'S  IVORKS. 


Stfoimta  Ci:att0formel> : 

A DRAMA.' 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Till*  prmluction  is  founiled  partly  on  the  story  of 
a norel  called  “ The  Three  Brothers  published 
many  years  from  which  M.  6.  Leiria^a  “ Wotxl 
Demon**  waa  also  taken,  and  partly  on  tlie  **  Taust” 
of  the  great  Goetlie.  The  present  publication  con- 
tains the  two  first  Parts  only,  and  the  opening 
chorus  of  the  third.  The  it's!  may,  perhaps,  appear 
hereafter. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

SraANcea,  n/iertran/s  Cmsah. 

Aayoi.n. 

Bonaaox. 

PiiiUBEar. 

Celuni. 

BiaxHA. 

OuatrtA. 

Spirits^  SMUrs,  CUisenj  of  R<mt,  PritBfs, 

l*€oaant$^  ^c. 

> [Th(«  drama  wa*  l>efun  at  Flia  (n  1SSI,  but  was  not  pub. 
llih^  tlU  January,  1H24-  Mr.  Medwin  says,~ 

*•  On  my  calling  on  Lord  Byron  one  morning,  he  produced 
the  * Deformed  Transformed.'  Handing  it  to  SheUey.  he 
SAld  — * Shelltry.  1 have  been  writing  a Fausiitii  kind  of 
drama  : tell  me  what  you  think  of  iL’  Alter  rt*ading  it  at- 
tentively. BhcMey  returned  it.  * Well,*  said  Lord  B.,  ' how 
do  you  like  It?^  * Least.’  renlled  he,  * of  any  thing  I ever 
saw  of  yours.  It  Is  a bad  Imitation  of  ' Faust,'  and  besides, 
there  are  two  entire  linos  of  Souther's  in  it.'  Lord  Uynm 
changed  colour  immediately,  and  askea  hastily,  * « hat  liives  ? ' 
ShrlU'y  repeated. 

* And  water  shall  see  thro. 

And  fear  thee,  and  flee  thee.* 

They  are  in  the  * Curse  of  Kehama.'  His  Lordship  instantly 
threw  the  poem  Into  the  fire.  He  seemed  to  feel  no  chagrin 
at  seeing  it  consume— at  least  his  countenance  betrayed  none, 
and  his  conrersatinn  became  more  gay  and  llrely  than  usual. 
Whether  it  was  hatred  of  Southey,  or  respect  for  Shelley's 
opinion,  which  made  him  commit  tne  act  tliat  I considered  a 
tort  of  suicide,  was  always  doubtful  to  me.  1 was  nrrer  more 
sorpris^  than  to  tee.  two  rears  afterwards, ' The  Deformed 
Transformed  ’ annouiKcd  ^upposlng  it  to  hare  perished  at 
Pisa)  ( but  it  seems  that  he  must  hare  had  another  copy  of 
the  manuscript,  or  that  he  had  re-written  It  perhaps,  without 
ehanglog  a word,  except  omitting  the  Kehama  lines.  His 
memory  was  remarkably  rrtentlre  of  hit  own  writings.  I be. 
liere  he  could  Imre  quoted  almost  every  line  he  ever  wrote." 

Mrs.  Shelley.  whoM  copy  of  "The  Deformed  Transformed  ** 
lies  b^ore  us,  has  written  as  follows  on  the  flr-leaf  : — 

This  had  long  been  a favourite  subject  with  I.,ord  Byron. 
1 think  that  he  mentioned  It  also  In  SwKaerland  I copied  it — 
he  sending  a portion  of  it  at  a time,  as  it  was  finlihed,  to  me. 
At  this  time  he  had  a great  horror  of  its  Ixdng  said  that  he 
plagiarised,  or  that  he  studied  for  ideas,  and  wrote  with  dif* 
acuity.  Thus  he  gave  Shelley  Aikin's  edition  of  the  British 
Poets,  that  it  might  not  be  found  In  his  house  by  some  Kngllih 
lounger,  and  reported  homo:  thus,  too,  he  alvrays  dated  when 
he  began  and  when  he  ended  a poem,  to  prove  nereaftor  how 
euickly  it  was  done.  1 do  not  think  that  ho  altered  a line  In  this 
drama  after  he  had  once  written  It  down.  He  composed  aivd 
corrreted  in  his  mind.  I do  not  know  how  he  meant  to  finish 
It ; but  he  said  himself,  that  the  whole  conduct  of  the  story 
was  already  ctmeeived.  U was  at  this  time  that  a brutal 
paragraph  allmling  to  his  lameness  appeared,  which  be  re- 


DrformeU  Ctan$fortncH*) 


PART  L 

8CBNB  I. 

A Fortst. 

Enter  AkNOLD  and  hu  mother  Bkiitha. 

Bert.  Out,  hunchback ! 

Am.  I was  bom  so,  mother ! * 

Ben.  Out, 

Thou  Incubus  ! Thou  nightmare  ! Of  seven  suns, 
The  sole  abortion ! 

Am.  Would  that  I bod  been  so, 

And  never  Kcn  the  light ! 

Ben.  I would  so  too  I 

But  as  thou  hast — hence,  hence  — and  do  thy  best ! 
That  back  of  thine  may  bear  Its  burthen ; *t  is 
More  high,  if  not  so  broad  as  that  of  others. 

Am.  It  bears  its  burthen ; — but,  ray  heart  f Will  it 
Sustain  that  which  you  lay  upon  It,  mother  ? 

I love,  or,  at  the  least,  I loved  you : nothing 

pntad  to  me ; lest  1 should  hear  It  first  from  some  one  else. 
No  action  of  lA>rd  Bjrroo's  life  — scarrr  a line  he  has  w ritten 
— but  was  liiAucnced  by  his  personal  defect.”] 

* [Published  In  1103,  the  work  of  a Joshua  Plckmgill,  jun.] 

* [A  clever  anonymous  critic  thus  sarcaiUcallr  opens  hU 
notice  of  this  poem ; — " The  reader  has  no  aould  often 
heard  of  the  Devil  and  Dr.  Faustus:  this  is  but  a new  Urtb 
of  the  same  unrighteous  couple,  who  are  christened,  how- 
ever, by  the  noble  hierophant  who  presides  over  the  infernal 
ceremony,  — Julius  Ca>sar  and  Count  Afmold.  The  drama 
opens  with  a scene  between  the  latter,  who  is  to  all  appear- 
ance a well-disposed  young  man,  of  a very  deformed  person, 
and  bis  mother:  this  good  lady,  with  somewhat  less  materosl 
piety  about  her  than  ailnms  the  mother-ape  in  the  fable,  turns 
her  dutiful  Incubus  of  a sod  out  of  doors  to  gather  wo^ 
Arnold,  upon  this,  proceeds  Incontinently  to  kill  himself,  by 
fklling,  after  the  manner  of  Brutus,  oo  hts  wood-knife  t be 
however,  piously  dissu4ided  from  this  guilty  act,  by  — whom 
does  the  reader  think  ? A monk,  perhaps,  or  a mrtbodUl 
preacher  ? no ; — but  by  the  Deril  hiroseif,  in  the  shape  of  a 
tall  black  man,  who  rises,  like  an  African  waler.god,  out  of 
a foantalo.  To  this  stranger,  after  the  exchange  of  a few 
sinister  compliments,  Arnold,  without  more  ado.  sells  bis 
tcnil,  (or  the  privilege  of  wearing  the  beautiful  form  of 
Achilles.  In  the  midst  at  all  this  absurdity,  we  still,  however, 
recognise  the  master-mind  of  our  great  : his  bold  ai^ 
beautiful  spirit  flashes  at  lotcrrals  through  the  surrounding 
berrors,  Into  which  be  has  chosen  to  plunge  after  Goethe,  his 
iMgiviu  ^tpoUo.”} 

* r‘  One  of  the  few  nagei  of  I-ord  BjTon’s  ' Memor.u>da,' 
whiw  related  to  his  early  days,  was  where,  in  speaking  ut  hi* 
own  sensitiveness  on  tne  subject  of  his  deformed  foot,  he 
described  llie  feeling  of  hom>r  and  humiliation  that  came 
over  him.  when  his  mother,  in  ooeofher  fits  of  pastion,  called 
him  *fl  tame  bratf*  It  may  be  questioned,  whether  this 
drama  was  not  indebted  fur  its  origlo  to  this  single  rccoUo^ 
Ikrti." — Moosp. 

••  I.ord  Byrun's  own  mother,  when  In  111  humour  with  him, 
used  to  make  the  deformity  in  Ms  foot  the  subject  of  taunts 
and  reproactics.  She  would  (we  quote  from  a letter  written 
by  one  of  her  relations  in  Scotland)  pass  from  passionate 
raresiet  to  the  repulsion  of  actual  disgust ; then  devour  him 
with  kisses  a?aiu.  and  «wear  his  eyes  were  as  beautiful  as  his 
(ather'a"— (JsMr.  Net.} 
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Save  you.  In  nature,  can  love  aught  like  me. 

You  nursed  me-^do  not  kill  me  ! 

Bert.  Yes— .1  nursed  thee. 

Because  thou  wert  my  fint>bom,  and  1 knew  not 
If  there  would  be  another  unlike  thee. 

That  monstrous  sport  of  nature.  But  get  hence, 
And  gather  wood  1 

Am.  I will : but  when  I bring  it. 

Speak  to  me  kindly.  Though  my  brothers  arc 
So  beautiful  and  lusty,  and  as  free 
As  the  fn^e  chase  they  follow,  do  not  spurn  me  ; 

Our  milk  has  been  the  same. 

Bert.  As  Is  the  hedgehog's. 

Which  sucks  at  midnight  from  the  wholesome  dam 
Of  the  young  bull,  until  the  milkmaid  finds 
The  nliiple  next  day  sore  and  udder  dr^’.  < 

Call  not  thy  brothers  brethren  1 Call  me  not 
Mother;  for  if  I brought  thee  forth,  it  was 
As  foolish  hens  at  times  hatch  vipers,  by 
Sitting  upon  strange  eggs.  Out,  urchin,  out  I 

[A’rt't  BearuA. 

Am.  {tolus).  Oh  mother ! ■ ■ She  is  gone,  and  I 

Her  bidding;  — wearily  but  willingly  [must  do 

1 would  fulfil  It,  could  1 only  hope 
A kind  word  In  return.  What  shall  I do  ? 

[Arnold  beyitu  to  cut  teood:  in  doing  thit  h» 
wound*  one  of  hi*  hand*. 

My  labour  for  the  day  is  over  now. 

Accursed  be  this  blood  that  flows  so  fast ; 

For  double  curses  wUl  be  my  meed  now 
At  home — What  home  ? 1 have  no  home,  no  kin. 

No  kind  — not  made  like  other  creatures,  or 
To  share  their  sports  or  pleasures.  Must  I bleed  too 
Like  them  ? Oh  that  each  drop  which  falls  to  earth 
Would  rise  a snake  to  sting  them,  as  they  have  stung 
met 

Or  that  the  devil,  to  whom  they  liken  me, 

Would  aid  his  likeness ! If  I must  partake 
Bis  form,  why  not  bis  power  7 Is  It  because 
1 have  not  his  will  too  ? For  one  kind  word 
From  her  who  bore  me  would  still  reconcile  me 
Even  to  this  batefol  aspect.  I^t  me  wash 
The  wound. 

[Arnold  goc*  to  a spring^  and  stoop*  to  wash 
hi*  hand : he  atari*  back. 

They  are  right ; and  Nature's  mirror  shows  me 
>Vhat  she  hath  made  me.  I will  not  look  on  It 
Agam,  and  scarce  dare  think  on't  Hideous  wretch 
That  I ai.i  1 The  very  waten  mock  roe  with 
My  horrid  shadow — like  a demon  placed 
Deep  in  the  fountain  to  scare  back  the  cattle 
From  drinking  therein.  {He  pause*. 

And  shall  I live  on, 

A burden  to  the  earth,  myself,  and  shame 
Unto  what  brought  me  Into  life ! Thou  blood, 
Which  flowest  so  foeely  from  a scratch,  let  me 
Try  If  thou  wilt  not  in  a fuller  stream 
Pour  forth  my  woes  for  ever  with  thyself 
On  earth,  to  which  I will  restore  at  once 
This  hateful  compound  of  her  atoms,  and 
Resolve  back  to  her  elements,  and  take 
The  shape  of  any  reptile  save  myself. 

And  moke  a world  for  myriads  of  new  worms  \ 

This  knife  1 now  let  me  prove  if  It  will  sever 
This  wither'd  slip  of  nature's  nightshade — my 

> TThis  Is  now  generally  believed  (o  Im  a vulgar  error ; the 
saafl.'ieu  of  the  animal’s  mouth  rendering  it  incapable  of  tlie 

Vile  form  — from  the  creation,  as  It  hath 
The  green  bough  from  the  forest. 

[Aenold  ^ccj  the  knife  in  the  ground,  with 
the  point  upward*. 

Now  ’tis  set. 

And  I can  fall  upon  It  Yet  one  glance 
On  the  firirday,  which  sees  no  foul  thing  like 
Myself,  and  the  sweet  sun  which  warm'd  me,  but 
In  vain.  The  birds — bow  joyously  they  sing* 

So  let  them,  for  1 would  not  be  lamented  : 

But  let  their  merriest  notes  be  Arnold's  knell ; 

The  follcn  leaves  my  monument ; the  murmur 
Of  the  near  fountain  my  sole  eleg}*. 

Now,  knife,  stand  firmly,  as  I fain  would  fall  { 

{A*  he  ruthea  to  throw  himself  upon  the  knife,  hi* 
eye  i*  suddenly  caii^Af  by  the  fountain,  which 
aeema  in  motion. 

The  fountain  moves  without  a wind:  but  shall 
The  ripple  of  a spring  change  my  resolve  7 
No.  Yet  it  moves  again  1 The  waters  stir, 

Not  as  with  air,  but  by  some  subterrmne 
And  rocking  power  of  the  Internal  world. 

What ‘s  here  7 A mist  1 No  more  7 — 

[A  cloud  eome*  from  the  fountain.  He  stands 
gazing  upon  it ; if  is  dispelled,  and  a tall 
black  mail  comes  toward*  him. 

Am.  ^Tut  would  you  7 Speak  J 

Spirit  or  man  7 

Stran.  As  man  Is  both,  why  not 

Say  both  In  one  7 

Am.  ' Your  form  is  man's,  and  yet 

You  may  be  devU. 

Stran,  So  many  men  are  that 

Which  is  BO  call’d  or  thought,  that  you  may  add  me 
To  which  you  please,  without  much  wrong  to  cither. 
But  come:  you  wish  to  kill  yourself;  — pursue 
Your  purpose. 

Am.  You  have  Interrupted  me. 

Stran.  What  Is  that  resolution  which  can  e’er 
Be  Interrupted  7 If  1 be  the  devil 
You  deem,  a single  moment  would  have  made  you 
Mine,  and  for  ever,  by  your  suicide ; 

And  yet  my  coming  Ba\*es  you. 

^rn.  I said  not 

You  were  the  demon,  but  that  your  approach 
Was  like  one. 

Stran.  Unless  you  keep  company 

With  him  (and  you  seem  scarce  used  to  such  high 
Society),  you  can't  tell  bow  be  approaches ; 

And  for  hb  aspect,  look  upon  the  fountain, 

And  then  on  me,  and  Judge  which  of  us  twain 
Look  llkest  what  the  boors  believe  to  be 
Their  cloven*  footed  terror. 

Am.  Do  you— dare  you 

To  taunt  roe  with  my  bom  defor^ty  7 
Stran.  Were  I to  taunt  a buifalo  with  this 
Cloven  foot  of  thine,  or  the  swift  dromedary 
With  thy  sublime  of  humps,  the  animals 
Would  revel  in  the  complimci.t.  And  yet 
Both  beings  are  more  swift,  more  strong,  more  mighty 
In  action  and  endurance  than  thyself, 

And  all  the  fierce  and  fair  of  the  same  kind 
With  thee.  Thy  form  is  natural : t’  was  only 
Nature’s  mistaken  largess  to  bestow 
The  gifts  which  are  of  others  upon  man. 

mischief  laid  to  Ht  charye.  For  an  air.uiini;’  controversy  oo 
the  subject,  see  O'ntl.  Uag.  vols.  Ixsx.  srul  Ixxxl.j 
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Am.  Give  me  the  streogth  then  of  the  buffalo's 
foot. 

When  be  spurs  high  the  dust,  beholding  hts 
Keiir  enemy ; or  let  me  have  the  tong 
And  patient  swiftness  of  the  desert-ship. 

The  helmless  dromedary  I — and  I'll  bear 
Thy  fiendish  sarcasm  with  a saintly  patience. 
i^ran.  I will. 

Arn.  (with  gurprite).  Thou  eaasf  f 

Stran.  Perhaps.  Would  you  aught  else  ? 

Arn.  Thou  mockest  me. 

Sfrui*.  Not  1.  W'hy  should  I mock 

What  all  arc  ra(x:klng  ? That 's  poor  sport,  methinks. 
To  talk  to  thee  In  human  language  (for 
Thou  canst  not  yet  speak  mine),  the  forester 
Hunts  not  the  wretched  coney,  but  the  boar. 

Or  wolf,  or  lion,  leaving  paltry  game 
To  petty  burghers,  who  leave  once  a year 
Their  walls,  to  fill  their  household  caldrons  with 
Such  scullion  prey.  The  meanest  gibe  at  thee, — 
Now  / can  mock  the  mightiest. 

Am.  Then  waste  not 

I'hy  time  on  me : I seek  thee  not 

Stran.  Your  tlioughts 

Are  not  far  from  me.  I>o  not  send  me  back : 

1 am  not  so  easily  recall’d  to  do 
(^ood  service. 

Am.  WTiat  wilt  thou  do  for  me  ? 

StroM.  Change 

Shai>cs  with  you,  if  you  will,  since  yours  so  irks  you ; 
Or  form  you  to  your  wish  in  any  shape. 

Arn.  Oh  ! then  you  arc  Indeed  the  demon,  fur 
Nought  else  would  wittingly  wear  mine. 

Stran.  ] *U  show  thee 

The  brightest  which  the  world  e'er  bore,  and  give  thee 
Thy  choice. 

Am.  On  what  condition  ? 

Strait.  There's  a question! 

An  hour  ago  you  would  have  given  your  soul 
To  look  like  other  men,  and  now  you  pause 
To  wear  the  form  of  heroes. 

Am.  No;  I will  not 

I must  not  compromise  my  soul. 

Stran.  What  sout 

Worth  naming  so,  would  dwell  in  such  a carca.'<‘(  ? 
Am.  TU  an  aspiring  one,  whate'er  the  tene- 
ment 

In  which  it  is  mlslodged.  But  name  your  compact ; 
Hust  It  be  sign'd  in  blood  ? 

Stran.  Not  in  your  own. 

Arn.  \Hio50  blood  then  ? 

Stran.  We  wHl  talk  of  that  hereafter. 

But  I'll  be  moderate  with  you,  for  I see 
Great  things  within  you.  You  shall  have  no  bond 
But  your  own  will,  no  contract  save  your  deeds. 

Are  you  content? 

Arn.  I take  thee  at  thy  word. 

Stran.  Now  then  ! — 

Stranger  approachet  the  Jbuniainf  and 
turn*  to  AaNOLD. 

A little  of  your  blood. 

Am.  For  what  ? 

Stran.  To  mingle  with  the  magic  of  the  waters. 
And  make  the  charm  effective. 

' Thi*  it  a wfll-known  Crrtnan  inperttllicin  — a gigantic 
shadow  produced  by  rrflt-ction  on  the  Druckm.  [The  Brocken 
U the  oante  of  the  lofUett  of  the  Harts  mountaint,  a pic- 
tumque  range  which  Hes  In  the  kingdom  of  Hanover.  From 


Am.  (hoiding  oni  his  wounded  arm).  Take  it  alL 
Stran.  Not  now.  A few  drops  will  suffice  for  thU. 
[7%«  Stranger  taket  gome  of  ArkoLd's  blood  in 
Ass  hand,  and  eattt  it  into  Me/oioifatii. 
Shadows  of  beauty  ! 

Shadows  of  power  I 
Rise  to  your  duty  — 

This  U the  hour  l 
Walk  lovely  and  pliant 
From  the  depth  of  this  fountain. 

As  the  cloud-shapen  giant 

Bestrides  the  Uaru  Mountain,  t 
Come  as  ye  were, 

That  our  eyes  may  behold 
The  model  In  air 
Of  the  form  I will  mould. 

Bright  as  the  Iris 

When  ether  is  spann’d  ; — 

Such  hit  desire  is,  [ Auaftnp  to  Armold. 

Such  my  command  l 
Demons  heroic  — 

Demons  who  wore 
The  form  of  the  stoic 
Or  sophist  of  yore  — 

Or  the  shape  of  each  victor, 

From  Macedon’s  boy 
To  each  high  Roman's  picture 
Who  breathed  to  destroy  — 

Shadows  of  beauty  I 
Shadows  of  power  • 

Cp  to  your  duty  — 

This  is  the  hour  1 

[ I’ariou*  phanltmt  arise  from  the  watert,  and 
pass  in  succession  before  the  Stranger  and 
Arnold. 

Arn.  What  do  I sec  ? 

Stran.  The  black-eyed  Roman,  with 

The  eagle's  beak  between  those  eyes  which  ne’er 
Beheld  a conqueror,  or  look'd  along 
The  land  he  made  not  Rome's,  while  Rome  became 
His,  and  all  theirs  who  helr'd  his  very  name. 

Am.  The  ]>hantom *s  bald;  my  quest  is  beauty. 
Could  I 

Inherit  but  bis  lame  with  his  defects  1 [hairs. 

Stran.  His  brow  was  girt  with  laurels  more  than 
You  see  his  aspect — choose  It,  or  r^ect. 

1 can  but  promise  you  his  form  : his  tame 
Must  be  lung  sought  and  fought  for. 

Am.  I will  fight  too, 

But  not  as  a mock  Ca-sar.  Let  him  pass ; 

Uis  aspect  may  be  fair,  but  suits  me  not. 

Stran.  Then  you  are  far  more  difficult  to  please 
Than  Cato's  sister,  or  than  Brutiu's  mother. 

Or  Cleopatra  at  sixteen — an  age 

>Vhcn  love  is  not  less  in  the  eye  than  heart. 

But  be  it  so ! Shadow,  pass  on  I 

[ The  pfututom  of  Julius  Ceesar  disappeart. 
Am.  .\nd  can  It 

Be,  that  the  man  who  shook  the  earth  is  gone, 

And  left  no  footstep  ? 

.Stran.  There  you  err.  His  substance 

Ix>fl  graves  enough,  and  woes  enough,  and  fame 
More  than  enough  to  track  his  memor)’ ; 

But  for  his  shadow,  ‘th  no  more  than  yours, 

the  earliest  periods  of  autbewtir  history,  the  Brocken  has  been 
the  seat  of  the  marreliout.  Fur  a description  of  the  pheno. 
Dimon  alluded  to  by  Lord  Byroc,  see  Sir  David  Brewster’s 
**  Natural  klagic,"  p. 
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Except  a little  longer  and  less  crook'd 
r the  sun.  Behold  another  ! 

[/f  $econd  phantom  pantu 

Aru.  Who  Is  he  ? 

Siran.  He  was  the  fhlrest  and  the  bravest  of 
Athenians.  ^ Look  upon  him  well. 

I Am,  He  U 

I More  lovely  than  the  last.  How  beautiful ! 

I Stran.  Such  was  the  curled  son  of  CHnlas ; — 
Wouldst  thou 

Invest  thee  with  his  form? 

Am.  Would  that  I had 

i Been  bom  with  It  t But  since  I may  choose  further, 
1 will  look  further. 

[ Tfu  $hadt  of  AlcibiarieM  disuppean. 

Stran.  I/>  1 behold  again  I [eyeil  satyr, 

Arn.  AVhat ! that  low,  swarthy,  short-nosed,  round- 
With  the  wide  nostrils  and  SUenus*  aspect, 

: The  splay  feet  and  low  stature^  ! I had  better 
Remain  that  which  I am. 

' .Wrua.  And  yet  he  was 

The  earth’s  perfection  of  all  mental  beauty. 

And  personification  of  all  virtue. 

But  you  nycct  him  ? 

Arn.  If  his  form  could  bring  me 

I That  which  redeem’d  it — no. 

I Siran.  I have  no  power 

I To  promise  that ; but  you  may  trj-,  and  find  It 
Easier  In  such  a form,  or  In  your  own. 

Am.  No.  I was  not  born  for  philosophy, 
Though  I have  that  about  me  which  has  need  on't. 
Let  him  fleet  on. 

Stran.  Bc  air,  thou  hemlock-drinker  ! 

[ The  shadoiv  nf  Socrate$  dhujtpears  : another  ri$et. 

Arn.  Wliat’s  here?  whose  broad  bmw  and  whose 
curly  bcani 

And  manly  asiiect  look  like  Hercules,  ^ 

Save  that  his  jocund  eye  hath  more  of  Bacchus 
Than  the  Md  purger  of  the  infernal  world. 

Leaning  dejected  on  hU  club  of  conquest, 

-\s  if  he  knew  the  worthlessness  of  those 
For  whom  he  had  fought. 

Stran.  It  was  the  man  who  lost 

The  ancient  world  for  love. 

Arn.  1 cannot  blame  him, 

I Since  I have  risk'd  ray  soul  because  I find  not 
That  which  he  exchanged  the  earth  for. 

Strnn.  Since  so  far 

[ You  seem  congenial,  will  you  wear  his  features  ? 

I Am,  No.  As  you  leave  me  choice,  1 am  difficult. 
If  but  to  see  the  heroes  I should  ne'er 
I Have  seen  else  on  this  side  of  the  dim  shore 
I Whence  they  float  back  before  us. 
j Stran.  Hence,  triumvir ! 

I Thy  Cleopatra 's  waiting. 

I [ The  ehade  of  Antony  ditappeara  : another  riaea. 

* fin  one  of  Lord  Byron’s  MS.  Diaries  we  find  the  follow- 
I Ing  jtasiuiBe : — •*  Aldblsdr*  it  said  to  hare  been  * lucccsiAil 
I in  all  his  battles hut  leAo/ battles  ? Name  them  i If  you 
mention  Carsar.  or  Hannibal,  or  Napoleon,  you  at  once  rush 
upon  Fhartalia,  Munda,  A tesla,  Cmaaae.  'llirasymene,  Trebla, 
Lodi.  Marengo,  Jcoa,  Auttrrllli.  Frlodlaod,  Wa^aoi.  Muskwa: 
but  tt  it  less  wj  to  pitch  upon  tho  victories  of  Aldbiades  ; 
though  they  may  be  named  too,  though  not  to  readily  as  the 
Lcucira  and  Mantinca  of  KpamlDondos.  the  Marathon  of 
MlUUdt'i,  the  .SalomU  of  Thrtniitocici,  and  the  Thermopybe 
of  I^eoaUUs.  Yet,  upon  the  whole.  It  may  be  doubted,  whelncr 
there  bo  a name  of  antluulty  which  comes  down  with  such  a 
general  charm  as  that  ot  AlcibUdcs.  Why  ? 1 cannot  answer. 
WTio  can  ? 

I ! ^ The  outside  of  Socrates  was  that  of  a satyr  and  buRbon, 
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Am.  Who  is  this  ? i 

Who  truly  lookcth  like  a demigod. 

Blooming  and  bright,  with  golden  hair,  an  1 stature,  | 

If  not  more  high  than  mortal,  yet  Immortal 

In  all  that  nameless  bearing  of  his  limbs,  j 

Which  he  wears  as  the  s\m  his  rays — a something 

Which  shines  from  him,  and  yet  Is  but  the  flashing  | 

Eraanatiun  of  a thing  more  glorious  stUL 

Was  he  e’er  human  only  f ^ 

Stran.  Let  the  earth  speak,  | 

If  there  be  atoms  of  him  left,  or  even  i 

Of  the  more  solid  gold  that  form’d  Ms  um.  I 

Arn.  Who  was  this  glory  of  mankind  ? 

Stran.  The  shame 

Of  Greece  In  peace,  her  thunderbolt  in  war — 
]>emctriu$  the  Macedonian,  and 
Taker  of  cities. 

Am.  Yet  one  shadow  more. 

Stran.{addreaaing  the  ahadow).  Get  thee  to  Lamia’s 
lap ! 

[ The  thade  of  Demetriua  PoHnreetea  vanithea  t 
anofAer  rhea.  | 

I’ll  fit  you  still. 

Fear  not,  my  hunchback : If  the  shadows  of  | 

That  which  existed  please  not  your  nice  taste, 

I'll  animate  the  ideal  marble,  till 

Your  soul  bc  reconciled  to  her  new  garment. 

Am.  Content ! I will  fix  here.  , 

Stran.  I must  commerul  j 

Your  choice.  The  godlike  son  of  the  sea-goddcrij. 

The  unshorn  boy  of  Peleus  with  his  locks 

As  beautiful  and  clear  as  the  amber  waves 

Of  rich  Pactolus,  roll’d  o’er  sands  of  gold,  I 

Soften’d  by  Intervening  cry  stal,  and 

Rippled  like  flosring  waters  by  the  wind,  i 

All  vow’d  to  Sperchlus  as  the>’were — behold  them!  j 

And  Aim  — as  be  stood  by  PoUxena. 

With  sanction’d  and  with  soften'd  love,  before  ! 

The  altar,  gazing  on  hU  Trtyan  bride,  j 

With  some  remorse  within  for  Hector  slain 
And  Priam  weeping,  mingled  with  deep  passion 
For  the  sweet  downcast  \1rgln,  whose  young  hand 
lYcmbled  in  Ari  who  slew  her  brother.  So  I 

He  stood  i'  the  temple  1 Look  upon  him  as 
Greece  look'd  her  la.st  upon  her  best,  the  instant 
Krc  Paris’  arrow  flew. 

Am.  I gPM  U{H>n  him 

As  If  I were  his  soul,  whose  form  shall  soon 
Envelope  mine. 

Stran.  You  have  done  well.  The  greatest 

Deformity  should  only  barter  with 
The  extremest  beauty,  if  the  proverb ’s  true 
Of  mortals,  that  extremes  meet  J 

Arn.  Come  ! Be  quick  ! ' 

I am  impatient 

Stran.  As  a youthful  beauty 

but  his  (oui  wit  all  virtue,  and  from  within  him  caroc  lueh 
divine  and  |»tbrtic  thingi.  ai  pierced  the  heart  and  drew 
tears  frmn  the  hearer*-”  — PtaTo.J 
s III*  face  was  as  the  heavens  t and  therein  stuck 

A lun  and  moon  { which  kept  tiveir  course,  and  lighted 
'nil!  little  O,  the  earth. 

Mis  leits  beitrid  the  ocean  : his  rear'd  arm 
Cmt^  the  world  : bis  voice  was  propertied 
At  all  the  tnned  spheres,”  &c.  — SuAaspaaBK.] 

* [”  The  beauty  and  mien  of  Demetrius  Polioreete*  were  to 
inimltabie,  that  no  itatiury  or  painter  could  hit  off  a likeneea. 

Hi*  countenance  had  a mixture  of  grace  and  dignity,  and  waa 
at  once  amiable  and  awfiil,  and  the  im«ubdtird  and  eager  air 
of  youth  was  blended  with  the  majesty  of  the  hero  and  the  i 
king.”— Plutaech.]  I 


Digitized  by  Google 


30BNB  I. 


THE  DEFORMED  TRANSFORMED. 


S05 


I From  the  red  earth,  like  Adam,  > 

Thy  ItkeDen  I shape, 

I As  the  beinx  who  made  him. 

Whose  actloDS  I ape. 

1 Thou  clay,  be  all  glowing, 

' HU  the  rose  in  his  cheek 

Be  as  fair  as,  when  blowing, 

I It  wears  Its  first  streak  t 

Tc  violets,  I scatter. 

Now  turn  into  eyes  1 
And  thou,  sunshiny  water, 

I Of  blood  take  the  guise ! 

I Let  these  hyacinth  boughs 

I Be  his  long  flowing  hair, 

I And  wave  o'er  his  brows, 

i As  thou  wavest  in  air  t 

Let  his  heart  be  this  marble 
' I tear  from  the  rock  1 

But  bis  voice  as  the  warble 
Of  birds  on  yon  oak  t 
Let  his  flesh  be  the  purest 
I Of  mould,  in  which  grew 

The  lily-root  surest. 

And  drank  the  best  dew ! 

Let  bis  limbs  be  the  lightest 
Which  clay  can  compound. 

And  his  aspect  the  brightest 
On  earth  to  be  found  I 
Elements,  near  me, 

Be  mingled  and  stlrr'd, 

Know  me,  and  bear  me. 

And  leap  to  my  word  1 
Sunbeams,  awaken 

This  earth’s  animation ! 

T is  done  1 He  hath  taken 
Uls  stand  in  creation ! 

[AaKOLD  /alit  ten$eie*i  ; hit  $o*I  f»auf$  itUo  the 
thapt  of  AchiUtt^  tehich  ritet  from  Ou 
I ground  I wAife  tht  phai^om  hat  ditappearedy 

I part  by  party  at  tht  figurt  teat  formed  from 

the  earth. 

Am.  (in  hit  new  form).  I love,  and  I shall  be  be- 
loved ! Ob,  life  1 

At  lost  I feel  thee ! Glorious  spirit ! 

Stran.  Stop ! 

What  shall  become  of  your  abandon'd  garment, 

: Ton  hump,  and  lump,  and  clod  of  ugUness, 

Which  late  you  wore,  or  were? 

Am.  Who  cares  7 Let  wolves 

And  vultures  take  It,  If  they  wUl. 

Straw.  And  If 

They  do,  and  are  not  scared  by  It,  you  *11  say 
It  miut  be  peace-time,  and  no  better  fare 
Abroad  i*  the  fields. 

Am.  us  but  leave  It  there ; 

No  matter  wb.at  becomes  on 't 

Straw.  That's  ungracious, 

If  not  ungrateful.  Whatsoe’er  It  bo, 

It  bath  sustain’d  your  soul  full  many  a day. 

Arn.  Ay,  as  the  dunghill  may  conceal  a gem 
Which  is  now  set  in  gold,  as  jewels  should  be. 

Stran.  But  if  I give  another  form,  it  must  be 
, By  fair  exchange,  not  robbery.  For  they 
; ^(ho  make  men  without  women's  aid  have  long 
' Had  patents  for  the  same,  and  do  not  love 

{ ■ AdAtn  tnrant  **  red  rartA,"  from  which  the  Grit  man  was 

forme:t 

I 


Your  Interlopers.  The  devil  may  take  men. 

Not  make  them,  — though  he  reap  the  benefit 
Of  the  original  workmanship : — and  therefore 
Some  one  must  be  found  to  assume  the  shape 
You  have  quitted. 

Am.  Who  would  do  so  ? 

Stran.  That  I know  n .t. 

And  therefore  I must 

Am.  You  I 

Stran.  1 said  it  ere 

You  inhabited  your  present  dome  of  beauty. 

Am.  True.  I forget  all  things  In  the  new  joy 
Of  this  Immortal  change. 

Stran.  In  a few  moments 

1 will  be  as  you  were,  and  you  shall  see 
Yourself  for  ever  by  you,  as  your  shadow. 

Am.  I would  be  sirred  this. 

Stran.  But  it  cannot  be. 

What ! shrink  already,  being  what  you  are. 

Prom  seeing  what  you  were  ? 

Arn.  Do  as  thou  wilt 

Stran.  (to  the  late  form  of  Aenold,  extended  (vi 
the  earth). 

Clay  i not  dead,  but  souMcss ! 

Though  no  man  would  choose  thee. 

An  immortal  no  less 

Deigns  not  to  refuse  thee. 

Clay  thou  art ; and  unto  spirit 
All  clay  is  of  equal  merit 
'Fire ! without  which  nought  can  live  ; 

Fire  I but  in  which  nought  can  live, 

Save  the  fkMed  salamander. 

Or  Immortal  souls,  which  wander. 

Praying  what  doth  not  forgive, 

Howling  for  a drop  of  water. 

Burning  In  a quenchless  lot ; 

Fire  ! the  only  element 

Where  nor  flsh,  beast  bird,  nor  worm. 

Save  the  worm  which  dieth  not 
Can  preserve  a moment’s  form, 

But  must  with  thyself  be  blent : 

Fire  t man’s  safeguard  and  his  slaughter: 

Fire ! Creation’s  flrst-bom  daughter. 

And  Destruction's  threaten’d  son, 

When  heaven  with  the  vrorld  hath  done  . 

Fire  I assist  me  to  renew 
Life  in  what  lies  In  my  view 
StlfT  and  cold  1 

Ills  rcsuTTcction  rests  with  me  and  you  1 
One  little,  marshy  spark  of  flame  — 

And  he  again  shall  seem  the  same ; 

But  1 his  spirit's  place  shall  hold  ! 

(An  ignit-fatuut  fitt  through  the  wood  and  rtitt 
on  the  brow  of  the  body.  The  5'fraNjrer  dit^ 
appeart : the  body  nscs. 

Am.  (in  hit  new  form).  Oh  1 horrible  ! [thou  7 
Stran.  (in  Arnold's  late  thape).  What ! tremblest 
Am.  Not  so — 

1 merely  shudder.  Wlierc  is  fled  the  shape 
Thou  lately  worest  f 

Stran.  To  the  world  of  shadows. 

But  let  us  thre.id  the  present.  Whither  wilt  thou  7 
Am.  Must  thou  be  my  companion  ? 

Stran.  Wherefore  not  ? 

Tour  betters  keep  worse  company. 

Am.  Afy  betters  1 

Stran.  Oh ! you  wax  proud,  I see,  of  your  new 
form : 

X 
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|j  I *m  glad  of  that.  Ungrateful  too ! That's  well; 
Tou  improve  apace;  — two  changes  in  an  instant. 
And  }'ou  are  old  in  the  world's  ways  already. 

: But  bear  with  me : indeed  youll  fliul  fne  useful 
\ Upon  your  pilgrimage.  But  come,  pronounce 
\t^erc  shall  wc  now  be  errant  ? 

Arn,  WTiere  the  worUl 

U thickest,  that  I may  behold  it  in 
Its  workings. 

f^ran.  That 's  to  say,  where  there  U war 

And  woman  in  activity.  Let's  see  ! 

Spain — Italy— the  new  Atlantic  world  — 

Africt  with  Its  Moors.  In  very  truth. 

There  U snull  choice  : the  whole  race  arc  just  now 
Tugging  as  usual  at  each  other’s  hearts. 

Am.  1 have  heard  great  things  of  Rome. 

.SYraa.  A goodly  choice  — 

Ami  rcarce  a better  to  tw  found  on  earth. 

Since  Sodom  was  put  out  The  field  is  wide  too ; 
For  now  the  Frank,  and  Hun,  and  Spanish  scion 
Of  the  old  Vandals,  are  at  play  along 
The  sunny  shores  of  the  world’s  garden. 

1 Arn.  How 

Shall  we  proceed  ? 

I Stran.  Like  gallants,  on  good  coursers. 

What  ho  I my  chargers  I Never  yet  were  better, 
Since  Phaeton  was  upset  into  the  Po. 

. Our  i*ages  too  I 

I Enter  tico  Pn^ei,  with  four  coaLbUick  hor$e$. 

' Arn.  A noble  sight ! 

Stmn.  And  of 

I A nobler  breed.  Match  me  in  Barbary, 

I Or  your  Rochllnl  race  of  Araby, 

With  these  I 

Arn.  The  mighty  steam,  which  volumes  high 
From  their  proud  nostrils,  bums  the  very  air ; 

And  sparks  of  flame,  like  dancing  flre*fUes,  wheel 
Around  their  manes,  as  common  insects  swarm 
Round  common  steeds  towards  sunset 

Siran.  Mount,  my  lord : 

They  and  I are  your  senitors. 

Arn.  And  these 

Our  diirk-eycd  pages— what  may  be  their  names? 

Stran.  Tou  shall  baptixe  them. 

Am.  What  1 in  holy  water? 

I Stran,  Why  not  ? The  deeper  sinner,  belter 
! saint 

I Am.  Tlicy  are  beautiful,  and  cannot,  sure,  be 
(lemons.  [beauty 

Stran.  True;  the  devil's  always  ugly;  and  your 
Is  never  diabolical. 

I Am.  1 'U  call  him 

, Who  bears  the  gulden  horn,  and  wears  such  bright 
I And  blooming  osiwct  Iluon  ; for  he  I(x>ks 
Like  to  the  lovely  boy  lost  in  the  forest 
I And  never  found  till  now.  And  for  the  oU)cr 
I .\nd  darker,  and  more  thoughtful,  who  smiles  not 
; But  looks  as  serious  though  serene  as  night 
He  shall  be  Memnon,  from  the  Ethlop  king 
>VhoH‘  statue  turns  a harper  once  a day. 

I Ancl  you  ? , 

Stran.  I have  ten  thousand  names,  and  twice 
As  many  attributes;  but  a.s  I wear 

1A  hiunan  shape,  will  take  a hunum  name. 

Arn.  Mure  human  than  the  shape  (though  it  was 


mine  once) 


Stran.  Then  call  me  Cssar.  i 

I Arn.  Why,  that  name  ' 

Belongs  to  empires,  and  has  been  but  borne 
By  the  world's  lords. 

I Stran.  And  therefore  fittest  for 

The  devil  in  disguise  — since  so  you  deem  me,  i 

Unless  you  call  me  pope  instead.  I 

Am,  WeU,  then,  j 

Cssar  thou  shall  bo.  For  myself,  my  name  j 

Shall  be  plain  Arnold  still.  j 

C<e«.  We  'll  add  a title  — I 

**  Coimt  .\rnold  : " it  bath  no  ungracious  sound, 

.\.nd  will  look  well  upon  a billet-doux. 

Arn  (>r  in  an  order  for  a battle-field.  [steed 
Ceet.  {»iny$).  To  horse  t to  horse ! my  coal-black 
Paws  the  ground  and  snuffs  the  air ! 

There's  not  a foal  of  Arab's  breed 
More  knows  whom  he  must  bear ; 

On  the  bill  he  will  not  tire,  | 

Swifter  as  It  waxes  higher ; * 

In  the  marsh  he  will  not  slacken, 

On  the  plain  be  overtaken ; i 

I In  the  wave  he  will  not  sink, 

I Nor  pause  at  the  brook's  side  to  drink  ; 

In  the  race  be  will  not  pant. 

In  the  combat  he'll  nut  faint  1 i 

On  the  stones  he  will  not  stumble. 

Time  nor  toil  shall  make  him  humble  ; 

In  the  stall  he  will  not  stiffen,  i| 

But  be  winged  as  a griffin,  f 

Only  flying  with  bis  feet : 

.\od  will  not  such  a voyage  be  sweet  ? 

.Merrily  J merrily  t never  unsound, 

I Shall  our  bonny  black  horses  skim  o%’er  the  ground  t 
From  the  Alps  to  the  Caucasus,  ride  we,  or  fly  t 
For  we  'll  leave  them  behind  in  the  glance  of  an  eye. 

I [ 7%ey  mount  their  hortti  and  dieappear, 

\ . SCENE  II.  ‘ 

A Camp  hefort  the  iVall*  of  Pome. 

Aekold  and  Cmak,  \ 

Cate.  You  arc  well  enter'd  now.  ! 

Am.  .\y ; but  my  path  ' 

Has  been  o'er  carcasses;  mine  eyes  are  full  ' 

Of  blood. 

C«.  Then  wipe  them,  and  see  dearly.  Why  I 
Thou  art  a conqueror;  the  chosen  knight 
And  free  companion  of  the  gallant  Bourbon, 

; Late  constable  of  France : and  now  to  be 
I Ijord  of  the  city  which  hath  been  earth’s  lord 
' Under  Its  emperors,  and — changing  sex, 

, Not  sceptre,  an  hermaphrodite  of  empire — i 

Loiijf  of  the  old  world.  j 

Am.  How  old  ? What  I arc  theiw  I 

yew  worlds  ? j 

Cat.  To  you.  You'll  find  there  are  such  shortly. 
By  its  rich  harvests,  new  disease,  and  gold ; 

From  one  ha/f  of  tbc  world  named  a whole  new  uuc. 
Because  you  know  no  better  than  the  dull 
.Ynd  dubious  notice  of  your  eyes  and  cars. 

Arn.  ni  mwt  them. 

Cae.  l>o  I They  will  deceive  you  sweetly. 

And  that  is  letter  than  the  bitter  truth. 

Am.  Dob  ! 

Cwt.  Man ! 

Arn.  De%'il  I 
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II  Cm.  Your  obedient  humble  sen’anL 

II  .'fnu  Siy  nuu/er  rather.  Thou  ha«t  lured  me  on, 

I Through  scenes  of  blood  and  lust,  till  I am  here. 

' Cm.  And  where  wouldst  thou  be  ? 

' Jrn.  Oh,  at  peace  — in  peace. 

Cas.  And  where  U that  which  Is  so  ? From  the  star 
, To  the  winding  worm,  all  life  is  motion ; and 
I In  life  eomaiotion  is  the  extreraest  point 
Of  life.  The  planet  wheels  till  it  becomes 
A comet,  and  destroying  as  It  sweeps 
The  stars,  goes  out  The  poor  worm  winds  its  way, 
Llring  U|>on  the  death  of  other  things, 
j But  still,  like  them,  must  live  and  die,  the  sulyect 
I Of  something  which  has  made  it  live  and  die. 

{I  You  musut  obey  what  all  obey,  the  rule 
I Of  fix’d  necessity ; against  her  edict 
Rebellion  prospers  not 

j4m.  And  when  it  prospers 

Gts.  ’Tis  no  rebellion. 

Am.  Will  It  prosper  now  ? 

Cm.  The  Bourbon  hath  given  orders  for  the  assault 
And  by  the  dawn  there  will  be  work. 

I Am.  Alas ! 

I And  shall  the  city  yield  ? I sec  the  giant 
Abode  of  the  true  God,  and  his  true  saint 
Saint  Peter,  rear  its  dome  and  cross  into 
That  sky  whence  Christ  ascended  from  the  cross, 

I Wliich  his  blood  made  a badge  of  glory  and 
Of  joy  (as  once  of  torture  unto  him, 

' God  and  God’s  Son,  roan’s  sole  and  only  refuge). 

Cm.  'T  is  there,  and  shall  be. 

Am.  What? 

Cm.  The  crucifix 

Above,  and  many  altar  shrines  below. 

Also  some  culverins  upon  the  walls. 

And  harqucbusscs,  and  what  not ; besides 
The  men  who  are  to  kindle  them  to  death 
Of  other  men. 

Am.  And  those  scarce  mortal  arches, 

Pile  above  pile  of  everlasting  wall. 

The  theatre  where  emperors  and  their  subjects 
(Those  subjects  Romans)  stood  at  gaze  upon 
The  battles  of  the  monarch!  of  the  wild 
And  wood,  the  lion  and  his  tusky  rebels 
Of  the  then  untamed  desert,  brought  to  joust 
In  the  arena  (as  right  well  tbi*y  might. 

When  they  had  left  no  human  foe  unconquer'd) ; 
Hade  even  the  forest  pay  its  tribute  of 
Life  to  their  amphitheatre,  as  well 
As  Dada  men  to  die  the  eternal  death 
: For  a sole  instant's  pastime,  and  “ Pass  on 
To  a new  gladiator  I ** — Must  it  foil  ? 

I Cas.  The  city,  or  the  amphitheatre  ? 

I The  church,  or  one,  or  all  ? for  you  confound 
Both  them  and  me. 

Am.  To-morrow  sounds  the  assault 

With  the  first  cock-crow. 

Cm.  ^Vhlch,  if  it  end  with 

The  evening’s  first  nightingale,  will  be 
Something  new  in  the  annals  of  great  sieges; 

For  men  mu«‘t  have  their  prey  after  long  toil 

Arn.  The  sun  goes  down  as  cdmly,  and  perhaps 
More  beautifully,  than  he  did  on  Rome 
On  the  day  Remus  leapt  her  wall. 
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Cm.  1 saw  him. 

Am.  You! 

C«f.  Yes,  sir.  You  forget  I am  or  was 

Spirit,  till  I took  up  with  your  cast  shape 
And  a worse  name.  I ’m  Cesar  and  a hunchback 
Now.  Well  1 the  first  of  Cssars  was  a bald-be.-id. 

And  loved  bis  laurels  better  as  a wig 
(So  history  says)  than  as  a glory,  t Thus 
The  world  runs  on,  but  we  'll  be  merry  still. 

I saw  your  Romulus  (simple  as  1 am) 

Slay  his  own  twin,  quickbom  of  the  same  womb, 
Because  be  leapt  a ditch  ('twas  then  no  wall, 

Wbate'er  it  now  be) ; and  Rome’s  earliest  cement 
Was  brother’s  blood ; and  If  its  native  blood 
Be  spilt  till  the  choked  Tiber  be  as  red 
As  e’er  ’twas  yellow,  it  will  never  wear 
The  deep  hue  of  the  ocean  and  the  earth. 

Which  the  great  robber  sons  of  fratricide 
Have  made  their  never-ceasing  scene  of  slaughter 
For  ages. 

Am.  But  wbat  have  these  done,  their  fkr 
Remote  descendants,  who  have  lived  in  peace. 

The  peace  of  heaven,  and  In  her  sunshine  of 
Piety  ? 

Cas.  And  wbat  had  they  done,  whom  the  old 
Romans  o’erswept  ? — Hark  I 

Am.  They  are  soldiers  singing 

A reckless  roundelay,  upon  the  evo 
Of  many  deaths,  it  nuy  be  of  their  own. 

Cas.  And  why  should  they  not  sing  as  well  as 
swans  ? I 

They  are  black  ones,  to  be  sure. 

Am.  So,  you  are  leam’d, 

I see,  too  ? 

Cm.  In  my  grammar,  certes.  I I 

! Was  educated  for  a monk  of  all  times,  I 

And  once  I was  well  versed  in  the  forgotten 
Etruscan  letters,  and  — were  I so  minded  — 

Could  make  their  hieroglyphics  plainer  than 
Your  alphabet. 

Am.  And  wherefore  do  you  not  ? 

Cos.  It  answers  better  to  resolve  the  alphabet 
Back  Into  hieroglyphics.  Like  your  statesman,  I 
And  prophet,  pontllT,  doctor,  alchymlst,  i 

Philosopher,  and  what  not,  they  have  tmilt 
More  Babels,  without  new  dispersion,  than  i 

The  stammering  young  ones  of  the  flood's  dull  oose,  I 
Who  fail’d  and  fled  each  other.  Why  ? why,  marry,  I 
Because  no  man  could  understand  his  neighbour.  | 
j They  are  wiser  now,  and  will  not  separate 
i For  nonsense.  Nay,  it  is  their  brotherhood, 
j Their  Shibboleth,  their  Koran,  Talmud,  their 
Cabala ; their  best  brick-work,  wherewithal 
They  build  more 

Arn.  (intemiptiny  him).  Oh,  thou  everlasting 
suecrer  I 

Be  silent ! How  the  soldiers’  rough  strain  seems 
Soften’d  by  distance  to  a bymn-like  ca<lencc  1 
Listen ! 

Cas.  Yes.  I have  heard  the  angels  slog. 

Am.  And  demons  howl. 

Cas.  And  man,  too.  Let  us  listen : 

I love  alt  music. 


THE  DEFORMED  TRANSFORMED. 


I>  (^StictoRlof  relates  of  Julius  Ctesar.  that  hit  haldnesi  gare 
khn  much  uneasiness,  having  otteu  found  himself,  upon  that 
acToitnt,  exposed  to  the  ridicule  of  his  mriniet ; and  that, 
I tliFrefore,  m all  the  honours  conferred  upon  him  by  the 


senate  and  people,  there  was  none  which  he  either  accepted 
or  used  with  to  much  pleasure  as  the  right  of  wearing  o«^ 
stantlf  a laurel  crown.] 
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SuHff  of  the  SuLIicrt  within. 

t 

Phil.  Doubt  not  our  soldiers.  Were  the  walls  of  i 

adamant. 

The  black  bands  came  over 

They’d  crack  them.  Hunger  b a sharp  artillery. 

The  Alps  and  their  snow ; 

Bottrb.  That  they  will  falter  b my  least  of  feare. 

With  Bourbon , the  rover, 

That  they  will  be  repulsed,  with  Bourbon  for 

They  pass'd  the  broad  Po. 

Their  chief,  and  all  their  kindled  appetites  i 

M’e  have  beaten  all  foemcn, 

To  marshal  them  on  — were  those  hoary  walls 

We  have  captured  a king. 

Mountains,  and  those  who  guard  them  like  the  gods  1 

We  have  turn'd  back  on  no  men, 

Of  the  old  bbles,  I would  tnist  my  Titans ; — | 

And  so  let  us  sing  1 

But  now ! 

Here 's  the  Bourbon  for  ever ! 

Phil.  They  are  but  men  who  war  with  mortals.  ' 

Though  pennyless  all, 

Bourb.  True : but  those  walb  have  girded  in  great 

V We  ’ll  have  one  more  endeavour 

«ge<» 

At  yonder  old  wall. 

And  sent  forth  mighty  spirits.  The  past  earth 

With  the  Bourbon  we  11  gather 

And  present  phantom  of  imi>erious  Rome 

At  day-dawn  before 

Is  iieoplod  with  those  warriors;  and  methinks  | 

The  gates,  and  together 

They  flit  along  the  eternal  city's  rampart,  ’ 

Or  break  w climb  o'er 

And  stretch  their  glorious,  gory,  shadowy  hands,  | 

The  wall : on  the  ladder 

And  beckon  me  away ! 

As  mounts  each  firm  foot, 

Phil.  So  let  them  ! Wilt  thou 

Our  shout  shall  grow  gladder. 

Turn  back  from  shadowy  menaces  of  shadows  ? i 

And  death  only  be  mute. 

Bourb,  They  do  not  menace  me.  I could  have  f 

With  the  Bourbon  well  mount  o'er 

Methinks,  a Syila's  menace;  but  they  clasp,  [faced,  i 

The  walls  of  (rfd  Rome, 

And  raise,  and  wring  their  dim  and  deathlike  hands 

And  who  then  shall  count  o'er 

And  with  their  thin  aspen  faces  and  fix’d  eyes  i 

The  qmUs  of  each  dome  ? 

Fascinate  mine.  Look  there  ! 1 

[Tp  ! up  with  the  lily  t 

Phil.  I look  upon  I 

And  down  with  the  keys ! 

A lofty  battlement  { 

In  old  Rome,  the  seven-billy, 

B(furb.  And  there ! [ 

Well  revel  at  ease. 

Phil.  Not  even 

Her  streets  shall  be  gory. 

A guard  in  sight ; they  wisely  keep  below. 

Her  Tiber  all  red. 

Shelter’d  by  the  grey  parapet  from  some 

And  her  temples  so  hoary 

Stray  bullet  of  our  lanMiucncts,  who  might 

Shall  clang  with  our  tread. 

l*ractise  In  the  cool  twilight  I 

Oh,  the  Bourbon  1 the  Bourbon  I 

Bifurb.  You  are  blind.  |i 

The  Bourbon  for  aye ! 

Phil  If  seeing  nothing  more  than  may  be  scon  j 

Of  our  song  bear  the  burden  1 

Be  so.  1 

And  fire,  fire  awav ! 

Bonrb.  A thousand  years  have  mann'd  the  walb  ! 

With  Spain  for  the  VTUiguard, 

With  all  their  heroes  — the  Ia.st  Cato  stands 

Our  varied  host  comes ; 

And  tears  his  bowels  rather  than  surrive 

And  next  to  the  Spaniard 

The  liberty  of  that  I wouhl  enslave. 

Beat  Germany's  drums ; 

And  the  first  Cssar  with  hb  triumphs  flits 

And  Italy's  lances 

From  battlement  to  battlement 

Arc  couch'd  at  their  mother ; 

I'hil  Then  conquer 

But  our  leader  from  France  Is, 

The  walls  for  which  he  conqtier’d,  and  be  greater ! 

Who  warr  d with  hb  brother. 

.^our6.  True : so  I will,  or  perish. 

Oh,  the  Bourbon  1 the  Bourbon  t 

Phil  You  can  rof. 

Sans  country  or  home. 

In  such  an  enterprise  to  die  b rather  J 

Wc'U  follow  the  Bourbon, 

The  dawn  of  an  eternal  day,  than  death.  ' 

To  plunder  old  Rome. 

[Count  Arnold  C^:sar  at/raMce,  i 

Ctes.  An  Indifferent  song 

C<t*.  And  the  mere  men — do  they  too  sweat  j 

For  those  within  tha.  walls,  methluks  to  hear. 

beneath 

Arn.  Yen,  if  Ihfy  kfrp  to  their  chorus.  But  here 

The  noon  of  thb  same  ever-scorching  glory  ? 

comes 

Bourb.  Ah ! 

The  general  with  his  chiefs  and  men  of  trust. 

Welcome  the  bitter  hunchback  ! and  his  master. 

A goodly  rebel ! 

The  beauty  of  our  host,  and  brave  as  beauteous. 
And  generous  as  lovely.  We  shall  find 

Enter  the  ComtaUe  Bouaaox  ‘ “ cum  tuts”  §*e.  |re. 

Work  for  you  both  ere  morning. 

PhU.  How  now,  noble  prince. 

Ceti.  You  will  find, 

So  please  your  highness,  no  less  for  yourself. 

Bourb.  And  if  I do,  there  will  not  be  a Ltbourer 

Pfiit.  Ui»on  the  eve  of  conquest,  such  as  ours 

More  forward,  hunchback ! 

Mn«t  men  would  be  so. 

Cwt.  You  may  well  say  so. 

Boirk.  If  I were  wcurc  I 

For  you  have  seen  that  back  — as  general, 

aUd  liy  the  khif , he  traxuferred  his  temces  to  the  Emperor 

1 •l.O'ie  of  Fnmor.  bltlrrly  prmrul«l  by  the  aueen- 

1 j mother  for  hAring  doclioed  llic  hoiKnir  of  her  hand.  an«l 

Cbarle*  V.i 
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j FlAccd  tn  tbe  rear  !n  action  — but  your  foc4 
Have  never  seen  It 

Bourb.  That’*  a fair  retort. 

For  I provoked  It : — but  the  Bourbon'*  breast 
Has  been,  and  ever  shall  be.  far  advancM 
I In  danger's  face  as  yours,  were  you  the  lUcU. 

\ Ou.  And  if  1 were.  1 might  hare  saved  myself 
' The  toil  of  coming  here. 

' Phil.  MThyso? 

Ocs.  One  half 

Of  your  brave  bands  of  their  own  bold  accord 
Will  go  to  him,  the  other  half  lie  sent. 

More  swiftly,  not  less  surely. 

Bourb.  Arnold,  your 

Slight  crooked  friend  *s  as  snake-like  In  his  words 
As  his  deeds. 

Cws.  Your  highness  much  mistakes  me. 

I The  first  snake  was  a flatterer — I am  none ; 

And  for  my  deeds,  I only  sting  when  stung. 

Bourh.  You  are  brave,  and  that's  enough  for  me ; 
and  quick 

' In  speech  as  sharp  in  action  — and  that's  more. 

I am  not  alone  a soldier,  but  the  suldirrs’ 

Comrade. 

r«e*.  They  are  but  bad  company,  your  highness: 
And  worse  even  for  their  friends  than  foes,  as  being 
More  permanent  ac«)uaintance. 

Phil.  How  now,  fellow ! 

Thou  waxest  insolent,  beyond  the  privilege 
Of  a buffbom 

Cat.  You  mean  I speak  the  truth. 

I ’ll  lie  — it  is  as  easy : then  you  11  praise  me 
Fur  calling  you  a hero. 

I Bourb.  Philibert ! 

: i,et  him  alone  ; he  *s  brave,  and  ever  has  [dcr, 
Been  first,  with  that  swart  face  and  mountain  sboul- 
In  field  or  storm,  and  patient  in  starvation  ; 

: And  for  his  tongue,  the  camp  is  full  of  licence, 

I And  the  sharp  stinging  of  a lively  rogue 
Is,  to  my  mind,  far  preferable  to 
The  gross,  dull,  heavy,  gloomy  execration 
Of  a mere  famish'd,  sullen,  grumbling  slave, 

Whom  nothing  can  convince  save  a full  meal, 

And  wine,  and  sleep,  and  a few  maravedU, 

With  which  be  deems  him  rich. 

C-J.  It  would  be  well 

If  th.  earth’s  princes  ask’d  no  more. 

Bourb.  Be  silent  I 

Ca$.  Ay.  but  not  idle.  Work  yourself  with  words. 
You  have  few  to  speak. 

P/iU,  What  means  the  audacious  prater  ? 

C<ps.  To  prate,  like  other  prophets. 

Bourb.  Philibert  I 

Why  will  you  vex  him  ? Have  we  not  enoijgh 
To  think  on  7 Arnold  1 I will  lead  the  attack 
To-morrow. 

/frn.  I have  heanl  as  much,  my  lord. 

Bourb.  And  you  will  follow  7 
^ru.  Since  I must  not  lead. 

Bourb.  'Tls  necessary  for  the  further  daring 
Of  our  too  needy  army,  that  their  chief 
Plant  the  first  foot  upon  the  foremost  ladder's 
First  step. 

Cat*.  Upon  Its  topmost,  let  us  hope : 

So  shall  he  have  his  full  deserts. 

Bourb.  The  world's 

Great  c.-ipital  perchance  is  ours  to-morrow. 

Through  every  change  the  seven-hlU'd  city  hath 


I Retain'd  her  sway  o'er  nations  and  the  Cesan, 

But  yielded  to  the  Alarics  the  Alarios 
Unto  tbe  pontiffs.  Roman,  Goth,  or  priest, 
j Still  the  world's  masters  1 Civilised,  barbarian, 

I Or  saintly,  still  the  walls  of  Romulus 
' Have  been  the  circus  of  an  empire.  Well ! 

'Twas  ifuir  turn  — now  'tls  ours  i and  let  us  hope 
That  we  wUI  fight  as  well,  and  rule  much  better. 
Cm.  No  doubt,  tbe  camp 's  the  school  of  civic 
rights. 

What  would  you  make  of  Rome  7 

Bourb.  That  which  It  was. 

Cttr.  In  Alaric's  time? 

Bourb.  No,  slave  t In  the  first  Cieaar’s 

I Whose  name  you  bear  like  other  curs 

Crs.  And  kings  ] 

, Tis  a great  name  for  blood-hounds. 

^oHrA.  There 's  a demon 

i In  that  fierce  rattle-snake  thy  tongue.  Wilt  never 
I Be  seriotu  7 

I C«$.  On  the  eve  of  battle,  no ; — 

That  were  not  soldler-likc.  'T  is  for  tbe  general 
To  be  more  pensive ; we  adventurers 
Must  be  more  cheerful.  >^1ierefore  should  we  think  7 
Our  tutelar  deity,  in  a leader's  shape. 

Takes  care  of  us.  Keep  thought  aloof  from  hosts  ! 

If  the  knaves  take  to  thinking,  you  srill  have 
To  crack  those  walls  alone. 

Bourb.  You  may  sneer,  since 

'Tls  lucky  for  you  that  you  fight  no  worse  for’t. 

Cat.  I thank  you  for  the  freedom  ; 'tls  the  only 
Pay  I have  taken  In  your  highness'  service. 

( Bourb.  M'ell,  sir,  to-morrow  you  shall  pay  yourself. 

I Txxik  on  those  towers ; they  bold  my  treasury-  j 
But,  Philibert,  well  in  to  counclL  Arnold, 

We  would  request  your  presence. 

.frit.  Prince  1 my  service 

Is  yours,  as  In  the  field, 
j Bourb.  In  both  we  prize  It, 

' And  yours  w*ill  be  a post  of  trust  at  daybreak. 

' Cat.  And  mine  7 

Bourh.  To  follow  glory  with  the  Bourbon. 

Good  night ! 

Am.  (Jo  C.rsae),  Prepare  our  armour  for  the 
! assault, 

' And  wait  within  my  tent 

BoiranoN,  Arnold,  PiiiLiaemT,  ic. 
Cat.  (tolut).  Within  thy  tent ! 

Think'st  thou  that  I pass  from  thee  with  my  presence  ? 
Or  that  this  crooked  coffer,  which  contain'd 
Thy  principle  of  life.  Is  aught  to  me 
Kxcept  a mask  7 And  these  are  men,  forsooth  I 
Heroes  and  chlefii,  the  flower  of  Adam's  bastards  1 
This  la  tbe  consequence  of  giving  matter 
Tbe  power  of  thought  It  Is  a stubborn  substance. 
And  thinks  chaotically,  as  ^t  acts, 

Kver  relapsing  Into  Its  first  elements. 

Well  I I must  play  with  these  poor  puppets:  'tls 
The  spirit's  pastime  In  bis  Idler  hours. 

When  I grow  weary  of  It  I have  business 
.\mongst  the  stars,  which  these  poor  creatures  deem 
Were  made  for  them  to  look  at  *T  were  a jest  now 
To  bring  one  down  amongst  them,  and  set  fire 
Unto  their  anthill : how  the  pismires  then 
Would  scamper  o'er  the  scalding  soil,  and,  ceasing 
From  tearing  down  each  other’s  nests,  pljie  forth 
One  universal  orison  ! 11a  I ha  1 

Cjrs  vR. 
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Btfort  tAe  fftiOs  of  Rome.  — The  Astatdt:  the  Arm^ 
in  motion,  ariM  taddera  to  acnte  the  tenlh ; Bot'R* 
soy,  iri7A  a white  scarf  oeer  hit  armour,  fortmosi. 

Chorus  of  Spirits  in  *hs  air. 

\ j 

*Tls  the  mom,  but  dim  and  dark. 

Whither  flics  the  silent  lark  ? 

Whither  shrinks  the  clouded  sun  ? ' 

Is  the  day  Indeed  bezun  ? 

Jiature's  eye  is  melancholy 
O’er  the  city  high  and  holy : 

But  without  there  U a din 
^ould  arou.se  the  saints  within, 

And  revive  the  heroic  ashes 
Bound  which  yellow  Tiber  dashes. 

Oh,  ye  seven  hills!  awaken. 

Ere  your  rery  base  be  shaken ! 


Hearken  to  the  steady  stamp  t 
Man  is  In  their  every*  tramp ! 

Not  a step  li  out  of  tune. 

As  the  tides  obey  the  moon  ! 

On  they  march,  though  to  sidf-slaughtcr, 
Regular  as  rolling  water, 

Whose  high  waves  o’ersweep  the  border 
Of  huge  moles,  hut  keep  their  order, 
Breaking  only  rank  by  rank. 

Hearken  to  the  armour's  dank  t 
Look  down  o’er  each  fniwning  warrior, 
How  he  gLires  upon  the  barrier : 

Look  on  each  step  of  each  ladder. 

As  the  stripes  that  streak  an  adder. 


IxK)k  upon  the  bristling  wall, 

Hann'd  without  an  interval  i 
Round  and  round,  and  tier  on  tier. 
Cannon’s  black  mouth,  shining  spear. 
Lit  match,  belUmouth’d  musquetoon, 
Gaping  to  be  murderous  soon  ; 

All  the  warlike  gear  of  old. 

Mix'd  with  what  we  now  behold, 

In  this  strife  'twixt  old  and  new, 

Qatbor  like  a locusts*  crew. 

Shade  of  Remus  l *tfs  a time 
Awful  as  thy  brother’s  crime  I 
Christians  war  against  Christ's  shrine : - 
Must  Its  lot  be  like  to  thine  f 


Near— and  near— and  nearer  still, 

As  the  earthquake  saps  the  hill, 

Ftnt  with  trembling,  hollow  motion. 
Like  a scarce-awaken’d  ocean. 

Then  with  stronger  shock  and  louder. 
Till  the  rocks  are  crush'd  to  powder,  — 
Onward  sweeps  the  rolling  host ! 

Heroes  of  the  Immortal  boast ! 

Mighty  chiefs ! eternal  shadows ! 

First  flowers  of  the  bloody  meadow« 
Which  encompass  Rome,  the  mother 
Of  a people  without  brother  ! 


Will  you  sleep  when  nations'  quarrels 
Plough  the  root  up  of  ywir  laurels  ? 

Ye  who  weep  o'er  Carthage  burning. 

Weep  not  — strike!  for  Rome  Is  mourning 


Onward  sweep  the  varied  nations ! 
Famine  long  hath  dealt  their  rations. 

To  the  wall,  with  hate  and  hunger, 
Numrrous  as  wolves,  and  stronger, 

On  they  sweep.  Oh  ! glorious  city  1 
M ust  thou  be  a theme  for  pity  ? 

Fight,  like  your  first  sire,  each  Roman  ! 
Aiaric  was  a gentle  foemon, 

Match'd  with  lk>urt>on*s  black  bandP.U  ! 
Rouse  thee,  thou  eternal  city  ; 

Rouse  thee  ! Rather  give  the  torch 
With  thine  own  hand  to  thy  porch, 
Than  behold  such  hosts  pollute 
Your  worst  dwelling  with  their  foot. 


Ah  I behold  yon  bleeding  spectre ! 
Ilion's  children  find  no  Hector; 
Priam's  offspring  loved  their  brother ; 
Rome’s  great  sire  forgot  his  mother. 
When  be  slew  his  gallant  twin, 

With  inexpiable  sin. 

Sec  the  giant  shadow  stride 
O'er  the  rami>arts  high  and  wide  I 
When  the  tlr>t  o'erleapt  thy  wall, 

Its  foundation  mourn’d  thy  fall. 

Now,  though  towering  like  a Babel, 
Who  to  stop  his  steps  arc  able  ? 
Stalking  o’er  tby  highest  dome, 
Remus  claims  his  vengeance,  Borne  ! 


Now  they  reach  thee  In  their  anger : 
Fire  and  smoke  and  hellish  clangour 
Are  around  thee,  thou  world’s  wonder . 
I>cath  is  in  thy  walls  and  under. 

Now  the  meeting  steel  first  clashes, 
Domiward  then  the  ladder  crashes. 
With  its  iron  load  ail  gleaming. 

Lying  at  its  foot  blaspheming  l 
Up  again ! for  every  warrior 
SUin,  another  climbs  the  barrier. 
Thicker  grows  the  strife : thy  ditches 
Europe's  mingling  gore  enriches. 

Rome  1 although  thy  wall  may  perish, 
Such  manure  thy  fields  will  cherish. 
Making  gay  the  harvest-home ; 

But  thy  hearths,  alas!  oh,  Rome!  — 
Yet  be  Rome  amidst  thine  anguish, 
Fight  as  thou  wast  wont  to  vanquish ! 


Yet  once  more,  ye  old  Penates  1 

Let  not  your  quench’d  hearths  be  Ate’s 

Vet  again,  ye  sh.*ulowy  heroes, 

Yield  not  to  these  stranger  Neros  ! 

Though  the  son  who  slew  his  mother 
Shed  Rome’s  blood,  he  was  your  brother: 

I I ftriplo,  the  ifcnod  AMcantil.  I«  uiifl  to  have  repealed  a I 
j verse  u(  Hooier.  ami  we|>t  over  Uie  burniog  of  Cartitat;e. 

I He  had  brtter  have  granted  it  a capitulat-on.  * 
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’T  was  the  Roman  curb'd  the  Roman ; — 
Brennan  was  a haffiod  focman. 

Tet  again,  ye  saints  and  martyrs, 

Rise  ] for  yours  are  boUer  charters  1 
Mighty  gods  of  temples  falling, 

Tet  in  ruin  still  appalling! 

Mightier  founders  of  those  altars. 

True  and  Christian, — strike  the  assaulters  I 
Tiber  I Tiber  1 let  tliy  torrent 
Show  even  nature’s  self  abhorrent. 

Let  each  breathing  heart  dilatetl 
Turn,  as  doth  the  lion  baited  ! 

Rome  be  crush'd  to  one  wide  tomb, 

But  be  still  the  Ronun's  Rome  1 

Bourbon,  Aekoi.d,  C,«sasi,  and  others^  arrive  ai  tite 
I'  fool  of  Ike  vail,  Arnold  u about  to  plant  his 
1 1 ladder, 

|i  liourb.  Hold,  Arnold  ! I am  first. 

! Arn,  Not  so,  my  lord. 

1 1 Bourh.  Hold,  sir,  1 charge  you  1 Follow!  I am 
proud 

Of  such  a follower,  but  will  brook  no  leader. 

[Bourbon  plants  his  larldert  ami  bf^im  to  mount. 
Now,  boys  ! On  ! on  1 

[A  shot  strihes  Ai/a,  and  Bourbon  falls. 
C(ts.  And  off ! 

Am.  Eternal  powers  I 

The  boat  will  be  appall’d,  — but  Tcngeance  1 ven- 
geance ! 

Bourb,  'Tis  nothing — lend  me  your  hand. 

[Bourbon  takes  Arnold  by  the  Amr/,  and  rises  * 
but  as  he  puts  his  foot  on  the  stq>,  falls  a^ain. 

Arnold  ! I am  sped. 

Conceal  my  fall  — all  will  go  well — conceal  it ! 

Fling  my  cloak  o'er  what  will  be  dust  anon  ; 

Let  not  the  soldiers  see  It. 

Am.  You  must  |)e 

Removed  ; the  aid  of 

II  ^ovr6.  No,  my  gallant  boy ; 

i Death  is  upon  me.  But  what  is  one  life  ? 

The  BourlMn’s  spirit  shall  command  them  ttlU. 

Keep  them  yet  ignorant  that  I am  but  clay, 

Till  they  arc  conquerors  — then  do  as  you  may. 

Ctts.  Would  not  your  highness  choose  to  kiss  the 
cross  ? 

W'e  have  no  priest  here,  but  the  hilt  of  sword 
May  serve  instead : — It  did  the  same  for  Bayard.  > 
Bourb.  Thou  bitter  slave ! to  name  Atm  at  this 
But  I deserve  It  [time ! 

Am,  (to  Cjmar).  VOUiiu  hold  your  peace  I 
Cm.  What,  when  a Christian  dies  ? Shall  I not 
offer 

A Christian  ” Vade  In  pace  ? ** 

Am.  Silence  t Ob  ! 

Those  eyes  are  glazing  which  o'erlook'd  the  world. 
And  saw  no  equal. 

Bourb.  Arnold,  should’st  thou  see 

France But  hark!  hark!  the  assault  grows 

wanner — Oh ! 

1 r*  Podlng  himielf  morUll.r  wotmded.  Bayard  ordered 
one  of  hb  attendaati  to  pUce  him  under  a tree  with  hit  face 
towards  the  enemy : then,  fixing  hit  eyes  oo  the  ^rd  of  hia 
rword,  which  he  held  up  inilead  of  a croai,  he  audrcMed  hia 
prayers  to  God,  and  in  tbii  posture  he  calmly  waited  the  ap- 
proach of  death."  >-KoaBtTSON.  Ckaries  F.j 

* On  the  lit  of  May.  1-^27.  the  Constable  and  hii  army 

came  In  light  of  Rome,  and  the  neat  roomlr.g  commenced 
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For  but  an  hour,  a minute  more  of  life 

To  die  within  the  wail  { Hence,  Arnold,  hence ! 

Toil  lose  time — Ihey  will  conquer  Rome  without 
thee. 

Arn.  And  without  thee  / 

Bourb.  Not  so;  1 H lead  them  Still 

In  spirit.  Cover  up  my  dmt,  and  breathe  not 
That  1 have  ceased  to  breathe.  Away  ! and  be 
Victorious! 

^rn.  But  I must  not  leave  thee  thus. 

Bourb.  You  must  — farewell  — Up!  up!  the  world 
is  winning.  [Bcjurbon  dies. « 

Cas.  (/o  Arnold).  Come,  count,  to  business. 

Am.  True.  I’ll  weep  hereafter. 

[Arnold  covers  Bourbon's  body  with  a mantle., 
and  mounts  the  ladsler,  crying 
The  Bourbon  I BourlKm  I On,  boys  I Rome  U ours  ] 
Cas.  Good  night,  lord  constable  1 tbou  wert  a man. 
[C.£SAR  Arnold  ; they  reach  the  bat- 

tlement t Arnold  and  Cjesar  are  struck 
down. 

C*es.  A precious  somerset ! Is  your  countship 
Injured  ? 

Am.  No.  [liemounts  the  ladder. 

Cvs.  A rare  blood.hound,  when  his  own  is  heated  I 
And 't  is  no  boy’s  play.  Now  he  strikes  them  down  I 
His  band  Is  on  the  battlement — be  gnups  it 
As  though  It  were  an  altar  ; now  his  foot 

Is  on  It,  and M'hat  have  we  here  ?— a Roman? 

[A  man  fails. 

The  first  bird  of  the  covey  I he  has  fallen 
On  the  outside  of  the  nest.  Why,  how  now,  fellow  ? 
If'ounded  Man.  A drop  of  water ! 

Ctt*.  Blood 's  the  only  liquid 

Nearer  tlian  Tiber. 

Uounded  .Man.  I have  died  for  Rome.  [Dies, 
Cees.  And  so  did  Bourbon,  in  another  sense. 

Oh  these  immortal  men  ! and  their  great  motives  ! 

But  I must  after  my  young  charge.  He  Is  | 

By  this  time  I’  the  forum.  Charge  I charge  I ! 

[CatSAa  mowito  the  ladder i the  scene  clasts,  | 

SCENE  II.  i 

The  City.  — Combats  between  the  Besiegers  and  i 
Besieged  ta  the  streets.  Inhabitants  flying  in  com-  I 
fusion. 

Enter  CiSSAR. 

Cws.  I cannot  find  my  hero ; be  Is  mix’d 
With  the  heroic  crowd  that  now  pursue 
The  fugitives,  or  battle  with  the  desperate. 

Wliat  have  we  here  ? A cardinal  or  two 
That  do  not  seem  in  love  with  martyrdom. 

How  the  old  red-shanks  scamper  I Could  they  doff 
Their  hose  as  they  have  doff’d  their  hats,  't  would  be 
A blesaing,  as  a mark  the  iess  for  plunder. 

But  let  them  fly ; the  crimson  kennels  now 
Will  not  much  stain  their  stockings,  since  the  mire 
Is  of  the  self-same  purple  hue. 

the  attack.  Bourboo  wore  a white  veit  over  hfi  armour,  hk 
order,  be  aakl,  to  be  more  coniplciioui  both  to  hia  fHeodi  azkd 
foec.  He  led  on  to  the  «alU.  and  commeticcd  a furloua  aa- 
tauU,  which  wai  repelled  with  equal  tIoIcdcc.  Reeinc  that 
btf  army  began  to  waver,  he  aelted  a ocaling  ladder  irom  a 
aoldler  itandlng,  and  waa  in  the  act  of  aKendlng,  when  he  waa 
plereed  by  a muaket-ball,  and  fell.  Feeling  that  hia  wound 
waa  mortal,  he  deiired  that  hia  body  might  l^  concealed  from 
hia  a^Mdleri,  and  ioatantiy  eapired.'^— Iiobkrtson.) 
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I Enter  a Party /tyhtiny  Anytotn  at  the  head  of  the 

I BeneytTM. 

j He  come*. 

Hand  in  hand  with  the  mild  twlns-^  Gore  and  Glor>*. 
I Holla  t hold,  count ! * 

Am,  Awaj  ! they  must  not  rally. 

Ca$.  I tell  thee,  be  not  rash ; a golden  bridge 
I Is  for  a flying  enemy.  I gave  thee 
I A form  of  beauty,  and  an 
j EiempUon  from  some  maladies  of  body. 

But  not  of  mind,  which  is  nut  mine  to  gi^'e. 

But  though  I gave  the  form  of  Thetis*  son. 

^ I dipt  thee  not  in  Styx ; and  'gainst  a foe 
I 1 would  not  warrant  thy  chivalrlc  heart 

More  than  Pelldes'  heel ; why  then,  be  cautious. 

I And  know  thyself  a mortal  still. 

' Arm,  And  who 

’ With  aught  of  soul  would  combat  If  he  were 
I Invulnerable  ? That  were  pretty  sport 

Think ’st  thou  1 beat  for  ham  when  lions  roar  ? 

[AaNOLD  rushes  into  the  <mnlnit. 
Cits.  A precious  sample  of  humanity  ! 

Well,  his  blood 's  up : and  if  a little 's  shed, 

I ’T  will  serve  to  curb  hi*  fever. 

[Abnolo  enpayts  with  a liomam^  who  retires 
towards  a ;wrfico. 

' Arm.  Yield  thee,  slave  1 

I promise  quarter. 

I Rom.  That 's  toon  said. 

Am.  And  done — 

My  word  Is  known. 

Rasm.  So  shall  be  my  deeds. 

* [ They  re~engage.  CaisAB  etymet  forward. 

Cws.  Why,  Arnold  1 bold  thine  own:  thou  hast 
i in  hand 

I A famous  artisan,  a cunning  sculptor ; 

Also  a dealer  in  the  sword  and  dagger. 

I Not  so,  my  musqueteer ; *twas  he  who  slew 
< The  Bourbon  from  the  wall. 

Am.  Ay,  did  he  so  ? 

Then  he  bath  carved  bis  monument. 

Rom.  I yet 

I May  live  to  carve  your  bettcp*. 

, C<rs.  Well  said,  my  man  of  marble ! Benvenuto, 
Thou  hast  some  practice  in  both  ways ; and  he 
Who  slays  Cellini  will  have  work'd  as  bard 
I As  e'er  thou  dld'st  upon  Carrara's  blocks.  > 

[AaKOLO  disarms  and  iPOtcJiJf  Cklmm,  but 
dightly  t the  latter  draws  a pistolt  and  fires; 
then  retires,  and  disappears  through  the 
portico. 

Cws.  How  famt  thou  ? Thou  hast  a taste,  me- 
thinks 

I Of  red  Bellona't  banquet 

Am.  {staggers).  'T  U a scratch. 

^ Lend  me  thy  scarf.  He  shall  not  'scape  me  thus. 

I Cm.  Where  Is  It  ? 

Am.  In  the  shoulder,  not  the  swt»rd  arm  — 

And  that's  enough.  1 am  thirsty : would  1 bad 
A helm  of  water  I 


Cits.  That 's  a liquid  now 

In  requisition,  but  by  no  means  easiest 
I To  come  at 

I Am.  And  my  thirst  incrraacs;— but 
I 'll  And  a way  to  quench  it 
I Cws.  Or  be  quench'd 

Thyself. 

Am.  The  chance  is  even ; we  will  throw 
The  dice  thereon.  But  1 lose  time  in  prating  ; 

Prithee  be  quick.  [Cauaa  binds  on  the  sear/. 

And  what  dost  thou  so  idly  ? 

>^liy  dost  not  strike  ? 

Your  old  philosophers 

Beheld  mankind,  as  mere  spectators  of  I 

The  Olympic  games.  When  I behold  a prise 
^ Worth  wrestling  for,  I may  be  found  a Milo.  . 

{ Am.  Ay,  'gainst  an  oak. 

Cas.  A forest  when  it  suits  me ; 

I combat  with  a mass,  or  not  at  all.  I 

Meantime,  pursue  thy  sport  as  I do  mine  ; | 

Which  is  Just  now  to  gate,  since  all  these  labourers  i 

Will  reap  my  harvest  gratis.  ' 

.4rn.  Thou  art  still 

I .K  flend  1 

Cees.  And  thou  — a man. 

Am.  Why,  such  1 fkln  would  show  me. 

Cas.  True  — as  men  arc. 

Am.  And  what  Is  that  ? 

Cas.  Thou  feelest  and  thou  seest 

[L'xfr  AarcoU),  im  the  combat  which  still 

continues  between  detached  parties.  7%e  scene 
closes.  ] 

SCESE  Ml.  I 

St.  Peter's  The  Interior  of  the  Church  — The  Pope  ' 
at  the  Altar  — Priests,  {rc.  crowding  in  confusion, 
and  Citizens  fiying  for  refuge,  pursued  by  Soldiery.  | 

Enter  Cjuau.  \ 

A Spanish  Soldier.  Down  with  them,  comrade* ! I 
seUe  upon  those  lamps  I \ 

Cleave  yon  baid-pated  shaveling  to  the  chine ! i 

His  rosary 's  of  gold  I |' 

Lutheran  Soldier.  Revenge  I revenge  t < 

Plunder  hereafter,  but  for  vengeance  now  — ; 

Yonder  stands  Anti-Christ ! { 

j C<rs.  (interposing).  How  now,  Kbismatlc? 

! VHiat  would'st  thou  ? \ 

* Lutk.  Sold.  In  the  holy  name  of  Christ,  j 

Destroy  proud  Anti-Christ  1 am  a Christian.  j 

Cws.  Yea,  a disciple  that  would  make  the  founder  , 
Of  your  belief  renounce  it  could  he  see  | 

Such  proselytes.  Best  stint  thyself  to  plunder.  j 

I.nth.  Sold.  1 say  he  is  the  devil.  I 

! Cas.  Hush  I keep  that  secret,  | 

I Lest  be  should  recognize  you  for  his  own.  > 

j Luth.  Sitld.  Why  would  you  save  him  7 I repeat  he  is  < 
' The  devil,  or  the  devil's  vicar  upon  earth.  j 

ICws.  And  that 's  the  reason : would  you  make  a • 
quarrel  ! 


I > r**  IxrrlUng  mj  araupbute,"  uyi  Beavenuto  Ottini,  **  I 
dltchariiMi  It  with  a d«*l(l>(‘rate  aim  at  a prrion  whnai'rrard 
to  be  lifted  above  the  rest:  but  the  ml»t  prcTented  me  from 
dlttln|t\iithln|t  whether  he  was  on  humebark  or  on  foot. 
Then  turning  auddenlr  aftout  to  Aleiundro  and  Ovrhino.  1 
bid  them  fire  off  their  piece*,  aod  showed  them  how  to  e*rapc 
' errrr  *hot  of  the  betlecers.  Having  arrnrdinfth  fired  twice 
I for  the  enemy’*  on  re.  1 cautiously  approached  tM  walli,  and 




perceived  that  there  wa*  an  extraordinary  confutlon  among  ^ 
the  aaiatUnU.  occasioned  by  our  having  shot  the  Duke  of 
Bourbon  : he  was,  as  I understood  afterwards,  that  chief  per- 
sonage whom  I saw  raised  above  the  rest.”-.-  VoL  I.  p.  120. 
This,  however,  is  one  of  the  many  stories  In  Cellini’s 
amusing  autobiography  which  nobody  s«‘Cins  escr  to  lure 
bcllescd-J  , 

il 
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With  four  be»t  fHen<ls  ? Tou  had  &r  best  be  quirt ; 
His  hour  is  not  yet  come. 

Luih.  Sold,  That  shall  be  seen  I 

[2Ti«  Lutheran  Soldier  ruMhra  foncard  t a $hot 
etrikea  him  from  one  of  the  Pope's  Guards, 
and  he  falli  at  the  foot  of  the  Altar. 

Cat.  {to  the  Lutheran),  I told  you  so. 

Luth,  Sold.  And  will  you  not  avenge  me  ? 

Ota.  Not  1 1 You  know  that  Vengeance  Is  the 
You  fee  he  loves  no  interlopers.  [Lord’s : ” 

Luth.  Sold,  {djfing).  Oh  ! 

Had  1 but  slalQ  him.  1 had  gone  on  high. 

Crown’d  with  eternal  glory  • Heaven,  forgive 
My  fceblcneu  of  arm  that  reach’d  him  not. 

And  take  thy  servant  to  thy  mercy.  'Tls 
A glorious  triumph  still  i proud  Babylon 's 
No  more ; the  Harlot  of  the  Seven  HUls 
Hath  changed  her  scarlet  raiment  for  sackcloth 
And  ashes : [ The  Lutheran  dies. 

Cite.  Yes.  thine  own  amidst  the  rest. 

Well  done,  old  Babel ! 

[The  Guard*  defend  themaeloea  deaperaUly, 
while  the  Pontiff  eaeapea,  hy  a private  paa. 
eage,  to  the  fa^iraii  and  the  Caatle  of  St. 
Angtlo.  I 

Cwt.  Ha  I right  nobly  battled  [ 

Now,  priest ! now,  soldier  1 the  two  great  professions. 
Together  by  the  ears  and  hearts  I I have  not 
Seen  a more  comic  pantomime  since  Titus 
Took  Jewry.  But  the  Romans  had  the  best  then  ; 
Now  they  roust  take  their  turn. 

Sotdiera.  He  hath  escaped  ! 

FoUow ! [up. 

Auntln-  SM.  They  have  hair'd  the  narrow  laisMgc 
And  It  is  cloggid  with  dead  even  to  the  door. 

Ctrs.  I am  glad  he  hath  escaped : he  may  th.snk 
me  for*t 

In  part.  I would  not  have  his  bulls  abolish'd  — 
’Twere  worth  one  half  our  empire : his  indulgences 
Demand  some  In  return ; — no.  no.  he  must  not 
Fall ; — and  besides,  his  now  escape  may  furnish 
A ftiture  miracle.  In  future  proof 
Of  hb  In&lUbiUty.  ‘ [ To  the  Spanish  Soldiery. 

Well,  cut-throats  I 

What  do  you  pause  for  ? If  you  make  not  haste, 
There  will  not  be  a link  of  pious  gold  left 
And  you,  too,  catholics  1 Would  ye  return 
From  such  a pilgrimage  without  a relic  ? 

The  very  Lutherans  have  more  true  devotion  ; 

See  how  they  strip  the  shrines  ! 

Soldiers.  By  holy  Peter 

He  speaks  the  truth ; the  heretics  will  bear 
The  best  away. 

Cas.  And  that  were  shame  1 Go  to  : 

Assist  In  their  conversion. 

[The  Soldiers  disperse f many  quit  the  Church, 
others  enter. 

Cees.  They  are  gone. 

And  others  come : so  flows  the  wave  on  wave 
Of  what  these  creatures  cull  eternity. 

Deeming  themselves  the  breakers  of  the  ocean, 

While  they  are  but  lU  bubbles  Ignorant 
That  foam  Is  their  foundation.  So,  another  1 

» [The  cMtle  of  St.  Angelo  ras  he«leged  from  the  6th  of 
May  to  the  Mh  of  June,  during  which  lime  jleughler  »iid 
desoUtior . mTwropanled  with  erery  excess  of  Unptetr.  rapine, 
and  Itut.  on  the  side  of  tiie  InipcrUlUts,  deTastated  tne  city 


Enter  OussriA,  flying  from  /Ae/?»irsin7 — She  springs 
upon  the  Altar. 

Sold.  She  *s  mine  t 

Another  Sold,  {opposing  the  former).  You  lie,  1 
track’d  her  first : and  were  she 
The  Pope’s  niece,  I H not  yield  her.  [ Tltey  fight, 
'id  SM.  {advaneing  towards  Oi.imvia).  You  may 
settle 

Your  claims ; 111  make  mine  good. 

Olimp.  Infernal  slave  1 

You  touch  me  not  alive. 
id  Sold.  Alive  or  dead  I 

Olimp.  {eadtrocing  a massive  crueifx).  Respect 
your  God  1 

id  Sold.  Yes,  when  he  shines  in  gold. 

Girt,  you  but  grasp  your  dowry.  I 

[As  he  advances,  OuxriA,  with  a strong  and 
sudden  effort,  caste  down  the  crucifix  * t7 
strikes  the  SohUer,  who  fade, 
id  Sold.  Oh,  great  God  I 

Olimp.  Ah  ! DOW  you  recognise  him. 

3</  Sold.  My  brain  *s  crush'd  I 

Comrades,  help,  ho  ! All’s  darkness  I [Jle  dies. 
Other  Soldiers  {coming  up).  2)lay  her.  although  she 
bad  a thousand  Uves : 

She  hath  kill'd  our  comrade. 

Olimp.  Welcome  such  a death ! 

Tou  have  no  life  to  give,  which  the  worst  slave 
Would  take.  Great  God  1 through  thy  redeeming  Son. 
And  thy  Son’s  Mother,  now  receive  me  as 
I would  approach  thee,  worthy  her,  and  him,  and  thee  1 

Enter  Abnolp. 

Am.  What  do  I see  ? Accxiracd  jackals ! 

Forbear  I 

Cces.  {aside  and  laughing  ).  Ha ! ba  1 here 's  equity  1 
The  dogs 

Have  a.s  much  right  as  hr.  But  to  the  Issue  1 
SMiers.  Count,  she  bath  slain  our  comrade. 

Am.  With  what  weapon  ? 

Sold.  The  cross,  beneath  which  he  b crush’d ; 
behold  him 

Lie  there,  more  like  a worm  than  man ; she  cast  it 
Upon  hb  head. 

Arn.  Kven  so  ; there  is  a woman 

^^  o^thy  a brave  man’s  liking.  Were  ye  sucb, 

Yc  would  have  honour'd  her.  But  get  ye  hence. 

And  thank  your  meanness,  other  God  you  have  none. 
For  your  existence.  Had  you  touch'd  a hair 
Of  those  dbbeveli'd  locks,  I would  have  thlnn'd 
Your  ranks  more  than  the  enemy.  Away  1 
’ Ye  jackals  t gnaw  the  bones  the  lion  leaves, 

I But  not  even  these  till  be  permits. 

I A Sold,  (murmuring).  The  lion 

Might  conquer  for  himself  then. 

I Arn.  (cute  him  down).  Mutineer  1 

i Rebel  in  hell — you  shall  obey  on  earth  1 
' [ The  Soldiers  assault  Abkolo. 

I Arn.  Come  on  I I’mgkdon'tl  1 will  show  you, 

I slaves, 

' How  you  should  be  commanded,  and  who  led  you 
First  o'er  tbc  wall  you  were  so  shy  to  scale, 


of  Rome  Kor  IhU  picture  of  horror*,  see  especUlljr  the  { 
**  Surkaira  of  Romo."  hjr  Jacopo  Buonaparte,  **  Kcntiluonio 
Sitniiiiiiilalcse.  che  vl  sc  troTu  pmvote."  and  '*  Life  of  C«i-  [I 
llnl,"  vot.  I.  p.  134  j <1 
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Untn  I watcdl  my  banncr-i  from  itn  height. 

As  you  are  Iwld  within  it. 

[Arnold  moiri  Joicn  the  foremr>$t ; the  rest 
throw  down  their  anriM. 

SuUitTM.  Mercy  ! mercy  J 

j4rn.  Then  Icam  to  grant  it.  Have  I taught  you  wAo 
Led  you  o'er  Romo’s  eternal  battlements  ? 

Stddirrt.  We  saw  it,  and  we  know  it ; yet  forgive 
A moment’s  error  in  the  heat  of  conquest  — 

The  conquest  which  you  led  to. 

Arn.  Get  you  hence  I 

Hence  to  your  quarters ! you  will  find  them  fix’d 
In  the  Colonna  palace. 

Oltmp.  {aside).  In  my  father's 

House  I [no  further  need 

Arn.  {to  the  Soldiers).  Leave  your  arms;  ye  have 
Of  such:  the  city’s  render’d.  And  mark  well 
You  keep  ymur  hands  clean,  or  I 'll  find  out  a stream 
4s  red  as  Tiber  now  runs,  for  your  baptism,  [obey  ! 
Soldiers  {deposing  their  arms  and  deftarting).  We 
Arn,  (to  Olimpia).  Lady,  you  are  safe. 

Oltmp.  I should  be  so. 

Had  1 a knife  even ; but  It  matters  not  — • 

Death  hath  a thousand  gates ; and  on  the  marble, 
Even  at  the  altar  foot,  whence  I look  down 
Uiton  destruction,  shall  my  head  be  dash'd, 

Ere  thou  ascend  iL  God  forgive  thee,  man  I 
Arn.  I wish  to  merit  his  forgiveness,  and 
Thine  own,  although  I have  not  injured  thee. 

Olimp.  No  1 Thou  bast  only  sack’d  my  native 
land,  — 

No  injury  ! — and  made  my  fether's  house 
A den  of  thieves  I No  Injury' ! — this  temple  — 
Slippery  with  Roman  and  with  holy  gore. 

No  injury  1 And  now  thou  would  preserx’e  me. 

To  l>c  ■ but  that  shall  never  be  I 

[5Ae  rai*«  her  eyes  to  lleaern,  folds  her  robe 
round  her,  and  prepares  to  dash  herself  down 
on  the  side  of  the  Altar  oppoeite  to  that  where 
Arnold  stands. 

Arn.  Hold  1 hold  1 

1 swear. 

Olimp.  Spare  thine  already  forfeit  soul 
A pcijury  for  which  even  hell  would  loathe  thee. 

I know  thee. 

Am.  No,  thou  know’st  me  not ; I am  not 

Of  these  men,  though 

Olimp.  I judge  thee  by  thy  mates ; 

It  Is  for  God  to  judge  thee  as  thou  art. 

I see  thee  purple  with  the  blood  of  Rome ; 

Take  mine,  'tis  all  thou  e’er  sbalt  have  of  me. 

And  here,  upon  the  marble  of  this  temple, 

Where  the  baptismal  font  baptised  me  God’s, 

I offer  him  a blood  less  holy 

But  not  less  pure  ( pure  as  it  left  me  then. 

A redeem'd  infant)  than  the  holy  water 
The  s^Unts  hare  sanctified  I 

[Olimpia  waves  her  hand  to  Arnold  with  dis- 
dain, and  dashes  herself  on  the  pavement  from 
the  Altar. 

Am.  Eternal  God  I 

I feel  thee  now  { Help ! help  1 She  *s  gone. 

Ceee.  {approathes).  I am  here. 

Am.  Thou ! but  oh,  save  her ! 

Cdu.  {assisting  him  to  raise  Olimpia).  She  hath 
done  it  well  t 
I’hc  leap  was  serious. 

Am.  Ob  ! she  is  lifeless  ! 


Ges.  If 

She  be  so,  1 have  nought  to  do  with  tliat: 

The  resurrection  is  beyond  me. 

.dm.  Slave ! 

Crs.  Ay,  slave  or  ma»ter,  'tis  all  one:  methinks 
Good  words,  however,  are  as  well  at  times. 

Arn.  Word#  I — Const  thou  aid  her  ? 

Cos.  I will  try*.  A sprinkling 

Of  that  same  holy  water  may  be  usefuL 

[/le  brings  some  in  his  helmet  from  the  fmt. 

Arn.  *TU  mix'd  with  blood. 

Cass.  There  is  no  cleaner  now 

In  Rome. 

Arn.  How  pale  ! how  beautiful  I how  lifeless  ! 
.Alive  or  dead,  thou  essence  of  all  beauty, 

1 love  but  thee ! 

Cees.  Even  so  Achilles  loved 

Penthesilea ; with  hb  form  It  seems 
You  have  hU  heart,  and  yet  U was  no  soil  one. 

Arn.  Shebrcathcsl  But  no,  *t  was  nothing  or  the  last 
Faint  flutter  life  disputes  with  death. 

Oes.  She  breathe*. 

Arn.  Thou  say’st  It  ? Then  'tis  truth. 

Ort.  You  do  roe  right  — 

The  devil  »]>eaks  truth  much  ollener  than  he 's  deem'd : 
He  hath  an  ignorant  audience.  [beau. 

Am.  {wit^ut  attending  to  him).  Yes  I her  heart 
Ala# ! that  the  first  beat  of  the  only  heart 
1 ever  wish'd  to  beat  with  mine  should  vibrate 
To  an  assasain's  pulse. 

Cws.  A sage  reflection,  [her? 

But  somewhat  late  1'  tlie  day.  Where  shall  we  bear 
I say  she  lives. 

Am.  And  vrill  she  live  ? 

Cws.  As  much 

As  dust  can. 

Am.  Then  she  is  dead ! 

Cas.  Bah  1 bah  | You  are  so. 

And  do  not  know  it.  She  will  come  to  life  — 

Such  as  you  think  so,  such  as  you  now  are ; 

But  wc  must  work  by  human  means. 

Am.  Wc  will 

Convey  her  unto  the  Colonna  palace. 

Where  I have  pitch'd  my  banner. 

Cars.  Come  then  I ra^  her  up ! 

Am.  Softly  1 

Oes.  As  softly  as  they  bear  the  dead. 

Perhaps  because  they  cannot  feel  the  jolting. 

Am.  But  doth  she  live  indeed  ? 

Ctes.  Nay,  never  fear  I 

But,  if  you  rue  it  after,  blame  not  me. 

Am.  Let  her  but  live  1 

Cws.  The  spirit  of  her  life 

Is  yet  within  her  breast,  and  may  revive. 

Count  1 count  1 1 am  your  servant  in  all  things 
And  this  U a new  office ; — t is  not  oft 
I am  employ'd  in  such  ; but  you  perceive 
How  stanch  a friend  is  what  you  call  a fiend. 

On  earth  you  have  often  only  fiends  for  friends  ; 

Now  / desert  not  mine.  SoR  I bear  her  hence. 

The  beautiful  half-clay,  and  nearly  spirit  I 
I am  almost  enamour'd  of  her,  as 
Of  old  the  angels  of  her  earliest  sex. 

Arn.  Thou ! 

Cws.  1 1 But  fear  not.  1 ’ll  not  be  your  ri\*aL 

Am.  Rival  1 

Ors.  I could  be  one  right  formidable  ; 

But  since  I slew  the  seven  husbands  of 
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I Tobias’  future  bride  (and  after  all 
I Wa»  smoked  out  by  some  incense),  I have  laid 
Aside  Intrigue:  *ti$  rarely  worth  the  trouble 
I Of  gaining,  or  — what  la  more  difficult  — 

1 Getting  rid  of  your  prixe  again  ; for  there’s 
|I  The  rub ! at  least  to  mortals- 

/fra.  Prithee,  peace  I 

Softly  1 methinks  her  lips  move,  her  eyes  <ipen  ! 

Ofs.  Like  stars  no  doubt;  for  that’s  a metaphor 
For  Lucifer  and  Venus. 

.4m.  To  the  palace 

I Colonna.  as  I told  you ! 
j Ca*.  Oh ! I know 

I My  way  through  Rome. 

j Jrn.  Now  onward,  onwanl ! Gently  I 

j [£xeMNL  tnuirinff  Olimpia.  Tht  scent  closes. 


SCENE  1. 

A Castle  in  the  Apennines,  surrounded  by  a wild  but 
smuliny  Country,  Chorus  of  Peasants  sinyiuy  before 
the  Gates. 


The  wars  are  over. 

The  spring  is  come ; 

The  bride  and  her  lover 
Have  sought  their  home : 

They  are  happy,  wc  ityolce ; 

Let  their  hearts  have  an  echo  In  every  voice ! 


The  spring  Is  come  ; the  violet ’s  gone, 

The  hrst-bom  child  of  the  early  sun : 

With  us  she  Is  but  a winter's  flower, 

The  snow  on  the  hills  cannot  blast  her  bower, 
And  she  lifts  up  her  dewy  eye  of  blue 
To  the  youngest  sky  of  the  self-same  hue. 


And  when  the  spring  comes  with  her  host 
Of  flowers,  that  flower  beloved  the  most 
Shrinks  from  the  crowd  that  may  confute 
Her  heavenly  odour  and  virgin  hues. 


Eater  C.tisxn, 

C(tB.  {ringiny).  The  wars  are  all  over, 

Our  swords  arc  all  idle, 

The  steed  bites  the  bridle. 

The  casque's  on  the  wall. 

There ’s  rest  for  the  rover  j 
Hut  hU  armour  is  rusty. 

And  the  veteran  grows  crusty. 

As  be  yawns  in  the  hall. 

He  drinks  — but  what 's  drinking  ? 

A mere  pause  from  thinking ! 

No  bugle  awakes  him  with  life-and-death  call 


But  the  hound  bayeth  loudly. 

The  boar’s  in  the  wood. 

And  the  falcon  longs  proudly 
To  spring  from  her  hood  : 

On  the  wrist  of  the  noble 
She  sits  like  a crest. 

And  the  air  is  in  trouble 
With  binls  ftxmi  their  nest. 

Oes.  Oh  1 shadow  of  glory  ! 

Dim  image  of  war  1 
But  the  chase  hath  no  story. 

Her  hero  no  star, 

Since  Slmnxl,  the  founder 
Of  empire  and  chase, 

Who  made  the  woods  wonder 
And  quake  for  their  race. 

When  the  lion  was  young, 

In  the  pride  of  his  might, 

Then  ’twas  sport  for  the  strung 
To  embrace  him  in  fight ; 

To  go  forth,  with  a pine 

For  a spear,  ’gainst  the  mammoth. 
Or  strike  through  the  ravine 
At  the  foaming  behemoth ; 

While  man  was  In  stature 
As  towers  in  our  time. 

The  flrst'bom  of  Nature, 

And,  like  her,  sublime  { 


Pluck  the  others,  but  still  remember 
Their  herald  out  of  dim  December  — 

The  rooming  star  of  all  the  flowers, 

The  pledge  of  daylight's  lengthen’d  hours ; 
Nor,  midst  the  roses,  e’er  forget 
The  virgin,  virgin  violet. 


But  the  wars  are  over. 

The  spring  is  come  ; 

The  bride  and  her  lover 
Have  sought  their  home  : 

I They  are  happy,  and  we  rgjolce  ; 

Let  their  hearts  have  an  echo  from  every  voice  ! 

[£xrttitf  the  Peasantry,  nnginy. 
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SIR  WALTER  SCOTT»  BART. 

TKIS  XrsTERY  or  CAIX  is  IJtSCIViaCD, 

HT  MIS  OtLIOtD  raiERD  SKD  FAITHrCL  SKRTAXT. 

THE  At'TllOR. 


PREFACE. 

Tnr  following  scenes  are  entitled  **  A MysteiTr,”  In 
coofonnity  with  the  ancient  title  annexed  to  drannis 

• [“Caim"  w a*  begun  at  RaTenna.  on  the  ICth  of  July, 
1121  —completed  on  tJi<»  9lh  of  September  — and  piiblUJitil. 
in  the  same  colume  with  “ SanlanApalut”  and  “ fhe  Two 
Foseatl.*’  in  D'-cember.  Perhaps  no  producUoo  of  I^rJ 
Byron  lias  been  more  generally  admired,  on  the  score  of  nbJ- 
lUy.  than  this  **  Mmery  ;**—  certainly  none,  on  flr*t  appfHir. 
ing.rxpoAnt  the  author  to  a fiercer  tempest  of  peraorul  abuse. 
Besides  Ijeing  unmercifully  ban^lled  in  most  of  the  critical 
lournals  of  the  day,  **  Cain*'  was  made  the  subject  of  a «>- 
lemn  separate  euay.  entitled  *•  A Kemoostrance  addretsrti  to 
Mr  Murray  respetiing  a recent  Publication  — by  Oxuiil«rn> 
SI* ; of  wlikh  wc  may  here  preserve  a specimen  : — 

“ There  is  a method  of  producing  conviction,  not  to  be 
found  in  any  of  the  treatises  on  logic,  but  whkh  I am  per- 
suaded ym  could  be  quickly  made  to  understand ; it  U the 
arnutMrmtum  ad  crummam  ; aiid  this.  I trust,  will  be  brought 
home  to  you  in  a variety  of  ways  ; n«a  least,  1 expect,  in  the 
profit  Tou  hope  to  make  by  the  ofibndliig  publication.  As  a 
bwkseller.  1 conclude  you  have  but  one  standard  of  poetic 
eacelleiKe  — the  extent  of  your  sale.  Without  assuming  any 
thing  beyond  the  bounds  uf  ordinary  forriiglit,  1 venture  to 
foretell,  that  in  this  case  you  wllllw  mUuken:  the  book  will 
dlsap)>oint  your  cupidity,  as  much  aa  it  discredits  your  feeling 
and  discretion.  Your  noble  rnipdoyer  has  deceived  you.  Mr. 
Murray  • he  ha*  profiled  bv  Ibe  celebrity  of  Im  name  to  palm 
upon  you  obsolete  trash,  the  very  olT-scourlngs  of  Bayle  and 
^'^tal^e.  wlilrh  he  ha*  made  you  pay  for  as  though  ll  were 
firsUrate  poetry  and  sound  metaphysics  But  I tell  you  (and 
if  you  doubt  it,  you  may  consult  any  of  the  literary  gentle- 
men who  frequent  ymir  readlng-rooml  that  thil  poem,  this 
• Mystery.*  wtlli  which  you  have  Intuited  u*.  ts  nothing  more 
than  a ernto  from  Voltaire’s  oorcis,  aud  the  most  objectionable 
articles  In  Hake's  Dictionary,  served  mi>  in  clumsy  nitUngs 
often  srllables.for  the  purpose  of  giving  it  the  g\itse  of  poetry. 

**  drill,  though  * Cain'  haa  no  claims  to  originality,  there  are 
other  objects  to  which  it  mar  be  made  subservient ; ami  so 
well  are  lh«*  noble  author**  echemes  arranged,  that  to  some  of 
them  he  will  be  sure  to  succeed. 

**  In  the  first  ptacr,  this  pulillcatlon  may  be  useful  os  a finan- 
cial measure.  It  mar  seem  hard  to  suspect,  that  the  hlgli- 
souled  philosopiir,  nl  which  hi*  Lord*hip  make*  profession, 
cosild  be  ‘ serrlle  to  the  influence  ' of  money  ; but  you  could 
tell  u*.  Sir.  if  you  wuukt.  what  sort  of  a tiantl  your  noble 
friend  it  at  a bargain  ; whether  Plutus  does  not  s<Huctlraes  go 
shares  with  Apollo  In  hti  Inspirations. 

“ In  the  second  place  .second  I mean  in  point  of  order,  for 
I do  not  presume  to  decide  which  motive  iirrdomlnates  In  his 
Lordship*  mind',  the  bUtpherooui  ironletles  of  ’Cain,’ 
though  nothing  more  in  reality  than  the  echo  of  often  refuted 
sophism*,  by  twing  newly  dressed  and  put  fortii  in  a form  easy 
to  be  remembered,  may  produce  considerMsle  effect ; that  is, 
they  may  mi*lea»l  the  ignorant,  unsettle  the  wavering,  or  con- 
firm the  hardened  sceptic  in  his  mUi>eIicf.  These  are  cunte- 
quciice*  which  I>rd  llyron  must  have  contemplated  ; with 
what  degree  of  mmplaeenry  he  alone  can  tell. 

“ But.  In  the  thiril  plate.  If  m-Uber  of  these  thing*  happen*, 
ami  ’ Cain ' should  not  prove  either  lucrative  or  mlsrhicvous. 


ft- 


Upon  similar  lultjects,  which  wore  styletl  **  Mysterlea, 
or  Moralitirv**  The  author  has  by  no  means  taken 
the  same  Ulierties  with  hU  suhiect  which  were  com- 
mon, formerly,  as  may  be  seen  by  any  reader  curious 

there  is  another  point  which  Lord  Byron  has  secured  to  him- 
self, so  that  he  cannot  be  deprived  of  it.  — the  aatlsfacrion  of 
insulting  those  from  whom  he  diffirs  both  in  faith  and  practice. 

. ..  Now,  at  lait.  he  quarrels  with  the  very  conditinos  uf 
humanity,  rebels  against  that  Provldenee  wliich  guides  and 
govern*  all  things,  and  dare*  to  adopt  the  language  which  bad 
never  before  item  attributed  to  any  being  hut  one,  * Evil,  be 
thou  my  good.  ’ Such,  a*  far  as  we  can  judge,  is  Lord  Byron.** 

This  critic's  performance  ts  thus  allnded  to  in  one  of  I/wd 
Brron's  letter*  Co  Mr.  Douglas  Klnnalrd  : — **  I know  nothing 
of  Rlvingtoo’s  ‘ Renionitranoe  * by  the  * eminent  Churchman 
hut  I itiiqtose  the  man  want*  a living.**  On  bearing  that  his 
publisher  was  threatened  with  mure  *erk>ut  annoyance*,  in 
cunsequeTMV>  of  Che  appearance  of  the  **  Mystery,**  Lord  Byron 
addressed  the  following  letter  to  Mr.  Murray 

“ Pisa,  February  9,  I8M. 

**  Attack*  upon  roe  were  to  be  expected ; but  I perceive  ewe 
upon  you  in  Ciic  paper*,  whkh  1 confess  that  I did  not  expect. 
How,  or  in  what  manner,  jro«i  ran  be  considered  responsible, 
fur  what  / publish.  I am  at  a loss  tn  conceive. 

**  If  ‘ Cain  * be  * blasphemous,*  Paradiee  Lost  is  blasphe* 
mous  ; and  the  very  words  of  the  Oxford  gentleman.  * Kvil.  be 
thou  my  good,'  are  from  that  very  poem,  from  the  mouth  of 
Satan  i and  Is  there  any  thing  more  tn  that  of  LucHer  in  the 
Mystery  ? * Cain  ' It  nothing  more  than  a drams,  not  a niece 
of  argument.  If  laicifer  and  Cain  speak  as  the  f^st  miirnerer 
and  the  first  rebel  may  be  supposed  to  speak,  surely  all  the 
rest  of  tbe  peraooafc*  talk  also  according  to  their  ebarartrra 
— and  the  stronger  paatioos  have  ever  been  permitted  to  the 
drama 

*'  I have  even  avoided  introducing  the  Deity,  as  In  Scripture 
(though  Milton  does,  and  not  very  wisely  cither) ; but  hare 
adn^it^  bis  angel  a*  sent  to  Cain  insteed,  on  purpn««  to  avoid 
shoc  king  any  feelings  on  the  subject,  by  (ailing  sKort  of  what 
all  unintpirtd  mrn  muit  fail  short  in,  vli . giving  an  adequate 
n^on  of  Uie  effect  of  the  presence  of  Jehovnh.  The  old 
Mysteries  Introduced  him  liberally  enough,  and  all  this  U 
avuicicd  In  the  new  one, 

“ The  aUi'tn)>t  to  bully  you,  because  they  think  it  won't 
succeed  with  me.  seems  to  me  as  atrockvii*  an  attempt  as 
ever  dlsgrarrd  the  timra  ^%'hatl  wbrn  Gttihon’s,  Hume's, 
Frirstley’s,  and  Drummond’s  publishers  have  bera  allowed 
U)  rest  in  peace  for  serenty  Tears,  are  you  to  be  sineled  nut  for 
a work  of  jtetion^  not  of  hutory  or  argtiment  ? Iliere  must 
be  something  at  the  bottom  of  this  — tuvne  private  enemy  of 
your  own  : It  is  otherwise  incredible. 

**  I can  only  say,  ’ He,  me  ; en  adsum  qul  feci  ;*  — that  any 
proceedings  directed  against  ymt.  I <>cg.  may  be  transferred 
to  me,  who  am  willing,  and  tmgAt.  to  endure  themt  alt ; — that 
if  you  have  lost  money  by  the  publication,  I will  refund  any 
or  all  of  the  copyright ; — that  1 desire  you  will  say  that  both 
you  and  Mr.  Gifford  remtin*lrate<l  against  tbe  publicatinn,  as 
also  Mr.  llobbouto ; — that  / alone  occasioned  It,  and  I alone 
am  the  person  who.  either  legally  or  otherwise,  should  Iwar 
the  burden.  li  they  prrjsecule,  ! will  come  to  England  { that 
U,  if,  by  meeting  it  In  my  own  person,  i can  save  youra.  Let 
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1 1 enouffb  lo  refer  to  thme  very  j>rofanc  produotioiK,  * ' 
whether  in  English,  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish.  I 

me  know.  You  shi’a't  tuirer  for  me.  if  1 can  help  It.  Make  I 
•Of  lue  of  this  letter  you  ptcatc.  Yuan  ever,  Ac. 

' ••  BYROS. 

••  p.S  — I write  to  rou  about  all  thU  row  of  bad  paselont 
and  abeurdltire  with  ute  rummer  moon  (for  here  our  winter 
Is  clearer  than  your  doff-dayi)  ligbiiu*  the  winding  Arno, 
with  all  her  buildings  and  bridgei.  — so  quiet  and  11111  {— 
What  nothings  are  we  before  the  least  of  these  stars  1 " 

An  Indleitlual  of  the  name  of  Benbuw  having  pirated 
“Cain,'*  Mr.  Shadwell  (now,  IMC.  .Sir  I«ancelot,  and  Vice- 
Chancellor}  applied  to  the  Ixird  Chancellor  (Bldon)  for  an 
Injunction  to  protect  Mr.  Murray’s  property  In  the  Mystery. 
‘Ae  learned  counsel,  on  the  !ftb  of  February,  1822,  spoke  os 
follows : — 

“ Xhlt  work  professes  lo  n-cord.  In  adramstlc  poem  of  three 
acts,  the  story  contaiued  In  the  bmk  of  Genesis  It  Is  meant 
to  represent  the  state  of  Cain's  mind  wlien  it  received  those 
temptations  which  led  him  to  commit  the  murder  of  his  bro. 
ther.  The  actors  lo  the  poem  are  few : they  consist  of  Adam 
and  Eve.  Cain  and  Abel,  and  thidr  two  wives,  with  Ludfer, 
aoci.  In  the  third  act,  the  angel  of  the  Lord.  The  book  only 
does  that  which  was  before  dune  by  Milton,  and  adheres  more 
closely  to  the  words  contained  in  Scripture.  The  book,  in 
the  commencement,  represents  Cain  in  a moody,  dissipated 
lilsposltlun,  when  the  Evil  Spirit  tempts  him  to  to  forth  with 
him  to  acquire  knowledge.  After  the  first  act,  tie  leads  him 
through  the  abjrss  of  space;  and,  in  the  third,  Cain  returns 
with  a still  more  gloomy  spirit.  Although  the  poet  puts  pas- 
sages into  his  mouth,  which  of  themselves  are  blasphemous 
and  impious ; yet  it  Is  what  Milton  has  done  also,  both  in  his 
Paradise  Lost,  aod  Regained.  But  those  passages  are  power- 
fully  combated  by  the  beautiful  argiimonts  of  his  wife,  Adah. 

' It  is  true  that  the  book  represents  what  hcripture  represents, 

I —chat  he  is,  notwithsUouing,  instigated  to  destroy  the  altar 
i of  his  brother,  whom  he  is  then  M on  to  put  to  wath ; but 
' then  the  punishment  of  his  crime  fuUowt  in  the  very  words 
of  the  S^pCure  Itself.  Cain's  mind  Is  Immediairly  visited 
with  ail  the  horror  of  remorse,  and  he  goes  forth  a wanderer 
on  the  fara  of  the  earth.  I trust  I am  tne  last  person  lo  the 
world  who  woulii  attempt  to  defend  a blasphemous  or  impious 
: work  ( but  I say  that  tnis  poem  is  as  much  entitled  to  the 

Coteelion  of  the  court.  In  tne  abstract,  as  cither  the  Paradise 
>st  or  the  Paradise  RcgalneiL  So  confident  am  1 of  this. 

I that  1 would  at  present  undertake  to  compare  it  with  ihuee 
! works,  passage  by  passage,  and  show  that  it  is  ps^rfectly  as 
I moral  as  those  prmurcions  of  Milton.  Every  sentence  carries 
I with  it,  if  I may  use  the  expression,  its  own  balsam.  The 
I authority  of  God  is  recognised  ; aod  Cain’s  impiety  and  crime 
are  intrMured  to  show  that  its  just  punishment  immediately 
follow^.  I repeat,  that  there  Is  no  reason  why  this  work, 
taken  abstracteaiy,  should  not  be  protected  as  well  as  either 
of  the  books  I have  mcotloocd.  1 therefore  trust  that  your 
jJordshlp  will  grant  this  iniunctlon  As  ttmme,  and  then  the 
dcfpudanis  may  come  in  and  show  cause  against  it.*' 

The  followtDg  is  a note  of  the  Lord  Chaocellor's  Judg. 
meet : — 

'*  This  court,  like  the  other  courts  of  Justice  In  this  country, 
acknowledges  Christianity  as  part  of  the  lawof  the  land.  Tlie 
Jurisdiction  of  this  court  in  protecting  literary  pro|ierly  is 
founded  on  this,  — that  where  an  action  will  lie  for  pirating  a 
work,  there  the  court,  attending  to  the  imperfection  of  Chat 
remoly,  gr;mts  its  injunction ; because  there  may  be  public- 
ation alter  publication  which  you  may  never  be  able  to  hunt 
down  hr  proceeding  in  the  other  courts.  But  where  such  an 
action  does  not  lie,  1 do  not  apprehend  that  it  is  according  to 
the  course  6f  the  court  to  grant  an  lidunction  lo  protect  the 
copyright  Now  this  publication,  if  it  is  one  Intended  to  vilify 
and  bring  into  discredit  that  ponlon  of  Scripture  history  to 
which  it  relates,  is  a publication  with  reference  lo  which.  If 
the  prinrl|iles  on  whlcn  the  case  of  Dr.  l^riostley,  at  Warwick, 
was  decldcvi.  be  just  principles  of  taw,  the  n^y  could  rvot 
recover  any  damages  in  respect  of  a piracy  os  it  This  court 
has  no  criminal  jurisdiction ; it  cannot  look  on  any  thing  as 
an  nlfence  ; but  in  those  cases  It  only  administers  Justice  fur 
the  protection  of  the  civil  rights  of  uose  who  possess  them, 
in  ronsc'queiice  of  being  able  to  maintain  an  action.  Y'ou  have 
alluded  to  Milton’s  immortal  work:  it  did  happ«-nin  the  course 
of  last  long  v.u'iitlon,  amongst  thnrolictt^Jmcmndaotliwiavttrt, 
I read  tbst  work  from  beginning  to  end  ; H is  therefore  quite 
fresh  in  my  memory,  and  it  appears  to  me  that  the  great  object 
of  Its  author  was  to  promote  tne  cause  of  Christianity:  there  are 
undoubtedly  a great  many  passages  in  it,  of  which,  tf  that  were 
not  Its  object.  It  would  be  very  improper  by  law  to  vindicate 
the  publication  ; hut.  taking  it  all  together,  It  U clear  that  the 
oliject  and  efRvd  were  nut  to  bring  Into  disrepute,  but  to  pro. 
mote,  the  reverence  of  our  religion.  Now  tne  real  question 
if.  looking  at  the  work  before  me,  its  preface,  the  poem,  its 
mannei  of  treating  the  subject,  particularly  with  reference  to 
the  fail  ami  the  atonement,  whether  its  intent  be  as  Innocent 
’ as  that  of  the  other  with  which  you  have  compared  It ; or 

A 


The  author  has  endeavoured  to  preserve  the  langua^fe 
adapted  to  his  characters ; and  where  it  is  (and  this 

whether  It  be  to  traduce  and  bring  into  discredit  Chat  part  of 
sacred  history.  Tbls  question  I have  no  right  to  If) . t>ccauie 
it  has  been  settled,  after  great  difference  of  opinion  mnong  the 
learned,  that  it  Is  for  a jury  to  determine  that  point ; and 
where,  therefore,  a reasonable  doubt  U entertaiiu-d  as  to  the 
character  of  the  work  (aiMi  it  is  im|y>sslhlc  for  tne  to  say  I 
have  not  a doubt.  I hope  It  is  a reasonable  one),  another  course 
must  betaken  for  determining  what  is  Us  true  nature  and 
character.  There  is  a great  dinculty  in  these  cases,  i«cause 
it  appears  a strange  thing  to  permit  the  multiplication  of  copies 
by  way  of  preventing  the  circulation  of  a mischievous  work, 
which  I do  not  presune  to  determine  that  this  is  ; but  that  I 
cannot  help : and  the  singularity  of  tire  case,  in  this  Instance, 
is  more  obvious,  because  here  is  a defeisdant  who  has  multi- 
plied this  work  by  piracy,  and  does  not  think  proiwr  to  appear. 
If  the  work  be  of  Ciiat  character  which  a court  of  common  law 
would  consider  criminal,  it  is  pretty  clear  why  he  does  not 
appear,  because  be  would  come  cviweias  rnu ; and  for  the 
same  reason  the  question  may  perhaps  not  be  tnrd  by  an 
action  at  law  ; and  If  it  turns  out  to  be  the  case,  I shaU  be 
bound  to  give  my  own  opluion.  That  opinion  1 express  no 
further  now  than  to  say  that,  after  havi^  read  the  work,  1 
cannot  grant  the  Injunction  until  you  show  me  that  you  can 
maintain  an  action  for  it.  If  you  cannot  maintain  an  action, 
there  is  no  pretence  fur  granUng  an  lujuoctlon  ; tf  you  should 
not  be  able  to  try  the  question  at  law  with  the  defendant,  1 
cannot  be  clurgod  with  impropriety  if  I then  rive  my  own 
opinion  upon  it.  It  is  true  wat  this  mode  of  dealing  with  the 
work,  if  it  bo  calculated  to  produce  miacblrvous  effrets,  opens 
a door  for  its  disscmirvalion ; but  the  duty  of  stopping  the 
work  does  not  belong  to  a court  of  equity,  which  has  no  cri- 
minal jurisdiction,  arwl  cannot  punish  or  check  the  offence. 
If  the  character  of  the  work  is  such  that  the  pubUcatioo  of  it 
amounts  to  a temporal  offonce,  there  is  anotner  way  of  pro. 
ceeding,  and  thejmhlkation  of  It  should  be  proceede>l  against 
directly  as  an  offroce  ; but  whether  this  or  any  other  work 
should  be  so  dealt  with,  it  would  be  very  Improper  for  me  to 
form  or  intimate  an  opinion.” 

The  Injunction  was  refosed  accordingly.  The  reader  is 
referred  to  Mr.  Moore's  Notices  for  abundant  evidence  of  the 
pain  which  Lord  Byron  suffered  from  tlie  virulence  of  (he 
attacks  on  *'  Cain,”  and  the  legal  procedure  above  aJIudod  to. 

Sir  Walter  Scott  announced  bis  acceptance  of  the  de. 
dication  In  the  followtng  letter  to  Mr.  Murray  : — 

“ Edinburgh,  4th  December,  1821. 

” Mt  ncAX  Sig,  — I accept  with  reelings  of  greatobligatJon, 
the  flattering  proposal  of  l.urd  Dynm  to  prefix  my  name  to 
the  very  grand  and  tremendous  drama  of  ‘ Cain.*  I may  ^ 
partial  to  it,  and  you  will  allow  I have  cause  s but  1 do  not 
know  that  his  Muse  has  ever  taken  so  lofty  a flight  amid  her 
former  soarings.  Ho  has  certainly  matted  Milton  on  his 
own  ground.  Some  part  of  the  latupiage  is  bold,  and  may 
shock  one  rhui  of  readers,  whose  Uoe  will  be  adopted  by 
others  out  nf  .nffeetatlon  or  envy.  3ut  then  they  must  coo. 
demn  the  * Paradise  Lost,*  if  they  have  a mind  to  be  consistent 
The  fiend-liko  reasoning  and  bold  blasphemy  of  the  flood 
and  of  his  pupil  lead  exactly  to  the  |>umt  which  was  to  bo 
expected,  — the  commission  of  the  first  murder,  and  the  ruin 
and  despair  of  the  perpetrator. 

“ I do  not  see  how  any  one  can  accuse  the  author  himself 
of  M.'uiicheiitu.  The  Devil  talks  the  language  of  that  sect, 
doubtless  ; because,  not  being  able  to  deny  me  existence  of  the 
Good  Principle,  he  endeavonrs  to  exalt  himself— the  Evil 
Principle  — to  a teeming  equality  with  the  Good;  but  such 
arguments.  In  the  mouth  of  such  a being,  can  only  lie  used  to 
deceive  and  to  betray.  Lord  Byron  might  have  made  this 
more  evident,  by  placing  in  the  mouth  of  Adam,  or  of  some 

flood  and  protrrting  spirit,  the  reasons  which  render  the  ex- 
itenee  of  moral  evil  consiscent  with  the  grnerd  l>cnevulence 
of  the  Deity.  The  great  key  to  the  mystsny  is,  perhaps,  the 
imperfection  of  our  own  faculties,  which  see  and  (cel  strongly 
the  p.vtlal  evils  which  press  upon  us,  but  know  too  little  of 
the  general  system  of  the  universe,  to  be  aware  bow  the  ex- 
istence of  these  la  to  be  reconciled  with  the  benevolence  ol 
the  great  Creator. 

“ To  drop  these  speculations,  you  have  much  occasion  for 
some  mighty  spiriC  like  Lord  Byron,  to  come  down 
trouble  the  waters  ; for,  excepting  ‘ 'Jlie  John  Hull*,'  you 
seem  stagnating  strangely  in  London.  Y'ours,  my  dear  Sir, 
very  truly.  WALTER  SCOTT.” 

••  To  John  Murray,  Esq.’* 

( [See  note  to  “ Hints  from  Horace,”  post ; Payne  Collier's 
“ Annals  of  the  .''tage.”  vol.  1. ; the  **  Hlstolre  du  Thfitre 
Fran«;als,”  vol.  U.,  Ac.] 


* [ The  pungent  Sunday  p^rint  so  called  had  been  establishod 
some  little  time  bef‘ire  this  letter  was  written,  an<l  had  excited 
a lemuulon  unequallid  in  the  recent  history  of  the  newvpa|>er 
press.] 
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is  but  rarely)  taken  from  actual  Scripture^  he  has 
made  as  little  alteration*  even  of  words,  as  the 
rhythm  would  permit.  The  reader  will  reoollect 
that  the  book  of  Genesis  does  not  state  that  Eve 
was  tempted  by  a demon,  but  by  “ the  Serpent ; ” and 
that  only  because  he  was  **  the  most  subtil  of  all  the 
bca.'^ts  of  the  field."  Whate\*er  interpretation  the 
Rabbins  and  the  Fathers  may  have  put  upon  this,  1 
take  the  words  as  I find  them,  and  reply,  with 
Bishop  Watson  upon  similar  occasions,  when  the 
Fathers  were  quoted  to  him,  as  Moderator  in  the 
schools  of  Cambridge,  “ Behold  the  Bookl” — hold- 
ing up  the  Scripture.  > It  is  to  be  recullecteil  that 
my  present  subject  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  Srw 
Tcxlainent^  to  which  Do  reference  can  be  here  made 
writhout  anachronism.  With  the  poems  upon  similar 
topics  I have  not  been  recently  familiar.  Since  I 
was  twenty,  I have  never  read  Milton ; but  I had 
j read  him  so  frequently  before,  that  this  may  make 
little  difference.  Gesner's  **  Death  of  Abel"  I ba>'c 
I never  read  since  I was  eight  years  of  age,  at  .\ber- 
I deen.  The  general  impression  of  my  rccollecUon  is 
I delight;  but  of  the  contents  I remember  only  that 
Cain's  wife  was  called  Mahala,  and  Abel's  Thirsa; 
In  the  following  pages  I have  called  them  **  Adah” 
and  '*  Zillah,”  the  earliest  female  names  which  occur 
In  Genesis ; they  were  those  of  Lamcch's  wives : 
those  of  Cain  and  Abel  are  not  called  by  their  names. 
\Vhether,  then,  a coincidence  of  sul^ect  may  have 
caused  the  same  in  expression,  1 know  nothing,  and 
care  os  little.  ^ 

The  reader  will  please  to  bear  in  mind  (what  few 
choose  to  recollect),  that  Uiere  U no  allusion  to  a 
future  state  In  any  of  the  books  of  Moses,  nor  indeed 
in  the  Old  Testament  ^ For  a reason  for  this  ex- 
traordinary omission  he  may  consult  Warburfon’s 
“ Divine  Legation ; " whether  satisfactory  or  not,  no 
better  has  yet  been  asMgncd.  1 have  therefore  sup- 
posed it  new  to  Cain,  without,  1 hope,  any  pers-ersion 
of  Holy  Writ 

With  regard  to  the  langxiage  of  Lucifer,  it  was 
diihcuU  for  me  to  make  him  talk  like  a clergyman 
upon  the  same  suluects ; but  1 have  dune  what  1 could 
to  restrain  him  within  the  bounds  cd*  spiritual  polite- 
ness. 

If  he  disclaims  having  tempted  Ere  in  the  shape 
of  the  Serpent,  It  Is  only  because  the  book  of  Genesis 
has  not  the  most  distant  allusion  to  anything  of  the 
kind,  but  merely  to  the  Serpent  in  his  serpentine 
capacity. 

iVo/f.  — The  reader  will  perceive  that  the  author 
has  partly  adopted  in  this  ixK’m  the  notion  of  Cuvier, 
that  the  world  had  been  destroyed  several  times 
before  the  creation  of  man.  This  speculation, 

' r*  1 never  troubled  myiclf  with  answering  any  argunirntJ 
whlrii  t>te  cipponeoti  in  the  divlaity-schouls  brought  against 
the  .trticEei  of  (hr  t'hurrh,  nor  ever  a>1mi(ted  thnr  .authority 
ai  decisive  of  a diffieultr : but  1 used  on  such  occasions  to  say 
to  (hrm.  holding  iin  the  Nrw  Testament  in  my  hand,  * Bn 
sacrum  eodiecTO  E Here  Is  the  (ountain  of  truth  , why  do  you 
follow  the  streams  derived  from  it  by  i4iphi»try,  or  polluted 
by  the (Muslonstof  man  I.f/e,  vol.V  p-63.J 

• (Here  follows,  in  the  original  draught.  — “ I am  prepared 
to  be  .veused  of  MaulcEielsm.  or  some  other  hard  name  ending 
ill  lira,  which  make  a formidable  figure  and  awful  sound  In 
the  eyes  ami  cars  of  those  who  would  be  as  much  puislcd  to 
explain  the  terms  so  bandu<d  about,  as  the  liberal  and  pious 
indiilgi-rt  in  such  epithets.  Against  such  1 can  defend  myself, 
or.  ifncernary,  ! can  attack  In  turn.*’] 

^ [There  are  numerous  passage*  dliperint  throughout  the 
OU  TestAment,  which  import  something  more  than  " an 


derived  from  the  different  strata  and  the  booea  of 
enarrooiu  and  unknown  animals  found  in  them,  is 
not  contrary  to  the  Mosaic  account,  but  rather  con- 
firms it ; as  no  human  bones  have  yet  been  discovered 
in  those  strata,  although  those  of  many  known  animals 
are  found  near  the  remains  of  the  unknown.  The 
assertion  of  Ludfrr,  that  the  pre-Adamite  world  was 
also  peopled  by  rational  beings  much  more  intelligent 
than  man,  and  proportlonably  powerful  to  the  mam- 
moth, kc.  &c.  is,  of  coarse,  a poetical  fiction  to  help 
him  to  make  out  his  case. 

I ought  to  add,  that  there  U a “ tramelogedU*  of 
AJfieri,  called  •*  Abcle.  ” — I have  never  read  that,  nor 
any  other  of  the  posthumous  works  of  the  writer, 
except  bis  Life. 

Kirmna,  Sept  20.  1821. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON-^. 

Men.  — Adam. 

CAt!<. 

AacL. 

Spirits. — Angel  or  the  IaOEd. 
Lt'ciraa. 


frafliew.  — Eve. 

Adah. 

ZiLLAK. 


(Cain: 


A MYSTERY.* 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

7%e  Land  without  Panidite.  — TVnir,  ^Kartse. 

Adam,  Eve,  Cain,  Abel,  Adah,  Zillah,  offering 
a Sacrijict. 

Adam.  God,  the  Eternal  ] Infinite!  All-wbe! 

Who  out  of  darkness  on  the  deep  didst  make 
Light  on  the  waters  with  a word — ail  hail  | 

Jehovah,  with  returning  light,  all  hall  t 

Ere.  God  1 who  didst  name  the  day,  and  separate 
Morning  from  night,  till  then  divided  never 

Allusion  to  a future  state. In  truth,  the  Old  TestasienC 
Abounds  in  phruci  which  Imply  the  ImroortAlity  of  the  souL 
And  which  would  be  ittslgnlficant  and  hardly  imcIliflWe,  but 
upon  that  suppmcltion.  **  Then  shall  the  dust  return  to  the 
eATth  At  it  was.  amt  the  spirit  return  unto  God  who  gave  It” 
— Ecci.  xll  7.  **  And  many  of  them  that  sleep  in  the  dust 
of  the  earth  shall  awake,  some  to  everlasting  U/e.  and  soma 
to  shame:  and  they  that  be  wU«  shall  shine  at  the  brightness 
of  the  firmament ; and  they  that  turn  many  to  rishteousnets 
at  the  suri  for  ever  and  ever.”  — Dan,  x.  2.  **1  know  that 
my  Hedcetner  livvih,  and  that  he  shall  itand  in  the  latter 
days  upon  the  earth  : and  though  after  my  skin  worms  thall 
detiroT  my  body,  yet  in  my  fl«-*li  shall  I s*^  God.".- xix 
25.  — Brtt.  Are.) 

^ * [Lord  Byron  has  thought  proper  to  call  this  drama  a 
Mystery  ; •*  the  lume  which  wat  given  in  our  own  country, 
brfure  the  llcfurmatioa,  to  those  scenic  rrpreseutatious  of  tbs 
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CAIN. 
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Who  didst  dlTide  the  wave  from  wave,  and  call 
Part  of  ttajr  work  the  firmament — all  hail  * 

Jbcl.  God  ] who  didst  call  the  elements  Into 
Earth — ocean — air — and  Are,  and  with  the  day 
And  night,  and  worlds,  which  these  illuminate, 

Or  shadow,  madest  beings  to  enjoy  them. 

And  love  both  them  and  thee — all  hail  I all  hail ! 

Adah.  God,  the  Eternal  I Parent  of  all  things  1 
Who  didst  create  these  best  and  beauteous  beings 
To  be  beloved,  more  than  all,  save  thee  — 

Let  me  love  thee  and  them : — All  hail  1 all  hail  I 
ZiUah,  Oh,  God  I who  loving,  making,  blessing  all. 
Yet  didst  permit  the  serpent  to  creep  in. 

And  drive  my  father  forth  from  Par^Ue, 

Keep  us  from  further  evil  :~Hall ! all  bail ! 

Adam.  Son  Cain,  my  Arst-bom,  wherefore  art 
thou  silent  ? 

Cain.  Why  should  I apeak  ? 

Adam.  To  pray,  t 

Cain.  Have  ye  not  pray'd  ? 

Adam.  Wc  have,  most  fers'cntly. 

Coja.  And  loudly : 1 

Have  heard  you. 

Adam,  So  will  God,  I trust. 

Abd.  Amen ! 

Adam.  But  tbou,  ray  eldest  bom,  art  silent  still. 
Cbia.  'T  U better  I should  be  so. 

Adam.  ^VheTefore  so  ? 

Cctia.  1 have  nought  to  ask.  ^ 

Adam.  Nor  aught  to  thank  for  ? 9 

Gsta.  No. 

Adam.  l>ost  thou  not  live  ? 

Caia.  Must  I not  die  ? 

Etfe.  Alas ! 

The  fruit  of  our  forbidden  tree  begins 
To  fall  * 

Adam.  And  we  must  gather  it  again. 

Oh,  God  I why  didst  tbou  plant  the  tree  of  know* 
ledge  ? 

Cain.  And  wherefore  pluck’d  yc  not  the  tree  of 
life? 

Te  might  have  then  defied  him. 

Adam.  Oh  I my  son, 

Blaspheme  not : these  are  serpent’s  words. 

Cain.  NVhy  not  ? 

The  snake  spoke  truth : it  tros  the  tree  of  knowledge ; 
It  MKXJ  the  tree  of  life : knowledge  Ls  gotMl, 

And  life  is  good ; and  how  can  both  be  evil  ? 


Evt.  My  boy  ! tbou  speakest  as  1 <i>oke,  in  sin. 
Before  thy  birth  : let  me  not  see  renew'd 
My  misery  in  thine.  I hare  repented. 
i.iet  me  not  sec  my  offspring  fkll  Into 
The  snares  beyond  the  walls  of  Paradise, 

Which  e’en  in  Paradise  destroy'd  his  parents. 
Content  thee  with  what  is.  Had  we  been  so, 

Tbou  now  hadst  been  contented.  — Oh,  my  son  ! 

Adam.  Our  orisons  completed,  let  us  hence. 

Each  to  his  task  of  toll -.-not  heavy,  though 
Needful : the  earth  U young,  and  yields  us  kindly 
Her  fruits  with  little  labour. 

Etfe.  Caiu,  my  son. 

Behold  thy  father  cheerful  and  resign'd. 

And  do  as  he  doth.  [^Exeunt  AnaM  and  Kvi. 

ZiUah.  Wilt  thou  not,  my  brother  ? 

.4bd.  Mlty  wilt  thou  wear  this  gloom  upon  thy 
brow. 

Which  can  avail  thee  nothing,  save  to  rouse 
The  Eternal  anger  ? 

Adah.  My  beloved  Cain, 

Wilt  thou  frown  even  on  me  ? 

Cain.  No,  Adah  ! no ; 

I fidn  would  be  alone  a little  while. 

.\bel,  1 ‘m  sick  at  heart ; but  it  wUl  pass. 

Precede  me,  brother — I will  follow  shortly. 

And  you,  too,  sisters,  tarry  not  behind  ; 

Your  gentleness  must  not  be  harshly  met : 

1 'll  follow  you  anon. 

Adah.  If  not,  I wiU 

Return  to  seek  you  here. 

Abel.  The  peace  of  God 

Be  on  your  spirit,  brother  ! 

[L'xeiMt  Abkz.,  Zili-ah,  and  Aoak. 
Cain  (sofwA).  And  this  is 

Life  ! — Toil  I and  wherefore  should  I toll  ? — because* 
My  father  could  not  keep  his  place  in  Eden. 

What  had  / done  in  this  ? — I was  unborn : 

I sought  not  to  be  bom ; nor  love  the  state 
To  which  that  birth  has  brought  me.  ^Vhy  did  he 
Yield  to  the  serpent  and  the  woman  ? or. 

Yielding,  why  suffer?  What  was  there  In  this? 

The  tree  was  planted,  and  why  not  fur  him  ? 

If  not.  why  place  him  near  It,  where  it  grew, 

The  fairest  In  the  centre  ? They  have  but 
One  answer  to  all  questions,  T was  hit  srill. 

And  he  Is  good."  How  know  I that  ? Because 
He  is  all-powerful,  must  all-good,  too,  follow  ? 


njiterioui  erents  of  our  religion,  which,  Indecent  and  mw 
euifytng  as  they  seem  to  oursclvet,  were.  perhA|it,  the  prirv- 
cipal  means  by  which  a knowledge  of  those  events  was  con. 
rryed  to  our  nule  and  untnstmrted  anceifors.  Hut.  except 
lo  the  topics  on  which  It  is  rroployed,  Ixird  Byron’s  .Mystery 
b»  no  resemblance  to  those  wlUcb  it  claims  as  its  prototypes. 
— HaoER.j 

' ["  Prayer,'*  said  Lord  Byron,  at  Ccphalonla,  **  does  not 
consist  In  the  act  of  kneeling,  nor  In  repMting  certain  words 
in  a s«denm  manner.  Devotion  is  the  sffi-cllon  of  the  heart, 
and  this  1 feel ; for  when  I view  the  wonders  of  creation,  I 
bow  to  the  majesty  of  Heaven ; and  when  I feel  the  enjov. 
ment  of  life,  health,  and  happiness,  I feel  grateful  to  lur 
having  bestowed  these  upon  me.**.> KEWMenv’s  Cvmeeria- 
tioni,  |>.  136.  j 

* L"  »hall  man,  deprived  all  power  of  choice. 

Ne'er  raise  to  Hcavm  the  suppMcatlog  voice  ? 

Not  so  ; but  to  the  gorls  his  fortunes  trust ; 

Their  thoughts  are  wise,  (Iw'ir  dUpcosations  Just. 
Wh.it  best  may  profit  or  delight  they  know, 

And  real  goo<l  for  fancied  bliss  l>cstow  ; 

Wit!t  ryes  of  pity  they  our  frailties  scan  ; 

More  dear  to  them,  than  to  himself.  Is  mm"  — Juv. 

**  Though  the  Deity  is  inclined,"  says  Owen,  **  by  his  own 


benignity,  to  bleu  his  creatures,  yet  he  expects  (ho  outward 
expressions  of  devotion  from  tne  ration.il  part  of  them.** 
'I'hls  is  certainly  what  Juvenal  means  to  inculcate : hrnco  his 
earnest  recommendation  of  a due  regard  to  the  public  and 
ceremonial  part  of  religion.  — Oirroao.] 

> f"  1 took  out  my  ‘ Ogden  on  Prayer,*  and  read  some  of  It. 
Dr.  JolmsoQ  prolseu  him.  ‘ Abcnietny,’  said  he,  * allows  only 
of  a physical  efri*ct  of  prayer  upon  the  mind,  which  may  be 
producM  many  ways  as  well  as  by  prayer;  for  lustatsce,  by 
meditation.  Ogilcn  goes  farther,  lu  truth,  we  h.ivn  the 
consent  of  all  notions  for  the  efficacy  of  prayer,  whether 
utTemt  up  by  Individuals  or  by  Assemblies ; and  revelatloa 
has  told  us  It  wilt  be  effectual.^  — Boswatt,  voL  Iv.  p.  6C. 

: cd.  1835.3 

I * fThii  passage  aflbrdt  a key  to  the  temper  and  frame  of 

' miodofC.vin  throughout  the  pl«<e.  HedUaaint  tlie  limited 
existence  alWted  to  him ; he  has  a rooted  horror  of  death, 
atteiklni  with  a vehement  curiooily  as  tu  his  nature  ; and  he 
nourishes  a sullen  anfer  oininst  bis  parents,  to  whose  mis. 
comluct  he  ascribes  hts  degradcxl  state.  Adiird  to  this,  he 
luu  an  insatUhle  thirst  for  knowledge  beyond  ihe  bounds 
prescribed  to  mortality  : and  this  part  of  the  poem  bears  a 
strong  resemblance  to  Manfred,  whose  counterpart,  indeed, 
in  the  main  pt^ts  of  character,  Cain  seems  to  be.  — Cam.!*- 
MRU..] 
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1 judg«  but  by  the  frulU  — and  they  are  bitter  — 

I must  feetl  on  for  a fault  not  mine. 

Whom  hare  we  here  ? — A ihape  like  to  the  angels, 
Tet  of  a sterner  and  a sadder  aspect 
Of  spiritual  essence : why  do  I quake  ? 

Why  should  I fear  him  more  than  other  spirits. 

Whom  1 see  dally  wave  their  fiery  swords 

Before  the  gates  round  which  1 Unger  oft,  I 

In  twilight’s  hour,  to  catch  a glimpse  of  those  I 

Gardens  which  are  my  just  Inheritance,  j 

Ere  the  night  closes  o'er  the  inhibited  walls  \ 

And  the  immortal  trees  which  overtop 

The  cherubim-defended  battlements  ? 

If  1 shrink  not  from  these,  the  fire-arm 'd  angels, 

%Vhy  should  I quail  from  him  who  now  approaches  ? 

Y et  be  seems  i^htler  fiir  than  them,  nor  less 

Beauteous,  and  yet  not  all  as  beautiful 

As  he  hath  been,  and  might  be : sorrow  seems 

Half  of  bis  Immortality.  > And  is  it 

So  ? and  can  aught  grieve  save  humanity  ? 

He  cometh. 

Emier  Lucirea.  ^ 

Lmii/er,  Mortal  1 

Cain.  Spirit,  who  art  thou? 

Luciftr.  Master  of  spirits. 

Caia.  And  bring  so,  canst  thou 

Leave  them,  and  walk  with  dust  ? 

LueiftT.  I know  the  thoughts 

Of  dust,  and  feel  for  it,  and  with  you. 

Cain.  How  t 

You  know  my  thoughts  ? 

Lucifer.  They  are  the  thoughts  of  all 

Worthy  of  thought ; — 't  Is  your  Immortal  part 
Which  speaks  within  you. 

Cain.  What  Immortal  part  ? 

This  has  not  been  reveal'd  : the  tree  of  life 
Was  withheld  from  us  by  my  fisther’s  foUy, 

While  that  of  knowledge,  by  my  mother's  haste. 

Was  pluck'd  too  soon ; and  all  the  fruit  is  death  t 

Lucifer.  They  have  deceived  thee ; thou  shalt  live. 

Cain.  1 live, 

* (Cain's  descriptioa  of  the  approach  of  Litdfcr  would 
have  shone  In  the  **  Paradise  l>Mt.’'  There  is  lomeihipg 
spiritually  fine  in  this  rooception  of  the  terror  of  present], 
tnent  of  coming  evil  — Jarrasv.} 

* [Of  Lucifer,  as  drawn  by  Lord  Byron,  we  aheolutely 
know  no  evil : on  the  contrary,  the  impression  which  wie 
receive  of  him  Is,  from  his  first  introduction,  most  favourable. 
He  Is  not  only  endued  wKh  alt  the  beauty,  the  wisdom,  and 
the  unconquerable  daring  which  Milton  has  assigned  him, 
and  which  may  reasonably  be  supposed  to  belong  to  a spirit 
of  so  exalted  a nature,  but  be  is  represented  as  unhappy 
without  a crime,  and  as  pitying  our  unhappiness.  Even 
before  he  appears,  we  are  prepared  (so  far  as  the  poet  has 
hail  skill  to  prepare  us}  to  sympathise  wKh  any  spiritual 
being  who  Is  opposed  to  the  government  of  Jehovah.  l*he 
conversations,  the  exhibitions  which  ensue,  are  all  cooducive 
to  the  Same  conclusion,  that  whatever  is  is  nil.  and  that, 
had  the  Devil  been  the  Creator,  he  would  have  made  his 
creatures  happier.  Above  all,  hli  arguments  and  insinuations 
are  allowed  to  pass  uncootr^lcted,  or  are  answered  only  br 
overbearing  foree,  and  punishment  Inflicted  not  on  himself 
but  on  bis  nlsckple.  Nor  it  the  intention  less  apparent,  nor 
.the  poison  lest  subtle,  because  the  language  employed  is  not 
Indecorous,  and  the  accuser  of  the  Almighty  does  not  descend 
to  ribaldry  or  scurrilous  invective.  — HasEa.] 

The  Satan  of  Milton  Is  no  half-human  devit,  with  enough 
of  earth  about  him  to  tvplfy  the  malignant  sceptic,  and  enough 
of  heaven  to  throw  a sbade  of  sublimity  on  tiis  very  maligniir. 
The  I.oicifer  of  Byron  Is  neither  a noble>fieod,  nor  yet  a v(l. 
laln-fleod  — he  does  nothing,  and  he  seems  nothing  — there  it 
no  poetry  either  of  character  or  deacription  abi.>ut  him  — he  is 
a poor,  sneaking,  talking  devil  — a most  wretched  inetaphysl- 
ctau,  without  wit  enough  to  save  him  even  from  the  damna- 
tion of  crlUcism  — he  speaks  neither  poetry  nor  common 


But  live  to  die : and,  living,  see  no  thing 
To  make  death  hateful,  save  an  Innate  clinglog, 

A loathsome,  and  yet  all  invincible 
Instinct  of  life,  which  1 abhor,  as  I 
Despise  myself  yet  cannot  overcome  — 

And  so  I live.  Would  1 had  never  livetl ! [not 

Lucifer.  Thou  llvest,  and  roust  Uve  for  ever : think 
The  earth,  which  is  thine  outward  cov'rlng,  is 
Existence — It  will  cease,  and  thou  wilt  be 
Mo  less  than  thou  art  now. 

Cata.  Mo  lut  t and  why 

Mo  more  ? 

Lucifer.  It  may  be  thou  shalt  be  as  we. 

Cuta.  And  ye  ? 

Lucifer.  Arc  everlasting. 

Cita.  Are  ye  happy  ? 

Lucifer.  We  are  mighty. 

Oiia.  Are  ye  happy? 

Lucifer.  Mo:  art  thou  ? 

Ctfia.  How  should  I be  so  ? IjooIl  on  me  ! 

^ Lucifer.  Poor  clay ! 

' And  thou  pretrndcst  to  be  wretched  1 Thou  I 

Cuia.  1 am  : — and  thou,  with  all  thy  might,  what 
art  thou  ? 

Lucifer.  One  who  aspired  to  be  what  made  thee,  and 
Would  not  have  made  thee  what  thou  art, 

Cnia.  Ah ! 

Thou  look'st  almost  a god ; and  ■■ 

Lucifer.  I am  none : 

And  having  fail'd  to  be  one,  would  be  nought 
Save  what  I am.  He  conquer’d ; let  him  reign  1 

Coia.  Who  ? 

Lucifer.  Thy  sire's  Maker,  and  the  earth's. 

Cata.  And  heaven's. 

And  all  that  in  them  Is.  So  I have  heard 
His  seraphs  sing ; and  so  my  father  salth. 

Lucifer.  They  say — what  they  must  sing  and  say. 
on  pain 

or  being  that  which  I am — and  thou  art~ 

Of  spirits  and  of  men. 

Glia.  And  what  Is  that  ? 

Lucifer.  Soulswbo  dare  use  their  immortality  — ’ 

Dcnie.  Thomas  Aquinas  would  have  flogged  him  more  for 
hit  hod  logic  than  his  unbelief ; and  St.  Dunttan  would  have 
caught  him  the  nose  ere  the  purblind  flend  was  aware.  — 
Black  wood  ] 

7*he  impiety  chargeable  on  this  Mystery  consisU  mainly  in 
thit  — that  tha  purpotcless  and  gratuitous  blasphemies  put 
Into  the  mouth  of  I^ifcr  and  Cam  are  leR  unreiutcd,  so  tliat 
they  appear  introduced  for  tbclr  own  sake,  and  the  design  of 
the  writer  teems  to  terminate  In  them.  *n]ere  is  no  attempt 
made  to  prerent  their  leaving  the  strongest  possible  impres- 
sion on  the  reader's  mind.  On  the  contrary,  the  ar^tnents, 
if  such  thn  can  bo  called,  levelled  a^nst  the  « tsdom  and 
goodness  of  the  Creator,  are  put  forth  with  the  utmost  in- 
ernuity.  And  it  hot  been  the  noble  poet’s  endeavour  to  pal- 
liate as  raurh  as  possible  the  characters  of  the  Evil  Spirit 
ai)d  of  the  first  Murderer : the  former  of  whom  is  made  an 
elegant,  poetical,  pbilcsophical  sentlreentalUt,  a sort  of  Man. 
fred.  — the  Utter  an  ignorant,  proud,  and  self-willed  boy. 
Lucifer,  too.  is  represented  as  denying  all  share  In  the  tempt- 
ation of  Kve,  which  ho  throws  upon  the  Serpent  **  in  his 
serpentino  capacity  the  nutbor  pleading,  th^  be  does  so. 
only  because  the  i>oak  of  Genesis  bas  not  the  most  distant 
allusion  to  any  thing  of  the  kind,  and  that  a reference  to  the 
New  Testament  would  be  an  ana^ronism. £cf . /fee.] 

> [In  this  long  dislogite,  the  tempter  tells  Cain  (who  is  thus 
far  supposed  to  be  ignorant  of  the  fact)  that  the  soul  Is  im- 
morul,  and  that  “ souls  who  dare  use  their  immortaUty  " are 
condemned  by  God  to  be  wretched  everlaitlogly.  This  sen. 
timrat,  which  is  the  pervading  moral  (if  we  may  call  it  so)  c/ 
the  play,  is  develops  in  the  Lines  which  follow.  ^Haavk 
•*  There  is  nothing  against  the  immortality  of  the  soul  in 

‘ Coin  ' that  I recollect.  I hold  no  such  opinions  ; but.  In 

a drama,  the  first  rel>el  and  the  first  murderer  must  be  made 
to  talk  according  to  their  characters.”—  ^frvn  Lettcrt.^ 
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I,  Souls  who  dare  look  the  Omnipotent  tyrant  In 
His  everlasting  face,  and  tell  him  that 
His  evil  is  nut  good  [ If  he  has  nude. 

As  he  saitb  — which  I know  not,  nor  believe  — 

But,  if  he  made  us  — he  cannot  unmake : 

We  are  Immurial  I — nay,  he‘d  Aare  us  so. 

That  he  may  torture  let  him  ^ He  is  great  — 
Hut,  in  his  greatness,  is  no  happier  than 
We  in  our  conflict  1 Goodness  wouhl  not  make 
I Evil;  anil  what  else  hath  he  made?  But  let  him 
I Sit  on  his  vast  and  solitary  throne, 

Creating  worlds,  t4>  make  eternity 
I Less  burtbensome  to  bis  immense  existence 
1 1 And  unparticiputed  solitude; 
i I J.et  him  crowd  orb  on  orb ; he  is  alone 
^ Indeflnite,  Indissoluble  tyrant ; > 

Could  he  but  crush  himself,  'twere  the  best  boon 
i He  ever  grantetl : but  let  him  reign  on, 
j And  multiply  himself  in  miser)*  1 
; Spirits  and  Men,  at  least  we  sympatlil.^e*— 

And.  suffering  in  concert,  make  our  (tangs 
Innumerable  more  endurable, 

B)  the  unbounded  sympathy  of  all 

With  all ! But  He  / so  wretched  in  bU  height. 

So  restless  in  his  wretchedness,  must  stiU 

Create,  and  re-create • 

CaiV  Thou  speak 'st  to  roe  of  things  which  long 
have  swum 

In  visions  through  my  thought : I never  could 
Reconcile  what  I saw  with  what  1 beard. 

; My  father  and  my  mother  UUk  to  me 
' Of  serpents,  and  of  fruits  and  trees : I see 
I The  gates  of  what  they  call  their  Paradise 
I Guarded  by  flery-sworded  cherubim, 

I Which  shut  them  out,  and  me  i 1 feel  the  weight 
I Of  daily  b>ii,  and  constant  thought : I look 
j Around  a world  where  I seem  nothing,  with 
! Thoughts  which  arise  within  me,  as  if  they 
j Could  ma<«ter  all  things:  ^but  I thought  alone 
This  miser)'  was  wme.  — My  father  is 
j Tamed  down  { my  mother  has  forgot  the  mind 
I Which  made  her  thirst  for  knowledge  at  the  risk 
I Of  an  eternal  curse ; my  brother  U 
I A watching  shepherd  boy,  who  offers  up 
' The  firstlings  of  the  flock  to  him  who  bids 
The  earth  yield  nothing  to  as  without  sweat; 

|!  My  sister  Ziilab  sings  an  earlier  hymn 
j I Than  the  birds’  matins  ; and  my  Adah,  my 
I Own  and  beloved,  she,  too,  undcratands  not 
I The  mind  which  overwhelms  me ; never  till 
I Now  met  I aught  to  symi^athlse  with  me. 

I ‘Tis  well  — I rather  would  consort  with  spirits,  [soul 
Lucifer.  And  badst  thou  not  been  fit  by  thine  own 


t [Thf*  poet  riiei  to  the  tuliUme  in  making  l.udfer  first 
tmpfre  Cam  w ith  the  knovledge  of  hli  immortality  — a por. 
tloo  of  truth  whirh  hath  the  efficacy  of  fal(cho>td  upon  the 
victim  i for  Cam,  feeling  himself  already  unhappy,  kn.twing 
that  bU  being  cannot  l>c  abridged,  has  the  loss  seruple  to 
desire  to  be  as  Lucifer,  *•  mighty.”  I'he -whole  of  this  speech 
it  truly  suanic ; a daring  and  dreadfitl  detcrlpUun  given  by 
ovedasting  desjtair  of  the  Deity.  — Galt.} 

* Create,  and  rt«reate  — perhaps  he  11  make 
One  day  a Son  unto  hVnielf  _ as  he 
Gave  you  a father  — and  If  he  su  dirth, 

Mark  roc  l that  Son  will  be  a sacrilk'i  1 MB.} 

* [**  Have  ittKMl  Iwfore  thee  ai  I am  : but  rhoaen 

The  serpent's  charming  symbol,  as  befure.”—  MS  } 

* (The  tree  of  life  wu  doubtless  a material  tree,  prodtiring, 

material  fruit,  proper  as  such  hr  (he  nourishment  of  the 
body  I but  was  it  not  also  set  apart  to  be  partaken  of  a 


Fur  such  companionship,  I would  not  now 
Have  stood  before  thee  as  I am  : a scr]>cnt 
Had  been  enough  to  charm  ye,  as  before.  > i 

Catu.  Ab  ! didst  tkuu  tempt  my  rauther  ? 

Lucifer.  I tempt  nunc,  j. 

Save  with  the  truth : was  not  the  tree  the  tree  |l 

Of  knowledge  ? and  was  not  the  tree  of  life 
Still  ^uitful  ? ^ Did  / bid  her  pluck  them  not  ? ! 

Did  / plant  things  prohibilcd  witiiin 
The  reach  of  beings  Innocent,  and  curious  i 

By  tbdr  own  Innocence  1 would  have  made  ye 
Gods;  and  even  He  who  thru-t  ye  forth,  so  thrust  ye 
Because  “ ye  should  not  cat  the  fruits  of  life. 

And  become  gods  as  we.”  Were  thi»se  his  w(»rds  ? I 
Coin.  They  were,  as  I have  beard  from  those  who 
heard  them. 

In  thunder.  I 

Lucifer.  Then  who  was  the  demon  ? He 
Who  would  not  let  ye  live,  or  he  who  would  i, 

Have  ma*le  ye  live  for  ever  in  the  joy 
And  jtower  of  knowledge  ? 

Cain.  Would  they  bad  snatch'd  both 

The  fruits,  or  neither  1 

Lueiftr.  One  la  yours  already  ; 

The  other  may  be  still. 

How  so  ? 

Lucifer.  By  being 

Yourselves,  In  your  resistance.  Nothing  can  | 

Queneh  the  mind,  if  the  mind  will  be  It'ieif 
And  centre  of  surrounding  things  — 'tls  made 
To  sway. 

Ctiia.  But  didst  thou  tempt  my  i»arenls  ? 

Lucifer.  I > 1 

Poor  clay  1 what  should  I tempt  them  for,  or  bow  ? i 
Cain.  They  say  the  serpent  w;w  a spirit,  i 

Lucifer.  Who  I 

Saith  that  ? It  is  not  wTitten  so  on  high  : I 

The  proud  One  will  not  so  far  fAUify, 

Though  mans  vast  fe.xrs  and  Utile  vanity 
Would  make  him  cx>t  upon  the  spiritual  nature 
HU  own  low  failing.  The  snake  vat  the  snake — J 
No  more;  and  yet  mot  less  than  thi>se  be  tempteit. 

In  nature  being  earth  also — more  in  iriVfuni, 

Since  he  could  overcome  them,  and  foreknew  i| 

The  knowledge  faUil  to  their  narrow  joys.  >! 

Think'st  thou  I'd  take  the  >hape  of  tilings  that  die  ? 
Cain.  But  the  thing  had  a demon  ? H 

Lucifer.  He  but  woke  one  j 

In  those  be  spake  to  with  bU  firky  tongue.  i 

1 tell  thee  that  the  sert>cnt  was  no  more  ! 

Than  a mere  serpent : a»k  the  cherubim 
Who  guard  the  temiHing  tree.  When  thousand  ages 
Have  roll’d  o'er  your  dcud  a.-thes,  and  your  seed's,  | 

symliol  or  Mcramrnt  of  (HaI  celevtUl  pritvclplc  which  nourUhea  ' 
the  soul  to  InimortAlUy  ?—  nisiioe  lloasrc.}  I 

* [The  Kclectk  revlrwer.  we  helieve  the  Ute  Hobert  lUU,  | 
ssyt,  — **  Itinocrace  li  hot  the  cause  of  oirlo^ty,  but  lou.  In  | 
every  stag)-  of  UKiety,  UYn  Its  victim  Cuiiuiity  iioa  ruihetl  ; 
greater  numbers  than  any  other  pat vion  ; and  a*,  in  lU  lncipi>  • . 
actings,  it  is  the  roott  dangerous  foe  of  ionoreoce,  so.  when  it  j 
Ijccumes  a tiasilun,  It  is  only  fed  by  guilt  Innocem-v, 

U g«>uc.  wiieti  desire  has  rnocciv^  (he  sin  Cam,  In  this 
drama,  is  masle,  like  the  Faust  of  Goethe,  to  be  the  victim  of 
(urlosi^  i and  a fiite  moral  might  have  been  deduced  Irom 
U '*  — Dr.  Juhnton,  on  the  contrary,  snya,  ” A geitiTmis  and 
elevated  mind  Is  dhUnguished  by  nothing  more  certainly  than 
by  an  rtnineni  degree  of  curiosity.  This  passion  Is,  perhaps, 
regularly  heightmved  In  pro|K>rtit)n  as  Ute  feisvefi  of  tlu*  muid 
are  elevated  and  enlarx«-d.  Ourlo*lty  Is  the  thirst  of  the 
soul : it  liiSames  and  torments  us,  aivd  makes  us  taste  every 
thing  with  Jot,  however  otherwue  insipid,  by  which  It  may 
be  quencbwii.’'} 

^ II 
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ACT  I. 


The  Bccil  of  the  ihen  worid  may  thim  array 
Their  earliest  fault  in  fable,  and  attribute 
To  me  a ^^bapc  1 scorn,  as  I sctmi  all 
That  bows  to  him,  who  made  thlOKa  but  to  bend 
Before  bis  sullen,  sole  eternity  ; 

But  we,  who  see  the  truth,  must  speak  It.  Thy 
Fond  parents  listen'd  to  a creeping  thing, 

Anti  fell.  For  what  should  spirits  tempt  them?  What 
Was  there  to  envy  In  the  narrow  liounds 
Of  Paradise,  that  spirits  who  twn'ade 

Space but  1 speak  to  thee  of  what  thou  know'st 

nut, 

* With  all  thy  tree  of  knowledge. 

CtitM,  But  thou  canst  not 

Socak  aught  of  knowledge  which  I would  not  know, 
And  do  not  thirst  to  know,  and  bear  a mind 
To  know, 

l.ueiftT,  And  heart  to  look  on  ? 

Cilia,  Be  it  proved. 

Lucifer.  Darest  thou  look  on  Death  ? 

(’oia.  He  has  not  yet 

Been  seen. 

Ludfer,  But  must  be  undergone. 

Cain.  My  father 

Says  he  is  something  dreadful,  aiul  my  mother 
Weeps  when  he ’s  named  ; and  Abel  lifts  his  eyes 
To  heaven,  and  Ztllah  casts  hers  to  the  earth, 

And  sighs  a prayer;  and  Adah  looks  on  me, 

And  s|iealu  not. 

Lveifer.  And  thou  ? 

Cain.  Thoughts  unspeakable 

Crowd  in  my  breast  to  burning,  when  1 bear 
Of  this  almighty  Death,  who  Is,  It  seents, 

Inevitable.  Could  1 wrestle  with  him  ? 

I wrestled  with  the  Hon.  when  a Iwy, 

In  play,  till  he  ran  roaring  from  my  gripe. 

Lncifer.  It  has  no  shape  ; but  will  absorb  all  things 
Thai  Ijcar  the  form  of  earth- bom  being. 

Ccita.  Ah  1 

I thought  it  was  a being : who  could  do 
Such  erU  things  to  beings  save  a being  ? 

Lucifer.  Ask  the  l>estroycr. 

Cain.  Who  ? 

Lucifer.  The  Makers  call  him 

MTiich  name  thou  wilt ; he  makes  but  to  destroy. 

Cain.  I knew  not  that,  yet  thought  It,  since  I heard 
Of  death  : although  I know  not  what  it  is. 

Yet  it  seems  horrible.  I have  loc»k‘d  out 
In  the  vast  desolate  night  in  search  of  him  ; 

And  when  I saw  gigantic  sliadows  in 
The  umbrage  of  the  walls  of  Eilen,  chequer’d 
By  the  far-flashing  of  the  cherubs'  swonls, 

1 w.itch’d  for  what  1 thought  his  coming  ' : for 
With  fear  rose  longing  in  my  heart  to  know 
What  'twas  which  shook  us  all — but  nothing  came. 
And  then  I turn’d  my  weary  eyes  from  off 
Our  native  and  forbidden  Pamdise, 
f’p  to  the  lights  above  us,  in  the  aiurc, 

hich  arc  so  beautiful : shall  they,  too,  die  ? 

Lucifer.  Perhaps  — but  long  outlive  both  thine 
and  thee.  [die— 

Cain.  I'm  glad  of  that:  I would  not  have  them 
They  arc  so  lovely.  What  b death  ♦ I feai, 

1 frt;!,  it  Is  a dreadful  thing ; but  what. 


I cannot  compass  : 'tls  denounced  against  us,  . 

Doth  them  who  sinn'd  and  sinn’d  not,  as  an  ill  — 

What  m ? 

Lucifer.  To  be  resolved  Into  the  earth. 

Cain.  Rut  shall  1 know  It  t 

Lucifer.  As  1 know  not  death, 

1 cannot  answer.  I 

Catn.  Were  I quiet  earth  i 

That  were  no  evil : would  I ne’er  had  been  | 

Aught  else  but  dust ! 

Lucifer.  That  Is  a grovelline  wish,  i 

I/tss  than  thy  father’s,  fur  he  wish'd  to  kn«»w. 

Cain.  But  n«»t  to  live,  or  wherefore  pluck'd  be  no< 
The  life-tree  ? 

Lucifer.  He  was  hinder’d. 

(’oin.  I>eadly  error ! 

Not  to  snatch  first  that  fruit:  — but  ere  he  pluck’d 
The  knowlt^dge,  be  was  ignorant  of  di*ath. 

Alas ! 1 scarcely  now  know  what  it  it. 

And  yet  I fear  it  — fear  I know  not  what!  | 

Lucifer.  And  1,  who  know  all  things,  fear  nothing: 
see 

WTiat  is  true  knowledge. 

C'titn.  Wilt  rhou  teach  me  all  ? 

Lucifer.  Ay,  ii|)on  one  condition. 

Cain.  Name  It. 

Lucifer.  That  ‘ 

Thou  dost  fall  down  and  worship  me  — thy  I^ord. 

I Cain.  Thou  art  not  the  Lord  my  father  worships, 

i Lucifer.  Na 

I Cain.  His  equal  ? 

Lucifer.  No; — I have  nought  In  common  with  him! 
j Nor  would  : I would  be  aught  above — beneath—  . 
Aught  save  a sharer  or  a servant  of 
HU  ptjwer.  I dwell  ai>art ; but  I am  great  : — 

Many  there  are  who  worship  me,  and  more  | 

Who  shall  — be  thou  amongst  the  first. 

Coi*.  I never 

As  yet  have  bow'd  unto  my  ftither’s  CJod,  I 

Although  my  brother  Abel  oft  Implores  I 

That  I would  join  with  him  in  sacrifice : — j 

Why  should  I bow  to  thee  ? I 

Lucifer.  Hast  thou  ne’er  bow'd  i 

; To  him  ? [ 

i Cuin.  Have  I not  said  It?  — need  I say  it?  i 

Could  not  thy  mighty  knowledge  teach  thee  that  ? j 
Lucifer.  He  who  bows  not  to  him  has  bow'd  to  roc ! 
Cain.  But  I will  bend  to  neither.  l 

Lucifer.  Ne'er  the  less 

Thou  art  my  worshipper:  not  worshipping 
lUm  makes  thee  mine  the  same. 

Cam.  And  what  is  that  ? 

Lucifer.  Thou 'It  know  here  — and  hereafter. 

Cain.  1^1  me  but 

Be  taught  the  mystery  of  my  being.  ^ 

Lucifer.  Follow  : 

I Where  1 wUl  lead  thee.  I 

I Cain.  But  I must  retire 

' To  till  the  earth  — for  I had  promised 

l.ucifcT.  WTia!  ? 

Com.  To  cuU  some  first-fruits. 

Lucifer.  ^Miy  ? 

Cain.  To  offer  up 

With  Abel  on  an  altar. 


; > J[lt  may  appear  a very  protaJc,  but  U it  certalnlr  a very  I up  at  tacrifices  ; ^ that  It  it  not  quite  coneeivable  UsU  they 

ol/THiut  rritlcUin  on  these  pattaget,  that  the  young  fiunily  of  j HhniilJ  be  to  much  at  a lots  to  conlccture  «hat  DcuUi  s>«».  1 
I mankind  had,  long  ere  thU.  been  quite  rsmlUarwtlh  the  ifeuiS  — JKFraav.j  J 

of  amtnaU~~vKae  (d  whom  Abe!  wot  In  the  iiaiilt  vt  uSV-riDg  | r 
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Lucifer.  Saidit  thou  not 

I Thou  ne’er  hadst  bent  to  him  who  made  thee  ? 
i Coia.  Ym  — 

But  Abel’fl  earnest  prajrer  has  wruiu^ht  upon  me; 

, The  offering  U more  hh  than  mine — and  Adah 

Lucifer.  Why  doit  thou  hesitate  ? 

Cain.  She  U my  sister. 

Bom  on  the  same  day,  of  the  same  womb ; and 
She  wrung  from  me,  with  tears,  this  promise  ; and 
Rather  than  see  her  weep,  I would,  metbinks, 

Bear  all  ~ and  worship  aught 

Lucifer.  Then  follow  me  I 

Coi«,  1 will. ' 

Enter  Adah. 

Adah.  My  brother,  I have  come  for  thee  ; 

It  is  our  hour  of  rest  and  joy — and  wc 
Have  less  without  thee.  Thou  hast  labour'd  not 
Thh  mom ; hut  1 have  done  thy  task  : the  frult-s 
Are  ripe,  and  glowing  as  the  light  which  rt|>ens : 
Come  away. 

Cain.  Seest  thou  not  ? 

Athih.  I see  an  angel ; 

We  have  seen  many : will  he  share  our  hour 
Of  rest  ? — he  h welcome. 

Cain.  But  he  is  not  like 

The  angels  wc  have  seen. 

Atlah.  Are  there,  then,  others  ? 

But  be  is  welcome,  as  they  were : they  deign'd 
To  be  our  guests  — will  he? 

Cain  (to  Lucifer).  Wilt  thou  ? 

Lucifer.  I ask 

Thee  to  be  mine. 

Caia.  I must  away  with  him. 

Adah.  And  leave  us  ? 

Cain.  Ay. 

Atiah.  And  mef 

Cain.  Beloved  Adah  ; 

Adah.  Let  me  go  with  thee. 

Lucifer.  No,  she  must  not. 

Atiah.  Who 

Art  thou  that  stepjtcst  between  heart  and  heart  ? 
Cuin.  He  is  a god. 

Adah.  How  know'st  thou  7 

Cain.  He  speaks  like 

A god. 

Adah.  So  did  the  serpent,  and  it  lied.  [that 
Lucifer.  Thou  errest,  Adah  ’ — was  not  the  tree 
Of  knowledge  7 

Adah.  Ay  — to  our  eternal  sorrow. 

Lucifer.  And  yet  that  grief  is  knowledge  — so  he 
lied  not : 

And  if  he  did  betray  you,  ’twas  with  truth  ; 

And  truth  in  its  own  essence  cannot  be 
But  good. 

Adah.  But  all  wc  know  of  it  has  gather'd 
Evil  on  ill : expulsion  from  our  home. 

And  dread,  and  toil,  and  sweat,  and  heaviness ; 
Remorse  of  that  which  was — and  hope  of  that 
Which  cometb  not.  Cain  i walk  not  with  this  spirit. 
Bear  with  what  we  have  borne,  and  love  me — I 
Love  thee. 

Lucifer,  More  than  tby  mother,  and  thy  sire  7 


No,  she  must  not. 

Who 


UN.  3«3  Ij 

Adait.  I do.  Is  that  a sin,  too  7 ; 

Lucifer.  No,  not  yet:  j 

It  one  day  will  be  in  your  children.  I 

Atiah.  What ! [ j 

Must  not  my  daughter  love  her  brother  Knoch  7 j' 
Lucifer.  Nut  as  thou  luvest  Cain.  1 1 

Adtik.  Oh.  my  Gal  1 , j 

Shall  they  not  love  and  bring  forth  things  that  l«»ve  ' ' 
Out  of  their  love?  have  they  tu»t  drawn  tlieir  milk 
Out  of  this  boKom  7 wm  not  he,  their  father, 

Born  of  the  same  sole  womb,  in  the  same  hour 
With  n>e  ? di»l  we  not  love  each  other  7 and 
In  multiplying  our  being  multiply 
Things  which  will  love  each  other  as  we  love 
Them  7 — And  as  1 love  thee,  tny  Cain  ! go  not 
Forth  with  this  spirit ; he  is  not  of  ours. 

Lucifer.  The  sin  I s|>eak  of  U not  of  my  making, 

1 .\nd  cannot  be  a sin  in  you  — whate'er 
\ It  seem  In  thas;  who  will  replace  yc  in 
i Mortality.  * 

Adah.  What  is  the  sin  which  is  not 
Sin  in  itself  ? Can  circumvhmcc  make  sin 
Or  virtue  7 — if  it  doth,  we  are  the  slaves 
Of  — [higher  j 

Lucifer.  Higher  things  than  ye  are  slaves : and  ' 
Than  them  or  ye  would  be  so,  did  they  not  i 

Prefer  an  Indeiicndency  of  torture 
To  the  smooth  agonies  of  adulation, 

In  hymns  and  harpings,  and  self.Mi'king  prayers. 

To  that  which  is  onmiiiutent,  became 
It  is  omnipotent,  and  nut  from  love, 

But  terror  and  self-hope. 

Adah.  UroiiUtolem-e  i , 

Must  be  all  goodness. 

Lucifer.  Was  it  so  in  Eden  t I i 

Adah.  Fiend  ! tempt  me  not  with  beauty  ; thou  l| 
art  fairer  j 

Than  was  the  serpent,  and  as  false.  \ 

Lucifer.  As  true. 

.K%k  Eve,  your  mother ; bears  she  not  Uie  knowlalge 
Of  goal  and  evil  ? 

Adah.  Oh,  my  mother  1 Ibou  i 

Hast  pluck'd  a fruit  more  fatal  to  thine  otf>pring  ' 

Than  to  thyself;  thou  at  the  ica<t  hast  pass’d  i 

Thy  youth  In  ParadlM%  In  innocent  ’ j 

And  happy  intercourse  with  happy  spirits  : 

I But  we,  thy  children,  ignorant  of  l*>ieii,  j' 

I Are  girt  about  by  demons  ^ ho  assume  , 

Tbe  words  of  God,  and  tempt  us  with  our  own  ii 

Dissatisfied  and  curious  thoughts  — as  thou  1 1 

Wert  work’d  on  by  the  snake,  in  thy  most  flush’d  [J 
j And  heedlcM,  harmless  wantuimr<ts  of  bliss. 

I 1 cannot  answer  this  immortal  thing 
I 'VV'hich  stands  before  me ; I can  not  abhor  him  ; 
j I look  upon  him  w ith  a pleasing  fear, 

! And  yet  1 fly  not  from  him  ; in  his  eye 
There  U a fastening  attraction  which 
Fixes  niy  fluttering  eyes  on  his ; my  heart 
Beats  quick ; he  aw*es  me,  and  yet  draws  me  near. 
Nearer  and  nearer  Cain  — Cain  — save  me  from 

I him!»  j 

I Cain.  What  dreads  iny  Adah  7 This  la  no  ill  spirit.  |‘ 
Aeiak.  He  U not  God— nor  God's  ; 1 have  beheld  i 


' [The  first  Interrlew  of  Ludfer  with  Cain  U full  of  nitv  spearian  speech  In  Ixwd  lirmn's  tragedies,  lecmi  rold  enouRh. 


Unity..- jKrracv.l  ' Me  tayi,  " Atiah.  the  wife  of  lain,  enters,  and  ihrlnks  trum 

* [ll  if  Itnpuisibfe  not  to  be  struck  with  the  resemblance  the  daring  ani  bliuphrmout  spoerh  which  Is  passhiR  bet  ween 


Me  iayi,  " Adah,  the  wife  of  lain,  enters,  and  shrinks  trum  i 


him  Ami  the  Spirit.  Hrr  isrenunt  of  the  fasclnatlou  wbicb  he 


retwern  many  of  these  ouf  »aRCS  and  others  In  Manjrcd.l  him  Ami  the  Spirit.  Hrr  isrenunt  of  I 

»[Mr.  Jeffrey's  eulogium  on  this,  perhaps  the  most  Shak*  exercises  over  her  U magni{ic.‘rnt.*'J 
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ACT  J- 


The  cherubs  and  the  seraphs ; he  looks  not 
Like  them. 

But  there  arc  spirits  loftier  still  — 

The  archangels. 

I.urifer.  And  still  loftier  than  the  archangels. 
Aiinh.  Ay  — ^ut  iK)t  blessed. 

Lucifer.  If  the  blessedness 

Consists  In  sl.iver>-  — no. 

Adah.  1 bas'e  beard  It  said, 

The  seraphs  love  ww#/  — cherubim  *noir  most  — 

And  this  should  be  a cherub  — since  he  loves  not. 
Lucifer.  And  If  the  higher  knowledge  ijucnchcs 
love. 

What  must  he  be  you  cannot  love  when  known  ? « 
Since  the  alUknovring  cherubim  love  least. 

The  seraphs'  love  can  be  but  ignorance  : 

That  the>-  are  not  compatible,  the  doom 
Of  thy  fond  parents,  for  their  daring,  proves. 

Choose  betwixt  love  and  knowledge — since  there  Is 
No  other  choice : your  sire  bath  chosen  already  : 

HU  worship  U but  fear. 

Adah.  Oil,  Cain  1 choose  love. 

Cttin.  For  thee,  my  Adah,  I choo-^  not  ~ it  was 
Bom  with  me  — but  I love  nought  else. 

Adah.  Our  p.nrents  ? 

Ctitn.  Did  they  love  us  when  they  snatch'd  from 
the  tree 

That  which  hatli  driven  us  all  from  Paradise  ? 

Adah.  Wc  were  not  liom  then  — and  If  we  hail  been, 
Slumid  wc  not  love  them  and  our  children,  C’aln  ? 

Cairn.  My  little  Knoch  1 and  his  Helping  sister ! 
Could  I but  deem  them  happy,  I would  half 

Forget but  it  can  never  be  forgotten 

Through  thrice  a thousand  generations  ! never 
Shall  men  love  the  renvcmbrance  of  the  man 
M’bo  sow'd  the  K^d  of  evil  and  mankind 
In  the  same  hour  I They  pluck'd  the  tree  of  science 
And  sin — and,  not  content  with  their  own  sorrow, 
Begot  me  — thee — and  all  the  few  that  are. 

And  alt  the  uiinurober'd  and  innumerable 
Multitude^,  millions,  myriads  which  may  be. 

To  inherit  agonies  ai'cumulati'd 

By  agi's  1 — and  / must  be  sire  of  such  things  1 

Thy  beauty  and  thy  love— my  love  and  Joy, 

The  rapturous  moment  and  the  placid  hour,  * 

All  wc  love  in  our  children  and  each  other, 

But  lead  them  and  ourselves  through  many  year* 

Of  sin  and  pain  — w few,  but  still  of  sorrow, 
Intercheck'd  with  an  instant  of  brief  pleasure, 

To  Death  — the  unknown  1 Methinks  the  tree  of 
knowledge 

Hath  not  fulflll'd  its  promise:  — if  they  slnn'd. 

At  lea.*t  they  ought  to  ha^e  known  all  thing*  that  are 
Of  knowledge  — and  thcmystcry  of  death. 

What  do  they  know?  — that  they  are  miserable. 
What  nceii  of  snakes  and  fruits  to  teach  us  that  ? 

Adah.  1 am  not  wretched,  Cain,  and  if  thou 
Wert  happy 

Cain.  Be  thou  happy,  then,  alone  — 

I will  have  nought  to  do  with  happiness, 

Which  humbles  me  and  mine. 

A'iah.  Alone  1 could  not. 

Nor  irould  be  happy : but  with  thtne  around  us. 

I think  I could  be  so,  dei^pite  of  death. 


MS 
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• [This  ••  plarld  hour**  of  Caia  U,  we  tvnr,  from  a *ourte 


Which,  as  I know  ft  not,  I dread  not,  though 
It  seems  an  awful  sliaduw—  if  1 may 
Judge  from  what  I have  heanl. 

Lucifer.  And  thou  cuiUdst  not 

Alone,  thou  say’st,  be  happy  ? 

.‘Idah.  Alone  I Oh,  my  (*<<d  ! 

Who  could  be  happy  and  alone,  or  good  ? 

To  me  my  solitude  seems  sin  ; unless 

When  I think  bow  soon  1 shall  see  my  brother. 

His  brother,  and  ourchildri'n,  and  our  parents. 

Ludfrr.  Yet  thy  God  1$  alone ; and  U he  liappy  ? 
Lonely,  and  good  f 

Adah.  He  Is  not  so;  he  hath 

The  angels  and  the  morUiIs  to  make  happy, 

.And  thus  becomes  so  in  diffusing  joy. 

What  else  can  joy  be,  but  the  spreading  joy  ? 

Lucifer.  Ask  of  your  sire,  the  exile  fresh  from 
Eden ; 

Or  of  his  flrst-bom  son  ; a*k  your  own  heart ; 

It  is  not  tranquil. 

Adah.  Alt* ! no!  and  you  — 

Are  you  of  heaven  ? 

Lucifer.  If  I am  not,  Inquire 

The  cause  of  this  alUspreudlng  happiness 
(Which  you  proclahn)  of  the  all-great  and  good 
Maker  of  life  and  living  things ; It  is 
HU  secret,  and  he  keeps  It.  lie  must  bear. 

And  some  of  us  resist,  and  both  In  vain, 

HU  seraphs  say;  but  it  U worth  the  trial. 

Since  better  may  not  be  without : there  is 
A wisdom  In  the  spirit,  which  directs 
To  right,  as  in  the  dim  blue  air  the  eye 
Of  you,  young  mortals,  tights  at  once  uixm 
The  star  which  watches,  welcoming  the  mom. 

Adah.  It  U a beautiful  star;  I love  it  fur 
Its  lieauty. 

Lucifer.  And  why  not  »lon*  ? 

Atlah.  Our  father 

Adores  the  Invisible  only. 

Lucifer.  But  the  symbols 

Of  the  Invisible  are  the  loveliest 
Of  what  U visible ; and  yon  lirlghl  star 
Is  leader  of  the  host  of  heaven. 

Adah.  Our  father 

Salth  that  he  has  beheld  the  God  himself 
Who  made  him  and  our  mother. 

I.Hcifer.  Hast  thou  seen  him  I 

Adah.  Yes  — in  his  Work*. 

Lucifer.  But  In  hU  being  ? 

Adah.  No  — 

Save  in  my  father,  who  U God's  own  image  ; 

Or  in  his  angeU,  who  are  like  to  thee  — 

And  brighter,  yet  less  beautiftil  and  powerful 
In  seeming : as  (he  silent  sunny  noon, 

All  light,  they  look  upon  us  ; but  thou  s«*om’st 
Like  an  ethereal  night,  where  long  white  clouds 
Streak  the  deep  purple,  and  unnumlK-r’d  stars 
Spangle  the  wonderful  mysterious  vault 
With  thing*  that  look  as  If  they  would  he  suns  ; 

So  beautiful,  unnumber'd,  and  endearing. 

Not  daazUng.  and  yet  drawing  us  to  them, 

They  fill  my  eyes  with  tears,  and  so  dost  thou. 

Thou  seem’st  unhappy  : do  not  make  us  so. 

And  I will  weep  for  thee.  * 

which  it  will  do  Io>rd  B.  no  credit  to  name.  — the  romance  of 
“ Fauiila*.”) 

’ [In  the  drawing  of  Cain  hiraieU.  tliere  U much  rigorexu 
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Lucifer.  Alas  I those  tears  ! 

Couldst  thou  but  know  what  oceans  will  be  shed 

A’Lih.  By  me  ? 

Lucifer.  By  all. 

Adah.  What  aU  ? 

Lucifer.  The  million  millions  — 

The  mjTiad  myriads — the  alUpeopIed  earth  — 

The  unpeopled  earth  — and  the  o'er-peopled  hell, 

I Of  which  thy  bosom  U the  germ. 

.^Jah.  O Cain  1 

, This  spirit  cursetb  us. 

Cuta.  Let  him  say  on ; 

Him  will  I follow. 

I Adith.  >Vhithcr  ? 

Lucifer.  To  a place 

Whence  he  shall  come  hack  to  thee  In  an  hour; 

!|  But  in  that  hour  see  things  of  many  days. 

I I Adah.  How  can  that  be  ? 

1 1 Lucifer.  Did  not  your  Maker  make 

1 1 Out  of  old  worlds  this  new  one  in  few  days  ? 

1 1 And  cannot  I,  who  aided  In  this  work, 

Show  in  an  hour  what  he  hath  made  in  many. 

Or  bath  destroy’d  In  few  ? 

Cnim.  Lead  on. 

.4tlitk.  Will  he. 

In  sooth,  return  within  an  hour  ? 

Lucifer.  He  shall. 

With  us  acts  arc  exempt  from  time,  and  we 
Can  crowd  eternity  into  an  hour. 

Or  stretch  an  hour  into  eternity  : 

We  breathe  not  by  a mortal  measurement  — 

But  that's  a mystery.  Cain,  come  on  with  me. 
Adah.  Will  he  return  ? 

Lucifer.  Ay,  woman  J he  alone 

Of  mortals  from  that  place  (the  first  and  last 
Who  shall  return,  save  Oxs),  — shall  come  back  to 
thee. 

To  moke  that  silent  and  expectant  world 
As  populous  as  this : at  present  there 
Are  few  inhabitants. 

Adah.  Where  dwellcst  thou  ? 

Lucifer.  Throughout  all  space.  Where  should  I 
dwell  ? Where  are 

Thy  Ood  or  Gods  — there  am  I : all  things  are 
Divided  with  me:  life  and  death — and  time  — 
Eternity — and  heaven  and  earth  — and  that 
Which  Is  not  heaven  nor  earth,  but  peopled  with 
Those  who  once  peopled  or  shall  people  botb-~- 
These  are  my  realms  | So  that  I du  divide 
HU,  and  possess  a kingdom  which  Is  not 
HU.  If  1 were  not  that  which  I have  said. 

Could  I stand  here  ? His  angels  are  within 
Your  vision.. 

Adah.  So  they  were  when  the  fkir  serpent 
Spoke  with  our  mother  first. 

Lucifer.  Cain  \ thou  hast  heard. 

If  thou  d(j»t  long  for  knowledge,  I can  satiate 
That  thirst ; nor  ask  thee  to  partake  of  fruits 


Which  shall  deprive  thee  of  a single  good 
The  conqueror  has  left  thee.  Follow  n)e. 

Cain.  Spirit,  I have  said  it. 

[Exeunt  Luciraa  an^i  Caix. 
Adah  ( foilowst  exclaiming),  Cain  ] my  brother  t 
Cainll 


ACT  IL 
SCENE  I. 


The  Abgu  of  Space.  ^ 

Cain.  I tread  on  air,  and  sink  not ; yet  I fear 
To  sink. 

Lucifer.  Have  faith  in  me,  and  thou  sbalt  be 
Borne  on  the  air,  of  which  1 arn  the  prince. 

Cairn.  Can  I do  so  without  impiety  ? 

Lucifer.  Believe  — and  sink  not!  doubt and 

perish  1 thus 

Would  run  the  edict  of  the  other  God, 

Who  names  me  demon  to  his  angels  \ they 
Echo  the  sound  to  miserable  things. 

Which,  knowing  nought  beyond  their  shallow  senses, 
Worship  the  word  which  strikes  their  ear,  and  deem 
Evil  or  gutxi  what  Is  proclaim'd  to  them 
In  their  abasement.  I will  have  none  such  : 

Worship  or  worship  not,  thou  sbalt  behold 
The  worlds  beyond  thy  little  worhl,  nor  be 
Amerced  fur  doubts  beyond  thy  little  life. 

With  torture  of  my  dooming,  i’hcre  will  come 
An  hour,  when,  toss’d  upon  some  watcr*drups,s 
A man  shall  say  to  a man,  “ Believe  In  me, 

And  walk  the  waters;"  and  the  man  shall  walk 
The  billows  and  be  safe.  / will  not  say, 

Believe  In  me,  as  a conditional  creed 

To  save  thee ; but  fly  with  me  o’er  the  gulf 

Of  space  an  equal  flight,  and  1 will  show 

What  thou  dar'st  not  deny,— -the  history 

Of  past,  and  present,  and  of  future  worlds.  ^ 

Cain,  Oh,  go<l,  or  demon,  or  whate’er  thou  art,  \ 
Is  yon  our  earth  ? ' 

Lucifer.  Dost  thou  r>ot  recognise 

The  dust  which  form’d  your  father  ? 

Cain.  Can  k be? 

Ton  small  blue  circle,  swinging  in  far  ether, 

With  an  inferior  circlet  near  it  still. 

Which  looks  tike  that  which  lit  our  earthly  night? 

Is  this  our  Paradise  ? Where  are  its  walls. 

And  they  who  guard  them  ? 

Lucifer.  Point  me  out  the  site 

Of  Parsdbe. 

Cain.  How  should  I ? .hi  ert  move 
Uke  sunbeams  onward,  it  grows  small  and  smaller. 
And  as  it  waxes  little,  and  then  less. 

Gathers  a halo  round  it,  like  the  light 
Which  shone  the  roundest  of  the  stars,  when  I 
Beheld  them  from  the  skirts  of  Paradise : 


exprvfslon.  It  icrtns,  boireTer,  u if.  In  the  ofThrt  to  giro 
to  Lucifer  that  **  «pifitu.al  politeness  *' which  the  pnet  prew 
fesset  to  have  in  view,  he  has  reduced  him  rather  urldw  the 
standaol  »r  dlaboHc  dignity,  which  was  neersurT  to  his 
dramatk  interesL  He  has  scarcely  “ Kiveii  the  devil  nis  due." 
We  tliaught  Lord  Byron  knew  better.  Milton’s  Satan,  with 
his  fadeil  m;dc«ty,  and  blasted  but  not  obliterated  glory,  holds 
us  smpended  Itetween  terror  and  amaiement.  with  something 
like  awe  of  hii  spiritual  essence  and  lost  estate;  hot  Lord 
Byron  has  Introduced  him  to  us  as  elegaat,  pensire,  and 
brautlbil.  with  an  air  of  zadeets  and  lulfenog  that  ranka  bim 
with  the  op}  rotsrd,  and  bespeaks  our  pity.  Brit.  Crit.  j 


I [The  act  concludes  with  the  departure  of  Cain,  under  tho 
guklance  of  his  n<*w  monitor,  to  see  the  place  of  departed 
spirits,  'i'helr  (light,  in  the  next,  across  tne  abyss  ot  spaiw, 
artd  amid  the  unnumbered  suns  and  systems  which  it  com* 
prises,  is  very  fine.  — Hidbe.J 
* Mn  the  second  art,  the  drmon  carries  hts  disciple  through 
all  tne  limits  of  space,  and  ex}Hiui>d«  to  him.  In  verr  lufiv  »iid 
obscure  terms,  the  destinies  of  past  and  future  worlds.  Tliey 
have  a great  deal  of  exceptionable  talk.  Jbpfbby.} 

> [“  An  hour,  when,  walking  on  a petty  lake, 

A man  shall  say.  Ac.'*— > MSJ 
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Mcthinks  they  both,  as  we  recede  from  them, 

Appear  to  join  the  Innumerable  stars 
Which  arc  around  us : and,  as  wc  move  on. 

Increase  their  myriads. 

l.mrifcr.  And  if  there  should  be 

Worlds  greater  than  thinc  own,  inhabited 
B)  greater  things,  and  they  themselves  far  more 
In  number  than  the  dust  of  thy  dull  earth, 

Thotigb  multiplied  to  animated  atoms. 

All  Using,  and  all  doom’d  to  death,  and  wretohnl, 
What  wouldst  thou  think  ? 

Cttin.  I should  be  proud  of  thought 

Which  knew  such  thiiiirs. 

Lucifer.  But  If  that  high  thought  were 

Link'd  to  a ser>ile  mass  of  matter,  and. 

Knowing  such  things,  aspiring  to  such  things. 

Anti  science  still  beyond  them,  were  chsdn'd  down 
To  the  most  gross  and  petty  paltr>'  wants, 

All  foul  and  fulsome,  and  the  very  Itest 
Of  thine  enjoyments  a sweet  degradation, 

A most  enervating  and  filthy  cheat 
To  lure  thee  on  to  the  renewal  of 
Fresh  souls  and  bodies  all  foredoom’d  to  be 

As  frail,  and  few  so  happy  * 

Cuiiw  Spirit ! I 

Know  nought  of  death,  save  as  a dreadful  thing 
Of  which  I have  beard  my  parents  speak,  os  of 
A hideous  heritage  1 owe  to  them 
No  less  than  life ; a heritage  not  happy. 

If  f may  judge,  till  now.  But,  spirit  t If 
It  lie  as  thou  hast  said  (and  I within 
Feel  the  prophetic  torture  of  Its  truth). 

Here  let  me  die ; for  to  give  birth  to  thttse 
Who  can  but  suffer  many  years,  and  die, 

Methlnks  is  merely  pn>p:kgating  death. 

And  multiplying  murder. 

Lncifer.  Thou  canst  not 

AU  die  — there  is  what  must  survive. 

fjbia.  The  Other 

Spake  not  of  this  unto  my  father,  when  * 

He  shut  him  forth  from  l^aradise,  with  dcMh 
Written  iip<»n  his  forehead.  But  at  least 
Let  what  Is  mortal  of  me  perish,  that 
I may  be  in  the  rest  as  angels  are. 

Lncifer.  / am  angelic  ; wouldst  thou  be  as  I am  ? 
Criia.  1 know  not  what  thou  art:  I see  thy  power, 
And  see  thou  showVt  me  things  beyond  my  power, 
Beyond  all  iwwer  of  my  bom  fat'ultics. 

Although  inferior  still  to  my  desires 
And  my  conceptions. 

Lucifer.  Wh.it  are  they  which  dwell 

So  humbly  In  their  pride,  ns  to  sqjoum  j 

With  Wi>rins  In  clay  ? I 

Cain.  And  what  art  thiHi  who  dwcllcst  1 


So  haughtily  in  spirit,  and  canst  range 
Nature  and  Immortality —>and  yet 
Scem'st  sorrowful  ? 

Lucifer.  I seem  that  which  I am  ; 

And  therefore  do  I ask  of  thee,  if  thou 
Wouldst  be  immortal  ? 

Cain.  Thou  hast  said,  I roust  be 

Immortal  In  despite  of  me.  I knew  not 
This  until  lately  — but  since  it  must  be, 

I.et  me,  or  happy  or  unhappy,  learn 
To  anticipate  my  Immortality. 

Lucifer.  Thou  didst  before  I came  upon  thee. 

Cain.  How  ? 

Lucifer.  By  suffering. 

Cain.  And  must  torture  be  immortal  ? 

Lucifer.  We  and  thy  sons  will  try.  But  now, 
behold  1 
Is  it  not  glorious  ? 

Cuiii.  Ob,  thou  beautiful 

And  unimaginable  ether ! and 
Ye  multiplying  masses  of  Increased 
And  still  Increasing  lights  1 what  are  ye  ? what 
Is  this  blue  wilderness  of  Interminable 
Air,  where  ye  mil  along,  as  I have  seen 
The  leaves  along  the  limpid  streams  of  Eden  ? 

Is  your  course  measured  for  ye  ? Or  do  ye 
Sweep  on  In  your  unimunded  revelry 
Through  an  aerial  universe  of  endless 
Expansion  — at  which  my  soul  aches  to  think  — 
Intoxicated  with  eternity  I 
Oh  God  I Oh  Gods ! or  whatsoe’er  ye  arc ! 

How  bcautIM  ye  are  1 how  beautiful 

Your  works,  or  accidents,  or  whatsoe'er 

They  may  be  1 Let  me  die,  as  atoms  dir 

(If  that  they  die),  or  know  ye  in  your  might 

And  knowledge  1 My  thoughts  are  nut  in  this  hour 

Unworthy  what  I see,  though  my  dust  Is ; 

Spirit  1 let  me  expire,  or  see  them  nearer. 

Lucifer.  Art  thou  not  nearer?  look  back  to  thine 
earth  1 

Cain.  Whore  Is  it  ? I see  nothing  save  a mass 
Of  must  innumerable  lights. 

Lucifer.  Look  there  f 

Cairn.  I cannot  tee  it. 

Lucifer.  Yet  It  sparkles  still. 

Cain.  That ! — yonder  1 

Lucifer.  Yea. 

Cain.  And  wilt  thou  tell  me  SO  ? 

WT)y,  I have  seen  the  fire-files  and  fire-wormi 
Sprinkle  the  du^ky  groves  and  the  green  Iwinks 
In  the  dim  twilight,  brighter  than  yon  world 
Which  i>ear?  them. 

Lucifer.  Thou  hast  seen  both  worms  and  worlds. 
Each  bright  and  sparkling  — what  dost  think  of  U)cm  ? 


* fit  is  nothing  let*  than  abiurd  to  suppose,  that  Lurifer  I 
cannot  well  Ik*  einorici  to  t.\Ik  like  nn  ortnodoi  dicliie.  aixl 
that  the  ennvertatinn  of  the  flrat  Rebel  and  the  fint  Munlrrt-r 
WAS  not  llkrlv  to  Im>  very  unexceptionable : or  to  plead  the  i 
authority  of  Hilton,  or  tiH*  authuri  of  the  ulii  mysleriec,  fer  j 
•iK:h  otri*nii*e  eoUoquiet.  The  IacI  ts,  that  kerr  tiir  whole  ' 
argunieiit  — and  a terf  clnburmte  and  •|io<-fou»  argument  !t 
U>-t<  directed  agaliut  the  gvKNine*t  or  the  power  of  the 
I)rfty  i and  there  it  no  antwer  »o  miirh  a*  attempted  to  the 
uffetMive  d^Ktrinct  that  are  $a  ttrenunutly  tnculcated.  'J'he 
Derli  and  hit  piipU  hate  the  Geld  entirely  to  thetnuelre*.  and 
are  encouutert^  with  nothing  but  feehlc  ubtettalhmt  and  un> 
rcMoidtig  horrort.  Nor  it  this  argumematite  hlavphemy  a 
mere  Inridenia!  deformity  that  aritet  in  the  courte  of  an  I 
action  directni  to  the  common  lympattdet  of  our  nature.  It  ^ 
formt,  on  the  contrary,  the  great  staple  of  the  pfere,  and  oc* 
eiiplev,  we  think,  not  h**t  than  iwnthirdt  of  it ; to  that 

it  u really  dilScuit  to  believe  that  it  wat  wriuvu  for  any  otlter  | 


purpose  than  to  Incvilcote  theie  doctrinew  : or.  at  le«t,  to  dis- 
cuu  the  quetlion  upon  which  they  bear.  Now.  wr  ran 
certainly  liave  no  ohievtion  to  Ia>M  Byron  writing  an  ecuy 
on  the  origin  of  evil,  and  lifting  lite  whole  of  (hat  va*l  amt 
perplexing  tubject.  with  the  force  and  the  freedom  that  would 
oe  expected  and  allowed  in  a fair  philoeophical  dbniiuon  ; 
but  we  do  not  think  it  fair  thru  to  argue  It  partially  and  ru# 
nmoee,  in  the  name  of  I.ucifer  and  Cain,  without  the  reaptwu- 
ihiltty  or  the  Uidiillty  to  aniver.  that  would  attach  to  a 
pmioaophical  divrutant ; and  in  a form  which  both  di>ulile» 
the  danger.  If  tne  (entiments  are  pemirinus,  and  aimoet 
preclude*  hi*  opponent*  from  the  poMiblUty  of  a reply.  — 
^ JerraKT.  — **  Wliat  doe*  JefB-ey  mean  by  etnhormie  t 
Why  ! they  were  written  ai  fa*t  a*  I could  put  pen  to  paper, 
in  the  midtt  oi  crulutiim*.  and  revolution*,  and  persecution*, 
and  protcripCion*  of  ail  who  interested  me  in  Italy.**— Agrow 
/.Atfcr*.] 
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Cain.  That  they  are  beautiful  in  their  own  sphere, 
And  that  the  ni^ht,  which  makes  both  beautiful, 

The  little  shininf;  Hre-fly  in  its  flight. 

And  the  immortal  star  In  Its  great  course. 

Must  both  be  guided. 

Lucifer.  But  by  whom  or  what  ? 

Cain.  Show  me. 

Lucifer.  Dar'st  thou  behold  ? 

Cain.  How  know  I what 

I dare  behold  ? As  yet,  thou  hast  shown  nought 
I dare  not  gase  on  further. 

Z.Kci/ef,  On,  then,  with  me. 

Wouldn  thou  behold  things  mortal  or  immortal  7 

CatK.  Why,  what  are  things  ? 

Lucifer.  Both  partly : but  what  loth 

r Sit  next  thy  heart  ? 

Cat*.  The  things  I see. 

Lucifer.  But  what 

S<ite  nearest  it ! 

Cain.  The  things  I hare  not  seen. 

Nor  ever  shall  — the  mysteries  of  death.  [diet!, 

Lucifer.  What,  if  I show  to  thee  things  which  have 
As  I have  shown  thee  much  which  cannot  die  ? 

Cain.  Do  so. 

Lucifer.  Away,  then  ! on  our  mighty  wings. 

CuiJt.  Oh  ! how  we  cleave  the  blue  t The  stars  fade 
from  us  ! 

The  earth  I where  is  roy  earth  ? Let  me  look  on  it. 
For  I was  made  of  IL 

Lucifer.  ’T  is  now  beyond  thee, 

I.ess,  in  the  universe,  than  thou  in  it ; 

Tet  deem  not  that  thou  canst  escape  it ; thou 
Shalt  soon  return  to  earth,  and  all  its  dust ; 

*T  U part  of  thy  eternity,  and  mine. 

Cain.  Where  dwt  thou  lead  me  ? 

Lucifer.  To  what  was  before  thee  1 

The  phantasm  of  the  world  ; of  which  thy  worl  i 
Is  but  the  wreck. 

Cain,  ^>'hat ! is  it  not  then  new  ? 

Lucifer.  No  mure  than  life  is ; and  that  was  ere 
thou 

Or  / were,  or  the  things  which  seem  to  us 
Greater  than  either : many  things  will  have 
No  end  ; and  some,  which  would  pretend  to  have 
Had  no  beginning,  have  bad  one  as  mean 
As  thou  ; and  mightier  things  have  been  extinct 
To  make  way  for  much  meaner  than  we  can 
Surmbe ; for  momente  only  and  tlie  tpace 
Have  been  and  must  be  all  unchangeable. 

But  changes  make  not  death,  except  to  clay  ; 

But  thou  art  clay,  — and  canst  but  compn-hend 
That  which  was  clay,  and  such  thou  shalt  behold. 

Cai«.  Clay,  spirit  1 what  thou  wilt,  1 can  survey, 

I.uciftr.  Aw.iy,  then  ! 

(’oia.  • But  the  lights  fade  from  roc  fast 

And  some  till  now  grew  larger  as  we  approach’d. 

And  wore  the  look  of  worlds. 

Lucifer.  And  such  they  are. 

Cain.  And  Edens  in  them  ? 

Lucifer.  It  may  be. 

> fit  Is  nr»t  rery  ejwy  to  prreeire  wh*l  Ofttur*!  or  r'^tlnnal 
ohjf^l  the  Deril  propose*  to  hImMf  Jo  carrying  his  di*riplfl 
through  the  ahyis  <k  spare,  to  show  him  tliat  repoaitnr)  of 
which  we  rrmember  hearing  something  in  oar  infant  days, 
“where  the  old  moons  are  hung  tip  to  dry.’*  To  pmre  that 
there  it  a life  beyond  th«  grave,  was  surely  no  part  of  hit 
busioeu  when  he  was  mgaged  in  fotlwring  the  Indignation  of 
one  who  repined  at  the  necessity  of  dying.  And.  though  It 
wouM  seem,  that  entire  Hades  it,  in  Lord  ttrron's  picture,  a 
place  of  sulTering,  yet,  when  Lucifer  himself  had  promised 

Cain.  And  men  ? 

Lucifer.  Tea,  or  things  higher. 

Cain.  Ay  ? and  serpent*  too  ? 

Lucifer.  Wouldst  thou  have  men  without  them  ? 
must  no  reptiles 
Breathe  save  the  erect  ones  7 

Cain.  How  the  lights  recede  1 

Where  fly  we  7 

Lucifer.  To  the  world  of  phantoms,  which 

Are  beings  past,  and  shadows  still  to  come. 

Cos'n.  But  it  grows  dark  and  dark  — the  stars  arc 
gone ! 

Lucifer.  And  yet  thou  scest 
Cuia.  'T  is  a fearful  light  S 

No  sun,  no  moon,  no  lights  innumerable. 

The  very  blue  of  the  empurpled  night 
Fades  to  a dreary  twilight,  yet  1 see 
Huge  dusky  masses  : but  unlike  the  worlds 
We  were  approaching,  which,  begirt  with  light. 
Seem'd  full  of  life  even  when  their  atmeuphere 
Of  light  gave  way,  and  show'd  them  taking  shapes 
UneiiuaU  of  deep  valleys  and  vast  mounUius  ; 

And  some  emitting  sparks,  and  some  displaying 
Enormous  liquid  pltdns,  and  some  begirt 
With  luminous  belts,  and  floating  moons,  which  lock 
Like  them,  the  features  of  fair  earth  instead, 

Ail  here  seems  dark  and  dreadful. 

Lucifer.  But  distinct. 

Thou  scekest  to  behold  death,  and  dead  things  ? 

Cain.  I seek  it  not ; but  as  1 know  there  are 
Such,  and  that  my  sire's  sin  makes  him  and  me, 

And  all  that  we  inherit,  liable 
To  such,  1 would  behold  at  once,  what  1 
Must  one  day  see  perforce. 

l.Hcifcr,  Behold  I 

Cain.  'T  is  darkness, 

Lucifer.  And  so  It  shall  be  ever ; but  wc  will 
Unfold  its  gates  t 

Coin.  Enormous  vapours  roll 

Apart  — what's  this  ? 

Lucifer.  Enter ! 

Cain.  Can  I return  7 

Lucifer.  Return  ! be  sure  : how  else  should  death 
be  peopled  7 

Its  present  realm  is  tliin  to  what  it  will  be, 

Through  thee  and  thine. 

Cain.  The  clouds  still  open  wide 

And  wider,  ind  make  widening  circles  round  us. 
Lucifer.  Advance  ! 

Cain.  And  thou  1 

Lucifer.  Fear  not  — without  me  thou 

Couldst  not  have  gone  beyond  thy  world.  On  I on ; 

[ They  cLtuppear  fArou^A  the  cioud*. 

SCKNE  IL 
Iladci.  1 

Enter  Lccirea  and  Caik 
Cain.  How  silent  and  how  vast  are  these  dim 
worlds ! 

that  these  lufferlngi  were  the  lot  of  those  spirits  who  bad 
sided  with  him  agalnit  Jebovah,  is  It  likely  that  a more  aceu* 
rate  knowledge  of  them  would  iucreaM  laJn't  eagen)4*<s  for 
the  alliance,  or  that  he  would  not  rather  have  Inquired 
whether  a better  fortune  did  not  await  the  adherent*  of  the 
triumphant  tide  ? At  all  events,  the  spectacle  of  many  mined 
worlds  was  more  likely  to  awe  a mortal  into  submission,  than 
to  rouse  him  to  honele*i  resistance ; and,  even  if  it  made  hhn 
a hater  of  God.  hao  no  natural  tendency  to  render  him  furious 
against  a brother  who  was  to  be  hisf«Uow>«uflbrer..— Hisio.] 
Y 4 
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For  they  seem  more  than  one,  and  yet  more  peopled 
Th'in  the  hn^c  brilliant  luminous  orbs  srhkh  SNvung 
So  thickly  in  the  upi>er  air,  that  1 
ila^i  deem'd  them  rather  the  bright  populace 
ur  some  all  unim^inahle  heaven. 

Than  things  to  be  inhabited  themselves. 

But  that  on  drawing  near  them  1 beheld 
Their  swelling  inbi  palpable  Immensity 
Of  matter,  which  seem'd  made  for  life  to  dwell  on. 
Rather  than  life  itH-lf.  But  here,  alt  is 
So  shadowy  and  so  full  of  twilight,  that 
It  speaks  of  a day  past. 

/.wci/Vr.  It  la  the  realm 

Of  death.  — Would't  have  It  present  ? 

Cain.  Till  I know 

That  which  It  really  is,  I cannot  answer. 

But  If  it  be  as  I have  hcanl  my  father 
Deal  out  in  bis  long  homilies,  'tis  a thing  — 

Oh  (fod  t I dare  nut  think  on 't ! Cursed  1 e 
He  who  Invented  life  that  leads  to  death  ! 

Or  the  dull  mass  of  life,  that,  being  life. 

Could  not  retain,  but  needs  must  forfeit  it  — 

Even  for  the  innocent  1 

Lucifer.  Dost  thou  curse  thy  father  ? 

Cain.  Cursed  he  not  me  In  giving  me  my  birii  ? 
Cursed  he  not  me  before  my  birth,  in  daring 
To  pluck  the  fruit  forbidden  ? 

Lucifer.  Thuu  say’st  well : 

The  curse  Is  mutual  'twixt  thy  sire  and  thee  — 

But  for  thy  sons  and  brother  ? 

Coin.  Let  them  share  it 

With  me,  their  sire  and  brother  i What  else  is 
Bciiueath’d  to  me  ? 1 leave  them  my  inheritance. 

Ob,  ye  interminable  ghtomy  realms 
Of  swimming  shadows  ami  enormous  shapes 
Some  fully  »^hown,  some  indistinct,  and  all 
Mighty  an<l  melancholy — what  are  ye  ? 

Live  ye,  or  have  ye  lived  ? 

Lucifer,  Somewhat  of  both. 

Cain.  Then  what  is  death  ? 

Lucifer.  What  I Hath  not  hc  who  made  ye 
S;iJd  'tis  another  life  7 

Coin.  Till  now  hc  hath 

Said  nothing,  save  that  all  shall  die.t 
'■  Lucifer.  Perhajis 

He  one  day  will  unfold  that  further  secret, 

Otin,  Happy  the  <tay  t 

' Lucifur,  Yes;  bapjY  1 when  unfold* d, 

* (“  Dc.Tth.  the  and  irntt  dreailful  of  nil  e»iU.  U so  far 
from  one,  th^t  U ii  the  Infallible  cure  for  all  others—. 

' * To  die.  Is  Uodlni?  on  some  silent  shore. 

Where  billows  neeer  nor  t<  mjie^ts  roar  t 
F.re  well  we  b*el  the  frten^y  stroke,  ’I  Is  o’er.’ 

I But  was  it  an  e*ll  ever  lo  great.  It  could  not  be  remedied  but 
by  one  much  |fre.-iter.  which  Is.  by  living  for  ever ; by  which 
I ttu-ans  oor  wo  k'diiess,  unrektrdned  by  the  proMJWt  of  a 
; future  state,  would  grow  s->  unsupporlable,  our  luncrings  so 
I hunl«>ribb-  hy  fH*rseserance.  and  our  pleasures  so  tiresome  by 
rc|H>titlon.  th.'U  no  being  in  tbe  universe  could  be  sci  com- 
pbtety  inUerablo  4s  a siMVies  of  immortal  men.  We  hare  no 
reawio,  therrior.',  to  look  upon  death  as  an  evil,  or  to  fear  It 
I iU  a punishment,  even  without  any  siip|ioBitlim  of  a future 
I life  ; but  If  *e  consbler  it  as  a passage  to  a more  perfect  state, 
or  :i  rnnore  only  in  an  «*ternal  tiitvession  of  still  improving 
st-itev  for  whirli  we  have  the  strurigMt  reasoml,  it  will  thrn 
4inpf.»r  a new  favour  from  the  divine  munificence  ; and  a man 
must  AS  alMurd  to  revine  at  dyint,  as  a traveller  would  be 
who  priiposrd  to  himself  a delightful  tour  thnnigh  rarimti 
unknown  countries,  to  lament  that  he  cannot  take  up  his 
^ideoce  at  the  first  dirty  inn  which  he  Imila  at  on  the  road, 
the  InstaMllty  of  human  life,  or  of  the  changes  of  its  succes- 
sive periods,  oi  which  w*  u>  frasqisently  complatn.are  no  more 
than  the  arcessary  progress  of  It  to  Ihia  necesaary  ctmiluslon  j 


Through  agonies  unspeakable,  and  clogg'd 
With  agonies  eternal,  to  innumerable 
Yet  unborn  myriads  of  uncon!u;ious  atoms, 

All  to  be  animated  fur  this  only  1 

Cain.  What  are  these  mighty  phantoms  which  1 see 
doating  an)und  me  ? — They  wear  not  tbe  funn 
Of  the  Intelligences  I have  seen 
Round  our  regretted  and  unrnter'd  I'klen, 

Nor  wear  the  form  of  man  as  I have  view’d  it 
In  Adam's,  and  in  Abel's,  and  in  mine. 

Nor  in  my  sister-bride's,  nor  in  ray  children’s  s 
And  yet  they  have  an  aspect,  which,  though  not 
Of  men  nor  angels,  looks  like  something  which. 

If  not  the  last,  rose  higher  than  the  drst, 

Haughty,  and  high,  and  beautiful,  and  full 
Of  seeming  strength,  but  of  inexplicable 
Sba|K* ; for  I never  saw  such.  They  bear  ip>t 
The  wing  of  seraph,  nor  the  face  of  man. 

Nor  form  of  mightlent  brute,  nor  aught  that  s 
Now  breathing ; mighty  yet  and  beautiful 
.\s  the  mo*>t  beautiful  and  mighty  which 
Live,  and  yet  so  unlike  them,  that  1 scarce 
Can  call  them  living. 

Yet  they  lived. 

Where  ? 

Where 


On  what  thou  callest  earth 


Lufi/rr. 

Cain. 

Lucifer. 

Thou  llvest. 

(^in.  When  ? 

Lucifer. 

They  did  inhabit. 

Cain.  Adam  Is  the  first. 

Lucifer.  Of  thine,  I grant  tliee — but  too  mean  to  be 
The  last  of  these. 

Catn.  And  what  arc  they  7 

Lucifer.  That  which 

Thou  shalt  be. 

Gain.  But  what  were  they  ? 

Luci/i-r.  Living,  high, 

IntelllKctit,  good,  great,  and  glorious  things, 

As  much  superior  unto  all  thy  sire, 

! .Vdam.  could  e’er  have  been  in  Kdcn,  as 
, The  sixty-thousandth  generation  shall  be, 

I In  its  dull  damp  degeneracy,  to 
j Thee  and  thy  son ; — and  how  weak  they  are,  jmlge 
By  thy  own  flesh. 

Cain,  Ah  me  1 and  did  tAey  perish  7 

Lucifer.  Yes,  from  their  earth,  as  thou  wilt  fade 
from  thine. 


a;i*i  are  so  far  from  bring  rvlU  drservin*  these  complaints, 
that  they  arc  the  sourri*  ol  our  xrvat(>st  plrasurrs,  as  thej  are 
the  smirre  of  all  Doreliy,  from  which  our  createst  pleasures 
are  ever  derived.  The  roritlnuai  successions  of  seasons  in  the 
human  life,  by  dally  nrcMriilinx  to  us  new  scenes,  render  it 
agreeable,  ana,  like  those  of  the  year,  atfurd  us  (ieiights  hy 
their  chance,  which  the  choicest  or  them  roiiid  not  give  us  by 
(heir  roniinuance.  In  tho  snriiijj  of  life,  the  jtlbling  of  the 
sunshine,  the  verdure  of  the  nclcls,  and  the  varieg.ited  paint- 
ing's of  the  sky.  are  so  exquisite  in  the  eyes  of  infants  .it  their 
first  looklnx  abroad  Into  a new  world,  as  mdhinx  iwrhaps 
afterwards  can  equal.  ’I'he  heal  and  vigour  of  the  succeetiing 
summer  of  yosith  ripen  for  iw  new  plrosures.  — the  blooming 
mnhl,  the  nightly  revel,  and  (he  lovlnl  chase : the  vrme 
auturmi  of  complete  manhood  feasts  us  with  the  golden  harvest 
of  our  worldly  pursuits : nor  is  the  hoary  winter  of  old  age 
destitute  of  Its  nwiillar  comforts  and  tm^nyments.  of  which  the 
rerollcvtton  and  rebuion  of  those  |Avt  are  perhaps  none  of  the 
least ; and  at  last  death  o|>ens  U»  us  a new  prospect,  from 
whence  we  shall  protublr  lor>k  back  upon  the  aiverstons  and 
CKTuiMUlons  of  this  world  with  Uie  same  contem)i(  we  do  now 
on  our  tops  and  hobby-horses,  and  with  the  same  surprise  tivst 
tliei’ could  ever  so  much  entertain  or  engage  us.”  — JKwvaa— . 
” TMejr.”  says  Dr.  Johnson.  *’  arc  tcnlimm/t  trktcA,  tkougfi 
no/  new.  mnff  be  read  witA  pieuMure  and  pnJU,  ns  the 
thousandth  rcpetition,"'\ 


Digitizod  by  Google 


SCKSK  II. 


CAIN. 


S29 


Ctin  But  was  mine  theirs  ? 

Lneifer.  It  was. 

CaiA.  But  not  as  now. 

It  Is  too  tittle  and  too  lowly  to 
Sustiiin  such  creatures.  i 

I.ueifer.  True,  It  was  more  glorious. 

Coin.  And  wherefore  did  it  fall  ? 

Loriftr.  Aik  him  who  fclN. 

(7ai«.  But  bow  ? 

l.m-ifrr.  By  a most  crushing  and  inexorable 

Destruction  and  disorder  of  the  elements, 

Which  struck  a world  to  chaos,  as  a chaos 
.Subsiding  has  struck  out  a world : such  things, 
Though  rare  in  time,  are  fre«iucnl  In  eternity.  — 
Pass  on,  .ind  gaxe  upon  the  past. 

Oiijs.  'Tis  awful  : 

Lucifer.  And  true.  Bcholcl  then;  phantoms  ! they 
were  once 
Material  as  thou  art. 

Coin.  And  must  I be 

Like  them  ? 

I.ueifer.  I^t  He  who  made  thee  answei*  that 
I show  thee  what  thy  predecessor*  arc, 

And  what  they  were  thou  fcelest,  in  degree 
Inferior  as  thy  i»etty  feelings  and 
Thy  pettier  iwrtion  of  the  immortal  part 
Of  high  intelligence  and  earthly  strength. 

What  ye  in  common  have  with  what  they  had 
Is  life,  and  what  ye  thall  have — death  : the  rest 
Of  your  poor  attributes  Is  such  as  suits 
Rcjitlles  engender'd  out  of  the  subsiding 
.SUme  c»f  a mighty  universe,  crash'd  Into 
A scarcely-yet  shaped  planet,  peophd  with 
Things  whose  enjoyment  was  to  be  in  blindness  — 

•\  Paradise  of  Ignorance,  fnim  which 
Knowledge  was  harr'd  as  (adson.  But  behold 
Whiit  these  superior  licings  are  or  were ; 

Or,  if  It  irk  thee,  rum  thee  b<ick  and  till 

The  earth,  thy  task  — I '11  waft  thee  there  In  KU'et)-. 

Cuin.  No : I 'll  stay  here. 

Lucifer.  How  long  ? 

Cain.  Ft>r  ever  I Since 

I mu-st  one  day  return  here  ftorn  the  earth, 

I rather  would  remain  ; I am  sick  of  all 

That  dust  has  shown  me  — let  me  dwell  In  shadows. 

* [*'  If,  aecordin*  to  lome  ineeulatioo*. you  could  prove  th® 
world  many  thoiuand  yearp  o{<<**r  than  (he  Moa^ii'  chronology 
— or  If  you  cmdil  kn<n-k  up  A<tam  and  Rvr.  and  the  .tpple 
and  Ser^nt  — ttlll.  what  it  to  be  put  up  In  their  Head  ? — or 
how  ii  (he  diffindly  rnnoyed  'f  Things  must  have  hod  a Iw- 
giiminf  ; and  what  m.itters  it  trAm,  or  hovt  I snmrtintet 
think  that  man  may  be  the  relic  of  some  higher  material 
iK-tng  wrecked  In  a'  former  wurld,  and  degenerated  In  (be 
harilship  and  stmiudc  thrmixh  chaos  into  conformity,  or 
wuncthing  like  it  aa  we  see  Ijirlanders,  Efquimaux,  lie. 
inferior,  tn  the  prr*senl  dale,  as  the  elements  become  more 
lm*xoral»le.  But  even  then,  this  higher  pie-Adainite  sup- 
pusintloiis  creation  mutt  have  had  an  rtrigtn  and  a Creator  ; 
for  a C'reatnr  Is  a more  natural  Imagination  than  a furtuitous 

, enncoitrse  of  atoms  : all  things  rrmoSnt  to  a fountain.  Uiuugb 
I they  may  flow  to  an  ocean, ■•  — ^yrrm  Diary,  IS21.3 

* [Mr.  nidbrd  having,  through  Mr.  Murray,  sncgestrsl  the 
proorlcty  of  omitting  a portion  of  this  dialogue.  Lord  Byron 
replied:—**  The  two  passages  cannot  be  altered  wiinout 

. making  Lucifer  talk  like  the  Bishop  of  t/ondon,  which  would 
■ not  l*e  m the  character  of  the  former.  The  notion  Is  from 
i Cuvier  (th^t  <>f  the  old  trorlHt),  'Hie  other  passage  is  also  in 
I character  ; if  nuntcjue.  so  much  the  better,  because  then  it 
ran  do  no  harm ; and  the  iillfcr  Satan  ii  maile.  the  safer  for 
every  tmily  As  to  ‘ alarms,*  ftc..  do  ymi  realty  think  inch 
thln;;i  ever  IM  any  luaiy  astray  ? Are  these  i>eople  more 
Impious  than  Milbm's  Satan  ? or  the  Prometheus  of  .Eschy. 
I lus?  or  even  than  ‘ the  S;iddtMve*,’  the  • Fall  of  Jerusalem  ’ 
j of  Mllman.  &c.  ? ‘ Are  not  .Adam,  Eve.  Adah,  amt  Abel,  as 
I pious  as  Uie  Catechism  ? GiOt>rd  is  too  wnse  a man  to  think 


Lucifer.  It  cannot  be  : thou  now  bchuldc^t  as 
A vision  that  which  U ri'oUty. 

To  make  thyself  fit  for  this  ilwcUitt;?,  thou  [pass’d  — 
Must  pt»  through  what  the  things  thou  scest  have 
The  gates  of  death. 

Cain.  By  what  gate  have  we  enter'd 

Even  now  ? 

lAtcifcr.  By  mine  ! But,  plighted  to  return, 

My  spirit  buoys  thee  up  to  breathe  in  regions 
Where  all  U breathless  save  thyself,  (iaae  on  \ 

But  do  not  think  to  dwell  here  till  thine  hour 
Is  come. 

Cat'll.  And  these,  too ; can  they  ne’er  reihva 
To  earth  again  ? 

Lucifer.  Their  earth  is  gone  for  ever  — 

5k>  changrti  by  Its  convulsion,  they  would  not 

Be  conscious  to  a single  present  spot 

Of  its  new  scarcely  harden'd  surface —'t  was  _ 

Oh,  what  a beautiful  world  it  icus  / « 

Cota.  And  H. 

It  Is  not  with  the  earth,  though  I mu«t  till  it, 

I feel  at  war,  but  that  I may  nut  profit 
By  what  it  bears  of  beautiful  untoiling, 

Noi  .p^Ufy  my  thousand  swelling  thoughts 
W ith  knowledge,  nor  allay  my  thousand  lean 
Of  death  and  life. 

Lucifer.  What  thy  world  l«,  thou  ?ectl, 

But  canst  not  comprehend  the  shadow  of 
That  which  it  was. 

Cain.  And  those  enormous  creatures. 

Phantoms  inferior  In  intelligence 
(At  least  so  seeming)  to  the  things  we  have  pass'd, 
Resembling  somewhAt  the  wild  hubitaiiu 
Of  the  deep  woods  of  earth,  the  hugest  which 
Roar  nighUy  in  the  forest,  but  ten-fold 
In  magnitude  and  terror ; toller  than 
The  cherub-guarded  walls  of  Eden,  with 
Eyes  flashing  like  the  fiery  swords  which  fence  them. 
And  tusks  projecting  like  the  trees  stripp'd  of 
Their  bark  and  branches  — what  were  they  ? 

Lucifer.  That  which 

The  Mammoth  is  in  thy  world ; — but  these  lie 
By  myriads  underneath  Its  surface. 

Cnta.  But 

None  on  It  ? 5 

that  such  things  can  have  any  seriouj  cflr«*rC  : who  was  ever  al- 
tered by  a poem?  I beg  leave  to  «>U«ene,  (hat  there  is  no  creed 
or  personal  hypothesis  of  mirte  In  ail  this  ; hut  ( was  ubllced 
to  make  Cain  arul  Lucifer  talk  cuusUicntiy ; and  surely  tliia 
has  always  boro  {lermlttrd  to  poesy.  Cain  is  a proud  man  : 

If  lAirlfcr  promised  him  kingdom.  &r.  It  would  dale  him: 
the  object  of  (he  demon  is  to  deprett  him  still  further  in  his 
own  estimation  than  he  was  before,  by  showing  him  infinite  ; 
things  and  his  own  alMSH-mrot,  till  he  ulli  tntu  the  frame  of  , 
mind  that  leads  to  ttte  catastrophe,  from  mere  inicrmal  trrita-  I 
tion,  not  preintvllUttnn,  or  envy  of  dbd  (which  would  have  . 
made  him  contemptible),  but  from  rage  and  fur;  against  the  i 
Inadequacy  of  his  state  to  his  conceptions,  and  which  dts.  I 
charges  Itself  rather  against  life,  and  the  Author  of  life,  than  j 
the  mere  living.  His  subsequent  remorse  is  the  natural  cflbct  I 
of  liKikiiig  on  his  sudden  deed.  Hail  the  deed  been  pr<~  \ 
meditated,  hit  repentance  would  have  been  tardier.  ”3 
* [Hades  Is  a nlace.  In  Lord  Byron's  deicrlpdoo.  very  dlf-  j 
fereiit  from  all  that  we  had  anticipated.  He  supposes  that  ^ 
the  world  whU  h we  now  inhabit  had  been  preceded  ti;  many 
lurcessive  worlds,  which  had  each,  in  turn,  been  created  and 
mined}  and  the  Inhaliitanti  of  which  he  describes,  on  grounds 
sufficiently  probable  for  poetry,  as  prupurtioord.  In  bodily 
and  inti-Ueeiuai  strength,  to  those  gigantic  specimens  of  am. 
mal  existence  whose  remains  still  perplex  the  naturalist. 
But  he  not  only  places  the  pre-Adamile  giants  In  Hades,  but 
the  ghosts  of  (tie  Mammoth  ifld  Hegatherioo,  their  contem- 
pi^raiies,  and,  above  ail.  the  phantoms  of  the  worlds  them, 
selves  which  these  Ixnngs  inhabited,  srith  their  inountaina, 
oceans,  rnd  foretu,  all  gloomy  and  sad  together,  and  (w« 
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Lucifer.  No : for  thy  frail  race  to  war 
With  them  would  render  the  curse  on  it  useless  — 

’T  wimld  be  destroy’d  so  early. 

CrtiJi.  But  why  ipor  9 

Lucifer.  Tou  have  forf^otten  the  denunciation 
Which  drove  your  race  from  Eden — war  with  all 
thinRs, 

And  death  to  all  things,  and  disease  to  most  things, 
And  pangs  and  hlitemess ; these  were  the  fruit* 

Of  the  forbidden  tree. 

Cain.  But  animals — 

Did  they,  too,  eat  of  it,  that  they  must  die  ? [you, 

Lucifer.  Your  Maker  told  ye,  they  were  made  for 
As  you  f»r  him.  — You  would  not  have  their  doom 
Superior  to  yotir  own  ? Had  Adam  not 
Fallen,  all  had  stood. 

Cain.  Alas  1 the  hopeless  wretches  t 

They  too  must  share  my  sire’s  fate,  like  hb  sons ; 
Like  them,  t(K>,  without  having  shared  the  apple  ; 
Like  them,  too,  without  the  so  dear-bought  Arto«r/«(^e/ 
It  was  a lying  tree  — fur  we  know  nothing. 

At  least  It  pmmisrtl  knotcledne  at  the  /»rice 

Of  death  — but  knou'Iedye  still : but  what  knotce  man  ? 

Lueijer.  It  may  be  death  leads  to  the  highest 
knowledge ; 

And  beiilg  of  all  things  the  sole  thing  certain. 

At  least  leads  to  the  eurest  science:  therefore 
The  tree  was  true,  though  deadly. 

Cm*R.  These  dim  realms  I 

I see  them,  but  I know  them  not 

Lucifer.  Because 

Thy  hour  U yet  afar,  and  matter  cannot 
Comprehend  spirit  wholly  buU’tis  something 
To  know  there  are  such  realms. 

Cain.  We  knew  already 

That  there  was  death. 

Lucifer.  But  not  what  was  beyond  it 

Coir.  Nor  know  I now. 

Lucifer.  Thou  knowest  that  there  Is 

A state,  and  many  states  beyond  thine  own  — 

And  this  thou  kiicwest  not  this  morn. 

Cain.  But  all 

Si'cms  dim  and  shadowy. 

Lucifer.  Be  content ; it  will 

Seem  clearer  to  thine  immortality. 

Cain.  And  yon  imme.'u^urable  liquid  space 
Of  glorious  asure  which  floats  on  beyond  us, 

^V*hich  looks  like  water,  and  which  I should  deem 
The  river  which  flows  out  of  Paradise 
Past  my  own  dwelling,  but  that  It  is  bankless 
And  boundless,  and  of  an  elhmai  hue  — 

What  Is  It  r 

Lucifer.  There  Is  still  some  such  on  earth. 
Although  inferior,  ami  thy  children  shall 
Dwell  near  it  — 't  is  the  phantasm  of  an  ocean. 

Cain.  *Tis  like  another  world ; a liquid  sun  — 
And  those  inordinate  creatures  sporting  o’er 
Its  shining  surfiice  ? 

Lucifer.  Arc  its  inhabitants, 

The  past  leviathans. 

Coin.  And  yon  Immense 

Serpent,  which  rears  lb  dripping  mane  and  vasty 
Head  ten  times  higher  than  the  haughtiest  cedar 
Forth  from  the  abyss,  looking  as  he  could  coll 
Himself  around  the  orbs  we  lately  look'd  on>» 

suppose  he  tnrans'!  ta  a state  of  eternal  lufTerins.  We  really 
think  that  this  belongs  to  that  ipedcs  of  sublune,  vhlch  is 


Is  he  not  of  the  kind  which  bask’d  beneath 
The  tree  In  Eden  ^ 

Lucifer.  Eve,  thy  mother,  best 

Can  tell  what  shape  of  serpent  tempted  her. 

Cain.  This  seems  too  terrible.  No  doubt  the  otlier 
Had  more  of  beauty. 

Lucifer.  Hast  thou  ne’er  beheld  him  ? 

Cain.  Many  of  the  same  kind  (at  least  so  call’d), 
But  never  that  precisely  which  pi'rsuadcd 
The  fiital  fruit,  nor  even  of  the  same  aspect. 

Lucifer.  Tour  father  sow  him  not  f 

CaiR.  No:  *twas  my  mother 

Who  tempted  him  — she  tempted  by  the  serpent- 

Lucifer.  Goo*!  man ! whene’er  thy  wife,  or  thy  sons' 
wives 

Tempt  thee  or  them  to  aught  that 's  new  or  strange, 
Be  sure  thou  seest  first  who  hath  tempted  them. 

Cain.  Thy  precept  come*  too  late;  there  is  no  more 
For  serpents  to  tempt  woman  U*. 

Lucifer.  But  there 

Are  some  things  still  which  woman  may  tempt  man  to, 
And  man  tempt  woman  ; — let  thy  sons  look  to  it  S 
My  counsel  is  a kind  one  ; for ’t  Is  even 
Given  chiefly  at  my  own  expense : *t  Is  true, 

’Twill  not  be  follow’d,  so  there ’s  little  lost, 

Cain.  1 understand  not  this. 

Lucifer.  The  happier  thou  I— 

Thy  world  and  thou  are  still  too  young  \ Thou 
thlnkest 

Thyself  most  wicked  and  unhappy:  is  It 
Not  so  ? 

Cain.  For  crime,  I know  not;  but  for  pain, 

I have  felt  much. 

Lucifer.  Flrst-bom  of  the  first  man  1 

Thy  present  state  of  sin  — and  thou  art  evil. 

Of  sorrow  — and  thou  sufTeivst,  are  lx)th  Eden 
In  all  its  innocence  compared  to  what 
Thou  shortly  may’st  be  ; and  that  state  again 
In  its  redoubled  wretchedness,  a Paradise 
To  what  thy  sons’  som>'  sons,  accumulating 
In  generations  like  to  dust  (which  they 
In  fact  but  add  to),  shall  endure  and  do.— 

Now  let  us  back  to  earth  1 

Coin.  And  wherefore  didst  thou 

Lead  me  here  only  to  inform  me  this  > 

Lucifer.  Was  not  thy  quest  for  knowledge  ? 

Cain.  Yes  ; as  being 

The  road  to  happiness. 

Lucifer.  If  truth  be  so, 

Thou  hast  it 

Cain.  Then  my  father's  God  did  well 

When  he  prohibited  the  fata!  tree. 

Lucifer.  But  bad  done  iK-tter  In  not  planting  it 
But  Ignorance  of  evil  doth  not  save 
From  evil ; It  must  still  roll  on  the  same, 

A part  of  all  things. 

Cain.  * Not  of  all  things.  No  : 

ni  not  believe  it  — for  I thirst  for  g«xxl.  • [evil 

Lucifer.  And  who  and  what  doth  not?  IfXo  covets 
For  its  own  bitter  sake  ? — A’one — nothing  ! ’t  is 
The  leaven  of  all  life,  and  lifelessnes*. 

Cain.  Within  those  glorious  orbs  which  we  beheld, 
Distant  and  dazaling,  and  innumerable, 

Ere  we  came  down  Into  this  phantom  realm, 

HI  cannot  come : they  are  too  beautiful. 


rontiderabl}:  Irsi  than  a single  step  removed  from  the  ridicts. 
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I J uci/*r.  Tbou  hast  seen  them  from  afar  — 

I Cairn.  And  what  of  that  ? 

Di.'«tance  can  but  diminish  glory — they, 

When  nearer,  must  be  more  inefTablc.  [tlful, 

Lucifer.  Approach  the  things  of  earth  most  beau- 
Ami  judge  their  beauty  near. 

CVzin.  I have  done  this  — 

The  loveliest  thing  I know  is  loveliest  nearest. 

Lucifer.  Then  there  must  be  delusion.— What  is 
that, 

I Which  lieing  nearest  to  thine  e>'es  Is  still 
More  beautiful  than  beauteous  things  remote  ? 

Caiu.  My  si»ter  Adah — All  the  stars  of  heaven, 

. The  deep  blue  noon  of  night,  lit  by  an  orb 
! Which  looks  a spirit,  or  a spirit’s  world  — 

The  hues  of  twilight  — the  sun’s  gorgeous  coming  — 
HLs  setting  indescribable,  which  Alls 
hfy  eyes  with  pleasant  tears  as  I behold 
j Him  sink,  and  feel  my  heart  float  softly  with  him 
Along  that  western  paradise  of  clouds — [voice  — 
j The  forest  shade  — the  green  bough  — the  bird's 
I The  vesper  bird’s,  which  seems  to  sing  of  love, 

And  mingles  with  the  song  of  cherubim, 

As  the  day  closes  over  Eden’s  walls  ; — 

All  these  are  nothing,  to  my  eyes  and  heart, 

‘ Like  Adah's  face : 1 turn  from  earth  and  heaven 
‘ To  gaze  on  it 

I Lucifer.  'Tit  flair  as  frail  mortality. 

In  the  first  dawn  and  bloom  of  young  creation, 

: ' And  earliest  embraces  earth’s  parents, 

I I Can  make  its  offspring ; still  it  is  delusion. 

ji  Cain.  You  think  to,  being  not  her  brother. 

^ Lmeifer.  Mortal ! 

I My  brotherhood 's  with  those  who  have  no  children. 

I Otin.  Then  thou  const  have  no  fellowship  with  us. 

I Lucifer.  It  may  be  that  thine  own  shall  be  for  me. 

But  if  thou  dost  possess  a beautiful 
I Being  beyond  all  beauty  In  thine  eyes, 

* Why  art  thou  wretched? 

! Cain.  HTiy  do  I exist  ? 

Why  art  thou  wretched  ? why  arc  all  things  so  ? 

I Ev'n  he  who  made  us  must  be,  as  the  maker 

I Of  things  unhappy  1 To  produce  destruction 
Can  surely  never  lie  the  task  of  joy, 

I I And  yet  my  sire  says  he 's  omnipotent : 

I'  Then  why  Is  evil— he  being  go^  ? I ask’d 
' This  quesdun  of  my  father;  and  he  said, 

Because  this  evil  only  was  the  path 
To  good.  Strange  giiod,  that  must  arise  from  out 
I Its  deadly  opposite  1 1 I lately  saw 
A Utnb  stung  by  a reptile:  the  poor  suckling 

* ■ \jny  foaming  on  the  earth,  lieneatb  the  vain 

And  piteous  bleating  of  its  restless  dam  ; 

My  father  pluck’d  some  herbs,  and  laid  them  to 
The  wound ; and  by  degrees  the  helpless  wretch 
Resumed  its  careless  life,  and  rose  to  drain 
The  mother’s  milk,  who  o’er  it  tremulous 
Stoml  licking  its  reviving  limbs  with  joy. 

Behold,  my  son  I said  Adam,  bow  from  evil 
Springs  good  I 

Lucifer.  What  didst  thou  answer  ? 

Cain.  Nothing ; fur 

I f **  God  Almighty ! 

I There  it  some  soul  of  goodness  in  thin^  eril, 

Wo'ild  men  obscrringly  distil  It  out ; 

For  otir  bad  netghiwurs  make  ui  early  itirren, 

Which  ii  both  hesUhful  and  good  hiubandry; 

Besides,  they  arc  our  outward  consciences. 


He  is  my  father:  but  I thought,  that 't  were 
A better  portion  for  the  animal 
Never  to  have  been  ttunp  at  aiU  than  to 
Purchase  renewal  of  its  little  life 
With  agonies  unutterable,  though 
Dispell’d  by  antidotes. 

Lucifer.  But  as  thou  sald^t 

Of  all  beloved  things  tbou  lovest  her 
Wlio  shared  thy  mother’s  milk,  and  giveth  hers 
Unto  thy  children 

Cain.  Most  assuredly  : 

Wliat  should  1 be  without  her  ? 

Lucifer.  What  am  I ? 

CbtR.  Post  thou  love  nothing  ? 

Lucifer.  What  does  thy  God  love? 

Cain.  All  things,  my  father  says ; but  I confesa 
1 see  it  not  in  their  allotment  here.  [love 

Lucifer.  And,  therefore,  thou  canst  not  see  If  / 
Or  no,  except  some  vast  and  general  purpose, 

To  which  particular  things  must  melt  like  snows. 

Caia.  Snows  1 what  arc  they  ? 

Lucifer.  Be  happier  in  not  knowing 

What  tby  remoter  offspring  must  encounter ; 

But  bask  beneath  the  clime  which  knows  no  winter. 

Cain.  But  dost  thou  not  love  something  like  thy- 
self ? 

Lucifer.  And  dost  thou  love  Ui^telff 

Cat*.  Yw,  but  love  more 

What  makes  my  feelings  more  endurable. 

And  Is  more  than  myself,  because  I love  It 

Lucifer,  Thou  lovest  it,  because ’t  la  beautiful. 

As  WM  the  apple  in  thy  mother’s  eye ; 

And  when  U ceases  to  be  so,  thy  love 
Will  cease,  like  any  other  appetite. 

Cain.  Cease  to  be  beautlKil  1 how  con  that  be  ? 

Lucifer.  W'lth  time. 

Cata.  But  time  has  pass’d,  and  hitherto 

Even  Adam  and  my  mother  both  arc  fl^r : 

Not  fkir  like  Adah  and  the  seraphim  — 

But  very  fair. 

Lucifer.  AH  that  must  pass  away 
In  them  and  her. 

Cain.  I’m  sorry  for  it;  but 

Cannot  conceive  ray  love  for  her  the  less. 

And  when  her  beauty  disappears,  metblnks 
He  who  creates  all  beauty  will  lose  more 
Than  me  in  seeing  perish  such  a work. 

J.ucifer.  I pity  thee  who  lovest  wliat  must  i>erish. 

Cain.  And  1 thee  who  luv’st  nothing. 

Lucifer.  And  thy  brother — 

Sits  he  not  near  thy  heart  ? 

Cain.  Why  should  he  not  ? 

Lucifer.  Thy  father  loves  him  well  — so  does  thy 
God. 

Cain.  And  so  do  I. 

Lucifer.  ’T  Is  well  and  meekly  done. 

Coin.  Meekly  I 

Lucifer.  He  Is  the  second  bom  of  flesh. 

And  It  his  mother's  favourite. 

Coin.  Let  him  keep 

Her  fkvour,  since  the  serpent  was  the  first 
To  win  it 

And  preachers  to  ui  all ; sdmonlihing. 

That  we  should  dresa  us  fairly  for  our  end. 

Thus  may  we  gather  hoaer  fTnm  the  weed. 

And  make  a moral  of  the  detll  himself.*' — 

SBAasraaie.1 
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I I.ucifir.  And  hU  fnlber’f  ? 

Ctiiit.  Whal  Is  that 

To  me  ? should  I not  love  that  whu-h  all  love  ? 

l.tuifrr.  And  the  Jihnvah  — the  indulgent  Ixird, 
And  bounteous  planter  of  barr’d  Paradise  — 

He,  ton,  looks  smilingly  on  Abel. 

CniR.  I 

Ne'er  saw  him,  and  I know  not  If  he  smiles. 

Lneiftr,  But  you  have  seen  his  angels. 

CtiiR.  Raifly. 

l.uciftr.  But 

Sufficiently  to  see  they  love  your  brother : 

//if  sacridces  are  acceptable. 

Cuin.  So  be  they  ! wherefore  speak  to  me  of  this? 

Lucifer.  Because  thou  hast  thought  of  this  ere  now. 

i2<un.  And  If 

I hate  thought  why  recall  a thought  that-—  -(/le 
paustt,  o$  Spirit ! 

Ifere  we  arc  In  lAy  world  : sjwak  not  of  miwe.  [those 
Thou  hast  shown  me  wonders : thou  hast  shown  me 
i .Mighty  prc-Adamlt»-«  who  walk’d  the  earth 
Of  which  ours  is  the  wreck  : thou  hast  |H>inted  out 
.Myriads  of  starry  worlds,  of  which  our  own 
Is  the  dim  and  remote  companion,  iu 
Infinity  of  life  : thou  ha.st  shown  me  shadows 
Of  that  cxl'tence  with  the  drcadetl  name 
Which  my  sire  broug)it  us  — Death  • ; thou  has! 
shown  me  much  — 

' But  not  all : show  me  where  Jehovah  dwells, 

' In  hU  especial  Paradise,  — or  thine  ; 

Where  Is  it  ? 

l.uciftr.  litre,  and  o’er  all  space. 

Coir.  But  ye 

Have  some  allotted  dwelling  — as  all  things ; 

Clay  has  iU  earth,  and  other  worlds  their  tenants; 

All  temporary  breathing  creatures  their 
Peculiar  element ) and  things  which  have 
Ia>ng  ceased  to  breathe  our  breath,  have  theirs,  thou 
I say'»t : 

I And  the  Jehovah  and  thyself  have  thine  — 

Ye  do  not  dwell  together  ? 

Lucifer.  No,  we  reign 

I Together  ; but  our  dwellings  are  asunder. 

I CuiR.  M’ould  there  were  only  one  of  ye  I perchance 
An  unity  of  purpose  might  make  union 
I In  elements  which  seem  now  jarr’d  in  storm*. 

I How  came  ye,  being  spirits,  wise  and  inhuite. 

To  separate  ? Are  ye  not  as  brethren  in 
Vour  essence,  and  your  nature,  and  your  glory  ? 

■ Lucifer.  Art  thou  not  Alwl's  brother  ? 

Coir.  We  are  brethren, 

' And  so  we  shall  mnaln  ; but  were  it  nut  so, 

Is  spirit  like  to  flesh  ? can  It  fail  out  ? 

Infinity  with  Immortality  ? 

Jarring  and  turning  sjvacc  to  misery  — 

! For  what  ? 

Lucifer.  To  reign. 
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CuiR.  Did  ye  not  tell  me  that 

Ye  are  b<dh  eternal  ? l 

Lucifer,  Yea ! I; 

CuiR.  And  what  1 have  seen,  ! 

Yon  blue  immensity.  Is  boundless  ? 

Lucifer.  .Ky.  [not 

CutR.  And  cannot  ye  txdh  rti^n  then  ? — is  there  I 
Enough  * —why  should  yc  differ  ? I 

Lucifer.  We  both  reign. 

CutR.  But  one  of  you  makes  evil.  i 

Lucifer,  Which  ? { 

taiR.  Thou  I for  ! 

If  thou  canst  do  man  good,  why  dost  thou  not  ? 

Lucifer.  And  why  not  he  who  made  ? / made  y-j  ’ 
not; 

Ye  are  hU  creatures,  and  not  mine. 

Ca»R.  Then  leave  us 

Hit  creatures,  as  thou  say’st  wc  are,  or  show  me 
Thy  dwelling,  or  his  dwelling. 

Lucifer.  I could  show  thee 

Both  ; but  the  time  will  come  thou  shalt  see  one 
Of  them  for  evermore.  < 

Cain.  And  why  not  now? 

Lucifer.  Thy  human  mind  hath  scarcely  crasp  to 
gather  > 

The  little  1 have  shown  thee  Into  calm  P 

. .\nd  clear  thought ; atul  thou  wouldst  go  on  aspiring 
To  the  great  double  Mysteries  ! the  t*ro  I^rinripUe  t * 
.\nd  gaae  upon  them  on  their  secret  thrones  I 
Du*t ! limit  thy  antbition  ; for  to  wc 
Either  of  these  would  be  for  thcc  to  perish  I 
Cain.  And  let  me  perUh,  so  1 sec  them  I 
! Lucifer.  There 

The  son  of  her  who  snaU  h’d  the  apple  spake  I |j 

But  thou  would>t  only  iwri.*h,  and  not  see  them ; 1| 

I That  sight  Is  for  the  other  state.  J 

Coir.  Of  death  ? i 

Lwifr.  That  is  the  prelude. 

Cain.  Then  I dread  it  less. 

Now  that  I know  it  leads  to  something  definite.  ij 

Lucifer.  And  now  I will  convey  thee  to  thy  world,  j{ 
WTiere  thou  shall  multiply  the  race  of  Adam, 

Eat.  drink,  toll,  tremble,  laugh,  weep,  sleep,  and  die.  I 
' CriiR.  And  to  what  end  have  I behi  ld  these  thlnga  I 
Which  thou  bast  shown  me  7 

Lucifer,  Did*t  thou  not  require 

Knowledge  ? And  have  I not,  in  what  I show'd. 

Taught  thee  to  know  thyself? 

CaiR.  Alas  I I seem 

Nothing. 

Lucifer.  And  this  should  be  the  human  sum  ' 

Of  knowledge,  to  know  mortal  nature’s  nothingucse; 
Bequeath  that  science  to  thy  children,  and 
’Twill  spare  them  many  tortures.  t 

Coir.  Haughty  spirit  f | 

'Phou  speak’st  it  proudly  ; but  thyself,  though  proud,  I 
Hast  a superior.  l| 


> [•*  Which  mjr  lire  shrSolu  from — Ms, 3 

I > [In  Lord  Brron'*  Diary  fur  Jai>uary  ?s.  IKVl,  we  find  the 
folliiwini  entry  : — 

*•  Thought  for  a Speech  of  l.uctfcr.  m the  vf  Cairn. 

' Were  Death  an  erit,  would  / let  thee  tire  f 
Fool  ! lire  at  t live  — ai  thy  father  lires. 

Aocl  thy  innk’  tons  ihall  lir«  for  evermore  I * **3 
* ('*  It  would  be  to  no  purpose  to  mp|>o«e  two  turh  oppo* 
site  principles.  For,  arlm't  that  a being  infinitely  mischievous 
were  infinitely  cunuing.  aod  Infinitely  powerftil,  ret  it  could 
do  no  evil,  because  the  o;>positr  prlncifHe,  of  Infinite  goodness, 

6 


being  also  infinitely  wise  ai>d  powerfiil,  they  would  tie  up  one 
’ another’s  hands : so  tliat  upon  this  suppmltiun.  the  notion  of 
a deity  would  liRnify  just  nciihing;  and.  by  virtue  of  the 
eternal  opposition  and  equality  of  these  principles,  they  wotild 
I keep  one  another  at  perietuaJ  hays  and.  Iwing  an  equiu  match 
I for  one  amKher,  inslead  of  being  two  deities,  ther  wintld  be  ' 
1 iwn  idols,  able  to  do  ncHher  good  nor  evil.  . Tiitotaov  ; 
i " Mural  e*H  Is  occasioned  by  free  will,  which  implies  choice 
between  good  and  evil.  With  all  the  evil  that  there  la.  there 
I is  no  man  but  wmild  rather  be  a free  agent,  than  a mere  ma- 
' chine  without  the  evil ; and  what  is  best  for  each  individual 
must  be  best  for  the  whole.  If  a mwt  would  rather  the 
machine.  I caooot  agree  with  him."—  Junrsor. 
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CAIN. 


3.'1J 


I.McifrT.  Nf) ! by  hc»veo,  mhich  He 

Hnld^  ami  the  aby«s  and  the  Immensity 
Of  worlds  ami  life,  which  1 hoM  with  him  — No* 

I have  a victor  — true  ; but  no  superior. 

Ilomairc  he  hxs  from  all  — but  none  from  me : 

I leittlc  it  atpilnst  him.  as  1 battled 
In  highest  heaven.  Through  all  etemity, 

And  the  unfathomable  gulfs  of  Ha«k*s, 

And  the  interminable  realms  of  space. 

And  the  Infinity  of  endless  ages, 

All,  all,  will  1 dispute!  And  world  by  world. 

And  star  by  star,  ,and  universe  by  universe. 

Shall  tremble  in  the  balance,  til!  the  great 
Conflict  shall  cease,  If  ever  it  shall  cease. 

Which  It  ne'er  shall,  till  he  or  I be  quench'd  I 
And  wh.il  can  quench  our  immortality, 

(>r  mutual  ami  Irrevocable  hale  ? 

He  as  a conqueror  will  call  the  conquer'd 
F.ril  t but  what  will  l>e  the  goofl  he  gives  ? 

Were  I the  victor,  his  works  would  be  deem'd 
Tne  only  evil  oni’*.  And  you,  ye  new 
And  scarce  Iwm  mortals  what  have  been  his  gifts 
T«>  you  already.  In  your  little  world  ? ' 

Cain.  Dut  few  ! and  some  of  those  but  bitter. 

Lttcifer.  Hark 

With  me,  then,  to  thine  earth,  and  trj-  the  rest 
Of  his  celestial  boons  to  you  and  your*. 

£vU  and  good  are  things  In  their  own  essence. 

And  not  made  good  or  evil  by  the  giver ; 

But  If  he  gives  you  gomi  — to  call  lilm  ; if 
Kvil  springs  from  him,  do  not  name  It  mine, 

Till  ye  know  better  its  true  fount ; and  judge 
Not  by  words,  though  of  spirits  but  the  fruits 
or  your  existence,  such  as  It  must  be. 

One  pood  gift  has  the  fatal  apple  given  — 

Your  reason  : — let  it  not  be  over-sway’d 
By  t>Tannou5  threats  to  force  you  Into  faith 
’Gainst  all  external  sense  and  inward  feeling  : 

Think  and  endure,  — and  form  an  inner  world 
In  your  own  bosom  — where  the  outward  falls  ; 

So  shall  you  nearer  be  the  spiritual 
Nature,  and  w:ir  triutnphant  with  your  own. « 

[ Thep  disappear. 


ACT  III. 


SCKSE  I, 

77<e  Earth  near  Eden,  as  in  /. 

Enter  Caik  find  Adah. 

/Idah.  IIu.sh  t tread  softly,  Cain. 

Cain.  I will } but  wherefore  ? 

» Wh«tc»er  we  enjnjrii  purely  a free  rid  trom  our  Cre«. 
tor  ; but  that  we  enluy  tu>  more,  ran  nerer  *ure  be  deemetl  an 
lojury.  or  a juit  reason  tn  qimtlnn  bU  inflnltr  hencTnlenoe. 
All  our  happiness  is  owing  to  his  ipKMine**  ; but  that  it  It  no 
greater,  is  nvinif  only  to  mirselTrs  ; that  Is.  to  our  not  having 
anr  Inherent  right  to  any  happiness,  or  even  to  any  existence 

at  all.'*  — Jxsvns.3 

• [.As  to  the  question  of  the  origin  of  ct!1.  I.onl  Bvron 

has  neither  thrown  any  new  light  uiwn  it.  nnr  ilarkmcd  the 
previous  knowle-lge  which  we  {wttsessed.  It  remains  Ju« 
where  it  was.  in  its  niigiity,  unrathunied  olisrurity.  Ilis 
Lordship  may.  It  l«  true,  have  m-apituUled  S'mie  of  the  argu> 
meutt  with  a more  ormcise  am!  cavalier  air  ihan  the  old 
•rhoolmen  or  fathers  ; but  the  result  Is  the  same  There  Is 
nu  poelka]  road  to  roeuphysic*.  In  one  view,  however, 
which  our  rhapsodift  ha*  taken  of  the  subject,  we  concMve  he 
has  done  welL  Hr  represents  the  ternfitAtions  held  out  to 
Cain  by  .SaUn,  as  eonstantty  su<-ce««llng  and  rorres^wnding 
to  some  previous  discontent  and  gloomy  dispoiidun  In  bis 


I 


Adah.  Our  little  Enoch  alec(M  upon  yon  bed 
Of  leave*,  beneath  the  cypress. 

rnia.  Cyprc*.sj  *iU 

A gloomy  tree,  which  l»oks  ttt  If  it  mourn'd 
Oer  what  it  shadows ; wherefore  didit  thon  choose  It 
Fur  our  cbild't  canopy  ? 

Adah.  Becaujw  it*  brandies 

Shut  out  the  sun  like  night,  and  therefore  acem'd 
Fitting  to  shadow  slumber. 

Cain.  Ay,  the  last  — 

And  longest  { but  no  matter — le;ui  me  to  him, 

[ They  go  up  to  the  child. 
How  lovely  he  appear*  I hi*  little  cheek*. 

In  their  pure  incarnation,  vying  with 
The  rose  leave*  strewn  beneath  them. 

A'hih.  And  hl.s  li|»,  too, 

How  beautifully  parted!  No;  you  shall  not 
Kis*  him,  at  least  not  now : he  will  aw.ike  ssion. 

His  hour  of  mid-day  re«l  is  nearly  over  ; 

B:it  It  were  pity  to  disturb  him  till 
'T  Is  closed. 

CatN.  You  have  «aid  well ; I will  contain 
My  heart  till  then.  He  smiles,  and  sleeps ! — Sleep  on 
And  smile,  thou  Hi  tie,  young  inheritor 
Of  a world  scarce  le**  young : sleep  on,  and  smile ! 
Thine  are  the  bourn  and  days  when  Iwth  arc  cheering 
And  innocent  I thou  hast  not  pluck'd  the  fruit  — 
Thou  know’st  not  thou  art  naked  ! Must  the  time 
Come  thou  shall  be  amerced  for  *in*  unknown, 

: MTiich  were  not  thine  nor  mine?  But  now  sleep  on  ! 
Hi*  checks  are  rcdilening  Into  deeper  smiles, 

And  shining  lids  are  trembling  o'er  his  lung 
I.,:(she*,  dark  as  the  cyprm  which  waves  o’er  them  ; 
Half  open,  from  lieneath  them  the  clear  blue 
Laughs  out,  although  in  slumtior.  He  must  dream  — 
Of  what  ? Of  Paradise  I — Ay  1 dream  of  It, 

My  disinherited  boy  l 'T  i*  but  a dream ; 

For  never  more  thyself,  thy  sons,  nor  fathers. 

Shall  walk  in  that  furbldtlcn  place  of  joy  ! » 

Atiah.  Dear  Cain  1 Nay,  do  not  whisper  o*cr  our  son 
Such  melancholy  yearnings  o'er  the  i»ast ; 
y»hy  will  thou  always  mount  for  I’aradlse  ? 

Can  we  not  make  another  ? 

Cain.  Where  ? 

Adah.  Here,  or 

Where’er  thou  wilt;  where’er  thou  art,  I feci  not 
The  want  of  this  so  much  regretted  Eden. 

Have  I not  thee,  our  boy,  our  sire,  and  brother. 

And  Zillah — our  sweet  *lster,  atid  our  Eve, 

To  whom  we  owe  so  much  besides  our  birth  ? 

Cain.  Yes — death,  too,  is  amongst  the  debts  we 
owe  her.  [lienee, 

Adah.  Cain ! that  proud  spirit,  who  withdrew  thee 

own  mind  ; to  that  Liicirrr  is  little  more  tbnn  the  personiard 
demon  of  his  imaxinntlon  : ami  further,  the  arts  or  guilt  aiMl 
folly  Into  which  Cain  ts  hurried  are  nni  treated  as  arclitenul, 
nr  as  orrasioiiml  by  passing  causes,  but  as  sprintrine  from  an 
internal  fury,  a morbid  state  akin  tn  phreiiiy,  a mind  dissatis* 
lied  with  Itself  and  all  things,  and  haunted  hr  an  insatialiie, 
•luhiiom  longing  after  knowledge  rather  than' happiness,  and 
a fatal  pronmest  to  dwell  un  the  evil  side  of  things  rather 
than  the  gs»od.  We  here  si«e  the  dreadful  r«nseqii>-ncrt  of 
n>'H!  curbing  this  dlspositiun  (which  is,  aAer  all,  )M?rhaps,  the 
sin  that  tn'ut  easily  beset*  humanity,^  exemplihed  in  a 
striking  point  nf  view  i and  we  *o  far  think,  that  the  moral 
to  l>e  derived  from  a perusal  of  thl*  MysCury  U a valuabta 
one.  _ Jarraav.] 

> (The  censorious  may  say  what  tliev  wfll.  hut  there  are 
>pe«Thes  tn  the  mouth  of  Cain  and  Adah'  es|>ednUy  reganllng 
Iheif  child,  which  nothing  in  English  jmetry  but  the  *•  wood- 
mwes  wild”  of  S>aks]ieare  ever  equalled.  — S»a  Ec.Barow 
Bkyugbs.J 
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ACT  III. 


Hath  sadden'd  thine  still  deeper.  I had  hoped 
The  promised  wonders  which  thou  hast  beheld. 
Visions,  thou  saj'st,  of  past  and  present  worlds, 

Would  hsN'e  composed  thy  mind  into  the  calm 

Of  a contented  knowledge  ; but  1 see 

Thy  guide  hath  done  thee  evil : still  I thank  him, 

And  can  forgive  him  all,  that  he  so  soon 

Hath  given  thee  l»ck  to  us. 

Gtin.  So  soon  ? 

JiUih.  *T  Is  scarcely 

Two  houM  since  ye  dcparte<l : two  long  hours 
To  mi",  but  only  hourt  upon  the  sun.  i 

Cairn.  And  yet  I have  &]>proach‘d  that  sun,  and  sccn| 
Worlds  which  he  once  shone  on,  and  never  more  j 
Shall  light}  and  worlds  he  never  lit:  methought 
Years  had  roll'd  o'er  my  absence,  j 

^4f/aA.  Hardly  hours. 

Cairn,  The  mind  then  bath  capacity  of  time, 

And  measures  It  by  that  which  it  beholds,  i 

Pleasing  or  painful ; little  or  atmlghty. 

I had  beheld  the  Immemorial  works  \ 

Of  endless  beings ; sklrr'd  extinguish’d  worlds ; 

And,  gailng  on  eternity,  methought 
1 had  lK>rrow'd  more  by  a few  drops  of  ages 
From  its  immensity;  but  now  I feel 
My  littleness  again-  Well  said  the  spirit. 

That  I was  nothing ! 

Atl/ih.  Wherefore  said  he  so  ? 

Jehovah  said  not  that 

Cttifn.  No : he  contents  him 

With  making  us  the  nothing  which  wc  are ; 

.\nd  after  flattering  dust  with  glimpses  of 
E<len  and  ImmortiUty,  resolves 
It  back  to  dust  again  —for  what  > 

A>iah.  Thou  know’st  — 

Even  for  our  parents'  error. 

Cain.  ^^'hat  Is  that 

' To  us?  they  sinn’d,  then  let  th^-m  die  ! [thought 
j A'liih.  Thou  hast  not  spoken  well,  nor  is  that 
I Thy  own,  but  of  the  spirit  who  was  with  thee. 

^ Would  / could  die  for  them,  so  thry  might  live ! 

Glia.  "Tiy,  so  say  I — provided  that  one  victim 
Might  satiate  the  insatiable  of  life. 

And  that  our  llule  rosy  sleeper  there 
, Might  never  taste  of  death  nor  human  sorrow, 

I Nor  hand  it  down  to  those  who  spring  from  him.  [day 
I AiLih.  How  know  we  that  some  such  atonement  one 
May  not  redeem  our  race  ? 

Cain.  By  sacrificing 

The  harmless  for  the  guilty  ? what  atonement 
Were  there  ? why,  ir«  are  innocent : what  have  we 
IXme,  that  we  must  be  victims  for  a deed 
Before  our  birth,  or  need  have  victims  to 
Alone  for  this  mysterious  nameless  sin  — 

If  it  lie  such  a sin  to  seek  for  knowledge  ? 

Atliih.  Alas  I thou  sinnest  now,  my  Cain : thy  words 
I Sound  impious  in  mine  ears. 

I Cain,  Then  leave  me ! 

I Allah.  Never, 

I Though  thy  God  left  thee, 

' Cain.  Say,  what  have  wc  here  ? 

Allah.  Two  altars,  which  our  brother  Abel  made 
I During  thine  absence,  whereupon  to  offrr 
A sacrifice  to  God  on  thy  return. 


Cain.  And  bow  knew  he.  that  I would  be  so  ready 
With  the  burnt  offerings,  which  he  daily  brings 
With  a meek  brow,  whose  base  humility 
Shows  more  of  fear  than  worship,  as  a bribe 
To  the  Creator  ? 

Adah.  Surely,  't  li  well  done. 

Cain.  One  altar  may  suffice  ; I have  no  offering. 

Adah.  The  fruits  of  the  earth,  the  early,  Ix'autiful 
Blossom  and  bud,  and  bloom  of  flowers  and  frulu. 
These  are  a goodly  offering  to  the  Lord, 

Given  with  a gentle  and  a contrlle  spirit,  , 

Glia.  I have  toll'd,  and  till'd,  and  sweaten  in  the  sun 
According  to  the  curse : — must  I do  more  ? 

For  what  should  I be  gentle  ? for  a war 

With  all  the  elements  ere  they  will  yield 

The  bread  we  cat  ? For  what  must  1 be  grateful? 

For  U'lng  dust,  and  grovelling  In  the  dust. 

Till  I return  to  dust?  If  1 am  nothing  — 

For  nothing  shall  I be  an  hy|K»crite, 

And  sii'm  wcll-plea.cd  with  |uin  ? For  what  should  I 
Be  contrite  ? for  my  father's  sin,  already 
Expiate  with  what  we  all  have  undergone. 

And  to  be  more  than  expiated  by 
The  ages  prophesied,  upon  our  seed. 

Little  deems  our  young  blooming  sU^eper,  there. 

The  germs  of  an  eternal  misery 
To  m>riads  I*  within  him  1 better  'twere 
1 snatch'd  him  in  hU  sleep,  and  dash’d  him  'gainst 
The  rocks,  than  let  him  live  to 

Adah.  Oh,  my  God  I 

Touch  not  the  child  — my  child  I thy  child!  Ob 
Cain  t 

Giia.  Fear  not  1 fur  all  the  stars,  and  all  the  i>o\Ter 
, Which  sways  them,  I would  not  accost  yon  infant 
With  ruder  greeting  than  a father’s  kiss. 

^ Adah.  Then,  why  so  awful  in  thy  speech  ? 

Glia.  I said, 

'Twere  better  that  he  eca«ed  to  Ih'e,  than  give 
Life  to  so  much  of  sorrow  as  he  must 
Endure,  and,  harder  still,  bequeath ; but  since 
That  saying  jars  you,  let  us  only  say  — 

'Twere  better  th.it  he  never  had  been  bom. 

Allah.  Oh,  do  not  say  so ! >\’herc  were  then  the  joj  s. 
The  mother’s  joys  of  watching,  nourishing, 

And  loving  him  ? Soft  I he  awakes.  Sweet  Enoi’h  ! 

I [.N'Ae  yoes  to  the  child. 

Oh,  Cain  ! look  on  him ; sec  how  full  of  life. 

Of  strength,  of  bloom,  of  beauty,  ami  of  joy. 

How  like  to  me  — how  like  to  tliee,  when  gentle, 

Fur  then  wc  are  uU  alike;  is't  not  s<i,  Cain  ? 

Mother,  and  sire,  and  son,  our  features  are 
’ Reflected  In  each  other;  as  they  are 
In  the  clear  waters,  when  they  are  penile,  and 
NVneu  Mow  art  penile.  Love  us,  then,  my  Cain  I 
And  love  thyself  for  our  sakes,  for  we  love  thee. 

Look  1 how  he  laughs  and  stretches  out  his  arms, 

And  opens  wide  hU  blue  eyes  upon  thine. 

To  bail  his  father;  while  bis  little  form 
iFlutters  as  wing'd  with  joy.  Talk  not  of  pain ! 

{The  childless  cherubs  weU  might  envy  thee 
The  pleasures  of  a parent  I Bless  him,  Cain  1 
As  yet  be  hath  no  words  to  thank  thee,  but 
Ills  heart  will,  and  thine  own  too.  ' 

Glia.  Bless  thee,  boy  1 


* rTb«  third  Act  thowt  us  Cain  sinomnr  lamenting  over  sacrifice  which  hU  brother  is  about  to  offer.  Here  are  some 
the  fitinrv  fortuaes  of  his  infant  son.  and  wilhitanding  all  the  uasuRCf  of  no  common  beauty.  That  which  strAcs  us  moot 
c<joso«atiooa  and  entreafiea  of  Adah,  who  is  anxious  to  soften  U when  the  parents  are  bAAgitig  over  their  slcruUlg  bor.  — 


him  to  the  Usk  of  autimiatioo  and  to  a partiapation  Id  the  Htaca.j 
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If  that  a mortiU  blming  may  avail  tbrc. 

To  save  thee  from  the  serpent’s  curse  I i 

Adah.  It  shall.  / 

Surely  a father’s  blessiog  may  avert  j 

A i^ptile's  subtlety.  ' 

Cain.  Of  that  I doubt ; 

But  bless  him  ne'er  the  less. 

Allah.  Our  brother  comes. 

Cain.  Thy  brother  Abel. 

Enter  Abf.L. 

AhtL  Welcome,  Cain  I My  brother, 

The  {>eace  of  God  be  on  thee  \ 

Cain.  Abel,  hall  t 

Abel.  Our  sister  tells  me  that  thou  bast  been  wan- 
derinj;, 

In  high  communion  with  a spirit,  far 
Beyond  our  wontetl  range.  Was  he  of  those 
We  have  M‘en  and  si>ukcn  with,  like  to  our  father? 
Cain,  No. 

AbeL  Why  then  commune  with  him  ? be  may  be 
A foe  to  the  Most  High. 

Cain.  And  friend  to  man. 

Hi'*  the  Mo?t  High  been  so— If  so  you  term  him  ? 
Abel.  Term  him  / your  words  arc  strange  to-day, 
my  brother. 

My  sister  Adah,  leave  us  for  awhile  — 

We  mean  to  sacridee. 

Atlak.  Farewell,  my  Cain ; 

Out  dr^t  embrace  thy  son.  May  his  soft  spirit, 

And  Abel's  pious  ministry,  recall  thee 
To  peace  and  holiness ! 

Adah,  tr/M  her  ehihl. 

AfteL  W'bcrc  hast  thou  been  ? 

CniM.  I know  not. 

AbeL  Nor  w bat  thou  bast  seen  ? 

Cain.  The  dead. 

The  immortal,  the  unbounded,  the  omnipotent. 

The  overpowering  mysteries  of  s|>acc  — 

The  innumerable  worlds  that  were  and  are  — 

A whirlwind  of  such  overwhelming  things,  [spheres 
Suns  muons  and  earths,  upon  their  loud-voiced 
Singing  in  thunder  round  me,  as  have  moile  me 
Undl  for  mortal  converse:  leave  me,  Abel. 

AbeL  Thine  eyes  are  flashing  with  unnatural  light — 
Thy  check  U flush'd  with  an  unnatural  hue  — 

Thy  words  are  (Vaught  with  an  unnatural  sound  — 
What  may  tbU  mean  ? 

Oiin.  It  means 1 pray  thee,  leave  me. 

AbeL  Not  till  we  hare  pray’d  and  sacriflecd  together. 
Cut*.  Alx‘l,  I pray  thee,  sacriflee  alone  — 

Jehovah  loves  thee  weU. 

AbeL  Both  well,  I hope. 

Cain.  But  thee  the  better : I care  not  for  that ; 
Thou  art  fitter  fur  his  worship  than  I am  ; 

Uevere  him,  then — but  let  it  be  alone  — 

At  least,  w'ithout  me. 

AbeL  Brother,  I should  ill 

Dcseiwe  the  name  of  our  great  felher's  son. 

If,  as  my  elder,  I revered  thee  not. 

And  in  the  worship  of  our  God  call’d  not 
On  thee  to  join  me,  ami  precede  me  in 
Our  priesthood  — t U thy  place. 

CuiN.  But  I have  ne'er 

Asserted  iL 

AbJ.  The  more  ray  grief ; I pray  thee 
To  do  so  now : thy  soul  seems  labouring  la 
Some  strong  delusion  ; it  vrlU  calm  thee. 


I CoiA.  No  t 

Nothing  can  calm  roe  more.  Calm!  say  I?  Never 
Knew  I wbat  calm  was  in  the  soul,  although 
I have  seen  the  elements  still'd.  My  Abel,  leave  me  1 
Or  let  me  leave  thee  to  thy  pious  purpose. 

I Abd.  Neither  ; we  must  perform  our  task  tugetlier. 
Spurn  me  not. 

I Cain.  If  It  must  be  so well,  then, 

V^-hat  shall  I do  ? 

i AIkL  Choose  one  of  those  two  altars. 

' C'ain.  Choose  for  me : they  to  me  are  so  uiucb  turf 
And  »tooc. 

I Abet.  Choose  thou ! ^ 

Cain.  1 have  chosen. 

AbeL  T is  the  highest. 

And  suits  thee,  as  the  cider.  Now  prepare 
Thine  otferings. 

('aia.  Where  are  thine  ? 

Abel.  Behold  them  here— 

The  firstlings  of  the  flock,  and  fat  thereof — 

A shepherd’s  bumble  offering. 

I Cain.  I have  no  flocks ; 

1 am  a tiller  of  the  ground,  and  must 
Yield  what  it  ylcideth  to  my  toil — lbs  fruit : 

( He  gathers  fruits. 

j Behold  them  in  their  various  bloom  and  riiiciicskS. 

[ Thejf  dress  their  altars,  and  kindle  a juime 
; upon  them, 

Abel.  My  brother,  as  the  elder,  olTer  first 
Thy  prayer  and  thanksgiving  with  sacriflee. 

^ C’uia.  No—  I am  new  to  this  ; lead  thou  the  way, 
.\nd  I will  follow  — as  1 may.  * 

Abel  {kHteling).  Oh,  God  1 

Who  mode  us,  and  who  breathed  the  breath  of  life 
Within  our  nostrils,  who  bath  blessed  us, 

And  spared,  despite  our  father's  sin,  to  make 
' Ills  children  ail  lost,  :ls  they  might  have  been, 

I llad  not  thy  Justice  been  so  tero^icr'd  with 
I The  mercy  which  Is  thy  delight,  as  to 
I Accord  a pardon  like  a Paradise, 

' Compared  with  our  great  crimes  i — Sole  Lord  of  llpb% 
i Of  good,  and  glory,  and  eternity  ! 

Without  whom  all  were  evil,  and  with  whom 
I Nothing  can  err,  except  to  some  good  end 
Of  thine  omnii>otent  benevolence  — 

Inscnitable,  but  still  to  Ite  fulflll'd  — 

Accept  from  out  thy  humble  first  of  shepherds* 

First  of  the  first-bom  flocks  — an  offering. 

In  itself  notl'.ing  — as  what  offering  iwii  be 
Aught  unto  thee  ? — but  yet  accept  it  for 
The  lhank»giving  of  him  who  spreads  it  In 
The  face  of  thy  high  heaven,  bowing  his  own 
Even  to  the  dust,  of  which  he  U,  in  honour 
Of  thi-e,  and  of  thy  name,  for  evermore  ! 

CuiM  ^standing  erect  during  this  speech).  Spirit  1 
whate’er  or  whosoe’er  thou  art, 

Omni|K)tent,  it  may  be — and,  if  k^khI, 

Shown  in  the  exemption  of  thy  deeds  from  evil; 
Jehovah  ui>on  earth  I and  God  in  bi-aven  1 
And  it  may  be  with  other  names,  because 
Thine  attributes  seem  many,  as  thy  works : — 

If  thou  must  be  propitiated  with  prayers, 

, Take  them  I If  thou  must  be  induced  with  altars, 

I And  soften’d  with  a sacrifice,  receive  them  1 
I Two  beings  here  erect  them  unto  thee.  [smokes 
I If  thou  lov'st  blood,  the  shepherd's  shrine,  which 
I On  my  right  hand,  hath  shed  It  for  thy  service 
' In  the  first  of  bis  flock,  whose  Urobs  now  reck 
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In  Mns^hiary  inccme  to  thy  skies  ; 

Or  If  the  sweet  anil  blooming  fruits  of  eartlj, 

Ami  miliier  seasons,  which  the  unstain'd  turf 
I spread  them  on  now  o/Ters  in  the  face 
Of  the  broad  sun  which  ri)>cn*d  them,  may  term 
Goixl  to  thee,  inasmuch  a<  they  have  not 
Suffer’d  In  limb  or  life,  and  rather  form 
A sample  of  thy  works,  tlian  supplication 
To  look  on  ours  t If  a shrine  without  victim, 

And  altar  without  gore,  may  win  thy  favour, 
laKik  on  it  ! and  for  biro  who  dres:«th  it, 
lie  Is — such  as  thmi  mairst  him  ; and  seeks  nothing 
M’lilch  must  be  won  by  kneeling : if  he ’s  evil, 

Strike  him  ! thou  an  omnipotent,  and  may'at  — 

Kor  what  can  he  oppose  ? If  he  be  S'hmI, 

Strike  him,  or  spare  him,  as  thou  wilt  1 since  all 
Kespi  upon  thee  ; and  good  and  evil  seem 
To  have  no  power  themselves,  save  in  thy  will ; 

And  whether  that  be  giKxl  or  Itl  I know  not. 

Not  licing  omnipotent,  nor  fit  tojudge 

Omnipotence,  but  merely  to  endure 

Its  mandate;  which  thus  far  1 have  endured. 

r The  Jire  ti/ton  the  altar  of  Aaei.  hiadltM  into  a 
eolmmn  of  the  bri^hteet  anJ  aecendw  to 

heaten  ; whiU  a vhirUcind  throtce  down  the 
altar  of  Cain,  and  Mcntten  the  fruiti  abroad 
upon  the  earth. 

j4bel  (kneeling).  Oh,  brother,  pray  1 Jehovah's  wroth 
with  thee. 

A Cain.  Why  so  ? 

m AfnJ.  Thy  fruits  are  scatter’d  on  the  earth. 

/ Cuin.  From  earth  they  came,  to  earth  let  them 
return  ; 

Their  seed  will  bear  fresh  fruit  there  ore  the  summer: 
Thy  burnt  flesh-offrlng  prospers  better ; see 
How  heav'n  licks  up  the  flames,  when  thick  with 
blood  ! 

Abel.  Think  not  ujKin  my  oflerlng’s  acceptance, 
Hut  make  another  of  thine  own  before 
It  Is  too  late. 

Cain.  I will  build  no  more  altars, 

Nor  juffer  any.  — 

AM  {rising).  Cain  I what  meanest  thou  ? 

Otin,  To  cast  down  yon  vile  flatt’rerof  the  clouds. 
The  smoky  harbinger  of  thy  dull  pray'rs  — 

Thine  altar,  with  its  blood  of  lambs  and  kids, 

WTilch  fed  on  milk,  to  be  destroy’d  in  blood. 

Abel  (^oppo$ing  Aim).  Thou  shalt  not; — add  not 
Impious  works  to  impious 
Worls  1 let  that  altar  stand  — *tis  hallow'd  now 
n>  the  immortal  pleasure  of  Jehovah, 

In  his  acceptance  of  the  victims. 

Cain.  ITti ! 

fit*  pleeuure  ! what  sra.s  hU  high  pleasure  in 
The  fumes  of  s^-orching  flesh  and  smoking  bliKxi, 

< [U  is  crldpHl  thsl  l>ortJ  HjTfm  h»<l  studied  his  •iibjrrl 
eery  ii«*eply ; arvi.  (hongh  he  ha*  varied  a little  from,  or  gone 
a little  iMyond,  the  Vetter  of  Scripture,  whirh  U eery  concise, 
yet  he  has  apparently  enterr.1  with  grrat  exartness  Into  the 
min-li  nf  Cain  and  Aiml  in  this  rn<4t  interesting  scene  : and 
irrre  it  allowalile  to  a<cribe  to  the  author  of  a dramatic  work 
the  principles  nr  feelinirs  nf  a11  nr  any  of  hU  characters,  ex. 
rept  at  adopting  them  for  hit  partioil'ar  purpose,  one  w«mld 
he  at  a lots  to  say.  whether  I.,ord  Bvmn  ought  most  to  be 
identided  with  Cain,  nr  with  Ahd  { s->  appr'Vpriateiy  has 
he  maiiiLdned  the  character  of  each.  — Cas^r'i  **  }*oUt  on 
\ i'um,*' p.  401.] 

j * [At  a whole.  Ihii  scene  Is  h«ivy  and  clutnsUy  managed. 
1 1 It  r.m  hardly  fall  to  strike  the  reader  as  ,i  defect  In  poetry,  nn 
1 1 ksi  thau  a departure  from  history,  that  the  event  which  ts  the 


0- 


i To  the  pain  of  the  bleating  mothers,  which 

i Still  yearn  for  their  dead  offspring  ? or  the  pangs 
Of  the  sad  ignorant  victims  underneath 
j Thy  pious  knife  ? Give  way  I this  bloody  recrrrd 
I Shall  not  stand  in  the  sun,  to  shame  creation  I 

Abel.  Brother,  give  back  1 thou  shalt  nut  touch  my 
altar 

W'ith  violence ; if  that  thou  wilt  adopt  It, 

To  try  another  sacrifice,  *tls  thine. 

Cain.  Another  sacrifice  I Give  wuy,  or  cUe 

That  sacrifice  may  be 

AbeL  What  rocan’st  thou  ? 

Cain.  Give  — 

Give  way  ! — tby  God  loves  blood!  — then  look  to 
it;  — 

Give  way,  ere  he  hath  more  f 

Abel.  In  A is  great  name, 

I stand  between  thee  and  the  shrine  which  bath 
Had  his  acceptanix. 

Coi«.  If  thou  lov’st  thyself. 

Stand  back  till  I have  strew'd  this  turf  along 
lU  native  soil else  — 

Abe! {offposing  Aim).  I love  God  fur  more 

Than  lift.  » 

Cain  i^Mtriking  him  icith  a brandy  on  the  templcst 
ipAicA  Ar  tntitche$  from  the  altar). 

Then  take  thy  life  untu  thy  G<xl, 
Since  he  loves  lives. 

AM (falU).  What  hast  thou  done,  my  brother? 
Cain.  Brother  1 

AM.  Oh,  God  1 rccfive  thy  servant,  and 

Forgive  hU  slayer,  for  he  knew  not  what 
He  did  — Cain,  give  me  — give  me  tby  hand  ; and  tell 
Poor  Zillah 

Cuin  {after  a momrnt'§  tlujtefactiony.  My  band  1 
't  U all  red,  and  with  — 

What  ? 

[/f  byng  yxiwjie.  — Looking  etutclg  munil. 
^’here  am  I ? alone  I Where’s  Alnd  ? where 
Cain  ? Can  It  l»c  that  I am  he?  My  brother, 
Awake  I — why  licst  thou  so  on  the  green  earth  ? 

T is  not  the  hour  of  slumber;  — why  so  jolc  ? 

What,  hast  thou ! thou  wert  full  of  life  thia  moro  I 

Abel  ! I pray  ihec,  mock  me  not ! 1 smote 

Too  fiercely,  but  not  fatally.  Ah,  why 
Wouldst  thou  oppose  me  ? This  ts  mockery ; 

And  only  dtmc  to  daunt  me : — ’t  wjaji  blow  - 
And  but  a Mow.  Stir — stir — nay.  only  stir! 

Why,  so— that’s  well  1— thou  breath'st!  breathe 
Oh,  God  1 Ob,  God  1 [upon  me  1 

Abel  (eery  faintly ).  What 's  he  who  Speaks  of  God  ? 
Cain.  Thy  murderer. 

AM.  Then  may  God  forgive  him  I Cain, 

Comfort  poor  Zillah ; — she  has  but  one  brother 
Now.  [Abslc/ics.  * 

caUitrophe  of  the  drama.  U no  otherwiie  than  incVdeoUllr. 
we  may  %*j  aeddenUUy,  pn>duced  by  thove  wh»cli  precede  ft. 
Cain,  whoxe  whole  rharaetcr  It  repreiented  in  Scripture  as 
envious  and  mallrlout.  rather  than  im|kutii ; — this  t*.a}ti,  as 
painted  by  I>ard  Byron,  has  no  quarrel  with  his  brother  what> 
ever,  nor,  exceytt  in  a tingle  word,  does  he  intimate  any 
jealoufjr  of  him.  Two  arts,  and  half  Uie  thini.  are  |M«sed 
without  our  advancing  a single  step  toward*  Uir  ronclukhm  ; 

I and  Ai*e]  at  lenrth  by  a random  blow  given  In  a itruggie 
I of  which  the  t»ti)eet  li  not  hU  destrut'lion,  but  the  overthrow 
of  Jehovah's  alur.  If  we  could  suppose  a reader  to  sit  down 
; to  the  perusal  of  the  drama  in  ignorance  of  Its  ratastropha,  ha 
. could  scarcely  be  less  »urprised  by  Its  termluAtion  in  such  a 
J stroke  of  rbaner>modley,  than  if  Abel  had  been  made  to  drop 
; down  111  an  apoplexy,  or  Cain  to  die  of  grief  over  his  body.  — 
ilaBXB.) 
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Cain.  And  1 none  ! — Who  makes  me  brothertess  ? 
Ilia  eyes  are  open  ] then  he  is  not  dead  1 
Death  U like  sleep ; nnd  sleep  shuts  down  our  lids. 
His  Ups,  too,  are  apart ; why  then  be  breathes  1 
And  yet  1 feel  it  not  — His  heart!  — hU  heart! 

Let  roc  see,  doth  it  beat  ? methinks  — No ! — no!  i 
This  is  a vision,  else  I am  become  I 

The  native  of  another  and  worse  world.  [wet;  | 

The  earth  swims  round  me  : — what  Is  this  ? — ‘tU  : 
[Pk/s  Ats  Acttrf  to  ki$  l/rowj  and  tMen  Idtoks  at  it.  | 
And  yet  there  arc  no  dews!  *T is  blood  — my  blood — ' 
My  brother’s  and  my  own ! and  shed  by  me  J 
Then  what  have  I further  to  do  with  life,  I 

Since  I have  taken  life  from  my  own  flesh  ? 

But  he  cannot  be  dead  ! — Is  silence  death  7 
No ; he  will  wake : then  let  me  watch  by  hint 
Life  cannot  be  so  slight,  as  to  be  quench'd 
1 Thus  quickly  I — he  hath  spoken  to  me  since  — 

What  shall  I say  to  him  7 — My  brother  1 — No : 

) He  will  not  answer  to  that  name  ; for  brethren  — ^ 
mite  not  each  other.  Yet  — yet  — speak  to  me. 

Oh  1 for  a word  mure  of  that  gentle  voice, 

I That  1 may  bear  to  hear  my  own  again  1 

Enter  Zillah. 

ZiUnh.  I heard  a heavy  sound  ; what  can  it  be  7 
*Tis  Cain  ; and  watching  by  my  husband.  What 
Dost  thou  there,  brother  ? Doth  be  sleep  ? Ob, 
hcav'n  i [no! 

What  means  this  paleness,  and  yon  stream  7 — No, 
It  is  not  blood ; fur  who  would  shed  his  blood  7 
Abel ! wbat 's  this  ? — who  bath  done  this  7 He 
moves  not ; 

He  breathes  not:  and  bis  bauds  drop  down  from  mine 
With  stony  Itfclcssncss  ! Ah  1 cruel  Cain  ! 

Why  cam’st  thou  not  in  time  to  save  him  from 
This  violence  7 Whatever  hath  amil'd  him, 

Thou  wert  the  stronger,  and  should'st  have  stepp'd  In 
. Between  him  and  aggression  1 Father!  — Eve!  — 
Adah!  — come  hither!  Death  is  In  the  world  J 

[/>zi<  ZlLLAH,  calling  on  her  Parent*^  ^c. 
Cain($olut).  And  who  hath  brought  him  there  7 
j — I — who  abhor 

j The  name  of  Death  so  deeply,  that  the  thought 
Empoison'd  aU  my  life,  tieforc  1 knew 
HU  as]tcct  — I have  led  him  here,  and  glv'D 
My  brother  to  his  cold  and  still  embrace, 

As  If  he  would  nut  have  asserted  his 
Inexorable  claim  without  my  aid.  V 

1 am  awake  at  List  — a dreary  dream  \ 

Had  madden'd  me  ; — but  he  ne'er  awoke  ! 

Enter  Adasi,  Eve,  Ax>ah,  and  ZiLLAU. 

Adam.  A voice  of  woe  from  ZiUah  brings  me 
here.  — 

^Tiat  do  1 sec  ? — 'T  Is  true  1 — My  son  ! — my  son  1 
Woman,  behold  the  serpent's  work,  and  thine ! 

[ To  Eve. 

Eve.  Oh ! speik  not  of  it  now : the  serpent's  fangs 
Are  in  my  heart  My  best  beloved,  Abel  1 
Jehovah  ! this  Is  punishment  beyond 
A mother's  sin,  to  take  him  from  me  ! 

Adam.  Who,  [thou 

Or  what  hath  done  this  deed  7 — speak.  Coin,  since 
Wert  ir.'sent ; was  it  some  more  hos^  angel, 


Who  walks  not  with  Jehovah  7 or  some  wild 
Brute  of  the  forest  ? 

Eve.  Ah  I a Uvid  light 

Breaks  through,  as  from  a thunder-cloud  I yon  brand, 
Massy  and  bloody  I snatch’d  from  off  the  altar, 

And  black  with  smoke,  and  red  with 

Adam,  Speak,  my  son  I 

.S|>cak,  and  assure  us,  wretched  as  wc  are, 

That  we  are  not  more  miserable  still. 

Adah.  Speak,  Cain  1 and  say  it  was  not  thou  ! 

Ex?e.  It  was. 

I see  it  now  — he  hangs  hU  guilty  bead, 

And  covers  his  ferocious  eye  with  bands 
Incarnadine. 

Adtih.  Mother,  thou  dost  him  wrong  — 

Cain  I clear  thee  from  this  horrible  accusal, 

Which  grief  wrings  from  our  patent 

Eve.  Hear,  Jehovah  1 

May  the  eternal  serpent’s  curse  be  on  him ! 

For  he  was  fitter  for  his  seed  than  ours. 

May  all  hU  da)  s be  desolate.  May 

Adah.  Hold ! ^ 

Curse  him  not  mother,  for  he  is  thy  son — f 

Curse  him  not  mother,  for  he  is  my  brother,  ' 

And  my  betroth’d. 

Eve.  He  hath  left  thee  no  bndher—  ' 

Zilloh  no  htisUind  — me  no  non!  for  thus  I 

1 cur»e  him  from  my  sight  for  evermore ! / 

AU  bonds  I break  bctwi-en  us,  as  he  broke 
That  of  bU  nature,  in  you  ■ Oh  death  ! death  t 
Why  didst  thou  nut  take  me,  who  first  incurr'd  thee  ? 
Why  dost  thou  nut  so  now  7 

Adam.  Eve  I let  not  this, 

Thy  natural  grief,  lead  to  impiety  ! 

A heavy  doom  was  long  forespoken  to  us ; 

And  now  that  it  begins,  let  it  be  borne 
In  such  sort  as  may  show  our  God  that  wc 
Are  faithful  servants  to  bis  holy  will.  \ 

Eve  (pointing  to  Cain).  Uutcill//  the  will  of  yon  \ 
incarnate  spirit  \ 

Of  death,  whom  1 have  brought  upon  the  earth  q 
To  strew  it  with  the  dead.  May  all  the  curses 
Of  life  be  on  him  I and  bis  agonies 
! Drive  him  forth  o'er  the  wilderness  like  us 
From  Eden,  tiU  his  children  do  by  him  i 

As  he  did  by  bis  brother  t May  the  swonis 
And  wings  of  fiery  cherubim  pursue  him 
By  day  and  night  — snakes  spring  up  in  his  path — 
Earth's  fruits  ashes  in  bis  mouth — the  leaves 
On  which  he  lays  his  head  to  sleep  be  strew'd 
With  scorpions  ! May  his  dreams  be  of  hU  victim  1 
■ His  waking  a continual  dread  of  death  ! 

May  the  clear  rivers  turn  to  blood  as  he 
Std«M  down  to  stain  them  with  his  raging  Up  1 
MaySvery  element  shun  or  change  to  him  ! 

May  1^  live  In  the  pangs  which  others  die  with  I 
And  death  itself  wax  something  worse  tbroi  death 
To  him  who  first  acquainted  him  with  man ! 

Hence,  fratricide  i henceforth  that  word  is  Cain, 
Through  aU  the  coming  myriads  of  mankind. 

Who  shall  abhor  thee,  though  thou  wert  their  sire  I 
May  the  grass  wither  from  thy  feet  I the  woods 
Deny  thee  shelter ! earth  a home  I the  dust 
A grave  I the  tun  his  light  1 and  heaven  her  God  1 1 

[£xi<  Evi. 


> CThe  three  last  Hoes  were  not  la  the  original  MS.  Id  for  you.  when  Joined  to  the  Udm  already  lent,  m yoa  may  wtih 
forwantlng  them  to  Mr.  Murray,  to  be  added  to  Ere’i  speech,  to  meet  with  in  the  couraeof  your  buiineu.  But  don't  forget 
Lord  Bjroa  says—*'  There's  as  pretty  apiece  of  imprecation  the  addition  of  these  three  lines,  which  are  elinebert  to  Bre's 
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I Adam,  Cain ! get  thee  forth  : we  dwell  no  more 
together. 

Depart!  and  leave  the  dead  to  n>e 1 am 

Henceforth  alone  — we  never  must  meet  more,  [not 
Adah.  Oh,  part  not  with  him  thus,  my  &ther:  do 
Add  thy  deep  curse  to  Eve*t  upon  his  head  i 

Adam,  I curse  him  not : his  spirit  be  his  curse. 
Come,  Zillah  I 

ZiUah.  I must  watch  my  husband's  corse. 

Adam.  We  will  return  again,  when  he  it  gone 
Who  hath  provided  for  us  this  dread  ofRce. 

Come,  I 

MiBah.  Tet  one  klsi  on  yon  pale  clay, 

; And  those  lips  once  to  warm — my  heart!  my  heart! 

I \Exvtnt  Adam  aad  Zillah,  Keeping. 

!|  Adah.  Cain  ! thou  bast  beard,  we  must  go  forth. 

' . lam  ready, 

So  shall  our  children  be.  I will  bear  Enoch, 

' And  you  his  sister.  Ere  the  sun  declines 
I/et  lu  depart,  nor  walk  the  wilderness 
Dnder  the  cloud  of  night.  — May,  speak  to  me. 

To  me~-Miae  ovr. 

Cain.  Leave  me ! 

Adah.  Why,  all  have  left  thee. 

Cain.  And  wherefore  lingercst  thou  ? Dost  thou 
not  fear 

To  dwell  with  one  who  hath  done  this  ? 

Adah.  I fear 

Nothing  except  to  leave  thee,  much  as  I 
Shrink  ftx>m  the  deed  which  leaves  thee  brotherless. 

1 must  not  speak  of  this — ft  Is  between  thee 
And  the  great  God. 

I A Foice  from  iriMtn  exelaimt^  Cain  I Cain  ! 

Adah.  Hear’st  thou  that  voice  ? 

The  Voice  vithin.  Cain!  Cain! 

Adah.  It  soundeth  like  an  angel's  tone. 

Enter  the  Ancxl  of  the  Lord. 

I Angel.  'Where  is  thy  brother  Abel  ? 
j Cain.  Am  I then 

' My  brother’s  keeper  ? 

Angel.  Cain  I what  hast  thou  done  ? 

The  voice  of  thy  slain  brother’s  blood  cries  out, 

' Even  from  the  ground,  unto  the  Lord  t — Now  art 
''  thou 

: Cursed  ftom  the  earth,  which  open'd  late  her  mouth 
To  drink  thy  brother’s  blood  from  thy  rash  hand. 

I Henceforth,  when  thou  shalt  till  the  ground.  It  shall 
I not 

I Yield  thee  her  strength  ; a fugitive  shalt  thou 
I Be  from  this  day,  and  vagabond  on  earth  ! 
j Adah.  This  punishment  Is  more  than  he  can  bear. 

Behold,  thou  driv*st  him  from  the  ftu?e  of  earth, 
j Anri  from  the  6sce  of  God  shall  he  be  hid. 

I A furtive  and  vagabond  on  earth, 

! 'T  will  come  to  pass,  that  whoso  flndeth  him 
' Shall  slay  him. 

j Cain.  Would  they  could ! but  who  are  they 

Shall  slay  me  ? Where  are  these  on  the  lone  earth 
As  yet  unpe<jpled  ? 

Angel.  Thou  bast  slain  thy  brother, 

And  who  shall  warrant  thee  against  thy  son? 

spcf^h.  het  me  know  what  Giflfbrd  thJokt,  for  ! have  a good 
opinion  of  the  piece,  «•  poetry  ; U U in  my  gay  naetaphystcal 
style,  and  In  the  Manfred  line,'*] 

• Th»e**(i>ur  river**’  which  Aowed  round  K4m,  and  con- 
sequently the  only  waters  with  which  Cun  was  acquainted 

upon  earth. 


' Adah.  Angel  of  Light ! be  merciful,  nor  say  \ 
That  this  poor  aching  breut  now  nourishes  \ 

A murderer  to  my  boy,  and  of  his  father.  \ 

Angel.  Then  he  would  but  be  what  bis  lather  A 
Did  not  the  milk  of  Eve  give  nutriment 
To  him  thou  now  seest  so  besmear’d  with  blood  ? 

The  fratricide  might  well  engender  parricides.  ~ 

I But  It  shall  not  be  to— the  Lord  thy  God 
' And  mine  coromandefb  roe  to  set  his  seal 
’ On  Cain,  so  that  be  may  go  forth  in  safet}’. 

I Who  sUyctb  Cain,  a sevenfold  vengeance  shall 
I Be  taken  on  his  head.  Come  hither  1 

CdiN.  What 

j Wouldst  thou  with  roe  ? 

{ AngeL  To  mark  upon  thy  brow 

! Exemption  from  such  deeds  as  thou  bMt  done, 
j Cain.  No,  let  me  die  ! 

AngeL  It  must  not  be. 

I [ The  Akoxl  teti  the  mark  on  Cain's  Itrotr. 

j Cain.  It  bums 

' My  brow,  but  nought  to  that  which  is  within  it. 

Is  there  more  ? let  me  meet  it  as  1 may. 

Angel,  Stem  bast  thou  been  and  stubborn  from 
the  womb, 

As  the  ground  thou  must  henceforth  till ; but  he 
Thou  slew’st  eras  gentle  as  the  flocks  he  tended. 

Cain.  After  the  fall  too  «oon  whs  I b^otten ; 

Ere  yet  my  mother’s  mind  subsided  from 
The  serpent,  and  my  sire  stiil  mourn'd  for  Eden. 
That  which  I am,  1 am ; I did  not  seek 
For  life,  nor  did  I moke  myself ; but  could  I 
With  my  own  death  redeem  him  from  the  dust  — 
And  why  not  so  ? let  him  return  to  day. 

And  1 lie  ghastly  I so  shall  be  restored 
By  God  the  life  to  him  he  loved  ; and  taken 
From  me  a being  I ne'er  loved  to  bear. 

AngeL  Who  shall  heal  murder?  what  is  done  Is 
done; 

Go  forth  ! fulfil  thy  d^s  I and  be  thy  deeds 
Unlike  the  last  t [ 7*Ar  Anokl  ditappean. 

Adah.  He ’s  gone,  let  us  go  forth ; 

1 hear  our  little  Enoch  cry  within 
Our  bower. 

I Cain.  Ah  ! little  knows  he  what  he  weeps  for ! 
%And  I who  have  shed  blood  cannot  shed  tears  t 
But  the  four  rivers  ’ would  not  cleanse  my  soul. 
Think 'st  thou  my  bo>-  will  bear  to  look  on  me  ? 

Adah.  If  I thought  that  he  would  not,  I would  — 
Cain  (iniemtpiing  her).  No, 

No  more  of  threats : we  have  bad  too  many  of  them : 
Go  CO  our  children  ; I will  follow  thee. 

Adah.  I will  not  leave  thee  lonely  with  the  dead ; 
Let  US  depart  together.  * 

Cain.  Ob  ! thou  dead 

And  everlasting  witne«s  • whose  unsinklng 
Blood  darkens  earth  ami  heaven ! what  thou  nor  art 
I know  not ! but  If  Mom  seest  what  / am, 

I think  thou  wilt  forgive  him,  whom  bis  God 
Can  ne'er  forgive,  nor  bU  own  soul.  — Farewell  i 
^ I must  not,  dare  not  touch  what  I have  made  thee, 
i I,  who  sprung  from  the  same  womb  with  thee,  drain'd 
The  same  breast,  clasp’d  thee  often  to  my  own, 

* TThe  catatCro^w  Is  brought  about  with  great  dramatic 
I tkili  and  eflfecL  The  murdrrrr  U torrowful  and  coofnuiMSrd, 
I — hii  parrnU  reprobate  and  renounce  him,  — hit  *ife  clmm 
t‘i  him  with  eager  and  unhetitating  affection  ; and  they  wander 
forth  together  into  the  vait  solitiuic  of  the  universe.  — 
Jarpaav.J 
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In  fondness  brotherly  end  boyish*  I 

Can  never  meet  thee  more*  nor  even  dare 

To  do  that  for  thee,  which  thou  sbouldst  have  done 

For  me  compose  thy  limbs  into  their  grave  ~ 

The  first  grave  yet  dug  for  mortality. 

But  who  bath  dug  that  grave  ? Oh*  earth ! Oh*  earth ! 
For  all  the  fruits  thou  bast  render’d  to  me,  1 
Give  thee  back  this.  — Now  for  the  wilderness. 

[Adah  ttoopt  domi  and  kisses  the  body  of 
Abkl. 

Adah.  A dreary,  and  an  early  doom,  my  brother, 
Has  been  thy  lot ! Of  all  who  mourn  for  thee, 

1 alone  must  not  weep.  My  office  is 
Henceforth  to  dry  up  tears,  and  not  to  shed  them  : 
But  yet,  of  all  who  mourn,  none  mourn  like  me, 


Not  only  for  thyself,  but  him  who  slew  thee. 

Now,  1 I iHU  divide  thy  burden  with  thee. 

Coin.  Eastward  from  Eden  will  we  take  our  way  t 
T Is  the  most  desolate,  and  suits  my  steps.  [God 

Adah.  Lead  I thou  shall  be  my  guide,  and  may  our 
Be  thine  t Now  let  us  carry  forth  our  children. 

Caia.  And  ht  who  lieth  there  was  childless.  I 
Have  dried  the  fountain  of  a gentle  race, 

Which  might  have  graced  his  recent  marriage  couch, 
Ami  might  have  temper’d  this  stem  blood  of  mine, 
Uniting  with  our  children  Abel’s  offspring  t 
O Abell 

Adah,  Peace  be  with  him  ! 

Cain,  But  with  we/  * 

[fxettaf. 


t [The  reader  has  seen  what  Sir  Walter  Scott's  general 
opinion  or  Cain  ’*  was,  In  the  letter  appended  to  the  Dedlca. 
catino.  ante,  p.  317.  Mr,  Moore's  was  conveyed  to  l^rd  Byrqp 
In  these  words : — 

*•  t hare  read  Foscarl  and  Cain.  The  former  does  not 
please  me  so  highly  as  Sardanapalui.  It  has  the  fault  of  all 
tlK»4e  vU>lent  Vmetian  stories  being  unnatural  and  Impro- 
bable, therefore.  In  spite  of  all  yx>ur  fine  management  of 
them,  appealing  but  remotely  to  one’s  sym|iathies.  But  Cain 
is  wonderful  —terrible  — never  to  be  forgotten.  If  1 am  not 
mistaken,  it  will  sink  deep  Into  the  world’s  heart ; and  while 
many  will  shudder  at  its  blasphemy,  all  must  fall  prostrate 
before  lu  grandeur.  Talk  of  AschyW  and  his  Prometheus  I 
here  Is  the  true  spirit  both  of  the  Poet  — and  the  DeviL" 

Lord  Byron’s  answer  to  Mr.  Moore  on  this  occasion  contains 
the  substance  of  all  that  he  ever  thought  fit  to  advance  in 
defence  of  the  assaulted  points  In  his  **  Mystery  ;** — 

**  With  respect  to  religion,’*  he  says,  **  can  1 never  convince 
you  that  / hold  no  su^  opinions  as  the  characters  in  that 
drama,  which  seems  to  have  frightened  every  body  ? My 
Ideas  of  a character  may  run  away  with  me : like  all  imagin- 
ative men.  I.  of  course,  embody  myself  with  the  character, 
vkHe  / drav  it,  but  not  a moment  alter  tlio  pen  Is  Crow  off 
the  (kaper." 

He  thus  alludes  to  the  eflbcts  of  the  critical  tempest  eacited 
by  ” Cain.”  in  the  eleventh  canto  of  “ Don  Juan  ]"» 

* In  twice  five  yean  the  * neatest  living  poet,' 

Like  to  the  champion  in  the  fisty  ring. 

Is  call’d  on  to  support  his  tl.-Um,  or  show  it. 

Although  tts  an  imaginary  thing. 

Errn  1 — albeit  1 'm  sure  1 aid  not  know  It, 

Nor  sought  of  foolscap  subjects  to  be  king  — 

Wat. reckon’d,  a considerable  time. 

The  grand  Napoleon  of  the  rcalmi  of  rhyme 

**  But  Juan  was  my  Moscow,  and  Fallero 

My  Leipslc*  aim  my  Mont  Saint  Jean  seems  Cain." 

We  shall  now  present  the  reader  witfi  a few  of  the  nsost 
elaborate  summaries  of  the  contemporary  critics,— favour- 
able and  unfavourable  — beglouing  with  the  Bdioburgb 
Review. 

Mr.  Jeffrey  says.  — Though  ‘ Cain  ’ abounds  In  beaatlfbl 
paMagrs,  and  shows  more  power,  perhaps,  than  any  of  the 
author's  dramatical  compoaUions,  we  regret  very  much  that 
It  should  ever  have  been  published.  . . .Lord  Byron  haa  no 
pHestllke  cant  or  priestllke  reviling  to  apprehend  firom  us. 
We  do  nut  charge  him  with  being  either  a ditdplc  or  an 
a|»>«tle  of  Lucifer  ; nor  do  we  describe  his  poetry  as  a mere 
cumimund  of  blas|ihemy  and  obtceulcy.  On  the  contrary,  we 
are  ii»rliued  to  believe  that  he  wishes  well  to  the  happloeai  of 
mankind,  and  are  glad  to  testify  that  his  poems  abound  with 
sentiments  of  credit  dignity  and  tendemesa,as  well  as  passages 

o(  infinite  sublimity  and  beauty PhUosonhy  and  poetry 

are  both  very  good  things  In  their  way : but,  in  our  opinion, 
they  do  not  go  very  well  together.  H Is  but  a poor  and 
pedantic  sort  of  po.'lry  that  seeks  to  embody  nothing  but  me- 
tapliysi^  sutKli’tics  and  abatract  deductions  of  reason  — and 
a very  suspfeinua  philosophy  that  aims  at  establishing  its 
do^tfines  by  a}>|>eals  to  the  fCutions  aitd  the  fancy.  Though 
such  arguments,  however,  arc  worth  little  in  the  schools,  it 
dot's  not  follow  that  their  effect  Is  iocooiidcrable  in  Ihewcnrld. 
On  the  cntitrary.  it  U the  mischief  of  all  poetical  paradoxes, 
that,  from  the  very  limits  and  end  of  poetry,  which  deals  only 
In  obvious  and  gianrlng  views,  they  are  never  brought  to  the 
fair  teas  of  argument.  An  allusion  to  a doubtful  topic  will 


often  pata  for  a definitive  conclusloo  on  It ; ar»d,  clothed  In 
beautiful  language,  may  leave  the  most  pernicious  Impreeaknu 
behind.  Wc  ther^ore  think  that  po^  ought  fairly  to  be 
cunflnH  to  the  esUbUsbed  creen  and  morality  of  their 
country,  or  to  the  aetnat  paeskMU  and  sentlmenu  or  mankind  ; 
and  that  poetical  dreamen  and  aophlsts  who  pretend  to 
tkeorite  according  to  their  feverish  fancies,  without  a warrant 
from  authority  or  reason*  ought  to  be  banished  the  common- 
wealth of  letters.  In  the  courts  of  morality,  poets  are  unea- 
ceptionable  witnetses ; they  may  give  In  the  evidence,  and 
depose  to  fhets  whether  good  or  III ; but  we  demur  to  their 
arbitrary  and  aelf-pleaalng  summing  up ; they  are  suspertad 
Jmiert.  and  not  very  often  safe  advocates,  where  mat 
questions  are  concern^  and  unlreraal  principles  brought  to 
iuue.’’ 

The  Reviewer  In  the  Quarterly  was  the  late  Bishop  Heber. 
Hli  article  enda  as  followa : — 

**  We  do  not  think.  Indeed,  that  there  Is  much  vleour  or 
poetical  propriety  in  any  of  the  characters  of  Lord  Byron’s 
Mystery.  Rve,  on  one  occaslou,  and  wte  only,  expresses 


herself  with  enerw,  and  not  even  then  with  any  great  depth 
of  that  maternal  mllns  which  the  death  of  her  favourite  son 
was  likely  to  excite  In  her.  Adam  moralises  without  dignity. 


Abel  is  as  dull  aa  he  Is  pious.  Lucifer,  though  bU  first  appear- 
ance Is  well  conceiveiC  la  as  sententious  and  sarcastic  aa  a 
Scotch  metaphysician  i and  the  gravamina  which  drive  Cain 
iuto  impiety  are  circumstances  which  could  only  produce  a 
similar  effect  on  a weak  and  sluggish  mind,  — the  necessity  of 
' exertion  and  the  fear  of  death  I Yet,  in  the  happiest  climate 
of  earth,  and  amid  the  early  vlmur  of  nature,  it  would  be 
absurd  to  drecribe  inor  has  Lord  Byrou  ao  described  H)  the 
toil  to  which  Cain  can  have  been  subject  as  cxceuive  or  bur- 
densome. And  he  is  made  too  happy  in  his  love,  too  extrava- 
gantly tond  of  his  wife  and  his  chiid,  to  have  much  Msore  for 
those  gloomy  thoughts  which  beloat  to  disappointed  ambition 
and  jaded  ll^tiouaneas.  Nor,  thou^  there  are  some  pasaara 
in  this  drama  of  no  common  power.  Is  the  general  tone  of  m 
poetry  so  excellent  aa  to  atoue  for  these  Imperfoctlotks  of 
design.  The  dialogue  is  cold  and  constrained.  The  deecrip- 
tions  are  like  the  shadows  of  a phantasmagoria,  at  oure  In- 
distinct and  artificial.  Except  Adah,  there  Is  no  person  In 
whoee  fortunes  we  are  Interested  ; and  are  close  the  book  with 
no  distinct  or  cUoging  recoUection  of  any  single  passage  In  It, 
and  with  the  general  impression  only  toot  Lucifer  has  said 
much  and  done  little,  and  that  Cain  has  been  unhappy  with- 
out grounds  and  wicked  without  an  object.  But  if,  as  a poem, 
Cain  ia  hule  qualified  to  add  to  Lord  Byron's  rcputatloa,  we 
are  unfortunately  constrained  to  obMrve  that  Its  poetical 
defects  are  the  very  smallest  of  Its  demerits.  It  li  not.  Indeed, 
as  some  both  of  iu  admirers  and  its  niemies  appear  to  have 
supposed,  a direct  attack  on  Scripture  and  on  the  authority  of 
Moses.  '7^  exprossloos  of  CaJo  and  Lucifer  are  not  more 
offensive  to  Uie  can  of  piety  than  such  discourses  must  neces- 
sarily be,  or  than  Milton,  without  oflbnce*  has  put  Into  the 
mouths  of  beings  similarly  situated.  And  though  the  Inten- 
tion is  evident  which  has  led  the  Atheists  aod  Jacobins  (the 
terms  are  convertible)  of  our  metropolis  to  circulate  the  work 
in  a cheap  form  among  the  populace,  we  are  not  ourselves 
of  opinion  that  It  poMeases  much  power  of  active  mischief, 
or  that  many  persons  will  be  very  deeply  or  lastingly  im- 
presied  by  insinuatfohi  which  lead  to  no  practical  result,  aod 
rllffleultlet  which  so  obviously  transcend  the  range  of  human 
experience.” 

It  is  not  unamnsfng  to  compare  the  above  with  the  follow- 
ing paragraph  In  one  of  the  Bishop’s  private  letters  at  the 
time : — 

**  I have  been  very  busy  since  I came  home  in  reviewing 
Lord  Byron’s  dramatic  poems.  Of  course.  I have  had  oeca- 
•iou  to  find  a reasonable  quantity  of  fault,  but  1 do  not  think 
Zi 
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Chat  I hiTc  done  him  Injiutlce.  ' Pcreant  qul  ante  noi  noatra 
diaerum.'  I should  have  liked  to  have  taken  un  the  same 
erouiiJ  tn  a jtveat  decree  wllh  Jeffrey  ; hut,  as  It  will  never  do 
to  build  on  another  man’s  foundation.  1 have  been  obUfed  to 
break  ground  uu  a different  side  of  the  fortress,  though  not,  1 
think,  so  favourable  a tme.  and  with  the  dUadvantngc  of  ron- 
ttndiog  against  a rival,  who  has  conducted  hU  attack  with 
admirable  taste  and  skill." 

The  following  eatrart  Is  from  Mr.  Camfd>eU‘i  Magulne 
*•  • Cain*  Is  altogether  of  a hirter  order  than  ‘ Sardana- 
palus  * and  the  ' Two  Koscarl.’  Ujrd  Byron  has  nut.  indeed, 
bailed  our  expecUtioni  of  a gigantic  picture  of  tb*  tint 
imirderer;  for  there  is  scarcely  any  passion,  except  theim- 
metluic  agooT  of  rage,  which  brings  on  the  catastrophe  ; and 
Cain  hlmst'lf  IS  little  more  than  the  subject  of  iu|)ematural 
agency  This  piece  Is  rssenltally  nothing  but  a vehicle  for 
alriking  allusions  to  the  mighty  abstractions  of  Death  and 
Life.  Eternity  and  Time  ; for  vast  bill  dim  desenpliuni  of  the 
regliins  of  space,  and  for  «Uring  disputations  «>n  that  great 
problem,  the  origin  of  evil.  The  «r.»undwork  of  the  argu- 
ments on  the  awful  subjecU  handled  is  very  comtn««r-place  ; 
but  they  are  arrayed  in  great  majesty  of  language,  and  con- 
ducted » ilh  a trlghtful  audacity.  The  direct  attacks  on  the 
' fo^ncis  of  (tod  are  not,  perhaps,  Uken  apart,  bolder  than 
, aome  passages  of  Milton  5 but  thrr  Inspire  quite  a dlfTbrent 
aensat^  ; hecaiiie.  In  thinking  01  Paraillse  liOsl.  we  never 
regard  the  Deity,  or  .Satan,  as  other  than  great  adverse 

Eiwcrs.  created  by  the  Imagination  of  the  poet  ITie  personal 
entity  which  Milton  has  given  to  hll  spiritual  Intelligences. 

I —the  local  habitations  which  he  has  assigned  them,  — the 
material  beauty  with  which  ha  has  Invested  their  forms,  — all 
these  remove  the  idea  of  Impurity  from  tbeir  discourses.  But 
we  know  nothing  of  Lord  Byron's  Ludfer.  except  hU  speeches : 
be  Is  Invented  only  that  he  may  utter  them  ; and  the  whole  t 
app<’ars  an  ahalraet  discussion,  held  for  Us  own  sake,  not 
mainumed  In  order  to  Krve  the  dramatic  consistency  of  the 
persons.  He  has  made  no  attempt  to  ImlUle  MiUrm’s 
I plastic  power;  — th-vl  power  by  which  our  groat  poet  has 
I madehii  Heaven  and  Hell,  and  the  very  regions  of  space, 
i sublime  realities,  palpable  to  the  imagination,  and  has  traci^ 
the  lineaments  of  his  angelic  mi-ssengers  with  the  precision  of 
a sculptor.  The  Lucifer  of  • Cain  ’ is  a mere  bodiless  abstrac- 
tion.—the  shadow  of  a dogma;  and  all  the  H-enery  over 
which  he  presides  is  dim,  vague,  and  seen  only  in  faint  outline, 
•pierc  Is,  no  doubt,  a very  uncommon  power  displayed,  even 
In  this  shadowing  out  of  the  ethereal  journey  of  the  spirit  and 
hii  victim,  and  In  the  vast  sketch  of  the  world  of  phantasms 
at  which  they  arrive;  hut  they  are  utterly  unlike  the  massive 
grandeurs  of  Milton's  creation.  We  are  far  ftom  imputing 
Intentional  Impiety  to  Lord  Byron  for  this  Mystery ; nor, 
though  Its  language  occasionally  shocka,  do  we  apprehend  any 
danger  will  arise  from  its  perusal.** 

So  much  for  the  professed  Heviewert.  We  shall  conclude 
with  a passage  from  Sir  Pgertoo  Brydges's  ••  Letters  on  the 
Character  and  Genius  of  Lord  Byron  : ’’  — 

••  One  of  the  pieces  which  have  had  the  effect  of  throwing 
the  most  unfavourable  Hum,  not  upon  the  brllhancr  of  Lord 
Byron's  poetry,  but  upon  lu  rrsnlti  to  society,  is  * Cain.* 
Yrt.  It  must  be  confrssevl.  that  there  U no  inconsiderable 
portion  of  that  poem  which  Is  second  only  to  portions  of 
timilar  Import  In  Milton.  — and  many  of  them  not  second; 

In  a ttvle  still  sweeter  and  more  eloquent,  and  with  equal 
force,  grandeur,  and  purity  of  sentiment  and  conception « 
auch  as  the  most  rlitidly. religious  mind  would  have  read. 

U It  had  come  from  .Milton,  or  any  other  poet  whose  piety 
was  not  futt^ed.  as  the  effbiion  of  somethhig  approadilog 
to  holy  inspiration. 

*'  l,et  us  then  task  our  candour,  and  Inquire  of  ourselves, 
whether  he  who  could  write  such  passages  could  mean  wrong  ? 
Let  us  recollect,  that  as  the  rebellious  and  blasphemous 
speeches  he  has  put  Into  the  mouths  of  Ludfer  and  Cain  are 
warranted  by  Milton's  example,  and  the  fact  of  Cain’s  trans- 
gression recorded  in  the  Bible/  the  omission  of  the  design 
and  filling  up  a character  who  should  answer  all  tboee  speeches 
might  be  a mere  defect  In  the  poet's  Jutlgment.  He  might 
think  that  Ludfer's  known  charjcter  as  an  t'vil  Spirit  im-c- 
cluded  his  arguments  from  the  sanction  of  aulhoeicy ; and 
that  Cain's  punishment,  and  the  drnundatlons  which  accom- 
panied It,  were  a sufllricnt  warning.  1 know  not  that  any 
otdMtIon  has  been  maile  to  ' Heaven  and  Earth.'  It  has  the 
same  cast  of  excellence  as  the  more  perfect  parts  of'  Cain,' 
bsit,  perhaps,  not  quite  so  Inteosa  la  degree. 


i 


**  It  seems  as  if  l^rd  Brron  persuaded  hlmaeif,  with  regard  1 
to  his  own  being,  that  he  na<t  always  within  him  two  contrary  I 
spirits  of  goo<l  .and  evil  contending  for  the  dominion  over  him,  I 
and  thus  ivconciled  those  extraordinary  flights  of  intrllectual  > 
elevation  and  purity  with  a submission  tu  the  pride,  the  f«s-  { 
rocity,  the  worldly  |Mu«iui>s.  the  worldly  enjoyments,  the  ror-  j | 
pon>Ml  pastimes,  the  familiar  humour,  the  vulgarUras.  the  >' 
rough  and  coarse  maniniess,  to  which  he  alternately  aurren-  I 
dcrnl  himself,  and  which  the  good-natured  public  chuae  to  t 
consider  as  the  sole  attributes  ofnis  personal  character.  Much  , 
of  his  time,  however,  must  have  bren  spent  in  the  musings  1 
by  wlikh  these  high  )M>ems,  so  compacteit  of  the  essence  ol  | 
thought,  were  produced  ; and,  in  all  this  large  portion  of  his  j 
existence  here,  his  tmagiiiatiii>n  must  have  bnme  him  up  cm  j 
Us  wings  into  ethereal  regions,  far  above  (hr  grt>ss  and  sen- 
sual vtijoymeuts  of  this  grovelling  earth  Did  he  deal,  as 
minor  poets  deal.  In  mere  splenoour  of  words,  hli  poetry 
would  (te  no  proof  ijf  this  ; hut  he  ssrecrdocs  so:  — theie  is 
always  a breathing  soul  beneath  bis  words, 

' That  o'er-informt  the  tenement  of  day  ;* 

It  Is  like  the  fragrant  vapour  that  rites  In  incense  from  the 
earth  through  the  moming  dew ; and  when  we  Usteu  to  his 
lyre, 

' Less  than  a God  we  tlUnk  there  cannot  dwell 

Within  the  hollow  of  that  shell. 

That  sings  so  sweetly  and  so  well  !* 

*‘  If  I-nrd  Brron  thought  that,  however  loudly  noisy  voices 
might  salute  him  with  a rude  and  Indiscriminate  clamour  of 
apnlatise,  his  poems  were  not  received  with  the  taste  and 
judgment  they  merited,  and  that  severe  and  cruel  comments 
were  attached  to  them  by  those  whoassuineai  tu  themsebes 
authority,  and  who  seldom  allowed  the  genius  without  per- 
verting K Into  a cause  nf  censure,  that  more  than  outweighed 
the  praise  ; those  fumes  of  flattery  which  are  imputed  as  the 
causes  of  a delirium  that  led  him  Into  rxtravagaocirs.  out- 
raging decorum  and  the  respect  due  to  the  public,  never,  in 
fact,  reached  him.  'Fn  confer  ' faint  praise  ’ Is  ‘ to  damn  ; ' to 
confer  pnuse  In  a wrong  place  Is  to  Insult  and  provoke.  l.«vd 
Byron,  therefore.  ha<t  not.  after  all,  therncouragemeut  that  Is 
most  favourable  to  ripen  (he  richest  fruit;  anil  it  was  a firm 
and  noble  cuiiragr  that  still  promptcvl  him  to  jierseverr. 

**  For  this  reason,  as  well  as  for  others.  I think  his  forrlen 
residences  were  more  propitious  to  the  energies  of  his  Muse 
than  a eontliiuevl  abode  In  England  would  have  been.  'J  he 
poison  of  the  nraUcs  that  were  Insidious  did  not  reach  him 
so  soon  ; and  he  was  not  beset  by  treacherous  companions, 
mortifying  gossip,  and  that  petty  intercourse  with  ordinary 
society  which  tames  and  lowers  the  tone  of  the  mind.  I'o 
mingle  much  with  the  world  U to  tie  infallibly  degrailed  by 
familiarity  ; not  to  mingle,  at  least,  among  the  busy  and  the 
known,  is  to  incur  the  disrespect  to  which  tiulgm(lcar>ce  is  ' 
subjected.  1-ord  Byron’s  foreign  residence  exempted  him 
from  these  evils  ; he  saw  a few  intimate  friends,  ai^  he  rnr-  I 
responded  with  a frwotbers;  but  such  an  interco-j rsc  does 
not  expme  to  similar  effi’Cts.  The  necessary  knowledge  aivl  1 
neccssarv  hints  may  thus  he  conveyed  ; but  not  all  the  pesti-  I 
lent  chills  which  genersd  society  Is  so  otfleioul  to  unveil.  I 

•*  If  Lord  Byron  had  not  had  a mind  with  a strong  spring  ol 
virtue  within  it,  I think  that  he  would  hare  thrown  down  hu 
pen  at  some  of  the  attacks  he  received,  and  given  himself  up 
to  the  sensual  pleasures  of  his  rank  for  the  remainder  of  Ins 
life.  The  finer  parts  of  his  poems  were  of  such  spiritual 
splendour,  and  so  pure,  though  passionate,  an  elevation,  that 
tney  ought  to  have  redeemed  any  imrls  which  were  open  to 
doubt  from  a malernleot  conatructlou,  and  even  have  eeliiised 
and  rendered  unnoticeable  many  Msitive  faults.  Lord  By- 
ron's style,  like  his  thoughts,  had  every  vaiiety  : It  did  not 
attempt  (as  is  the  common  practice)  tn  make  poetry  by  (he 
metaphorical  and  the  figurative ; It  followed  his  thoughts, 
and  was  a )iart  of  them ; it  did  not  fatigue  itself  to  render 
clear  by  illustration  or  important  by  ornament,  because  the 
thought  was  clear  or  important  in  itself. 

**  I remember,  when  I first  read  ' Cain,’  I thought  It.  as  a 
computlllon,  the  most  enchanting  and  irresistible  of  all  I-ord 
Byron's  works ; and  I think  so  stUl.  Some  of  the  sentiments, 
taken  detachedly,  and  left  nnanswered,  are  no  doubt  danger- 
ous, and  therefore  ought  not  to  have  been  so  left ; but  the  class 
of  readers  whom  this  pwem  Is  likely  to  Interrst  are  of  so  very 
elevated  a cast,  and  the  rffret  of  tl^  poetry  li  to  refine,  spi- 
ritualise, and  illumine  the  imagination  with  such  a sort  of 
unearthly  sublimity,  that  (be  mM  of  these,  I am  lersuaded,  . 
will  lieromc  too  strong  to  incur  any  taint  thus  predicted,  from 
the  defect  which  has  been  so  much  inflated  j 


--  - 


mcrn(r;  or  tl)r  finlieritanft: 


A TRAGEDY,  ‘ 


THE  ILLUSTRIOUS  GOETHE, 

BY  OXE  or  MIS  HUMBLEST  ADMIBEES, 
THIS  TBAOBPT  IS  DEDICATED. 


PREFACE. 

The  following  drams  is  taken  entirely  from  the 
••  Gtrma/t't  TtjU,  Kruiizner,"  pubUshed  many  yean 
in  Lee’s  Cunterfriiry  Tales  { written  (I  twllcve) 
by  two  sUtcn.  of  whom  one  furnished  only  this  story 
and  another.  I»lh  of  which  are  considered  superior 
to  the  remainder  of  the  collection.  * 1 have  adopted 
the  characters,  plan,  and  even  the  laiypiagc,  of  many 
parts  of  this  story.  Some  of  the  characters  are  modi- 
fied or  altered,  a few  of  the  names  changed,  and  one 
character,  Ida  of  Stralcnhelm,  added  by  myself  t but 
in  the  rest  the  original  is  chiefly  followed.  When  I 
was  young  (about  fourteen,  I think,)  I first  read  this 
tale,  which  made  a deep  impression  upon  me ; and 
may.  Indeed,  be  said  to  contain  the  germ  of  much 
that  I have  since  written.  1 am  not  sure  that  it  ever 
was  very  popular:  or,  at  any  rate,  its  popularity  has 
since  Ijcen  ecUiwed  by  that  of  other  great  writers  In 
the  same  department.  But  I have  generally  found 
that  those  who  had  read  it,  agreed  with  roc  in  their 
estimate  of  the  singular  power  of  mind  and  conception 
which  it  dcvelopes.  1 should  also  add  eoneeptioih 


• [The  Iragfdy  of  '*  Werner  ” was  begun  at  : 
cember  PUh.  IS2I,  completed  Januarr  Mb, 


Pisa.  De- 

^ , , and  pub- 

Ii»hed  In  t>ondon  In  the'NofembeT  rawing.  The  rerlews 
of  Werner  '*  were,  without  exception,  unfavourable.  One 
critique  of  the  time  thus  opens 
**  Who  oouid  be  so  abiurd  as  to  think,  that  a dramatist  has 
DO  right  to  make  free  m ith  other  people’s  bbtrs?  On  the 
contrary,  we  are  quite  aware  that  that  particular  species  of 
genius  which  is  exhibited  in  the  construction  of  plots,  never 
at  any  period  flourished  In  England.  We  all  know  that 
Hhakspeare  himself  took  his  stories  from  Italian  norels, 
Danish  sagas.  English  Chrnnklet.  Plutarch’s  Lives— from 
any  where  rather  than  from  Ws  own  Invention.  But  did  he 
take  tke  tekoU  of  Hamlet,  or  Juliet,  or  Richard  the  ThIriL 
or  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  from  any  of  theee  foreign  sourcce  ? 
Did  be  not  insmt,  in  the  noblest  sente  of  the  word,  all  the 
ckaracters  of  his  piece*  f Who  dreams  that  any  old  Italian 
novelist,  or  ballad-ntaker,  could  have  formed  the  tmarinatioQ 
of  such  a creature  as  Juliri  ? W’ho  dreams  that  the  Hamlst 
of  Shakspearc,  Uie  princely  enthusiast,  the  melancholy  phl- 
lotopher,  that  spirit  refined  even  to  pain,  that  moet  Incom- 
prehenalble  and  unapproachable  of  all  the  creations  of  human 
genius,  is  the  same  befog.  In  any  thing  but  the  name,  with 
Uw  rough.  strong*heartM,  bloody-handed  Amlett  of  tho 
north  ? vhio  is  there  that  supposes  Goethe  to  have  taken  the 
character  of  kit  Kaust  from  the  nursery  rhymes  and  penny 
psmpbleU  about  the  Devil  and  Doctor  raustus  V Or  who.  to 
come  nearer  home,  lm.\gines  that  Lord  Byron  himself  found 
hit  Sardaiuipalus  in  Dionysius  of  UaUcamassus  ? 

"But  here  Lord  Byron  has  iJSeeniM  nothing  — absolutely 
xomixo.  There  is  not  one  incident  in  his  play,  not  even  the 
most  trivial,  that  Is  not  to  he  found  In  Miss  Lee’s  novel,  oc- 
curing  exactly  in  the  same  manner,  brought  about  by  exactly 
the  same  agents,  and  proditclng  exactly  the  same  effbets  on 
the  plot.  And  then  as  to  the  characters— not  only  U every 


rather  thgn  execution ; for  the  itory  might,  pethBpt, 
have  been  developed  with  greater  advantage.  Amongst 
those  whose  opinions  agreed  with  mine  upon  this  story, 

1 could  mention  some  very  high  names : but  it  Is  not 
necessary,  nor  Indeed  of  any  use ; fur  every  one  must 
judge  according  to  his  own  feelings.  I merely  refer 
the  leader  to  the  original  story,  that  be  may  see  to 
what  extent  1 have  borrowed  from  U ; and  am  not 
unwilling  that  be  should  find  much  greater  pleasure 
in  perusing  it  than  the  drama  which  is  founded  upon 
its  contents. 

I had  begun  a drama  upon  this  tale  so  (hr  back  as 
1615,  (the  first  I ever  attempted,  except  one  at  thir- 
teen years  old,  called  *'  Ulrie  and  flcina^*’  which  I 
bfld  tense  enough  to  bum,)  and  bad  nearly  completed 
an  act,  when  1 was  interrupted  by  circumstances. 
This  is  somewhere  amongst  my  papers  in  England ; 
but  as  it  has  not  been  found,  I ^ve  re-written  the 
first,  and  added  the  subsequent  acts. 

The  whole  is  neither  Intended,  nor  in  any  shape 
adapted,  for  the  stage.  9 
Fisa,  February.  18S. 

one  of  them  to  be  found  in  * KraltEner,*  but  every  one  U to  be 
found  there  more  folly  and  powerfully  developed.  Indeed, 
hut  for  the  preparatkio  which  we  had  received  from  our  old 
familUiity  wkh  Mist  Lee’s  own  admirable  work,  we  rather 
tnriine  to  think  that  we  thoulu  have  been  unable  to  compre- 
hend the  fUt  of  her  noble  imitator,  or  rather  copier.  In  aeveral 
of  what  teem  to  be  meant  for  his  most  elaborate  dellneatioos. 
l^e  fket  is,  that  this  undevUtIng  cloaencss,  this  humble 
fidelity  of  rmffaiton.  Is  a thing  so  perloctly  new  in  any  thing 
worthy  of  the  name  of  /i<era/iire,  that  we  are  sure  no  one, 
who  has  not  read  the  Canterbury  Tales,  will  be  able  to  form 
the  least  cooceptloa  of  what  ft  amounts  to. 

**  Thoim  who  have  never  read  Miss  Lee’s  book,  will,  how- 
ever, be  pleased  with  this  prnductioa  \ for,  in  truth,  the  story 


Is  one  of  the  most  powerfollv  contrived,  one  of  the  most  || 
picturesque,  and  at  toe  same  time  Instructive  stories,  that  we  ' 
are  acquainted  wlt^ 

* Krultxner,  or  the  German's  Tale,'  poasesaes  mystery,  and 
yet  clearnres,  as  to  lu  structure ; strength  of  ehararten,  and 
admirable  contrast  of  characters:  and,  above  all,  the  moat 
lively  interest.  Mended  with  ana  subeervient  to  tha  most 
aflbetfog  of  moral  lesaooa.” 

Tbe  reader  will  find  a minute  analrsls.  Introduced  by  the 
above  remarka,  in  Blackwood,  voU  xii.  p.  7lu. ) 

* [This  Is  not  correct.  “ Tbe  YoungI,ady’s  Tale,  or  the 
Two  Emily’s,'*  and  ’'the  Clergyman’s  Talc,  or  Pembroke, 
were  contnbuted^  Smbla  Lee,  the  author  of  “ The  Recess,** 
the  comedy  of  The  CWter  of  AccldcnU,"  and  **  Almedya. 
a Tragedy."  who  died  In  18M.  The  " German’s  Tale,"  and 
all  the  others  in  the  Canterbury  Collection,  were  written  by 
Harriet,  tbe  younger  of  the  staters.] 

* (Werner  Is,  however,  the  only  one  of  Lord  Breon’s 
dramas  that  proved  successfol  In  representation.  It  >s  stUl 
(lgS6)  in  posaessloQ  of  the  stage.] 
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BYROK’S  WORKS. 


ACT  I. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON.^ 

Men.  — WcRKKR. 

Ulmc. 

Sthai.kxiicisi. 

iDRMffTZlIf. 

Gaboe. 

Frit*. 

HlIfRlCK. 

Eric. 

Aekheim. 

Meistce. 

RoDot.rif. 

Ludwio. 

ff^omem.  — Josephimi. 

Ida  Stealenhsim. 

Scene — Putly  on  the  Frontier  of  SQedE,  and  partly 
in  Sivgeudorf  Castlc»  near  Prague. 

Ttme,-.-Tht0o§eoftht  Thirty  Veart*  IFar. 


SOrrnrr* 


ACT  L 


SCBKB  L 

7%c  HaU  of  a decayed  PaJaee  near  a ttnaU  Town  on 
the  Northern  Frontier  of  Siletia — the  Niyht  tew- 
peetnoua. 

WtEKEE  I and  JosEpHiKE  hie  wife. 

Joe.  Mr  love,  be  calmer ! 

I am  calm. 

Tome  — 

Tea,  but  not  to  thyself:  thy  pace  U hurried, 

. And  no  one  wallu  a chamber  like  to  ours 
I With  step*  like  thine  when  hi*  heart  U at  rest 
I Were  It  a e^rden,  1 should  deem  thee  happy, 

, And  stepping  with  the  bee  from  flower  to  flower : 

But  here  f 

^ ffer.  *Ti*  chill ; the  tapestry  lets  through 
, The  wind  to  which  It  waves ; my  blood  is  frosen. 

Joe.  Ah,  no  ! 

Wer.  (emilinyy.  Why  | wouldst  thou  have  It  so  ? 

I wouW 

Have  It  a healthful  current. 

Let  it  flow 

Until  'tls  split  or  check'd— how  soon.  I care  not. 

Joe.  And  am  I nothing  In  thy  heart  ? 

’ (Wem*ir  — mean  KruUaner— is  admirablv  drawn. 
« no  doM  notrecoETiife  tn  him  the  portrait  of  too  common  a 
character  ? The  man  of  •hining  taimt,  ardent  mind,  power - 
nil  connectloni,  hrllUanC  proapecU.  who.  after  aquanderinc 
« *1  wanton  self- indulKnce.  having  Uvea  only  for 
hlmieu,  nndj  himielf  baiiknipl  In  fortune  ajtd  rharacter,  the 
pr«pr  OT  blltw  regret,  yet  unrepentAnt.  telfith  in  remor*«* 
Min  nia  gaiety.  AU  that  ii  inmnsiitent  in  the  ohaiarter  rtf 
KruJtfner  it  rendered  •till  more  »o  in  the  Wenier  of  ih.- 
drama.  _£r/. 

* [In  thU  play,  I.ord  Byron  adopti  the  tame  Derrelett  and 
potnile»»  kioil  of  blank  rcr»e.  u hU  b wa*  a torrrm  to  ererr 
Ijody  in  hli  former  dramatic  mays.  It  I*,  indeed,  “mou 
unmusical,  most  melancholy.” -.••Oft.”  "to».”  “ands.” 
•*  fort,  ” bya,”  ” butt,”  and  the  like,  are  the  moet  common 


Ifer.  All— Ell 

Joe.  Then  canst  thou  wish  for  that  which  must 
break  mine  ? 

ITer.  (a/jppoaoAiny  her  obwly).  But  fur  thee  I had 
t^n  — no  matter  what. 

But  much  of  good  and  evil ; what  I am, 

Thou  knowest ; what  1 might  or  should  have  been. 
Thou  knowest  not : but  still  1 love  thee,  nor 
Shall  aught  divide  us. 

[WtENER  waUu  OH  abruptly,  and  then  approaehee 
JosErifiME. 

The  storm  of  the  night 
Perhaps  affects  me ; I am  a thing  of  feelings. 

And  have  of  late  been  sickly,  as,  alas  1 

Thou  know'  st  by  sufferings  more  than  mine,  ray  love ! 

Id  watching  me. 

Joe.  To  see  thee  well  Is  much — 

To  see  thee  happy 

tfer.  Where  bast  thou  seen  such  ? 

Let  me  be  wretched  with  the  rest ! 

Joe.  But  think 

How  many  in  this  hour  of  tempest  shiver 
Beneath  the  biting  wind  and  heavy  rain, 

Whose  every  drop  bows  them  down  nearer  earth, 
Which  hath  no  chamber  for  them  save  beneath 
Her  surfcoe. 

ff^er.  And  that's  not  the  worst : who  cares 
For  chambers  ? rest  is  aU.  The  wretches  whom 
Thou  namest  — ay,  the  wind  bowls  round  them,  and 
The  dull  and  dropping  rain  sap*  in  their  bones 
The  creeping  marrow.  I have  been  a soldier, 

A bimter,  and  a traveller,  and  am 
A beggar,  and  should  know  the  thing  thou  talk'st  of. 

Joe.  And  art  thou  not  now  shelter'd  from  them  all  ? 

Wfr.  Ye*.  And  ftwn  these  alone. 

Jf>•^  And  that  is  something. 

True— to  a peasant 

•Aw.  Should  the  nobly  bom 

Be  thankless  for  that  refrige  which  tlieir  habits 
Of  early  delicacy  render  more 
Needful  than  to  the  peasant  when  the  ebb 
Of  fortune  leaves  them  on  the  shoals  of  life  ? 

h'er.  It  is  not  that  thou  know'st  it  b not : we 
Have  borne  all  this,  I *11  not  say  patiently, 

Except  In  thee  — but  we  have  borne  It 

•**,  Well  ? 

Ifer.  Something  beyond  our  outsrard  sufferingB 
(though 

These  were  enough  to  gnaw  Into  our  souls) 

Hsth  stung  me  oft,  and,  more  than  ever,  now. 

but  for  this  untoward  sickness,  which 
Seised  me  upon  this  desolate  frrontier,  and 
Hath  wasted,  not  alone  my  strength,  but  means, 

And  leaves  us  — no ! this  is  beyond  me  i — but 
For  this  I had  been  happy  ^ — f A i>»  been  happy— 

J The  splendour  of  my  rank  sustain'd — my  name — 

I conclutlons  of  a line ; there  b oo  ease,  no  Bow.  no  hannemy, 
” in  linked  sweetneu  long  drawn  out  j"  neither  is  there  any 
I »lr»ur  to  cotnpeuate  *6r  these  defects. 

j * ( In  thli  drama  there  is  absolutely  no  poetry  to  t>e  found ; 

I and  if  the  measure  of  veric  which  is  here  dealt  to  lu  be  a 
j sample  of  what  we  are  to  expect  for  the  ftilure,  we  have  only 
to  entroat  that  Lord  Byron  will  drop  the  ceremony  of  cutting 
up  Ml  pro»e  into  lines  often,  eleven,  or  twelve  syilablea  <for 
I be  Is  not  very  punctlliotu  on  thi#  head),  and  hvour  us  »ith 
I It  In  lu  natural  state.  U requires  no  very  cunning  alchemy 
[ to  transmute  hU  verse  Into  prose,  nor,  reversing  the  ex- 
I perimcDt.  to  convert  hls  plain  sentences  Into  verses  like  hii 
1 o«m.—”  When.”  aayi  Werner,  “but  for  this  untoward  slck- 
I ness,  which  sclxed  me  upon  this  desolate  froolier,  and  hath 
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My  flither’t  name  — been  still  upheld ; and.  more 
Than  those 

Jot.  {abruptly).  My  s(m  — our  son  — our  Ulric. 
Been  clasp'd  a^n  In  these  long-empty  arms. 

And  all  a mother's  hunger  satisfied. 

Twelve  years  1 be  was  but  eight  then : — beautiful 
He  was,  and  beautiful  he  must  be  now, 

My  Ulrlc  I my  adored ! 

Wcr.  I have  been  full  oft 

The  chase  of  Fortune  ; now  she  hath  o'ertaken 
My  spirit  where  it  cannot  turn  at  bay,— 

Sick,  poor,  and  lonely. 

Jot.  Lonely  1 my  dear  husband  ? 

IVrr.  Or  worse  — involving  all  I love.  In  this 
Far  worse  than  solitude,  yf/cme,  1 bad  died. 

And  all  been  over  in  a nameless  grave. 

Jot.  And  I had  not  outlived  thee  ; but  pray  take 
Comfort  I We  have  struggled  long ; and  they  who 
strive 

W’ith  Fortune  win  or  weary  her  at  last. 

So  that  they  find  the  goal  or  cease  to  feel 
Further.  Take  comfort,  — we  shall  find  our  boy. 

IVer.  We  were  In  sight  of  him,  of  everything 
Which  could  bring  compensation  for  past  sorrow  — 
Ami  to  be  baffled  thus  : 

Jot.  We  are  not  baffled. 

IVer.  Are  we  not  penniless  ? 

Jnt.  We  ne'er  were  wealthy. 

Wer.  But  I wu  bom  to  wealth,  and  rank,  and 
power ; 

Eidoy'd  them,  loved  them,  and,  alas  I abused  them. 
And  forfeited  them  by  my  lather’s  wrath. 

In  my  o’er- fervent  youth  ; but  for  the  abuse 
Long  sulTcrings  have  atoned.  My  Ihtbcr's  death 
Left  the  path  open,  yet  not  without  snares. 

This  cold  and  creeping  kinsman,  who  to  long 
Kept  his  eye  on  me,  as  the  snake  upon 
The  fluttering  bird,  bath  ere  this  time  outstept  mo. 
Become  the  master  of  my  rights,  and  lord 
Of  that  which  lifts  him  up  to  princes  in 
Dominion  and  domain. 

Jot.  Who  knows  ? our  son 

May  have  return’d  back  to  hU  grandalre,  and 
Even  now  uphold  thy  rights  for  thee  7 

Wtr,  *Tls  hopeless. 

Since  his  strange  disappearance  from  my  fother':;. 
Entailing,  as  it  were,  ray  sins  upon 
Himself,  no  tidings  have  reveal’d  his  course. 

1 parted  with  him  to  his  grandsire,  on 
The  promise  that  his  anger  would  stop  short 
Of  the  third  generation  ; but  Heaven  seems 
To  claim  her  stem  prerogative,  and  visit 
Upon  my  boy  bb  father’s  fruits  and  follies. 

Jot.  I must  hope  better  still, — at  least  we  have  yet 
Baffled  the  long  pursuit  of  Stralenbelro.  [ness  \ 
ffer.  We  should  have  done,  but  for  thb  fatal  ilck« 
More  fatal  than  a mortal  malady, 

Because  it  takes  not  life,  but  Life’s  sole  solace : 

Even  now  I feel  my  spirit  girt  about 
By  the  snares  of  thb  avaricious  fiend ; — 

How  do  I know  he  hath  not  track’d  us  here  ? 


I Jot.  He  docs  not  know  thy  person ; and  hb  spies, 
Who  so  long  watch'd  thee,  have  been  left  at  Hamburgh. 
Our  unexpected  journey,  and  thb  change 
' Of  name,  leaves  all  discovery  far  behind : 

None  bold  us  here  for  aught  save  what  we  seem. 

^cr.  Save  what  we  teem  I uve  what  we  ore— 
sick  beggars. 

Even  to  our  very  hopes.  — Ha ! bat 
I Jot.  Alas ! 

That  bitter  laugh  t 

ffir.  ff^o  would  read  in  rhia  form 

The  high  soul  of  the  son  of  a long  line  ? 
ffbo,  In  thb  garb,  the  bdr  of  princely  lands  ? 
ffbo,  In  thb  sunken,  sickly  eye,  the  pride 
f Of  rank  and  ancestry  ? In  thb  worn  cheek 
' .\nd  frmine-hoUow’d  brow,  the  lord  of 
Which  daily  feast  a thousand  vaasab  f 
Jot.  You 

. Ponder’d  not  thus  upon  these  worldly  things, 

My  Werner  t when  you  deign’d  to  choose  for  brice 
The  foreign  daughter  of  a wandering  exile. 

fTtr.  An  exile's  daughter  with  an  outcast  son 
Were  a fit  marriage  ; but  I still  had  hopes 
To  lift  thee  to  the  state  we  both  were  bom  for. 

Your  frther's  house  was  noble,  though  decay'd  ; 

And  worthy  by  its  birth  to  match  with  ours,  [noble ; 

Jot.  Your  frther  did  not  think  so,  though  'twas 
But  had  my  birth  been  all  my  claim  to  match 
With  thee,  I should  have  deem'd  It  what  it  b. 
fTtr.  And  what  b that  In  thine  eyes  7 
Jot.  AUahk-hit 

I Has  done  in  our  behalf  — nothing. 

ffer.  How, — nothing  7 

Jot.  Or  worse  ; for  it  has  been  a canker  In 
Thy  heart  from  Ae  beginning : but  for  thb. 

We  bad  not  felt  our  poverty  but  u 
Millions  of  myriads  feel  It,  cheerftilly  i 
But  for  these  phantoms  of  thy  feudal  frthers. 

Thou  mlghtst  have  earn’d  thy  bread,  as  thousands 
earn  it; 

Or,  if  that  seem  too  humble,  tried  by  commerce. 

Or  other  civic  means,  to  amend  thy  fortunes. 

fFer.  (ironically).  And  been  an  Hanseatic  burgher? 

Excellent ! [art 

Jot.  Whate’er  thou  mlghtst  have  been,  to  me  thou 
What  DO  state  high  or  low  can  ever  change. 

My  heart's  first  choice ; — which  chose  thee,  knowing 
neither  [sorrows : 

Thy  birth,  thy  hopes,  thy  pride  ; nought,  save  thy 
XVl^e  they  last,  let  me  comfort  or  divide  them : 

When  they  end,  let  mine  end  with  them,  or  thee  ! 
fFtr.  Hy  better  angel  1 such  I have  ever  found 
thee ; 

Thb  rashness,  or  this  weakness  of  my  temper. 

Ne'er  raised  a thought  to  Injure  thee  or  thine. 

Thou  didst  not  mar  my  fortunes  ; my  own  nature 
In  youth  was  such  as  to  unmake  an  empire, 

Had  such  been  ray  Inberitance ; but  now, 

Chasten’d,  subdued,  out-worn,  and  taught  to  know 
Myself,— to  lose  thb  for  our  son  and  thee  ! 

T^t  me,  when.  In  my  two-and-twentieth  spring, 


watted,  not  alone  mjr  atrmf^th,  but  neant,  and  learet  ua~ 
not  thi*  U bei’ondmel  but  for  this  I had  been  happy."  — 
Th(«  It.  indeed,  beyond  u«.  If  this  be  Doctry,  then  we  were 
wroQx  in  tokinx  hi*  Lordship'*  preface  (or  prose.  It  will  run 
on  ten  feet  a*  well  a*  the  rett. 

” Some  of  the  rh.tr4rter*  are  modlOed 
Or  altered,  a few  of  the  names  changed,  and  1 

One  character,  Ida  of  Straleobelra, 


Added  by  myself ; Nit  In  the  rest  the 
Original  U chiefly  followed.  When 
1 was  young  (about  fourteen,  I think)  ) 

Flrit  read  ml*  tale,  which  made  a dorp  impression 
Upon  me 

Nor  Is  there  a line  fn  these  so  lame  and  halting,  but  we  could 
point  out  many  In  the  drama  as  bad.  — Campbsll.] 
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ACT  I. 


Mjr  fkthrr  barr’d  me  from  my  fhtben'  bouM, 

The  last  sole  scion  of  a thousand  firrs 
(For  1 WX4  then  the  last)*  it  hurt  me  k>ss 
Than  to  behold  my  boy  and  my  boyV  mother 
Excluded  In  their  innocence  from  what 
My  ftmits  deserved  — exclusion  ; althouxb  then 
My  panioni  were  all  Uvlni^  serpents,  and 
Twined  like  the  Gorgon's  round  me. 

[.4  lotvl  kniKhing  if  heard. 

Jtm.  Hark  { 

Her.  A knocking ! 

Jot.  Who  can  It  be  at  this  lone  hour  ? We  have 
Few  vUitors. 

H'er.  And  poverty  hath  none. 

Save  those  who  come  to  make  It  iKmrrr  stlU. 

Well,  I ani  prepareil. 

[Wxawea  putt  hit  hand  into  hit  botom,  at  if  to 
ttareh  fit  tome  tteapon. 

Jon.  Oh  I do  not  look  so.  I 

Will  to  the  door.  It  cannot  be  of  Import 
In  this  lone  spot  of  wintry  desolation  : — 

The  very  desert  saves  man  from  mankind. 

ffoet  to  the  door. 

Enter  iDBKrrxiH.  t 

Iden.  A felr  goo«l  c^Tnlng  to  my  ftircr  hostew 
And  worthy What  ’•  your  name,  my  friend  ? 

ITer.  Are  you 

Not  afraid  to  demand  it  ? 

Jden.  Not  afraid  ? 

Egad  I I am  afraid.  Tou  look  as  if 
I ask’d  for  something  better  than  your  name. 

By  the  face  you  put  on  it. 

H'er.  Better,  sir ! 

Iden.  Better  or  worse,  like  matrimony : what 
Shall  I say  more  ? You  have  been  aguc^t  this  month 
Here  In  the  prince’s  palace  — (to  he  sure, 

IIU  highness  had  resign'd  it  to  the  ghosts 
I And  rats  these  twelve  years  — bull  is  still  a palace)  — 
I say  you  have  been  our  lodger,  ami  as  yet 
We  do  not  know  your  name. 

HVe.  My  name  is  Wemer, 

him,  A goodly  n.ime,  n very  worthy  name. 

As  e’er  was  gilt  upon  a trader’s  board : 

I have  a cousin  In  the  lazaretto 

<>f  Hamburgh,  who  has  got  a wife  who  bore 

The  came.  He  U an  officer  of  tmst. 

Surgeon's  asristant  (hoping  to  be  su^teon), 

And  has  done  miracles  1’  the  way  of  business. 

Perhaps  you  are  related  to  my  relative. 

HVr.  To  yours  ? 

Jos.  Oh,  yes ; wc  are,  but  distantly. 

[dtide  to  WsaKEa, 

Cannot  you  humour  the  dull  gossip  till 
We  learn  his  purpose  ? 

Idem.  Well,  I *m  gl.ul  of  that ; 

I thought  so  all  along,  such  natural  yearnings 
Play’d  round  my  heart : — blood  is  not  water,  cou^n  ; 
And  so  let ’s  have  some  wine,  and  drink  unto 
Onr  better  acquaintance : relatives  should  be 
Friends. 

H'er.  Tou  appear  to  have  drunk  enough  already ; 


And  If  3TOU  had  not.  I’ve  no  wine  to  offbr. 

Else  it  were  youn:  but  this  you  know,  or  should  know: 
Tou  see  1 am  poor,  and  sick,  and  will  not  see 
That  1 would  be  alone  ; but  to  your  business  I 
What  brings  you  here  • 

Iden.  Why,  what  should  bring  me  here  ? 

H'er.  1 know  not,  though  I think  that  1 could  guess 
That  which  will  send  you  hence.  j 

Jot.  (aside).  Patience,  dear  M’enicr ! 

Men.  You  don’t  know  what  bus  hapjicn’d,  then  ? ' 

Jot.  How  should  «*e  ? j 

Men.  The  liver  has  o'erflow’d.  I 

Jos.  Alas  I we  have  known 

That  to  our  sorrow  for  these  five  days ; since 
It  keeps  us  here. 

Men.  But  what  you  don’t  know  Is, 

That  a great  personage,  who  fain  would  cross  ^ 

Against  the  stream  and  three  postfHons’  wishes,  I 

Is  drown'd  below  the  ford,  with  five  post-horses, 

A monkey,  and  a mastiff,  and  a salet 
Jot.  Poor  creatures ! are  you  sure  7 
Men.  Yos,  of  the  monkey. 

And  the  valet,  and  the  cattle  ; btit  as  yet 
Wc  know  not  if  his  excellency ’s  dead 
Or  no  ; your  noblemen  are  hard  to  drown, 

As  it  b fit  that  men  In  office  shotild  l>e  ; 

But  what  U certain  Is,  that  he  has  swallow’d 
Enough  oi  the  Oiler  to  have  burst  two  pro&nts  ; 

.\nd  now  a Saxon  and  Hungarian  traveller, 

^\'ho,  at  their  proper  peril,  snatch’d  him  from 
The  whlrtlng  river,  have  sent  on  to  crave 
A lodging,  ora  grave,  according  as 
It  may  turn  out  with  the  live  or  dead  body. 

Jot.  And  where  will  you  receive  him  ? here,  I hope, 
If  we  can  he  of  service  — say  the  word. 

Men.  Here  ? no ; but  in  the  prince’s  own  apartment. 
As  fits  a noble  guest : — ’t  Is  damp,  no  doubt. 

Not  having  been  inhabited  these  twelve  years ; 

But  then  he  comes  from  a much  damper  place. 

So  scarcely  will  catch  cold  in  *t,  if  he  be 

Still  liable  to  cold  — and  if  not,  why 

He  ’ll  be  worse  lodged  to-morruw  • ne’erthf  li'ss, 

I have  order’d  fire  and  all  appliances 
To  be  got  ready  for  the  worst  — that  Is, 

In  case  be  should  survive. 

Jot.  Poor  gentleman, 

I hope  he  will,  with  all  my  heart 

Her.  intendant. 

Have  you  not  team’d  hU  name  7 My  Josephine, 

T/ff/Je  to  hit  irife. 
Retire  : IH  tift  Udi  fo<^.  [Ertf  JosErniKi. 

Men.  His  name  7 oh  Lord  1 

Who  knows  if  he  hath  now  a name  or  no  ? 

’Tls  time  enough  to  ask  It  when  he’s  able 
To  give  an  answer } or  If  not,  to  p\tt 
His  heir’s  upon  his  epitaph.  Molbougl'.t 
Just  now  you  chid  me  for  demanding  name*  7 

IftT.  True,  true,  I did  so ; you  say  well  and  v.i«ely« 


E’nfer  Gabor.  9 

Gab.  If  I Intrude,  I crave  — 


Oh,  no  iutnislon  I 


* (The  mrHt  amusing  fellow  In  the  drams  Is  Mnnile’ir  he.  A sort  of  mvsierious  horror  Is  thrown  round  his  im« 
Idenstein;  who  makes  the  finest  ipewch.  too.  beroml  cotn-  palp-ibnUj-.  In  the  ule;  Iwrt.  In  the  drama,  he  Is  onir  a 


parison.  of  anjr  of  the  persooages.  The  only  wonder  is.  sentimental,  mondr.  hlgh-mettied  soldier  of  fortune,  vh'nae 
where  he  fot  U.  ~ EtJ.  Res.']  ap|>carancet  and  disappearances  are  alike  slneiil.srlt  inoppor- 

* [Gabor  Is  a most  !nexpllra)>1e  personage  : he  is  always  on  tune,  and  who  ends  in  a mere  mercenary.  Hit  character  ia. 
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ThU  U tile  pulace ; this  a ftran^r  like 
Yotireelf ; I pray  you  make  yourself  at  home ; 

But  where  *s  b!s  excellency  ? and  how  fares  he  7 
Gab.  Wetly  and  wearily,  but  out  of  iieril : 

He  paused  to  chan^  hb  garments  in  a cottage 
( >Vhere  I doff’d  mine  for  these,  and  came  on  hither). 
And  has  almost  recover'd  from  hb  drenching. 

He  will  be  here  anon. 

liUn.  What  ho,  there  I busUe  t 

Without  there,  Herman,  Weilburg,  Peter,  Conrad  ! 

[Giocs  dirtetioma  to  differmt  tervanU  iMo 
9oUr. 

A nobleman  sleeps  here  to  night — see  that 
All  b in  order  In  the  damask  chamber — 

Keep  up  the  stove— I wlU  myself  to  the  cellar  — 
And  Madame  Idenstein  (my  consort,  stranger), 

Shall  fumbh  forth  the  bed>ap|)arel ; for. 

To  say  the  truth,  they  are  marvelltms  scant  of  thb 
Within  the  palace  preidncts,  since  hb  highness 
Left  it  some  dozen  years  ago.  And  then 
UU  excellency  will  sup,  doubtless  7 

Gab,  Faith  t 

I cannot  tell ; but  I thoold  think  the  pillow 
Would  please  him  better  than  the  table  after 
His  soaking  in  your  river : but  for  fear 
Your  vbnds  should  be  thrown  away,  I mean 
To  sup  myself,  and  have  a friend  without 
Who  will  do  honour  to  your  good  cheer  with 
A traveller's  appetite. 

hUn.  But  are  you  sure 

Hb  excellency But  hb  name:  wliat  U It  7 

Gah,  I do  not  know. 

Idea.  And  yet  you  saved  hb  life. 

Gab.  1 help’d  my  friend  to  do  so. 

Iden.  Well,  that  *s  strange. 

To  save  a man’s  life  whom  you  do  not  know. 

Gab.  Nut  so ; for  there  ore  some  1 know  so  well, 

I scarce  should  give  myself  the  trouble. 

ItUn,  Pray, 

vKKid  friend,  and  who  may  you  be  7 

Gab.  By  my  Cunily, 

Hungarian. 

Iden.  Which  b caU’d  7 
CtU}.  It  matters  little. 

Iden.  (azide).  I think  that  all  the  world  are  grown 
anonymous, 

Since  no  one  cam  to  tell  me  what  be 's  call’d  ! 

Pray,  has  hb  excellency  a large  suite  7 

Gab.  SiifBdcnt 

Iden.  How  many  7 

Gab.  I did  not  count  them. 

We  came  up  by  mere  accident,  and  just 

In  time  to  drag  him  through  hb  carriage  window. 

Iden.  Well,  what  would  I give  to  save  a great  man  1 
No  doubt  you  It  have  a swingeing  sum  as  recompctise. 
Gab.  Perhaps. 

Iden.  Now,  how  much  do  you  reckon  oa  t 

Gab.  1 have  not  yet  put  up  myself  to  sale : 

In  the  mean  time,  my  b^  reward  would  be 
A glass  of  your  Hockchelmer— a ffreen  gla<«, 
Wreath'd  with  rich  grapes  and  Bacchanal  devices, 
O'erflowlng  with  the  oldest  of  your  vintage ; 

Fur  which  I promise  yon.  In  case  you  e'er 
Run  hazard  of  being  drown’d  (although  I own 
It  seems,  of  all  deaths,  the  least  likely  for  you), 

I ’ll  pull  you  out  for  nothing.  Quick,  my  friend. 
And  think,  for  every  bumper  I shall  quaff, 

A wave  the  less  may  roll  above  your  bead. 


Iden.  (oMuIey.  I don't  much  like  thb  fellow — close 
and  dry 

He  seems,  two  things  which  suit  me  not : however. 
Wine  he  shall  have ; if  that  unlock  him  not, 

1 shall  not  sleep  to-night  for  curiosity. 

[axtt  loENSTPIM 

Gab,  (to  Wtawxa).  Thb  master  of  the  ceremonies  Is 
The  intendant  of  the  palace,  1 }ircsume : 

*1'  b a fine  building,  but  decay'd. 

WVr.  The  apartment 

Design'd  for  him  you  rescued  will  be  found 
In  Alter  onler  for  a sickly  guest 

Gah,  1 wonder  then  you  occupied  it  not 
For  you  seem  delicate  in  health. 

H'er.  (^vicifjr).  Sir  J 

Gab.  Pray 

Excuse  me : have  I said  aught  to  offend  yon  7 

IFcr.  Nothing:  but  we  arc  strangers  to  each  other. 
6'a^.  And  that  *s  the  reason  I would  have  u«  less  so: 
I thought  our  bustling  host  without  had  said 
You  were  a chance  and  passing  guest  the  counterpart 
Of  me  and  ra/  coroiwnioDs. 

IfVr.  Very  true. 

Gab.  Then,  as  we  never  met  before,  anil  never. 

It  may  be,  may  again  encounter,  why, 

I thought  to  cheer  up  this  <Hd  dungeon  here 
(At  least  to  me)  by  asking  you  to  share 
The  fare  of  my  companions  and  mysclL 

ffer.  Pray,  pardon  me;  my  health 

Gab.  Even  as  you  please. 

I have  been  a soldier,  and  perhaps  am  blunt 
In  bearing. 

HVr.  I have  also  served,  and  can 
Requite  a scddler's  greeting. 

Gab.  In  what  service  7 

The  Imperial  7 

fVer.  (^‘ciUy,  and  then  him$rif).  1 

commanded— no — I mean 
I served  ; but  it  b many  years  ago, 

When  first  Bohemia  raised  her  banner  'gainst 
The  Austrian. 

Gab.  WeU,  that 's  over  now,  and  peace 

Haa  turn'd  some  thousand  gallant  hearts  adrift 
To  live  as  they  best  may ; and,  to  say  truth, 

Some  take  the  shortest. 

fftr.  What  b that  7 

Gab.  MTiate'er 

They  lay  their  hands  on.  AU  Silesb  and 
Lusatia's  woods  are  tenanted  by  bands 
Of  the  late  troops,  who  levy  on  the  country 
Their  maintenance : the  Cbatelalns  must  keep 
Their  cutle  walb — beyond  them  'tb  but  doubtful 
Travel  for  your  rich  count  or  full-blown  baron, 
lily  comfort  b that,  wander  where  1 may, 

1 've  little  left  to  lose  now. 

H'er.  And  I — nothing. 

Gab,  Tliat  *s  harder  tdlL  You  uy  you  were  a 
soldier. 
fFer.  I waa. 

Gab.  You  took  one  stlli.  AU  soldiers  are 

Or  should  be  comrades,  even  though  enemies. 

Our  swords  when  drawn  must  cross,  our  engines  aim 
(While  levell'd)  at  each  other’s  hearts ; but  when 
A truce,  a peace,  or  what  you  will,  remits 
The  steel  into  Its  scabbard,  and  leU  sleep 
The  spark  which  lights  the  matchlock,  we  are  brethren. 
You  are  poor  and  sickly  — I am  not  rich,  but 
healthy ; 
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I want  fur  nothioff  which  I cannot  want ; 

Tou  seem  devoid  of  this — wUt  share  it  ? 

[GABoa  pmUs  oarf  hU  punt, 
ffer.  Who 

Told  you  1 was  a beggar  ? 

Gab.  You  yourself, 

In  saying  you  were  a soldier  during  peace-time. 

IfVr.  (iookiuj/  ai  him  leitk  tutpiciony.  You  know 
me  not  ? 

Gab.  1 know  no  man,  not  even 

Myself : how  should  1 then  know  one  i ne'er 
Beheld  till  half  an  hour  since  ? 

ffer.  Sir,  1 thank  you. 

Your  offer 's  noble  were  it  to  a friend. 

And  not  imkind  as  to  an  unknown  stranger. 

Though  scarcely  prudent ; but  no  less  1 thank  you. 

I am  a beggar  in  all  save  his  trade ; 

And  when  1 beg  of  any  one,  it  shall  be 
Of  him  who  was  the  first  to  offer  what 
Few  can  obtain  by  asking.  Pardon  me.  [ Exit. 

Gab.  (solus).  A goodly  fellow  by  his  looks,  though 
worn, 

most  good  fellows  are,  by  pain  or  pleasure. 

Which  tear  life  out  of  us  before  our  time ; 

I scarce  know  which  most  quickly  : but  be  seems 
To  have  seen  better  days,  as  who  has  not 
>^lio  has  seen  yesterday  ? — But  here  approaches 
Our  sage  intendant,  with  the  wine : however, 

For  the  cup’s  sake  1 'll  bear  the  cupbearer. 

Enter  Iobsstkik. 

Iden.  'T  is  here  I the  supernaculum  I twenty  years 
Of  age.  If  *t  Is  a day. 

Gab.  Which  epoch  makes 

Young  women  and  old  wine ; and 't  is  great  pity, 

Of  two  such  excellent  things,  Increase  of  yairs, 

>^'hich  still  Improves  the  one,  should  spoil  the  other. 
Fill  full  — Here 's  to  our  hostess  I — your  fklr  wife  ! 

[ Takts  tkt  glass. 

Iden.  Fair  I ^ Well,  I trust  your  taste  in  wine  is 
equal 

To  that  you  show  for  beauty  ; but  1 pledge  you 
Nevertheless. 

Gab.  Is  not  the  lo>*ely  woman 

I met  in  the  adjacent  ball,  who,  with 
An  air,  and  port,  and  eye,  which  would  have  better 
Beseem'd  this  palace  in  its  brightest  days 
( Though  in  a garb  adapted  to  Its  present 
Abandonment),  return'd  my  salutation—. 

Is  not  the  same  your  spouse  ? 

Iden.  I would  she  were  ! 

But  you  *re  mistaken : — that 's  the  stranger's  wife. 

Gab.  And  by  her  aspect  she  might  be  a prince's ; 
Though  time  hath  touch'd  her  too,  she  still  retains 
Much  beauty,  and  more  mgjcsty. 

Iden.  And  that 

Is  more  than  1 can  say  for  Madame  Idenstein, 

At  least  In  beauty : as  for  majesty, 

She  has  some  of  its  properties  which  might 
Be  spared  — but  never  mind ! 

Gab.  I don’t  But  who 

May  be  this  stranger  ? He  too  hath  a bearing 
Above  his  outward  fortunes. 

Iden.  There  I differ. 

He 's  poor  as  Job,  and  not  so  patient ; but 
Who  be  may  be,  or  wh.’it,  or  aught  of  him. 

Except  hU  name  (and  that  1 only  leam'd 
To-nlgbt  ^ 1 know  not. 
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Gab.  But  how  came  be  here  ? 

Iden.  In  a most  miserable  old  caiechc. 

About  a month  since,  and  immediately 

Fell  sick,  almost  to  death.  He  should  have  died. 

Gab.  Tender  and  true  ! — but  why  ? 

Iden.  Why,  what  is  life 

Without  a living  ? Me  has  not  a stiver. 

Gab.  In  that  case,  1 much  wonder  that  a (H*rson 
Of  your  apparent  prudence  should  admit 
Guests  so  forlorn  Into  this  noble  mansion.  [make 
Iden.  That 's  true ; but  pity,  as  you  know,  does 
One's  heart  commit  these  follies  ; and  besides 
They  had  some  valuables  left  at  that  time, 

^liich  paid  their  way  up  to  the  present  hour ; 

And  so  1 thought  they  might  as  well  be  lodged 
Here  as  at  the  small  tavern,  and  1 gave  tb^ 

The  run  of  some  of  the  oldest  palace  rooms. 

They  served  to  air  them,  at  the  least  as  long 
As  they  could  pay  for  firewood. 

G(dt.  Poor  souls ! 

Iden.  Ay, 

Exceeding  poor. 

Gab.  And  yet  unused  to  poverty, 

If  1 mistake  not  Whither  were  they  g(Hng  ? 

Iden.  Oh  \ Heaven  knows  where,  unless  to  heaven 
itself. 

Some  days  ago  that  look’d  the  likeliest  journey 
For  Werner. 

Gab.  Werner  I 1 have  beard  the  name : 

But  it  may  be  a feign'd  one. 

Iden.  Like  enough ! 

But  hark  I a noise  of  wheels  and  voices,  and 
A blase  of  torches  from  without.  As  sure 
As  destiny,  his  excellency  *s  come. 

I must  be  at  my  post : wilt  you  not  join  me. 

To  help  him  Anm  his  carriage,  and  present 
Tour  humble  duty  at  the  door  7 

Gab.  I dragg'd  him 

From  out  that  carriage  when  he  would  have  given 
His  barony  or  county  to  repel 
The  rushing  river  from  his  gurgling  throat. 

He  has  valets  now  enough : the}'  stood  aloof  then. 
Shaking  their  dripping  ears  upon  the  shore. 

All  roaring  “ Help  l **  but  offering  none ; and  as 
For  dutp  (as  you  call  it).— I dkt  mine  then. 

Now  do  yours.  Hence,  and  bow  and  cringe  him  here  1 
Iden.  /cringe  I — but  I shall  lose  the  opportunity  — 
Plague  take  It  I he  11  be  Aere,  and  I noi  then  f 

[Esrtf  IncNSTEur  kaetily. 

Re-enter  WxaMia. 

}Ver.  (to  hims^f).  I beard  a noise  of  wheels  and 
voices.  How 
.Ml  sounds  now  jar  me  1 

Still  here  ! Is  be  not  [Bereetotny  Gaioa. 

A spy  of  my  pursuer's  ? His  frank  offer 
So  suddenly,  and  to  a stranger,  wore 
The  aspect  of  a secret  enemy  ; 

For  friends  are  slow  at  such. 

Gab.  Sir,  you  seem  rapt ; 

And  yet  the  time  Is  not  akin  to  thought 
These  old  walls  will  be  noisy  soon.  The  banm, 

Or  count  (or  whatsoe'er  this  half-druwn’d  noble 
May  be),  for  whom  this  desolate  village  and 
Its  lone  inhabitants  show  more  respect 
Than  did  the  elements,  U come. 

Iden.  (icitkoui).  This  way  — 

This  way,  your  excellency hare  a care. 
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The  sUircue  is  a Uttie  gloomy,  and  1 

Somewhat  decay’d ; but  if  wc  had  expected 

So  high  a g^le»t  — Pray  take  my  arm,  my  lord  1 i 

Enter  SraALENiiBiM,  Ioexstkis,  and  AUmdurUt  — 
partly  hi$  own,  and  partly  Retainert  of  the  Domain 
of  which  loEN&TElM  i$  Intendant.  I 

Stral.  1 11  mt  me  here  a moment. 

Iden.  {to  the  seroantt),  Uo  ! a chair  1 j 

Instantly,  knaves  1 [Stealekheim  nu  down,  : 

Wer.  {aeide).  'TU  be  I ' 

StraL  1 ’m  better  now.  | 

Who  arc  these  strangers  ? | 

Iden.  Please  you,  my  good  lord,  i 

One  Kays  be  is  no  stranger.  i 

Wer.  {aloud  and  hastily).  Who  says  that  ? ' 

[ They  look  at  him  with  surprise. 
Iden.  Why,  DO  one  spoke  of  you,  or  to  you  /—but 
Here 's  one  his  excellency  may  be  pleased 
To  recognise.  [Pointing  to  Gabor. 

Gab,  I seek  not  to  disturb 
His  noble  memory. 

Strut  I apprehend 

This  is  one  of  the  strangers  to  whoso  aid 
1 owe  my  rescue.  Is  not  that  the  other  ? 

[Pointing  to  WxaNxa. 
My  state  when  I was  succour’d  must  excuse 
My  uncertainty  to  whom  I owe  so  much. 

Idea.  He ! — no,  my  lord,  be  rather  wants  for  rescue 
Than  can  afford  it.  T Is  a poor  sick  man, 
Travel.tired,  and  lately  risen  from  a bed 
Prom  whence  he  never  dream’d  to  rise. 

Strat  Methought 

That  there  were  two. 

Gab.  There  were,  in  company  ; 

But,  in  the  ser\*lce  render’d  to  your  lordship, 

1 needs  must  say  but  one,  and  be  is  absent. 

The  chief  part  of  whatever  aid  was  render'd 
Was  his  : it  was  hU  fortune  to  be  first. 

My  will  was  not  inferior,  but  his  strength 
And  youth  outstripp’d  me  ; therefore  do  not  waste 
Your  thanks  on  me.  1 was  but  a glad  second 
Unto  a nobler  prlndpaL 

Stral.  Where  U be  ? 

An  Aden.  My  lord,  he  tarried  In  the  cottage  where 
Yoiir  excellency  rested  for  an  hour, 

And  said  be  would  be  here  to-morrow. 

StraL  Till 

That  hour  arrives,  1 can  but  offer  thanks, 

And  then  — 

Gab.  I seek  no  more,  and  scarce  deserve 

So  much.  My  coourade  may  speak  for  bimsell 
•Stral  {fixing  his  eyes  upon  WaaKia:  then  atide). 
It  cannot  be ! and  yet  be  must  be  look'd  to. 

’T  is  twenty  years  ^ce  I beheld  him  with 
These  eyes  ; and,  though  roy  agents  still  have  kept 
Theirs  on  him,  policy  baa  held  aloof 
My  own  from  his,  not  to  alarm  him  into 
Suspicion  of  my  plan.  W'hy  did  1 leave 
At  Hamburgh  those  who  would  have  made  assurance 
£f  this  be  be  or  no  ? 1 thought,  ere  now, 

To  have  been  lord  of  Siegendorf,  and  parted 
In  haste,  though  even  the  elements  at^iear 
To  fight  against  roe,  and  this  sudden  flood 

May  keep  me  prisoner  here  till 

[He  pauses,  and  looks  cU  Wtairxa ; then  resumes. 
This  man  must 

Be  watch’d.  If  it  b he,  he  is  so  chani^. 
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His  Cither,  rising  from  bb  grave  again, 

Would  pass  him  by  unknown.  1 must  Itc  wary  t 
An  error  would  spoil  alL 

Iden,  Tour  lonbbip  seems 

Pensive.  Will  it  not  please  you  to  pass  on  7 

Stral,  'T  b past  fatigue  which  gives  my  weigh’d- 
dosm  spirit 

An  outward  show  of  thought.  I will  to  rest. 

Iden,  The  prince's  chamber  b prepared,  with  all 
The  very  fUndcurc  the  prince  used  when 
Last  here,  in  Its  full  splendour. 

( Aside. ) Somewhat  tatter'd. 
And  devilbh  damp,  but  £be  enough  by  torch-light ; 

And  that 's  enough  for  your  right  noble  blood 
Of  twenty  quarterings  upon  a hatchment ; I 

So  let  their  bearer  sleep  'netth  something  like  one  | 
Now,  as  he  one  day  will  for  ever  Ue. 

Stral.  {rising  and  turning  to  GAnon),  Goodnight, 
good  people  ! Sir,  1 trust  tCMnorrow 
Will  find  me  apter  to  requite  your  service. 

In  the  mean  time  I crave  your  company 
A moment  In  roy  chamber. 

Gab.  I attend  you. 

Stral.  {after  a few  steps,  pauses,  and  calls  Wxa- 
mee).  Friend  I 
Wer.  Sir  • 

Iden,  Sir  I Lord— oh  Lord  t >^'hy  don't  you  say 
Hb  lordship,  or  hb  excellency  ? Pray 
My  lord,  excuse  thb  poor  man's  want  of  breeding  : 

He  hath  not  been  accustom’d  to  admbslon 
To  such  a presence. 

Stral.  {to  Iuemstxjm).  Peace,  intendant  t 
Iden.  Ob  t 

X am  dumb. 

Stral.  {to  WaaxxR).  Have  you  been  long  here  ? 

Wer.  Long  ? 

.Stral,  I sought 

An  answer,  not  an  echo. 

Wer,  You  may  seek 

Both  from  the  a^alb.  I am  not  used  to  answer 
Those  whom  1 know  noL 

Stral.  Indeed  I Ne’erthclcis, 

You  might  reply  with  courtesy  to  what 
Is  ask’d  in  kindness. 

Wer,  When  1 know  ft  such, 

I will  requite — that  U,  reply — in  unison. 

Stral,  The  intendant  said  you  had  been  detain'd 
by  sickness — 

If  I could  aid  you — journeying  the  same  way  ? 

Wer.  {quickly),  1 am  not  journeying  the  same  way. 
StraL  How  know  ye 

That,  ere  you  know  my  route  ? 

Wer.  Because  there  b 

But  one  way  that  the  rich  and  poor  must  tread 
Together.  You  diverged  from  that  dread  path 
Some  hours  ago,  and  I some  days : henceforth 
Our  roads  must  He  asunder,  though  they  tend 
All  to  one  home. 

Stral.  Your  language  b above  i 

Your  station. 

Wer.  {bitterly).  Is  It  ? 

Stral.  Or,  at  least,  beyond 

Tour  garb. 

Wer.  *T  is  wcU  that  It  b not  beneath  It, 

As  sometimes  happens  to  the  better  cbd. 

Bat,  in  a word,  what  would  you  with  me  7 
^al.  {startled).  I f 

Wer.  Yes — you  I You  know  roe  not,  and  question 
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And  wonder  that  I answer  not.~not  knowing 
My  Inquisitor.  Explain  what  you  would  have,  ! 
And  then  1 H satisfy  yourself,  or  me.  I 

^roL  I knew  not  that  you  had  reasons  for  reserve. 
ffer.  Many  have  such : — Have  you  none  ? 

StraL  None  which  can 

Interest  a mere  stranger. 

fPe/’.  Then  forgive 

The  same  unknown  and  humble  stranger,  if 
I He  wishes  to  remain  so  to  the  man 
Who  can  have  nought  in  common  with  him. 

I Sir, 

I I will  not  balk  your  humour,  though  untoward  : 

1 only  meant  you  service — but  good  night ! 

Intendant,  show  the  way  I (to  OaBoa.)  Sir,  you  will 
with  me  ? 

[Extunt  SmALtSHWiamd  AUemdantti  Inew* 
•TCiK  anti  Oasoa. 

ffer.  (so/m).  'Tis  he!  1 am  taken  in  the  toils.  Be- 
fore 

I quitted  Hamburgh,  Giulio,  his  late  steward, 

Inform'd  me,  that  he  had  obtain'd  an  order 
From  Brandenburg's  elector,  for  the  arrest 
Of  Kruitxner  (such  the  name  I then  bore),  when 
I came  upon  the  frontier ; the  free  city 
Alone  preserved  my  freedom  — till  I left 
Its  walls  — fool  that  t was  to  quit  them  ! But 
I deem'd  this  humble  garb,  and  route  oi>«oure. 

Had  baffled  the  slow  hounds  in  thetr  pursuit. 

What 's  to  be  done  ? He  knows  me  not  by  person 
Nor  could  aughL  save  the  eye  of  apprehension, 

Have  recognised  Aim,  after  twenty  years. 

We  met  to  rarely  and  so  coldly  In 

Our  youth.  But  those  atiout  him  ! Now  I can 

Divine  the  frankness  of  the  Hungarian,  who 

No  doubt  is  a mere  tool  and  spy  of  Stralcnhelm's, 

To  sound  ana  to  secure  me.  Without  means ! 

Sick,  poor — begirt  too  with  the  fiooding  riven, 
Impassable  even  to  the  wealthy,  with 
Ail  the  appliances  which  purchase  modes 
Of  overpowering  peril,  with  men's  lives,  — 

I How  can  1 hope  ! An  hour  ago  methought 
I My  state  beyond  despair;  and  now,  't  is  such, 

1 The  past  seems  paradise.  Another  day, 

1 And  I *m  detected,  — on  the  very  eve 
' Of  honours,  rights,  and  my  Inhi^tancc, 

When  a few  drops  of  gold  might  save  me  still 
In  fovourlng  an  escape. 

Enter  loxNarciir  and  Fam  tn  convereaiiom. 

Fritz.  Immediately. 

IcUn.  I ten  you  *t  is  impossible. 

Fritz.  It  must 

Be  tried,  however ; and  If  one  express 
Fail,  you  must  send  on  others,  till  the  answer 
Arrives  from  Frankfort,  from  the  commandant 
Idrn.  1 will  do  what  I can. 

Fritz.  And  recollect 

To  spare  no  trouble ; yon  wlU  be  repaid 
Tenfold. 

/•len.  The  baron  Is  retired  to  rest  ? 

Fritz.  lie  hath  thrown  himself  into  an  easy  chair 
Beside  the  Arc,  and  slumbers ; and  has  order'd 
He  may  not  be  disturb'd  until  eleven, 

When  he  will  take  himself  to  bed. 

Jden.  Before 

An  hour  is  past  1 11  do  my  best  to  serve  him. 

Fritz.  Remember  i [£xi<  Fam. 

©= 


IJen.  The  devil  take  these  great  men ! they 

Think  all  things  made  for  them.  Now  here  must  I ! 
Bouse  up  some  half  a dozen  shivering  vassaU 
From  their  scant  pallets,  and,  at  peril  of 
Their  lives,  despatch  them  o'er  the  river  towards 
Frankfort.  Methinks  the  baron's  own  experience 
Some  hours  ago  might  teach  him  fellow.feeUng : 

But  no,  **  it  mtuf"  and  there 's  an  end.  How  now  ? 
Are  you  there.  Mynheer  Werner  f 

W'er.  Tou  ha\*e  left 

’ Tour  noble  guest  right  quickly. 

I Idem.  Tes  — be 's  doting. 

And  seems  to  like  that  none  should  sleep  besides. 

Here  is  a packet  for  the  commandant  I 

Of  Frankfort,  at  all  risks  and  all  expenses ; 

But  I roust  not  lose  time  : Good  nl^t ! ! 

IFer.  **  To  Frankfott  J* 

So,  so,  it  thickens  1 Ay,  “ the  commandant"  ^ 

This  tallies  well  with  ail  the  prior  steps  | 

Of  this  cool,  calculating  fiend,  who  sralks  I 

Between  me  and  my  fktber's  bouse.  No  doubt  I 

fie  writes  for  a detachment  to  convey  me  ; 

Into  some  secret  fortress.  — Sooner  ^an 
This 

[WraKea  looAs  around,  and  zmateAee  up  a Uniji 
tjfing  on  a tetble  in  a receei. 

Now  I am  master  of  roj-sdf  at  least 
Hark,  — footsteps  t How  do  I know  th:it  Stralenheiro 
Will  wait  for  even  the  show  of  that  authority 
Which  U to  overshadow  usurpation  ? 

That  he  suspects  me 's  certain.  1 'ro  alone ; ! | 

He  with  a numerous  train.  I weak  ; be  strong  j 

In  gold,  in  numbers,  rank,  authority.  I 

I namelesa,  or  Involving  in  my  name  • | 

Destruction,  till  I reach  my  own  domain  ; |i 

He  fulUblown  with  his  titles,  which  impose  ’ 

Still  further  on  these  obscure  petty  burghers 
Than  they  could  do  elsewhere.  Ibrk  t nearer  itUI  t i 
1 11  to  the  secret  passage,  which  communicates  ' 

With  the No ! all  Is  silent — *t  was  my  fancy  !—  |i 

Still  as  the  breathless  interval  between  | 

The  flash  and  thunder : — I must  bush  my  soul  j 
Amidst  Its  perils.  Yet  I will  retire,  | 

To  see  if  still  be  unexplored  the  passage  j 

I wot  of  t it  will  serve  me  as  a den  i 

Of  secrecy  for  some  hours,  at  the  worst. 

^WaaKER  dmw$  a panel,  and  exit,  c/orinp  it 
after  him. 

Enter  Gaboe  and  JosErniXB. 

Gab.  Where  is  your  husband  ? 

Jot.  Here,  I thought : I left  him 

Not  long  since  in  his  chamber.  But  these  roums  I 
Have  many  outlets,  and  he  may  be  gone 
To  accompany  the  intendant. 

Gab.  Baron  Stralenbelm 

Put  many  questions  to  the  intendant  on 
The  subject  of  your  lord,  and,  to  be  plain, 

1 have  my  doubts  if  be  means  welL 

Joe.  Alas ! 

What  can  there  be  in  common  with  the  proud 
And  wealthy  baron,  and  the  unknown  Werner  t 
Gab.  That  you  know  best. 

Joe.  Or,  if  it  were  so,  how 

Come  you  to  stir  yourself  in  his  behalf, 

Rather  than  that  of  him  whose  life  you  saved  ? 

< <7oA.  1 help'd  to  save  him,  as  in  peril ; but 

I I did  not  pled^  myself  to  serve  him  in 
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apprwu'lon.  I know  well  th«e  noblen,  ami 
Their  thousan<l  modes  of  trampling  on  the  poor. 

I have  proved  them ; and  my  spirit  bolls  up  when 
I find  them  practising  against  the  weak  : — 

This  U my  only  motive. 

)•  Jos.  ' It  would  be 

' Not  easy  to  persuade  my  consort  of 
j Tour  good  intentions. 

Cab.  Ls  he  so  sasplclous  7 

Jot.  He  was  not  once  ; but  lime  anti  troubles  have 
Hade  him  what  you  beheld. 

Gab.  I *ni  sorry  for  it. 

Suspicion  Is  a hoavj’  armour,  ami 
With  111  own  weight  Impedes  more  than  protects. 
Good  night ! I trust  to  meet  with  him  at  daybreak. 

[Exit  Gabo;:. 

Re-^nUr  Idksstkin  and  tome  P'ataatt.  Joseriiisr 
reliret  up  the  Hall. 

Firit  Peatanf.  But  if  I *ra  drown’d  7 
JJeit.  Why,  you  will  be  well  i>aid  for 't. 

And  have  risk'd  more  than  drowning  for  as  much, 

I doubt  not 

Second  Peasant.  But  our  wives  and  fiuntltes  ? 
Idrn.  Cannot  be  worse  off  than  they  are,  and  may 
Be  better. 

Third  Peasant.  I have  neither,  and  will  venture. 
/den.  That 's  right  A gallant  carte,  and  fit  to  be 
A soldier.  1 11  promote  you  to  the  ranks 
In  the  prince’s  holy-guard  — If  you  succeed  : 

And  you  shall  have  besides,  In  sparkling  coin, 

Two  thalers. 

lydrd  Peasant  No  more ! 

IJen.  Out  upon  your  avarice  ! 

Can  that  low  vice  alloy  so  much  ambition  7 
I tell  thee,  fellow,  that  two  thalers  In 
Small  change  will  subdivide  into  a trea.sure. 

I>o  not  five  hundred  thousand  heroes  daily 
Risk  lives  and  souls  for  the  tithe  of  one  thaler? 

When  hatl  you  half  the  sum  7 

Third  Peasant.  Never — but  ne’er 

The  lc!i6  I must  have  three. 

/den.  Have  you  forgot 

Whose  vassal  you  were  bom,  knave  ? 

Third  Peasant.  No  — the  prince’s, 

And  not  the  stranger’s. 

/den.  Sirrah  ! in  the  prince’s 

Absence,  I am  sovereign  ; and  the  baron  is 
My  intimate  connection ; — **  Cou-sln  Idenstein  I 
(Quoth  he)  you’ll  order  out  a down  villains. ” 

And  so,  you  villains  ! troop  — march  — march,  I 

And  If  a single  dof’s-ear  of  this  ]>acket 
Be  sprinkled  by  the  Oder— look  to  it ! 

For  every  page  of  paper,  shall  a hide 
Of  jrours  be  stretch’d  as  parchment  on  a drum. 

Like  Ziska’s  skin,  to  beat  alarm  to  all 
Reft^tory  vassals,  who  cannot  effect 
Iropoaslbiiitlcs.— Away,  ye  earth-worms ! 

dripintj  them  out. 

Joe.  {eominff  foneard).  I fain  would  shun  these 
scenes,  too  oft  repeated. 

Of  feudal  tyranny  o’er  petty  victims ; 

I cannot  aid,  and  will  not  witness  such. 

Even  here,  In  this  remote,  unnamed,  dull  spot, 

The  dimmest  in  the  district’s  map,  exist 

The  Insolence  of  wealth  In  poverty 

O'er  something  poorer  still — the  pride  of  rank 


In  servitude,  o'er  something  still  more  servile ; 

And  rice  in  misery  affecting  still 
A tatter’d  splendour.  What  a state  of  being  t 
In  Tuscany,  my  own  dear  sunny  land, 

Our  nobles  were  but  cltixens  and  mcrchanK 
Like  Cosmo.  We  had  evils,  but  not  such 
As  these  \ and  our  all-ripe  and  gushing  volleys 
Made  poverty  more  cheerful,  where  each  herb 
Was  in  itself  a meal,  and  every  vine 
Rain’d,  as  it  were,  the  beverage  which  makes  glad 
The  heart  of  man  ; and  the  ne’er  unfcit  sun 
(But  rarely  clouded,  and  when  clouded,  leaving 
Ills  warmth  behind  in  memory  of  bis  beams) 

Makes  the  worn  mantle,  and  thin  robe,  less 
Oppressive  than  an  emperor’s  jewell’d  purple. 

But,  here  I the  despots  of  the  north  appear 
To  imitate  the  tee- wind  of  their  clime. 

Searching  the  shivering  vassal  through  his  rag^. 

To  wring  hU  soul  — as  the  bleak  elements 

His  form.  And  ’tis  to  be  amongst  these  sovereigns 

My  husband  pants  l and  such  hU  pride  of  birth  — 

*rhat  twenty  years  of  usage,  such  as  no 

Father  bom  In  a humble  state  could  nerve 

Ills  soul  to  persecute  a son  withal. 

Hath  changed  no  atom  of  his  early  nature  ; 

But  I.  bom  nobly  also,  from  my  father's 
Kindness  was  taught  a different  lesson.  Father  1 
May  thy  long-tried  and  now  rewarded  spirit 
lAK>k  down  on  us  and  our  so  long  desired 
CTIrtc  I I love  my  son,  as  thou  didst  me  I 
\t'hat’t  that  7 Thou,  Werner ! can  tt  be  ? and  thus  7 

Enter  WiaXEE  hastily,  trith  the  knife  in  hit  hand, 
by  the  secret  panel,  irAicA  he  closes  hurriedly  after 
him, 

fPer.  (not  at  frit  recoynisiny  her).  Discover’d  I 
then  I’ll  stab— ~(rcc(^ntstN^  Aer. ) 

Ah  1 Josephine, 

Why  art  thou  not  at  rest  ? 

Jos.  What  rest  ? My  God  I 

What  doth  this  mean  7 

H’er.  (ihoiciny  a rouleau^  Here's  yoLl-^yold, 
Josephine, 

Will  rescue  us  from  this  detested  dungeon. 

Jns.  And  how  obtain'd  7 — that  knife ! 

WVr.  ’T  Is  btoodlrsA  — yet. 

Away— we  must  to  our  chamber. 

Jos.  But  whence  comest  thou? 

}fer.  Ask  not!  bat  let  us  think  where  we  shall 
go  — 

This— this  will  make  us  way  — (shoiciny  the  yold)  — 
I’ll  fit  them  now. 

Jos.  I dare  not  think  thee  guilty  of  dishonour. 
fPer.  Dishonour! 

Jos.  I have  saltl  It. 

H'er.  Let  us  hence. 

'Tis  the  last  night,  I tnist,  that  wc  need  pass  here. 
Jos.  And  not  the  worst,  I ho]>e. 

rr.  Hope  ! I make  sure. 

But  let  us  to  our  chamber. 

Jos.  Yet  one  question — 

What  hast  thou  done  f 

ffer.  (ferce/y).  Left  one  thing  undone,  which 
Had  made  all  well : let  me  not  think  of  It ! 

Away  I 

Jos.  Alas,  that  I should  doubt  of  thee ! 

[fTxrufit!. 


II  > 
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ACT  n. 

SCENE  L 

A Hail  iR  the  tame  Palace. 

EnUr  Idbnvtun  and  Other*. 

Jden.  F!ne  doings  ! goodly  doings  I honest  doings  1 
A boron  pillaged  in  a prince’s  palace  I 
Where,  till  this  hour,  such  a sin  ne’er  was  hennl  of. 

Fritz.  It  hardly  could,  unless  the  rats  despoil’d 
The  mice  of  a few  shreds  of  tapestry. 

Iden.  Oh  1 that  I e'er  should  live  to  sec  this  day  1 
The  honour  of  our  city ’s  gone  for  ever. 

Fritz.  Well,  but  now  to  discover  the  delinquent ; 
The  baron  Is  determined  not  to  lose 
This  sum  without  a search. 

Iden.  And  so  am  I. 

Fritz.  But  whom  do  you  suspect  ? 

Iden.  Suspect ! all  pciiplc 

Without — within — above  — below — Heaven  help  me ! 

Frilz.  Is  there  no  other  entrance  to  the  chaml>cr  ? 

Iden.  None  whatsoever. 

Fritz.  Arc  you  sure  of  that  ? 

Iden.  Certain.  I have  lived  and  served  here  since 
ray  birth, 

And  if  there  were  such,  must  have  heard  of  such. 

Or  seen  it 

Fritz.  Then  It  must  be  some  one  who 
Had  access  to  the  antechamber. 

Iden.  I>oubtless. 

Fritz.  The  man  call'd  Werner  ‘i  poor  I 

Iden.  Poor  as  a ml*er.  i 

But  Icxlged  so  far  off,  in  the  other  wing. 

By  which  there 's  no  communication  with 
The  baron's  chamber,  that  it  can’t  be  be. 

Besides,  I bade  him  « good  night"  in  the  hall. 

Almost  a mile  off,  and  which  only  leads 
To  bis  own  apartment,  about  the  same  time 
When  this  burglarious,  larcenous  felony 
Appears  to  have  been  committed. 

Fritz.  There’s  another, 

The  stranger 

Iden.  The  Hungarian  ? 

Fritz.  He  who  help’d 

To  fish  the  baron  from  the  Oder. 

Iden.  Not 

Dnlikely.  But,  hold  — might  U not  have  been 
One  of  the  suite  ? 

Fritz.  How?  ITc,  slrl 

Iden.  No — not  you. 

But  some  of  the  Inferior  knaves.  You  say 
The  baron  was  asleep  In  the  great  chair — 

The  velvet  chair — in  his  embroider’d  night-gown  ; 
Hie  toilet  spread  before  him,  and  upon  it 
A cabinet  with  letters,  papers,  and 
Several  rouleaux  of  gold ; of  which  one  only 
Has  disappear'd : — the  door  unbolted,  with 
No  difficudt  access  to  any. 

Fritz.  Good  sir, 

Be  not  so  quick ; the  honour  of  the  corps 
Which  forms  the  baron's  household ’s  unimpoach’d 
From  steward  to  scullion,  save  In  the  fair  way 
Of  peculation  ; such  as  In  accompts 
Weights,  measures,  larder,  cellar,  buttery, 


Where  all  men  take  their  prey ; as  also  in 
Postage  of  letter*,  gathering  of  rents, 

Purveying  feasts,  and  understanding  with 
The  honest  trades  who  fiimish  noble  masters : 

But  for  your  petty,  picking,  downright  thievery. 

We  scorn  it  as  we  do  board-wages.  Then 
Had  one  of  our  folks  done  ft,  he  would  not 
Have  been  so  poor  a spirit  as  to  hazard 
His  neck  for  one  rouleau,  but  have  swoop’d  all ; 

Also  the  cabinet,  if  portable. 

Iden.  There  is  some  sense  In  that 

Fritz.  No,  sir,  be  sure 

"T  was  none  of  our  corps ; but  some  petty,  trivial 
Picker  and  stealer,  without  art  or  genius. 

The  only  question  Is-— Who  else  could  have 
Access,  save  the  Hungarian  and  yourself? 

Iden.  You  do  n’t  mean  roe  ? 

Fritz.  No,  sir ; I honour  more 

Your  talents 

Iden.  And  my  principles,  1 hope. 

Fritz.  Of  course.  But  to  the  point:  Wiat’s  to 
be  dune  ? 

Iden.  Nothing — but  there’s  a good  deal  to  be  said. 
Well  offer  a reward ; move  heaven  and  earth, 

And  the  police  (though  there ’s  none  nearer  than 
Frankfort ) ; post  notices  In  manuscript 
(For  we 've  no  printer) ; and  set  by  iny  clerk 
To  read  them  (for  few  can,  save  he  and  I) ; 

Well  send  out  villains  to  strip  beggars,  and 
Search  empty  pockets ; also,  to  am*st 
All  gipsies,  and  ill-clothed  and  sallow  people. 
Prisoners  well  have  at  least,  If  not  the  culprit ; 

And  for  the  boron’s  gold  — If  ’tls  not  found. 

At  least  be  shall  have  the  full  satisfaction 
Of  melting  twice  iu  substance  in  the  raising 
The  ghost  of  this  rouleau.  Here  *s  alchemy 
For  your  lord’s  losses  I 

Fritz.  He  hath  found  a better. 

Iden.  Where  ? 

Fritz.  In  a most  immense  Inheritance. 

The  late  Count  Slegcndorf,  his  distant  kinsman. 

Is  dead  near  Prague,  in  his  castle,  and  my  lord 
Is  on  his  way  to  take  possesaion. 

Iden.  Was  there 

No  heir  ? 

Fritz.  Oh,  yes ; but  be  has  disappear’d 
Long  from  the  world's  eye,  and  per^ps  the  world. 

A prodigal  son,  beneath  his  father's  ban 
For  the  last  twenty  years ; for  whom  his  sire 
Refrised  to  kill  the  frtted  calf;  and,  therefore, 

If  living,  he  must  chew  the  husks  still.  But 
The  baron  would  find  means  to  silence  him. 

Were  he  to  re-appear : he  ’•  politic. 

And  has  much  influence  with  a certain  court. 

Iden.  He 's  fortunate. 

Fritz.  ’Tis  true,  there  Is  a grandson, 

Whom  the  late  count  reclaim'd  from  his  son’s  hands, 
And  educated  as  his  heir ; but  then 
His  birth  Is  doubtful 

Iden.  How  so  ? 

Fritz.  Hi?  sire  made 

A left-hand,  love,  imprudent  sort  of  marriage. 

With  an  Italian  exile’s  dark-eyed  daughter  : 

I Noble,  they  say,  too ; but  no  match  for  such 
A house  as  Slegendurf  s.  The  grandsirc  III 


’ [•*  Yoor  printer  hat  made  an  odd  tnluUke ; — ' poor  at  a 
mouse.'  ioftead  of  * poor  m a miter.'  The  exprettlon  may 


teem  ttrann.  bat  It  it  only  a translation  of  * temper  ararut 
efct ! ‘ — Lord  Byron  to  Mr.  Murray.} 
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Could  brook  the  tlliauce ; and  could  ne’er  be  brought 
To  see  the  parents,  though  he  took  the  son. 

/dett.  If  he  *1  a lad  of  mettle,  he  may  yet 
Dispute  your  claim,  and  weave  a web  that  may 
Puxrle  your  baron  to  unravel. 

I'rdz.  Why, 

For  mettle,  he  has  quite  enough : they  say, 
lie  forms  a happy  mixture  of  bis  sire 
And  grandsire’s  qualities,  — Impetuous  as 
The  former,  and  deep  as  the  latter ; but 
The  strangest  Is,  that  he  too  disappear'd 
Some  months  ago. 

Afen.  The  devil  he  did  ] 

/Vita.  ^hy,  yes: 

It  must  have  been  at  his  suggestion,  at 
An  hour  so  critical  as  was  the  eve 
Of  the  old  man's  death,  whose  heart  was  broken  by  it. 
/den.  Was  there  no  cause  assign'd  ? 

Fritz.  Plenty,  no  doubt. 

And  none  perhaps  the  true  one.  Some  averr'd 
It  was  to  seek  his  parents  ; some  because 
The  old  man  held  his  spirit  in  so  strictly 
(But  that  could  scarce  be,  for  be  doted  on  him): 

A third  believed  be  wish'd  to  serve  In  war. 

But  peace  being  made  soon  after  his  departure, 

He  might  have  since  return'd,  were  that  the  motive ; 
A fourth  set  charitably  have  surmised. 

As  there  was  something  strange  and  mystic  in  him. 
That  in  the  wild  exuberance  of  his  nature 
He  bad  join'd  the  black  bands,  who  lay  waste  Lu.satla, 
The  mountains  of  Bohemia  and  SUesia, 

Since  the  last  years  of  war  had  dwindled  into 
A kind  of  general  condottlero  system 
Of  bandit  warfare ; each  troop  with  its  chief. 

And  all  against  mankind. 

/den.  That  cannot  be. 

A young  bcir,  bred  to  wealth  and  luxury. 

To  risk  his  life  and  honours  with  disbanded 
Soldiers  and  desperadoes  1 

Fntz.  Heaven  best  knows  ! 

But  there  are  human  natures  so  allied 
Unto  the  ravage  love  of  enterprise. 

That  they  will  seek  for  peril  as  a pleasure. 

I ’ve  beard  that  nothing  can  rciJaim  your  Indian, 

Or  tame  the  tiger,  tboiigta  their  Infancy 
Were  fed  on  milk  and  honey.  After  all« 

Your  Wallenstein,  your  Tilly  and  Oustavus. 

Your  Bannicr,  and  your  Torstoison  and  Weimar, 
Were  but  the  same  thing  upon  a grand  scale ; 

And  now  that  they  are  gone,  and  peace  proclaim'd. 
They  who  would  follow  the  same  pastime  must 
Pursue  it  on  their  own  account  Here  comes 
The  baron,  and  the  Saxon  stranger,  who 
Was  his  chief  aid  in  yesterday's  escape. 

But  did  not  leave  the  cottage  by  the  Oder 
Until  this  morning. 

Enter  SraxLCNuciM  and  Ulric.  * 

Stral.  Since  you  have  refused 

All  compensation,  gentle  stranger,  save 
Inadeqiute  thanks,  you  almost  check  even  them. 
Making  me  feel  the  worthlessness  of  words, 

' [The  cbnracten  are  anv  thing  but  original. . . . Ulric  i» 
only  the  GUour,  Cknimd.  Lara,  Alp.  Ac.  Ar.  rehafhnt  ami 
served  up  as  a DohemL'in.  “ Cirluin,  non  animutn  mutant." 
It  is  ihe  old  mess  wtth  a i>e«  taure.  Compare  him  partini- 
Urlvwith  Lara, and  you  must  be  struck  with  the  reirmbUru'c. 
Both  hlKn.bom  — both  leaving  hmne  mytUfriousIr  — tnth 
suspected  of  being  linked  with  desperate  characters— both 

And  blush  at  my  own  barren  gratitude. 

They  seem  so  niggardly,  compiu^  with  what 
Your  courteous  coiuwgc  did  In  my  behalf 

Vlr.  1 prey  you  press  the  theme  no  further. 

Stral.  But 

Can  1 not  serve  you  ? You  are  young,  and  of 
That  mould  which  throws  out  heroes ; (kir  in  favour ; 
Brave,  I know,  by  my  living  now  to  say  so ; 

And  doubtlessly,  with  such  a form  and  heart, 

Wotild  look  into  the  fiery  eyes  of  war, 

As  ardently  for  glory  as  you  dared 
An  obscure  death  to  save  an  unknown  stranger. 

In  an  as  perilous,  but  opposite,  element 
You  are  made  for  the  service : I have  served  ; 

Have  rank  by  Urth  and  soldiership,  and  fViends, 

Who  shall  be  yours.  'Tis  true  this  pause  of  peace 
Favours  such  views  at  present  scantily; 

But  'twill  not  last,  men's  spirits  are  too  stirring ; 

And,  after  thirty  yean  of  conflict,  peace 
Is  but  a petty  war,  as  the  times  show  us 
Id  every  forest,  or  a mere  ann'd  truce. 

War  will  reclaim  his  own  ; and.  In  the  meantime, 

You  might  obtain  a post,  which  would  ensure 
A higher  soon,  and,  by  my  influence,  &11  not 
To  r^.  I speak  of  Brandenburg,  wherein 
I stand  well  with  the  Elector ; in  Bohemia, 

Like  you,  1 am  a stranger,  and  we  are  now 
Upon  its  frontier. 

Vlr.  You  perceive  my  garb 

Is  Saxon,  and  of  course  my  scn  ice  due 
To  my  own  sovereign.  If  I must  decline 
Tour  offer,  *tis  with  the  same  feeling  which 
Induced  it. 

StraL  'VTiy,  this  U mere  usury  1 

1 owe  my  life  to  you,  and  you  refuse 
The  acquittance  of  the  interest  of  the  debt. 

To  heap  more  obligations  on  me,  till 
1 bow  beneath  them. 

Vlr.  You  shall  say  so  when 

I claim  the  payment 

StraL  Well,  sir,  since  you  will 

You  are  nobly  bom  ? 

Vlr.  I have  heard  my  kinsmen  say  an. 

Stral.  Your  actions  show  it  Might  1 ask  yosa 
name  ? 

Vlr.  Ulric. 

Stral.  Your  house's? 

Vlr.  When  I 'm  worthy  of  It 

1 11  answer  you. 

Stnd.  (aside).  Most  probably  an  Austrian, 

Whom  these  unsettled  times  forbid  to  boast 
Ilia  Uncage  on  these  wild  and  dangerous  frontiers. 
Where  the  name  of  his  country  Is  abborr’d. 

[Aloud  to  Fairs  and  Ij>enstcik. 
So,  sin  ! how  have  jre  sped  in  your  researches  ? 

/den.  Indifferent  weU,  your  excellency. 

Stra/.  Then 

I am  to  deem  the  plunderer  Is  caught? 

/den.  Humph  ! — not  exactly. 

Stral.  Or  at  least  suspected  ? 

/den.  Oh  ! for  that  matter,  very  much  suspected. 

StraL  ^^lio  may  be  be  ? 

returning  to  pU)*  the  magnlfico  — both  charged  with  hea^ 
crlTnei,  bj  people  wiiu  hod  met  them  while  abieot  on  thrfr 
wild  expinitt.  and  both  ready  to  get  rid  of  their  occiuera  by 
the  tummary  proce««  of  murder.  Both  are.  moreover,  very 
flne  iMiJieri.  valiant  laea,  blgh-browed,  brlglit-eyed,  black* 
tuoired.  — Mauinh.] 
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' him.  Why,  don't  jtou  know,  my  lord  ? 

Stral.  flow  should  1 ? 1 wa.s  fast  asdeep. 
hhn.  And  to 

I,  and  that  ’«  the  csum:  I know  no  more 
Than  does  your  excellency. 

Strnl  Dolt ! . 

I him.  Why.  If 

; Tour  lordship,  beiUK  robb'd,  don’t  recognise 
The  rogue  i how  should  I,  not  being  robb'd.  Identify 
The  thief  among  so  many?  In  the  crowd. 

May  it  please  your  excellency,  your  thief  looks 
I Ex  ictly  like  the  rest,  or  rather  better ; 

‘ ’TIs  only  at  the  bar  and  In  the  dungeon 
! That  wise  men  know  your  felon  by  his  features ; 

; But  I 'll  engage,  that  If  seen  there  but  once, 

: Whether  he  be  found  criminal  or  no. 

His  face  shall  be  so. 

Frit*).  Prithee,  Fritz,  inform  me 
What  hath  been  done  to  trace  the  fellow  ? 

I fritz.  Faith  ! 

My  lord,  not  much  as  yet,  except  conjecture.  fmc 
! Siral.  Besides  the  loss  (which,  I mu>t  own,  aifecM 
Just  now  matcriaUy),  1 nc^s  would  find 
The  ^'illa]n  out  of  public  motives ; for 
I So  dexterous  a spoiler,  who  oould  creep 
I Through  my  attendants  and  so  many  peopled 
And  lighted  chaml)crs,  on  my  rest,  and  snatch 
The  gold  ]>cfore  my  scarce-closed  eyes,  would  soon 
Leave  bare  your  borough,  Sir  Intenclant ! 

him.  True 

If  there  were  aught  to  carry  off,  my  lord. 

Ulr.  What  Is  aU  this  ? • 

Stral.  You  join’d  us  but  this  morning, 

And  have  not  heard  that  I was  robb'd  last  night. 

Ulr.  Some  rumour  of  It  reach’d  me  as  I pass'd 
The  outer  chambers  of  the  palace,  but 
I know  no  further. 

.Sinil.  It  is  a strange  business , 

j The  intendant  can  inform  you  of  the  facts. 

1 hlen.  Mo4t  willingly.  You  see 

I StraL  {impatiently).  Defer  youT  tale. 

Till  certain  of  the  hearer's  patience. 

him.  That 

Can  only  be  approvcsl  by  proofs.  You  see 

SlraL  (apain  interTuptinff  him,  and  addres%iny 
Ut.aic), 

In  short,  I was  asleep  upon  a chair, 

My  cabinet  before  me,  with  some  gold 
Ui*on  it  (more  than  1 much  like  to  lose, 

Though  In  part  only):  some  Ingenious  |)«r*on 
Contrived  to  glide  through  all  my  own  attendants, 
Besides  those  of  the  place,  and  bore  away 
A hundred  gulden  ducats,  which  to  find 
I would  l»c  fain,  and  there’s  an  end.  Perhaps 
You  (as  1 still  am  rather  laint)  would  add 
To  yestenlay’i  great  obligation,  this. 

Though  slighter,  yet  not  slight,  to  aid  these  men 
(Who  seem  but  lukewarm)  In  recovering  it? 

f 7r.  Most  willingly,  and  without  loss  of  time  — 

( 7<i  lotNSTEis).  Come  hither,  mynheer  1 

htm.  But  SO  much  haste  bodes 

Right  little  speed,  and 

Ulr.  Standing  motionless 

None ; so  let's  march  : well  talk  as  we  go  on. 
h/m.  But 

Ulr.  Show  the  spot,  and  then  1 11  answer  you. 
Fritz.  I will,  sir,  with  hli  excellency's  leave. 

StraL  Do  so,  and  take  yon  old  ass  with  you. 

0:::... . ^ 


Fritz.  Hence  I 

Ulr.  Come  on,  old  oracle,  ex{K>und  thy  riddle  ! 

{Exit  with  Idenstcix  an/l  Farrs. 

Siral.  ($oluz).  A stalwart,  active,  soldier dooklng 
stripling. 

Handsome  as  Hercules  ere  his  first  labour. 

And  with  a brow  of  thought  beyond  his  yean 
^Vhon  In  repose,  till  hb*  eye  kiurllcs  up 
In  answering  yours.  I wish  I could  engage  him  : 

I have  need  of  some  such  spirits  near  me  now, 

For  this  inheritance  is  worth  a struggle. 

And  though  1 am  not  the  man  to  yield  without  one. 
Neither  arc  they  who  now  rise  up  between  me 
And  my  desire.  The  boy,  they  say,  ’s  a bold  one  ; 

But  he  hath  play'd  the  truant  In  some  hour 
Of  freakish  folly,  leaving  fortune  b» 

Champion  his  claims.  That ’s  well.  The  father,  whom  i l 
For  years  1 've  track'd,  u does  the  blood-hound,  never  | 
In  sight,  but  constantly  in  scent,  had  put  me  | 

To  fault ; but  here  I have  him,  and  that's  lH*tter.  i 

It  must  he  f AU  circumstance  proclaims  it  i I 

And  careless  voices,  knowing  not  the  cause 
Of  my  inquiries,  still  confirm  it-  — Yes, 

The  roan,  his  bearing,  and  the  mystery 
Of  bis  arrival,  and  the  time ; the  account,  too. 

The  intendant  gave  (for  I have  not  beheld  her) 

Of  his  wife’s  dignified  but  foreign  aspect ; 

Besides  the  antipathy  with  which  we  met. 

As  snakes  and  lions  shrink  l)ack  from  each  other 
By  secret  Instinct  that  both  must  be  foes 
Deadly,  without  being  natural  prey  to  either ; 

All  — all  — confirm  it  to  my  mind.  However, 

Well  grapple,  nc’crtheless.  In  a few  hours 
The  order  come.s  from  Frankfort,  if  these  waters 
Rise  not  the  higher  (and  the  weather  favours 
Their  quick  abatement),  and  I’ll  have  him  safe 
Within  a dungeon,  where  be  may  avouch 
His  real  estate  and  name;  and  there’s  no  harm  done. 
Should  he  prove  other  than  I deem.  ThU  robbery  j 
(Save  for  the  actual  tins)  Is  lucky  also : i 

He's  poor,  and  that’s  suspicious he 's  unknown. 

And  that ’s  defenceless.  — True,  wc  have  no  proofr 
Of  guilt,  — but  what  hath  he  of  innocence? 

Were  he  a man  IndltTcrent  to  my  piwtpect-s 
In  other  bearings,  1 should  rather  lay 
The  inculpation  on  the  Hungarian,  who 
Hath  something  which  1 like  not ; and  alone 
Of  all  ETuund,  except  the  intendant,  and 
The  prince's  household  and  my  own,  had  ingress 
Familiar  to  the  chamber. 

Enter  Gaeoe. 

Friend,  how  fare  you  ? 

Cah.  As  those  who  fare  well  ever)'wbcre,  when  they 
Have  supp'd  and  slumber'd,  no  great  matter  bow  — 

And  you,  ray  lord  ? 

Stral.  Better  in  rest  than  purse: 

Mine  inn  Is  like  to  cost  me  dear. 

Gab.  I heard 

{ )f  your  late  loss  ; but  *t  is  a trifle  to 
<Jne  of  your  order. 

Stral.  You  would  hardly  think  so, 

Were  the  loss  yours. 

Gab.  I never  had  so  much 

(At  once)  in  my  whole  life,  and  therefore  am  not 
int  to  decide.  But  I came  here  to  seek  you.  [them,  I 
Tout  couriers  art  turn’d  back  — I have  outstripp’d  j 
In  my  return.  I 
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StraL  You  ! — MTiy  ? 

Gab.  I went  at  daybreak, 

To  watch  for  the  abatement  of  the  river. 

As  being  anxious  to  resume  my  journey. 

Tour  roeaeeogers  were  all  check’d  like  myself  i 
And,  seeing  the  case  hopeless,  I await 
The  current's  pleasure. 

StraL  Would  the  dc^  were  in  it  1 

Why  did  they  not,  at  least,  attempt  the  passage  ? 

I order’d  this  at  all  risks. 

Gab.  Could  ^u  (urder 

The  Oder  to  divide,  as  Hoses  dlu 
The  Red  Sea  (scarcely  redder  than  the  flood 
Of  the  swoln  stream),  and  be  oU'y’d,  perhaps 
They  might  have  ventured. 

StraL  I must  see  to  it : 

The  knave* ! the  slaves!  — but  they  shall  smart  for 
this.  [ExtV  SraALENHElM. 

Gab.  (so/«ts).  There  goes  my  noble,  feudal,  self, 
will'd  baron  t 

Epitome  of  what  brave  chivalry. 

The  preux  chevaliers  of  the  old  times. 

Have  left  us.  Yesterday  he  would  have  given 
I Hb  lands  (If  be  bath  any),  and,  still  dearer, 

I Hb  sixteen  quarterings,  for  as  much  fresh  air 
As  would  have  flll'd  a bladder,  while  he  lay 
OujgUng  and  foaming  half  way  through  the  window 
Of  hb  o'erset  and  water-iogg'd  conveyance ; 

And  DOW  he  storms  at  half  a doien  wretches 
Because  they  love  their  lives  too  t Yet,  he 's  right : 

T b strange  they  should,  when  such  as  he  may  put  them 
To  haxard  at  hb  pleasure.  Ob,  thou  worlil ! 

Thou  art  indeed  a melancholy  jest  I [Exit  Gaboe. 


Tkt  Apartmmt  of  Wsa^CR,  in  tht  Palact. 
En/er  JotErHiNE  aiuf  Uleic. 

Jot.  Stand  back,  and  let  me  look  on  thee  again ! 
My  Ulric  1 — my  beloved  I — can  it  be— 

After  twelve  years  ? 

Ulr.  My  dearest  mother ! 

Jot.  Yes ! 

My  dream  b realised — bow  beauttftil  t — 

How  more  than  all  I sigh’d  for  I Heaven  receive 
A mother’s  thanks ! — a mother's  tears  of  Joy  ! 

Thb  b indeed  thy  work  I — At  such  an  hour,  too, 

He  comes  not  only  as  a son,  but  saviotu*. 

Ulr.  If  such  a joy  await  me,  it  must  double 
What  I now  feel,  and  lighten  from  my  heart 
A part  of  the  long  debt  of  duty,  not 
Of  love  (for  that  was  ne’er  withheld)— forgive  me  ! 
Thb  kxig  delay  was  not  my  fault.  * 

Jot.  I know  it. 

But  cannot  think  of  sorrow  now,  and  doubt 
If  I e'er  felt  it,  't  U so  daaaled  from 
My  memory  by  thb  oblivious  transport ! — 

Hy  ron  ! 

I Enter  WcaNxa. 

Ifer.  What  have  we  here,  — more  strangers  ? 
Jot.  No ! 

: : Lcok  upon  him  I What  do  you  see  ? 

I I [Ulrie  behaves  far  tro  hopefiill)*  and  tooduUrullr  fnr  an 
• asuMin  and  a brifand.  He  i«  of  the  Giaov  and  the  Lara 
order  — a IfVifafl  rufflaa.  —Set.  Rep.] 


' H'tr.  A Stripling, 

For  the  flrst  time— 

C7r.  t^kneelinp).  For  twelve  long  years,  my  father  I 
Her.  Oh,  God ! 

Jot.  He  faints  I 

Ifrr.  No  — I am  better  now  — 

Ulric  l ( Embraeet  him. ) 

Ulr.  My  father,  Siegendorf ! 

Wer.  {ttartinp).  Hush!  boy  — 

The  waUs  may  hear  that  name  I 

Ulr.  What  then  ? 

f^er.  Why,  then  — 

But  we  will  tJ>lk  of  that  anon.  Remember, 

1 must  be  known  here  but  as  Werner.  Come  1 
Come  to  iny  arms  again  I Why,  thou  look's!  all 
I should  have  been,  and  was  not.  Josephine  ! 

Sure  'tb  no  father's  fondness  dazales  roe-; 

Hut,  hail  I seen  that  form  amid  ten  thousand 
Youth  of  the  choicest,  my  heart  would  have  chosen 
This  for  my  son ! 

Ulr.  And  yet  you  knew  me  not  I 

If'er.  Alas ! I have  had  that  upon  my  soul. 

Which  makes  me  look  on  all  men  with  an  eye 
That  only  knows  the  evil  at  flnt  glance. 

67r.  My  memory  served  me  for  more  fondly : I 
Have  not  forgotten  aught  { and  oft-times  in 
The  proud  and  princely  haUs  of — ( I 'll  not  name  them, 
As  you  say  that  *tb  perilous)  — but !'  the  pomp 
Of  your  sire's  feudal  mansion,  I look'd  back 
To  the  Bohemian  mountains  many  a sunset, 

.\nd  wept  to  see  another  day  go  down 

O'er  thee  and  me,  with  those  huge  hiUs  between  us. 

They  shall  not  part  us  more. 

Her.  I know  not  that. 

Arc  you  aware  my  father  b no  more  ? 

Ulr.  Ob,  heavens  1 I left  him  in  a green  (dd  age. 
And  looking  like  the  oak,  worn,  but  still  steady 
Amiibt  the  elements,  whibt  younger  trees 
Fell  fost  around  him.  *T  was  scarce  three  months  slnoe. 
H'er.  Why  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Jot.  {embracing  Ui.air).  Can  you  ask  that  question  ? 
Is  be  not  Aire  9 

Wer.  True : be  hath  sought  bis  parents, 

And  found  them  ; but,  oh  I Aor,  and  in  wbat  state ! 

Ulr.  All  shall  be  better'd.  What  we  have  to  do 
Is  to  proceed,  and  to  assert  our  rights. 

Or  rather  yours  ; for  1 waive  all,  unless 
Your  father  has  dbposed  in  such  a sort 
Of  hb  broad  lands  as  to  make  mine  the  foremost, 

So  that  I must  prefer  my  claim  for  form  : 

But  1 trust  better,  and  that  all  is  yours. 

Wer.  Hare  you  not  heard  of  Stralenbeim  ? 

Vlr.  I saved 

Hb  life  but  yesterday : he  '•  here. 

Wer.  You  saved 

The  serpent  who  wUl  sting  os  all  I 

Ulr.  You  speak 

Riddles : what  b thb  StralenheUn  to  os  ? ponds : 
Wtr.  Every  thing.  One  who  claims  our  father's 
Our  distant  kinsmaii,  .md  our  nearest  foe. 

Ulr.  X never  heard  his  name  till  now.  The  count. 
Indeed,  spoke  sometimes  of  a kinsman,  who. 

If  hb  own  tine  should  foil,  might  be  remotely 
Involved  In  the  succession  ; but  hb  titles 
Were  never  nameil  before  mo — and  what  then  ? 

HU  right  must  ^-teld  to  ours. 

Wer.  Ay,  if  at  Prague  ; 

But  here  be  b all-powerful ; and  has  spread 
A a 
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He  hath  escaped  them,  U by  fortunet  not 
I By  fhTour. 

' Ufr.  Doth  he  personally  know  you  ? 

) tVer.  No ; but  he  guesses  shrra-dly  at  my  )>enoni 
As  he  betray’d  last  night ; and  I,  perhaps. 

But  owe  my  temporary  liberty 
' To  his  uncertainty. 

Ulr.  I think  you  wrong  him 

(Excuse  me  for  the  phrase);  hut  Stralenbeim 
is  not  what  you  pr^udge  him,  or,  if  so, 

! He  owes  me  something  both  for  past  and  present. 

I i saved  his  life,  be  therefore  trusts  in  me. 

He  hath  been  plunder’d  too,  since  he  came  hither : 

Is  sick ; a stranger ; and  as  such  not  now 
' Able  to  trace  the  rUlain  who  hath  robb’d  him : 

I have  pledged  myself  to  do  so ; and  the  Imsiness 
I 'Which  brought  me  here  was  chiefly  that  i : but  1 
^ Have  found,  in  searching  far  another’s  dross. 

My  own  whole  treasure — you,  my  parents  1 

WVr.  (tufitatedlif).  WTk) 

Taught  you  to  mouth  that  name  of  **  vilUn  T” 

I Ulr.  What 

More  noble  name  bekmgs  to  common  thieves  ? 

Wcr.  Who  taught  you  thus  to  brand  an  unknown 
bring 

With  an  infernal  stigma? 

' ' l/lr.  My  own  faelings 

Taught  me  to  name  a ruffian  from  his  deeds. 

H er.  Who  taught  you,  long-sought  and  ill-fomid 
boy  \ tlut 

I It  would  be  safe  for  my  own  son  to  insult  me  ? 

^ Ulr.  I named  a villain.  Wliat  is  there  in  common 
W’ith  such  a being  and  my  father  ? 

HVr.  Every  thing  I 

I That  ruffian  Is  thy  father ! * 

Jtn.  Oh.  my  son ! 

I Believe  him  not — and  yet ! ->->>.  (Aer  voiet  JaIUr$. ) 

]|  Ulr.  (jrffirfr,  laoJu  earnfti/if  at  W'tKKKa,  and  then 
tayt  $lou/y,)  And  j-ou  avow  It? 

I ffier.  riric  t liefore  you  dare  despise  your  father, 
j Lcam  tn  divine  and  judge  his  actions.  Young, 

I Rash,  new  to  life,  and  rear’d  in  luxury's  lap, 

I !.'<  It  for  you  to  measure  passion’s  farce, 

]•  Ur  misery’s  temptation  ? Wait  not  long, 
h It  cometh  like  the  night,  and  quicUy) — Wait 
I Wait  till,  like  roc,  your  hopes  are  blighted  3 — till 
I Sorrow  and  shame  are  handmaids  of  your  cabin  ; 

' * Famine  and  i>overty  your  guests  at  table  ; 

Des)iair  your  bed-follow — then  rise,  but  not 
From  sleep,  and  judge  i Should  that  day  e’er  arrive 

< tl'hc  fallowing  i«  the  original  pastage  In  the  novel:  — 

! ***  Stralenbeiu),’  uOd  Conrad,  ‘does  not  appear  to  be  alu>- 

Srlhcr  the  man  jroj  take  him  for : but  were  U even  otlierwi*e. 
e owe*  me  gratitude  not  only  for  the  past,  but  for  what  he 
t (uppoiTK  to  be  my  present  emplojiaent.  1 saved  bis  life,  and 
1 1 be  therefore  plitees  confldmcv  in  me.  He  hath  been  robbed 
' last  night  — is  sick— a stranger — and  in  no  condition  to  dii- 
■ cover  tiie  villain  who  has  plundered  him  ; and  tbe  business  on 
I whkh  I sought  the  intendant  was  chiefly  that,'  '*  Ac.  — Lti.] 
j 1 * [**  ‘And  who.'  said  he,  ‘ has  entitled  you  to  brand  thus 

1.  with  ignominious  epithets  a belnir  you  do  rnM  know?  Who 
hu  taught  you  that  it  would  be  even  safe  for  my  son  to  iruott 
i ' me  ? ’ — ‘ It  is  not  necessary  to  know  the  person  of  a rtiflUn,* 
replied  Conrad  irutignantlr.  'to  give  him  the  appellation  he 
merits:  and  what  is  there  in  common  between  my  father  and 
such  a character  ?’  — * Everything.'  said  Slegeodorl,  bUterly, 
1 1 — ‘ for  that  nilhan  was  your  Calber  I ' " — 76W.] 

II  ^f’^orad.  before  you  thus  presume  to  chastise  me  with 
I your  eye.  learn  to  iinderitand  my  actions.  Young,  and  in- 
I experienced  in  the  world  — reposing  hitherto  In  the  bosom  of 
1 1 inoulgimcc  and  luxury,  la  it  lor  you  to  judge  of  the  force  of 


Hlmseif  around  all  that  is  dear  and  noble  I 

Of  you  anti  yours,  lie  Blumbcring  in  your  path,  j 

With  but  Au  folds  between  your  steps  and  happiness,  | 
W’ben  Ae,  who  lives  but  to  tear  from  you  name. 

Lands,  life  itself,  lies  at  your  mercy,  with  I 

Chance  your  cunducttir ; midnight  for  your  mantle ; | 

The  bare  knife  in  your  hand,  and  earth  aslcefi, , 

Even  to  your  deadliest  fae ; and  be,  as ’t  were 
Inviting  death,  by  looking  like  it,  while 
His  death  alone  can  save  you : — Thank  your  God  1 
If  then,  like  me,  content  with  petty  plunder,  . ( 

You  turn  aside 1 did  sa  I 

Ulr.  But ! 

ffer.  (alfmpfly).  Hear  me  I 

I will  not  brook  a human  voice  — scarce  dare  | 

Listen  to  my  own  (If  that  be  human  stiU)  — ' 

Hear  me  I you  do  not  know  this  man  — 1 do.  ^ 

He 's  mean,  deceitful,  avaricious.  You 
Deem  yourself  safe,  as  y*uung  and  brave ; but  learn 
None  are  secure  from  desperation,  few 
From  subtUty.  My  worst  foe,  Stralenbeim, 

Housed  in  a prince’s  palace,  couch’d  within 
A prince's  chamber,  lay  below  my  knife  t 
An  instant  — a mere  motion  — the  least  impulse  — 

Hud  swept  him  and  all  fears  of  mine  from  earth. 

He  was  within  my  power  — my  knife  was  raised  — 
Withdrawn  — and  1 ’m  in  his  t — are  you  not  so  ? i 

W'ho  tells  you  that  be  knows  you  not  f NVbo  says  [ 

He  hath  not  lured  you  here  to  end  you  ? or 
To  plunge  you,  with  your  parents,  in  a dungeon  ? 

[J/e  patuu. 

Ulr.  Proceed  — proceed! 

}f<r.  Mt  he  hath  ever  known. 

And  hunted  through  each  change  of  time  — name  — 
fortune  — 

And  why  not  you  9 Arc  you  more  versed  in  men  ? 

I He  wound  snares  round  me ; flung  along  my  path 
{ Reptiles,  whom,  in  my  youth,  I would  bare  spum'd  ' 
Even  from  my  presence  ; but.  In  spuming  now,  | 
Fill  only  with  fresh  venom.  Will  you  be  j : 

More  ]uiUent  ? Ulric  ! — Ulric  1 — there  are  crimes  ' i 
Made  venial  by  the  occasion,  and  temptations 
Which  natuit*  caiimd  master  or  forbear.  * 

C7r.(trAn  Istka Jir$t  at  kim^andtlun  o/ Joslphinx).  1 1 
My  mother  1 

Her.  Ah  I I thought  so  : you  have  now 

Only  one  parent.  I have  lust  alike 
Father  and  son,  ax>d  stand  alone. 

• Vlr.  But  stay  ! 

[WxjiXKE  rutku  vut  of  the  chawiber, 

the  pasiiont,  or  the  trmpudont  of  miiery?  Wait  till,  like 
mo,  you  have  bltghtrd  your  folrcit  hopei  — have  eudurrd 
humiliation  and  sorrow -.jtoverty  and  lamine  — before  you 
pretend  to  J'idge  of  their  efiM<  cm  you  ! Should  tliat  miser- 
able day  ever  arrive,”  arc.  — /6id.j 
* r*“  You  do  not  know  this  man.’  conthmod  bo:  ‘Idol 
1 beliere  him  to  l«  mean,  sordid,  decelthil ! You  will  con- 
ceive yourself  safe,  because  you  are  young  and  brave  ! Loam, 
however,  none  ore  so  secure  but  desperation  or  subtUty  may 
reach  them  ! Stralenbeim.  in  tbe  ^lace  of  a prince,  was  in 
iny  jiower  I My  knife  was  held  over  him—  1 forbore  — and  1 
am  now  in  his.'  '*  Ac.  Arc.  — 7bM.] 
s [’*  Me  he  has  known  invariably  through  every  change  of  ' 
fortune  or  of  tsame  — and  » hy  not  rou  ? hie  he  has  entrapped 
— are  you  more  discreet?  He  has  wound  the  snares  of  I 
Idensteln  arourKl  me;  — of  a reptile  whom,  a few  years  ago, 

I w ould  have  spumed  from  my  presence,  and  whom,  in  tpum-  I 
I inp  now,  I have  fUmished  with  fresh  venom.  Will  you  be  I 
' more  luitient?  Conrad.  Conrad,  tbcri>  are  i rimes  rendered  i 
; venial  by  the  occasion,  and  temptAtiems  too  rxeuiilte  for  I [ 
t human  fortitude  to  master  or  forbear.”  Ac.  — JLui.i  j 
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Jot.  {to  Uliuc).  Follow  liiiii  not,  until  this  storm 
of  passion 

Altates.  Thlnk’st  thou,  that  were  It  well  for  him, 

I bad  not  follow’d  ? 

Iflr.  1 obcj  you,  mother. 

Although  reluctantly.  2kly  Arst  act  shall  not 
Be  one  of  disobedience. 

Jos.  Oh  I he  is  good ! 

Condemn  him  not  from  his  own  mouth,  but  trust  i 
To  me,  wtio  have  borne  so  much  with  him,  and  for  I 
him,  I 

That  this  is  but  the  siuface  of  his  soul. 

And  that  the  depth  U rich  in  better  things.  I 

C72r.  These  tl^n  are  but  my  fhtber’s  principles  ? ^ 

My  mother  th>nk«  not  with  him  ? 

Jot.  Kor  doth  he 

Think  as  be  speaks.  Alas  1 long  years  of  grief 
il|vc  made  him  sometimes  thus.* 

Ulr.  Kxplain  to  me 

Mure  clearly,  then,  these  claims  of  Stnleaheiro, 

That,  when  I sec  the  subject  In  its  bearings, 

I may  prepare  to  face  him,  or  at  least 
To  extricate  you  from  your  present  perils^ 

1 pledge  myself  to  accumpUsb  this  — but  would 
1 had  arrived  a few  hours  sooner  I 
Jot.  Ay  I 

Hiulst  thou  but  done  so ! 

Enter  Gabox  ami  loexsTeiN,  urUh  Attendants. 

Cab.  {to  Uleic).  1 have  sought  you,  comrade. 
So  this  is  my  rewaid  ! 

lilr.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Gab.  'Sdcath  t have  I lived  to  these  years  ^nd 
for  thU  I 

( To  loEKsTEix).  But  for  your  age  and  folly,  I 
would 

Iden.  Help  I 

Hands  off  t Touch  an  intendant  I 

GiA>.  Bo  not  think 

111  honour  you  so  much  as  save  your  throat 
From  the  Raveostone  < by  choking  you  m}*self. 

Iden.  I thank  you  for  the  respite  : but  there  are 
Those  who  have  greater  need  of  it  than  me. 

Ulr.  Unriddle  this  vile  wrangling,  or 

Gab.  At  once,  tlien, 

The  baron  has  been  robb’d,  and  upon  me 
This  worthy  personage  has  deign’d  to  tix 
His  kind  suspicions  — rae  ! whom  he  ne’er  saw 
Till  yestcr’  evening. 

Iden.  W'ouldst  have  me*  suspect 

hfy  own  acquaintances  ? You  have  to  learn 
That  1 keep  better  company. 

Gab.  You  sliall 

Keep  the  best  shortly,  and  the  la<t  for  ail  men. 

The  womu  l you  hound  of  malice  I 

[Gaeos  teizet  on  Aim. 
Ulr.  (interfering).  Nay,  no  violence  : 

He’s  old,  unarm’d  — be  temperate,  Gabor  I 

Gab.  (letting  go  Idrshtein).  True: 

I am  a fool  to  lose  myself  because 
Fools  deem  me  knave : it  U their  homage. 

C7r.  (to  Idensteix).  Uow 

Fare  you  ? 

Iden.  Help  J 

Uir.  1 Arre  help’d  you. 

* The  Rjren«tone,  “ R.iben»t«r!n,”  U the  itone  eidbet  of 
r.rrmitDr.  an4  lo  called  from  tlierav«us  perching  on  it.  (See 
.jnic.  p.)97.) 


Iden.  Kill  him  ! then 

I ’ll  say  so. 

Gab.  I am  calm — live  on  ! 

Iden.  That ’s  mure 

Than  you  shall  do,  if  there  be  judge  or  judgment 
In  Germany.  The  baron  shall  decide  I 

Gab.  Does  Ac  abet  you  in  your  accusation  ? 

Iden.  Docs  be  not  ? 

Gab.  Then  next  time  let  him  go  siidt 

Ere  I go  hang  for  snatching  him  from  drowning. 

But  here  be  comes  I 

Enter  SraALCNHSisi. 

Gab.  (goet  up  to  him).  My  noble  lord,  I’m  here  I 

StraL  Well,  sir  I 

Gab.  Have  you  aught  with  me  ? 

Stral.  WTiat  should  1 

Have  with  you  ? 

Gab.  You  know  best,  if  yesterday’s 

Flood  hxis  not  wash'd  away  your  memory  ; 

But  that’s  a iriAe.  I stand  here  accuKn], 

In  phrases  nut  equivocal,  by  yon 
Intendant,  of  the  pillage  of  your  person 
Or  chamber : ~-ls  the  charge  your  own  or  his  ? 

, Strid.  I accuse  no  mao. 

Gab.  Then  you  acquit  me,  baron  ? 

Stral.  I know  not  whom  to  accuse,  or  to  aajult. 
Or  scarcely  to  suspect. 

Gab.  But  you  at  least 

Should  know  whom  not  tu  suspect.  1 am  insulted— 
Oppress’d  here  by  these  menials,  and  I look 
To  you  for  remedy — teach  them  their  duty  1 
To  look  for  thieves  at  home  were  part  of  It, 

If  duly  taught  ; but,  in  one  word.  If  I 
Have  an  accuser,  let  It  be  a man 
Worthy  to  be  so  of  a man  like  roc. 

I am  your  cquaL 

StraL  You  1 

Gab.  Ay,  sir ; and,  for 

Aught  that  you  know,  superior ; but  proceed— 

1 do  not  ask  for  hints,  and  surmUcs, 

And  circumstance,  and  proofs : I know  enough 
Of  what  I have  dune  for  you,  and  what  you  owe  me, 
To  have  at  least  waltcil  your  paj-ment  rather 
Than  paid  myself,  had  I been  eager  of 
Y’uur  gold.  1 also  know,  that  were  I even 
The  villain  I lun  deem’d,  the  service  render’d 
So  recently  would  not  permit  you  to 
Pursue  me  to  the  death,  except  through  shame, 

Such  as  would  leave  your  scutcheon  but  a blank. 

But  this  Is  nothing : I demand  of  you 
Justice  upon  your  unjust  servants,  and 
From  your  own  lips  a disavowal  of 
All  sanction  of  their  Insolence  : thus  much 
You  owe  to  the  unknown,  who  asks  no  more, 

And  never  Uiougbt  to  have  ask’d  so  much. 

Stral  ThU  tone 

May  be  of  innocence. 

Gab.  'Sdeath  t who  dare  doubt  It, 

Except  such  vill.*iins  as  ne'er  had  U ? 

Stral.  You 

Are  hot,  sir. 

Gab.  Must  I turn  an  Icicle 

Before  the  breath  of  menials,  and  their  master  7 

Stral.  Ulrlc  I you  know  this  man ; 1 found  him  in 
Tour  ctKDpany.  • 

Gab.  Wc  found  you  in  the  Oder  ; 

Would  we  bad  left  you  there  t 
A » 2 
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ISiral.  1 give  you  thanks,  sir. 

Gah.  I*vf  earn’d  them;  but  might  have  earn’d 
I more  from  others, 

: Perchance,  If  I had  left  you  to  your  fate. 

Stml.  Ulrlc  I you  know  this  man  ? 

Gab.  No  more  than  you  do, 

' If  he  avouches  not  my  honour. 

. Llr.  I 

Can  vouch  your  courage,  and,  as  far  as  my 
! (.hvn  brief  connexion  led  me.  honour. 

Stral  Then 

I 1 'in  satisfied. 

I Gab.  (troMica//y).  Right  easily,  methinks. 

I What  is  the  spell  in  his  asseveration 
‘ More  than  In  mine  ? 

[ Stral.  1 merely  said  that  / 

Was  satisfied — not  that  you  are  absolved. 

Gab.  Again  ! Am  1 accused  or  no  ? 

Stral.  Go  to ! 

Tuu  vrax  too  insolent.  If  circumstance 
And  general  suspicion  be  against  you, 

Is  the  fkult  mine  ? Is’t  not  enough  that  I 
Decline  all  question  of  your  guilt  or  innocence  ? 

GtU>.  My  lord,  my  lord,  this  is  mere  coxenage, 

A vile  equivocation ; you  well  know 
Your  doubts  are  certainties  to  all  around  you  — 
Tour  looks  a voice  — your  ftowns  a sentence ; you 
Are  practising  your  power  on  me— because 
You  have  It  j but  beware!  you  know  not  whom 
You  strive  to  tread  on. 

Stral.  Threat’st  thou  ? 

Gab,  Not  so  much 

As  you  accuse.  You  hint  the  basest  injurj-. 

And  I retort  It  with  an  open  warning. 

Stral.  As  you  hare  said,  ’Us  true  1 owe  yon  some* 
thing, 

' For  which  you  seem  disposed  to  jiay  yourself. 

Gab.  Not  with  your  gold. 

Stral.  With  bootless  insolence. 

[ 7b  hi$  Attendants  and  InxNSTeiK. 
You  need  not  farther  to  molest  this  man, 

But  let  him  go  hU  way.  Ulrie^  good  morrow  ! 

[Exit  Stralenheim,  Idenstein,  and  Attend- 
ants. 

Gab.  {foUowinQ).  I’ll  after  him  and 

Vlr.  {stopping  Aim).  Not  a step. 

Gab.  ynio  shall 

Oppose  me  ? 

Ulr.  Your  own  reason,  with  a moment’s 
Thought. 

Gab.  Host  I bear  this? 

Ulr.  Pshaw  I we  all  must  bear 

The  arrogance  of  something  higher  than 
Ourselves — the  highest  cannot  temper  Satan, 

Nor  the  lowest  hts  vicegerents  ui>on  earth. 

I 've  seen  you  brave  the  elements,  and  bear 
Things  which  had  made  this  itlkworm  cast  hh 
skin  — 

And  shrink  you  from  a few  sharp  sneers  and  words  ? 
Gab.  Must  I bear  to  be  deem'd  a thief?  If  ’twere 
j A bandit  of  the  woods,  I could  have  borne  It — . 
i There’s  something  daring  in  It ; — but  to  steal 
The  moneys  of  a slumbering  man  1 — 

Ulr.  It  seems,  then, 

You  are  iw>/  guilty  ? 

GoIk  Do  I hear  aright  ? 

Ifbw  too ! 

Ulr.  1 merely  ask'd  a simple  qucatioiL 


Gab.  If  the  judge  ask’d  me,  I would  answer  { 
“ No  " — I 

To  you  I answer  tAu*.  (He  draws.)  i 

Ulr.  (drawing).  With  ail  my  heart ! I 

Jos.  Without  there  I Ho!  help  1 help  1 — Oh,  God  t | 
here 's  murder  ! 

[£riV  JosBrHlKE,  shrieking.  \ 

Gabor  and  Uleic  /ighi.  Gabor  u disarmed  just  as  | 

StralenheIM,  Josefkine,  Idenstein,  ^c.  re-enter. 

Jos.  Oh  ! glorious  bcEven  1 He ’s  safe  I , 

(to  JosEruixs).  /FAo’ssafo?  i' 

Jot.  My ' 

Ulr.  (interrupting  her  with  a stem  look,  ami  turn-  k 
iKg  a/Ieriparrif  to  Stralenhkim).  Both!  i. 
Here 's  no  great  harm  done.  | j 

Stral.  ^Vhat  hath  caused  all  this  ? li 

Ulr.  You,  baron,  1 believe ; but  as  the  effect  , i 
j Is  harmless,  let  it  not  disturb  you.  — Gabor ! S 

{ There  Is  your  sword  ; and  when  you  bare  it  next, 

‘ Let  it  not  be  against  yo\XT  friends.  I 

I [Uleic  jyronounees  the  last  words  slowlg  and  em-  , | 
j phaticaUg  in  a law  voice  to  Gador.  j| 

Gob.  I thank  you  ! 

Less  for  my  life  than  for  your  counsel  ; | 

Steal.  These  j j 

Brawls  must  end  here. 

Gab.  (taking  his  sword).  They  shall.  You  have  i 
wrong’d  me,  Ulric,  i 

More  with  your  unkind  thoughts  than  sword  : I would 
The  last  "were  in  my  bosom  rather  than 
The  first  in  yours.  I could  have  borne  yon  noble’s 
Absurd  insinuations  — ignorance 
And  dull  suspicion  are  a part  of  his 
Entail  will  last  him  longer  than  his  lands.  — 

But  1 may  fit  Atm  yet you  have  vanquish’d  me. 

I was  the  fool  of  passion  to  conceive 
That  I could  cope  with  you,  whom  I had  seen  t 

Already  proved  by  greater  perils  than  1 1 

Rest  in  this  arm.  W>  may  meet  by  and  by. 

However  — but  in  friendship.  [A’xtV  Oabor. 

Stral.  1 will  brook 

No  more ! This  outrage  following  up  his  insults. 
Perhaps  his  guilt,  has  cancell’d  all  the  little 
I owed  him  heretofore  for  the  so* vaunted 
Aid  which  he  added  to  your  abler  succour. 

Ulrlc,  you  arc  not  hurt  ? — 

Uh.  Not  even  by  a scratch.  1 

Stral.  (to  Idehstein).  Intemlant ! take  your 

measures  to  secure  1 

Ton  fellow  : I revoke  my  former  lenity.  1 

He  shall  be  sent  to  Frankfort  with  an  escort  L 

The  instant  that  the  waters  have  abated.  * i 

Idea.  Secure  him ! He  bath  got  his  sword  again  — | 

And  seems  to  know  the  use  on  *t ; *t  is  bis  trade,  1 1 
Belike;  — I'm  a civUian.  | 

Stral.  Fool  ! are  not  | 

Ton  score  of  vassals  dogging  at  your  heels 
Enough  to  seixe  a dozen  such  ? Hence  1 after  him  ! 

Ulr.  Baron,  I do  beseech  you  ! < 1 

Stral.  I must,  be  i 

Obey’d.  No  words  I | 

Men.  W'cll,  if  it  must  be  so — I 

March,  vassals  1 I 'm  your  leader,  and  will  bring 
The  rear  up  : a wise  general  never  should 
Expose  hb  precious  life — on  which  all  rests.  j 

I like  that  article  of  war.  | 

Idensteik  and  AttemlanU.  | 
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I Strai,  Come  hither, 

tJlric ; what  i!oe«  that  woman  here?  Oh  ! now 
I recognlv  her,  *t  U the  stranger'#  wife 
^\‘bom  they  mime  “ Wcmcr.” 

‘ C7r.  ’T  Is  hU  name. 

Stra/.  Indeed  I 

Is  not  your  husttand  visible,  (kir  dame  ?-> 

Jo*.  Who  seeks  him  ? 

Slral.  No  one  — for  the  present : but 

I fain  \vouM  parley,  Ulrlc,  with  yourself 
Alone. 

Ulr.  I will  retire  with  you. 

’ Jot.  Not  so : 

You  are  the  latest  stranger,  and  command 
All  places  here, 

to  rr.Kic*  o*  she  goes  oh/.)  O Ulric  1 have  a 
care— 

Remember  what  depends  on  a rash  word  t 

67r.  (to  JoscpMiKi).  Feju"  not! — 

[Exit  JusErniN'K. 

StraJ.  tfiric,  I think  that  I may  trust  you : 

You  9a^-ed  my  lift?-— and  acts  like  these  beget 
j Unbounded  confidence. 

I Uir.  Say  on. 

i StraL  ' Mysterious 

j And  long^cngender'd  circumstances  (not 
To  be  now  fully  enter'd  ou)  have  made 
j This  roan  obnoxious  — perhaps  fatal  to  me. 

Ulr.  Who?  Gabor,  the  Hungarian  ? 

Strai,  No  — this  “ Werner**— 

With  the  false  name  and  habit 

Ulr.  How  can  thU  be  ? 

He  is  the  poorest  of  the  iH»or — and  yellow 
Sickness  sits  cavem’d  In  hia  hollow  eye : 

The  man  is  helpless. 

Strai.  He  is — 'tls  no  matter;  — 

But  If  he  lie  the  man  I deem  (and  that 
He  is  so,  all  nn)tind  us  here — and  much 
That  Is  not  here — confirm  my  apprehension), 

He  mu«t  l>e  made  secure  ere  twelve  hours  further. 

Ulr.  And  what  have  I to  do  with  this  ? 

Strai.  I have  sent 

To  Frankf»»rt,  to  the  governor,  my  fkiend, 

(I  have  the  authority  to  do  so  by 
An  order  of  the  house  of  Brandenburg), 

For  a fit  c.«ot.rt — but  this  cursed  flood 
Bars  all  access,  and  may  do  fur  some  hours. 

Ulr.  It  is  abating. 

Strai.  That  Is  well. 

Ulr.  But  how 

Am  I c«:ccm*d  ? 

Siral,  As  one  who  did  so  much 

For  me,  you  cannot  !»e  inUifferent  to 
^ That  which  Is  of  more  import  to  me  than  | 

‘ The  life  you  rescued — Keep  your  eye  «in  him  f 
The  man  avoids  me,  knows  that  I now  know  him,  — - | 
Watch  him  !— as  you  would  watch  the  wild  boar  when  i 
He  makes  against  you  in  the  hunter’s  gap — i 

Like  him  he  must  be  spear'd. 

Ulr.  Why  so  ? j 

Strai.  He  stands  i 

Betwetm  me  and  a brave  inheritance  ! I 

Ob  1 could  you  see  it ! But  you  shall. 

Ulr.  I hope  so. 

Strai.  It  Is  the  rlcnest  of  the  rich  Bohemia, 
TInscatxied  by  scorching  war.  It  Uc?  so  near 
The  rtpongt*#!  city,  Prague,  that  fire  and  sword 
Have  hkimm’d  it  lightly : #o  that  now,  besides 


I Its  own  exuberance,  it  bears  double  value, 
i Confronted  with  whole  realms  far  and  near 
] Maile  deserts. 

Ulr.  You  describe  it  faithfully.  [but* 

Strai.  .Ky — could  yut  see  it,  you  would  say  so — 
As  I have  said,  you  shall. 

Ulr.  I accept  the  omen. 

StraL  Then  claim  a recompense  from  it  .'Uid  roc, 
Such  as  both  may  make  worthy  your  acceptance 
And  services  to  me  and  mine  for  ever. 

Ulr.  And  this  sole,  sick,  and  miserable  wretch— 
This  way-worn  stranger — stands  between  you  and 
ThU  FantdUc  ? — (.4s  Adam  did  between 
The  devil  and  his)  — 

StraL  , He  doth, 

j Ulr.  Hath  he  no  right  ? 

I Strai.  Uight ! none.  A <lisinhcrited  prodigal, 

\ Who  for  these  twenty  )*ears  disgraced  his  lineage 
In  all  his  acts — but  chiefly  by  hU  marriiige, 

And  living  amidst  eommercc-fctchlng  burghers. 

And  dabbling  merchants  In  a mart  of  Jews. 

Ulr.  He  has  a wife,  then  ? 

StraL  You 'd  be  si>rry  to 

Cali  such  yom’  mother.  You  have  seen  the  woman 
He  mils  his  wife. 

Ulr.  Is  she  not  so  ? 

StraL  No  more 

I Than  he’s  your  father ; — an  Italian  girl. 

The  daughter  of  a banish’d  man,  who  lives 
On  love  and  poverty  with  this  same  Wemcr. 

Ulr.  They  are  childless,  then  ? 

StraL  There  U or  was  a bastard, 

Whom  the  old  man  — the  grandsire(as  old  age 
Is  ever  doting)  took  to  wami  hU  bosom. 

As  it  went  chilly  dowmw'ard  to  the  grave : 

But  the  imp  stands  not  in  my  path  — he  has  fled. 

No  one  knows  whither ; and  if  he  Iwul  not. 

His  claims  alone  were  too  contemptible 
To  stand.  — Why  do  you  smile  ? 

Ulr,  At  your  vain  fean; 

A ijoor  man  ahiiost  in  bis  grasp — a child 
Of  doubtful  birth — can  startle  a grandee  ! 

Strai.  All ‘s  to  be  fear'd,  where  all  Is  to  be  gain'd. 

Ulr.  True;  and  aught  done  to  save  or  to  obtain  It 

Strai.  You  have  harp'd  the  very  string  next  to 
my  heart 

I may  deiJcnd  upon  you  ? 

Ulr.  ’Twere  too  late 

To  doubt  it. 

StrtJ.  I.€t  no  fiAiUvh  pity  shake 
Yourbosom  (for  the  apja’anmee  of  the  man 
Is  pitiful) — he  is  a wretch,  as  likely 
To  have  robb’d  me  as  the  fellow  more  susjwctcd. 
Except  that  circumstince  is  less  against  him ; 

Ho  being  lv*dgcd  far  off,  and  in  a chamber 
Without  approach  to  mine : ami,  to  say  truth, 

1 think  too  well  of  blood  allied  to  mine. 

To  deem  he  would  descend  to  such  an  net : 

Besides,  he  was  a soldier,  and  a brave  one 
Once  ■ — though  too  rash. 

Ulr.  And  they,  my  lord,  we  know 

By  our  experience,  never  plunder  till  [heirs. 

They  knock  the  brains  out  first — which  makes  them 
Not  thieves.  The  dead,  who  feel  nought,  cun  lose 
nothing. 

Nor  e'er  be  rubb  d : their  spoQs  are  a bequest  — 

No  more. 

Strai.  Go  to ! you  are  a wag.  But  say 
A a 3 
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; I may  sure  youll  keep  an  eye  on  man, 

! Ajid  let  me  know  his  slightest  movement  towards 
' Concealment  or  escape  ? 

' Wr.  You  may  he  sure 

You  yourself  could  not  watch  him  more  than  I 
j Will  l>e  his  sentinel. 

1 Stral.  By  this  you  make  me 

I Yours,  and  for  ever. 

Ulr.  Such  is  my  intention.  [J?Teaa/. 


I ACT  III. 

SCEKR  L 

A Hail  in  the  tame  Palace,  from  whence  the  secret 
Passage  ieads. 

Enter  Weaxra  and  OaEoa. 

Gah.  Sir,  I have  told  my  talc  : If  it  «>  please  you 
To  give  me  refuge  for  a few  hours,  well  — 

I I If  not,  ni  try  my  fortune  elsewhere. 

I'  IIW.  How 

I Can  I,  so  wretched,  give  to  Misery 

A shelter?  — wanting  such  myself  as  much 
As  e'er  the  hunted  deer  a covert--  • 

Gab.  Or 

The  wounded  lion  his  coed  cave.  Methinks 
You  rather  look  like  one  would  turn  at  bay, 

! And  rip  the  hunter’s  entrails, 
i ffer.  Ah  t 

j Gab.  1 care  not 

L If  It  be  so,  being  much  disposed  to  do 
I The  same  myself.^  But  will  you  shelter  me? 

I am  oppress’d  like  you — and  poor  like  you  — 

Disgraced [graced  ? 

/r<rr.  (abruptly).  >tTio  told  you  that  I was  dJs- 
Gab.  No  one ; nor  did  I say  you  were  so ; with 
Your  poverty  my  likeness  ended ; but 
, 1 said  / was  so — and  would  add,  with  truth, 

As  undescn’cdiy  as  you. 

It'a-.  Again ! 

As  19 

Gtd>,  Or  any  other  honest  man.  [me 

I UTiat  the  devil  would  you  have  ? You  don’t  believe 
Guilty  of  this  base  theft? 

W’fr.  No,  no — I cannot. 

Gab.  Why  that  *8  my  heart  of  honour?  yon  young 
|i  gallant — 

i Your  mUerly  intendant  and  dense  noble  — 
j All — all  suspected  me;  and  why?  because 
I I am  the  worst  clothed,  and  least  named  amongst 
j them ; 

I Although,  were  Momus’  lattice  In  your  breasts, 

My  soul  might  brook  to  open  it  more  widely 
; Than  theirs ; but  thus  H is — you  poor  and  helpless — 
Both  still  more  than  roysclf. 

I l^er.  IIow  knew  ymi  that  ? 

|i  Gab.  You ’re  right:  I ask  for  shelter  at  the  hand 
ij  Which  I call  helpless  ; if  you  now  deny  if, 

I were  well  paid.  But  you,  who  seem  to  have  proved 
I The  wholesome  bittcmeM  of  life,  know  well. 

By  symiKUby,  that  all  the  outspread  gold 
I Of  the  New  World  the  Sivmbrtl  bosists  about, 

I Could  never  tempt  the  man  who  knows  Its  worth 
1 Weigh’d  at  its  proper  value  In  the  balance, 

Save  in  such  guise  (and  there  I grent  Its  power. 


Because  1 ieel  it,)  as  may  leave  no  nightmare 
11  Upon  his  heart  o’  nights. 


ACT  HT.  ^ I 


H'er.  ^Vhat  do  you  mean  ? j 

Gab.  Just  what  I say;  I thought  my  speech  was 
plain  : 

You  are  no  thief— nor  I — and,  as  true  men.  ' 

Should  aid  each  other.  I 

Wer,  It  is  a damn’d  world,  sir. 

Gab.  So  is  rtic  nearest  of  the  two  next,  as  i 

The  priests  say  (and  no  doubt  they  should  know 

best ),  I . 

Therefore  1 *11  stick  by  this  — as  being  loth  1 1 

To  suffer  martyrdom,  at  least  with  such  j 

An  epitaph  as  larceny  upon  my  tomb.  j 

It  is  but  a night's  lodging  which  1 crave ; 

To-morrow  I will  try  the  waters,  as 
The  dove  did,  trusting  that  they  have  al«ted. 
ffVr.  Abate<i  ? Is  there  hope  of  that  ? 

Gab.  There  was  1 

At  noontide. 

fy*r.  Then  we  may  be  safe. 

Gab.  Are  you  \ 

In  peril  ? i 

WVr.  Poverty  is  over  so. 

Gab.  That  I know  by  long  practice.  Will  you  not 
Promise  to  make  mine  less  ? i 

H'er.  Your  poverty  ? ' ! 

Gab.  No — 3TOU  don’t  look  a leech  for  that  disorder ; | 

I meant  my  peril  only : you ’ve  a roof,  \ 

And  I hove  none ; I merely  seek  a covert. 

fi'er.  Rightly ; for  how  should  such  a wretch  as  I 
Have  gold  ? 

Gab.  Scarce  honestly,  to  say  the  troth  on  *t. 
Although  I almost  wish  you  had  the  liaroit’s. 

Jfer.  Dare  you  insinuate  ? . 

Gab.  Wl;at  ? 1 

Bct.  Are  yon  aware 

To  whom  ym:  speak  ? j 

Gab.  No ; and  1 am  not  used 

Greatly  to  care.  (A  noiiw  heard  without.)  But  hark  ! ' 

they  come  I | 

IVer.  Who  come  ? 

Gab.  The  intendant  and  his  man-hountls  after  me:  1 

I'd  face  them  — but  it  were  in  vaui  to  expect  [ 

Justice  at  hands  like  theirs.  Where  shall  I go  ? 

But  show  me  any  place.  I do  assure  you. 

If  there  l>e  faith  in  man.  I am  most  gniltlen ; 

Think  If  it  were  your  own  case  ! 

If'rr.  (aside.)  Oh,  just  Ood  1 | 

Thy  hell  is  not  hereafter ! Am  I dust  still  ? 1 

Gab.  I see  you  're  moved ; and  it  shows  well  In  you : 

I may  live  to  requite  It.  j 

H’er.  Are  you  not 

A spy  of  Stralenheim’s  ? 

Gab,  Not  1 1 and  If 

I were,  what  Is  there  to  espy  in  you  ? 

Although,  I recollect,  his  frequent  question 
About  you  and  your  spouse  might  lead  to  some 
Suspicion ; but  you  best  know — what — and  why.  1 
I am  his  deadliest  foe.  I 

JfVr.  rou  9 I 

Gab.  After  such  ' 

A treatment  for  the  service  which  in  part  ; 

I render’d  him,  I am  his  enemy ; 

If  vou  are  not  h!s  friend,  you  will  assist  me. 

;r.r.  I wllL 

Gab.  , But  how  ? i 

IViT.  (showing  the  paneP).  Tltcre  1$  a secret  spring  t > 
Remember,  I discover’d  It  by  chance,  ' 

And  u.«ed  it  but  for  safety. 
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Jrler.  I found  it, 

j ; As  I hAvs  said : it  Ifads  tbroui;h  winding  walls, 
j I (So  thick  as  to  bear  paths  within  their  ribs, 

1 Yet  lose  no  jot  of  strength  or  stateliness) 

1 And  hollow  ceDs,  and  obscure  niches  to 
' I I know  not  whither ; you  must  not  advance : 

. Give  me  your  word. 

I Gab.  It  is  unnecessary  j 

j \ How  should  I make  my  way  in  darkness  through 
t|  A Gothic  labyrinth  of  unknown  windings? 

I j Wer.  Yes,  but  who  know^  to  what  place  it  may  lead  ? 
I*  /know  not — (mark  you!) — but  who  knows  It  might 
jf  not 

I Lead  even  into  the  chamber  of  your  foe  ? 

I [ So  strangely  were  contrived  these  galleries 
I By  our  Teutonic  fkthen  in  old  days, 
j : ^lien  man  built  less  against  the  elements 
i;  Than  his  next  neighbour.  You  must  not  advance 
j Beyond  the  two  first  windings ; if  you  do 
I (Albeit  I never  pass'd  them).  I’ll  not  answer 
I For  what  you  may  be  led  ta 
I Gab.  But  I will. 

^ A thousand  thanks  ! 

I HW.  You  11  find  the  spring  more  obvious 

On  the  other  side  ; and,  when  you  woidd  return. 

It  yields  to  the  least  touch. 

Gab.  1 11  in — &rewrU  I 

[G.vaoa  goea  in  by  </•«  Mcrft  paauL 

n'er.  What  have  1 done  ? Alas  I what  had 

1 done 

Before  to  make  this  fearful  ? Let  it  be 
Still  some  atonement  that  1 save  the  man, 

^^liose  sacrifice  had  saved  perhaps  my  own — 

They  come  ! to  seek  ebewlMre  what  is  before  them ! 

Enter  IniwsTaix  aiwf  Othtrt. 

Iden.  Is  he  not  here  ? He  must  have  vanish'd  then 
Through  the  dim  Gothic  glass  by  pious  aid 
Of  pictured  s.aints  upon  the  red  and  yellow  [sunri<^c' 
Casements,  through  which  the  sunset  streams  like 
On  long  pcart-colour'd  beards  and  ciimsofi  crosses, 
And  gilded  crosiers,  and  cross'd  arms,  and  cowls, 

I And  helms,  and  twisted  armour,  and  long  swords. 

All  the  fhntastic  furniture  of  windows 
Dim  with  brave  knights  and  holy  hermits,  whose 
Likeness  and  fame  alike  rest  in  some  panes 
Of  crystal,  which  each  rattling  wind  proclaims 
As  frail  os  any  other  life  or  glory. 

He's  gone,  however. 

Wer.  Whom  do  you  seek  ? 

Idtn.  A villain. 

WVr.  Why  need  you  come  so  far,  then  ? 

Idex.  In  the  search 

Of  him  who  robb'd  the  haron. 

IfVr.  Are  you  sure 

You  have  di^’ined  the  man  ? 

Idm.  As  sure  as  you 

I Stand  there : but  where’s  he  gone  ? 

I ' Wtr.  Who  ? 

I Iden.  He  we  sought, 

j H'er.  You  see  he  Is  not  here, 
j Iden,  And  yet  we  traced  him 

^ Up  to  this  hail.  Arc  you  accomplices  ? 

Or  deal  you  in  the  black  art  ? 

' Wer.  I deal  plainly. 

To  many  men  the  blackest 

ra 


Iden.  It  may  be 

I have  a question  or  two  for  yuursclf  | 

Hereafter ; but  we  must  continue  now  i 

Our  search  for  t’  other.  I 

Wer.  You  hail  Ijcst  begin  I 

Your  inquisition  now : I may  not  be  | 

So  patient  always.  | 

Iden.  I should  'tike  to  know, 

In  good  sooth,  if  you  really  are  the  man 
That  Stralcnheim 's  in  quest  of. 

Wer.  Insoleni ! 

Said  you  not  that  he  was  not  here  ? 

Iden.  Y es,  one ; 

But  there  *s  another  whom  he  tracks  more  keenly. 

And  soon,  it  may  be,  with  authority 

Both  paramount  to  bis  and  mine.  But,  come  I } 

Bustle,  my  boys ! we  are  at  fault. 

iDBXtrstw  and  AUendantt  } 

Wer.  In  what  j 

A maxe  hath  my  dim  destiny  Involved  roe ! ! 

And  one  base  sin  bath  done  me  leas  lU  than  1 1 

The  lca>'ing  undone  one  far  greater.  Dovm,  I 

Thou  busy  devil,  rising  In  my  heart  1 I 

Tbou  an  too  late ! 1 11  nought  to  do  with  blood.  j 

Enter  Ulric.  | 

67r.  I sought  you,  fhther.  i 

Wer.  Is 't  not  dangerous  ? | 

Uir.  No;  Stralenhdm  Is  ignorant  of  all 
Or  any  of  the  ties  between  us : more — , 

He  sends  me  here  a spy  upon  your  actiimi*,  { ’ 

Deeming  me  wholly  hU.  ij 

Wer.  I cannot  think  it  • | 

’T  is  hut  a snare  he  winds  about  us  both,  I 

To  swoop  the  sire  and  son  at  once.  I 

Uir.  I cannot 

Pause  in  each  petty  fear,  and  stumble  at 
The  doubts  that  rise  like  briers  In  our  path. 

But  must  break  through  them,  as  an  unarm’d  carle  | 
tVould,  though  with  naked  limbs,  were  the  wolf  l 
rustling  ' 

In  the  same  thicket  where  he  bew'd  fiir  bread. 

I Nets  are  for  thrushea,  eagles  are  not  caught  so ; 

Well  overfly  or  rend  them. 

Wer.  Show  me  hott  9 

I Uir.  Can  you  not  unless  ? | 

j Wer.  I cannot. 

Uir.  That  is  strange. 

Came  the  thought  ne'er  into  your  mind  laet  might  ? \ j 

I Wer.  I undmtand  you  not.  |{ 

Utr.  Then  we  shall  never  ' 

More  understand  each  other.  But  to  change  ! 

The  topic — . I 

Wer.  You  mean  to  pwme  it,  as  < . 

'T  is  of  our  safety.  \ 

j Uir.  Bight ; I stand  corrected.  i 

[ I see  the  subject  now  more  clearly,  and  i I 

Our  general  situation  in  its  bearings.  I ' 

The  waters  are  abating  ; a few  hours  1 1 

Will  bring  hU  summon'd  myrmidons  from  Frankfort,  ' ! 
When  yoti  will  be  a prisoner,  perhaps  worse. 

And  1 an  outcast,  bastardised  by  practice  1 1 

Of  this  tame  baron  to  make  way  for  him.  ! ^ 

I Wer.  And  now  your  remedy  ! I thought  to  escape 
I By  means  of  this  acctirscd  gold  ; but  now  I 

I I dare  not  ttsc  it,  show  It,  scarce  look  on  it  | ' 

: Methlnks  it  wesu^  upon  its  face  my  guilt  j 

! For  motto,  not  the  mintage  of  the  state  | 

I A a 4 I 
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Gab.  Open  it 

And  I will  use  it  for  the  same. 
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And«  for  the  8ovcrriga*s  hetd,  my  own  befrirt 
With  buying  snakft,  which  curl  around  my  temples. 
And  cry  to  all  beholders,  Lo ! a villain  I 

Ulr.  You  must  not  use  It,  at  least  now ; but  take 
This  ring.  [//e  picts  WraxtR  a jett'tl. 

fFrr.  A gem ! It  was  my  father’s  5 
U/r.  And 

As  such  is  now  your  own.  With  this  you  must 
Bribe  the  Intendant  for  his  old  caleche 
And  horses  to  pursue  your  route  at  sunrise, 

Ti^thcr  with  iny  mother. 

IfVr.  And  leave  you. 

So  lately  found,  in  peril  too  ? 

Ulr.  Fear  nothing ! 

The  only  fear  were  If  we  fled  together. 

For  that  would  make  our  ties  In^yond  all  doubt 
The  waters  only  lie  In  flood  between 
This  burgh  and  Frankfort ; so  far's  in  our  favour. 
The  route  on  to  Bohemia,  though  encumlwr'd, 

Is  not  impa-ssahie  ; and  when  you  gain 
few  hours*  start,  the  difllculUrs  will  lie 
The  same  to  your  pursuers.  Once  beyond 
The  frontier,  and  you’re  safe. 

IftT.  My  noble  boy  ! 

Ulr.  Hush  *.  hush  t no  transports ; we’ll  indulge 
In  Castle  .SIcgondorf ! Disiday  no  gold : [In  them 

Show  Idenstein  the  gem  (1  know  the  man. 

And  have  look'd  through  him) : It  will  answer  thus 
A double  pun>‘>s'c.  Stralenhelm  lost  paid — 

A’o  jewel : therefore  it  could  not  be  his  ; 

And  then  the  man  who  was  poss4*st  of  this 
Can  hanlly  be  sitspectcd  of  abstracting 
The  baron's  coin,  when  he  could  thus  convert 
This  ring  to  more  than  Stralenhcim  has  Imt 
By  his  last  night’s  slumber.  Bo  not  over  timid 
In  your  address,  nor  j*et  too  arrogant, 

And  Idenstcin  will  serve  you. 

ffrr.  I will  flillow 

In  all  things  your  direction. 

Ulr,  I would  have 

Spared  you  the  trouble ; but  had  I apiwar'd 
To  take  an  interest  In  you,  and  still  more 
By  dabbling  yrith  a jewel  in  your  favour. 

All  had  bc'on  known  at  once. 

IFer.  My  guardian  angel  I 

This  overpays  the  But  bow  wilt  thou 

Fare  in  our  absence  ? 

Ulr.  Stralenhelm  knows  nothing 

Of  me  as  aught  of  kindred  with  yourself. 

I will  but  wait  a day  or  two  with  him 
To  lull  all  doubts,  and  then  rejoin  my  father. 

IfW.  To  |j.ort  no  more ! 

Ulr.  1 know  not  that ; but  at 

The  least  we  11  meet  again  oncre  more. 

IFrr.  My  boy ! 

My  ftiend  ! my  only  child,  and  sole  preserver  ! 

Oh.  do  not  hate  me  ! 

Ulr.  Hate  my  father ! 

ICer.  Ay, 

.My  father  hated  me.  Why  not  my  son  ? 
f/7r.  Your  father  knew  you  not  as  I do. 

W'er.  Scorpfoiu 

Are  in  thy  words!  Thou  know  me  ? In  this  guise 
Thou  can^t  not  know  me,  I am  not  myself  j 
Yet  (hate  me  not)  I will  lie  soon. 

Ulr.  1 11  irost  / 

In  the  moan  time  be  sure  that  all  a son 
Can  do  for  parents  shall  be  done  for  mine. 


ffer.  I tee  It.  and  I feel  it ; yet  I feel 
Further — that  you  despise  me. 

Ulr.  Wherefore  should  I T 

JFcr.  Must  I repc'at  my  humiliatioti  ? 

Ulr.  ^ Ko ! 

I have  fathom'd  it  and  yoiL  But  let  us  talk 
Of  this  no  more.  Or  if  it  must  be  ever, 

Nut  now.  Your  error  has  rtsioubled  all 
The  present  dlfflculties  of  our  house. 

At  secret  war  with  that  of  Stralenheim : 

All  we  have  now  to  think  of  U to  liafflc 
Him.  I have  shown  one  way. 

/fer.  The  only  one. 

And  I cral>racc  it,  as  I did  my  ton. 

Who  show'd  himjttl/ and  father's  *afety  in 
One  day. 

Ulr.  You  thall  be  safe  ; let  that  suffice. 

Would  Stralenheim's  apiMraranc'c  In  Bohemia 
Disturb  your  right,  or  mine,  if  once  we  were 
Admitted  to  our  lands  ? 

ll'tr.  AMuredly, 

Situate  as  we  are  now,  although  the  first 
PuKscssor  might,  as  usual,  prove  the  strongest, 
Kspcclally  the  next  in  blood.  • 

Ulr.  Blood  / 't  U 

A word  of  many  meanings ; in  the  veins, 

.\nd  out  of  them,  It  is  a di^erent  thing 
And  so  it  should  be,  when  the  same  in  blood 
(.\s  it  is  call'd)  are  aliens  to  each  other. 

Like  'rheban  brethren : when  a part  Is  luul, 

.K  few  spilt  ounces  purify  the  rest 
MVr.  I do  not  apprehend  you. 

Ulr.  That  may  be  — 

And  should,  pcrhat>s — and  yet  ■ but  get  yc  ready; 

You  and  my  mother  must  away  to*nlght. 

Here  comes  the  intendant : sound  him  with  the  gem ; 
'Twill  sink  into  his  venal  soul  like  lead 
Into  the  deep,  and  bring  up  slime  and  mud. 

And  ooie  too,  fhwn  the  bottom,  as  the  lead  doth 
With  its  greased  understratum ; but  no  less 
Will  sers’e  to  warn  our  vessels  through  these  shoals. 
The  freight  Is  rich,  so  heave  the  line  in  time  I 
Farewell ! I scarce  have  time,  but  yet  your  hand. 

My  fkthert 

WVr.  I.tft  me  embrace  thee  I 

Ulr.  W'c  may  be 

Observed ; subdue  your  nature  to  the  hour  J 
Keep  off  from  me  as  from  your  foe  t 

l^rr.  Acenrved 

Be  he  who  is  the  stifling  cause  which  smothers 
The  best  and  sweetest  feeling  of  our  hearts; 

At  such  an  hour  too ! 

Ulr.  T2C,  curse — It  will  case  you  I 

Here  is  the  intendant. 

Enter  lotKSTEix. 

Master  Ideustein, 

How  fare  you  in  your  purpose  ? Have  you  caught 
The  nigue  ? 

Iden,  No,  faith ! 

Ulr.  Well,  there  are  plenty  more ; 

You  may  have  better  luck  another  chase. 

Where  is  the  baron  ? 

Iden.  Cvone  back  to  his  chamber ; 

And  now  I think  on  t,  asking  after  you 
With  nobly.bom  impatience. 

Vh.  Your  great  men 

Must  be  answer'd  on  the  instant,  as  the  bound 
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! Of  the  stung  steed  replies  unto  the  spur : 

I ’T  b well  they  have  horses,  too ; for,  if  they  had  not, 

I fear  that  raen  must  draw  Ihdr  chariob,  as 
They  say  kings  did  Sesostrls. 

ftJtit.  Who  was  he  ? 

Ulr.  An  old  Bohemian — an  Imperial  gii«y. 

Idtn.  A ^psy  or  Bohemian,  *tis  the  Kune, 

For  they  pass  by  both  names.  And  was  he  one  ? 

Ulr.  I’ve  heard  so;  but  I must  take  leave.  In- 
tendant. 

Your  serv*antt — Werner  (to  WtaNia  sUy/uly)^  if 
that  be  your  name, 

I Yours.  l£xit  ULaxc. 

i IdeM.  A well-spoken,  pretty-faced  young  man  I 
And  prettily  behaved  J He  knows  his  station, 

You  sec,  sir ; how  he  gave  to  each  hU  due 
Precedence  1 

tfer.  I perceived  it,  and  applaud 

Uls  just  discernment  and  your  own. 

I, ten.  That ‘s  well  — 

i That’s  very  well.  You  also  know  your  place,  too ; 
And  yet  I do  n’t  know  that  I know  your  place. 

Ifer.  (Mhoteing  tU  ring).  Would  this  assist  your 
knowledge  ? 

Iden.  How!  — >\'hatl— Ehl 

A jewel  I 

Wt.  'T  is  your  own  on  one  condition. 

Idem.  Wne!— Name  it! 

ffer.  That  hereafter  you  permit  me 

At  thrice  iU  value  to  redeem  it : 'tis 
A £imily  ring. 

Idem.  A family ! — yoar* .' — 0 gem  I 

I'm  breathless! 

ifer.  You  must  also  fiimUh  me. 

An  hour  ere  daybreak,  with  all  means  to  quit 
This  place. 

IJen.  But  U It  real  ? I.et  me  look  on  it: 
Dutnuimty  by  all  that’s  glorious ! 

/ler.  Come,  I ’ll  trust  you ; 

You  have  guess'd,  no  doubt,  that  I was  bom  above 
My  present  seeming. 

Idem.  I can’t  say  I did. 

Though  this  looks  like  it : this  Is  the  true  breeding 
Of  gentle  blood  I 

/Ter.  I have  Important  reasons 

For  wishing  to  continue  privily 
My  journey  hence. 

Idem.  So  then  yov  are  the  nun 

Whom  Stralcnhelm’s  in  quest  of? 

Wer.  I am  not ; 

But  being  taken  for  him  might  conduct 
So  much  embarrassment  to  me  just  now, 

An<l  tp  the  baron’s  self  hereafter — ’tis 
To  spare  both  that  I would  avoid  all  bustle. 

Idem.  Be  you  the  nwii  or  no,  ’tU  not  my  business; 
Besidi%  I never  should  obtain  the  half 
From  this  proud,  niggardly  noble,  who  would  raise 
The  countiy  for  some  missing  bits  of  coin. 

And  never  offer  a precise  reward  — 

But  thii  ! — another  look  ! 

iVer,  Ciaie  on  It  freely ; 

At  day-dawn  It  Is  yours. 

Idem.  Oh,  thou  sweet  sparkler  t 

• Thou  mow  than  stone  of  the  philosoi>her ! 

' Thou  touchstone  of  PhUenophy  hersidf  I 
j Thou  bright  eye  of  the  Mine  t thou  loadstar  of 
I The  soul  I the  true  magnetic  Pole  to  which 
I All  hearts  point  duly  north,  like  trerohling  needles  I 


Thou  flaming  Spirit  of  the  Earth  I which,  sitting  1 
High  on  the  monarch’s  diadem,  attractest  I 

j More  worship  than  the  majesty  who  swi*ais  I 

, Beneath  the  crown  which  makes  his  head  ache,  like 
I Millions  of  hearts  which  blee<l  to  lend  it  laatrv  ! I 

i^halt  thou  lie  mine  ? I am,  methlnks,  jdrt'aUy  | 

A tittle  king,  a lucky  alchymist  1 — 

A wise  magician,  who  has  bound  the  devil  1 

Without  the  f(Hfelt  of  his  soul.  But  come,  ! 

Werner,  or  what  else  ? 

Jf<T.  Call  me  Werner  still ; 

You  may  yet  know  roe  by  a loftier  title. 

Idem.  I do  IwUcve  in  thee  I thou  art  the  spirit 
Of  whom  I long  have  dream’d  in  a low  garb.  — 

, But  come,  I ’ll  serve  thee : thou  shalt  be  as  free 
I As  air,  despite  the  waters ; let  us  hence : 

I ’ll  show  thee  I am  honest — (oh,  thou  jewel  f) 

I Thou  shalt  be  fumbh’d,  Werner,  with  such  means 
Of  flight,  that  if  thou  wert  a snail,  not  birds 

' Should  overtake  thee Let  me  gaze  again  1 

1 have  a fwter  brother  In  the  mart 
Of  Hambunth  skill’d  in  precious  stones.  How  many 
Carats  may  it  weigh  ? — Come,  Werner,  I will  wing 
thee. 

SCENIC  IT. 

STaAi.ruHtDi’s  dtaatber. 

Stealexiieim  and  Fritz. 

Fritz.  ,\U  *s  ready,  my  good  lord  I 

StraL  I am  not  sletq)y. 

And  yet  I must  to  boil ; I fain  would  say 
To  rest,  but  something  heavy  on  my  spirit. 

Too  dull  for  wakefulness,  too  quick  for  slumber. 

Sits  on  roc  os  a cloud  along  the  sky, 

WTiich  will  not  let  the  sunbeams  through,  nor  yet 
Descend  In  rain  and  end,  but  spreads  Itself 
’Twixt  earth  and  heaven,  like  envyr  between  man 
And  man,  an  everlasting  mist:— 1 will 
Cnto  my  pillow. 

Fritz.  May  you  rest  there  well  I 

Stral.  I feel,  and  fear,  I shalL 
Fritz.  And  wherefore  fear  ? 

Stral.  I know  not  why,  and  therefore  do  fear  more, 

Because  an  undescribabic but  ‘t  is  ' 

\]1  folly.  Were  the  locks  (as  I desired) 

ChangtvU  to-day,  of  this  chamber  7 for  last  night’s 
Adventure  makes  it  needful. 

Fritz.  Certainly, 

According  to  your  order,  and  beneath 
The  Insi)CCtion  of  myself  and  the  young  .Saxon 
Who  savetl  ymir  life.  I think  they  call  him  ” Ulric.” 
Strnl.  You  think  ! you  mpcrcilious  slave ! what  right 
Have  you  to  tax  your  memor)',  which  should  be 
Quick,  proud,  and  happy  to  retain  the  name 
. Of  him  who  ^aved  your  master,  as  a litany 
j Whose  daily  repetition  murks  your  duty  ? — 

\ Get  hence  I **  Jou  think,*'  Indc^  t you  who  stood  still 
I Howling  and  dripping  on  the  bank,  whlH  I 
I Lay  d}ing,  and  the  stranger  dash’d  aside 
I The  roaring  torrent,  and  restored  me  to  [scarce 
■ Thank  him  — and  despbe  you.  “ i'ou  think/**  and 
I Can  recollect  his  name  I I will  not  waste 
I More  words  on  you.  Call  me  betimes. 

1 FriU.  Good  night  I 

I I trust  to-morrow  will  restore  your  lordship 
To  renovated  strength  and  temper. 

I [ TV  ictne  clotem, 

I 
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TAe  $tcrft  I^tssa^e. 

GaJpor  {tntus),  Fcmr  — 

Five  — &iK  hours  have  I counted,  like  the  guard 
Of  oul-pt»t9  on  the  never-merrj*  .clock  ; 

That  h<»llow  tongue  of  time,  which,  even  when 
It  sounds  for  joy,  takes  something  from  enjoyment 
With  e\*cry  dang.  'T  Is  a pcriH.’tual  knell, 

Thoxurh  for  a marriage  feast  it  rings ; each  stroke 
Peals  for  a hope  the  less ; the  fui»ml  note 
Of  Love  deep- buried  without  resurrection 
In  the  grave  of  Possession  ; while  the  knoll 
Of  long-lived  partiiis  finds  a jovial  echo 
To  triple  Time  in  the  son’s  ear. 

I ’m  coki  — 

I *m  dark  ; I’ve  bl(*wn  my  fingers— .numljcr’d  o’er 
And  o’er  my  steps  — and  knock'd  my  hcail  against 
Some  fifty  buttresses  — and  roused  the  rats 
And  bats  In  general  insurrection,  till 
Their  cursed  pattering  feet  and  whirling  wings 
Jjeavc  me  scarce  hearing  for  another  sound. 

A light ! It  is  at  distance  (If  I can 
Measure  in  darkness  distance):  Init  it  blinks 
As  through  a crevice  or  a key-hole,  in 
The  inhibitwl  direction  : I must  on. 

Nevertheless,  from  curiosity. 

A distant  lamp-light  is  an  Incident 
In  such  a den  as  this.  Pray  Heaven  it  lea/I  me 
To  noUiing  that  may  tempt  me  t Else  — Heaven  aid 
me 

To  obtain  or  to  escape  It ! Shining  still  ! 

Were  It  the  star  of  LsKlfer  himself. 

Or  he  himself  girt  with  its  beams,  I could 
Contain  no  longer.  Softly  I mighty  well ! 

That  comer ’f  turn’d — so — ah!  no! — right!  itdraw'^ 
>'(‘urer.  Here  is  a darksome  angle— so. 

That  *s  weather’d.  — Let  me  pame.  — Suppose  it  leads 
Into  some  greater  danger  than  that  which 
I have  escaped — no  matter,  *t  Is  a new  one  ; 

And  novel  perils,  like  fre>h  mistresses, 

Wear  more  magnetic  aspects:  I will  on. 

And  be  it  when*  It  may — I have  my  dagger. 

Which  may  protect  me  at  a pinch Bnm  still, 

'Thou  little  light ! Thou  art  my  ifnis  fiOvusf 
My  stationary  Will-o’-the-wlsp  f— So!  so! 

He  hears  my  invocation,  and  &ib  not. 

[ TAe  seme  doeet. 

SCENE  IV. 

A Gar^ifH. 

Bnter  WgaNxa. 

Jfer.  I could  not  sleep — and  now  the  hour ’s  at  hand ; 
All's  ready.  Idensteln  has  kept  his  word  ; 

And  station’d  in  the  outskirts  of  the  town. 

Upon  the  forest’s  edge,  the  vehicle 
Awaits  us.  Now  the  dwindling  stars  begin 
To  pale  in  heaven  ; and  for  the  last  time  I 
Look  on  these  horribio  walU.  Oh  1 never,  never 
Shall  I forget  them.  Here  I came  most  poor. 

But  not  dishonour’d : and  I leave  them  with 
A stain,  — if  not  upon  my  name,  yet  In 
My  heart ! — a nevcr-d3ring  canker-worm, 

all  the  coming  splendour  of  the  lands. 

And  rights,  and  sovereignty  of  Slegendorf 
Can  si'arcdy  lull  a moment.  I must  find 


Some  means  of  restitution,  which  would  ease 
My  soul  in  part  { but  how  withimt  discovery  ? — 

It  must  he  done,  however ; and  I*U  pause 
Upon  the  method  the  first  hour  of  safety. 

The  madness  of  my  misery  Icil  to  this 
Ba^c  inftuny  ; repentance  must  retrieve  it ; 

I will  have  nought  of  Straienheim’s  upon 
My  spirit,  thmigh  he  would  grasp  all  of  mine ; 

Lands,  fh*ed<im,  life, — and  yet  he  sloet«»  as  soundly. 
Perhaps,  as  Infancy,  with  gorgeous  curtains 
Spread  fur  his  canopy,  o’er  silken  pillows, 

Such  as  when Hark  ! what  noise  b that?  Again ! 

The  bmnche.s .shake;  and  some  loow  stones  have  fallen 
From  yonder  terrace. 

[Utaic  leaps  down  from  the  terrace. 
Ulrlc  ! ever  welcome  ! 

Thrice  welcome  now  ! this  filial 

Ulr.  Stop  ! Before 

We  approach,  tell  me 

fler.  Why  look  you  so  ? 

Uir.  * Do  I 

Behold  my  father,  or  ■ ■ 

Wcr.  M'hat  ? 

An  assassin  ? 

ffer.  Insane  or  insolent ! 

Rfply,  sir,  as 

Tmi  prise  your  life,  or  mine  J 

To  what  must  I 

Answer  ? 

l/lr.  Are  you  or  are  you  not  the  assassin 
Of  Stralenheim  ? 

If'cr.  I never  was  as  yet 

The  munlcrer  of  any  man.  What  mean  you  ? 

Ulr.  Did  not  you  thh  night  (as  the  night  before) 
Retrace  the  secret  passage  ? Did  you  not 

Affain  revisit  Stralenheim's  chamber  ? and 

[Utaic  panan. 

Ifer.  Proceed. 

Ulr.  Died  he  not  by  your  b*nii  s 

Great  God  I 

Ulr.  You  are  innocent,  then ! my  fkther 's  innocent  t 

Embrace  me  I Yet,— your  tone — your  look vea, 

yes  — 

Yet  toy  so. 

ffer.  If  I e’er,  in  heart  or  mind. 

Conceived  deliberately  such  a thought. 

But  rather  strove  to  trample  back  to  bell 

Such  thoughts — If  e'er  th^  glared  a moment  through 

The  irritation  of  my  oppressed  spirit 

May  heaven  be  shut  for  ever  from  my  hopes 
As  from  mine  eyes  1 

Ulr.  But  Stralenheim  is  dead. 

ffer.  'TU  horrible  I *tis  hldeoos,  astb  hatefitl  I — 
But  what  have  I to  do  with  this  ? 

No  bolt 

Is  forced  ; no  violence  can  be  detected, 

Save  on  his  body.  Part  of  his  own  household 
Have  been  alarm’d ; but  as  the  intendant  Is 
Absent,  I took  upon  myself  the  care  * 

Of  mustering  the  police.  His  chamber  has. 

Past  doubt,  been  enter’d  secretly.  Excuse  me. 

If  nature 

ffer.  Ob,  my  boy  I what  unknown  woes 

Of  dark  fatality,  like  douds,  are  gathering 
Abo\*e  our  boiuc  t 

i^r.  My  fkther  I 1 acquit  you ! 

But  will  the  world  do  so  ? will  even  the  judge. 

If But  you  must  away  this  lostanL 
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I WVr.  No  I 

' I ’ll  face  It.  Who  shall  dare  suspect  me  ? 

UJr.  Tet 

i Vau  had  no  quests  — no  visiters — no  life 
Breathing  nround  vou,  save  mv  mother’s  ? 

fFrr.  ’ ' Ah ! 

The  llun^rian  ! 

f>7r.  He  Is  fionc  ! he  dRippear’d 

i Ere  sunset. 

JFer.  No;  I hid  him  in  that  very 
Conceal'd  and  fatal  gallery. 

Uh.  TAere  ni  find  him. 

[Ui.Rfr  ?*  ^nff. 

i fFrr.  It  Is  too  late ; he  had  left  the  palace  ere 
I I quitted  it  I found  the  secret  panel 
< Open*  and  the  doors  which  lead  from  that  hall 
1 Which  masks  It ; I but  thought  he  harl  snatch’d  the 
silent 

And  favourable  moment  to  escape 
The  m)Tmldons  of  Idensteln,  who  were 
Dogging  him  yester-even. 

Ulr.  You  recloswl 

The  panel  ? 

IfVr.  Yes  ; and  not  without  reproach 
(And  Inner  trembllnR  for  the  avofdetl  peril) 

I At  his  dull  heedlessness.  in  leaving  thus 
i His  sheltercr’s  asylum  to  the  risk 
Of  a discovery. 

Ulr.  You  are  sure  yott  closed  It  ? 

JFer.  Certain. 

Uh,  That ’s  well ; but  had  been  better,  If 

You  ne’er  had  turn’d  It  to  a den  for [/fr  pan$rr. 

IFer.  Thieves  ’ 

Thou  wouldst  say  t I must  bear  It  and  desen’e  it : 

But  not  

fJ7r.  No,  father ; do  not  speak  of  this  r 

This  Is  no  hour  to  think  of  petty'  crimes, 

But  to  prevent  the  consequence  of  great  ones. 

I Why  would  you  shelter  this  man  ? 

!:  IFer.  Could  I shun  it? 

A roan  pursued  by  my  chief  foe ; disgraced 
! For  my  own  crime ; a victim  to  mj  safety, 

Imploring  a few  hours'  concealment  from 
I The  very  wretch  who  was  the  cause  he  needed 
j Such  refuge.  Had  he  been  a wolf,  I could  not 
: Have  In  such  circumstances  thrust  him  forth, 

I Ulr.  And  like  the  wolf  he  hath  n*paid  you.  But 
It  Is  too  late  to  ponder  thus ; — you  must 
Set  out  ere  dawn.  I will  remain  here  to 
Trace  the  murderer.  If  ’tls  posdble.  [loch 

I TFer.  But  this  my  sudden  flight  will  give  the  Mo> 
Suspicion  ; two  new  vU'tims  in  the  lieu 
I Of  one,  if  I remain.  The  fled  Hungarian, 

Who  seems  the  culprit,  and  - ■■  ■ 

Vlr.  Who  $eems  f N’Ao  else 

I Can  be  so  ? 

Wrr.  Not  /,  though  jnst  now  you  doubted  — 
You,  my  son.^— doubted— >> 

Ulr.  And  do  you  doubt  of  him 

The  fugitl\‘c  ? 

I Wrr.  Boy  t since  I fell  into 

1 The  abyss  of  crime  (though  not  of  $ueh  crime),  I, 
j Having  seen  the  innocent  oppress'd  for  me, 

: May  doubt  even  of  the  guilty’s  guilt.  Your  heart 
I Is  free,  an«l  quick  with  virtuous  wrath  to  accuse 
I Appearances  ; anri  views  a criminal 
I In  Innocence’s  shallow,  it  may  be. 

Because  *t  Is  dusky. 


i Ulr.  And  if  I do  so,  I 

What  will  mankind,  who  know  you  not,  or  knew  ! 
But  to  oppress  ? You  must  not  stand  the  hazard.  I 

lAwayJ  — 1 ’ll  make  all  easy.  Idensteln  | 

I Will  for  his  ow  n sake  and  his  jewel's  bold  i 

His  p(>aL'c — he  also  is  a partner  in  ' 

Your  flight— moreover i 

IFcr,  Fly!  and  leave  my  name 

Link’d  with  the  Hungarian’s,  or  preferr’d  as  jkoorest. 

To  l)ear  the  brand  of  bloodshed  ? 

Ulr.  Pshaw!  leave  nnylhing 

Except  our  father’s  sovereignty  ami  castles,  j 

For  which  ymt  have  so  long  panteil,  and  In  %-aln  ! t 
^Yhat  fuimr  9 You  have  «o  aowe.  since  that  you  bear  1 
Is  feign’d. 

It'er,  Most  true ; but  still  I would  not  have  it  ' 
Engraved  in  crimson  in  men's  memories,  i 

Though  in  this  most  obscure  abode  of  men j 

Besides,  the  search—  ! 

Uh.  I will  provide  against  I 

Aught  that  can  touch  yon.  No  one  knows  you  here 
As  heir  of  Sl^ndorf : If  Idensteln 
Suspects  ’tis  Aw  and  he  Is 

A fhol : his  folly  shall  have  such  employnient, 

Too,  that  the  unknown  Werner  shall  give  way 
To  nearer  thought  of  self.  The  laws  (if  e’er 
I.3WS  reach’d  this  village)  arc  all  in  abej*ance 
With  the  late  general  war  of  thirty  years, 

Or  cnish’d,  or  rising  slowly  fWim  the  dmt. 

To  which  the  march  of  arn^“«  trampled  them. 
Stralcnhdm,  alfhough  noble,  i.^  uithreded 
Nertt  save  as  melt — without  land.s,  influence. 

Save  what  hath  peri«h'd  with  him.  Few  prolong 
A week  beyond  their  fuiMral  rites  their  sway  ; 

O’er  men,  unless  by  relatives,  whose  Interest  [ 

Is  roused : such  is  not  here  the  case  ; he  dli'd  \ ) 

Alone,  unknown, — a solltaiy  grave,  I 

Obscure  as  his  deserts,  without  a scutcheon, 

Is  all  he’ll  have,  or  wants.  If  /discover 
The  assassin,  *twi11  be  well  — if  not,  believe  me 
None  else ; though  all  the  full-fbd  train  of  menials 
May  howl  above  his  ashes  (as  they  did 
{ Around  him  in  his  danger  on  the  Oder), 

Will  no  more  stir  a finger  Rotr  than  then.  I 

Hence  I hence  [ I must  not  hear  your  answer. f 

Look  1 ^ 

The  stars  arc  almost  faded,  and  the  grey 
Begins  to  grinle  the  black  hair  of  night.  | 

You  shall  not  answer:— Pardon  me  that  I j 

Am  pereroptorj- ; *t  Is  your  son  that  speaks, 
i Tour  long'Iost.  late-found  son. — Let’s  call  my  mo- 
! ther ! 

' Softly  ami  swMtly  step,  and  leave  the  rest 
To  me : 111  answer  for  the  event  as  far 
As  I egards  you,  and  that  Is  the  chief  point,  i 

I As  my  first  duty,  which  shall  be  observed.  1 

Well  meet  In  Castle  Siegendorf — once  more 
Our  banners  shall  be  glorious  I Think  of  that 
^ Alone,  and  leave  all  other  thoughts  to  me, 

I Whose  youth  may  better  battle  with  them.  — Hence  I 
And  may  your  age  be  happy  I— I will  kiss 
My  mother  once  more,  then  Heaven’s  speetl  be  with 
you! 

Wer.  This  counsel  *s  safe— but  is  it  honoimible  7 I 

Clr.  To  save  a father  is  a child’s  cMef  honour.  | 

[Exeuaf. 
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ACT  IT. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  1. 


A Gotitic  HaU  in  tht  Custle  of  Sitgtndorf  ntar 
Prague. 

Enter  £aic  and  Hexricc,  Htinintrt  of  the  Count. 

Eric.  So,  l»ettcr  llmet  arc  coinc  at  lost ; to  th«c 
Old  walU  »cw  nuuter»  and  high  wx<^sail  — both 
A long  dc^idc^atum. 

J{en.  Yes,  for  maeterty 

It  might  be  unto  those  who  long  for  novelty, 

Though  nude  by  a new  grave : bat  aa  for  wassail, 
Methinks  the  old  Count  Siegendorf  maintain'd 
His  feudal  hosidtality  as  high 
As  e’er  another  prince  of  the  empire. 

Eric.  '^'hy, 

For  the  mere  cup  and  trencher,  we  no  doubt 
Fared  {tasitng  well ; but  as  for  merriment 
And  sport,  without  which  salt  and  sauces  season 
'l*lje  cheer  but  scanlUy,  our  siaings  were 
Etcd  of  the  narrowest. 

//e«.  The  old  count  lored  not 

The  roar  of  revel ; are  you  sure  that  Mi#  does  ? 

Eric.  As  yet  he  hath  been  courteous  as  he 's  boun- 
teous, 

And  we  all  love  him. 

Hen.  His  reign  is  as  yet 

Hanlly  a year  o'erpast  Its  honeymoon. 

And  the  llrst  year  of  sovereigns  is  bridal : 

Anon,  we  shall  i>enxdve  hb  real  sway 
And  moods  of  mind. 

Erie.  Pray  Heaven  he  keep  the  present  1 

Then  bis  lirave  son,  Count  Ulric — there ’s  a knight  1 
Pity  the  wars  arc  o’er  I 

Hen.  Why  so  ? 

Eric.  Look  on  him  1 

And  answer  that  yourself. 

Hen.  He  *s  very  youthful, 

.\nd  strong  and  beautiful  as  a young  tiger. 

Erie.  That 's  nut  a faithful  vassal's  likeness. 

Hm.  But 

Perhaps  a true  one, 

Eric.  Pity,  as  I said. 

The  wars  arc  over ; In  the  hall,  who  like 
Count  Ulric  for  a well-fupportcd  pride. 

Which  awes,  but  yet  offends  not  ? in  the  field, 

%Vho  like  him  with  his  spear  in  hand,  when,  gna:»hing 
His  tusks  and  ripping  up  from  right  to  left 
The  howling  hounds  the  boar  makes  for  the  thicket  ? 
Who  backs  a horse,  or  bears  a hawk,  or  wears 
A sword  like  him  ? Whose  plume  nods  knightlier? 

Hen.  No  one’s  I grant  you.  Do  not  fear,  If  war 
Be  long  in  coming,  he  Is  of  that  kind 
Will  make  it  fur  himself,  If  he  hath  slot 
Already  done  as  much. 

Erie.  ^Vhat  do  you  mean  ? 

Hen.  You  can't  deny  his  train  of  followers 
(But  few  our  native  fellow  vasuls  bom 
On  the  domain)  are  such  a sort  of  knaves 
As (Pci  use#.) 

Erie,  What  ? 

Hen.  The  war  (you  love  so  much)  leaves  living. 
Like  other  lorents  she  spoils  her  worst  cbiklrrn. 

Erie.  Nonsense  ] they  ore  all  brave  iron-vlsaged 
fellows 

Such  as  old  Tilly  loved. 


Hen.  And  who  loved  Tilly  ? 

Ask  tluit  at  Mugdebourg — or  for  that  matter 
Wallenstein  either  they  arc  gone  to— — 

Eric.  Ilest ; 

But  what  beyond 't  Is  not  ours  to  pronounce. 

Hen.  I wi>h  they  hail  left  us  something  of  their  real . 
The  country  (nominally  now  at  peace) 

Is  over-run  Mrith  — God  knows  who;  they  fly 
By  night,  and  dieappear  with  sunrise  ; but 
I>eavc  us  no  less  desolation,  nay,  even  more. 

Than  the  most  open  warfare. 

Erie.  Put  Count  Ulric— 

What  has  all  this  to  do  with  him  ? 

Hen.  With  him  ! 

He  ■■  might  prevent  It.  As  you  say  he ’s  fond 
Of  war,  why  makes  he  it  not  on  those  marauders  ? 
Erie.  You ’d  better  ask  himself. 

Hen.  1 would  as  mx)Q 

Ask  the  lion  why  be  laps  not  milk. 

Erie.  And  here  he  come*  ! 

Hen.  The  devil ! you  ’ll  bold  your  tongue  7 

Erie.  Wliy  do  you  turn  so  pale  ? 

Hen.  ’T  Is  nothing  — but 

Be  silenL 

Eric.  I will,  upon  what  you  have  said. 

Hen.  I assure  you  I meant  nothing, — a mere  sport 
Of  words,  no  more } liesidcs,  had  it  been  otherwise, 

He  U to  espouse  the  gentle  Barone«», 

Ida  of  Stralcnheim,  the  late  baron’s  heiress ; 

And  she,  no  doubt,  will  soften  whatsoever 
Of  fierceness  the  late  long  Intestine  wars 
Have  given  all  natures,  and  most  unto  those 
Who  were  bom  in  them,  and  bred  up  upon 
The  knees  of  Homicide  ; sprinkled,  as  It  were, 

With  blood  even  at  their  baptism.  Prithee,  |«occ 
On  all  that  I have  said  I 

Enter  Ui>aic  and  Kodolpu. 

Good  morrow,  count. 

Ubr.  Good  morrow,  worthy  Henrick.  Eric,  is 
All  ready  for  the  chase  ? 

Erie.  The  dogs  are  order'd 

Down  to  the  forest,  and  the  vassals  out 
To  beat  the  bushes,  and  the  day  looks  promising. 
Shall  1 call  forth  your  excellency’s  suite  ? 

What  courser  will  you  please  to  mount  7 

dr.  The  dun, 

Walsteln. 

Erie.  1 fear  he  scarcely  has  recover’d 
The  tolls  of  Monday : *t  was  a noble  chase ; 

You  spear’d  four  with  your  own  band. 

Uir.  Tme,  good  Eric ; 

I had  forgotten— let  it  be  the  grey,  then. 

Old  Ziska : he  has  not  been  out  this  fortnight 
Erie.  He  shall  be  stndght  caparison’d.  How  many 
Of  your  immediate  retainers  shall 
Escort  you  ? 

dr.  I leave  that  to  Wellburg,  our 

Master  of  the  horse.  [Erif  Eaic. 

Rudolph  ! 

Rod.  My  lord  ! 

dr.  The  new* 

Is  awkward  from  the— (Rodulpii  pointeto  Hknmicc.) 

How  now,  Henrick  ? why 

Loiter  you  here  ? 

Hen.  For  your  comnwnds,  my  lord, 

dr.  Go  to  my  fether,  and  present  my  duty. 

And  learn  If  he  would  aught  with  me  before 
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1 mount.  [Exit  Hixkick. 

Rodolph*  our  fticnds  have  luul  a chock 
r}K>n  the  frontiers  of  Franconia,  and 
‘T  Is  rumour'd  that  the  column  sent  against  them 
Is  to  be  strengthen'd.  I must  join  them  soon. 

RoiL  Best  wait  for  further  and  more  sure  adrlces. 

Ulr.  I mean  It — and  indeed  It  could  not  well 
Have  fiillen  out  at  a time  more  opposite 
To  all  my  plans. 

Rod.  It  will  be  difficult 

To  excuse  your  absence  to  the  count  your  &tber. 

Ulr.  Yes,  but  the  unsettled  state  of  our  domain 
In  high  Silesia  will  permit  and  cover 
My  journey.  In  the  mean  time,  when  we  are 
Engaged  in  the  chase,  draw  off  the  eighty  men 
Whom  Wolffc  leads — keep  the  forests  on  your  route  : 
Tou  know  it  well  ? 

Rod.  As  well  as.  on  that  night 

When  we 

Ufr.  We  will  not  speak  of  that  until 

We  can  repeat  the  same  with  like  succc»s : 

And  when  you  basT  join'd,  give  Rosenberg  this  letter. 

[ Gipe$  a Irtter. 

Add  further,  that  1 have  sent  this  slight  addition 
To  our  force  with  you  and  Wolffe,  as  herald  of 
My  coming,  though  1 could  but  spore  them  ill 
At  this  time,  as  my  lather  loves  to  keep 
Full  numbers  of  retainers  round  the  castle, 

Until  this  marriage,  and  its  feasts  and  fooleries. 

Are  rung  out  with  its  peal  of  nuptial  nonsense. 

Rod.  1 thought  you  loved  the  lady  Ida  ? 

Ulr.  M*hy, 

1 do  so — but  it  follows  not  from  that 
I would  bind  In  my  youth  and  glorious  years. 

So  brief  and  burning,  with  a lady's  sone. 

Although  'twere  that  of  Venus; — but  1 love  her. 

As  woman  should  be  loved,  fiUriy  and  solely. 

Rod.  And  constantly  ? 

Ulr,  I think  so  ; for  1 love 

Nought  else.  — But  I have  not  the  time  to  pause 
Upon  these  gewgaws  of  the  bearL  Great  things 
We  have  U>  do  ere  long.  Speed  i speed  1 good  Rodolph ! 

Rod.  On  my  return,  however,  1 shall  And 
The  Baroness  Ida  lost  In  Countess  Siegendorf? 

Ulr.  Perhaps  my  father  wishes  it ; and  sooth 
*T  Is  no  bad  policy : this  union  with 
The  last  bud  of  the  rival  branch  at  once 
Unites  the  future  and  destroys  the  past 

Rod.  Adieu. 

Ulr.  Tct  hold — wc  had  better  keep  together 
Until  the  chase  begins ; then  draw  thou  off, 

And  do  as  I have  said. 

Rod.  I wm.  But  to 

Return— >'t  was  a most  kind  act  In  the  count 
Tour  father  to  send  up  to  Konlgsbcrg 
For  this  (air  orphan  of  the  baron,  and 
To  hail  her  as  his  daughter. 

Ulr.  Wondrous  kind  I 

Especially  as  little  kindness  till 
Then  grew  between  them. 

Rod.  The  Late  baron  died 

Of  a fever,  did  he  not  ? 

Ulr.  How  should  I know  ? 

Rod.  I have  heard  it  whisper'd  there  was  something 
strange 


About  his  death— and  even  the  place  of  it 
Is  scarcely  known. 

Ulr.  Some  obscure  village  on 

The  Saxon  or  Silesian  frontier. 

Rtxl  He 

Has  left  no  testament — no  farewell  words? 

Ulr.  I am  neither  confessor  nor  notary. 

So  cannot  say. 

Rod.  Ah  ! here 's  the  lady  Ida. 

Enter  Ii>a  SraALCKiieisi.  > 

Ulr.  You  are  early,  my  sweet  cousin  ! 

/da.  Not  too  early. 

Dear  Ulric,  If  I do  not  interrupt  you. 

Why  do  you  call  me  **  cousin  ? ** 

Ulr.  (smilinp).  Arc  we  not  so  ? 

/da.  Yes,  but  I do  not  like  the  naine ; methinks 
It  sounds  so  cold,  as  If  you  thought  upon 
Our  pedigree,  and  only  weigh'd  our  blood. 

Ulr.  (startimff.)  Blood  I 

/da.  Why  does  youn  start  from  your  cheeks  ? 

U/r.  Ay!  doth  it? 

/da.  It  doth — but  no!  it  rushes  like  a torrent 
Even  to  your  brow  again. 

Ulr.  (nevtverinff  himself').  And  if  it  flc<i. 

It  only  was  because  your  pi^scnce  sent  it 
Back  to  my  heart,  which  beats  for  you,  sweet  cousin  ! 
/da.  **  Cousin"  again. 

Ulr.  Nay,  then,  1 11  call  you  sister. 

/da.  1 likd  that  name  still  worse.  — W ould  wc  bad  ne'er 
Been  aught  of  kindred ! 

Ulr.  [gloumily).  Would  wc  never  had! 

/da,  Ob, heavens  \ and  can  yon  w 'lsh  that  9 
Ulr.  Dearest  Ida ! 

Did  I not  echo  your  own  wish  ? 

/da.  Yes,  Ulric, 

But  then  I wish'd  it  not  with  such  a glance. 

And  scarce  knew  what  I said ; hut  let  me  be 
Sister,  or  cousin,  what  you  will,  so  that 
I still  to  you  am  something. 

Ulr.  You  sb.!!!  be 

AU— all 

/da.  And  you  to  me  are  so  already ; 

But  I can  wait. 

Ulr.  Dear  Ida  I 

/da.  Call  me  Ida, 

Vuur  Ida,  for  I would  be  yo^rs,  none  else’s — 

Indited  I have  none  else  left,  since  tn}'  poor  father — 

[.S'Ac  pauses. 

Ulr.  You  have  mine — you  have  me. 

/da.  Dear  Ulric,  how  I wish 

My  father  could  but  view  my  happiness. 

Which  wants  but  this  ! 

Uh.  indeed ! 

/da.  You  would  have  loved  him. 

He  you  ; for  the  brave  ever  love  each  other  : 

HU  manner  was  a little  cold,  hia  spirit 

Proud  (as  U birth's  prerogative)  ; but  under  [other  I 

This  grave  exterior Would  you  had  known  each 

Had  such  as  you  been  near  him  on  hU  journey, 

He  bad  not  died  without  a friend  to  soothe 
His  last  and  lonely  moments. 

Uh.  Who  says  that  ? 

/da.  What? 

Ulr.  That  he  died  alone.  i 


> [Ida.  the  ncie  personage,  is  a precocious  girl  of  filteen,  Ing  at  tbo  discovery  of  iheiillanyorher  t>rloTe(},nnd  p-Wtlvllf  ■ 
In  a great  hurr)'  to  be  marrlM  : and  who  has  ren  tittle  to  do  touching  on  tl  in  a pmriuui  acetio.  — Ed.  Ttev.j  | 

in  tils  business  of  the  play,  but  to  produce  an  ettWi  by  faint-  | ! 
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hla.  The  general  riunouTt 

And  dL»ppearance  uf  bU  »er\’anu,  wbo 
Have  ne'er  retura'd : that  fever  was  most  deadly 
swept  them  all  away. 

Vlr.  If  they  were  near  him, 

lie  coidd  not  die  neglected  or  alone. 

hia.  A1o6  I what  U a menial  to  a deatb*bed. 

When  the  dim  eye  rolls  vtdnly  round  for  what 
It  loves  ? — They  say  be  died  of  a fe^’cr. 

Ulr.  Satf  / 

It  was  so. 

Ida.  I sometimes  dream  otherwise. 

Uhr.  All  dreams  are  false. 

Ida.  And  yet  1 see  him  as 

I see  you. 

Ulr.  Whtrs  9 

Ida.  In  sleep — 1 see  him  lie 

Pale^  bleeding,  and  a man  wHh  a raised  knife 
Ocsidc  him. 

Uh.  But  you  do  not  see  his  face  f 

Ida  (Jooking  at  Aim).  No  1 Ob«  my  God  ! do  you  ^ 
Utr.  \yhy  do  you  aak  ? 

Ida.  Because  you  look  as  If  you  saw  a murderer  I 
Ulr.  (ayitaiediy ).  Ida,  this  is  mere  childishness  ; 
your  weakness 

Infects  me,  to  my  shame  ; but  as  all  feelings 
or  yours  are  common  to  me,  it  affects  me. 

Prithee,  sweet  child,  change 

Ida.  Child,  Indeed  ! 1 have 

Full  fifteen  summers  ! [A  huyle  sounds. 

Jiai.  Hark,  my  lo^,  the  bugle  I 

Ida  ij>eeviskli/  to  Rodoi.fh).  Why  need  you  tell 
him  that  ? Can  he  not  bear  it 
Without  your  echo  ? 

Hod.  Pardon  me,  fair  baroness  ! 

Ida.  1 will  not  pardon  you,  unless  you  earn  it 
By  aiding  me  In  my  dissuasion  of 
Count  Ulric  from  the  chase  to-day. 

Rod.  You  will  not. 

Lady,  need  aid  of  mine. 


Ulr. 

Forego  It 
hUi. 
Vlr. 
Ida. 


1 must  not  now 


But  you  shall ! 

Shall  t 

Yes,  or  lie 

No  true  knight  — Come,  dear  Ulric ! yield  to  me 
In  this,  for  this  one  day:  the  day  looks  heavy, 

And  you  arc  turn'd  so  pidc  and  ill. 

Ulr.  You  jest 

Ida.  Indeed  1 do  not : ^ ask  of  Rodolph. 

R^mI.  Truly, 

My  lord,  within  this  quarter  of  an  hour 
You  have  changed  more  than  e'er  I saw  you  change 
In  years. 

Ulr.  'T  is  nothing ; but  if  *t  were,  the  air 
Would  soon  restore  me.  I’m  the  true  chameleon, 
,\nd  live  but  on  the  atmosphere ; your  feasts 
In  castle  hails,  and  social  banquets,  nurse  not 
My  spirit  — I “m  a forester  and  breather 
Of  the  steep  mouiiUdn-tops,  where  I love  all 
The  eagle  loves. 

Ida.  Except  his  prey,  I hope. 

Ulr.  Sweet  Ida,  wish  me  a fair  chase,  and  1 
Will  bring  you  six  Iwars'  heads  for  trophies  home. 

hla.  And  will  you  not  stay,  then  ? You  shall  not 
Come ! I will  sing  to  you.  [go ! 

Ulr.  Ida,  you  scarcely 

Will  make  a soldier’s  wife. 


Ida,  1 do  not  wish 

To  be  so  i for  1 trust  these  wars  are  over. 

And  you  will  live  in  peace  on  your  domains. 

Enter  Weaxu  as  Coukt  SiacaMnoar. 

Ulr,  My  fiitber,  1 salute  you,  axid  it  grieves  me 
\ WiLb  such  brief  greeting. — You  have  heard  our  bugle; 
The  vassals  wait. 

Step.  So  let  them.  — You  forget 

To-morrow  is  the  appointed  festival 
In  Prague  for  peace  restored.  You  are  apt  to  follow 
The  chase  with  such  an  ardour  as  will  scarce 
Permit  you  to  return  to-day,  or  if 
Return'd,  too  much  fatigued  to  join  tts-morrow 
The  nobles  in  our  inarshall'd  ranks. 

Ulr.  You,  count. 

Will  well  supply  the  place  of  both  — I am  not 
A lover  of  these  pageantries. 

Siep.  No,  Ulric ; 

It  were  not  well  that  you  atone  of  all 
Our  young  nobility 

Ida.  And  far  the  noblest 

In  aspect  and  demeanour. 

Siep,  (/o  Ida).  True,  dear  child. 

Though  somew^t  frankly  said  fur  a hUr  damsfl. 

But,  Ulric,  recollect  too  our  position, 

So  lately  reinstated  In  our  honours. 

Believe  me,  ’t  would  be  mark'd  in  any  house. 

But  most  In  ours,  that  onx  should  be  found  wanting 
.\t  such  a time  and  place.  Besides,  the  Heaven 
Which  gave  us  back  uur  own,  in  the  same  moment 
It  spread  its  peace  o’er  all,  hath  double  claims 
On  us  for  thanksgiving : first,  for  our  country ; 

.And  next,  that  we  are  here  to  share  its  blessings. 

Ulr.  (aside).  Devout,  too  1 Well,  sir,  I obey  at  once. 

( Then  aloud  to  a Sertani. ) 
Ludwig,  dismln  the  train  without  I [ifxit  Ludwig. 

Ida.  And  so 

You  yield  at  once  to  him  what  1 for  hours 
Might  supplicate  in  vain. 

Siep.  (swufinp).  You  are  not  jealous 

Of  me,  1 tru^t,  my  pretty  rebel ! who 
Would  sanction  disobedience  iu::dnst  all 
Except  thyself  f But  fear  not ; thou  studt  rule  him 
licrcafler  with  a funder  sway  and  firmer. 

Ida.  But  I should  like  to  govern  m(»w. 

Step.  Y'ou  shall. 

Your  harp,  which^by  the  way  awaits  you  with 
The  countess  In  her  chamber.  She  c'oraplains 
That  you  are  a sad  truant  to  your  music : 

She  attends  you. 

hla.  Then  good  morrow,  my  kind  kinsmen  I 
Ulric,  you  'U  come  and  hear  roc  ? 

Ulr.  By  and  by. 

Itla.  Be  sure  111  sound  it  better  thw  your  bugles ; 
Then  pray  you  be  as  punctual  to  Us  notes : 

1*11  play  you  King  Gu5ta^*UB'  march. 

Ulr.  .Vnd  why  not 

Oltl  Tilly’s  ? 

Ida.  Not  that  monster’s ! 1 should  think 

My  harp-strings  rang  with  groans,  and  not  with  mosJe, 
Could  sught  of  his  sound  on  it : — but  come  quickly ; 
Your  mother  will  l»e  eager  to  receive  you.  [A'xif. 

Step.  Ulric,  I wish  to  speak  with  you  alone. 

Ulr.  My  time ’s  your  vas^l. 

(Aside  to  RoDoi.rH.)  R<xiulpb,  hence!  and  do 

As  I directed : and  by  his  best  speed 
.\nd  readiest  means  let  RusenUrg  reply. 
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Rod,  Count  SiegendoH;  «munand  you  Might  ? I 
am  bound 

Upon  a journey  put  the  ttontter. 

Sitp.  {starts).  Ah  I — 

? on  what  frontier  ? 

Rod.  The  Silesian,  on 

My  way — (Aside  to  Ctaic.) — Where  shall  1 say  ? 

Ulr.  {aside  to  Rodolph).  To  Hamburgh. 

(Aside  to  himself.)  That 
Word  will,  I tliink,  put  a firm  padlock  on 
Ills  further  Inquisition. 

Rfid.  Count,  to  Hamburgh. 

Siep.  (agitated).  Hamburgh  1 No,  I have  nought 
to  do  t^re,  nor 

Am  aught  connected  with  that  dty.  Then 
God  speed  you ! 

Rod.  Fare  ye  well,  Count  Siegendorf ! 

KoDOLru. 

Sxep.  Ulric,  this  man,  who  has  just  departed,  U 
One  of  those  strange  companions  whom  I fiUn 
Would  reason  with  you  on. 

Ulr.  My  lord,  be  U 

Noble  by  birth,  of  one  of  the  first  houses 
In  Saxony. 

Siep.  1 talk  not  of  his  birth. 

But  of  his  bearing.  Uen  speak  lightly  of  him. 

Ulr.  So  they  will  Aoof  most  men.  Even  the  monarch 
I«  not  fenced  from  his  chamberlain’s  slander,  or 
The  sneer  of  the  last  courtier  whom  he  bu  made 
Great  and  ungratefuL 

Riep.  If  I must  be  plain. 

The  world  speaks  more  than  lightly  of  this  Rodolph  : 
They  say  he  is  leagued  srith  the  **  black  bands  **  who 
Ravage  the  frontier.  [still 

Ulr.  And  will  you  believe 

The  world  ? 

Step.  lu  this  case  yet. 

Ulr.  In  any  case, 

I thought  you  knew  it  better  than  to  take 
An  accusation  for  a sentence. 

Siep.  Son ! 

I understand  you ; you  reftr  to  . . ■ but 

My  destiny  so  Invdved  about  me 

Her  spider  web,  that  1 cau  only  flutter 

Like  the  poor  fly,  but  break  it  not  Take  heed, 

Ulric  ; you  have  seen  to  what  the  passions  U-d  me : 

Twenty  long  years  of  misery  and  famine  [chance. 

Quench’d  them  not  — twenty  thousand  more,  per- 

Uereafter  (or  even  here  In  moments  which 

Might  date  fur  years,  did  Anguish  make  the  dial) 

May  not  obliterate  or  expiate 

The  madncM  and  dishonour  of  an  instant 

Ulric,  be  warn'd  by  a fltther  I — I was  not 

By  mine,  and  you  behold  roe  t 

Ulr.  I behold 

The  prosperous  and  beloved  Siegendorf, 
lA>rd  of  a prince’s  appanage,  and  honour’d 
By  those  be  rules  and  those  be  ranks  with. 

Siep.  Ah  I 

Why  wilt  thou  call  me  prosperous  while  1 fc-ar 
For  thee  r Beloved,  when  thou  lovest  inc  not ! 

All  hearts  but  ouc  may  beat  in  kindness  for  roe— 
But  if  my  son’s  is  coW  !'  — 

Ulr.  Who  dare  say  that  ? 

Siep.  None  clue  but  I,  who  sec  it  — feeJ  it  — keener 
Than  would  your  adversary,  who  say  so. 

Tour  sabre  in  his  heart  1 But  mine  survives 
'flic  wound. 


Ulr.  You  err.  My  nature  Is  not  given 

To  outward  fondling : how  should  it  be  so. 

After  twelve  years'  divorcement  from  my  part  rits? 

Siep.  And  did  not  I too  pass  those  twelve  torn 

years 

In  a like  absence  f But  t U vain  to  urge  you  — 
Nature  was  never  call'd  back  by  remonstrance. 

Let 's  change  the  theme.  1 wish  you  to  con.<iiler 
That  these  young  violent  nobles  of  high  nanie. 

But  dark  deeds  (ay,  the  darkest.  If  all  Rumour 
Reports  be  true),  with  whom  thou  consortest, 

WUl  lead  thee 

Ulr.  (iMpationtIp).  I ’ll  be  led  by  no  man. 

Siep.  Nor 

Be  leader  of  such,  1 would  hope : at  once 
To  wean  thcc  from  the  perils  of  thy  jT>uth 
And  haughty  spirit,  I have  thought  It  well 
That  thou  shouldst  wed  the  lady  Ida — more 
As  thou  appearist  to  low  her. 

Ulr.  I have  said 

I will  obey  your  orders,  were  they  to 
Unite  with  llecate — con  a son  say  more  f 

Siep.  lie  says  too  much  In  saying  this.  It  is  not 
The  nature  of  thine  age,  ntw  of  thy  blood. 

Nor  o(  thy  temperament,  to  talk  so  coolly. 

Or  act  so  carelessly,  in  that  which  is 

The  bloom  or  blight  of  all  men's  happiness 

(For  Glory's  pillow  is  but  restless  if 

Love  lay  not  down  his  cheek  there) : some  strong  bias. 

Some  moiftcr  flethl  is  in  thy  service,  to 

Misrule  the  mortal  who  believes  him  slave, 

And  makes  bb  every  thought  subservient ; else 
Thou  ’dst  say  at  once — *'  I love  young  Ida,  and 
Will  wed  her;"  or,  ” 1 love  her  not,  and  all 
The  powers  of  earth  shall  never  make  me." — So 
Would  I have  answer'd: 

Ulr.  Sir,  you  wed  for  love. 

Siep.  I did,  and  it  has  been  my  only  refhge 
In  many  miseries. 

Ulr.  Which  miseries 

Hail  tiever  been  but  for  this  love-match. 

Siep.  SllU 

Against  your  age  aiwl  nature ! WTio  at  twetity 
E’er  answer'd  thus  till  now? 

Ulr.  Did  you  not  warn  me 

Against  your  own  eiimple  ? 

Step.  Boyish  sophist ! 

In  a word,  do  you  love,  or  lore  not,  Ida  ? 

Ulr.  What  matters  it,  if  1 am  ready  to 
Obey  you  iu  espousing  her  ? 

Step.  As  for 

As  you  fl'cl,  nothing,  but  all  life  for  her. 

8he’s  young — all -beautiful — adoros  you — is 
Endow’d  with  qualities  to  give  happiness, 

Such  os  rounds  common  life  Into  a dream 
Of  something  which  your  poets  cannot  paint. 

And  (If  it  were  not  wisdom  to  love  virtue) 

For  which  Philosophy  might  barter  Wlsd(»n ; 

And  givliig  so  much  happiness,  deserves 
A little  in  return.  1 would  not  have  her 
Break  her  heart  for  a roan  who  has  none  to  break ; 
Or  wither  on  her  stalk  like  some  pale  rose 
l>e?crted  l>y  the  bird  she  thought  a nightingale. 
According  to  the  Urient  talc.  She  is  ■■■ 

Uh.  Tbo  daughter  of  dead  Stralenbeim,  your  toe; 
1 11  wed  her,  iK-'ertbeless ; though,  to  say  truth, 

Ju.st  now  I am  not  viotently  transported 
In  favour  of  such  unions. 
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Step.  But  «be  lovr«  you. 

Ulr.  And  1 love  ber,  and  tnerefore  would  think 
twice. 

Step.  Alas  ! Love  never  did  so. 

Ulr.  Then  *tis  time 

He  should  begin,  and  take  the  bandage  from 
Ilb  eyes,  and  look  before  he  leaps;  till  now 
He  hath  ta’cn  a jump  {'  the  dark. 

Step.  But  you  conseni  ? 

Ulr.  1 did,  and  do. 

Step.  Then  fix  the  day. 

Ulr.  TU  usual. 

And  certes  courteous,  to  leave  that  to  the  lady. 

Step.  I will  engage  for  her. 

Ulr.  So  will  not  / 

For  any  woman : and  as  what  I fix, 

1 fain  would  sec  unshaken,  when  she  gives 
Her  answer,  V II  give  mine. 

Step.  But ’t  is  your. office 

To  woo. 

Ulr.  Count,  ’tLs  a marriage  of  your  jnaking 
So  be  it  of  your  wooing ; but  to  please  you 
I will  now  pay  ray  duty  to  my  mother. 

With  whom,  you  know,  the  lady  Ida  Is.  ~ 

^^'hat  would  you  have  ? Vou  have  forbid  my  stirring 
For  manly  sp*jrts  beyond  the  castle  walls, 

And  I obey ; }*ou  bbl  me  tom  a chamberer. 

To  pick  up  gloves,  and  fans,  and  knitting  needles, 
And  list  to  songs  and  tunes,  and  watch  fur  smiles, 

And  smile  at  pretty  prattle,  and  l(x>k  into 
The  eyes  of  feminine,  a*  though  they  were 
The  stars  recoding  early  to  our  wish 
Upon  the  dawn  of  a world-winning  battle  ~ 

W'hat  can  a son  or  man  do  more  ? [A'xiV  Ulric. 

Sie».  (s<dus).  Too  much  1 — 

Too  much  of  duty,  and  too  little  love  ! 

He  pays  me  in  the  coin  he  owes  me  not : 

For  such  bath  been  my  wayward  fate,  I could  not 
Fulfil  a parent’s  duties  by  his  side 
TUI  now ; but  love  he  owes  me,  for  my  thoughts 
Ne’er  left  him,  nor  my  eyes  long’d  without  tears 
To  see  my  child  again,  and  now  1 have  found  him  I 
But  how  1 — obedient,  but  with  coldness ; duteous 
In  my  sight,  but  with  carelessness;  mysterious  — 
Abstracted — dUtint — much  given  to  long  absence, 
And  where  — none  know— .In  league  with  the  most 
riotous 

Of  our  young  nobles ; though,  to  do  him  justice, 

He  never  stoops  down  to  thdr  vulgar  pleasures ; 

Yet  there  *s  some  tie  between  them  which  1 cannot 
rnravel.  They  bx>k  up  to  him  — consult  him  — 
Throng  round  him  as  a leader ; but  with  me 
He  hath  no  confidence  1 Ah  I can  I hope  it 
After — what!  doth  niy  father's  curse  dcscrud 
Ev«»  to  my  child  ? Or  is  the  Hungarian  near 
To  shed  more  blood  ? or — Oh  f if  It  should  be  J 
Spirit  of  Stralcnhfiro,  dmt  tboa  walk  these  walls 
To  wither  him  and  bU — who,  though  th*^-  slew  not, 
Unlatch'd  the  door  of  ck’ath  for  thee  ? 'T  was  ntit 
Our  fault,  nor  is  our  *in  ; thou  wort  our  foe. 

And  yet  I spared  thee  when  my  own  destruction 
Slept  with  thee,  to  awake  with  thine  awakening  ! 

And  only  took  — Acnirsed  gold  t thou  liest 
Like  poison  in  my  hands  ; 1 dare  not  tiso  thee. 

Nor  port  from  thee ; thou  earnest  in  such  n guLse, 
Metbinks  thou  wouldst  contaminate  all  hands 
LIk**  mine.  Yet  I have  done,  to  atone  for  thee. 

Thou  villanous  gold  1 and  thy  dead  master’s  doom, 

— 


ACT  IV, 


Though  he  died  not  by  me  or  mine,  as  much 
As  if  he  were  my  brother  l I have  ta'en 
HU  orphan  Ida — cherish’d  her  os  one 
MTio  will  be  mine. 

£nier  an  ArrENDANT. 

/Uten.  The  abbot,  if  it  please 

Tour  excellency,  whom  you  sent  for,  waits 
UlKHi  you.  [L’xii  Attexoamt. 

Enter  the  Prior  Aubcxt. 

Prior.  Peace  be  with  these  walls,  and  all 
Within  them ! 

Step.  Welcome,  welcome,  holy  C&thcr  1 

And  may  thy  prayer  be  bcani ! — all  men  ha\-c  need 
Of  such,  and  1 

Prior.  Have  the  first  claim  to  all 

The  prayers  of  our  community.  Our  convent, 

Erected  by  your  ancestors,  is  still 
Protected  by  their  children. 

Step.  Yes,  good  Cither ; 

Continue  daily  orisons  for  us 

In  these  dim  days  of  heresies  and  blood,  I 

Though  the  schismatic  Swede,  Gustavus,  U 
Gone  home. 

Prior.  To  the  endless  home  of  unbelievers, 
^^lere  there  is  everlasting  wall  and  woe. 

Gnashing  of  teeth,  and  tears  of  blood,  and  fire 
Eternal,  and  the  worm  which  dieth  not  1 [one. 

Step.  True,  father : and  to  avert  those  pangs  from 
Who,  though  of  our  most  laultless  h<dy  church, 

Yet  died  without  its  last  and  dearest  offices, 

Which  smooth  the  soul  through  purgatorial  pains, 

I have  to  offer  humbly  this  donatlou 
In  masses  fur  hU  spirit.  I 

[SiEOEKDOur  offers  the  poU  ithich  he  had  taken 

from  Stralenhetm. 

Prior.  Count,  If  I 

Receive  It,  ‘tU  because  1 know  too  well 
Reftisal  would  offend  you.  Be  assured 
The  largess  shall  be  only  dealt  in  alms  I 

And  every  mass  no  less  sung  for  the  dead.  j 

Our  house  needs  no  donations  thanks  to  yours,  I 

Which  has  of  old  endow'd  it;  but  from  you 
And  yours  in  all  moot  things  'tls  fit  we  obey. 

For  whom  shall  mass  be  said  ? 

Step.  {fnlterinpX  For— for — the  de«l.  j 

Prior.  His  name  ? \ 

Step.  ’T  is  from  a soul,  and  not  a name,  • 

I would  avert  perdition.  j 

Prior.  I meant  not  | 

To  prj'  into  your  secret  We  will  pray  j 

For  one  unknown,  tbe  same  as  for  the  proudest 

Sieg.  Secret!  I have  none;  but,  father,  he  who'e 

I ll 

Might  hate  one ; or,  in  short  he  did  bequeath — ' 

J No,  not  bequeath— but  I bestow  this  sum 
« For  pious  purjioses. 

Prior.  A proper  deed 

< in  the  behalf  of  our  departed  friends.  [foe,  ’ 

Step.  But  he  who’s  gone  was  not  ray  friend,  but  . 

I The  deadliest  and  the  stanchest 
, Prior.  Better  still  J 

To  employ  our  means  to  obtain  heaven  for  the  souls 
or  our  dead  enemies  is  worthy  those 
Who  can  forgive  them  living. 

SUp.  But  1 did  not 

Forgive  this  roan.  I loathed  him  to  the  last. 
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hf  (Hil  mr.  I do  not  love  him  now, 

, Bat 


' Prior.  Best  of  all  t for  this  is  pure  reilgloa  I 
jl  You  fain  would  rescue  him  you  hale  from  bell— 

1 1 An  evangelical  compassion — with 
1 1 Your  own  gold  too  I 

Sitg.  Father,  *tis  not  my  gold. 

Prior.  AKlioee  then  f You  said  it  was  no  legacy. 

I Sitg.  No  matter  whose — of  this  be  sure,  that  be 
Who  own’d  it  never  more  will  need  It,  save 
i In  that  which  it  may  purchase  from  your  altars: 

i*TU  yours,  or  theirs. 

! pkor.  Is  there  no  blood  up^m  It  ? 

I Sirg.  No;  but  there’s  worse  than  blood — eternal 

shame  1 

TVior.  Did  he  who  own’d  It  die  In  his  M ? 

Sieg.  Alas  t 

He  did. 

iVior.  Son  I you  relapse  Into  revenge, 

If  you  regret  your  enemy's  bloodless  death. 

ISieg.  His  death  was  fethomlessly  deep  in  blood. 
Prior.  You  said  bs  died  in  his  bed,  not  battle. 
Sieg.  He 

Died,  I scarce  know  — but— he  was  stabb'd  i*  the 
dark. 

And  now  you  have  it — perish’d  on  his  pillow 
j By  a cut>throat ! — Ay  I — you  may  look  upon  me ! 
f am  not  the  man.  1 11  meet  your  eye  on  that  point. 
As  I can  one  day  God's. 

Prior.  Nor  did  he  die 

By  moans  or  men,  or  Instrument  of  yours  ? 

Sitg.  No  I by  the  God  who  sees  and  strikes  I 
Prutr.  Nor  know  you 

'W'ho  slew  him  ? 

Sieg.  I could  only  guess  at  one. 

And  be  to  me  a stranger,  unconnected, 

As  unemploy'd.  Except  by  one  day's  knowledge, 

I never  saw  the  man  who  was  suspected. 

Prior.  Then  you  are  free  from  guilL 

Sieg.  (^eogerlg).  Oh  I am  I ?— say  ] 

Prior.  You  have  said  so,  and  know  best. 

Sitg.  Father  I I have  spoken 

The  truth,  and  nought  but  truth,  if  not  the  whole : 
Yet  say  I am  no/  guilty  I fur  the  blood 
Of  this  man  weighs  on  me,  as  if  1 shed  it. 

Though,  by  the  Power  who  abhorreth  human  blood, 
I did  not ! — nay,  once  spared  it,  when  I might 
And  eov/rf— -ay,  perhaps,  thould  (if  our  self-safety 
Be  e’er  excusable  in  such  defences 
[ Against  the  attacks  of  over-potent  foes): 

But  pray  for  him,  for  me,  and  all  my  house ; 
i Fur,  as  I said,  though  I lie  innocent, 

1 know  not  why,  a like  remorse  Is  on  me. 

As  if  he  had  fkllen  by  me  or  mine.  Pray  for  me, 

! Fulher  I I have  pray’d  myself  in  vain. 

Prior.  I will. 

Be  comforted  I You  are  innocent,  and  should 
Be  calm  as  innocence. 

Sieg.  But  calmness  is  not 

Always  the  attribute  of  innocence. 

I feel  it  is  not. 

f*riar.  But  it  will  be  so, 

the  mind  gathers  up  its  truth  within  ft. 
Remember  the  great  festival  to-mom>w. 

In  which  you  rank  amidst  our  chlefest  nobles. 

As  well  as  your  brave  son ; and  smooth  your  aspect. 

.Nor  in  the  general  orison  of  thanks 

For  bloodshiHl  stopt,  let  blood  you  sbe<.l  not  rise 


A cloud  upon  your  thoughts.  This  were  to  be 
To(j  sensitive.  Take  comfort,  and  forget 
Such  things,  and  leave  remorse  unto  the  guilty. 


I ACT  V. 

SCENE  1.  I 

A large  and  magnijicent  Cothk  Hall  in  the  Qittle  of 
Siegendorf^  decorated  with  Tropftirt,  /fanntr*.  and 
Ann*  of  that  Familg. 

Enter  AaxHEiM  and  MeirrKR,  caiendanie  of  Cocnt  i 
SiccxNnoar.  I 

Am.  Be  quick  I the  count  will  stam  return:  the  | 
Already  are  at  the  portal.  Have  you  sent  [ladhs  M 
The  messengers  In  search  of  him  he  seeks  for  ? 

Meit.  1 have,  in  ail  directions,  over  I’ntguc, 

As  far  as  the  man's  dress  and  figure  could 
By  your  di-scriptlon  track  him.  The  devil  take 
The>e  revels  and  processions  I All  the  pleasure  } 
(If  such  there  be)  must  fall  to  the  siartators. 

I’m  sure  none  doth  to  us  who  make  the  show.  || 

I Arn.  Go  to  I my  la»ly  countess  comes.  | 

I Meie.  I'd  rather  j 

j Ride  a day's  hunting  on  an  outworn  ;ade,  : | 

I Than  follow  in  the  train  of  a great  man  I 

I In  these  dull  pageantries.  |i 

Arn.  Begone ! and  rail  1 j 

] Within.  [Ejreunt.  j 

' Enter  the  Cooyrxss  JosrrMiKa  SiEcaNnoar  and 
Ina  STEALENiixm. 

Jnt.  Well,  Heaven  be  praised,  the  show  Is  over  I t 
Ida.  How  can  you  say  so  ? Never  have  I dri'amt  ' 
Of  aught  so  beautiful.  The  Aowcth,  the  laiughs, 

The  banners,  and  the  nobles,  and  tbe  knights. 

The  gems,  the  robes,  the  plumes,  the  happy  faces, 

Tbe  coursers,  and  the  intense,  and  the  sun 
Strejuning  through  the  stain'dwindows,  even  the  iomU, 
Which  look'd  so  calm,  and  the  celestial  hymn«, 

MTilch  seem’d  as  If  they  rather  came  from  heaven 
Than  mounted  there.  The  bursting  organ's  i>eal  I 
Rolling  on  high  like  an  harmonious  thunder;  - 

The  white  robes  and  the  Hfred  eyes ; tbe  world  j 

At  peace  I and  all  at  peace  with  one  another! 

Oh,  my  sweet  mother  I [Embracing  JosEmiNr.  | 
Joe.  My  beloveii  child  ! 

For  such,  I trust,  thou  shalt  be  shortly.  ^ 

Id(L  Oh  ! 'i 

I am  so  already.  Feel  how  my  heart  heats ! [ 

Jot.  It  does,  my  love ; and  never  may  it  throb  i j 
With  aught  more  bitter. 

Ida.  Never  shall  it  do  so  f 

How  should  it  ? ^\'hal  should  m.ike  us  grieve  7 I hate 
To  hear  of  sorrow ; how  can  wo  be  sad,  j 

Who  love  each  other  so  entirely  7 Y*ou, 

The  count,  and  Ulric,  and  your  daughter  Ida. 

Joe.  Poor  child  I 

Ida.  Do  you  pity  me  7 

Jot.  No  : I but  envy, 

And  that  in  sorrow,  not  In  the  world’s  sense 
Of  the  universal  vice,  if  one  vice  be  i 

M(ire  general  than  another.  ll 

Ida.  I 'll  not  hear  ^ 

A word  againid  a world  which  still  contains 
You  and  my  Uric.  Did  you  ever  see 
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Au^Ut  like  him  ? How  he  tower’d  amomr«t  them  all  I 
Mow  all  eye*  foUcw’d  him  1 The  flower*  fell  faater  — 
Rain'd  from  each  lattice  at  his  feet,  methuu^ht. 

Than  licfore  all  the  rest;  and  where  he  trod 
I <lare  be  sworn  that  they  grow  still,  nor  e’er 
Win  wither. 

Jo$.  You  will  spoil  him,  little  flatterer, 

If  he  should  bear  you. 

Ida.  But  he  never  will. 

1 dare  not  say  so  much  to  him  — 1 fear  him. 

Joa.  Mliy  MO  ? he  loves  you  well. 

Ida,  But  I can  never 

Shape  ray  thoughts  o/him  Into  word*  to  him: 

Besides,  he  sometime*  frightens  me. 

Jo$.  How  so  ? 

Ida.  A cloud  comes  o’er  his  blue  eyes  suddenly, 
Yet  he  says  nothing. 

Jo$.  It  U nothing : all  men. 

Especially  In  these  dark  troublous  times. 

Have  much  to  thidk  of. 

Ida.  But  I cannot  think 

Of  aught  save  him. 

J,)$.  Yet  there  are  other  men. 

In  the  world's  eye,  as  goodly.  There  for  insl.ance. 
The  young  Count  Wahlorf.  who  scarce  once  withdrew 
His  eyes  from  yours  to-day. 

Ida.  I did  not  see  him. 

But  Ulric.  Did  you  not  see  at  the  moment 
When  all  knelt,  and  I wept  ? and  yet  methnught. 
Through  my  fast  tears,  though  they  were  thick  and 
1 saw  him  smiling  on  roc.  [warm, 

Joi.  I could  not 

See  aught  ove  heaven,  to  which  my  eyes  were  raised 
T(g;ether  with  the  people's. 

Ida.  I thought  too 

Of  heaven,  although  I look'd  on  Ulric. 

Jot.  Come, 

Let  us  retire ; they  will  be  here  anon 
Expectant  of  the  luntjuet  We  will  lay 
Aside  these  nodding  plumes  and  dragging  traias. 

Ida.  And,  above  all,  these  stiff  and  heavy  jewels, 
Which  nuke  my  heml  and  heart  ache,  a*  both  throb 
Beneath  their  glitter  o’er  my  brow  and  *onc. 

Dear  mother,  1 am  with  you. 

Eater  Coirxr  SiccENDoar,  la  full  drett^  from  the 
toUmnity,  and  Luuwio. 

Sieg.  Is  he  not  found  ? 

l.tut.  Strict  search  is  making  ever>’  where  ; and  if 
The  man  !»e  In  Prague,  be  sure  he  will  be  found. 

Sieg.  Where 's  Ulric  ? 

I.ud.  He  rode  round  the  other  way 

' With  some  young  nobles  ; but  be  left  them  soon  ; 
And,  if  I err  not,  not  a minute  since 
I beard  his  excellency,  with  his  train. 

Gallop  o’er  the  west  drawbridge. 

Enter  Ui.xic,  tp/endtdly  dretted. 

Sieg.  (to  Lrowio). . See  they  cease  not 

Their  quest  of  him  I have  described.  Ludwig. 

Oh,  Ulric  1 

How  have  1 long'd  for  thee  ! 

C/Zr.  Your  wish  is  granted  — 

Behold  me  1 

I have  seen  the  murderer. 

Ulr.  Whom  ? Where  ? 

Sieg.  The  Hungarian,  who  slew  Stralenheim. 

Ulr.  You  dream. 


Sieg.  I live  t acd  as  I live,  I saw  him— . 

Heard  him  1 be  dared  to  utter  even  iny  name. 

Ulr.  What  name  ? 

Sieg.  Wemer  I V teat  mine. 

Ulr.  It  must  be  »o 

No  more : fot^ct  It 

Sieg.  Never  I never  ! all 

My  destinies  were  woven  in  that  name : 

It  will  1)C  not  engraved  upon  my  tomb, 

But  it  may  lead  me  there. 

Ulr.  To  the  point  — the  Hungarian  ? 

Sieg.  Listen  t — The  church  was  throng'd;  tlse 
wa.s  raised  ; 

“ Te  Drum"  peal'd  from  nations,  rather  than 
From  choirs,  in  one  great  cry  of  •*  God  be  praLed” 
For  one  lUy's  peace,  after  thrice  ten  dread  yeuri, 

Each  blootlicr  than  the  former : I arose, 

With  all  the  nobles,  and  I look'd  down 
Along  the  lines  of  lifted  faces,  — from 
Our  liannerM  and  escutchcon'd  gallery,  I 
Saw,  like  a flash  of  lightning  (for  I saw 
A moment  and  no  more),  what  struck  me  »ightle^ 
To  all  else  — the  Hungarian’s  face  t 1 grew 
.Sick ; and  when  I recover'd  from  the  mist 
Which  curl'd  about  my  senses,  and  again 
Look’d  down,  I saw  him  noL  The  thanksgiving 
Was  over,  and  we  march'd  back  in  procession. 

Ulr.  Continue. 

Sieg.  When  wc  reach’d  the  Muldau’s  bridge, 

The  joyous  crowd  above,  the  numbcrlcM 
Barks  mann'd  with  revellers  in  their  best  garbs, 
Which  shot  along  the  glancing  tide  ta-low. 

The  decorated  street,  the  long  array. 

The  clashing  music,  and  the  thundering 
Of  far  artillery,  which  seem’d  to  bid 
A long  and  loud  fiircwell  to  its  great  doings 
The  standards  o'er  me,  and  the  trampling*  ruuml. 
The  mar  of  rushing  thousands — aU — all  could  i ot 
Chase  this  man  from  my  mind,  although  my  5^tt*es 
No  longer  held  him  pali«ble. 

Ulr.  You  saw  him 

No  more,  then  ? 

Sieg.  I look'd,  a*  a dying  soldier 

IxKik*  at  a draught  of  water,  fur  this  nuin  : 

But  still  I saw  him  not ; but  in  bU  stead 

Ulr.  What  in  hi*  stead  ? 

Sieg.  My  eje  for  ever  fell 

Ui»on  your  dancing  crest  ; the  loftiest 
.\s  on  the  loftiest  and  the  loveliest  bead 
It  rose  the  highest  of  the  slrram  of  plumes 
Which  overflow’d  the  glittering  street*  of  Prague. 

Ulr.  What  ’•  this  to  the  Hungarian  } 

Sieg.  Much  ; for  I 

Had  almost  then  forgot  him  in  my  son ; 

When  just  os  the  artillery  ceased,  and  p.'iused 
The  music,  and  the  crowd  embrnct^  in  lieu 
Of  shouting,  I heard  in  a dt'ep.  low  voice, 

Distinct  and  keener  far  upon  my  ear 

Than  the  late  cannon's  volume,  thi*  word  — “ Werner  f " 

Ulr.  Uttered  by 

Steg.  Him  ! I turn'd  — and  saw — and  ftlL 

Vlr.  And  wherefore  ? Were  you  seen  ? 

Sieg.  The  officiou.  < a.-e 

Of  those  around  me  dragg'd  me  fbom  the  spot. 

Seeing  my  faintness,  ignorant  of  the  cause  ; 

You,  too,  were  too  remote  in  the  prtKesslon 
(The  old  nobles  being  divided  from  their  childr  n) 
To  aid  me. 
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t7r.  But  1 11  aid  you  now. 

$ieg.  In  what  ? 

Ulr.  In  tearcbing  for  this  man,  or When  b«’a 

found 

What  shall  we  do  with  him  7 

Sitff.  I know  not  thaL 

Ulr.  Then  wherefore  seek  7 
Sieg.  Because  I cannot  rest 

Till  he  Is  found.  His  fate,  and  Siralenheim's, 

And  ours,  seem  intertwisted  i nor  can  be 
Vnravell'd  till  — — 

Enter  aw  Attbndant. 

/4tien,  A stranger  to  wait  on 

Tour  excellency. 

SiVy.  WTio  ? 

/4tUn.  He  gave  no  name. 

Sitp.  Admit  him,  ne’crthelcss. 

[7^  ArrcNDAKT  iatroducea  Game,  and 
a/lenearda  exiL 

Ah! 

Gab.  ’T  Is,  then,  W’emer  1 

Step.  (haupktUp).  The  same  you  knew,  sir,  by 
that  name ; and  you  / 

GeUt.  {lookup  round).  1 recognise  you  both  : &ther 
and  son. 

It  seems.  Count,  I have  heard  that  you,  or  yours. 
Have  lately  been  in  search  of  me : lam  here. 

Step.  I have  sought  you,  and  have  found  you : you 
are  charged 

(Tour  own  heart  may  Inform  you  why)  with  such 

A crime  as [He  pauaee. 

Gab.  Give  It  utterance,  and  then 

I ’ll  meet  the  consequences. 

Siep.  You  shall  do  so  ~ 

Unless 

Gab.  First,  who  accuses  me  7 

Step.  All  things, 

If  not  all  men  : the  universal  rumour — 

My  own  presence  on  the  spot  — the  place  — the 
time  — 

And  every  speck  of  circumstance  unite 
To  flx  the  blot  on  you. 

Gab.  And  on  me  only  9 

Pause  ere  you  answer : is  no  other  name. 

Save  mine,  stain’d  in  this  business  7 

Step.  Trifling  villain  I 

Who  play’st  with  thine  own  guilt ! Of  all  that  breathe 
Thou  best  dost  know  the  innocence  of  him  [der. 
'Gainst  whom  thy  breath  would  blow  thy  bloody  slan- 
But  I will  talk  no  farther  with  a wretch. 

Further  than  Justice  asks.  Answer  at  once. 

And  without  quibbling,  to  my  charge. 

Gab.  TU  false  I 

Step.  tt1io  says  so  7 
Gab.  I. 

Siep.  And  how  disprove  it  7 

Gab,  By 

The  presence  of  the  murderer. 

Siep.  Name  him  I 

I Gab.  He 

May  have  more  names  than  one.  Tour  lordship 
had  so 
Once  on  a time. 

Siep.  If  you  mean  me,  1 dare 

Tour  utnKMt 

Gab.  Tou  may  do  so,  and  in  safety ; 

I know  the  assasrin. 


Step.  Where  is  he  7 

Gab.  (pointinp  to  Ulric).  Beside  you  I 

[Ulric  noAes  forward  to  attack  Oaror; 
SiaciKDoar  iiUerpotee. 

Siep.  Liar  and  flend  I but  you  sliall  not  be  slain  ; 
These  walls  are  mine,  and  you  are  side  within  them. 

[He  turns  to  Ulric. 

Ulric,  repel  this  calumny,  as  I 

Will  do.  1 avow  It  U a growth  so  monstrous, 

I I could  not  deem  it  earth-bom : but  be  calm  ; 

< It  will  refute  itself.  But  touch  him  not. 

[Uleic  endeavours  to  compose  hiniulf. 
Gab.  Look  at  Aim,  count,  and  then  ktar  me. 

Siep.  {first  to  Gabor,  and  then  lookinp  at  1'i.aic), 
1 bear  thee. 

My  God  1 you  look 

Ulr.  How  ? 

Siep.  As  on  that  dread  night 

When  we  met  in  the  garden. 

Ulr.  {contfioses  himielf).  It  U nothing. 

Gab.  Count,  you  are  bound  to  bear  me.  1 came 
hither 

Not  seeking  you,  but  sought.  When  I knelt  down 
Amidst  the  people  in  the  church,  1 dream *d  not 
To  And  the  beggar’d  Werner  in  the  seat 
Of  senators  and  princes ; but  you  have  call'd  me. 

And  we  have  met. 

Siep.  Go  on,  sir. 

Gab,  Ere  I do  so. 

Allow  me  to  inquire  who  profited 

By  Stralenbelm’s  death  7 Was  *t  I — as  poor  as  ever} 

And  poorer  by  suspicion  on  my  name ! 

The  baron  lost  In  that  last  outrage  neither 
Jewels  nor  gold  ; hU  life  alone  was  sought, — 

A life  which  stood  between  the  claims  of  others 
To  honours  and  estates  scarce  less  than  princely. 

Siep.  These  hints,  as  vague  as  vain,  attach  no  less 
To  me  fhan  to  my  son. 

Gab.  I can't  help  that 

• But  let  the  consc<{ucncc  alight  on  him 
Who  feels  himself  the  guilty  one  among  us. 

I speak  of  you.  Count  Siegendorf,  because 
I know  you  innocent,  and  deem  you  Just. 

But  ere  1 can  proceed — dare  you  protect  me  ? 

Hare  you  command  me  7 

[SlccEXDoar  /irti  looks  at  the  Jfunparian,  and 
then  at  Utaic.  irAo  kas  unbuckled  hh  snbre, 
and  is  drattinp  lines  urith  it  <m  /Ae,^oor — 
Still  U its  sheath. 

Ulr.  {looks  at  his  father  and  says) 

Let  tbc  man  go  on ! 

Gah.  I am  unarm’d,  count  — bid  your  son  lay  down 
His  sabre. 

Ulr.  {offers  it  to  him  contemptuously), 

IVikc  it 

Gab.  No,  sir,  'tts  enough 

! That  we  are  both  unarm'd  I would  not  choose 
To  wear  a steel  which  may  be  stain’d  with  more 
Blood  than  came  there  in  battle. 

Ulr.  (costs  the  sabre  from  him  in  contempt). 

It  — or  some 

Such  other  weapon,  in  my  hands — spared  yours 
Once,  when  disarm’d  and  at  my  mercy. 

Gab.  True— 

I have  not  forgotten  It : you  spared  me  for 
Tour  own  especial  purpose  — to  sustain 
An  ignominy  not  my  own. 

C7r.  Proceed. 
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' The  tale  U doubtless  worthy  the  relatcr.  i Though  not  his  fHcndshlp: — it  was  his  intention 

' But  U It  of  my  father  to  hear  further  ? To  leave  the  city  pri>-ately  — we  left  it 


[ To  SlEOENDORK. 

Sieg.  {^taktt  hit  ton  in/  the  hand).  My  son,  I know 
my  own  inn<K:ence,  and  doubt  not 
>'  Of  yours — but  I have  promised  thU  man  patience; 
Let  him  continue. 

Gah.  I will  not  detain  you 

j By  speaking  of  myself  much  ; I began 

Life  early  w.and  am  what  the  world  has  made  me. 

At  Frankfort  on  the  (hler,  where  I pasb'd 
A winter  In  obscurity,  it  was 
My  chance  at  several  places  of  resort 
I (^^llch  I fretiuontcHl  sometimes,  but  not  often) 

To  hear  related  a strange  circumstance 
In  February  last,  A martial  force. 

Sent  by  the  state,  had,  after  strong  resistance, 

Secured  a Itand  of  desperate  men,  supposed 

Marauders  from  the  hostile  camp They  proved. 

However,  not  to  be  so — but  banditti, 

WTiom  cither  accident  or  enterprise 

Ha<l  carried  from  their  usual  haunt  — the  forests 

Which  skirt  Bohemia — even  Into  Lusatia. 

Many  amongst  them  were  rej>orte<i  of 
High  rank — and  martial  law  slept  for  a time. 

At  last  they  were  escorted  o'er  the  frontiers, 

And  placed  beneath  the  civil  Juidsdlction 
Of  the  free  town  of  Frankfort.  Of  their  fate, 

I know  no  more. 

i Sieg.  And  what  Is  this  to  Tlric  ? 

\ Cab.  Amongst  them  there  was  said  to  be  one  man 

■ Of  wonderful  endowments  j — birth  and  fortune, 

I Youth,  strength,  and  beauty,  almost  sui>erhuraan. 
And  courage  as  unrivall’d,  were  proclaun’d 
I His  by  the  public  rumour ; and  his  sway. 

Not  only  over  his  associates,  but 
His  judges,  was  attributed  to  wUchmft, 

Such  was  his  influence  : — I have  no  great  faith 
In  any  magic  save  that  of  the  mine  — 

I therefore  deem’d  him  wealthy.  — But  my  soul 
! Was  roused  with  s’arious  feelings  to  seek  out 
! This  prodigy,  if  only  to  behold  him. 

Sieg.  And  did  you  so  ? 

Gab.  You  11  hear.  Chance  favour’d  me : 

A popular  affhiy  In  the  public  si^uare 
I>rew  crowds  tt^thcr — it  was  one  of  those 
Occasions  where  men's  soiils  look  out  of  them, 

^ And  show  them  as  they  are — ^en  in  their  faces : 
The  moment  my  eye  met  his,  I exclaim’d. 

This  is  the  man  J"  though  he  was  then,  as  since, 

I With  the  nobles  of  the  city.  I felt  sure 
t I had  not  err’d,  and  watch’d  him  long  and  nearly ; 

I noted  down  his  fonn-^hts  gesture  .-^features. 
Stature,  and  bearing — and  amidst  them  all, 

I Midst  every  natural  and  acquired  distinction, 

I I could  discern,  methougbt,  the  assassin’s  eye 
And  gladiator’s  heart. 

. Ulr.  {tmiling).  The  tale  sounds  well. 

I Gah.  And  may  sound  bettor.  — He  ap;>ear’d  to  me 
One  of  those  beings  to  whom  Fortune  bends 
As  she  doth  to  the  daring  — and  on  whom 
I The  fates  of  others  oft  depend ; besides, 

I An  indescribable  sensation  drew  me 
I Near  to  this  man,  as  If  my  point  of  fortune 
j Was  to  be  fix’d  by  him.  — There  I was  wrong. 

I Sieg.  And  may  not  bo  right  now. 

Gab.  I follow’d  him, 

Solicited  his  notice — and  obtain’d  it-— 


Together  — and  together  we  arrived  I 

In  the  poor  town  where  Werner  was  conceal’d,  ;j 

And  Stralcnboim  was  succour'd Now  we  are  ou 

The  verge  — dare  you  hear  further  ? , ^ 

Sieg.  I must  do  so—  i' 

Or  I have  heard  too  much.  '! 

Gab.  I saw  in  you 

A man  above  his  station — and  if  not  \ 

So  high,  as  now  I find  you,  in  my  then  | 

Conceptions,  'twas  that  I had  rarely  seen  I 

Men  such  as  you  appear’d  in  height  of  mind  i j 

In  the  must  high  of  worldly  rank  ; you  were  : I 

Poor,  even  to  all  save  rags : I would  have  shared  I 

My  purse,  though  slender,  with  you  — you  rcfijjied  IL  j 
Sieg.  Doth  my  refusal  make  a debt  to  you. 

That  thus  you  urge  It  f j 

Gab.  Still  you  owe  me  something,  • 

Though  not  for  that ; and  I owetl  you  my  safety, 

At  least  my  seeming  safety,  when  the  slaves  | , 

Of  Stralenhcim  pursued  me  on  the  grounds  !' 

That  / had  robb’d  him.  ji 

Sieg.  I conceal’d  you  — I, 

WTiom  and  whose  house  you  arraign,  resdving  viper  I 
Gah.  I accuse  no  man  — save  in  my  defence,  I* 
You,  count,  have  made  yourself  accuser — judirc;  ! 
Your  hall’s  my  court,  your  heart  is  my  tribunal. 

Be  just,  and  /'ll  be  merciful  I 

Sieg.  You  merciful  1 — 

You  I Base  caliunniator  ! 

Gab.  I.  ’Twill  rest  | 

With  me  at  bunt  to  be  so.  You  conceal'd  me — \ 

In  secret  passages  known  to  yourself. 

You  said,  and  to  none  else.  At  dead  of  night. 

Weary  with  watching  in  the  dark,  and  dubious 
Of  tracing  back  my  way,  I saw  a glimmer. 

Through  distant  crannies,  of  a twinkling  light : 

I fi)llow'd  it,  and  reach’d  a door — a secret  ! 

I’ortal  — which  ojicn’d  to  the  chamber,  where,  ! 

With  cautious  band  and  slow,  having  first  undone 
As  much  as  made  a crevice  of  the  fastening,  | 

I look'd  through  and  beheld  a purple  bed. 

And  on  it  Stralenhcim  ! — 

Sieg.  Asleep  I And  yet 

You  slew  him  ! — Wretch  I N 

Gab.  He  was  already  slain,  I 

And  bleeding  like  a sacrifice.  My  own  ' 

Blood  became  ic'e. 

Sieg.  But  he  wus  all  alone  I 

You  saw  none  else  ? You  did  not  see  the 

[//« patttes  from  agitation.  Ii 
Gah.  No,  H 

lie,  whom  you  dare  not  name,  nor  even  I ' 

Scarce  dare  to  recollect,  was  not  then  in 

The  chamber.  [still 'i 

(fr  Ulric).  Then,  my  boy  1 thou  art  guiltlc-w  I 
Thou  bad'st  me  say  / was  so  once  — Oh  I now 
Do  thou  as  much  I 

Gab.  Be  patient]  I can  not  |‘ 

Recede  now,  though  It  shake  the  very  walls  i 

Which  frown  above  us.  You  ix'mcmbrr, — or  !• 

If  not,  your  son  does.  — that  the  locks  were  changed  1 
Beneath  hit  chief  inspection  on  the  mom  i' 

Wliich  led  to  this  same  night:  how  he  had  enter’d  I 
He  best  knows  — but  within  an  antechamber. 

The  door  of  which  was  half  ajar,  1 saw  i 

A man  who  wash'd  his  bloody  hands,  and  oft 
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Siey.  Anti  wu  not  the  flr»t  to  7 i- 

(Jab.  I know  not  that  even  now  — but  wiU  apt»rove  ij 
The  yocond.  I have  »till  a further  shiehL  — ! 
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* With  stem  and  anxious  Jtlancc  gaied  back  upon 
,i  The  bleedln;?  body  — but  it  moved  no  more. 

I Sirff.  Uh  I God  of  fothers  I 

Gab.  1 beheld  his  features 

As  I sec  yours  — but  yours  they  were  not,  though 
I Kcsemhling  them  — behold  them  in  Count  Ulric’s  { 
Distinct,  as  1 beheld  them,  though  the  expression 
Is  not  now  what  It  then  was ; — but  it  was  so 
I When  I first  charged  him  with  the  crime — so  lately. 

Sifp.  This  is  so [the  end  I 

Gab.  (interrtif)tinff  Aim).  Nay but  hear  me  to 
i Now  you  must  do  so.  — I conceived  myself 
Betray’d  by  you  and  Aim  (for  now  1 saw 
There  was  some  tie  between  you)  into  this 
Pretended  den  of  refuge,  to  ^onie 
The  victim  of  your  guilt ; and  ray  first  thought 
; Was  vengeance ; but,  though  arm’d  with  a sh«»rt  imnlard 
(Having  left  my  sword  without),  I was  no  match 
I For  him  at  any  time,  as  had  been  proved 
I That  morning — either  In  atldress  or  force. 

I turn’d,  and  fled — i*  the  dark  : chance  rather  than 
Skill  mode  me  gain  the  secret  door  of  the  hall, 

I And  thence  the  ch;imbcr  where  you  slept : if  I 
Had  found  you  unMnp,  Heaven  alone  can  tell 
' Wlial  vengeance  and  suspicion  might  have  prompted ; 

I But  ne’er  slept  guilt  as  Wemer  slept  that  night, 

Sifif.  And  yet  I iuid  horrid  dreams!  and  such  brief 
: The  stars  iiod  not  gone  down  when  I awoke,  [slet'p, 
Why  didst  thou  sj»are  roe  7 I dreamt  of  my  fUthcr — 
Ami  now  my  dream  is  out  1 

Gab.  *Tis  not  my  fault. 

If  I have  read  It.  — Well  S I fled  and  hid  me  — 
Chance  led  me  here  after  so  many  moons — 

> And  show’d  me  Wemer  in  Count  Siegendorf! 

W emer,  whom  I hod  sought  in  huts  in  vain, 
Inhabited  the  palo(*e  of  a sovereign  I 
You  sought  me  and  have  found  me — now  you  know 
My  secret,  and  may  weigh  its  worth. 

Step,  (a/trr  a pause).  Indeed  ! 

Gab.  Is  it  revenge  or  justice  which  inspires 
Your  meditation  ? 

Sie^.  Neither — I was  weighing 

The  value  of  your  secret. 

Gab.  You  shrdi  know  it 

At  once ; — W'hen  you  were  poor,  and  I,  though  i»oor, 

; Rich  enough  to  reUe>*e  such  poverty 
As  might  have  envied  mine,  I ofTcr’d  you 
My  purse  — you  would  not  share  it:  — I *11  be  franker 
With  you : you  arc  wealthy,  noble,  trusted  by 
The  imperial  powers — you  understand  me? 

SUff.  Yes, 

Gah,  Not  quite.  You  think  me  venal,  and  scarce 
‘TU  no  less  tnie,  however,  that  my  fortunes  [true: 
Have  made  me  both  at  present.  You  shall  aid  roe  ; 

I would  have  aided  you — and  also  have 
Been  somewhat  damaged  In  my  name  to  save 
Yours  and  your  son’s.  W'eigh  well  what  I have  said. 

Sieg.  Dure  you  await  the  event  of  a few  minutes* 
Deliberation  7 

Gab.  (easts  his  eyes  on  Ui.aic,  icAo  is  leaniny 
ayainst  a pillar).  If  1 should  do  so  7 
Siey.  1 pletigc  my  life  for  yours.  Withdraw  into 
This  tower.  [ Opens  a turret  door. 

Gah.  (Kesilatinyly).  This  Is  the  second  safe  asylum 
Tou  have  offer’d  roe. 

> Gah.  I barn  ^et  an  addltlonnl  <eruiitjr»  1 did  not  enter 
ProgW!  » sotlurr  Indlrlilual  5 »n<l  there  *re  tongiivi  without 
that  will  ipeak  mr  me,  although  1 should  even  share  the  fate 


1 did  nut  enter  Prague  alone;  and  should  1 
Be  put  to  rest  with  Strolenheim,  there  are 
Some  tongues  without  will  wag  in  my  behalf. 

Be  brief  in  your  decision  \ i 

Sieg.  I will  be  so.  — 

My  word  Is  sacred  and  lrrevu<*able  ' 

>Mthin  these  walls,  but  it  extends  no  further.  |' 

Gab.  Ill  take  It  fur  so  much. 

Sieg.  (points  to  Ctaic’s  sabre  still  Ufton  the  ground),  ' 
Take  also  fAuf-»  ;i 
I saw  you  eye  it  eagerly,  and  him  i 

Distrustfully. 

Gab.  (takes  up  the  sabre).  I will ; and  so  provide 
To  sell  my  life  — not  cheaply.  I 

[Gabor  goes  into  the  turrit,  which  SixcxMioar 
closes.  1 1 

Sieg.  (advances  to  lTi.aic).  Now,  Count  Uric  ! ' 

For  son  I ilure  not  call  thee — ^Vhat  say’st  thou  ? 

Vlr.  His  tale  is  true.  || 

Sieg.  True,  tnon!‘ter  1 )| 

Vlr.  Most  true,  father  J . 

And  you  did  well  to  listen  to  It : what  ‘ 

We  know,  we  can  provide  agaimt.  He  muit  I 

Be  silenced.  J 

Sieg.  Ay,  with  half  of  my  domains ; | 

And  with  the  other  half,  could  he  and  thuu  i| 

Unsay  this  villany.  |i 

Vlr.  It  Is  no  time  ,| 

For  trifling  or  dissembling.  1 have  said  ' 

His  story’s  true  ; and  he  too  must  be  silenced.  ! 

5’iV^.  How  so  ? 

Vlr.  As  Stralenheim  is.  Arc  you  so  dull 

As  never  to  have  hit  on  this  before  ? , 

When  we  met  in  the  garden,  what  ex<^pt 
Discovery  in  the  act  could  make  me  know 
His  death  ? Or  hiul  the  prince's  household  1>ccn 
Then  summon’d,  would  the  erj-  for  the  i»olice  ji 

Been  left  to  such  a stranger  7 Or  should  1 !; 

Have  loiter'd  on  the  way  7 Or  could  you,  Werner,  i| 
The  object  of  the  baron’s  hate  and  fears, 

Have  fled,  unless  by  many  an  hour  before 
Suspicion  woke  7 I sought  and  fathom’d  you,  j 

Doubting  If  you  were  false  or  feeble  : I 
Perceived  you  were  the  latter : ami  yet  so 
Conflding  liave  1 found  you,  that  1 doulited 
At  times  your  weakness  > 

Sieg.  Parricide  1 no  less  1 

Than  common  stabber  I Wliat  deed  of  my  life. 

Or  thought  of  mine,  could  make  you  deem  me  fit 
For  your  accomplice  7 

Vlr.  Father,  do  not  raise 

The  devil  you  cannot  lay  l>etwecii  us.  This 
Is  time  for  union  and  for  action,  not 
For  family  disputes.  While  you  were  tortured, 

Could  / be  calm  ? Think  you  that  1 have  heard 
This  fellow’s  tale  without  somo  feeling  7 — Tou 
Have  taught  me  feeling  for  you  and  myself ; 

For  whwn  or  what  else  did  you  ever  teach  it  ? I 

Sieg.  Oh ! my<lend  father’s  curse ! *t  is  working  now. 
Vlr.  Let  It  work  on ! the  grave  will  keep  it  down  I 
Ashes  are  feeble  foes  : it  Is  more  easy 
To  baffle  such,  than  countermine  a mole,  ! 

J 

of  Stralenhefm.  l.et  your  dcUberatlon  be  short.”— i 
My  proniite  i*  solcinti,  titcrrd,  irrt-vucAblo:  it  extends  not, 
however,  beyond  these  walls.” ..  Let.] 
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ACT  V.  || 


Ultich  winds  itn  blind  but  living  path  beneath  you. 
Yet  hear  me  still  you  condemn  me,  yet 
KemembA-r  trAo  hath  taught  me  once  too  often 
To  Ibten  to  him  I ITAu  proclaim'd  to  me 
That  there  were  erinus  made  venial  by  the  occasion  ? 
That  passion  was  our  nature  ? that  the  goods 
Of  Heaven  waited  on  the  goods  of  fortune  ? 

Who  show'd  me  hU  humanity  secured 
By  his  nertwf  only  ? Who  deprived  me  of 
All  power  to  vindicate  m^'self  and  race 
In  open  day  ? By  hh  disgrace  which  stamp’d 
( It  might  te)  bastardy  on  me,  and  on 
Ilimself — a /e/on’s  brand ! The  man  who  is 
At  once  both  warm  and  weak  Invites  to  deetU 
He  longs  to  do,  but  dare  not  Is  It  strange  [done 
That  I should  net  what  you  could  think  9 We  have 
With  right  and  wrong ; and  now  must  only  ponder 
Upon  effects,  not  causes.  Stralenhetm, 

W'hose  life  I (saved  from  impulse,  as,  unknoten^ 

I would  have  saved  a peasant's  or  a dog's,  I !>lew 
A'noirn  as  our  foe  — but  not  from  vengeance.  He 
Was  a rock  in  our  way  which  I cut  through. 

As  doth  the  bolt,  because  It  stood  between  us 
And  our  true  destination —but  not  Idly. 

As  stranger  I preserved  him,  and  he  owed  me 
His  life  ! when  due,  1 but  resumed  the  debt. 

He,  you,  and  1 stood  o'er  a gulf  wherein 
I have  plunged  our  enemy.  Vou  kindled  first 
The  torch — you  show'd  the  path  ; now  trace  me  that 
Of  safety  — or  let  me  ! 

•S^f'ec.  I have  done  with  life  ! 

Ulr.  Ijet  us  have  done  with  that  which  cankers 
life  — 

Familiar  feuds  and  vain  recriminations 
Of  things  which  cannot  be  undone.  We  have 
No  more  to  learn  or  hide : I know  no  fear. 

And  have  within  these  very  walls  men  who  [things. 
(Although  you  know  them  not)  dare  venture  all 
You  stand  high  with  the  state ; what  passes  here 
Will  not  excite  her  too  great  curiosity : 

Kwp  your  own  secret,  keep  a stcaily  ej'e. 

Stir  not,  and  speak  not ; — leave  the  rest  to  me ; 

W'e  must  have  no  third  babblers  thrust  between  us. 

[Exit  Ur.air. 

Siey.  (gnlus).  Am  I awake  ? are  these  my  fathers* 
halls  ? 

And  yon  — my  son  ? hfy  son  1 miae  / who  have  ever 
Ahhorr'd  both  mystery*  and  blood,  and  yet 
Am  plunged  into  the  dcei>est  hell  of  both  I 
1 must  be  speedy,  or  more  will  bo  shed  — 

The  Hungarlan  st — Ulric — he  hath  partisans. 

It  seems ; I might  have  guess'd  as  much.  Ob  fixil ! 
Wolves  prowl  In  company.  He  hath  the  key 
(As  I loo)  of  the  opposite  door  which  leads 
Into  the  turret.  Now  then ! or  once  more 
To  be  the  father  of  fri*sh  crimes,  no  less 
Than  of  the  criminal  t Ho  } Gabor  ] Galior  ! 

[Exit  into  the  turreit  dosing  the  tloor  ufrr  him. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Interior  of  the  Tytrre*. 

Gaboe  and  SiaoENnoar. 

Gah.  Who  calls  ? 

Sieg,  1 — Stegendorft  Take  these,  and  fly ! 

Ix»o  not  a moment  1 

[ Tears  off  a diamond  ttar  and  other  jewels,  and 
thruits  them  into  Gasox's  hand. 


Gab.  What  am  I to  do  | 

With  these  ? 

Sieg.  WTute’er  you  srill ; teQ  them,  or  hoard,  i 
And  prosper ; but  delay  not,  or  you  are  lost ! 

G<df.  You  pledged  your  honour  for  my  safety  ! i| 
Sieg.  .And 

Must  thus  redeem  IL  Fly  t I am  not  master. 

It  seems,  of  my  osm  castle — o€  ray  own  I 

Retainers  — nay,  even  of  these  very  walls,  I 

Or  1 would  bid  them  fall  and  crush  me  I Fly  I 
Or  you  will  be  slain  by—  I 

Gab.  Is  it  even  so  ? 

Farewell,  then  ! Recollect,  however,  count,  I 

You  sought  this  fktal  Intersdew  1 [ 

^i'e^.  I did: 

Let  it  not  be  more  (htal  still ! — Begone  I 

Gab.  By  the  same  path  I enter’d  ? I 

Sieg.  Yes;  that 's  safe  still ; 

But  loiter  not  in  Pragtie  ; — you  do  not  know  ! [ 

With  whom  you  have  to  dcaL  1 1 

Gab.  I know  too  well — | 

And  knew  it  ere  yotirself^  unhappy  sire  ! ' 

Farewell  I [Exit  Gabor. 

Sieg.  (fo/iu  and  Ifetening).  Ue  hath  clear'd  the 
staircase.  Ah  I I hear 

The  door  sound  loud  behind  him  1 He  is  safe  1 

Safe  1 — Oh,  my  father's  spirit  1 — 1 am  faint 

[//e  leans  dtnen  upon  a stone  seat,  near  the  wtdl 
of  the  force,  in  a drooping  posture. 

Enter  Ul-atc,  with  others  armed,  and  with  weoi>nnt 
drawn. 

Ulr.  Despatch  1 — he 's  then*  I 
Lud.  The  count,  ray  lord  ! 

Ulr.  {recognising  SiROXXDORr).  You  here,  sir  1 
Sieg.  Yes;  If  you  want  another  victim,  strike ! 

Ulr.  {seeing  him  striptof  his  Jewels}.  WTien*  is  the 
ruffian  who  hath  plunder’d  you  ? 

Vassals,  despatch  In  search  of  him  I You  see 
*T  was  as  I said  — the  wretch  bath  stript  my  father 
Of  jewels  which  might  form  a prince's  bclr-loom  1 
Awayl  I'U  follow  you  forthwith. 

[£,'xe«nf  all  but  Sixgekdorv  and  Utaic, 

What's  this?  ; 

Where  Is  the  villain  ? 

Sieg.  There  are  two,  sir ; which  | 

Are  you  In  quest  of  ? | 

‘C7r.  Let  us  hear  no  more 

Of  this : he  must  be  found.  You  have  not  let  him 
Escape?  i 

.^ieg.  He’s  gone.  ! 

Ulr.  With  your  connis*anre  ? 

Sieg.  With 

My  fullest,  freest  aid.  , ■ 

{'tr.  Then  CuTp  you  well!  i. 


With  Tour  connh*anre  ? 


(■'tr.  Then  Cutp  you  well  1 

[Ui.aic  IS  pfdng. 

Sieg,  Stop  ! I command  — entreat  — implore  1 0I4 
Ulric  t 

Will  you  then  leave  me? 

Ur.  What ! remain  to  be 

Denounced  — dnurg'il.  It  may  be,  in  chains ; and  all 
By  your  inherent  wenkne».  lialf-hiunanlty, 

Selfish  remorse,  and  temporising  pity, 

I'hat  .sRcriflcft  your  whole  race  to  save 
A wretch  to  profit  by  our  ruin  I No,  count. 
Henceforth  you  have  no  son  ! 

Sieg.  I never  bad  one  ; 

And  would  you  ne'er  had  borne  the  useless  name  ! 
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W'J'crp  win  you  go  ? I would  not  tend  you  forth 
Without  protection. 

(Jlr.  Leave  that  ui  to  me. 

I am  not  alone  ; nor  merely  the  «*am  heir 
Of  your  domaiiia  ; a thousand,  ay,  ten  thousand 
Swords,  hearts,  and  hands,  arc  mine. 

Sieff.  The  foresters  I 

With  whom  the  Hungarian  found  you  hrst  at  Frank- 
fort 1 [Oo  tell 

t;7r.  Yes  — men  — who  are  worthy  of  the  name! 
Your  senatfirs  that  they  look  well  to  Prague  ; 

Thdr  feast  of  peace  was  early  for  the  times  ; 

There  are  more  spirits  abroad  than  have  been  laid 
With  Wallenstein  1 

Enter  Josr.rHJNB  and  Ida. 

Jns.  What  Is’t  we  hear?  My  SIcgcndorf! 

Thank  Ucav'n,  I see  you  safe  ! 

Sie.(f,  S.afr ! 

Ida.  Yes,  dear  father  I 

Sieg.  No,  no  ; I have  no  children  : never  more 
Call  me  by  that  worst  name  of  parent 


I Jot. 

' Means  my  gootl  lord  ! 

Sieg.  That  you  have  given  birth 

To  a demon  ! 

Ida.  (^taking  Ulric's  hand).  \Mio  shall  dare  say 
this  of  Ulrlc  ? 

i Sieg.  Ida,  beware  I there’s  blood  upon  that  band. 

I Ida.  {^ttooping  to  kita  iV).  I'd  kiss  it  oil,  though  it 
were  mine. 

Sieg.  It  is  so  I 

IHr.  Awayl  It  Is  your  father’s  I [Exit  Ci.Hir. 
Ida.  Oh,  great  God  '. 

And  I have  loved  this  man  ] 

, [Ida /h//s  srniu7rs« -^JosEriiiNC  ftaar/s  tpeech- 

lett  Kith  horror. 

' Sieg.  The  wretch  hath  dain 

Them  both  I — My  Josephine  ! we  are  now  alone  ! 

I Would  we  had  ever  been  so  I — All  is  over 
I For  me!  — Now  oiien  wide,  my  sire,  thy  grave; 

Thy  curse  hath  dug  it  deei>er  fur  thy  son 
I In  mine  I — The  race  of  SIcgcndorf  Is  past ! 
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In  submitting  to  the  public  eye  the  following  col- 
lection, I have  not  only  to  comlmt  the  difficulties  lh.at 
writers  of  verse  genet^ly  encounter,  but  may  incur 
the  charge  of  presumption  for  obtniding  myself  on 
the  world,  when,  without  doubt,  I might  be,  at  my 
age.  more  usefully  employed. 

These  pn>luctlans  are  the  fruits  of  the  lighter  hours 
of  a young  man  who  has  lately  completed  his  nine- 
teenth year.  As  they  bear  the  internal  evidence  of  a 
boyish  mind,  this  Is,  i>erbaps  unnecessary  information. 
Some  few  were  written  during  the  disadvantages  of 

‘ rnnt  publUhed  in  IS07.1 

* (iMbella,  the  diiURhter  of  WillUm,  fourth  Lord  B>Ton 
^rreal-RTe-it  uncle  of  the  Poet),  became,  In  J744,  the  wife  of 
Henrr,  fourth  fUr)  of  Cerlide.  and  was  Che  mother  of  (he 
Afth  F!.arl,  to  whom  tbit  oedlcatkm  was  addressed.  This 


lUnen  and  depmakm  of  spirits : under  the  former 
influence,  '*  Cmi.Disii  Rzcoi.le(*tionr,’*  in  particular, 
were  composed.  This  consideration,  though  it  ci^not 
excite  the  voice  of  prabe,  may  at  least  arrest  the  arm 
of  censure.  A considerable  portion  of  thi'sc  poems 
has  been  privately  printed,  at  the  request  and  for  the 
perusal  of  my  friends.  1 am  sensible  that  the  partial 
and  frequently  Injudicious  admiration  of  a social 
circle  is  not  the  criterion  by  which  poetical  genius  Is 
to  be  estimated,  yet,  '*  to  do  greatly,"  we  must  “dare 
greatly ; **  and  I have  hasarded  my  reputation  and 
feelings  In  publishing  this  v*olume.  “ I have  passed 
the  Rubicon,*'  and  must  stand  or  fall  by  the  “ cast  of 

lady  WRA  R poctcsi  Id  her  war.  7*he  Answer  to  Mr*. 

GretUle't  **  Prayer  of  ItHUlrerence,"  in  Pearch's  Collection, 
U unmlly  aicrib^  to  her.] 

* [This  Prefaee  was  omitted  In  the  second  edition.] 
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thci{io.'*  In  the  latter  event,  I shall  without  | 

a murmur;  for,  though  nut  without  soSIcltude  for  the  i 
fate  of  thc-ic  effusions  my  extiectatlons  arc  by  no  j 
means  sameuine.  It  is  ]>rolMble  that  1 may  have 
darttl  much  ami  done  little;  for,  In  the  wonl<  of 
Cowper,  “ It  is  one  thing  to  write  what  may  pleaM* 
our  friends  who,  because  they  arc  such,  are  apt  to  bi* 
a little  biassed  in  our  fa\*uur,  and  another  to  write 
what  may  please  every  ImmIv  ; because  they  who  have 
no  connection,  or  even  knowledge  of  the  author,  will 
Ik*  sure  to  find  fault  If  they  can.**  To  the  truth  of  j 
this,  however,  I do  not  wholly  sulHcril>e : on  the 
contntry,  I ft-el  convinced  that  the>e  trlfl^-s  will  not  : 
be  treated  with  Injustice.  Their  merit.  If  they  possc«uS 
any,  will  Ik*  lilK*fally  allowed  : their  numemus  laults 
on  the  other  hand,  cannot  expect  that  favour  which 
has  been  denied  to  others  of  maturer  years,  dccldi-d 
character,  and  far  greater  ability. 

I have  not  aimed  at  excUisive  originality,  still  less 
have  I studied  any  particular  model  for  Imitation: 
some  tran'>lati«ms  are  given,  of  which  many  are  i>ar:i> 
phrastlc.  In  the  original  pieces  there  may  :tp{K*ar  a 
casual  coincidence  with  authors  whose  works  I have 
Wen  Rccusloraed  to  read ; but  I have  not  Uvn  guilty  ' 
of  intentional  plagiarism.  To  pnxluce  any  thing  en*  i 
tirely  new,  In  :«n  age  so  fertile  In  rhyme,  would  Ik*  a 
Rerculcan  task,  a.s  every  suluect  a1n*ady  been  , 
treaU*il  to  Its  utmost  extent.  Poetry,  however.  Is 
not  niy  primary  vocation ; to  divert  the  dull  inomcnL** 
of  indUp  >'>ition,  or  the  monotony  of  a vacant  h<mr, 
urged  me  to  this  sin : " little  can  Ik*  exi>cctcd  from 
so  unpromising  a muse.  My  wreath,  scanty  as  It 
mu't  be,  U all  I shall  derive  fnim  IhcK?  productions ; 
ami  I sh-ill  never  attempt  to  rephcc  its  fading  leaves, 
or  pluck  a single  additional  sprig  frt>m  groves  where  i 
I am,  at  licsl,  an  inlrmlcr.  Tht>ugh  accustomed,  in  . 
my  younger  days  to  n»ve  a can*less  mountaiju-er  on 
the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  1 have  not,  of  late  rears, 
had  the  benetll  of  such  pure  air,  or  «o  elevated  a re- 
sidence, as  might  enable  me  to  enter  the  lists  with 
genuine  bunis,  who  have  enjoyed  ladh  thc^e  advan- 
tages. But  they  derive  (*un4idcraMe  fune,  and  a 
few  not  li*s8  proHt,  from  their  prtKluctions ; while  I 
sh.ill  expiate  my  r.ishtu*ss  as  an  i!»terloi>er,  certainly 
without  the  latter,  and  in  all  probability  with  a very 
slight  share  <*f  the  former.  I leave  to  others  “ virnm 
volitare  |)cr  ora.”  I ltK)k  to  the  few  who  will  hear 
with  patience  **  dulce  est  desljK*re  In  loco."  To  the 
former  worthlc.s  I resign,  without  repining,  the  h»>|H.* 
of  Immortality,  *nd  content  myself  with  the  not  very 
tmigniflceiit  prospect  of  ranking  amongst  **  the  mob 
of  gentlemen  who  write;” — my  r-'ader*  mu«t  deter- 
mine whether  I dare  say  “ with  ease,”  or  the  honour 
of  a {Mnthumous  page  In  The  Catalogue  of  Uoya! 
and  No!»Ie  Authors,” — a work  to  which  the  Peerage 
Is  under  intinite  obligationsi,  ina.<much  as  many  nanu*» 
of  cnn-*iderable  length,  found,  and  antiquity,  are 
thereby  rcv.*ued  frotn  the  obsoaiify  svhich  unluckily  ; 
overshmbiws  several  voluminous  prosluctlons  of  their  • 
illu«trlmi<  bearers. 

With  slight  hopes,  and  some  fears,  I publish  this  ■ 


first  and  lost  attempt.  To  the  dictates  of  young 
ambition  may  be  a^crilicd  many  actions  more  crimi- 
nnl  and  equally  ahsiml.  To  a few  of  my  own  age 
the  contents  may  afford  amusement : I trust  they 
will,  at  least,  be  found  harmless.  It  Is  highly  im- 
probable, from  ray  situation  and  pursuits  hen*afU*r, 
that  I shoultl  ever  obtrude  mvM-*lf  a second  time  on 
the  public;  nor,  even,  in  the  veiy  doubtful  event  of 
present  induli^*nce,  shall  I be  temptt*tl  to  commit  a 
future  trcspa.ss  of  the  same  nature.  The  opinion  of 
Dr.  Juhnsim  on  the  PiK’ms  of  a noble  relation  of 
mine>,  **Thut  when  a man  of  rank  appeared  In  the 
character  of  an  author,  he  deserved  to  have  bin  merit 
handsomely  allowed*,”  can  have  little  weight  with 
veriial,  and  still  less  with  {jeriodical,  censors ; but 
were  it  otherwise,  I should  be  loth  to  avail  my*«clf  of 
the  prlTUegc,  and  would  rithcr  incur  the  bitterest 
censure  of  anonymous  criticism,  than  triumph  in 
honours  gromi*d  solely  to  a title. 


! 


lttoui'0  of  EDlrnm. 

ON  TIIK  DEATH  OF  A YOl  Xti  LADY, 

COtSlN  TO  TlIK  ALTHOa,  AND  TEKT  DEAR  TO  HIM.  ^ 

Hush’d  arc  the  winds,  and  stSI!  the  evening  gloom. 

Not  e’en  a xeph>T  wanders  through  the  grove. 
Whilst  I return,  to  view  my  Margaret's  tomb, 

And  scatter  flowers  on  the  dust  1 love. 

Within  this  namiw  cell  reclines  her  clay. 

That  clay,  where  once  such  animation  lx*am*d  ; 
The  King  of  Terrors  M'ized  her  as  his  pn'V  ; 

Not  worth,  nor  beauty,  have  her  life  redeem'd. 

Oh  I could  that  King  of  Tcirors  pity  feel. 

Or  Heaven  ivversc  the  dfvad  decrees  of  fate. 

Not  here  the  tnoumer  would  his  grief  reveal. 

Not  here  the  muse  her  virtues  would  relate. 


But  wherefore  weep  ? Her  matchless  spirit  soars 
Beyond  where  splcntlbl  shines  the  orb  of  cbiy  ; 

And  weeping  angels  lead  her  to  those  bower* 

Where  endless  pleasures  virtue’s  deeds  n*{wy.  j. 

And  shall  pivsumptuous  mortals  Heaven  arraign,  T 
And,  matlly,  gotllike  Providence  accuse  ? j 

Ah  1 no,  far  fly  from  me  Attempts  HO  vain 
in  ne'er  submission  to  my  God  refuse,  | 

Yet  !«  remembrance  of  those  virtues  dear,  ■ 

Yet  fresh  the  memory  of  that  bi*auteous  face ; 

Stiil  thcf  call  forth  my  warm  affection’s  tear. 

Still  in  my  heart  retain  their  wontetl  place. 

» lAOT.  * 


' • The  K.1'1  of  rartUle,  wh»M>  vork«  h.ive  InnJt  receUed 

the  ineiHl  of  piibflc  Ap|  l-iior,  to  whU’h,  bjr  their  hJtrlndc 
worth,  ttiey  were  »rl!  eatitloil. 

* fThe  pu«Age  referred  to  hf  l,onl  Bjron  occurs  In  !to«- 
well  » l.lfe  of  »t»l.  »iiL  p.  tU.  etl.  1A3.V  Dr.  John* 

j •on'»  letter  u>  Mr*.  f'bAfxme.  crUldiinf.  on  the  whole 
I favourablr.  the  Karl’*  tr.»ff*-ity  of  **  The  Father'*  llevenge,” 
||  i>  t»»ertod  Id  die  tome  vuiutiic,  p.  342.] 

(i 


* The  author  cl<dm«  the  Indulgence  of  the  reader  more  for 
this  pleve  than,  perhatn,  any  oilier  In  the  collection  ; hut  ns 
It  was  written  at  an  eArller  period  than  the  rest  (being  c«*m- 
p*r«>«l  At  the  Kimof  fourteen), nod  hi*  fir»t  essay,  be  preferred 
submitting  It  to  the  irnlulijrenct*  offal*  friend*  Id  lU  present 
state,  to  making  either  addition  or  alteration. 

* ('•  My  first  dash  Into  poetry  was  as  early  a*  l«00.  It  was 
the  ebullition  of  a p.wiiim  for  tny  first  cousin,  Margaret  Parker 
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S7: 


Let  Folly  smile,  to  slew  the  nnmes 
Of  thee  »nd  me  In  friendship  twined  ; 

Yet  Virtue  will  have  greater  duiras 
To  love,  than  rank  with  vice  combined 

And  though  unequal  is  thy  fete. 

Since  tiiie  deck'd  tny  higher  birth  1 
Yet  envy  not  this  fpmdy  slate ; 

Thine  is  the  pride  of  modest  worth. 

Our  souls  at  least  congenial  meet. 

Nor  can  thy  lot  my  rank  disgrace  ; 

Our  intercourse  is  not  less  sweet. 

Since  worth  of  rank  supplies  the  place. 

November,  I90L 


TO  1> 

In  thee,  I fomlly  hopp’d  to  clasp 

A friend,  whom  dcaith  .ilone  could  sever ; 

Till  en\7,  with  malignam  inwp. 

Detach’d  thee  from  my  breast  for  ever. 

True,  she  has  forced  thee  from  my  hreant. 

Yet,  in  iny  heart  thou  keep’st  thy  wit ; 

There,  there  thine  linutfe  still  mu>ir  rest. 

Until  that  heart  shall  cease  to  bi'olw 

And,  when  the  prave  restores  her  deatl. 

When  life  apain  to  duU  U given, 

On  thy  dear  breast  1 11  lay  iny  hea*l  — 

Without  thee,  where  would  be  my  heaven  ? 

Kebriuury,  |su3. 

(fUacliter  and  grand-rtaugiiier  of  the  two  .^dmirali  Parker), 
one  of  the  mo»t  be.v>Hful  of  evane»o>nt  lictngs.  I hare  long 
forffotten  the  ven«  } hut  It  would  be  dJfUcuU  for  me  to  forget 
her  — her  dark  eye*  — her  long  eye-liahe*  — her  compleu  ly 
r.rwk  ra»t  of  face  and  figure  ! I wai  lhe«  ab<»ut  twelve  — 
fhe  rather  older.  pcrh.tr>«  a ye.w.  She  died  alxmt  a ye  ir  nr 
two  aflorwardt.  In  cor»»«iutMirr  of  a fall,  whidi  injured  her 
H.lne.  and  Indured  coniumptlon.  Her  »l»ter  Au|tn»U  (by 
•ome  thought  *till  more  lieautlfvil.)  dlent  of  the  «ame  malswly  . 
and  it  wa»,  Indei-d.  in  aUeiullna  her.  that  Margare:  m.'t  «lth 
the  aeddent  which  orraalonea  her  death.  My  «l*t»'r  told 
me  that  when  she  wont  to  »ee  her,  »horHv-  hefor.>  her  death, 
upon  arddrmaliy  mentioning  mv  name.  Marjftret  eolmm-d. 
throughout  the  j^ene*!  of  moruUty,  to  the  eyes,  to  the  great 
«tonl»hmem  of  my  sUter.  who  knew  nolhiuc  uf  our  atui  li- 
ment  nor  could  coiiveive  why  my  name  shttuJd  affect  her  at 
ludiatime.  1 knew  nothing  of  her  iUne*»— being  at  Har- 
row and  In  the  country  — till  »he  waa  pone.  Some  year*  i 
after.  I made  attempt  at  an  elegy  — a very  dull  one.  Ido 
not  recoUect  icarcciy  any  tiling  etpul  to  the  tran«|)arem 
beaiitr  ol  Tuy  or  to  the  iweetncM  of  her  temper, 

during  the  khort  jiertod  of  our  Intimacr.  She  looked  aa  If 
ihe  had  t*en  made  out  of  a rainbow  — aU  beauty  and  peace. 

— ^gron  Diary, 

t [Thii  little  poem,  and  *ome  other*  In  the  eolleetlon.  refer 
to  a w>y  of  Iword  Byron’*  owu  age,  ton  of  one  of  hit  tenant* 
at  Newitead.  for  whom  he  had  funned  a romantic  attachment, 
of  earlier  date  than  any  of  hi*  *cliool  frlcutUhip*.] 

> fLord  DeUwarr.  The  idea  of  printing  a colleciion  of 
hit  Poem*  6r»l  ncrurrerf  to  laird  Byrou  In  Ihe  r*arluur  of 
that  cottage,  which,  during  hi*  visit  to  .Southwell,  had  tie- 
come  hit  adopted  home.  Mis*  Pigot.  who  was  not  before 
aware  of  hU  turn  for  rer»ifylng.  bad  been  reading  aloud 
the  Poemi  of  Burn*,  when  ytiung  Byrtm  said,  that  “ he.  too, 
wa*  a poet  *omrlime».  and  would  write  down  for  her  some 
Terse* V hi*  owp  which  he  remembered.''  He  then,  with 
a pencil,  wrote  the*«  line*.  *'  To  1)  — ” J /oc-iimi/c  qf 
Jlr>f/uur  limet  qf  Ikit  ptnctUiny  fronit  p.  l.J 

9 fThl*  poem  appear*  to  have  been.  In  it*  orlrinal  state, 

! Intended  to  roinmemorate  Ihe  death  of  the  lame  lowly-liorn 
youth,  to  whom  the  affectionate  ver»e»  given  tn  the  oppo*ltc 
1 column  were  addressed : — 


EPITAPH  ON  A FRIEND.  5 

'Arri;  A*i»  ix»f*ru  J****ir»*  Ii*r.  — LAEnTit:*. 

On,  Friend ! for  ever  loved,  for  ever  dear  I 
^Tiat  frulllcM  te;ir#  have  bathed  thy  honour’d  bier ! 
What  sighs  re-echo’d  to  thy  jiarting  breath. 

Whilst  thou  wast  struggling  in  the  pangs  of  death  I 
Could  tears  retard  the  tyrant  In  hi*  course ; 

Coulil  sighs  avert  his  dart’s  rclcntlex>4  force; 

Could  youth  and  virtue  claim  a short  delay. 

Or  beauty  charm  the  spectre  from  hi*  prey ; 

Thou  still  hatlst  lived  to  bless  my  tu.-hlug  sight, 

Thy  comrade's  honour  and  thy  friend’s  delighL 
If  yet  thy  gentle  spirit  hover  nigh 
The  spot  where  now  thy  mouldering  ashes  lie, 

Here  wilt  thou  read,  rec*ordcd  on  my  heart, 

A grief  too  deep  to  trust  the  sculptor’s  art. 

No  marble  marks  thy  couch  of  lowly  sleep,  ‘ 

But  Ihing  slatui**  there  are  seen  to  weep ; ] 

Artllcthm’s  semblance  bend*  not  o'er  thy  tomb,  i 

AflUction’s  self  deplores  thy  youthful  d»wm.  j 

What  though  thy  sire  lament  hi*  failing  line, 

A father’*  sorrows  cannot  equal  mine  t 1 

Though  none,  like  thee,  his  dying  hour  will  cheer, 

Yet  other  offspring  soothe  hU  anguish  here : j 

But,  who  with  me  shall  hold  thy  former  place  ? | 

Thine  Image,  what  new  friendship  can  efiUcc  ? | 

Ah  ! none  ! — a father’s  tears  will  cease  to  flow,  j 

Time  will  assuage  an  infant  brother’s  woe ; 

To  all,  save  one,  is  consolation  known, 

>\Tiile  solitary  friendship  sighs  alone. 

I*«l. 

« Though  low  thy  lot,  »liice  In  a cottage  bora.”  Ac. 

But,  tn  the  altered  form  of  the  Rpltaph.  not  onlythi*  pasmjre, 
but  every  other  containing  an  allnsinn  to  the  h»w  rank  of  hs* 
young  com]taa1on.  Is  omitted ; while,  in  the  added  {wrU,  the 
introduction  of  *uch  language  a*  — 

“ \Vh.it  though  thy  sire  lament  hi*  falling  line," 

•rrm*  calrnlated  to  give  an  i-le.a  of  the  youth'*  »tation  In  life, 
wholly  different  from  that  which  the  whole  teiiour  of  the  ori- 
ginal Fnitaph  warrant*.  “ That  he  grew  more  conwiou*," 
*avi  Mr.  Moore.  ••  of  hi*  high  *lation,  a*  he  approached  to 
manhood.  1*  not  Improbahle.  and  Ihl*  wi»h  to  sink  hi*  early 
frlentUhtp  with  the  yoimg  cottager  may  have  been  a reMill  of 
that  Iceling."  The  following  I*  a copy  of  the  Hoe*  a*  they 
(.t  It  appeared  In  the  private  volume : — 

• Oh.  Boy ! for  ever  loved,  for  ever  dear ! 

\Vhat  fruiilcM  tear*  have  bathed  thy  honour’d  bier ! 

What  »lffh*  renwho'd  to  thy  parlliig  breath. 

While  inou  wast  itruggling  in  the  iuings  uf  death  I 
Could  tear*  retard  the  tyrant  in  hik  cour*e; 
t’ould  «lgh*  overt  hi*  dart’*  releiitle**  force; 

Could  youth  and  virtue  claim  a ihorl  delay. 

Or  beauty  ch.irni  the  *|»ectre  from  hi*  prey  ; 

Thou  *tifl  ha»l*t  H*e*l  to  hle»*  my  aching  "Igbl, 

Thy  comrade's  honour,  and  thy  friend's  delight. 

Though  Unr  thy  iol.  liuce  in  a cotlagr  bom. 

So  titU*  tlid  thy  humble  natrif  aiiorn. 

To  trur,/ar  lirarer  V'as  thy  arllftM  bnv 
Than  ell  the  Joy$  irealth./nm^,  anttfrimd*  could  promt 
For  thee  alone  1 lived,  or  wish'd  to  live  ; 

<^h  VwoA  ! If  Iraplou*.  thi<  ravh  word  forgive  ! 
Heart-broken  now,  I wrali  an  eoual  doom. 

Content  to  join  thee  In  thy  turf-clad  bnnh ; 

Where,  ihl*  frail  form  comtKwcd  in  cndle**  rest, 

1 'll  make  my  last  cold  idllow  on  Ihy  l>reost ; 

That  breait  where  oft  In  life  I *re  laid  my  head. 

Will  vet  receive  me  mouldering  with  the  dead  ; 

ThU  life  fcvlgn'd,  wUluiut  one  parting  >igh. 

Together  In  one  t>wl  of  earth  wc  'll  lie  J 
Together  itwrc  the  fat*  to  rnorUl*  given  ; 

Togrtlicr  mix  our  diul,  and  hope  for  heaven.*’] 


vv  — • 
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A FUAGMEXT,  j 

WnKX,  to  tht'ir  airy  hjill,  my  fathom'  voice  I 

$hail  call  my  ^ipirit,  joyful  in  their  choice ; 

When,  iiolscil  uinm  the  itale,  my  furm  !>hall  ride. 

Or,  (lark  in  mist,  ile.>ccn(l  the  mountain's  »ide ; 

Oh  ! may  my  shade  liehuid  no  sculptured  urns. 

To  mark  the  S|K>t  where  earth  to  oarth  returns  J 
I No  len;tthen'd  scroll,  no  prolse-encumber'd  stone  ; 

, My  epitaph  shall  l>c  my  name  alone  : > j 

If  that  with  honour  fall  to  crown  my  clay,  • 

Oh  I may  no  other  f:ime  my  deeds  repay  1 j 

TfuU.  only  ihiUy  sh;iU  sin^^lc  out  the  s|M>t ; | 

j;  Ey  that  remcmljer’d,  or  with  that  forgot.  i?sia.  i 


ON  LEAVING  NE'VSTEAl)  AUnEY-J 

••  Why  dfwt  thou  build  the  hdl,  son  of  the  wlnp«*il  d.iy«? 
i Thou  lookvft  from  thy  tower  to-day:  vet  a few  years,  and 
the  idaU  of  the  dvierl  comes,  it  howls  fn  thy  empty  c<mrt." 
— Osman. 

Titaoucti  thy  battlements  Newstead,  the  hollow 
J|  winds  whistle ; 

■\  Thou,  the  hall  of  my  fathers  art  gone  to  decay; 
ij  In  thy  once  smiling  ganlen,  the  hcmltxrk  and  thistle 
Ij  Have  choked  up  the  rose  which  laic  tiluom'd  in  the 

way. 

I Of  the  mail-cover'd  Barons  who  protnlJy  to  Iwttle 
I^ed  their  vassal-i  from  Europe  to  I*alestinc's  plain,  ’ 

: The  escutcheon  and  shield,  which  with  every  blast 
Are  the  only  sad  vestiges  now  that  remain,  [rattle, 

I ' [Of  the  •Incerityof  thli  youthful  niplratton,  lh«*  Poet  h»* 

I left  rci>e4i.d  proof*.  By  hu  will,  drawn  up  to  INII,  he  Ui- 
I rected.  that  **  no  iii»criptlnn.  tstre  hi*  name  and  age,  ihnuM 
I he  written  nn  hi«  tomb;*'  and,  in  I*il9,  he  wrote  thu»  to 
I Mr.  Murray:  — Some  of  the  epitaphs  at  the  Ortota  re- 
i melrry.  at  V’errara.  |>icued  me  more  than  the  more  tpleudid 
I monitmenU  at  Bologna  ; for  Imtanre  _ 

‘ Martini  l.ulgi 

I Implora  pare.* 

Can  any  thing  he  more  full  of  pathm  ? 1 hope  whoever  may 
i|  aurrive  me  will  »ee  thoac  two  wurda.  and  no  more,  put  over 
'I  me.”) 

, i • ( The  prior?’  of  NVw»tead,  or  dc  Soro  Ixxx),  In  Slierwood, 
{ wa*  founded  abo' t the  year  1170.  by  Henry  IJ..  and  dedicated 
il  to  Hotl  and  the  Virgin.  It  wa*  in  the  reign  of  Henry  VIII., 

' on  the  dl<«(dution  of  the  monoaterle*.  that,  liy  a royal  grant, 
it  waa  a<tdr>d.  wUh  the  lands  adjoining,  to  the  other  piutes. 
•Ion*  of  the  Bvron  family.  The  favourite  upon  whom  they 
. were  conferred.  wa»  the  grantl-nephew  of  the  gaJiam  tohller 
who  ftrtight  by  the  side  of  Klrhmoml  at  Bosworth,  and  la 
diitinguifhed  from  the  other  knlghta  of  the  same  (!hri*tian 
name,  in  the  family,  hy  the  title  of  '*  Sir  John  Byron  the 
I.iltic.  with  the  great  lw-ard.‘*  A portrait  of  Ihli  j^rtoiiage 
I wv  one  of  the  few  family  pirture*  with  whirl)  the  walls  of 

I the  althey.  while  in  the  of  the  Poet,  were  dc- 

|j  corated-J 

■ * { There  being  no  record  of  any  of  lyord  Ilrroo’*  ance«tora 

having  hewn  msagrsl  in  the  Holy  Wars,  Mr.  Moore  tuggeats, 

I that  she  Poet  may  have  had  tmother  .itithority  for  this  notion. 

I I than  the  tradition  which  he  found  ronnecteti  with  certain 
II  atr.-uige  group*  of  head*,  which  are  represented  on  the  old 
jl  panel,  work  in  tome  of  the  chambers  at  New  stead.  In  one 
I of  these  groupi.  consisting  of  three  heods,  strongly  carveti 
tj  and  projecting  from  the  imnel,  the  centre  figure  evhlrntly 
1'  represeou  a Saracen  or  M<Hir.  with  an  European  female  nu 
I one  fide  of  him.  and  a Thristlan  soldier  nn  the  other.  In  a 
I second  group,  the  female  occupies  the  centre,  while  on  either 

side  is  the  head  of  a Saracen,  with  the  e)’es  fixed  earnestly 
upon  her.  Of  the  exact  meaning  of  these  figure*  there  is 
nothing  known  ; but  the  tradition  is.  that  they  refer  to  a love 
I adventure  of  the  age  of  the  Crusadea.] 

* 1“  In  the  park  of  llorscley,*’  say*  Thoroton,  “ there  wa« 
a ca«tle,  some  of  the  ruins  of  which  are  yet  visible,  called 
I lloristan  Castle,  which  waa  the  chief  mansion  of  Ualph  de 
I Borun's  successors."] 

I • [Two  of  the  family  of  Byron  are  enumerated  as  serving 
t - -.zi: 


No  more  «loth  olJ  Robert,  with  harp-stringing  num- 
ber:^,  [wreath ; 

Raise  a flame  In  the  breast  for  the  w.ar-laurellM 

Near  Askalon's  towers,  John  of  Ugrlatan*  slumbers. 
Unnerved  is  the  band  of  his  minstrel  by  death. 

Paul  and  Hulivrt,  too,  sleep  In  the  valley  of  Cres'^y ; k 
For  the  Kifety  of  E<lward  and  England  they  feli ; 

My  father* ! the  tears  of  your  country  rcdrt*s*  ye  ; 
How  YOU  fought,  how  you  died,  still  her  ann^s  can 
tell. 

On  Marstnn*,  with  Rupert’,  'gainst  traitors  con- 
tending, [field  ; 

Four  brothers  enrich’d  with  their  hhxtd  the  bleak 

For  the  rights  of  a monarch  their  country  defending. 
Till  death  their  atburhment  to  royalty  >eal*d.  * 


.Sha  le*  of  henres,  farewell  I your  descendant,  departing 
E'n:)m  the  scat  of  his  ancestors,  bids  you  adieu  1 
Abra'id,  or  at  home,  your  remembrance  lm|)artlng 
New  courage,  he'll  think  u{H>n  glor)'  and  you. 


Though  a tear  dim  hU  eye  at  this  sad  spp.iratfon, 
*T  Is  nature,  not  fear,  that  e.xdles  hi»  regret ; 
Far  distant  he  goes  with  the  same  emul.itlon. 
The  fame  of  his  fathers  he  ne'er  can  forget 


That  fame,  and  that  memory,  still  will  he  cherish  ; 

lie  vows  that  he  ne'er  will  disgrace  your  renown; 
Like  you  will  he  live,  or  like  you  will  be  i>cri*h: 
WTicn  decay'd,  may  he  mingle  hi*  du*t  with  your 
own ! i«03. 


with  dtitlnctinn  in  the  siege  of  Calais  under  Edward  lit,  and 
as  among  the  knight*  who  fell  on  the  glorious  field  uf  Cressy.] 

* The  battle  of  M \r«ton  Moor,  where  the  adherent*  of 
Charlc*  I.  were  defeated. 

’ .Son  of  the  Elector  Palatine,  and  nephew  to  Tharle*  I. 
Ur  afterwards  commandnl  the  liect  in  the  reign  of  Charles  II. 

• (Sir  Nlchnlat  Byron  lervi^l  with  distinction  In  the  J-ow 
(kniiitnr*  ; and.  In  the  Orrat  Itebellion,  he  was  one  of  the 
first  to  i.ike  up  arms  In  the  roval  citiue.  After  the  battle  of 
E-dgehlll,  he  wa*  made  colond-general  of  fTiM»hire  and 
Shropshire,  and  governor  of  Chester.  *•  lie  was."  sayi  Cla- 
rendon. **  a person  of  gre.’U  affabUlly  and  dexterity,  as  well  as 
martial  knowlr<|ge,  which  gave  great  life  to  the  designs  of 
the  well  AlT<H-r(tl ; and.  with  the  encouragement  of  some  gen- 
tlemen of  Sortli  ^Va!e*.  he  raised  inch  a |K»wer  of  horse  and 
foot,  as  made  frequent  skirmishes  with  the  enemy,  itmtrlimet 
with  notable  ads anuge, never  with  signal  loss.'*.— In  1643, 
Sir  John  Kyron  wu  created  Baron  Byrmi  of  Kochdalc  In  the 
«-«mntr  of  Ijtncaster  ; and  seldom  has  a title  i»een  Isrstowed 
for  such  high  and  honourable  servi«*  as  lho«e  by  which  he 
deserved  the  gratitusle  of  his  royai  master.  Through  almost 
every  (sage  of  the  History  of  the  Civil  Wars,  we  iraee  hi* 
name  in  connertlon  svlth  the  varying  fortune*  of  the  king, 
ami  And  him  faithful,  t>ersrvering.  and  disintrreslesi  to  the 
l.’ut.  “ Sir  John  Hirnn."  say*  Mrs.  Hutchinson,  "afterward* 
Ix>rd  Biron.  arul  all  hi*  brothert.  bred  up  in  arms,  and  valiant 
men  In  their  own  fwrsfm*.  were  all  is-uslonatcly  the  king's." 
We  fin4l  also,  in  the  re|dy  of  Colonel  Hutchinson,  when 
Mvernor  of  N«rttingham.  to  hi*  tNuisin-gertnan  Sir  Kichard 
Bvr»>n,  a noble  tribute  to  the  chivalrous  fidelity  of  the  rare, 
sir  Richard,  having  M'lit  to  prevail  on  his  rrlativc  to  sur- 
render the  castle,  received  for  answer,  that  •*  except  he  found 
hit  own  heart  prone  to  such  treachery,  he  migiit  consider 
there  was.  if  nolhing  else,  to  much  of  a Byron’s  blood  in 
him.  liiat  he  should  very  much  scorn  to  betray  or  quit  a 
trust  he  had  undertaken."  — On  the  monument  of  Richard, 
the  second  I^rd  Byron,  who  Be*  hurled  in  (he  chancel  of 
Huckn.'il-Tokard  church,  there  Is  the  follnwing  inscriptloa  : 
— " Bene.tth.  in  a vault.  Is  Interred  the  l>ody  of  HichanI  I.ord 
Brnm.  who.  w ith  (he  rest  of  his  fatnilv.  being  seven  br^dhers, 
falthftillv  served  King  Charles  the  First  In  the  Hvil  wart, 
w ho  suffered  much  for  their  loyalty,  an«l  lost  all  ilieir  present 
fortunes : yet  it  pleau^d  God  so  to  bless  the  humble  endea- 
vours of  the  said  Richard  l.ord  Byron,  that  he  re-purchased 
part  of  their  ancient  Inheritance,  which  he  left  to  his  psw- 
terity,  with  a laudable  memory  fur  his  great  piety  and 
charity."] 
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LI?JES 

r/»rmw  im  '*  f.nrER*  to  as  rrAi.iAN  srs  and  ax 

EXOI  ISH  CBXTLEMAN  : m 4.  J.  ROUtSEAU:  rUUXDEU 
ox  fACTR.*' 

**  Awav,  away,  your  flattering  arts 
Alay  now  betray  M>me  simple  hearts ; 

And  you  will  smile  at  their  believing. 

And  they  shall  weep  at  your  deceiving.” 

ANSWER  TO  THE  FOREOOINfl.  AD1>afVSED  TO  MISS  , 

Dear,  simple  girl,  those  flattering  arts. 

From  which  thou’dst  guard  frail  female  hearts 
Exist  but  in  imagination,  — 

Mere  phantoms  of  tliine  own  creation  j 
Fur  he  who  views  that  witching  grace, 

That  perfect  form,  that  lovely  face, 

With  eyes  admiring,  oh  I believe  me. 

He  never  wishes  to  deceive  thee ; 

Once  In  thy  polish'd  mirror  glance. 

Thou  It  there  descry  that  elt‘gance. 

Which  from  our  sex  demands  such  praises. 

But  envy  In  the  other  raises : 

Then  he  who  tells  thee  of  thy  lieauty, 

Bidlevc  me,  only  docs  his  duty : 

Ah  I fly  not  from  the  candid  youth  ; 

It  li  not  flatter)',  — ’tls  truth, 

Juljr,  1H04. 


ADRIAN’S  ADDRESS  TO  IIIS  SOUL  WHEN 
DYING. » 


qj 

:j:y  ! 

My  Ciirs  wltli  tingling  echoes  rmg,  j 

And  life  itself  U on  the  wing  , ' 

My  eyes  refuse  the  cheering  light. 

Their  orbs  ore  veU'd  in  starless  night : i 

Such  pangs  my  nature  sinks  beneath, 

And  feels  a temi>orary  death.  * 


TRANSLATION  OF  THE  EPITAPH  ON  VIliGlL  \ 
AND  TIBULLUS. 

OT  IKlMlTlVa  SIARSUS. 

He  who  sublime  In  epic  numbers  ndl’d. 

And  he  who  struck  the  softer  lyre  of  love. 

By  Death’s*  un<H|ual  hand  alike  controll’d. 

Fit  comrades  in  Elysion  regions  move  I 

IMITATION  OF  TIBULLUS. 

" SutpU-U  ad  Ccrlnthum."..-  I.ib.  4. 

Cruel  Cerinthus  I docs  the  fell  disease 
^Vhich  racks  my  breast  your  fickle  bosom  please? 
Alas ! I wish'd  but  to  o'ercome  the  pain. 

That  1 might  live  fur  love  and  you  again ; 

Hut  now  I scarcely  shall  bewail  my  fate : 

By  death  alone  I can  avoid  your  bate. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS, 
[Lugrte,  Veneres,  Cuptdlnrsque,  &c.] 


|1 


'l 


Animcla  I Tagiita,  bUnditla, 
los|»e4  comex|iie  corporis, 

Quk  nunc  sblbis  in  loca  — 

Vallklula.  rlgida,  nu«litU. 

Nec,  ul  (olcs,  dabU  Jocos  ?] 

Ah  I gentle,  fleeting,  wav’ring  sprite, 
Friend  and  a'!i«ociate  of  this  clay  ! 

To  what  unknown  region  borne. 

Wilt  thou  now  wing  thy  distant  flight  ? 
No  more  with  wonted  humour  gay. 

But  pallid,  cheerless,  and  forlorn. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 

AD  LEsaiAM. 

Equal  to  Jove  that  youth  must  be— . 

(Greater  than  Jove  he  seems  to  me — 

WTio,  free  from  Jealousy's  alarms, 

Secnirely  views  thy  matchless  ebanns. 

That  check,  which  ever  dimpling  glows. 

That  mouth,  from  whence  such  mu^U* 

To  him,  alike,  are  always  known, 

Reserved  for  him,  and  Mm  alone. 

Ah  1 Lesbla  1 though  'Us  death  to  mr, 

I cannot  choose  but  look  on  thoc  : 

But,  at  the  sight,  my  senses  fly  ; 

I needs  must  gaze,  but,  gazing,  die  ; 

Whilst  trembling  with  a thousand  fears 
Parch’d  to  the  UmKit  my  tongue  adhere?, 

My  pulse  licats  quick,  my  breath  heaves  short. 
My  Umhs  deny  their  slight  support. 

Cold  dews  my  pallid  fhee  o'erspread. 

With  dcatlly  languor  droops  my  head, 


Ye  Cupids,  droop  each  little  head,  || 

Nor  let  vour  wings  with  joy  be  spread, 

My  I .esbla’s  Civourlte  blrti  Is  dcati,  ; 

Whom  dearer  than  her  eyes  she  love<lt  *| 

For  he  was  gentle,  and  so  true,  ij 

Obe<Uent  to  her  call  he  rfew,  t 

No  fear,  no  wild  alarm  he  knew,  I 

But  lightly  o'er  her  bosom  moved : 

And  softly  fluttering  here  and  there,  j 

He  never  sought  to  cleave  the  air,  | 

But  chirrup’d  oft,  and,  free  from  care. 

Tuned  to  her  car  bis  grateful  strain.  i 

Ntiw  having  pass’d  the  gliNimy  bourne 
From  whence  he  never  can  return,  [ 

His  death  and  Ix'tbla's  grief  1 mourn, 

Who  sighs,  al;is  I but  sighs  in  vain. 

Oh  ! curst  l»e  thou,  devouring  grave  I |t 

Whose  jaws  eternal  victims  crave,  j 

From  whom  no  earthly  power  can  save,  I 

For  thou  hast  ta'en  the  bird  away : ' | 

From  thee  my  Lesbia's  eyes  o'erflow,  ; | 

Her  swollen  cheeks  with  weeping  glow ; i j 

Thou  art  the  cause  of  all  her  woe,  h 

Receptacle  of  life's  decay.  ![ 


DfITATED  FROM  CATULLUS. 

TO  ELLEN. 

Oit  t might  I klu  those  eyes  of  Are, 

A million  scarce  would  quench  desire : 


I * UTfiis  And  Mnrrral  little  ptrcri  that  follow  apprar  to  be 
! lyagracDts  of  school  exerrUea  done  at  Harrow.} 


! 


S The  hRnd  of  Drath  t«  said  to  be  unjutt  or  uneq«i!il.  as 
Vlr^ll  wu  conilderablj’  older  Ooui  Tibullos  at  hh  dec-‘A»o. 


il 
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HVRON’S  WORKS. 


Still  woulfl  I stpcp  my  lips  In  bliss, 

An«l  dwelt  an  on  every  kiss : 

Nor  then  my  soul  should  sated  be ; 

Still  would  1 kUs  and  cling  to  thee : 

Nought  should  my  kiss  from  thine  dissever ; 
Still  would  wc  kiss,  and  kiss  for  ever; 

K’cn  though  the  numbers  did  exceed 
The  yellow  harvest’s  countless  seed. 

To  part  would  lie  a \*aln  endeavour: 

Could  I desist  ? — ah  I never — never  ! 


TRANSLATION  FROM  HORACE. 

[Justum  rt  tenacem  propo*!U  Tlrum,  Ac.] 

The  man  of  firm  and  noble  soul 
No  factious  clamours  can  control ; 

No  thrcat'nlng  tyrant’s  darkling  brow 
Can  swerve  him  from  his  Just  Intent : 

Gales  the  warring  waves  which  plough, 

By  Aiister  on  the  billows  si»cnt. 

To  curb  the  Adriatic  main. 

Would  awe  his  flx*d,  determined  mind  In  vain. 

Ay,  and  the  red  right  arm  of  Jove, 

Hurtling  his  lightnings  from  above, 

With  all  his  terrors  there  unfurl'd. 

He  would  unmoved,  unawed,  behold. 

The  flames  of  an  expiring  world. 

Again  in  crashing  chaos  roll’d. 

In  vast  promiscuous  ruin  hurl'd, 

Might  light  hl.s  glorious  funeral  pile  ; 

Still  dauntless  'midst  the  wreck  of  earth  he ’d  smile. 


FROM  ANACREON. 

[9tX«r  •.  r.  a.] 

I WISH  to  tune  my  quivering  lyre 
To  deeds  of  fame  and  notes  of  lire  ; 
To  echo,  from  its  rising  swell, 

How  heroes  fought  and  nations  fell. 
When  Atreus'  sons  advance^l  to  war, 
Or  Tyrian  Cadmus  roved  afar ; 

But  still,  to  martial  strains  unknown, 
My  ij're  recurs  to  love  alone. 

Fired  with  the  hope  of  future  fame, 

I seek  some  nobler  hero's  name ; 

I The  dying  chords  are  strung  anew, 

I To  w,ir,  to  war,  my  harp  is  due : 

I With  glowing  strings,  the  epic  strain 
I To  Jcrt'e’s  great  son  I raise  again  j 
■ Alcides  and  his  glorious  deeds, 

^ Beneath  whose  arm  the  Hydra  bleeds. 

I All,  all  in  vain  ; my  wayward  lyre 
! Wakes  silver  notes  of  soft  desire. 

I A Jlcu,  ye  chiefs  renown 'd  in  arms  5 
j Adieu  the  clang  of  war's  alarms ! 

To  other  deeds  my  soul  Is  strung, 

I And  sweeter  notes  shall  now  be  sung ; 
My  harp  shall  all  its  powers  reveal. 

To  tell  the  tale  my  heart  must  feel : 

I I Love,  Love  alone,  my  lyre  shall  claim. 
In  songs  of  bliss  and  ilghs  of  flame. 


FROM  ANACREON. 

w$6'  « *,  X.] 

’Twas  now  the  hour  when  Night  ha/1  driven 
Her  car  half  round  yon  sable  heaven ; I 

Bootes,  only,  seem'd  to  roll 
His  arctic  charge  around  the  pole; 

While  mortals,  lost  In  gentle  sleep,  I 

Forgot  to  smile,  or  ceased  to  wit-p . ^ 

At  this  lone  hour,  the  Paphion  boy, 

Descending  from  the  realms  of  joy,  ! 

Quick  to  my  gate  directs  his  course,  I 

And  knocks  with  all  his  little  force.  ‘ 

My  visions  fled,  alarm’d  I rov, 

•*  WTjat  stranger  lireaks  my  blest  repose  ? " | 

**  Alas ! " replies  the  wily  child. 

In  faltering  accents  sweetly  mild,  j 

•*  A hapless  infant  here  1 n»am,  I 

Far  from  my  dear  maternal  home. 

Oh  ! shield  me  from  the  wintry  blast  I 
The  nightly  storm  Is  pouring  fast. 

No  provrling  robber  Ungers  here. 

A w.indering  baby  who  can  fear  ? " 

I heard  his  seeming  artless  tale, 

1 heard  his  sighs  ujion  the  gale : 

My  breast  was  never  pity’s  foe. 

But  ft  lt  for  all  the  baby’s  woe. 

I drew  the  liar,  ami  by  the  light. 

Young  Love,  the  Infant,  met  my  sight ; 

Ills  bow  across  his  shouhlers  flung,  | 

An<l  thence  his  fatal  quiver  hung 
(Ah  I little  did  I think  the  dart 
W ould  rankle  Mjon  within  my  heart). 

With  care  I tend  my  wi'arr  guest. 

His  little  fingers  chill  my  breast ; 

HU  glossy  curls,  hU  azure  wing, 

WTiich  droop  with  nightly  showers,  I wring;  ^ 
HU  shivering  limbs  the  embers  warro ; 

And  now  reviving  from  the  storm, 

Scarce  bad  he  felt  his  wonted  glow,  | 

Than  swift  he  Rdzed  his  slender  bow  • I 

**  I fain  would  know,  my  gentle  host,'"  I, 

He  cried,  “ If  this  Its  strength  has  Iwt ; j 

I fear,  relax’d  with  midnight  dews,  | 

The  strings  their  former  aid  refuse.”  !, 

With  poison  tipt,  hU  arrow  flic*, 

I>eep  in  my  tortured  heart  it  lies ; 

Then  lou/l  the  Joyous  urchin  laugh’d  : — j 

••  My  bow  can  still  Impel  the  shaft : 

’Tis  firmly  fix'd,  thy  sighs  reveal  it;  j 

Say,  courteous  host,  canst  thou  not  feci  It?” 


FROM  THE  PROMETfIEl'8  VINCTUS  OF  I 
^SCIIYLU.S.  V 

[Mr3«u’  • ■.  T.  x.j  I 

Great  Jow,  to  whose  almighty  throne 
Both  gods  and  mortals  homage  pav. 

Ne’er  may  my  soul  thy  power  disown, 

Thy  dread  Iwhcsts  ne’er  disobey. 

Oft  shall  the  sacred  victim  fall 
In  sea>girt  Ocean’s  mossy  hall ; 

My  voice  shall  raise  no  impious  strain 
’Gainst  him  who  rules  the  sky  and  aiufc  main, 

-O 
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How  different  now  thy  joylcr«  fate,  * 

Since  first  Hcaione  thy  bride,  | 

^Vhen  placed  aloft  In  godlike  state,  i 

The  blushing  beauty  by  thy  side.  i 

Thou  sat'st,  while  reverend  Ocean  smiled,  I 

And  mirthful  strains  the  houn  beguiled,  | 

The  Nymph*  and  Tritons  danced  around. 

Nor  yet  thy  doom  was  fix’d,  nor  Jove  ndentle^ 
frown’d.  * 

Harrow.  Dec.  1.  1804.  j 


Since  now  the  hour  Is  come  at  last, 

When  you  must  quit  your  anxious  lorer; 

Since  now  our  dream  of  bliss  is  past. 

One  pang,  my  girl,  and  all  Is  over. 

Alas  1 that  pang  will  be  severe. 

Which  bid*  us  part  to  meet  no  more  ; 

Which  tears  me  far  from  one  so  dear, 
Departing  for  a distant  shore. 

Well  1 we  have  pass'd  some  happy  hours. 
And  joy  will  mingle  with  our  tears ; 

When  thinking  on  these  ancient  towers. 

The  shelter  of  our  Infant  years ; 

WTierc  from  this  Gothic  casement’s  height. 
We  view’d  the  lake,  the  park,  the  dell  i 

And  still,  though  tears  obstruct  our  sight, 
We  lingering  look  a last  farewell, 

O’er  fields  through  which  we  usc<l  to  run. 
And  spend  the  hours  in  childish  play ; 

O’er  shades  where,  when  our  race  was  done. 
Reposing  on  my  breast  you  lay  ; 

I,  admiring,  too  remiss 
Forgot  to  scare  the  hovering  files. 

Yet  envied  every  fly  the  kl'** 

It  dared  to  give  your  slumbering  eyes  ; 

See  still  the  little  painted  b.irk. 

In  which  I row'd  you  o’er  the  lake ; 

See  there,  high  waving  o’er  the  park, 

The  elm  1 clamber’d  for  your  sake. 

These  times  are  past — our  joys  are  gone, 
You  leave  me,  leave  this  happy  vale ; 

Tlic^e  scenes  I must  retrace  alone : 

Without  thee  what  will  they  avail  ? 

Who  can  conceive,  who  has  not  proved, 
The  anguish  of  a last  embrace  ? 

\STien,  tom  from  all  you  fondly  loved, 

You  bid  a long  adieu  to  peace. 

This  is  the  deepest  of  our  woes. 

For  this  these  tear*  our  cheeks  bedew; 

This  is  of  love  the  final  close. 

Oh,  God  I the  fondest,  last  adieu  I 


Whene’er  I view  those  lips  of  thine, 

Their  hue  invites  my  fervent  kiss ; 

Yet  I forego  that  bliss  divine, 

Alas  I it  were  unhallow’d  bliss. 

WTiene’er  I dream  of  that  pure  breast. 

How  could  1 dwell  upon  Its  snows ! 

Yet  Is  the  daring  wish  represt. 

For  that  — would  banish  its  repose. 

A glance  from  tliy  soul-searching  eye 

. Can  raise  with  hoiie,  depress  with  fear ; 

let  I conceal  my  love,  — and  why  ? 

X would  not  force  a painful  tear. 

I ne’er  hav'e  told  my  love,  yet  thou 
Mast  seen  my  ardent  flame  'oo  well ; 

And  shall  I plead  my  passion  now, 

To  make  thy  bosom’s  heaven  a hcU  ? 

No  ! for  thou  never  canst  be  mine, 

United  by  the  priest’s  decree ; 

By  any  ties  but  those  divine, 

Mine,  my  beloved,  thou  ne’er  shalt  be. 

Then  let  the  secret  fire  consume. 

Let  It  consume,  thou  shall  not  know  - 

With  joy  I court  a certain  doom. 

Rather  than  spread  its  gviilty  glow. 

I will  not  ease  my  tortured  heart. 

By  driving  dove-eyed  peace  from  thine  ; 

Rather  than  such  a sting  Impart, 

Each  thought  presumptuous  1 resign. 

Yes  1 yield  those  lips,  for  which  I’d  brave 
More  than  I here  shall  dare  to  tell ; 

Thy  innocence  and  mine  to  save,  — 

1 bid  tbee  now  a last  fkrewell. 

Tes ! yield  that  breast,  to  seek  despair 
And  ho]>e  no  more  thy  soft  embrace ; 

Which  to  obtain  my  soul  would  dare. 

All,  all  reproach — but  thy  disgrace. 

At  least  fW)m  guilt  shalt  thou  he  free, 

No  matron  shall  thy  shame  n*prove  ; 

Though  cureless  pangs  may  prey  on  me. 
No  mart3T  ihalt  thou  be  to  love. 


TO  CAROLINE. 

Thike’st  thou  I saw  thy  beauteous  eyes, 
SuffUsed  in  team.  Implore  to  stay ; 

And  heard  unmoved  thy  plenteous  sighs, 
VThlch  said  far  more  than  words  can  say  ? 

Though  keen  the  grief  thy  team  exprest. 
When  love  and  hope  lay  both  o'rrtbrown, 
Tet  sUll.  my  girl,  this  bleeding  breast 
Throbb'd  with  deep  sorrow  as  thine  own. 


< My  flrit  Harrow  verses  (that  Is.  EnKlish,  a*  ex-  ] (our  head  master)  but  eoollr.  No  one  had.  at  that  time,  the 
erduM).  a translation  uf  ■ rhorut  from  the  rrumetbeus  of  ' least  notion  that  1 should  subside  Into  poesy."  — Bgrim 
Asehyius,  wore  received  by  Ur.  Drury,  my  grand  patron  | Diary.] 
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But  when  our  cbeek»  with  an^Uh  glow'd. 
When  thy  sweet  Ups  were  join’d  to  mine. 
The  tours  that  from  my  eyelids  flow’d 
Were  lost  In  those  which  fell  flwn  thine. 

Thou  could’st  not  feel  roy  burning  cheek, 
Thy  gushing  tears  had  quench’d  its  flame ; 
And  as  thy  tongue  essay'd  to  speak. 

In  signs  alone  it  breathed  my  name. 


TO  CAROLINE. 

Ou  ! when  shall  the  grave  hide  for  ever  my  sorrows  f 
Oh  i when  shall  my  soul  wing  her  flight  from  tM* 
clay? 

The  present  Is  hell,  and  the  coming  to-morrow 
But  brings,  with  new  torture,  the  curse  of  to-day. 


And  yet,  my  girl,  we  weep  In  vain, 

In  vain  our  fate  In  slg^  deplore  ; 
Remembrance  only  can  remain,  — 

But  that  will  make  us  weep  the  more. 

Again,  thou  best  beloved,  adieu  I 
Ah  I If  thou  canst,  o’ercoroe  regret ; 
Nor  let  thy  mind  past  joys  review, — 
Our  only  hope  is  to  forget ! 


From  my  eye  flows  no  tear,  from  my  Ups  flow  no  curses,  1 1 
1 Uast  not  the  fiends  who  have  hurl'd  me  fittm  bllbs : 1 1 
For  poor  is  the  soul  which  bewullng  rehearses  i 

Its  querulous  grief,  when  in  anguish  like  this.  ! ^ 

Was  my  eye,  * stead  of  tears,  with  red  fury  flakes 

brlght'ning,  I 

Would  my  Ups  breathe  a flame  which  no  stream  ^ 1 
could  assuage,  [lightning,  ’ 

On  our  foes  should  my  glance  launch  In  vengeance  its  1 1 
With  transport  my  tongue  give  a loose  to  its  rage. 


; TO  CAROLINE. 

^ Whin  I hear  you  express  an  affection  so  warm, 

J Ne'er  think,  my  beloved,  that  I do  not  believe  ; 

, I For  your  Up  would  the  soul  of  sui^picion  disarm. 

And  your  eye  beams  a my  which  can  never  deceive. 

j 

! Yet  still  this  fond  bosom  regrets,  while  adoring, 

I That  love,  Uke  the  leaf,  must  fall  Into  the  sere  ; 

! That  age  will  come  on,  when  remembrance,  deploring, 
:j  Contemplates  the  scenes  of  her  youth  with  a tear ; 

li  That  the  time  must  arrive,  when,  no  longer  retaining 

I Their  auburn,  those  locks  must  wave  thin  to  the 
breese, 

\Hien  a few  silver  hairs  of  those  tresses  remaining. 
Prove  nature  a prey  to  decay  and  disease. 


But  now  tears  and  curses,  alike  unavailing,  ; > 

Would  add  to  the  souls  of  our  tyrants  delight ; i j 

Could  they  view  us  our  sad  separation  bewaiUng,  i ^ 
Their  merciless  hearts  would  rejoice  at  the  right 

Yet  still,  though  we  bend  with  a feign’d  resignation,  ' : 
Life  beams  not  for  us  with  one  my  that  can  cheer ; < | 
Love  and  hope  up»on  earth  bring  no  more  consolation;  1 1 
In  the  gmve  is  our  hope,  for  in  life  Is  our  fear.  ! i 

j I 

Oh  I when,  my  adored,  in  the  tomb  will  they  place  me,  I j 
Since,  in  Ufe,  love  and  friemlship  for  ever  are  fled  ? j ' 
If  again  in  the  mansion  of  death  I embrace  thee,  i j 
Perhaps  they  will  leave  unmolested  the  dead.  | j 

IMS.  .| 


’ T is  this,  my  beloved,  which  spreads  gloom  o’er  my  > 
features. 

Though  I ne’er  shall  presume  to  amdgn  the  decree  ' 
1 Which  Ood  has  proclaim’d  as  the  fate  of  bis  creatures,  \ 
In  the  death  which  one  day  will  deprive  you  of  me.  • 

I ^nstake  not,  sweet  sceptic,  the  cause  of  emotion, 

No  doubt  can  the  mind  of  your  lover  invade  ; 

He  worships  each  look  with  such  faithful  devotion, 
j A smile  can  enchant,  or  a tear  can  dissuade. 

But  as  death,  my  beloved,  soon  or  late  shall  o’ertake  us, 
And  our  breasts  which  alive  with  such  sympathy 
glow, 

W’ill  sleep  in  the  grave  till  the  blast  shall  awake  us 
I When  calling  the  dead,  tu  earth's  bosom  laid  low,  — 

Oh  I then  let  us  drain,  while  we  may,  draughts  of 
I pleasure, 

' I Which  from  passion  Uke  ours  may  unceasingly  flow ; 

I Let  us  pass  round  the  cup  of  love’s  bliss  in  fUU  inea> 
And  quaff'  the  contents  as  our  nectar  below,  [sure, 

,1  180& 

t ' [Lord  Strsogford't  (ranristioTM  of  Catnoeoi*  Amatory 
Foemi.  Ver«e>,  and  l.tttle'i  Po<*tD»,  are  mentioned  by  Mr. 
j Moore  u haring  been  at  UiU  perlc^  lb«  favourite  study  of 
J l>ird  Byron. j 

j • ["  The  latter  year*  of  Camocn*  prMrnt  a mournful  pic- 
hire,  md  merely  of  indiridual  calamity,  hut  of  national  In- 
I gratitude,  lie  mhn*e  bc«t  year*  had  been  devoted  to  the 


STANZAS  TO  A LADY, 

WITH  THE  POEMS  OT  CAMOXITS.  > 

This  votive  pledge  of  fond  esteem,  } 

Perhajw,  dear  girl!  for  me  thou  It  prixe;  j 
It  rings  of  Love’s  enchanting  dream,  I 

A theme  we  never  can  despbe.  j | 

Wlio  blames  it  but  the  enrious  fool,  | 

The  old  and  dUap|)ointed  maid  ; [ 

Or  pupil  of  the  prudish  school, 

In  single  sorrow  doom’d  to  Me  ? 

Then  read,  dear  girl ! with  feeling  read. 

For  thou  wilt  ne’er  be  one  of  those , 

To  thee  in  vain  1 shall  not  plead 
In  pity  for  the  poet’s  woes. 

He  was  in  tooth  a genuine  bard  ; 

UU  was  no  faint,  fictitious  flame : 

IJkc  his  may  love  be  thy  reward, 

But  not  thy  hapless  fate  the  same.  < 

lerrice  of  hi*  country,  he  who  had  taught  her  literary  fame 
tu  rival  the  proudest  effurU  of  Italy  itself,  and  who  seemed 
bom  to  reTlre  the  remembrance  of  ancient  gentility  and  Lu- 
cian heroUrn,  wa*  compelled  to  wander  through  the  street*, 
a wrrU'hed  dependent  on  casual  contribution.  Ow  frieod  I 
alone  remained  to  smooth  hi*  downward  path,  and  guide  hi* 
step*  to  the  grarc  nlth  gentleness  and  ronsolatiuu.  It  was  Ij 
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THE  FIRST  KISS  OF  LOVE. 

I *A 

I iSXU.  AHArBKO!!. 

Away  with  your  flctiotiA  of  flimsy  romance; 

I Those  th^uos  of  fiilM*hood  which  folly  has  wove  I 
Give  me  the  mild  beam  of  the  soul-breathing'  ;;lancc. 
Or  the  rai>ture  which  <lwelU  on  the  first  kiss  of  love. 

Te  rh^Tners,  whose  bosom*  with  phantasy  glow, 

'>  Whose  pastoral  passions  arc  made  fur  the  grove  ; 

' From  what  blest  liKpiration  your  sonnets  would  flow. 
Could  you  ever  have  tasted  the  first  kiss  of  love  1 

jf  If  Ai>ollo  should  e'er  his  assUtance  refuse, 

>1  Or  the  Nine  be  disposed  from  your  service  to  rove, 
>i  Invoke  them  no  more,  bid  adieu  to  the  muse, 

|1  And  trj'  the  effect  of  the  first  kiss  of  love. 

^ I hate  you,  ye  cold  compositions  of  art ! 
n Though  prudes  may  condemn  me,  and  bigots  re* 

' prove, 

j I court  the  effusions  that  spring  from  the  heart. 

I Which  throbs  uith  delight  to  the  first  kiss  of  love. 

I Tour  shepherds,  your  flocks,  those  fantastical  themes 
j I’erhaiH  may  :imuse,  yet  they  never  can  move ; 

|j  Aicadia  displays  but  a region  of  dream*  : 

1 tMiat  are  vUiom  like  these  to  the  fir»t  kiia  of  love  ? 

i| 

' Oh ! cease  to  affinn  that  man,  since  his  birth, 

' From  Adam  till  now,  has  with  wretchedness  strove ; 
Some  portion  of  paradise  still  Is  on  earth. 

And  Eden  revives  In  the  first  kUs  of  love. 

!'  When  age  chills  the  blood,  when  our  pleasures  are 
|j  past  — 

! For  years  fleet  away  with  the  wings  of  the  dove  — 
j The  dearol  remembrance  will  *tUl  be  the  l.xst, 
i Our  sweidest  memuriul  the  first  kiss  of  love. 


ON  A CHANGE  OF  MASTERS  AT  A GREAT  I 
PUBLIC  SCHOOL.  * | 

Wnaai  are  those  honours,  Ida  ! once  your  own,  i 
When  lhi>bus  * filled  your  magisterial  throne  ? i 

Antonio,  hli  slave,  a natire  of  Java,  who  had  accompanied 
Camex-o*  to  Kurope,  after  having  rescued  him  iroin  the 
waves,  when  •hipwrecked  at  tlw  m<Ki(h  of  the  Meeon.  Thll 
faithful  atlcniL-int  was  wont  to  Mwk  alm«  throughout  Lisboa, 
aoit  at  night  shared  the  protioce  of  the  day  with  hi*  poor  nml 
brokcn-hearled  master.  Uul  hU  friendship  was  employed  In 
vain.  Camoi^s  sank  beneath  the  prrsiure  of  penury  and 
disease,  and  died  In  an  alms-house  early  in  the  year  079- — 
SlKANGrotD.] 

‘ rin  March.  Iftns,  Ur.  Drury  retired  from  hls  situ-itlon  of 
head-master  at  llorrow,  and  was  succeeded  by  Dr.  Bulii  r.] 

♦ Dr.  Drury,  w hom  I phigucd  sufficiently,  was  the  best, 
the  kimlest  (ar^  yet  strict.  to«»)  friend  1 ever  nad ; and  [ look 
uprxi  him  still  as  a father."'— ^yrtm  />iar|r.] 

> [•*  At  Harrow  1 was  a most  unpopular  hoy,  but  /erf  latterly, 
ami  have  retained  many  of  my  srnool  friendship*,  artd  all  | 
my  dislikes  — except  to  Dr.  Butler,  whom  I treated  rehel- 
liously.  and  h.ive  l>e«'ti  sorry  ever  since,"  — ^gfvn  — 

The  reixmcMIatlnn  which  took  plare  Iwtween  him  .ahd  Dft 
Butler,  before  hli  de{>urture  for  Grt’Ci'e.  In  iHOii,  I*.  s.iys 
Mr.  Moore.  •*  one  of  those  Instances  of  nWahUlty  and  rUahle- 
ness  with  which  his  life  alsoumied.  Not  content  with  this 
private  atorM>ment  to  the  Doctor,  It  was  hls  Intention,  had 
he  puWUbetl  another  edition  of  the  Hoiirs  of  IdUmess,  to 
t'jbaUtute,  fur  the  offcnilTe  verses  agaiott  that  gentleman. 


A*  ancient  Rome,  fa*t  fitlling  to  dUgmre. 

Hail'd  a barb;trlan  In  her  Ca-sir’s  place. 

So  you,  degenerate,  share  a*  hard  a fate, 

And  seat  romi*>*u.'(  where  your  ITobus  sate. 

Of  narrow  bmin,  ycl  of  a namiwer  loul, 
Pumposus  3 hold*  you  in  bis  harsh  control ; 
Pomposus  by  no  eocial  virtue  sway'd, 

^^'itb  florid  janton,  and  with  *'.iin  i*arade  ; 

With  noisy  nunx-nH*,  and  new-fangled  rules 
Such  as  were  ne’er  before  enforceil  in  schuuU. 
Mistaking  ixdantry  for  leaniing's  laws. 

He  govern*,  sanction'd  but  by  self-applause  ; 

With  him  the  same  dirt'  fate  attending  Rome, 
Ill-fated  Ida!  sckin  must  stamp  your' doom  ; 

Like  her  o’erthrown,  for  ever  lost  to  fume, 

No  trace  (ff  science  IrR  you,  but  the  name. 

July,  I an. 


TO  THE  DUKE  OF  DORSET.  ♦ 

Doasrr  ^ ! whose  early  steps  with  mine  have  *lr.iyM,  ' 
Exploring  every  path  of  Ida’s  gbule  ; < 

Whom  still  affection  taught  me  to  defend,  | 

And  made  me  less  a tyrant  than  a friend,  I 

Though  the  harsh  custom  of  our  youthful  ban  | 

Hade  thee  obey,  and  gave  to  command  ; ^ 

Thee,  on  whose  hcatl  a few  short  years  will  shower  j 
The  gift  of  riches  and  the  pride  of  power  , I 

E'en  now  a name  illustrious  is  thine  own, 

Reiiown’d  in  rank,  not  far  beneath  the  throne. 

Yet,  Dorset,  let  not  this  seduce  thy  soul 
To  shuu  fair  science,  or  evade  control, 

Though  |»a**{vc  tutor*  ?,  fearful  to  dispraise 
The  titled  child,  whose  future  breath  may  raise, 

View  ducal  erroi-*  with  indulgent  eyes. 

And  wink  at  fault*  they  tremble  to  cha-tise. 

When  youthful  parasite*,  who  bend  the  knee 
To  wealth,  their  golden  idol,  not  to  thee, — 

And  even  In  simple  Uiyhood’s  o|>cning  dawn 
Some  slaves  are  found  to  flatter  and  to  fawn, — 

When  these  declare,  “ that  jK>mp  alone  should  wait 
On  one  by  birth  prcdcstine«l  to  be  great ; 

That  books  were  only  meant  for  drudging  fools 
That  gallant  spirit*  scorn  the  common  rules 
i Believe  them  not;  — they  point  the  path  to  shame, 
And  seek  to  blast  the  honour*  of  thy  name. 

a frank  avowal  nf  the  wrong  he  had  been  gxdlty  of  In  giving 
vent  to  them."] 

* la  looking  over  my  r>aperi  to  select  a few  atldltlona) 
po«ns  for  thll  te*-tmd  edition.  I found  the  above  ilne«,  which 
I hod  ttdally  furs  >ttm.  rom|Hi»ed  tn  the  summer  of  lWh\  a 
short  time  pretlous  to  niy  UepArUirfl  from  Harrow.  They 


I hod  ttdally  furs  >ttm.  rom|Hi»ed  tn  the  summer  of  lWh\  a 
short  time  pretlous  to  niy  UepArUire  from  Harrow.  They 
were  addressed  to  a yuuns  schuolfrllow  of  hisb  rank,  whu  had 
been  my  frequent  coiapaulun  in  some  raintdes  through  the 
nelghUmriiis  country  : however,  be  never  saw  the  lines,  and 
most  probably  never  wilt.  As,  on  a re-perusal,  I found  them 
Dot  wurtie  thvi  some  other  piece*  in  the  rollertton,  I have 
now  publUhe«1  them,  fur  the  first  time,  after  a slisht  revtsloD. 

* [George-John-Frederlck,  fourth  Duke  of  Dorset,  bom 
November  lA,  I7'.i3.  This  amiable  notdeman  was  killed  by  a 
fall  from  hi*  horse,  while  hunting  near  Dublin,  February  22, 
lalA.  being  on  a visit  at  the  time  to  hi*  mother,  the  duchess- 
dowitger.  and  her  second  huitMnd,  Charles  Earl  of  Whit- 
worth, then  l.ord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland.] 

• At  every  public  nhool  the  Jtmior  boys  are  completely 
sub-vcrvimi  to  the  upper  form*  till  they  attain  a seat  In  the 
iilgher  closiet.  hrtfm  this  state  of  pruh.'ition.  very  properly, 
no  rniik  U exempt ; but  after  a certain  porKxl,  they  commaad 
in  turn  those  w ho  succeed. 

f Allow  me  to  disclaim  any  personal  allutluni.  even  lb# 
most  distant:  1 merely  tnentluo  geueroUy  what  is  too  uftaa 
toe  weaknesa  of  preceptors. 
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I Turn  to  the  few  in  Ida’s  early  throng* 

; NVhow  souU  dl^lain  not  to  condemn  the  wrong ; 

I I Or  if,  amidst  the  comrades  of  thy  youth, 

I j None  dare  tu  raise  the  sterner  voice  of  truth, 

j ! Ask  thine  own  heart ; ’t  will  bid  thee,  boy,  forbear ; 

I I For  w€li  I know  that  virtue  lingers  there. 

1 1 Yes  ! I have  mark'd  thee  many  a iiassing  day, 

I Hut  now  new  scenes  inWte  me  &r  away ; 

I Yes  { I have  mark'd  within  that  generous  mind 
> A soul,  if  well  matured,  to  ble&s  mankind. 

I I Ah  t though  myself,  by  nature  haughty,  wild, 

;!  \Miom  Indiscretion  hail'd  her  favourite  child  ; 

[ 1 Though  every  error  stamps  me  for  her  own, 

^ And  dooms  my  fall,  I fain  would  fdl  alone  ; 

I Tliougb  my  proud  heart  no  precept  now  can  tame, 

; 1 love  the  virtues  which  I cannot  claim. 

*T  is  not  enough,  with  other  sons  of  power. 

To  gleam  the  lambent  meteor  pf  an  hoiu* ; 

To  swell  some  peerage  page  in  feeble  pride, 

With  long-drawn  names  that  grace  no  page  beside ; 
Then  share  with  titled  crowds  the  common  lot  — 

In  life  just  gaxed  at,  in  the  grave  forgot ; 

^^llile  nought  divides  thee  ^m  the  vulgar  dead, 
Kxcept  the  dull  cold  stone  that  hides  Uiy  head, 

The  mouldering  'scutcheon,  or  the  herald’s  roll. 

That  well-emblaxon'd  but  neglected  scroll, 
i Where  lords,  unhonour’d,  in  the  tomb  may  find 
One  spot,  to  leave  a worthless  name  behind. 

There  sleep,  unnoticed  as  the  gloomy  \'aults 
I Tltat  veil  their  dust,  their  follies,  and  their  faults, 
i A race,  with  old  armorial  lists  o'erspread, 

! In  records  destined  never  to  be  read. 

I Fain  would  I view  thee,  with  prophetic  eyes, 

I Exulted  more  among  the  good  and  wise, 

A glorious  and  a tong  career  pursue, 

[ As  first  In  rank,  the  first  in  talent  too : 

Spurn  every  vice,  each  little  meanness  shun  ; 

I Not  Fortune's  minion,  but  her  noblest  son. 

Turn  to  the  annals  of  a former  day ; 

! Bright  are  the  deeds  thine  earlier  sires  display. 

: . One,  though  a courtier,  lived  a man  of  worth, 

I And  call'd,  proud  Ixiast ! the  British  drama  forth.  > 

I Another  view,  not  less  renown'd  for  wit ; 

; Alike  fur  courts,  and  camps,  or  senates  fit ; 

. Btild  in  the  field,  and  favour’d  by  the  Nine  ; 

I : In  every  splendid  part  ordain'd  to  shine ; 

' I Far,  far  distinguish'd  foom  the  glittering  throng, 

I I The  pride  of  princes,  and  the  boast  of  song.  < 

. , Such  were  thy  fathers  ; thus  preserve  their  name  ; 

1 1 Nut  heir  to  titles  only,  but  to  fome. 

II  The  hour  draws  nigh,  a few  brief  days  will  close, 

I To  me,  thU  little  scene  of  Joys  and  woes } 

' * C*'  ThoTDJU  SarkYlUe.  X>ord  Buckburit.  wm  bom  in  1&77. 

lj  Whl|«  A student  of  the  Inner  Temple,  he  wrote  hU  tragedy 
['  of  Gorbodiic,  which  was  played  lefore  Queen  BlUabeut  at 
^ Whitehall,  in  IKl.  Hit  tragr<^,  and  hit  contribution  of  the 
Iiidurtioa  and  legend  of  the  Uukc  of  Burkingham  to  the 
*’  Mirror  fur  Magistrate*,”  cotnpone  the  poetical  hlitory  of 
SarkriUe.  The  rest  of  It  wat  pollttral.  In  iGOS,  he  wat 
I created  Karl  of  Dorset  hy  Jamet  I.  He  died  luddenly  at  the 
I council  table,  in  contequenre  of  a dropty  on  the  brain.”— 
^ CAMCBStL.] 

3 [Charles  SAckTlIle,  Earl  of  Dorset,  wat  bom  In  1R37,  and 
died  in  170G.  He  was  esteemed  the  mmt  accompllthed  roan 
of  hit  day,  and  alike  dittlngulthed  in  the  roluptuou*  court  of 
I;  Cbarlet  II.  and  the  gloomy  or.«  of  William  III.  He  behaved 
! with  ronsiderable  g,-UlAntry  in  the  tcA-llght  with  the  Dutch 
I in  IPTA  : on  the  day  pmtniu  to  which  hr  ii  tnid  to  hare  com- 
oted  hit  ccIrbratAt  song.  To  ali  you  I.adifM  noir  at  l.amd. 
li*  rharacter  bax  been  drawn  in  the  highosC  colours  by 
!•  Dryden,  Tope,  !*rior,  and  Cortgrevf.] 
j;  • t*‘  I have  just  been,  or  rather  ought  to  be,  very  much 


Each  knell  of  Time  now  warns  me  to  resign 
ilhadcs  where  Hope,  Peace,  and  Friendship  all  were 
mine : 

Hope,  that  could  vary  like  the  rainbow’s  hue, 

And  gild  their  pinions  as  the  moments  flew  ; 

Peace,  that  refiection  never  fWiwn’d  away, 

By  dreams  of  ill  to  cloud  some  future  day ; 

I Friendship,  whose  truth  let  childhood  only  tell ; 

Alas  I they  love  not  long,  who  love  so  well. 

To  these  adieu  ! nor  let  me  linger  o’er 
.Scenes  hail'd,  as  exiles  hail  their  native  shore, 
j Receding  slowly  through  the  dark-blue  deep. 

Beheld  by  eyes  that  mourn,  yet  cannot  weep. 

Dorset,  fii^well  I I will  not  ask  one  part 
Of  sad  remembrance  In  so  young  a heart ; 

The  coming  morrow  from  thy  youthful  mind 
W’iU  sweep  my  name,  nor  ieave  a trace  behind. 

And  yet,  perhaps  in  some  maturer  year, 

Since  chance  has  thrown  us  In  the  self-same  sphere. 
Since  the  same  senate,  nay,  the  same  debate, 

May  one  day  claim  our  suffrage  for  the  state. 

We  hence  may  meet,  and  pa.ss  each  other  by, 

With  faint  regani,  or  cold  and  distant  eye. 

For  me,  in  future,  neither  friend  nor  foe, 

A stranger  to  thyself,  thy  weal  or  woe, 

With  thee  no  more  again  I hope  to  trace 
The  recollection  of  our  early  race ; 

No  more,  as  once.  In  social  hours  rg'oice. 

Or  hear,  unless  in  crowds,  thy  well-known  voice  : 

Still,  if  the  wishes  of  a heart  untaught 

To  veil  those  feelings  which  perchance  It  ought. 

If  these,  — but  let  me  cease  the  lengthen’d  strain,— 
Ob  ! If  these  wishes  are  not  breathed  in  vain, 

The  guardian  seraph  who  directs  thy  fate 
Will  leave  thee  glorious,  as  he  found  thee  great,  s 

jsn5. 


FB.\GMENT, 

waiTTVK  SHoarLY  aftfr  th>  mahriage  or  Misa 
niAWORTH. 

Hills  of  Annesley  ! bleak  and  barren. 

Where  my  thoughtless  childhood  stray'd. 

How  the  northern  tempests,  warring, 

Howl  above  thy  tufted  shade  ! 

Now  no  more,  the  hours  begiilllng. 

Former  favourite  haunts  I see  ; 

Now  no  more  my  Mary  smiling 
Makes  ye  seem  a heaven  to  me.  * 

1906. 

■hocked  by  (he  death  of  the  Duke  of  Dorset.  We  were  at 
school  together,  and  there  1 wot  pauionately  attached  to 
him.  Since,  we  have  never  met,  but  once.  1 think,  since 
ISOA— and  It  would  be  a paltry  afIbcLatlon  to  pi?,end  that  1 
had  any  feeling  fur  him  worth  the  name.  But  there  was  a 
time  in  my  life  when  this  event  would  have  broken  my  heart  ; 
and  all  1 can  say  fur  It  now  Is  — that  It  is  not  worth  breaking. 
The  recollection  of  what  1 once  felt,  and  ought  to  have  fell 
now,  hut  could  not.  set  me  pondering,  and  finally  into  the 
train  of  thought  which  you  have  in  your  hand*.  — Bfron 
hetteri,  ISIS.  — The  Verses  referred  to  were  those  meiarw 
choly  ones,  beginning.  — ” 'i'here's  not  a juy  the  world  can 
give,  like  Uioae  it  take*  away.*'J 
* [The  clrrumstanrrs  which  lent  so  peeultar  an  Interest  to 
Lora  Byron's  introduction  to  the  family  of  Chawortb.  art 
suIBclentlv  explained  In  the  ” Notice*  or  hii  l.lfe.”  ” Th« 
young  laefv  herself  combined.”  sars  Mr.  Moore,  ” with  the 
many  worldly  advantage*  that  etsclrcled  her,  miu-h  personal 
heauly,  and  a disposition  the  most  amiaide  artd  attaching. 
Though  already  fully  alive  to  her  channs,  It  was  at  tbi*  peri^ 
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norms  of  idleness. 
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GRANTA.  A Mrulky. 

’A*y¥*im*t  f*>ix**’ 

Oh  ! could  Le  Safe's  * demon's  gift 
Be  realised  at  iny  desire, 

This  night  my  trembling  form  he 'd  lift 
To  place  It  on  St  Mary’f  spire. 

Then  would,  unroord,  old  Granta’s  halls 
Fedantlr  inmates  full  display  ; 

Fellows  who  dream  on  lawn  or  stalls. 

The  price  of  venal  votes  to  pay. 

Then  would  I view  each  rival  wight. 

Petty  and  Palmerston  survey  ; 

^Tio  cjinvass  there  with  all  their  might 
Against  the  next  elective  day.  * 

Lo ! candidates  and  voters  lie  ^ 

Ail  lull'd  in  sleep,  a goodly  number  : 

A race  renown’d  for  piety, 

WTiose  conscience  won't  disturb  their  slumber. 

lx)rd  H 1 indeed,  may  not  demur; 

Fellows  arc  sage  reflecting  men  ; 

They  know  preferment  can  occur 
But  very  seldom,  — now  and  then. 

They  know  the  Chancellor  has  got 
Some  pretty  livings  in  disi^osal  t 
Each  hopes  that  one  may  be  his  lot 
And  therefore  smiles  on  hla  proposal. 

Now  from  the  soporific  scene 

1 11  turn  mine  eye,  as  night  grows  later, 

To  view,  unheeded  and  unseen, 

The  studious  sons  of  Alma  Mater. 

There,  In  apartments  small  and  damp 
The  candidate  for  college  prises 
Sits  poring  by  the  midnight  lamp ; 

Goes  late  to  bed,  yet  early  rb^ 

He  surely  well  deserves  to  gain  them, 

With  all  the  honours  of  his  college, 

W*ho,  striving  hardly  to  obtain  them. 

Thus  seeks  unprofitable  knowledge  i 

Who  sacrifices  hoims  of  rest 
To  scan  precisely  metres  attic  ; 

Or  agitates  hb  anxious  breast 
In  solving  |>roblems  mathematic  : 

0^^  that  the  young  poet  seems  to  hare  drunk  deepest  of 
that  fascinatinn  irhose  rffeTU  were  to  be  so  lasting : sU  short 
weeks  which  hr  passed  In  her  rumnany  t>rine  suRicient  to 
lay  the  foundation  of  a feellnfr  for  all  life.  WUn  the  tiimmer 
holidays  muled  (hli  dream  of  his  youth.  He  saw  Mist  Cha* 
worth  once  more  In  the  Hiirctedfng  year,  and  tmik  his  last 
farewell  of  her  nn  that  hill  ne.ir  Annesley.  which.  In  bis 
poem  of ' Tlie  Pream,'  he  de«rrihrs  so  happily  as  * crowned 
with  a peculiar  diadem.’  ” In  August.  1ho\  the  was  married 
to  John  Musters,  F.sq. ; and  died  at  Wlserton  Hall,  in  Fe- 
bruary, IH33.  in  eoas^urnre.  it  is  helterml,  of  the  alarm  and 
I danger  to  which  she  had  boen  exposed  during  the  sack  of 
Colwlek  Hall  by  a party  of  rioters  from  Kottlnaham.  The 
, unfortunate  iaily  had  been  In  a feeble  state  of  health  for 
I sereral  years,  and  she  and  her  daughter  were  obliged  to  take 
! shelter  from  the  riolenee  of  the  mob  in  a shrubbery,  where, 
partly  from  cold,  partly  from  terror,  her  conicltiition  sus- 
tained a shock  which  it  wanted  rigour  to  resist.] 

I The  Diable  Bolteux  of  Lc  Sage,  where  Asmodeui,  the 
demon,  places  I>on  Cleofai  on  an  olerated  situation,  and 
unroofs  the  houses  for  Inspection. 

’ (On  the  death  of  Mr.  Pitt,  in  January,  1W6,  Lord  Henry 


Who  reads  false  quantities  in  Scale,  ^ 

Or  pussies  o’er  the  deep  triangle ; 

Deprivt'd  of  many  a wholesome  meal ; 

In  barbarous  Latin  doom'd  to  wrangle  t 

Renouncing  every  ]>lea.<(lng  page 
From  authors  of  historic  use ; 

Preferring  to  the  letter’d  sage 
The  square  of  the  hypothenuse.  f 

Still,  harmless  arc  these  ocaipntlons. 

That  hurl  none  but  the  hapless  student, 

Cumitared  with  other  recreations. 

Which  bring  together  the  Imprudent ; 

Whose  d.aring  revels  shock  the  sight. 

When  vice  and  infamy  combine. 

When  drunkenness  and  dice  Invite, 

As  every  sense  b steep'd  in  w!ct*. 

Not  so  the  mcthodbtic  crew, 

WTio  plans  of  refonnatlon  lay ; 

In  humble  attitude  they  sue. 

And  for  the  sins  of  others  pray : 

Forgetting  that  their  pride  of  spirit. 

Their  exultation  In  their  trial. 

Detracts  most  lai^ely  from  the  merit 
Of  all  their  boasted  self-denial. 

'T  Is  mom  ! — from  these  I turn  my  sight. 

\Vhat  scene  Is  this  which  meets  the  eye  ? 

A numerous  crowd,  array'd  in  white,  ** 

Across  the  green  in  numbers  fly. 

Ix>ud  rings  In  air  the  chapel  bell ; 

‘Tb  hush'd.  — what  sounds  are  these  1 heai  ? 

The  organ’s  soft  celr^linl  swell 
Rolb  deeply  on  the  Ust’nlng  ear. 

To  this  b join’d  the  sacred  song. 

The  rojoU  minstrers  hallow'd  strain ; 

Though  he  who  hears  the  music  long 
Will  never  wbh  to  hear  again. 

Our  choir  would  scarcely  be  excused, 

Even  as  a band  of  raw  beginners ; 

All  mercy  now  must  be  refused 
To  such  a set  of  croaking  sinners. 

Petty  and  I.ord  Palmerston  were  randidotes  to  represcat  tbs 
University  of  Cambridge  in  parliament.] 

3 [In  the  private  volume,  the  fourth  and  fifth  stanzas  ran 
thus:~ 

“ One  on  his  power  and  plare  depends, 

7*he  other  on  — the  I^ord  knows  what  i 
Earh  to  some  eloquenre  pretends. 

Though  neither  will  convince  by  that. 

“ The  first.  Indeed,  may  nut  demur ; 

Ketiows  are  sage  reflcctlug  men,"  Ac.] 

* [Edward-Harrey  Ibwke,  tliird  Lord  Haw'kc.  His  lord- 
ship died  in  1S24.] 

* Seale’s  publication  on  Creek  Metres  dliplavs  considerable 
talent  and  ingenuity,  but,  as  mlgiit  be  experted  in  to  diflicult 
a work,  is  not  remarkable  for  accuracy. 

* The  I.atln  of  the  schools  is  of  the  canine  tptcies,  and 
not  very  Intelllgiblv. 

J The  discovery  of  Ps-thafroras,  that  the  square  of  the  hy- 
pothmuse  Is  equal  to  too  squares  of  the  other  two  Udts  if  a 
right-angled  triangle. 

* On  a saint's  day,  the  students  wear  surplices  In  c/.ar'CJ. 
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If  David,  when  his  toib  were  ended. 

Had  heard  these  blockheads  sliMt  befurc  hint, 

1 To  us  hU  psalms  had  ne'er  dcscendeiU  — 

I'  In  furious  mood  be  would  have  tore  'em. 

I 

!'  The  luckless  Israelites,  when  taken 
I By  some  inhuman  tyrant’s  order, 

; ! Were  ask'd  to  sing,  by  joy  forsaken, 

,j  On  Babylonian  river's  border. 

Ob ! had  they  sung  in  notes  like  these. 

Inspired  by  stratagi'm  or  fear. 

They  might  have  set  their  hearts  at  case, 

I The  devil  a soul  bad  stay'd  to  bear. 

j But  if  I scribble  longer  now, 

I The  deuce  a soul  will  stay  to  read : 

I My  pen  U blunt,  my  ink  is  low  ; 

'T  U almost  time  to  stop,  Indecil. 

I Thmfore,  farewell,  old  Gmnta’s  spires  I 
I No  more,  like  Cleofas,  t fly  ; 

I No  more  thy  theme  my  muse  inspires ; 

I The  reader’s  tlrctl,  and  so  am  I. 

I IH06. 
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WORKS.  II 


While,  to  swell  my  young  pride,  such  applauses  re- 
sounded, 

I fancied  that  Mossop  himself  was  outshone : 

Or,  as  I.,ear,  I pour’d  forth  the  deep  imprecation. 

By  my  daughters,  of  kingdom  and  rea«on  deprived ; 
Till,  flr^  by  loud  plaudits  ^ and  »elf*a<lulatiun, 

1 regarded  myself  as  a Garrick  revived. 

Yc  dreams  of  my  boyhood,  how  much  I regret  you  I 
Unladed  your  memory  dwells  in  my  br\*ast ; 
Though  sad  and  deserted,  I ne’er  can  forget  you ; 
Your  pleasures  may  stiU  be  in  fancy  i»o»sest. 

To  Ida  full  ofl  may  remembrance  restore  me,  7 
While  fate  shall  the  shades  of  the  future  unrtdl ! 
Since  darkness  o’ershadows  the  prospect  before  me. 
More  dear  U the  brum  of  the  past  to  my  soul. 

But  if,  through  the  course  of  the  years  which  await  me. 
Some  new  scene  of  pleasure  should  open  to  view, 

I will  say,  while  with  rapture  the  thought  ^hall  elate  me, 
Oh ! such  were  the  days  which  my  inftmey  knew." 

1S06. 


ON  A DI.STANT  VIKW  OF  THE  VILLAGE  AND 
SCHOOL  OF  HARROW  ON  THE  HILL. 

' Oh  I mlhi  prclcrltoi  rrferat  i)  Jupilcr  onoos.  — Virgil. 

I Y*  seems  of  my  childhood,  whose  loveii  recollection 
F.mbitterf»  the  pra^ent,  compared  with  the  pa«»t ; 
W'here  science  flrst  dawn’d  on  the  powers  of  reflection. 
And  friendships  were  form’d,  too  romantic  to  la»t ; > 

f 

^ Where  fancy  yet  joys  to  trace  the  resemblance 
Of  comrades.  In  friendship  and  mischief  allied  ; 
How  welcome  to  me  your  ne'er  fading  remembrance, 
Wlilcb  rests  in  the  bosom,  though  hope  U deiued  1 

Again  I revisit  the  hUU  where  we  sported. 

The  streams  where  we  swam,  and  the  fields  where 
I we  fought ; * [sorted. 

The  school  where,  loud  warn’d  by  the  bell,  we  re- 
To  pore  o'er  the  precepts  by  pedagogues  taught 

Again  I liehold  where  for  hours  I have  ponder'd, 

I As  reclining,  at  eve,  on  yon  tombstone  * I lay ; 

1 Or  round  the  steep  brow  of  the  churchyard  I wander'd, 
To  catch  the  last  gleam  of  the  sun*#  setting  ray. 

I 1 once  more  view  the  room,  with  spectators  sur- 
|l  roundcil, 

I Where,  as  Zaiiga  ■*,  I trod  on  Alonio  o'erthrown  ; 

' • (“  My  KhiviUfriendshlps  were  with  ine  pattioHS  (for  I 

wu  always  riolefit){  Uit  1 do  not  know  that  there  U one 
whif  h hat  rtMluied  (to  l*e  tore  tome  hare  been  cut  ihort  by 
death)  till  now.*'— Diarp,  ls2t.j 
* f"  At  Harrow  I fought  my  way  »eiy  fairly,  i think  I 
loit  but  one  battle  out  of  serrn."  Ibtd.j 

I I * (They  ibow  a tomb  In  the  churchyard  at  Harrow,  eoro- 
|{  maiidlng  a slew  orer  Windtur,  which  was  su  well  known  (o 
I be  hit  favourite  rvtiinp-place,  that  the  (Niyt  called  It  Uj* 
I ron‘#  Tomh ; '*  aiwl  here,  they  #ay,  be  used  to  tit  for  hours, 

» rapt  up  in  thought.] 

I ! * (Fer  the  display  of  hU  decl.omatnry  powert,  on  the 

cpeifch-dayt,  he  selecli*d  alwayi  the  mmt  vi*hem<M<t  p.’usage*  ; 
I such  as  tve  spcrch  of  Zanea  o«er  the  body  of  Alonso,  and 
. Lear's  adilress  to^tlie  itorm.j 


TO  M 

Oh  ! did  those  ej*cs,  instead  of  fire. 

With  bright  but  mild  afil'ction  shine. 

Though  they  might  kindle  less  desire, 
lx>ve,  more  than  mortal,  would  U'  thine. 

For  thou  art  form’d  so  heavenly  fair, 

Howe'er  those  <>rl>s  may  wildly  beam,  J 

We  must  admire,  but  still  despair  ; i 

That  fatal  glance  furitids  esteem. 

WTien  Nature  stamp'd  thy  beauteous  birth, 

So  much  pt*rfection  In  thee  shone, 

She  fear’d  that,  too  divine  for  earth. 

The  skies  might  claim  thee  for  their  own : 

Thv*rrforr,  to  guard  her  dearest  work,  | 

Lest  angels  might  dispute  the  prixe.  i 

She  bade  a secret  lightning  lurk  1 

Within  those  once  celestial  eyes. 

These  might  the  boldest  sylph  appal. 

When  gleaming  with  meridian  bUxe  ; I 

Thy  beauty  must  enrapture  all;  ' 

But  who  can  dare  thine  ardent  gaie  ? 

*T  U said  that  Berenice’s  hair 

In  stars  adorns  the  vault  of  heaven  ; I 

But  they  would  ne’er  permit  thee  there, 

Thou  wouldst  so  Car  outshine  the  seveiL 

• Mottop,  a c(M«rmponu7  of  Garrick,  famoui  for  hU  per-  I 

furmaiice  of  Zanga.  i 

* (*•  My  grand  patron.  Dr.  Dmry,  hnd  a great  notion  that  t i 

should  turn  out  an  orator.  (Vom  my  fluency,  iny  turbulence,  | 
iny  «-oice.  my  copiouioeti  of  doctainatlon,  and  tny  acUem.’*  — | 

JJyrun  Diary.]  , 

• ( in  the  private  roluroe  the  two  la«t  tianzas  ran I 
“ t thought  thii  poor  bmin.  fever'd  even  to  madness,  : 

Of  tears,  as  of  reason,  for  ever  wa«  drain'd  ; j 

But  the  drops  which  now  flow  down  this  bosom  of  sadness,  j 
Convince  me  the  springs  have  some  inuliture  retain'd.  i 

Sweet  scenes  of  my  childhood  I your  blest  reroUrotinn 
Has  wrung  from  the*e  ryellda,  to  weeping  long  dead,  ] 
In  torrents  the  tears  of  my  warmest  afTes-tifin, 

The  Ian  and  the  fondest  I ever  shall  shed."] 
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For  did  those  eyes  as  planets  roll. 

Thy  sister-lights  would  scarce  appear: 

E'en  suns,  which  systems  now  control, 

Would  twinkle  dimly  through  their  sphere.  * 

ISOC. 


TO  WOMvVN. 

Woman  i experience  might  have  told  me, 
That  all  must  love  thee  who  behold  thee  : 
Surely  experience  might  have  taught 
Thy  firmest  promises  are  nought : 

But,  place*!  In  all  thy  charms  before  me, 

All  I forget,  but  to  adore  thee. 

Oh  memory ! thou  choicest  blessing 
When  Join'd  with  hope,  when  stiU  {N>sscssiiig ; 
But  how  much  cumed  by  every  lover 
\^*hen  hope  Is  fietl  and  passion  *s  over. 

Woman,  that  ftilr  and  fond  deceiver. 

How  prompt  are  striplings  to  believe  her  ! 
How  throbs  the  puUe  when  first  we  view 
The  eye  that  mils  in  glossy  blue. 

Or  sparkles  black,  or  mildly  throws 
A t>eam  from  under  haael  brows  ! 

How  ijuick  we  creitlt  every  oath. 

And  hear  her  plight  the  willing  tn>tb  t 
Fondly  we  hope  'twill  last  for  aye, 

Mlien  lo  I she  changes  in  a day. 

This  reconl  will  for  ever  stand, 

**  Woman,  thy  vows  are  traced  in  sand."  3 


TO  M.  S.  G. 

Whim  I dream  that  you  love  me,  you’ll  surely  forgive ; 

Kxtend  not  your  anger  to  sleep ; 

For  in  visions  alone  your  affection  can  llve,«— 

1 rise,  and  it  leaves  me  to  weep. 

Then,  Morpheus  1 envelope  ray  faculties  fast. 

Shed  o'er  me  your  languor  benign  ; 

Should  the  dream  of  to-night  but  resemble  the  last, 
What  rapture  celestial  U mine  I 

They  tell  us  that  slumber,  the  sister  of  death. 
Mortality’s  emblem  is  given  ; 

To  fate  how  I long  to  resign  my  frail  breath, 

1/  this  be  a foretaste  of  heaven  ! 

Ah  1 frown  not,  sweet  lady,  unbend  your  s<ift  brow, 
Nor  deem  me  too  happy  In  this  ; 

If  1 sin  in  my  dream,  I atone  hir  it  now, 

Thus  doom'd  but  to  gaxe  upon  bliss. 

Though  in  visions,  sweet  lady,  porhniis  you  may  cmiie. 
Oh  I think  not  my  penance  deficient ! 

When  dreams  of  your  presence  my  slumbers  beguile. 
To  awake  will  be  torture  sufficient. 

• “ Two  of  ths  tUresf  lUrs  In  all  tha  hearen. 

HatIdc  lutne  btislness,  do  inireat  her  ejres. 

To  tvTokla  In  their  spheres  till  they  return."— Siuxs. 

3 The  last  line  Is  almost  a literal  translation  front  a Spa- 
nish proverb. 

* [t>f  this  **  Mary,"  who  Is  rwt  to  be  confounded  with  the 
heiress  of  Annesley,  or"  Mary"uf  Aberdeen,  all  that  has 
been  ascertained  Is,  that  she  was  of  an  humble,  if  not  equl- 


TO  MARY. 

oir  aicatviKO  iiaa  ricruax.  3 

This  feint  resemblance  of  thy  charms. 

Though  strong  as  mortal  art  could  give,  ^ 

Hy  constant  heart  of  fear  disarms. 

Revives  my  hopes,  and  bids  me  live. 

Here  I can  trace  the  locks  of  gold 

lAlilch  round  thy  snowy  forehead  wave. 

The  cheeks  which  sprung  from  beauty'.s  mould. 

The  Ups  which  made  me  beauty’s  slave. 

Here  I can  trace  — ah,  no  I that  eye,  ' 

Whose  axure  floats  in  liquid  flro,  ' 

Must  all  the  painter’s  art  defy,  > 

And  bid  him  from  the  task  retire. 

Here  1 behold  its  beauteous  hue  *, 

But  where’s  the  Ix’am  so  sweetly  straying, < 

Which  gave  a lustre  to  its  blue. 

Like  Luna  o'er  the  ocean  playing  ? 

Sweet  copy ! far  more  dear  to  me, 

Lifeless  unfc<'llng  as  thou  art. 

Than  all  the  Uving  forms  could  be. 

Save  her  who  placed  thee  next  my  heart 

She  placed  it,  sad,  with  nectiless  fear,  > 

Lest  lime  might  shake  my  wavering  soul,  ‘ 

L'nconscioas  that  her  Image  there 
' Held  every  sense  in  fast  control.  I 

Through  hours,  through  year%  through  time,  't  will  | 
My  hope,  In  gloomy  momeuts,  raise  ; [cheer  i 
In  life’s  last  conflict  ’twill  appear,  | 

And  meet  my  fond  expiring  gaze. 


TO  LESBIA. 

LcsaiA ! since  far  from  you  I’ve  rnngcil, 

Our  souls  with  fond  afTection  glow  not ; 

You  say  ’tls  I,  not  you,  have  changed, 

I’d  teU  you  why, — but  yet  I know  not  j 

Your  polish’d  brow  no  cares  have  ciwl ; 

And,  Lesitia!  wc  arc  not  much  older 

Since,  trembling,  first  my  heart  I lost. 

Or  told  my  love,  with  hope  grown  bolder. 

Sixteen  was  then  our  utmost  age, 

Two  years  have  lingering  pass’d  away,  love  i 

And  now  mw  thoughts  our  minds  engage. 

At  least  1 feel  disposed  to  stray,  love  t ; 

’T  is  I that  am  alone  to  blame,  > 

I,  that  am  guilty  of  love's  treason  ; 

Since  your  sweet  hreost  is  still  the  same. 

Caprice  must  be  my  only  reason.  | 

Toral.  •tatlon  In  life,  — and  that  she  had  long  light  golden 
hair,  " uf  whkb,"  says  Mr.  Moore,  " (he  Poet  used  to  show  a 
lock,  as  well  as  her  picture,  among  hU  rriends.”J  f 

* [In  the  private  rolumc  — 

But  where 's  the  beam  of  soft  desire  ? li 

W hich  gave  a lustre  to  Its  blue,  | 

Love,  only  love,  could  c'ct  inspire.]  It 
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1 do  not,  love  1 suspect  your  truth, 

With  jealous  doubt  my  bosom  heaves  not ; 
Warm  was  the  passion  of  my  youth. 

One  trace  of  dark  deceit  it  leaves  noL 

No,  no,  my  flame  was  not  pret<.‘nded  ; 

For.  oh  ! 1 loved  you  mo^t  sincerely  ; 

And  — though  our  dream  at  last  is  ended  — 
My  bosom  still  esteems  you  dearly. 


But  thou,  }>erha{>s  may'st  now  reject 
Such  expiation  of  my  guilt : 

Come  then,  some  other  mo<ie  elect ; 

Ijft  it  be  death,  or  whur  thuu  wUL 

Choose  then,  relentless  ! and  I swear 
Nought  shiill  thy  dread  decree  pn>veDt ; 
Yet  hold  — one  little  word  forbear  ! 

I«et  it  be  aught  but  banii^hment. 


No  more  we  meet  in  yonder  Iwwers ; 

AlKoiice  has  made  me  pn)no  to  roving  ; 
But  older,  firmer  hearts  than  ours 
Have  found  monotony  in  loving. 

Your  cheek’s  soft  bloom  Is  unimpair’d. 
New  beauties  still  arc  daily  bright'ning, 
Your  eye  for  conquest  l)eams  preiiared. 
The  forge  of  love’s  rcsisllew  lightning. 

Arm’d  thus,  to  make  their  iKxoms  bleed. 
Many  will  throng  to  ^lgh  like  me,  love ! 
More  eonsuint  they  may  prove,  Indeetl ; 
Fonder,  alas  1 they  ne'er  can  be,  love  ! 


// 


LINES  ADDUESSED  TO  A YOUNG  LADY. 

TAi  thf  aiithnr  wai  disrhnrpInR  hi*  in  -i  g4frt«*n,  two 

laoie*  pa»*injr  near  thp  *poi  were  aJamuHl  hy  thr  of  a 

btillet  hUiing  iM*sr  them;  to  one  of  whoro  the  following 
stonxA*  were  addri’tscd  (he  neat  moruiag.)  ' 

DoirsTi  Ess,  sweet  girl  t the  hissing  lead. 

Wafting  destruction  o'er  thy  charms, 

And  hurtling  * o'er  thy  lovely  head. 

Has  fill’d  that  breast  with  fund  alarms. 

Surely  «ome  envious  demon’s  force. 

Vex’d  to  behold  such  lieauty  here, 

ImpcU’d  the  bullet's  viewless  course, 

Diverted  from  Its  first  career. 

Yes ! In  that  nearly  fatal  hour 

The  ball  obey’d  some  helUbom  guide ; 

But  Heaven,  with  Interposing  power. 

In  pity  turn'd  the  death  aside. 

Yet,  aa  perchance  one  trembling  tear 
U|»on  that  thrilling  iKjaom  fell ; 

W'hich  I,  th’  uneonsclouH  cause  of  fear, 

Extracted  from  its  glistening  cell : 

Say,  what  dire  penance  can  atone 
For  such  an  outraf^  done  to  thee  ? 

Arraign'd  liefore  thy  beauty's  throne. 

What  punishment  wilt  thou  decree  ? 

Might  I perform  the  judge’s  j«rt. 

The  sentence  I should  scarce  deplore  ; 

It  only  would  restore  a heart 

Which  but  lieloiv’d  to  thcc  'oeforc. 

The  least  atonement  I can  make 
Is  to  iK-ct^me  no  longer  free  ; 

Uwiceforth  I breathe  but  for  thy  sake. 

Thou  shalt  be  all  In  all  to  me. 

■ (The  nrctirrenre  took  place  at  Soutitwell,  and  (tie  Imwiu 
liful  lady  to  wtiom  the  line*  were  addre*»ed  wm  MIm  lluu* 
lon.l 


I 


LOVE’S  LAST  ADIEU. 

Ao  F ft*  K.  ANsCMtUN. 

Tiir.  roses  of  l«»vc  glad  the  garden  of  life. 

Though  nurtured  'mid  weeds  dropping  pcttilcnt 
dew. 

Till  lime  crops  the  leaves  with  unmerciful  knife. 

Or  prunes  them  for  ever,  in  love’s  Ia.st  ailicu  I 

In  vain  with  endearments  we  soothe  the  sad  heart. 

In  vain  do  we  vow  for  an  age  to  be  true ; 

Tlie  cliance  of  an  hour  may  command  us  to  iiart. 

Or  death  disunite  us  in  love's  lai<t  adieu  i 

Still  Hope,  breathing  ptare  through  the  grief-swollen 
breast. 

Will  whisper,  “Our  meeting  we  yet  may  renew;** 
With  this  dream  of  deceit  half  our  sorrow**  represt. 

Nor  taste  we  the  poison  of  love’s  adieu  1 

Ob  1 mark  you  yon  pair : In  the  sunshine  of  yotuh 
Love  twined  round  their  chlldhooil  his  fluw'rs  as 
they  grew  ; 

They  flourish  awhile  in  the  season  of  truth. 

Till  cbill'd  by  the  winter  of  love's  last  adieu  I 

Sweet  lady  I why  thus  doth  a tear  steal  Its  way 
D<jwn  a cheek  which  outrivaL  thy  bosom  in  hue  ? 
Yet  why  do  1 a*k  ? — to  distraction  a prey,  , 

Thy  reason  has  perish’d  with  love’s  last  adieu  ! 

Oh  t who  i*  yon  misanthrope,  shunning  mankind  ? 

From  cities  to  caves  of  the  forest  he  fiew : 

There,  raving,  he  howls  his  cmnplaint  to  the  wind  ; 

The  mountains  reverberate  love's  last  adieu  ! j 

Now  hate  rules  a heart  which  in  love’s  easy  chains 
Once  passion’s  tumultuous  blandishments  knew  ; | 

iX-spair  now  infiamt's  the  dark  tide  of  his  vein* ; 
lie  ponders  in  frenzy  on  love’s  last  adieu  ! 

i 

How  he  envies  the  wretch  with  a soul  wrapt  In  steel ! 

His  pleasures  are  scarce,  yet  hi*  trouble*  are  few,  | 
Who  loughs  at  the  pang  which  he  never  can  feel, 

And  dread*  not  the  anguish  of  love's  last  adieu  I 

Youth  flies,  life  decays,  even  hope  Is  o’crcast ; 

No  more  with  love’s  former  devotion  we  sue  ; . 

He  spreads  his  young  wing,  he  retires  with  the  blast ; | 
The  shroud  of  affection  U love's  last  adieu  t 

V Thli  word  1«  uicd  by  Gray,  in  hU  poirm  to  thr  Fatal 
Sbtfrs : — 

" Iron  sleet  of  arrowy  shower 

Hurtle*  through  the  darken’d  air.** 


Digitized  by  Google 


In  thb  life  of  probation  for  rapture  divine, 
j A:»trca  deciam  that  M>me  penance  b due ; 

From  him  who  has  worshipp'd  at  love’s  gentle  »hrinc« 
I The  atonement  is  ample  in  love's  last  adieu  I 

I A^'ho  kneeb  to  the  god,  on  hU  altar  of  light 
Must  m}Ttlc  and  cypress  alternately  strew : 

HU  myrtle,  an  emblem  of  purest  delight ; 

|[  Hb  cypress,  the  garland  of  love's  last  adieu  S 


|l  DAM.ETAS. 

1.  Is  law  an  infant  *,  and  in  years  a boy, 

In  mind  a slave  to  every  viciom  joy  ; 

I From  every  sense  of  shame  and  virtue  wean’d  ; 

< In  lies  an  ailcpt,  in  deceit  a fleiid  ; 

Versed  in  hypocrisy,  while  yet  a child ; 

Fickle  as  wind,  of  inclinations  wild  ; 

Woman  hb  du}»e,  hb  heedless  friend  a tool ; 

^ Old  in  the  world,  though  scarcely  broke  from  school ; 
I Dam  {etas  ran  through  all  the  maxe  of  sin, 

And  found  the  goal  when  others  just  begin : 

Kven  still  conflicting  paMlons  shake  his  soul. 

And  bid  him  drain  the  dregs  of  pleasure's  bowl ; 

; But,  pall’d  with  vice,  he  breaks  hb  former  chain, 

I And  what  was  once  hb  bibs  appears  hb  banc.  > 


TO  MARION. 

MaatoN ! why  that  pensive  brow  ? 

What  disgust  to  life  hast  thou  ? 

Change  that  dlscontentcil  air ; 

FrosMis  beeonic  not  one  so  fair. 

‘Tb  not  lore  disturbs  thy  rest. 

Love's  a stranger  to  thy  breast ; 

He  in  dimpling  smiles  appears. 

Or  mourns  in  sweetly  timid  tears, 

1 Or  bends  the  langtiid  eyelid  down, 

I But  shuns  the  cold  forbidding  frown, 

i Then  resume  thy  former  fln% 

I .Some  will  love,  and  alt  admire ; 

I I While  that  icy  as(K‘ct  chilb  us, 

I'  Nought  but  cool  IndiflTerence  thrills  up. 

Wimhbt  thou  wandering  hearts  bi^guile, 

* Smile  at  least,  or  seem  to  smile. 

Eyes  like  thine  wore  never  meant 

I To  bide  their  orbs  In  dark  restraint. 

I Spite  of  all  thou  fain  wuuldst  say, 

I Still  in  tnunt  beams  they  play. 

Thy  Ups  — but  here  my  m<Mie^t  Muse 
Her  impulse  chaste  must  needs  refuse : 

She  blushes,  curt’sies,  frowns  — In  short  she 
Dreads  lest  the  subject  should  transport  me  ; 
And  (lying  oH*  in  search  of  reason, 

Brings  prudence  bock  in  proper  season. 

* In  law  every  person  li  an  Infant  who  has  not  attained  the 

* age  of  tweatjrH>ne. 

* * WTieti  1 went  up  to  Trinity,  in  IMtt,  at  the  age  of  te- 
I venteen  aiMl  a half,  I wai  miserahle  and  untoward  to  a degree. 

I wu  wrrtrhcd  at  leaving  Harrow  — wretched  at  going  to 
Cambridge  Instead  of  Oxicird  — wretched  fTom  tome  private 
I domestic  c1rcum«tanrrs  of  difTorml  kinds  ; an>i,  cutisequently, 

I about  os  uusocial  as  a wolf  token  f^om  the  troop.*'  — Diary. 

' Mr.  Moore  wliU.  “ The  sort  of  life  which  young  Byron  1m 
I at  this  period,  between  the  dlsslpatinni  of  London  ami  of 
Cambridge,  without  a home  to  welrome,  or  even  the  roof 
I of  a tingle  reUtive  to  receive  him,  was  but  little  calculated 

C‘W — — ^ - — ^ 


All  I shall  therefore  say  (whate’er  i 

1 think,  U neither  here  nor  there)  ] 

Is,  that  such  Ups,  of  looks  endearing,  I 

Were  form’d  for  better  things  than  sneering  : 1 

Of  smoothing  compliments  divested,  I 

Advice  at  least ‘s  disinterested ; | 

Such  U my  artless  song  to  thee,  I 

From  all  the  flow  of  flattery  free  ; | 

Counsel  like  mine  b like  a brother’s 
My  heart  b given  to  some  others ; 

TItot  b to  say,  unsklll'd  to  cozen. 

It  shares  itself  among  a dozen. 

Marion,  adieu  ! oh,  pr’ythec  slight  not  I 

Thb  warning,  though  it  may  delight  not ; | 

And,  lest  my  precepts  be  dij^pleasijig  I 

To  those  who  think  remonstramx  teasing,  ! 

At  once  1 11  tcU  thee  our  opinion  i 

Concerning  woman’s  soft  dominion  ; 

Howe'er  wc  gaze  with  admiration  | 

On  eyes  of  blue  or  Ups  carnation,  ^ I 

Howe’er  the  flowing  locks  attract  us,  j 

Howe'er  those  beauties  may  distract  us,  | 

Still  fickle,  we  are  prone  to  rove,  ' 

These  cannot  fix  our  souls  to  love ; 

It  b not  too  severe  a stricture  ' 

To  say  they  form  a pretty  picture ; 

But  wuuldst  thou  tee  the  secret  chain 
Which  binds  us  in  your  bumble  train,  i 

To  hail  you  queens  of  all  creation,  I 

Know,  in  a word,  *tis  Ammatiov. 


TO  A LADY  Ij 

WHO  racsr.NTF.D  to  the  acthoe  a lock  or  uAia 

BaAIDID  WITH  Ills  OWK,  ANf>  ArfOtSTKI)  A BICUT 
IN  DECKMBgR  TO  MEKT  HIM  IH  THE  CARbKN.  ^ | 

TlirsK  locks,  which  fondly  thus  entwine,  ]| 

In  firmer  chains  our  hearts  confine,  il 

Than  all  th'  unmeaning  protestations  ' 

Which  swell  with  nonacn>c  love  orations.  | 

Our  love  b fix'd,  I think  we  ’vc  provetl  It, 

Nor  time,  n«ir  place,  nor  art  have  moved  il ; 

Then  wherefore  should  we  sigh  and  whine,  i 

With  groundless  jealousy  repine. 

With  silly  whims  and  fanck's  frantic. 

Merely  to  make  our  love  romantic  ? 

W'hy  should  you  weep  like  Lydia  Languish, 

And  fret  with  sclf-creatcd  anguish  ? 

Or  dot>m  the  lover  you  have  cbo«en,  , 

On  winter  nights  b>  sigh  half  froren  ; 

In  leafless  sbiules  to  sue  ftir  pardon,  , 

Only  because  the  •ccnc  *s  a ganlen  ? 

For  gardens  iM*em,  by  one  consent.  ^ 

Since  .Shakspeare  set  the  pi%*cedent,  i 

Since  Juliet  first  declared  her  puislon,  ' 

To  form  the  place  of  assignation.  * ' 

tn  render  him  satlifled  either  with  titmself  or  the  «orld. 
Unrestrlrted  os  be  was  by  ctefereiav  luojiy  will  but  hi*  own. 
even  the  pleasure*  to  whieh  be  was  naturally  most  liu'Uned 
prematurely  palled  upon  him,  fur  want  of  those  best  ie*U  of 
all  enju}’mcttt  — rarity  and  restraint."] 

* [See  aw//.  p.3>ii7.  note.] 

4 In  the  above  little  piere  the  author  has  been  accused  by 
some  candtd  readrrt  of  introducing  the  name  of  a Udy  from 
whom  he  was  some  hundred  mile*  distant  at  the  time  this 
was  written  ; and  pour  Juliet,  who  ho*  slept  to  long  In  '*  the 
tomb  of  all  the  Capulets,"  has  been  converted,  with  a tiifting 
Cc  3 
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Oh ! would  wme  modem  muw  Inspire, 
And  seat  her  by  a sea-coal  fire  j 
Or  had  the  kird  at  Christmas  written, 
And  bild  the  scene  of  love  in  Britain, 

He  surely.  In  commiseration. 

Had  chansed  the  place  of  declaratlotu 
In  Italy  I 've  no  ohjectlon  ; 

Warm  nights  are  proper  for  reftectlon ; 
But  here  our  climate  is  so  rigid, 

Tlial  love  itself  is  rather  frigid : 

Think  on  our  chilly  situation, 

And  curb  this  rage  fur  Imitation ; 

Then  let  us  meet,  as  ofl  we’ve  done, 
Bt*ncath  the  Inliucnce  of  the  sun  ; 

Or,  if  at  midnight  I must  meet  you. 
Within  your  mansion  let  me  greet  you  ; 
There  we  can  love  for  hours  together. 
Much  better,  in  such  snowy  weather, 
Than  placed  in  all  th*  Arcadian  groves 
That  ever  witness’*!  rural  loves ; 

Then,  if  my  passion  fail  to  please, 

Next  night  I II  l)c  content  to  freeae ; 

No  more  I 'll  give  a loose  to  laughter. 
But  curse  my  fate  for  fcver  after.  > 


I OSCAR  OF  ALVA.  * 

A TALK. 

How  sweetly  shines  through  axurc  skies. 

The  lamp  of  heaven  on  lira’s  shore ; 
j Where  Alva’s  hoary  turrets  rise, 

I And  hear  the  din  of  arms  no  more  t 

But  often  has  yon  rolling  moon 
On  Alva’s  casques  of  silver  play’d  ; 

And  slew’d,  at  midnight’s  silent  noon, 

Her  chiefs  in  gleaming  mall  array'd : 

And  on  the  crimson'd  rocks  Iteneath, 

Which  scowl  o'er  ocean's  sullen  flow, 

Pale  in  the  scatter'd  ranks  of  death. 

She  saw  the  gasping  warrior  low  ; 

While  many  an  eye  which  ne’er  again 
Could  mark  the  rising  orb  of  day. 

Turn'd  feebly  from  the  gory  plain. 

Beheld  in  death  her  fading  ray. 

' Once  to  those  eyes  the  lamp  of  Lost, 

They  blest  her  dear  propitious  light ; 
i But  now  she  glimmer'd  from  above, 

j A sad,  funereal  torch  of  night. 

I Faticd  is  Alva’s  noble  race, 

And  gray  her  towers  are  seen  afar  ; 

alleratinn  of  her  nume,  Into  an  EnglUh  damtel,  WAlklng  (n  a 
! earden  nt their  own  rmUlon,  during  the  mouth  of  Z>«*<vwiAer. 
' 111  A village  where  the  author  never  passed  a winter.  Such 
has  been  the  candour  of  some  ingenious  rrlties.  We  wou1*l 
adrise  these  liberal  roimneDUtors  on  taste  and  arbiters  of  de- 
I corum  to  read  Sbakspeare. 

I ' Haring  heard  that  a very  severe  and  Indelicate  censure 
has  been  |wtss«d  on  the  alwve  poem,  I beg  leave  to  reply  In 
. a quotation  frotn  an  admired  work.  '*  Carr's  Stranger  In 
France.**^"  As  we  were  rontemplaring  a painting  on  a large 
I scale.  In  which,  atnong  other  tigures,  is  the  uncovered  whcAe 
. length  of  a warrior,  a pruditb-lrKdiing  Udr,  who  seemed  to 
! base  tnurhed  the  ni  desperation,  after  having  attentively 
I surveyed  It  througn  her  glass,  observed  to  her  party,  that 


No  more  her  heroes  urge  the  chose. 

Or  roll  the  crimson  tide  of  war. 

But  who  was  U!*t  of  Alva’s  cion  ? 

Why  grows  the  moss  on  Alva's  stone  ? 

Her  towers  resound  no  Bte)>s  of  man, 

They  echo  to  the  gale  alone. 

And  when  that  gale  Is  fierce  and  high, 

A s<mnd  Is  heard  in  yonder  h.*UI ; 

It  rises  hoarsely  through  the  sky, 

And  vibrates  o'er  the  mouldering  wall. 

Yes,  when  the  eddying  tem^icst  sighs, 

It  shakes  the  shield  of  Oscar  brave  ; 

But  there  no  more  bis  lianners  rise. 

No  more  his  plumes  of  sable  wave. 

Fair  shone  the  sun  on  Oscar's  birth. 

When  Angus  hail’d  his  eldest  bom  ; 

The  vassals  round  their  chieftain's  hearth 
Crowd  to  applaud  the  happy  mom. 

They  feast  U|>on  the  mountain  deer, 

The  pibroch  raised  its  piercing  note  ; ^ 

To  gladden  mure  their  highland  cheer. 

The  strains  in  martial  numbers  float : 

And  they  who  heard  the  war-notes  wild 
Hoped  that  one  day  the  pibroch’s  strain 

Should  play  before  the  hero’s  child 
^liUe  he  should  lead  the  tartan  train. 

Another  year  Ls  quickly 

And  Angm  hails  another  son  ; 

His  natal  day  Is  like  the  last, 

Nor  soon  the  jocund  feast  was  dune. 

Taught  by  their  sire  to  bend  the  bow, 

On  Alra’s  dusky  hills  of  wind. 

The  boys  In  chiMbood  chasc<l  the  roc, 

And  left  their  bounds  in  speed  behind. 

But  ere  their  years  of  youth  are  o’er, 

They  mingle  In  the  ranks  of  war ; 

They  lightly  wheel  the  bright  claymore, 

And  send  the  whistling  arrow  far. 

Dark  was  the  flow  of  Oscar’s  hair, 

Wildly  It  stream'd  along  the  gale  ; 

But  Allan's  locks  were  bright  and  fair. 

And  pensive  seem’d  his  cheek,  and  pale, 

But  Oscar  own’d  a hero’s  soul. 

His  dark  eye  shone  through  beams  of  truth  { 

Allan  bad  early  leam'd  control, 

And  smooth  his  words  had  been  from  youth. 

there  was  ■ great  deal  of  tndecorum  In  that  picture.  Madame 
8.  shrewdly  whispered  in  my  car. ' that  the  mdt'vorum  was 
in  the  remark.'  ” 

^ The  catastrophe  of  this  tale  was  suggested  by  the  tto^ 
of  Jeronyme  and  l.orenio,”  in  the  first  volume  of  Schrt- 
ler's  “ Armenian,  or  the  Ghost-Seer."  h also  bears  some 
resemblance  to  a scene  In  the  third  art  of  " Macbeth." 

• (Lord  Byron  falls  Into  a very  common  error,  that  of  mis- 
taking pibroch,  which  means  a r«rticuior  sort  of  tune,  for  the 
Initrument  on  which  it  Itplayed,  the  baepi|ie.  Almost  evrry 
foreign  tourist.  Ncxllcr.  for  example,  ows  the  same.  The 
reader  will  find  this  Utile  slip  noticed  In  the  article  Dudi  the 
Edinburgh  Ueview  appended  to  these  pages.j 
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Both,  troth  were  bnivc : th«  Suon  si>cAr 

Three  dajrs,  three  sleepless  nights,  the  Chief 

WoA  shiver’d  ofl  iH'ncath  their  steel ; 

For  Osc^r  search'd  each  mountain  cave  ; 

i Ami  (Hcar's  bosom  scorn’d  to  fear, 

Then  hope  is  lost ; in  boundless  grief. 

But  Oscar’s  bosom  knew  to  feel ; 

lib  locks  in  gray-torn  ringU-ls  wave.  | 

i 

While  Allan’s  soul  belled  his  (Mnn, 

**  Oscar  ! my  son  t — thou  God  of  lleav'n 

Unworthy  with  such  channs  to  dwell ; 

Restore  the  prop  of  sinking  age  1 | 

Keen  as  the  liffhtninR  of  the  storm, 

Or  if  that  hope  no  more  b given, 

On  foes  his  deadly  vengeance  fell. 

Yield  hb  assassin  to  my  rage. 

From  hiffh  Southannon's  distant  tower 

**  Tes,  on  some  desert  rocky  shore  ! 

Arrived  a voun^  and  noble  dame  ; 

My  Oscar's  whiten'd  bones  must  He  s • 

W’ith  Kenneth's  lands  to  form  her  dower. 

Then  grant,  thou  God  1 I ask  no  more,  ’ 

Glenalvon's  blue-eyed  daughter  came  ; 

With  him  his  tiantic  sire  may  die  | 

And  Oscar  claim'd  the  beauteous  bride, 

**  Yet  he  may  live, — away,  despair ! 

And  Angus  on  his  Oscar  smiled : 

Be  calm,  my  soul  1 be  yet  mav  live ; 

It  sootbetl  the  father's  feudal  pride 

T'  arraign  my  6ite,  my  voice  forbear  ] 

Thus  to  obtain  Glenalvon’s  child. 

0 God  1 my  impious  prayer  forgive. 

Hark  to  the  pibroch's  pleasing  note ! 

“ What,  if  he  live  for  me  no  more, 

Mark  to  the  swelling  nuptial  song  ! 

1 sink  forgotten  in  the  diut. 

In  Joyous  strains  the  voices  float. 

The  hope  of  Alva’s  age  is  o'er ; 

And  still  the  choral  peal  prolong. 

Alas  I can  pangs  like  these  be  just  7" 

See  how  the  heroes'  blood-red  plumes 

Thus  did  the  hapless  parent  mourn. 

Assemble<l  wave  in  Alva’s  hall  \ 

Till  Time,  which  soothes  severest  woe, 

Each  youth  his  varied  plaid  assumes, 

Had  bade  serenity  return. 

Attending  on  their  chieftain's  call. 

And  made  the  tear-drop  cease  to  flow.  | 

It  Is  not  war  their  aid  demands, 

For  still  some  latent  hoi*e  survived 

The  pibroch  plap  the  song  of  peace  ; 

That  Oscar  might  once  more  apjicar ; 

To  Oscar’s  nuptiails  throng  the  bands. 

His  hope  now  droop'd  and  now  revived, 

Nor  'y  et  the  sounds  of  pleasure  cease. 

Tin  Time  had  told  a tedious  year. 

But  where  Is  Oscar  7 sure ’t  Is  late ; 

Days  roll’d  along,  the  orb  of  light 

Is  this  a bridegroom’s  ardent  flame  7 

Again  had  run  his  destined  race ; 

While  thrrmging  gviests  and  ladies  wait. 

No  Oscar  bless'd  bis  father's  sight. 

Nor  Oscar  iior  bU  brother  came. 

And  sorrow  left  a fainter  tnuv. 

At  length  young  Allan  join’d  the  bride: 

For  youthful  Allan  still  remain'd, 

“ Whv  comes  not  Oscar,"  Angus  said  : 

And  now  his  father  s only  joy  r 

I **  Is  he  not  here  7 " the  youth  replied  ; 

And  Mora’s  heart  was  quickly  gain'd, 

•*  With  me  he  roved  not  oVr  the  glade : 

For  beauty  crown  d the  folr-halr'd  boy. 

“ Perchance,  forgetful  of  the  day, 

She  thought  that  On^ar  low  was  laid. 

1 ’Tis  bis  to  chase  the  lx>undlng  roe  ; 

And  Allan’s  face  was  wondrous  fair  ; 

Or  ocean's  waves  prolong  bis  stay ; 

If  Ow:ar  lived,  some  other  maid 

1 Yet  OMar’s  Uark  is  seldom  slow." 

i 

Had  claim'd  hb  (kithless  bosom's  care. 

1 

1 **  Oh.  no  ! " the  anguish’d  -‘ire  r^oln'd, 

And  Angus  said,  if  one  year  more 

•*  Nor  chase  nor  wave  mv  bov  delay ; 

In  fruitless  hope  was  |>ass’d  aw.iy, 

1 Would  be  to  Mora  seem  unkind  ? 

Ills  fondest  scruples  shoiibl  be  o'er. 

Would  alight  to  her  ^pede  hU  way  7 

And  he  would  name  their  nuptial  day. 

1 1 ♦*  Oh.  search,  jN?  chiefs  ! oh,  search  around  ! 

Slow  roll’d  the  moons,  but  blest  at  last 

jj  Allan,  with  these  through  Alva  fly  ; 

Arrived  the  dearly  destined  moni ; 

|:  Till  tHcar,  till  my  son  is  found, 

The  year  of  anxious  trembling  past, 

j Haste,  haste,  nor  dare  attempt  reply." 

smiles  the  lovers'  cheeks  adorn  t 

All  Is  confusion — through  the  vale 

Hark  to  the  pibroch’s  pleasing  note  1 

The  name  of  Oscar  hoarsely  rings. 

Hark  to  the  swelling  nuptial  sung ! i 

It  rises  on  the  munnuring  gale. 

In  joyous  strains  the  voices  float, 

Till  night  expands  her  dusky  wings  ; 

And  still  the  choral  peal  prolong. 

j It  breaks  the  stillness  of  the  night. 

Again  the  clan,  in  festive  crowd.  , 

But  echoes  through  her  shades  in  vain. 

Throng  through  the  gate  of  Alva's  haD ; ! 

It  soundi  through  moming’i  misty  light, 

The  sounds  of  mirth  re-echo  loud. 

But  Oscar  conres  not  o'er  the  plain. 

And  all  their  former  Joy  recall  . 

£ - - --  
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' 1 But  who  Is  he,  whose  darken’d  brow 

! Glooms  in  the  midst  of  general  mirth  t 

Before  his  eyes’  far  fiercer  glow 

The  blue  flanies  curdle  o’er  the  hearth. 

The  crimson  glow  of  AUau’s  fiice 
Was  turn'd  at  once  to  ghastly  hue  ; 
The  drops  of  death  each  other  chase 
Adown  in  agonizing  dew. 

ij  Dark  Is  the  robe  which  wraps  his  form, 

And  tall  his  plume  of  gory  rwi ; 

' Ills  voice  Is  like  the  rising  storm. 

But  light  and  trackless  Is  his  tread. 

Thrice  did  he  rab^  the  goblet  high, 

And  thrice  bU  li]«  refused  to  taste  i 1 

For  thrice  he  caught  the  stntngtr'.«  eye  I 

On  his  with  dc^ly  fury  placed.  I 

’T  is  noon  of  night,  the  pledge  iijoes  round. 
The  bridegTTtom’s  health  Is  deeply  quaff’d  ; 
''  With  shouts  the  vaulted  roofs  resound. 

And  all  combine  to  hail  the  draught 

“ And  is  It  thus  a brother  hails  || 

A brother's  fond  remembrance  here  ? |i 

If  thus  affection’s  strength  prevails,  |i 

What  might  we  not  expect  from  fear  ? " 1 

Sudden  the  stranger-chief  arose, 

1 And  all  the  cIamorou.s  crowd  are  hush’d  ; 

And  Angus'  cheek  with  wonder  glows. 

And  Mora’t  tender  bosom  blush'd. 

Roused  by  the  sneer,  be  raised  the  bowl,  j 

••  Would  Oscar  now  could  share  our  mirth  !**  | 

Internal  fear  appall'd  his  soul ; 

He  8^(1,  and  dash'd  the  cup  to  earth. 

**  Old  man  1"  he  cried,  ” this  pledge  is  done ; 

Thou  saw’st  ’twa.s  <Iu)y  drunk  by  me  : 

It  hail’d  the  nuptials  of  thy  son : 

1 Now  will  1 claim  a pledge  from  thee. 

“ ’TU  he  I I hear  my  murderer's  voice  I" 
I./Oud  shrieks  a darkly  gleaming  form. 

“ A murderer’s  voice  1”  the  roof  replies. 
And  deeply  swells  the  bursting  stonn. 

While  all  around  is  mirth  and  joy. 
To  bless  thy  Allan’s  happy  lot 
Say,  had'st  thou  ne'er  another  boy? 
Say,  why  should  Oscar  be  forgot  ? ” 

The  tapers  wink,  the  chieftains  shrink. 
The  stranger  *s  gone,  — amUlst  the  crew 
A form  WES  seen  In  tartan  green. 

And  tall  the  shade  terrific  grew. 

“ Alas  1"  the  hapless  sire  replied, 
The  big  tear  starthv;  as  he  s{K>ke, 
” When  Oscar  left  my  hall,  or  died, 
This  aged  heart  vras  almost  broke. 

1 

His  waist  was  bound  with  a broad  l)cU  round,  t 

HU  plume  of  sable  stream'd  on  high  ; | 

But  his  breast  was  bare,  with  the  rr<i  wounds  there,  | 
.\nd  fix'd  was  the  glare  of  hb  glassy  eye.  ,} 

“ Thrice  has  the  earth  rcvoli^d  her  course 
Since  Oscar’s  form  has  bless  d my  sight ; 
And  Allan  is  my  last  resource. 

Since  martial  Oscar's  death  or  flight" 

P 

And  thrice  he  smiled,  with  his  eye  *0  wild,  } 

On  Angus  bending  low  the  knee  ; 

And  thrice  he  IVowii’d  on  a chief  on  the  grouno. 
Whom  shivering  crowds  with  horror  tct. 

l 

“ *T  is  well,"  replle^l  the  stranirer  stem, 
1 And  fteiTcIy  flash’d  his  rolling  eye : 

j **  Thy  Oscar's  fete  I fain  would  learn  ; 

1 Pt*rha|>s  the  hero  did  not  die. 

The  bolts  loud  roll,  ft’om  pole  to  jole,  * jl 

The  thunders  through  the  welkin  ring,  ' 

And  the  gleaming  form,  through  the  mist  ot  the  storm. 
Was  borne  on  high  by  the  whirlwind's  wing.  I 

••  Perchance,  If  tho«o  whom  most  he  loved 
1 Would  call,  thy  Osrar  might  return ; 

Perchance  the  chief  has  only  rove<!  ; 
j For  him  thy  bvlUnc  yet  may  bum.  * 

it 

Cold  was  the  feast,  the  revel  ceased,  ll 

Who  lies  upon  the  stony  floor?  j! 

ObUrion  press’ll  old  Angus'  breast,  [1 

At  length  his  Lifc-puUe  throbs  once  more.  ' 

“ Fill  high  the  l)owl  the  table  round, 

1 We  «iU  not  claim  the  pledge  by  stealth ; 

With  wine  let  every  cup  he  crown'd  ; 
Pledge  me  departed  Oscar’s  health." 

:| 

• Away,  away ! let  the  leech  essay 

To  pour  the  light  on  Allan's  eyes:  " j, 

HU  sand  U dune,  — ills  race  U run  ; 1 1 

Oh  1 never  more  shall  Allan  rise  1 

**  With  all  my  soul,"  old  Angus  sakl. 
And  fill'd  his  goblet  to  the  brim  ; 
**  Here’s  to  my  ln>y  1 alive  or  »leail, 

I ne’er  shall  find  a son  like  him." 

But  Oscar's  breast  U cold  as  clay,  ,■ 

HU  locks  arc  lifted  by  the  gale : | 

And  Allan’s  barlwd  arrow  hiy  . 

With  him  In  dark  Glentanar’s  s'alc.  j 

•*  Bravely,  old  man,  this  health  has  sped  ; 

But  why  does  Allan  trembling  stand  ? 
Come,  drink  remembrance  of  the  dead. 
And  raise  thy  cup  with  firmer  hand." 

And  whence  the  dreadfril  stranger  came,  * 

Or  who,  no  mortal  wight  can  tell ; I 

But  no  one  doubts  the  form  of  flame,  | , 

For  Alva’s  sons  knew  Oscar  well.  j 

' ndtanp  Tree,  a fliehland  fettivaJ  on  the  flr»l  of  May, 
lidd  near  fires  lighted  for  the  oecasion.  [BnU-lmin  means 

1^ 

the  fire  of  naal,  and  the  name  still  preserves  the  primeval  | 
origin  of  this  Celtic  superstitioD.  | 1* 
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j Ambition  nerved  young  Allan's  handi 

I Exulting  demons  wing’d  hU  dart ; 

While  Envy  waved  her  burning  brand, 
li  And  pour'd  her  venom  round  his  heart. 

I SwUt  b the  shaft  from  Allan's  bow  ; 

Whose  streaming  Ufe-blood  stains  hb  side  ? 

Dark  Oscar's  sable  crest  b low, 

The  dart  has  drunk  hU  vital  tide. 

t And  Mora's  eye  could  Allan  move. 

She  bade  hb  wounded  pride  rebel : 

Alas  l that  eyes  which  beam’d  with  love 
Should  urge  the  soul  to  deeds  of  helL 

Lo ! seest  thou  not  a lonely  tomb 
' Which  rises  o'er  a warrior  dead  ? 

It  glimmers  through  the  twilight  gloom  i 
Ob  ! that  b Allan's  nuptial  bed. 

Far,  (Ibtant  &r,  the  noble  grave 

Which  held  hb  clan's  great  ashes  stood  i 

And  o’er  hb  corse  no  banners  wave. 

For  they  were  stain’d  with  kindred  blood. 

What  minstrel  gray,  what  hoary  bard, 

■ Shall  Allan's  de^s  on  harp-strings  rube  ? 

I The  song  is  glory's  chief  reward, 
j But  who  can  strike  a murderer's  praise  7 

I Unstrung,  untouch’d,  the  harp  must  stand. 

No  minstrel  dare  the  theme  awake ; 

Guile  would  benumb  hla  pabied  hand, 

Ub  harp  In  shuddering  chords  would  break. 

No  lyre  of  fame,  no  hallow'd  verse. 

Shall  sound  hb  glories  high  in  air : 

A dying  father's  bitter  curse, 

A higher's  death-groan  echoes  there. 


THE  EPISODE  OF  NISU8  AND  ECRYALUS, 

A rAHAritaASB  raoM  thx  iSKsiu,  uo.  ix. 

Nisus.  the  guardian  of  the  portal,  stood, 

Eager  to  gild  bis  arms  with  hostile  blood  ; 

Well  skill'd  In  Aght  the  quivering  lance  to  wield. 

Or  pour  his  arrows  through  tb'  embattled  field  : 

From  Ida  tom,  he  left  his  sylvan  cave. 

And  sought  A foreign  home,  a dbtaut  grave. 

To  watch  the  movements  of  the  Daunian  host. 

With  him  Kuryalus  sustains  the  i>ost ; 

>0  lovelier  mien  adorn'd  the  ranks  of  Troy, 

Anti  beardless  bloom  yet  graced  the  g^Ulont  boy ; 
Though  few  the  seasons  of  his  youthful  life, 

As  yet  a novice  in  the  martial  strife, 

'Twas  his  with  beauty,  valour’s  gifts  to  share  — 

A soul  heroic,  as  hb  form  was  fkir : 

These  bum  with  one  pure  flame  of  generous  love  •, 

I In  peace,  in  war,  united  still  they  move ; 

Friendship  and  glory  form  their  joint  reward  ; 

I And  now  combined  they  bold  th^  nightly  guard. 

« What  god,"  exclaim’d  the  first,  « Instib  thb  fire  ? 
Or,  in  Itsidf  a god,  what  great  desire  ? 

: My  labouring  soul,  srith  anxiotis  thought  oppress'd, 

. Abhors  thb  station  of  inglorious  rest ; 
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The  love  of  &me  with  this  can  ill  accord. 

Be  t mine  to  seek  tor  glory  with  my  sword.  I 

Scest  thou  yon  camp,  with  torches  twinkling  dim,  M 
Where  drunken  slumbers  wrap  each  buy  limb  ? { 

Where  confidence  and  ease  the  watch  disdain,  I 

And  drowsy  Silence  holds  her  sable  reign  ? || 

Then  hear  ray  thought:  — In  deep  and  sullen  grief  [j 
Our  troops  and  leaders  mourn  their  absent  chief : 

Now  could  the  gifts  and  promised  prize  be  thine  ' 
(The  deed,  the  danger,  azui  the  fame  be  mine),  I 

Were  thb  decreed,  beneath  yon  rising  mound, 

Methinks,  an  easy  path  perchance  were  found  ; 1 

Which  past,  1 sp^  my  way  to  Pallas’  walb,  | 

. And  lead  .£neas  from  Evander*!  halls."  l 

I 

With  eqtud  ardour  fired,  and  warlike  joy, 
ills  glowing  friend  address'd  the  Dardan  buy : — : 

*'  These  deeds,  my  Nbus,  sbalt  thou  dare  alone  ? 

Must  all  the  tome,  the  peril,  be  thine  own  ? 

Am  I by  thee  despised,  and  left  alar. 

As  one  unfit  to  share  the  toils  of  war  ? 

Not  thus  hb  son  the  great  Ophcltes  taught ; 

Not  thus  my  sire  In  Arglve  combaU  fought ; 

Not  thus,  when  Xlion  fell  by  heavenly  bate, 

1 track'd  JEneas  through  the  walks  of  fate : 

Thou  know'st  my  deeds,  my  breast  devoid  of  fear, 

And  hostile  life-drops  dim  my  gory  spear. 

Here  Is  a soul  with  hope  immortal  bums,  ' 

And  life,  ignoble  life,  for  ghry  spurns.  1 

Fame,  fame  b cheaply  earn’d  by  fleeting  breath : [ 

The  price  of  honour  b the  sleep  of  death."  j 

j Then  Nbtu:  — " Calm  thy  bosom’s  fond  alarms. 

Thy  heart  beats  fiercely  to  the  din  of  amis. 

More  dear  thy  worth  and  valour  than  my  own, 

1 swear  by  him  who  fills  Olympus’  throne ! 

So  may  I triumph,  as  1 speak  the  truth,  [ 

And  ctaip  again  the  comrade  of  my  youth  ! j 

But  should  I fall, — and  he  who  dares  advance  j 

Through  hostile  legions  must  abide  by  chance, — { 

If  some  Rutulian  arm,  with  adverse  blow,  || 

Should  lay  the  friend  who  ever  love<l  thee  low,  ! 

Live  thou,  such  beauties  I would  fain  presene,  I 

Thy  budding  years  a lengthen’d  term  dcsen  w. 

When  humbled  in  the  dust,  let  some  one  be, 

Wliose  gentle  eyes  will  shed  one  tear  for  roc ; 

Whose  manly  arm  may  snatch  me  back  by  force,  I 

Or  wealth  redeem  from  fcjos  my  captive  corse  ; I 

Or,  if  my  destiny  these  lost  deny. 

If  in  the  spoiler's  power  my  ashes  He, 

Thy  pious  care  may  raise  a simple  tomb, 

To  mark  thy  love,  and  signalize  my  doom. 

Why  should  thy  doting  wretched  mother  weep 
Her  only  boy,  reclined  In  endless  sleep  7 
Who,  for  thy  sake,  the  tempest’s  fury  dartil, 

^Vho,  for  thy  sake,  war’s  deadly  peril  shared  ; 

Who  braved  what  woman  never  braved  before, 

And  left  her  native  for  the  lAtkn  shore. " 

In  vain  you  damp  the  ardour  of  my  soul,” 

Replied  Euryalus  ; **  it  scorns  control  \ ( 

! Hence,  let  us  baste  !” — their  brother  guards  aroHS 
; Roused  by  their  call,  nor  court  again  repose  ; i 

! The  pair,  buoy’d  up  on  Hope's  exulting  wing,  | 

j Their  statioiu  leave,  and  speed  to  seek  the  king.  j 

I Now  o'er  the  earth  a solemn  stillness  ran,  | 

' And  lull’d  alike  the  cares  of  brute  and  man  ; | 

i 
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Save  where  the  I>anlan  leaders  nightly  hold 
i AUemute  converse,  and  their  plans  unfold, 
i On  one  great  point  the  council  are  agreed, 

. An  instant  message  to  their  prince  decreed ; 

! (^ch  lean’d  upon  the  lance  he  well  could  wicbl. 

And  poised  with  easy  arm  hU  ancient  shield  ; 

When  NUus  and  hU  friend  their  leave  requen 
I To  offfer  something  to  their  high  behest. 

With  anxious  tremors,  yet  unawed  by  fear, 

The  faithful  pair  before  the  throne  appear ; 
lulus  greets  them  ; at  hU  kind  command, 

I The  eider  first  address'd  the  hoary  band. 

■ “ With  patience”  (thus  Ilj-rtaddes  began) 

“ Attend,  nor  Judge  from  youth  our  humble  plan. 
Where  yonder  beacons  half  expiring  beam, 

Our  slumbering  foes  of  future  conquest  dream, 

Nor  heed  that  we  a secret  path  have  traced. 

Between  the  ocean  and  the  portal  placed. 

Beneath  the  covert  of  the  blackening  smoke, 

W*hose  shade  securely  our  design  will  cloak  1 
If  you,  ye  chiefs,  and  fortune  will  allow, 

We’ll  lK*nd  our  course  to  yonder  mount;iin‘s  brow, 

I Where  Pallas’  walls  at  distance  meet  the  .‘•ight, 

Seen  o’er  the  glade,  when  not  ol»scured  by  night : 

! Then  shall  wllncas  in  his  pride  return. 

While  hostile  matrons  raise  their  offspring’s  um  ; 

And  I^tian  spoils  and  purpled  heaps  of  dead 
Shall  mark  the  havoc  of  our  hero's  tread. 

Such  b our  purpose,  not  unknown  the  way ; 

Where  yonder  torrent’s  devious  waters  stray. 

Oft  have  we  seen,  when  hunting  by  the  stream. 

The  distant  spirts  above  the  volleys  gleam.” 

Mature  in  years,  for  sober  wisdom  famed. 

Moved  by  the  speech,  AW^hes  here  exclaim'd,— 
j “ Tc  parent  gods!  who  ru'.c  the  fate  of  Troy, 

Still  dwclU  the  Dardan  spirit  in  the  boy  ; 

When  minds  like  these  in  striplings  thus  ye  raise, 
Tours  b the  godlike  act,  be  yours  the  praise  ; 

In  gallant  y^uth,  my  fainting  hopes  revive, 
j And  Ilion’s  wonted  glories  still  survive." 

Then  in  his  warm  embrace  the  l)oy»  he  press’d. 

And,  quirering,  strain’d  them  to  hb  aged  breast ; 
With  tears  the  burning  cheek  of  each  bedew’d. 

And,  sobbing,  thus  hU  first  discourse  renew’d : 

“ What  gift,  my  countrymen,  what  martial  pri*c 
Can  we  bestow,  which  you  may  not  despise  ? 

Our  deities  the  first  best  bx»n  have  given  — 

Internal  vii-tucs  arc  the  gift  of  Heaven. 

Wluit  jioor  rewards  can  bless  your  docd.s  on  earth, 
Dou’oticss  await  such  young,  exalted  worth, 

JEiwas  and  Asi-anlus  shall  combine 
To  yield  applau.se  fur,  far  surtuissing  mine." 

lulus  then ;— *•  By  all  the  powers  above  1 
By  those  Penates  who  my  <*ountry  love  1 
' By  hoary  Vesta's  sacred  fiine,  I swear, 

I My  hopes  are  all  in  you,  ye  generous  pair  ! 

I Restore  my  father  to  my  grateful  sight, 

And  all  my  sorrows  yield  to  one  delight, 

I Nlsua  1 two  silver  goblets  are  thine  own, 

I Saved  from  Arisba’s  stately  domes  o’erthrown  ! 

I My  sire  secured  them  on  that  Altai  day. 

Nor  left  such  bowl*  an  Argive  robber's  prey ; 

Two  massy  tripods,  also,  shall  Ite  thine  ; 

Two  talents  polish’d  frt»m  the  glittering  mine ; 

An  ancient  cup,  which  Tyrian  Dido  gave, 

M’hile  yet  our  vesoeb  press'd  the  Punic  srave : 


But  when  the  hostile  chiefs  at  length  bow  down,  I 

^V'hcn  great  .^ucas  wear*  Hnperia's  crown,  | 

The  casque,  the  buckler,  and  the  fiery*  sid'd  | 

Which  Tumus  guides  with  inure  than  mortal  speed, 

Are  thine  ; no  envious  lot  shall  then  be  ca^t, 

I pledge  my  word,  irrevocably  |>ast : | 

Nay  more,  twelve  slaves,  and  twice  six  captiv'c  dames. 

To  soothe  thy  softer  hours  with  amorous  fiami's. 

And  all  the  realms  which  now  the  l^tins  sway, 

The  labours  of  to-tdght  shall  well  rcitay. 

But  thou,  my  generous  youth,  whose  tender  years  1 1 
Are  near  my  own,  whose  worth  my  heart  revero. 
Henceforth  affection,  sweetly  thus  U'gun.  ii 

Shall  join  our  bosoms  and  our  soub  in  one  ; ii 

M'lthout  thy  aid,  no  glory  shall  be  mine  ; 

Without  thy  dear  advice,  no  great  design  ; 

Alike  through  life  esteem’d,  thou  godlike  boy, 

In  war  my  bulwark,  and  in  )>cace  my  joy.” 

To  him  Euryolas : — No  day  shall  shame  j 

The  rising  glories  which  from  thb  I claim.  i 

Fortune  may  favour,  or  the  skies  may  frown,  ; 

liut  v*aIour,  spite  of  fate,  obtains  renown. 

Yet,  ere  from  hcm'c  our  eager  stejw  depart. 

One  boon  I beg,  the  nearest  to  my  heart  : 

My  mother,  spnmg  from  Priam’s  royal  line,  i| 

Like  thine  ennobled,  hardly  less  divine, 

Nor  Troy  nor  king  Acestes’  realms  restrain 
Her  feeble  age  from  dangers  of  the  main ; 

Alone  she  came,  all  selfish  fears  above, 

A bright  example  of  maternal  love.  | 

Unknown  the  secret  enterprise  I brave,  | 

l.^t  grief  should  bend  my  parent  to  the  grav  ■ ; 

From  this  alone  no  fund  adieus  I seek, 

No  fainting  mother's  lips  have  prcs.s‘d  my  chtek  ; I 
By  gloomy  night  and  thy  right  band  1 vow  I 

Her  porting  tears  would  shake  my  purpose  now  : | 

I>o  thou,  my  prince,  her  fulling  age  sustain. 

In  thee  her  mueb-toved  child  may  live  again ; 

Her  dying  hours  with  plou.v  conduct  blew,  j 

Assist  her  wants,  relieve  her  fond  distress  : ; 

So  dear  a h<»pe  must  all  my  soul  Inflium-, 

To  rise  In  glor)*,  or  to  fall  In  fame." 

Struck  w ith  a filial  care  so  deeply  felt. 

In  tears  at  once  the  Tnyan  warriors  melt ; 

Fa-stcr  than  all,  lulus’  eyes  o'erflow  ; 

Such  love  was  his.  and  such  had  been  hi.«  woe. 

" AU  thou  ha.»t  ask’d,  receive,"  the  prince  repU  ‘<! ; ' 

Nor  this  alone,  but  many  a gift  beside. 

To  cheer  thy  mother's  years  shall  be  my  aim,  I 

Creusa’s  • style  but  wanting  to  the  dame.  ' 

Fortune  an  adverse  wayward  course  may  run. 

But  bIcAs’d  thy  mother  in  so  dear  a son.  i 

Now,  by  my  life  ! — my  sire's  most  sacred  oath—  i 
To  thee  I pledge  my  full,  my  firmest  troth. 

All  the  rewards  which  once  to  thee  were  vow'd,  j 

If  thou  sbouldst  fall,  on  her  shall  be  bestow'd."  ^ 

Thus  spoke  the  weeping  prince,  then  forth  to  view  I 

A gleaming  falchion  fh>cn  the  sheath  he  drew  ; I 

Lycaon's  utmost  skill  bad  graced  the  steel,  | 

For  friend*  to  envy  and  for  foes  to  feel : i 

A tawny  hide,  the  Moorish  lion's  spoil. 

Slain  *midst  the  forest,  in  the  hunter’s  toil. 

Mnrstbeus  to  gtuird  the  elder  youth  bestows,  | 

And  old  Aletbes'  casque  defrnds  his  brows.  >. 

• The  toother  of  loloi,  lost  on  the  night  when  Tror  w*s 
taken.  || 
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Arm’d,  thoncc  they  go,  while  all  th’  ai<cmbled  train, 
Tu  aid  their  cause,  implore  the  Rods  in  vain. 

More  than  a boy,  in  wlMlum  and  In  Rrace, 
lulus  holds  amidst  the  chiefs  hU  place  : 

IIU  prayer  he  sends  ; but  what  can  prayers  a\*ail, 
Ix>8t  in  the  murmurs  of  the  sighing  gale  7 

The  trench  Is  pass’d,  and,  favour'd  by  the  night. 
Through  sleeping  fi»c*  they  wheel  their  wary  flight. 
>>Tien  shall  the  sleep  of  many  a foe  be  o’er  ? 

Alas ! some  slumber  who  shall  wake  no  more  ! 
Cliariots  and  brldU**,  mix’d  with  arms,  ere  seen  ; 
And  flowing  flanks,  and  scatterM  troops  between : 
Uaechus  and  Mars  to  rule  the  camp  combine  ; 

A mingled  chaos  this  of  war  and  wine. 

*•  Now,”  cries  the  first,  “ for  deeds  of  blood  prepari, 
With  me  the  con<tuest  and  the  labour  share  : 

Here  lies  our  path  ; lest  any  hand  arise, 

Watch  thou,  while  many  a dreaming  chloltain  die*  : 

I 'll  curve  our  passage  thrvtigh  the  heedless  fuc. 

And  clear  thy  road  with  many  a deadly  blow.” 

His  whis[)ering  accents  then  the  youth  reiirrs&'d. 

And  pierced  proud  Rbamnes  through  his  panting 
breast  t 

Stretch'd  at  hU  case,  th'  incautious  king  repo«c<l ; 
Debauch,  and  not  ftitlguc,  his  eyes  had  closed : 

To  Tumus  dear,  a prophet  and  a prince. 

Ills  omens  m<ire  than  augur's  skill  evince  ; 

But  he,  who  thus  foretold  the  fate  of  all, 

Could  not  avert  his  own  untimely  fall. 

Next  Remus’  amiour*bearer,  hapless,  fell. 

And  three  unhappy  slaves  the  carnage  swell ; 

The  charioteer  along  his  courser's  sides 
Expires,  the  steel  bis  sever’d  neck  divides  ; 

And,  last,  his  lord  is  number’d  with  the  dt^ad  : 
Bounding  convulsive,  flies  the  gasping  head  ; 

Iroin  the  swoU'n  veins  the  blackening  torrents  pour; 
Stain'd  is  the  couch  and  earth  with  clotting  gore. 
Young  ]«amyrus  and  l.amus  next  expire. 

And  gay  SiTranus,  fill’d  with  youthful  fire; 

Half  the  lung  night  in  childl■^h  games  was  i>ass'd  j 
Lull'd  by  the  potent  grape,  be  slept  at  last: 

Ah  ! happier  far  had  he  the  mom  survey’d. 

And  till  Aurora's  dawn  his  skill  display'tL 

In  slaughter'll  fold,  the  keepers  lost  in  sleep, 

HU  hungry  fangs  a lion  ihu^  may  steep ; 

'Mid  the  s^  flock,  at  dead  of  night  he  prowls. 

With  murder  glutU'd.  and  In  carnage  rolls : 

Insatiate  still,  through  teeming  herds  he  rooms  ; 

In  seas  of  gore  the  lonlly  tyTint  foams. 

Nor  less  the  other’s  deadly  vengeance  came. 

But  falls  on  feeble  crowds  without  a name ; 

HU  wound  unconscious  F.adus  scariT  can  feel. 

Yet  wakeful  Rhorsus  sees  the  threatening  steel ; 

' HU  coward  breast  bi'hlnd  a jar  he  hides, 

! And  vainly  in  the  weak  defence  confides  ; 

' Full  in  hU  heart,  the  falchion  searched  hU  veins. 

The  ri'cking  weapon  bears  alternate  stains ; 

Through  wine  and  blood,  commingling  as  they  flow, 
One  feeble  spirit  seeks  the  shades  below. 

' Now  where  Messapus  dwelt  they  bend  their  way, 

I Whose  fires  emit  a faint  and  trembling  ray  ; 

. There,  unconflned,  behold  each  grazing  steed, 

I Cnwatch’d,  unheeded,  on  the  herUtgr  feed: 

I Brave  NUus  here  arrests  hU  comrade's  arm. 

Too  flush’d  with  carnage,  and  with  conquest  srarm : 


“ Hence  lot  us  haste,  the  dangerous  path  Is  pass’d  ; 
Full  foes  enough  ti>-night  have  breatheil  their  l.ut : 
Soon  will  the  day  those  eastern  clouds  adorn  ; 

Now  let  u-s  speed,  nor  tempt  the  rising  morn.” 

W'ith  silver  arms,  with  various  art  emboM'd, 

W'hat  bowls  and  mantles  in  ctmfusion  tosn’d. 

They  leave  regardU^ssl  yet  one  glittering  prize 
Attracts  the  younger  hero’s  w'ondering  eyes  ; 

The  gilded  harness  Khamnes’  coursers  felt. 

The  gems  which  stud  the  monarch's  gulden  belt : 
ThU  from  the  pallid  corse  was  quickly  torn, 

Once  by  a line  of  former  chieftains  worn. 

Th’  exulting  boy  the  studded  girdle  wears, 

Messapus’  helm  his  head  in  triumph  bears ; 

Then  from  the  tent,  their  cautious  steps  they  bend, 
Tu  seek  the  vale  where  safer  paths  extend. 

Just  at  this  hour,  a band  of  Latian  horse 
To  Tumus'  camp  pursue  their  destined  course; 
While  the  slow  foot  their  tardy  march  delay, 

The  knights,  impatlenh  spur  ^ong  the  way  : 

Three  hundred  mail-clad  men,  by  VoUcen»  led, 

To  Tumus  with  their  nutster's  promise  S|jcd : . 

Now  they  approach  the  trench,  and  view  the  walls, 
^^'hen,  on  the  left,  a light  reflection  falls ; 

The  plunder’d  helmet,  through  the  waning  night 
Sheds  forth  a silver  radiance,  glancing  bright 
VuUcens  with  question  loud  the  i>air  alarms : — 

**  Stand,  stragglers ! stand  ! why  early  thus  in  am:s  7 
From  whence?  to  whom  7” — He  meets  with  no  reply; 
Trusting  the  covert  of  the  night  they  fly : 

The  thicket’s  depth  with  hurried  pace  they  tread, 
W'hile  round  the  wood  the  hostile  squadron  spread. 

With  brakes  cntingUnl,  scarce  a path  between, 
Dreary  and  dark  appears  the  sylvan  scene : 

Euryalus  his  heavy  spoils  Impede, 

The  boughs  and  vrinding  turns  his  steps  mislead ; 
But  Nlsus  scours  along  the  forest’s  maze 
To  where  Latlnus’  steeds  in  safety  graze, 

'fhen  backward  o'er  the  pUdn  hb  eyes  extend, 

On  ever)'  side  they  seek  bis  absent  friend- 
O God  I my  boy,”  he  cries,  ” of  me  bereft, 

In  what  iiniM>nding  jhtUs  art  thou  left  1” 

Listening  he  runs  — alxive  the  waving  trees 
Tumultuous  voices  swell  the  (tasking  breeze ; 

The  war-cry  riiies,  thundering  hoofs  around 
Wake  the  dark  echoes  of  the  tn’inbling  ground. 

Again  he  turns  of  footsteps  hc:irs  the  nobe  ; 

The  sound  elates,  the  sight  his  hojv  destroys : 

The  hapless  boy  a ruffian  train  surround, 

While  lengthening  shades  his  wearj'  way  confound; 
Him  with  loud  shouts  the  furious  knights  pursue, 
Struggling  in  vain,  a captive  to  the  crew. 

What  ran  hb  friend  'gainst  thronging  numljcrs 
dare? 

Ah  I most  be  rush  his  comrade’s  fate  to  share  ? 
What  fmre,  what  aid.  what  stratagem  ea.'ay, 

Back  to  redeem  the  I.aitian  spoiler’s  prey  ? 

! His  life  a votive  ransom  nobly  give, 

Or  die  with  him  for  whom  he  wbb’d  to  live  ? 

I Poising  with  strength  his  lifted  lance  on  high, 

I On  Luna’s  orb  he  cast  his  frenzied  eyv : — 

**  Goddess  serene,  transcending  every  star  1 
; Queen  of  the  sky,  whose  beams  are  seen  afar ! 
j By  night  heaven  owns  thy  sway,  by  day  the  grove, 

1 When,  as  chaste  Dian,  hm  tbou  dcign’st  to  rove  ; 
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If  e’er  mywlf,  or  sire,  have  soufrht  to  Knu  e * 

Thine  altars  with  the  produce  of  the  cba.se,  ! 

S5>«sl,  speed  my  <lart  to  pierce  yon  vaunting  crowd,  J TRANSLATION  FROM  THE  MEDEA  OF 
To  free  my  friend,  and  scatter  far  the  proud.”  RIPIDES. 

Thus  having  said,  the  hissing  dart  he  flung  ; w;  fu»  «>«»,  *.  t.  a.J 

1 hrough  parted  shades  the  hurtling  weapon  sung ; 

The  thirsty  point  in  Sulmo’s  entrails  lay,  Whkn  flcrce  conflicting  pa.‘<sionH  un^ 

Transfts’d  hU  heart,  and  stretch’d  him  on  the  clay  : The  breast  where  love  is  wont  to  glow. 

He  sobs,  he  dies, — the  troop  In  wild  amaze,  What  mind  can  stem  the  stonny  surge 

Unconscious  whence  the  death,  with  horror  gaze.  Which  rolls  the  tide  of  human  woe? 

While  pale  they  stare,  through  Tagus’  temples  riven,  The  hope  of  praise,  the  dread  of  shame, 

A second  shaft  with  equal  force  Is  driven ; Can  rouse  the  tortured  breast  no  more ; 

Fierce  Volscens  rolls  around  his  lowering  eyes  ; The  wild  desire,  the  guilty  flame. 

Veil’d  by  the  night,  secure  the  TruJan  lies.  Absorlw  each  wish  it  felt  before. 

Burning  with  wrath,  he  view’d  his  soldiers  fall. 

Thou  youth  accurst,  thy  life  shall  pay  for  all ! " But  if  alTection  gently  thrills 

Quick  from  the  sheath  his  flaming  glaive  he  drew.  The  soul  by  purer  dreams  possest. 

Anti,  raging,  on  the  boy  defenceless  flew.  The  pleasing  balm  of  mortal  ills 

Nisus  no  more  the  blackening  shade  conceals.  In  love  can  soothe  the  aching  breast : 

Forth,  forth  he  starts,  and  all  his  love  reveals ; If  thus  thou  comest  In  disguise. 

Aghast,  confused,  his  fears  to  madness  ri.«e.  Fair  Venus  1 from  thy  native  licaven 

And  pour  these  accents,  shrieking  as  he  flies:  What  heart  unfeeling  would  despise  * 

**  Me,  me,  — your  vengeance  hurl  on  me  alone  ; The  sweetest  boon  the  gods  have  given  ? 

Here  sheathe  the  steel,  ray  blood  is  all  your  own. 

Yc  SUIT)'  spheres  I thou  conscious  Heaven  I attest ! But  never  from  thy  golden  bow 

Uc  could  not—  dunt  not—  lo  I the  guile  confot ! Mey  I beneath  the  shaft  expire  1 

All,  all  yris  mine,  — his  eariy  fate  suspend  ; Whose  creeping  venom,  sure  and  slow 

He  only  loved  too  well  his  hapless  friend  : Awakes  an  all-consuming  fire  • ’ 

Spare,  spare,  ye  chiefs  I from  him  your  rage  remove  ; Ye  racking  doubts  I ye  Jealous  fears  I 

His  fault  MILS  friendship,  all  his  crime  was  love."  With  others  wage  Internal  war- 

He  pray'd  In  vain ; the  dark  aasaatin's  sword  Repentance,  source  of  future  tears’ 

Pierced  the  fair  side,  the  snowy  bosom  goreil  i From  me  be  ever  dbtant  far  I ’ 

i^wiy  to  cArth  inclines  his  plume-clad  crest. 

And  sanguine  torrents  mantle  oVr  hi,  breast:  May  no  dlstr«:tlng  thought,  destroy 

As  some  young  rose,  whose  blowtnn  scents  the  air,  tk..  k«i«.  . t 

Igmguid  In  death,  expires  l>eneath  the  share  j M.I  aii  shi  1 - '"f  I , 

Or  crimson  poppy,  sinking  with  the  shower,  I Which  hover  f h*  's' 

Declining  gently,  fall,  a Ming  flower  ; In  * 

Thus,  sweetly  drooping,  bends  his  lovely  head,  Mav  I with  w ’ i' 

And  lingering  beauty  Lver,  round  the  dead.  Wh^’  h,rrm  . " “'J'  . 

" ' " hose  heart  may  mingle  pure  with  mine 

With  roe  to  live,  with  me  to  die. 

But  fiery  NUm  stems  the  battle’s  tide, 

Revenge  hU  Icailcr,  and  despair  his  guide ; My  native  soil  I beloved  before, 

^ olsoens  he  seeks  amidst  the  gathering  host.  Now  dearer  as  my  peacef.d  home 

Volscens  must  soon  appease  his  comrade’s  ghost  ; Ne’er  may  I quit  thy  rocky  shisre  ’ 

Steel,  flashing,  ixmrs  on  steel,  foe  crowds  on  foe  ; A hapless  banish’d  wretch  to  r,’«m  I 

Rage  nerves  his  arm.  fate  gleams  In  every  bimr  j This  very  day,  this  very  hour 

In  vain  beneath  unnumber’d  wounds  he  bleeds,  • May  I resign  this  fleeting  breath  ' 

Nor  woundti,  nor  death,  distracted  Nisns  heeds;  Nor  quit  my  silent  humble  Iwwer  • ' 

In  viewless  circle,  wheel’d,  his  falchion  flics,  A doom  to  me  far  worse  than  death. 

Nor  quits  the  hero’s  grasp  till  Volscens  dies ; 

Deep  in  his  throat  its  end  the  weapon  found,  t >,-,,..1  *\.  « « » i. 

The  tyrant's  soul  fled  groaning  through  the  wound.  ..*^’*  *^  ' 

Thus  Nlsu,  all  hi.  fond  affection  proJLi  - Throlr^  , - 

Dying,  revenged  the  fate  of  him  he  loved ; rZsIvetesvIv  w 

’Then  on  his  bosom  sought  his  wonted  place,  I ,,, , ^ 

A I f .w  A.  1 a ^ . A.  . ' Ah ! hapless  dame  > no  sire  bewails. 

And  death  was  heavenly  In  hU  friend  , embrace.  , jj„  fateTpl^res. 

I No  kindred  voice  with  rapture  halls 

Celestial  pair  I if  aught  my  verse  can  claim.  Thy  steps  within  a stranger’s  doors. 

Wafted  on  Time’s  broad  pinion,  yours  U fame  I 

Age,  on  age,  shall  your  fate  admire.  Perish  the  fiend  whose  Iron  heart. 

ww.r'T  J If  rf’  f"*"  •<r«Uon's  truth  unktlown, 

hlle  stands  the  Capitol,  Immortal  dome  I Bid.  her  he  fondly  loved  depart. 

And  vanquish’d  millions  haU  their  empreu,  Rome ! Unpltlcd,  helpless,  and  alone ; 

cforvis  horn  which  *thu  li  uku,  here'  «hlre?«.  uC^"*  *"  P*"*  »*  ■'"» 
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Whn  nc'pr  unlocks  with  silver  key  > 
The  mililer  treasure#  of  hU  soul,— 
May  such  a friend  be  far  from  me, 

And  ocean’s  storm#  between  us  roll  ! 


I TnarcHTs  suggested  by  a collegr 

I EXAMINATION. 

High  in  the  midst,  surrounded  by  his  peers, 
MAONCA't  his  ample  fn>nt  sublime  upreanc 

ilM.iced  on  his  chair  of  state,  he  seems  a Kod, 

While  Soph#  and  Freshmen  tremble  at  his  nod. 
all  arounil  sit  wrapt  In  speechless  Rloom, 

I His  voice  in  thunder  shakes  the  suuudiui;  doim' ; 

I Dtmouneing  dire  reproach  to  luckless  fiK)ls, 
Unsktlt'd  to  plod  in  nulhrmatic  rules. 

! 

Happy  the  youth  in  Euclid's  axioms  tried. 
Though  little  versed  in  any  art  beside  ; 

Who,  M'arcely  skill'd  an  KukU^Ii  line  to  pen, 

Sc-ms  Attic  metres  with  a critic’s  ken. 

What,  thoiufh  he  knows  not  bow  hh  fathers  bled, 

1 When  civil  discord  piletl  the  fields  with  dead. 

When  E<lward  bade  his  conquering  bands  advance, 

; fir  Henry  tnimplMl  on  the  crt*»t  of  France  : 

I Though  marvelling  at  the  name  of  Magna  Charta, 

, Yet  well  he  rcotilUcts  the  law*  of  Sparta  ; 

' Can.  tell  what  eilUts  Mge  Lycurga-  niaile. 

While  Blackstonc ’s  on  the  shelf  neglected  laid  ; 

Of  (irec'ian  dramas  vaunts  the  deathless  fume, 

•\  uf  Avon’s  iKird  remembering  scarce  the  nainc. 

Such  is  the  youth  whose  scientific  pate 
Class»honours,  medals,  fellowships,  await ; 

Or  even,  perhaps,  the  declamation  prize. 

I If  to  such  glorious  height  he  lifts  hi#  eyes. 

I But  lo ! no  common  onitor  can  hope 
{!  The  enried  silver  cup  within  hi#  scope. 

! Not  that  our  ht*ads  much  eloquence  require, 

Th’  Athkman’s^  glowing  style,  or  TuUy’s  fire. 

A manner  clear  or  warm  is  uselesa,  since 
We  do  not  try  by  •speaking  to  conrincc. 

I Re  other  orators  of  pleasing  proud  : 

W e si>eak  to  please  ourselves,  not  move  the  crowd : 
Our  gravity  prefers  the  muttering  tone, 

I A proi)cr  mixture  of  the  squeak  and  groan  : 


No  borrow'd  grace  of  action  must  be  seen; 

The  slightest  motion  would  displease  the  Dean ; ♦ 
Whilst  every  staring  graduate  would  prate 
Against  what  be  could  never  imitate. 

The  man  who  hopes  t’  obtain  the  pmmlsetl  cup 
. Must  in  one  ijosturc  stand,  and  ne’er  look  up  ; 

I Nor  slop,  but  rattle  over  every  word  — 

No  matter  what,  so  it  can  mit  be  heard. 

I Thus  let  him  huny*  on,  nor  think  to  rest : 

I >Vho  speaks  the  fastei*t'8  sure  to  sjicak  the  b^'l ; 
j Who  utter*  most  within  the  shortest  space 
' May  safely  ho{>e  to  win  the  wordy  race. 

The  sons  of  science  these,  who.  thus  rc|»ald, 

I Linger  in  ease  In  Granta's  sluggish  sha<le ; 

I Where  on  Cam's  sedgy  tuinks  supine  they  He, 

I Unknown,  unhonour’d  live,  unwcpt«for  <iie  : 

Dull  as  the  pictures  which  adorn  their  hulls, 

They  think  all  leandng  fix’d  within  Ihtir  w.vlis . 

In  manner.--  rude,  in  fooliah  forms  pnci>e, 

. .\11  modem  aits  afiVctlng  to  des{d>e  : 

I Yet  prizing  Bentley’s,  Brunck's,  or  ror>on's  ' note, 

I More  than  the  vei>e  on  which  the  critic  wrote  • 

' Vain  as  their  honours,  heavy  as  their  ale. 

Sad  as  their  wit,  and  tetlious  as  their  bile  ; 

' To  frieml^hip  dead,  though  not  untaught  to  fee’ 
When  Self  and  Church  demand  a bigot  zeal. 

W ith  eager  haste  they  murt  the  lord  of  i»ower, 
W’hetber  ‘t  Is  Pitt  or  Petty  rules  the  hour 
To  him,  with  suppliant  smiU*#,  they  bend  the  hi  ad, 
W hile  distant  mitres  to  their  eye*  are  spread. 

But  should  a storm  o’erwhelm  him  with  disgrace. 
They’d  fly  to  seek  the  next  who  fill'd  hi#  place. 
Such  are  the  men  who  learning's  treasures  guard  1 
Such  I#  their  practice,  such  Is  their  rewanl  l 
This  much,  nt  least,  we  may  presume  to  say  — 

The  premium  can’t  exceed  the  price  they  pay. 

1H06. 

TO  A BEAUTIFUL  QUAKER. 

Swerr  girl  I though  only  once  wc  met. 

That  meeting  I shall  ne’er  forget ; 

And  though  we  ne’er  may  meet  again, 
Remembrance  will  thy  form  retain. 

I would  not  say,  “ I love,”  but  still 
My  siiises  struggle  with  my  will : 


n 


' The  original  is  “ MVMixyn  «>i^a  lltr* 

rally,  *'  diw  luitng  (ho  bri^lil  key  of  the  mind.*' 

• No  rrflrctlofi  h here  ititondod  ajmlitit  the  person  men- 
tioned under  the  name  Mogimi.  tie  is  merely  represented 
as  performing  an  unavoidahle  function  of  his  o»6<-e.  Indeed, 
lui-h  an  attempt  emdd  rmly  remil  upim  my«clf ; as  th.u  gm* 
lirnuui  is  now  «s  much  dfitinnitshra  hr  ms  rloquenre.  and  j 
the  dignifled  propriety  with  which  he  filli  hit  situation,  a*  he  ■ 
wa*  in  his  younger  days  for  wit  and  convIvtaUty.  — (Dr.  WlU  j 
Hnm  Mansrl  was.  in  1790,  appointcNl  to  the  headship  of 
Trinity  (loUece.  hy  Mr,  I'Itt.  While  a bartu-lnr  of  arts,  hr  > 
dlit1ngiit«hcd  idinseif  as  the  author  of  several  /t*tu-  tfrtjtrft.  } 
Dr.  Jowett,  of  Trinity  Hall,  haring  amiiMHl  both  himself  . 
and  the  publir,  l»y  a pretty  little  fairy  ganlen,  with  narrtiw 
gravel  walks,  lu-sprinaied  with  shell*  and  tM'lliield  pelditei, 
AiKl  enrloied  hy  a Chinese  rjtillng.  Dr.  Mausel  wrote  the 
following  lines  tnereon  : — 

•*  A little  garden,  little  Jowclt  made. 

And  feiK-cd  It  with  a little  (-allsade  ; 

If  you  wrnuld  know  the  taste  of  little  Juwrctt, 

This  little  garden  won't  a little  show  it.” 

He  w'.\i  imirhted  to  the  Infliimre  of  hti  pupil,  the  late  Mr. 
Perceval,  for  his  subsequent  promotinn.  in  1H(M.  to  the  see  of 
Bristol.  He  is  supposed  to  hare  materially  assisted  in  the 
**  Pursuits  of  Literature.”  His  lordship  died  at  Trinity 
Lodge,  in  June.  IdijO.] 

# DeuuithPiies.  j 


* [ In  most  eoUrgr*.  the  fellow  who  superiotetidi  the  chapel 
service  is  called  D<*wi«.] 

» The  present  Creek  prufesior  of  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bridge; a man  whose  lowers  of  mind  and  writings  mar. 
nerha|i*.  justify  their  preference.  (In  a letter  written  in  iHia, 
Lord  Bvron  says;  — ” 1 rmiemlier  to  have  seen  Purson  at 
rambriilge.  In  the  hall  uf  mir  milrge,  and  in  prhate  par- 
ties ; and  I never  can  recollect  him  except  as  drunk  or 
britt^.  and  generally  li<Hh:  I mean  in  ati  evening;  for  in 
the  hall,  he  dined  at  the  Dean's  talde,  and  I at  the  Vice- 
matter'i and  he  then  and  there  appeared  sober  in  ids 
demcaniHir ; but  I have  seen  him.  in  a private  party  of 
undcr-gn-uluates.  take  up  a poker  U)  them,  uul  heard  him 
use  language  n«  blockgtoird  os  his  action.  Of  all  the  disgust- 
ing brutes,  sulky,  abusive,  and  intoleralde.  Porioii  wa*  the 
mutt  liestial,  os  far  as  the  few  titnes  1 saw  him  went  He 
was  tolerated  Ui  (hit  state  amongst  the  young  men  for  hii 
talents  ; at  the  Turks  think  a madman  fnspii^,  and  bear 
with  him.  He  used  to  recite,  or  rather  vomit,  pages  of  .-ill 
languages,  and  could  hiccup  Clreek  like  a lle|o(:  and  w- 
taiiilr  S|>arU  never  shocked  her  children  with  a grosser 
cxbiuttlon  thau  this  man's  intoxication.”] 

* Since  this  was  written.  Lord  Henry  Petty  hat  lost  hit 

Elare.  and  subsequently  ( I had  almost  sold  consoqiu-mly  I the 
oijour  of  representing  the  University.  A fact  so  gi.iring 
requires  no  comment,  flyord  Henry  Petty  U ttuw 
Marquess  uf  Lausduwne.j 
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In  va!n.  to  drive  thee  from  mjr  breast. 

My  thoughts  are  more  and  more  reprebt ; 

In  vain  1 check  the  rising  sighs. 

Another  to  the  last  replies : 

Perhaps  this  U not  love,  but  yet 
Our  meeting  I can  ne'er  forget. 

WTiat  though  we  never  silence  broke. 

Our  eyes  a sweeter  language  spoke  ; 

The  tongue  In  flattering  falsebuoU  deals, 

And  tells  a tale  it  never  feels : 

Deceit  the  guilty  Up*  Impart, 

And  hush  the  mandates  of  the  heart} 

But  soul’s  inlen»retcrs,  the  e)-es. 

Spurn  such  restraint,  and  scorn  disguise. 

As  thus  our  glances  oft  conversed, 

.\nd  all  our  bosoms  felt  rehearsect. 

No  spirit,  fit)m  within,  reproved  us 
Say  rather.  “ t’was  the  spirit  moved  us." 
Though  what  they  utter’d  I repress. 

Vet  1 conceive  thou  ’It  partly  guess  ; 

For  a.*  on  thee  my  memory  ponders. 

Perchance  to  me  thine  also  wanders 
This  for  myself,  at  least.  I’ll  say. 

Thy  form  ap|H'ur»  through  night,  through  day ; 
Awake,  with  it  my  fancy  teems; 

In  sleep,  it  smiles  In  fleeting  dreams  : 

The  sislon  charms  the  hours  away, 

And  bids  me  curse  Aiu^ora’s  ray 
For  breaking  slumbers  of  delight 
Which  make  me  wish  for  endtess  night 
Since,  oh  ! whate'er  my  future  fate. 

Shall  joy  or  woe  my  steps  await. 

Tempted  by  love,  by  storms 
Thine  image  I can  ne’er  foi^jet. 

.klas  t again  no  more  we  meet, 

No  more  our  former  lotiks  repeat ; 

Then  let  me  breathe  this  starting  pra)cr. 

The  dictate  of  my  boNora's  care : 

“ May  nc.vvcn  so  guard  my  4ovcly  quuker. 

That  anguish  never  can  o’ertake  her ; 

That  peace  and  virtue  ne’er  forsake  her. 

But  bliss  be  aye  her  heart's  partaker  I 
Oh  ! may  the  happy  mortal,  fated 
To  be,  by  deafa*sl  tics,  reUlcd, 

For  her  each  hour  new  joys  discover, 

And  lose  the  hvi.<d>and  In  the  lover  ! 

May  that  fair  Ixvom  never  know 
^^'hat  'tls  to  feel  the  restless  woe 
^'Tiich  stings  the  soul,  with  vain  rcgi\*t. 

Of  him  who  never  can  forget  I"  ‘ 

* fThewi  TeriM  were  wrUten  at  llarrovgate,  in  .\ug.  laOJ-J 

* ri'he  eomellan  of  thoe  T«r»ei  was  given  to  LonI  llyroti 
hy  the  Camtirklge  chnrt»ter,  FUillntone,  whitce  miutrai  la. 
lend  flnt  IntrodiKed  h-m  U)  (he  young  poet's  arquolnUnre. 
and  for  whom  he  a|>p««rs  to  have  entertained,  subsequently, 
a sentiment  of  the  most  romantic  frtendihip.j 

* [In  a letter  to  Mlil  PtgnC.  of  Southwell,  written  In  Jutw. 
I907.  I..ord  Dyron  thus  describes  l-Uldl<*«tone : lie  It  ex> 
actly  to  an  hour  two  years  younger  than  myself,  nearly  mv 
hetsht.  very  thin,  very  fair  complexion,  dark  eyes,  and  light 
Ikxs.  My  opinion  of  his  mind  yo<i  already  know  ; I ho|ie  I 
shall  never  nave  occasion  to  cnange  it."  Kddlectone.  on 


THE  CORNELIAN.* 

No  specious  splendour  of  this  stone 
Endears  It  to  my  memory  ever ; 

With  lustre  only  once  it  shone. 

And  blushes  modest  as  the  giver.* 

Some,  who  can  sneer  at  friendship’s  ties. 
Have,  for  ray  weakness,  oft  repmved  inc ; 

Vet  still  the  simple  gift  I prise. 

For  I am  sure  the  giver  loved  me. 

He  offer’d  it  with  downcast  look. 

As  fenrful  that  I might  refuse  it ; 

I told  him,  when  the  gift  I took. 

My  only  fear  should  be  to  lose  it 

This  pledge  attentively  I view’d, 

And  S|>arkling  as  1 held  it  near, 

Methougbt  one  dn>p  the  stone  bedew’d. 

And  ever  since  I 've  loved  a tear. 

Still,  to  adorn  hU  bumble  youth. 

Nor  wealth  nor  birth  their  treasures  yield ; 

But  he  who  seek*  the  flowers  of  truth, 

^lust  quit  the  garden  for  the  field. 

’Tls  not  the  plant  uprear’d  in  sloth. 

Which  tseauty  shows,  and  sheds  iurfume  ; 

The  flowers  which  yield  the  must  of  U»Lh 
in  Natures  wild  luxurUnce  bloom. 

Had  Fortune  aided  Nature's  care. 

For  once  forgetting  to  be  blind. 

His  would  have  been  an  ample  share, 

If  well  proiKirtlon’d  to  his  mind. 

But  had  the  goddess  clearly  seen. 

His  form  had  fix’d  her  fickle  breast ; 

Hrr  countless  hoards  would  his  have  been. 
And  none  remain'd  to  give  thee  rest. 


AN  OCCASIONAL  PROLOGUE, 
UEUVKarn  paeviocs  to  thk  rearoKSisKrit  or  “ th* 

WHCBL  or  rOaTL  NC"  AT  A raiVATC  THEATRE.  4 

SisJCE  the  refinement  of  this  poll-^h’d  age 
Has  swept  immoral  raillery  from  the  stage ; 

! 

time  has  elapsed  since  we  met.  as  it  was  the  only  memorial 
! 1 potiesied  of  that  (terson  iln  whom  I was  very  much  in« 
I tercstiHl),  It  has  acquired  a value  by  this  event  I could  have 
! wished  it  never  to  have  borne  In  roy  eyes.  if.  therefore,  Miss 
' IMgiH  should  have  preserved  it,  1 must,  under  these  ctrrum- 
sunces.  beg  her  to  excuse  my  requesting  it  to  be  iruismittcd 
U)  me.  and  1 will  repbkce  it  by  luicnethiog  she  may  rcmemtier 
: me  hy  eqmlly  well.  As  she  was  always  so  kind  as  to  feel 
I iiiten-stea  In  the  Ihleof  him  who  formed  the  subject  of  <air 


conversation,  you  may  tell  her  that  the  giver  uf  th,at  come* 
jlan  died  In  May  last,  of  a ronstiroption,  ol  the  age  of  twenty^ 
(me, — making  the  sixth,  within  nnir  months,  of  friends  and 


leaving  Ids  choir,  entered  into  a larrruilile  bouse  in  the  me- 
tropfpUs.  and  died  of  a consumpUon,  in  lail.  On  bearing 
of  his  death,  l.rord  Bvrnn  thtis  wrrote  to  the  mother  of  his 


fair  correspondent:  — ‘*I  am  about  to  write  to  von  on  asilly 
subject,  and  yet  I cannot  well  do  otherwise*  Vnu  may  re- 
memivcr  a coniclian,  which  some  years  ago  I omiign^  to 
Miss  Ihgiit,  indeed  gave  to  her.  and  now  I am  about  to  make 
the  most  selfish  and  rude  of  requests.  The  person  who  gave 
it  to  me,  when  I was  wry  young.  Is  dead,  and  though  a wng 


rclatvooB  that  I have  lo«t  itetween  May  and  the  end  of  Au- 
gust."—The  cornelian  heart  w as  returned  arcordlngljr ; and, 
indeed.  Miss  IMgot  reminded  Lord  Urron.  that  he  bau  left  it 
with  her  as  a ilrtMiaU.  not  a gift.  It  U now  in  the  pussesstun 
of  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Leigh.] 

* ['•  When  t was  a youth,  I was  rcckonrsl  a good  actor. 
Besides  Iharrow  speeches,  in  which  1 shone,  I roacte'i  Pen. 
rudditck.  !o  the  * Wheel  of  Fortune,’  and  Tristram  Fickle, 
in  the  farce  of  • The  Wralhrrcock.*  for  three  nights,  in 
some  prirate  IhealricoU  at  Southwell,  in  1806,  with  greaX 
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HOURS  OF 


Since  taste  has  now  expunged  licentious  wit. 

Which  stamp'll  disgrace  on  all  an  author  writ ; 
Since  now  to  please  with  purer  scenes  we  seek. 

Nor  dare  to  call  the  blush  from  Beauty's  cheek ; 

Oh  I let  the  mode.-l  Muse  some  pity  claim. 

And  meet  Indulgence,  though  she  find  not  fiLme. 
Still,  not  for  her  alone  we  wbh  ivspcct. 

Others  appear  more  conscious  of  defect : 

To-night  no  veteran  Roscii  you  behold, 

In  all  the  arts  of  scenic  action  old ; 

No  Cooke,  no  Kemble,  can  salute  you  here, 

No  Slddons  draw  the  #ym|»alhctic  tear; 

To-night  you  throng  to  witness  the  debut  ' 

Of  embr>'o  actors,  to  the  Drama  new ; 

Here,  then,  our  almo't  unflctlgeil  wings  we  tr)' ; 
Clip  not  our  pinions  ere  the  birds  can  fly  : 

Failing  in  this  our  first  attempt  to  soar, 

Drooping,  alas  1 wc  fall  to  rise  no  more. 

Not  one  i>oor  trembler  only  fear  betrays. 

Who  hopes,  yet  almost  dreads,  to  meet  your  praise; 
But  all  our  dramatis  perMjna?  wait 
In  fontl  suspense  this  crisis  of  their  fate. 

No  venal  views  our  pnjgrcis  can  retard. 

Your  generous  plaudits  are  our  sole  reward  ; 

For  these,  cai  h Hero  all  hU  ;>owcr  displays. 

Each  timid  Heroine  shrinks  before  your  gaze. 

Surely  the  last  will  some  protection  find; 

None  to  the  softer  sex  can  prove  unkind ; 

While  Youth  and  Beauty  form  the  female  shield, 
The  sternest  censor  to  the  fidr  mu^^t  yield. 

Yet,  should  our  feeble  efforts  nought  avail. 

Should,  after  all,  our  best  endeavours  fail, 

Still  let  some  mercy  In  your  bo«)tm  live. 

And,  If  you  can't  applaud,  at  Ica^t  forgive. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  FO.X, 

THE  roLLOWixG  lu.iaERAL  iMraoMfru  arrcAKEo  in 
A StORNINO  rAPER. 

*•  OCR  nation’s  foes  lament  on  Fox’s  death. 

But  bless  the  hour  when  Pm  resign’d  his  breath  ; 
These  feelings  wide.  let  sense  and  truth  undue. 

We  give  the  palm  where  Justice  points  iu  due.” 

TO  WHICH  THE  ACTHOR  Of  THESE  PIECES  SENT  THE 
fOLLOW'l.SO  REPl.r. 

Om  factious  viper  I whose  envenom'd  tooth 
Wmdd  mangle  sllll  the  deail,  ;>ersertlng  truth ; 

What  though  our  “ nation’s  foes”  lament  the  fate, 
With  generoas  feeling,  of  the  gooil  and  great. 

Shall  dastard  tongues  eway  to  blast  the  name 
Of  him  whose  mee<l  exists  In  endless  fame  ? 

When  Pm  expiretl  in  plenitude  of  power. 

Though  ill  success  obwmred  his  dying  hour, 

Pity  her  dewy  wings  liefore  him  sprciid, 

For  noble  spirits  •*  war  not  with  the  dead  : " 

HU  friends.  In  tears,  a last  sad  requiem  gave, 

As  all  his  errors  slumlK-r’d  In  the  grave ; 

Apnlaitie.  The  occadonsl  proloinjc  for  our  rnluntoer  play 
WAS  also  of  mjr  compewUton.  The  other  performer*  were 
young  ladle*  and  nntlemen  of  the  neighbourhood  ; and  the 
a hole  w ent  off  wUh  great  clb-rt  upon  our  good-aatured  au- 
dience."— Byron  Diary,  IR'il.] 

• (ITiU  prologue  wa*  written  by  the  young  poet,  between 
*tape«.  on  hi*  way  from  UarrowgAte.  On  getting  Into  the 
rarrlage  at  Chc»lerfield.  he  *ald  to  hi*  companion.  **  Now, 
rigoi,  I'U  spin  a prologue  for  our  play,”  and  twfuro  they 
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He  sunk,  an  Atlas  bending  'neath  the  weight  I 

(K  cares  o’crwhelniliig  our  contticiing  stale  ; 

When,  lo!  a Hercules  In  Fox  appear'd, 

Who  for  a time  the  ruin'd  fabric  rear’d  : 

He,  too,  U fall'n,  who  Briluln's  loss  supplied. 

With  him  our  fast-resiving  ho|>es  have  died ; ) 

Nut  one  great  people  only  raise  his  um,  I 

AH  Europe’s  far-extended  regions  mourn. 

“ These  feelings  wide,  let  senn;  and  truth  undue,  ! 
To  give  the  palm  where  Justice  ;>uints  its  due 
Yet  let  not  canker'd  Calumny  assail,  : 

Or  round  our  statesman  wind  her  gloomy  veil. 

Fox  ! o’er  whose  corse  a mourning  world  must  weep, 
Whose  dear  remains  In  honour’d  marble  sleep ; 

Fur  whom,  at  last,  e’en  hostile  nations  gimn,  I 

While  friends  and  foes  alike  his  tal^  nts  own  ; 

Fox  shall  in  Britain’s  future  annals  shine,  ' 

Nor  eVn  to  Pitt  the  patriot's  |>alm  n*»ign  ; I 

Which  Envy,  wearing  Candour’s  sacred  m:ok,  s 

For  Pm,  and  Pirr  alone,  has  dariHl  to  ask.  v ; 


THE  TEAR. 

**  O Uchrrmaruin  font,  tmero  toerns 
Uucentfum  oriu*  rx  animn;  quater 
Felix  ! fo  imo  qui  sratenti  Tn 
I'ectore  le,  ;1a  Nytupha,  iencit.”—  Gray.  \ 

When  Friendship  or  Ixive  <mr  sympathies  move,  ' 
When  Truth  in  a glance  should  apiaar. 

The  Ups  may  bt'guile  with  a dimple  or  sniile. 

But  the  test  of  affection 's  a Tear. 

Too  oft  is  a smile  but  the  hypocrite’s  wile, 

To  mask  detestation  or  fear ; , 

Give  me  the  soft  sigh,  whilst  the  soul-telHng  eye 

Is  diinm'd  for  a time  with  a Tear.  j 

Mild  Charity’s  glow,  to  us  mortals  below,  I 

Shows  the  soul  from  barbarity  clear;  i 

Compav^lon  will  melt  where  this  virtue  U felt,  ' 

And  iu  dew  Is  diffused  in  a Tear.  | 

The  man  doom’d  to  sail  with  the  blast  of  the  gale,  | 
Through  billows  Atlantic  to  stiver,  ; 

As  he  Itcnds  o’er  the  wave  which  may  soon  be  his  grave,  ' 
The  green  sparkles  bright  with  a Tear.  | 

The  soldier  braves  death  for  a fkneiful  wreath  , 

In  Glory’’s  romantic  career ; I 

But  he  ral'ies  the  foe  when  in  iKittle  laid  low,  | 

And  bathes  every  wound  with  a Tear.  ! 

If  with  high-bounding  pride  he  return  to  his  bride, 
Renouncing  the  gorc-crim«m’d  spear, 

All  his  toils  are  repaid  when,  embracing  the  maid, 
From  her  eyelid  he  kisses  the  Tear. 

Sweet  scene  of  my  youth  3 1 .«eat  of  Fricnd«ihlp  and 
Where  love  chased  each  fa.«t-ficetlng  year,  [Truth,  j 
Loth  lo  leave  thee,  I mourn’d,  for  a la.*t  look  I turn'd. 
But  thy  spire  was  scarce  seen  through  a Tear. 

reached  M.-u)tr)r1d  he  had  completi^d  hli  ta»k,  — interrupting,  i 
only  once,  hit  rhyming  reverie,  to  ask  the  proper  proniuicla- 
lion  of  the  FrerK-h  word  " and.  on  being  answered, 

exclatming.  **  Ay.  that  wrill  do  for  rhyme  to  • nftr'  " The 
epilogue,  w'lilcli  was  from  the  pen  of  the  Her.  Mr.  Bvchrr, 
waaikllrcred  by  Lord  Uyron  ] 

* [The  " niiberal  Improptu " appeared  In  the  Morning 
Poit.  and  Lord  ByroD’i  " r^lj  ” In  the  Morning  Chronicle. , 

> Harrow. 
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Though  my  vows  I can  pour  to  my  Mary  no  more, 
My  Mary  to  lx)vc  once  so  dear; 

In  tile  sboUe  of  her  bower  1 remcm^icr  the  hour 
She  rewarded  those  vows  with  a Tear. 

By  another  possest,  may  she  live  ever  West  1 
Her  name  sUIl  my  heart  must  revere: 

With  H sigh  I resign  what  I once  thought  was  mine, 
And  forgive  her  deceit  with  a Tear. 

Te  friends  of  my  lieart,  ere  from  you  I depart, 

ThU  hope  to  my  breast  Is  most  near: 

If  again  we  shall  meet  in  this  rural  retreat, 

May  we  meet,  aa  we  part,  with  a Tear. 

When  my  soul  wings  her  flight  to  the  regions  of  night, 
.\nd  my  corse  shall  recline  on  its  bier. 

As  ye  pass  by  the  tomb  wiiere  my  ashes  con.«ame, 

Oh  l moisten  their  dust  with  a Tear. 

May  no  marble  l>estow  the  splendour  of  woe. 

Which  the  children  of  vanity  rear ; 

No  Action  of  fame  shall  Waxan  my  name  ; 

All  1 ask — all  I wish — is  a Tear. 

October  Kth.  IMG. 


REPI.Y  TO  SOME  VERSES  OF  J.  M.  B.  PIGOT. 
ES<^,  ON  TUE  CRUELTY  OF  HIS  MISTRESS. 

Wht,  Pigot,  complain  of  this  damsel’s  disdain, 

Why  thus  In  doiwiir  do  you  fret  ? 

For  months  you  may  try,  yet,  believe  me,  a sigh 
Will  never  obtain  a coquette. 

Would  you  teach  her  to  love?  for  a time  seem  to  rove ; 

At  first  she  may  frown  in  a |>ct ; 

But  leave  her  awhile,  she  shortly  will  smile, 

And  then  you  may  kiss  your  coquette. 

For  such  arc  the  airs  of  these  fanciful  fairs. 

They  think  all  our  homage  a debt : 

Vet  a {Ktrlia]  neglect  soon  takes  an  effect, 

And  humbles  the  proudest  Cociucttc. 

Dissemble  your  pain,  and  lengthen  your  chain. 

And  seem  her  hauteur  to  regret ; 

If  again  you  shall  sigh,  she  no  more  will  deny 
That  yours  is  the  rosy  coquette 


If 


TO  THE  SIGHING  STREPHON.  [ 

Toua  pardon,  my  friend,  If  my  rhymes  did  offend  ; j j 
I Your  pardon,  a thousand  times  o'er:  II 

From  friendship  I strove  your  pangs  to  remove,  I 

But  1 swear  I will  do  so  uo  more.  j 

Since  your  beautiful  maid  your  flame  has  repaid. 

No  more  I your  folly  regret ; 

She 's  now  most  divine,  and  I bow  at  the  shrine 
Of  this  quickly  reformed  coffuette. 

Yet  still,  I must  own,  I should  never  have  known 
From  your  verses  what  else  .she  deservetl ; [ 

Your  i>ain  seem’d  so  great,  I pitied  your  fate,  I 

As  your  fair  was  so  devilish  reserved. 

Since  the  balm-brcathlng  kiss  of  this  magical  miss 
Can  such  wonderful  trans|>orts  produce;  [met,** 
Since  the  **  world  you  forget,  when  your  hps  once  have 
My  counsel  will  get  but  abuse. 

You  say,  when  “ 1 rove,  I know  nothing  of  love;’* 

’TIs  true,  I am  given  to  range ; I 

If  I rightly  remember,  I’ve  loved  a gi>od  number,  j 
Yet  there's  pleasure,  at  least,  in  a change.  | 

1 will  not  advance,  by  the  rules  of  romance,  ^ 

To  humour  a whimsical  fair  ; 

Though  a smile  may  delight,  yet  a frown  won't  affright,  ! 
Or  drive  me  to  dreadful  despair. 

\niile  my  blood  Is  thus  wann  I ne’er  shall  reform,  | 
To  mix  In  the  Platonhts’  scbiwl ; I 

Of  this  I am  sure,  was  my  passion  so  pure,  I 

Thy  mistress  would  think  me  a fool.  I 

And  if  I should  shun  every  woman  for  one, 

^Vho!SC  image  must  fill  my  whole  breast — j 

Whom  I must  prefer,  and  sigh  but  for  her—  ^ 

^VTiat  an  Insult 't  would  be  to  the  rest  I j 

Now,  Strephon,  good  bye ; I cannot  deny 
Your  passion  appears  most  absurd ; | 

Such  love  as  you  plead  is  pure  love  indeed,  |l 

For  it  only  consisU  in  the  word.  Ii 


If  still,  from  false  pride,  your  pangs  she  deride. 

This  whimsical  virgin  forget; 

Some  other  admire,  who  will  melt  with  your  fire. 
And  laugh  at  the  little  coquette. 

For  me,  I adore  some  twenty  or  more. 

And  love  them  most  dearly ; buf  yet, 

Though  my  heart  they  enthral,  I ’d  altandon  them  all, 
Did  they  act  Uke  your  blooming  coquette. 

No  longer  repine,  adoj)t  this  design, 

And  break  through  her  slight- woven  net; 

Away  with  despair,  no  longer  forbear 
To  fly  from  the  captious  coquette. 

Then  quit  her,  my  friend  1 your  Ixjsom  defend. 

Ere  quite  with  her  snares  you  ’re  beset  : [smart. 

Lest  your  deep-wounded  heart,  when  incensed  by  the 
iihouid  you  to  curse  the  coquette. 

October  27th.  1806. 


TO  ELIZ.A.  • 

Eliza,  what  fools  are  the  Mussulman  sect. 

Who  to  woman  deny  the  soul’s  future  existence  ! 
Could  they  see  thee,  Eliza,  they ’d  own  thdr  defect. 
And  this  doctrine  would  meet  with  a general 
resistance. 

Had  their  prophet  |)ossess'd  half  an  atom  of  sense, 

He  ne’er  would  have  women  from  paradise  driven  ; 
Instead  of  his  bouris  a flim.«y  pretence, 

With  women  alone  he  had  peopled  his  heaven. 

Yet  still,  to  increase  your  calamities  more. 

Not  content  with  depriving  your  bodies  of  spirit, 

He  allots  one  poor  husband  to  share  amongst  four; 

With  souls  you 'd  dispense  ; but  this  hut  who  could 
bear  it  ? 

• FMIm  Elitalir-th  Pigot.  of  Southwell,  to  whom  sererai  of 
Lord  Ryrun’i  earliest  letters  « cre  addressed.] 
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Uls  reUKion  to  please  neither  party  Is  nude  ; | Years  have  roll'd  on,  Loch  na  Garr,  since  I left  you. 

On  husbands 't  Is  hard,  to  the  wives  most  uncivil ; | Years  must  elapse  ere  I tread  you  again : 

Still  I can’t  contradict,  what  so  oft  has  been  said,  ; Nature  of  verdure  and  aow'rs  has  bereft  you,  ! 

“ Though  women  are  angels,  yet  wedlock’s  the  i Yet  still  arc  you  dearer  th^  Albion’s  plain.  i 

devil.'*  1 England  t thy  beauties  are  tame  and  domestic  l 


LACUIN  T OAIR.  t 

Away,  ye  gay  landscapes,  ye  gardens  of  roses  ! 

In  you  let  the  minions  of  luxury  rove  ; 

Itestorc  me  the  rocks,  where  the  snow>flakc  reposes, 
Though  still  they  are  sacred  to  freedom  and  love  : 
Yet,  Caledonia,  beloved  are  thy  mountains, 

Rouiui  their  white  summits  though  elements  war  ; 
Though  cataracts  foam  'stead  of  smooth-flowing 
fountains, 

I sigh  for  the  valley  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

Ah  I there  my  young  footsteps  In  Infancy  wander’d ; 

My  cap  was  the  bonnet,  my  cloak  was  the  plaid ; < 
On  chlcftaim  long  perish’d  my  memory  ponder’d, 

As  daily  I strode  through  the  plne-cuver’d  glude  ; * 

I sought  not  my  home  till  the  day’s  dying  glory 

Gave  place  to  the  rays  of  the  bright  polar  star ; ; 

For  fancy  was  cheer’d  by  tradiUonal  storj', 

Disclosed  by  the  tutives  of  dark  I>och  na  Garr.  | 

“ Shades  of  the  dead  ! have  I not  heard  your  voices 
Rise  on  the  night-rolling  breath  of  the  gale  ?" 

Surely  the  soiU  of  the  hero  rqjolccs, 

And  rides  on  the  wind,  o’er  bis  own  Highland  vale. 
Round  Loch  na  Garr  while  the  stormy  mist  gathers. 
Winter  presides  in  hU  cold  Icy  car : , 

Clouds  there  encircle  the  forms  of  my  fathers  ; I 

They  dwell  In  the  tempests  of  dark  lAnrh  na  Garr.  ' 

“ ni-starr’d  though  brave,  did  no  visions  foreboding  | 
Tell  you  that  fate  had  forsaken  your  caiDK*  ?"  j 


To  one  who  has  roved  o'er  the  mountains  afar : ; | 

Oh  for  the  crags  that  arc  wild  and  majestic  ! ' ' 

The  steep  frowning  glories  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr ! 1 1 


TO  ROMANCE. 

Parcnt  of  golden  dreams,  Romance  ! 
Auspicious  queen  of  childish  joys, 

^Vho  lead'st  along,  in  airy  dance, 

Thy  votive  train  of  girls  and  boys ; 

At  length.  In  spells  no  longer  bound, 

I break  the  fetters  of  my  youth  ; 

No  more  I trrail  thy  mystic  round, 

But  leave  thy  realms  for  those  of  Truth. 

And  yet 't  is  hard  to  quit  the  dreams 
Which  haunt  the  unsuspicious  soul, 

Where  every  nymph  a goddess  seems, 

eyes  through  rays  immortal  roll ; 

While  F.sncy  holds  her  boundless  reign. 

And  all  assume  a vorie<l  hue  ; 

When  virgins  seem  no  longer  vain. 

And  even  woman's  smiles  are  true. 

And  must  we  own  thee  but  a name. 

And  from  thy  hall  of  clouds  dc.^cend  ? 

Nor  find  a sylph  in  every  dame, 

A Pylades  ? In  every  friend  ? 

But  leave  at  once  thy  realms  of  air 
To  mingling  bands  of  fairy’  elves  ; 

Confess  that  woman 's  false  as  fair. 

And  friends  have  feeling  for — themselves  ! 

With  shame  I own  I 've  felt’ thy  sway 
Repentant,  now  thy  reign  is  o'er  ; 


I Ah  1 were  you  destined  to  die  at  CuUoden,  * 

i Victory  crown’d  not  your  fall  with  applau.se : 

Still  were  you  happy  in  death's  earthy  slumber, 

I You  rest  with  your  dan  in  the  caves  of  Braemari^ 
1 The  pibroch  resounds,  to  the  piper’s  loud  number, 

ii  Your  deeds  on  the  echoes  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 


II  iMkim  if  Cair,  or,  u It  Is  pronounced  In  the  Erse,  I^>ch 
na  Oarr,  towers  proudljr  pre-eminent  in  the  Northern  High- 
lands,  near  Invrreauld.  One  of  mir  modem  tourists  men- 
tions it  as  the  highest  mountain,  perhaps,  in  Great  Britain. 

I Be  this  as  it  mar.  It  fs  certainlv  one  of  the  most  tuhllme  and 
j,  picturesque  amongst  our  “ (^aledonian  AIiis.”  Its  appswr- 
^ aoce  is  of  a dushjr  nue.  but  Uio  summit  is  tne  seat  of  eternal 

i snows.  Near  Lachin  f Galr  I spent  some  of  the  early  port 
of  my  lire,  the  recollection  of  which  has  giren  Urth  to'  the>« 
stanzas. 

J > This  word  is  erroneously  nronotmcetl  pUvt : the  pri>}M»r 
J pronunciation  (according  to  tne  Scotch)  is  shown  by  tiie 
I orthography. 

J * ] allude  here  to  my  maternal  ancestor*.  *’  the  Gordoua," 

I manv  of  whom  fought  for  the  unfortunate  Prince  Chazli**.  : 
I lietter  known  by  the  name  of  the  Pretender.  This  branch  wns  I 
nearly  allied  by  blurtd,  as  welt  as  atUebment.  to  the  Stuarts. 
j|  George,  the  secotii  Earl  of  Huntley,  marricil  the  Princess 
i|  Annrdtclla  Stuart,  daughter  of  James  the  First  of  .Scrdlaiul.  1 
Hy  her  he  left  four  sons : the  third.  Sir  William  Gordon,  I 
have  the  honour  to  claim  as  one  of  my  progenitors. 

< 4 Whether  any  perished  In  the  battle  of  Cullnden,  I am  not 

I certain : but.  as  many  fell  In  the  Insurrection.  I have  used 
the  name  of  the  principal  action.  **  par$  pro  toto." 

^ A tract  of  the  Highlands  socaltcd.  There  is  also  a Castle 
!|  of  Btaemar. 

Ij  * rin  “ The  Island."  a poem  written  a year  or  two  before 
j|  lAwd  B/ronH  dca’.h,  wo  Ivare  these  lines  — > 


No  more  thy  prcccptv  I obey. 

No  more  on  fancied  pinions  soar. 

Fond  f«x>I ! to  love  a Rparkling  eye, 

And  think  that  eye  to  truth  was  dear ; 
To  tnut  a passing  wanton’s  sigh. 

And  melt  beneath  a wanton's  tear  \ 


He  who  first  met  the  Highlands*  sw  elling  blue  ' ' 

Will  love  each  peak  that  shows  a kindred  hue,  \ 

Hail  In  each  crag  a friend's  familiar  face, 

And  clasp  the  mountain  in  his  mind's  embrace.  [ . 

f.ong  have  I roam’d  through  IukIi  which  are  not  mine, 
AdortNl  the  Alp.  and  love«l  the  Apezmlne,  i 

Iterered  Parnassus,  and  beheld  (he  steep  ; ' 

I Jove's  Ida  anil  Olympus  crown  the  deep:  > 

' But  *t  was  not  alllong  ages'  lore,  nor  all  i 

Their  nature  held  me  In  their  (hrilHng  thrall ; 

'I’be  infant  rapture  still  survived  the  buy. 

And  Loch  na  Garr  with  Id.i  look’d  o'er  Troy, 

Mix'll  Celtic  memories  with  the  Phrygian  mount. 

And  Highland  linns  with  Castalie's  clear  fount."  | 

•*  When  very  young,"  (he  adds  in  a note)  “ about  eight 
y'*ars  of  age,  aiter  an  attack  of  the  trarlet  fever  at  Ahcrdetn, 

1 was  rcmuTcd.  hy  medical  advice.  Into  the  Highlands,  and 
frrrm  this  period  1 date  my  love  of  mountainous  countries.  I | 
r.xu  never  forget  the  elTect.  a few  years  afterwards,  in  Eng- 
bujd,  of  the  only  thing  1 had  long  se«m,  even  In  miniature,  of  [ 
a mountain,  in  the  Malvern  Hill*.  After  1 returned  to  ClteU 
tenhain,  1 used  to  watch  ihrm  every  afternoon,  at  sunset,  I 
with  a sensation  which  ! cannot  desenbe."]  I 

f It  is  hardly  iMcetsary  to  odd,  that  Pylades  was  the  com-  ' 
panton  of  Orestes,  and  a partner  In  one  of  those  friendships 
which,  with  those  of  Achilles  and  Patroclus,  Nimt  and  Ku- 
ryalut,  Damon  and  Pythias,  have  Iwrn  h.indt^  down  to  pos- 
terity at  rem.'irluible  instances  of  att.ichmcnts,  which  In  all  l| 
prolialiiiity  never  existed  beyond  the  itnaghintion  of  Uie  poet,  | 
or  the  page  of  on  historian,  or  modem  novelist.  I 
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Romance  ! disgusted  Mrith  deceit, 

Far  from  thy  motley  court  1 fly, 

Where  Affectation  hoUlx  her  scat. 

And  sickly  Sensibility ; 

Whose  silly  tears  can  never  flow 
For  any  pangs  excepting  thine ; 

>S'bo  turns  asl<lc  from  real  woe. 

To  steep  in  dew  thy  gaudy  shrine. 

Now  join  with  sable  Symi»aihy, 

With  cjT>ress  crown'd,  array'd  In  weeds, 

Who  heaves  with  thee  her  simple  sigh. 
Whose  breast  for  every  bosom  bleeds ; 

And  call  thy  sylvan  female  choir. 

To  mourn  a swain  for  ever  gone, 

Who  once  could  glow  with  equal  fire. 

But  bends  not  now  before  thy  throne. 

Yc  genial  nymphs,  whose  ready  tears 
On  all  occasions  swiftly  flow  ; 

Wh<»Mj  bosoms  heave  with  fended  fear.«, 
With  fancied  flames  and  phrensy  glow ; 

Say,  will  you  mourn  my  absent  name, 
AiKistate  from  your  gentle  train  ? 

An  Infant  bard  at  least  may  claim 
From  you  a symiutbetic  strain. 

Adieu,  fond  race  t a long  adieu  I 
The  hour  of  fete  is  hovering  nigh  ; 

E'en  now  the  gulf  appears  in  view, 

Where  unlamcnted  you  must  lie : 

Oblivion's  blackening  lake  is  seen. 

Convulsed  by  gales  you  cannot  weather  ; 

Where  you,  and  ckc  your  gentle  queen, 
Alas ! must  perish  altogether. 


ANSWER  TO  SOME  ELEGANT  VERSES 

#EKT  BT  A faiEKn  TO  THE  AUTHOB,  COMPLAIMSO 
THAT  OKE  or  HIS  DESCRimONS  W'AS  KATHEB  700 
WARMLY  DRAWX. 

“ But  Ifanr  old  lady,  knight,  priest,  or  ph)*«idAn. 

Should  rtindemn  me  for  printing  a second  edition  ; 

If  good  M-vUm  Squintum  my  work  should  abuse. 

Mar  1 Tctilure  to  idre  her  a smack  of  my  muse  ? ” 

Sete  Bath  Guide. 

Candour  compels  me,  Becher!'  to  commend 
The  verse  which  blends  the  censor  with  the  friend. 
Your  strong  yet  Ju.st  reproof  extorts  applause 
From  me,  the  heetUes*  and  imprudent  cause. 

For  this  wild  error  which  pervades  my  strain, 

I sue  for  pardon, — must  1 sue  In  v:dn  ? 

The  wise  sometimes  from  Wisdom's  ways  depart: 
Can  youth  then  hush  the  dictates  of  the  heart? 
Precepts  of  prudence  curb,  but  can't  control. 

The  fierce  emotions  of  the  flowing  soul. 

When  Love’s  delirium  haunts  the  glowing  mind, 
Limping  Decorum  Ungen  fer  behind  : 


> [The  Rcr.  John  Bechcr,  prebendary  of  Southwell,  the 
well'knotm  author  of  icrcraf  philanthropic  nUn*  for  the 
amelioration  of  the  condition  of  the  poor.  In  this  gentleman 
the  yo'ilhfUl  t>oet  found  not  only  an  honoft  and  judicioiu 
critic,  but  a lincerc  friend.  To  hfs  care  the  luperintcndi-nco 
of  the  tecond  edHion  of  •'  Hours  of  IdJcncM.’*  durii\g  ll» 
pmgrettt  through  a country  press,  was  intrxtuod.  and  his 
kUEgestion  seerral  corrections  and  omissions  were  made. 
**  1 mutt  return  you,"  says  Lord  Byron.  In  a letter  written 
In  Fehriiarr.  Ison.  "my  best  aeksowledgments  for  the  In- 
terest you  nave  taken  in  me  and  my  poetical  bantlings,  and 


Vainly  the  dotard  mends  her  prudish  pare, 
Outstript  and  vanquish’d  In  the  mental  chase. 

The  young,  the  old,  have  worn  the  chains  of  love ; 
Let  ^ose  they  ne’er  conflned  my  lay  reprove : 

Let  those  whose  souls  contemn  the  pleasing  power 
Their  censures  on  the  hapless  victim  shower. 

Oh  1 how  I hate  the  nerveless,  frigid  song. 

The  ceaseless  echo  of  the  rhyming  throng, 

Whose  labour'd  lines  lu  chilling  numbers  flow, 

To  paint  a pang  the  author  ne'er  can  know  ; 

The  artless  ilelicon  I boost  Is  youth  ; — 

My  lyre,  the  heart ; my  muse,  the  simple  truth. 
Far  be 't  from  me  the  “ rirgln’s  mind”  to  taint 
Seduction's  dread  is  here  no  slight  restraint. 

The  maid  whose  rirgin  brea.st  Is  void  of  guile, 
Whose  wishes  dimple  in  a modest  fimile, 

^Vhose  downcast  eye  disdains  the  wanton  leer, 
Firm  In  her  virtue’s  strength,  yet  not  severe — 
She  whom  a conscious  grace  shall  thus  refine 
Will  ne'er  be  tainted  *’  by  a strain  of  mine. 

But  for  the  nymph  whose  premature  desires 
Torment  her  bos^  with  unholy  fires. 

No  net  to  snare  her  willing  heart  Is  sprcail  ; 

She  would  have  fkllcn,  though  she  ne'er  had  read. 
For  me,  I feln  would  please  the  chosen  few. 

Whose  souls,  to  feeling  and  to  nature  true, 

Will  spare  the  childish  verse,  and  not  destroy' 

The  light  eflbsions  of  a heedless  boy. 

I seek  not  glory  from  the  senseless  crowd  ; 

Of  fancied  laurels  I shall  ne’er  be  proud 
Their  warmest  plaudits  I would  scarcely  prize. 
Their  sneers  or  censures  I alike  despise. 

November  3G. 


ELEGY  ON  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY.  « 

" It  U the  voice  of  years  that  are  gone  I they  roll  before 
me  with  all  their  dcedi."  — Otiian. 

Newstead  1 fest-felling,  once- resplendent  dome  ! 

Religion's  shrine  1 repentant  Hevet's^  pride! 

Of  warriors,  monks,  and  dames  the  cloister'd  tomb, 
Whose  pensive  shades  around  thy  ruins  glide, 

Hail  to  thy  pile  I more  honour'd  in  thy  fall 
Than  modem  mansions  in  their  pill^'d  state ; 
Prtmdly  majestic  frowns  thy  vaulted  ball, 

Scowling  defiance  on  the  blasts  of  fete. 

No  mail-clad  serfs  obedient  to  their  lord. 

In  grim  array  the  crimson  cross  > demand ; 

Or  gay  assemble  round  the  festive  board 
Thctr  chiefs  retainers,  an  immortal  bond  : 

Else  might  inspiring  Fancy’s  magic  eye 

Retrace  their  progress  through  the  lapse  of  time, 
Marking  each  ardent  youth,  ordain'd  to  die, 

A votive  pilgrim  in  Judea’s  dime. 

I (hall  ever  he  proud  to  thov  bow  much  I Mteem  Uie  addict 
and  the  agpwrr.*’] 

3 Aj  one  poem  on  thU  lubject  Is  already  printed,  the  atithor 
had.  orieindly,  no  Intentioa  of  inserting  the  fuMowIrig.  It  Is 
now  ailded  at 'the  particular  request  of  some  friends. 

> Henij  n«  founded  Newstead  soon  after  the  murder  of 
Thomas  a Uecket.  (Kee  ante,  p.  37R.  note.] 

* ThU  word  Is  used  by  Waiter  Scott,  in  bis  poem,  " Tbe 
Wild  Huntsman ; " synonymous  with  vassal. 

* Tbe  red  cross  was  the  badge  of  tite  crusaders. 
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But  not  from  thee,  dark  pile  ! departs  the  chief ; 

His  feudal  realm  in  other  leirions  Uj : 

I In  thee  the  wounded  conscience  courts  relief, 

I Retiring  from  the  garish  blase  of  day. 

I Tes ! in  thy  gloomy  cells  and  shades  profound 
I The  monk  atyur^  a world  be  ne'er  could  slew  ; 

I Or  hlood-stain'd  guilt  repenting  solace  found, 

Or  innocence  from  stem  oppression  flew. 

A monarch  bade  thee  from  that  wild  arise. 

Where  Sherwood’s  outlaws  once  were  wont  to  prowl ; 
Anti  Superstition’s  crimes,  of  various  dyes. 

Sought  shelter  in  the  priest’s  protecting  cowl. 

Where  now  the  grass  exhales  a murky  dew, 

The  humid  pall  of  life-extinguish’d  clay, 

In  sainted  fame  the  sarred  fathers  grew, 

>or  raised  their  pious  voices  but  to  pray. 

WTierc  now  the  bats  their  wavering  wings  extend 
Soon  as  the  gloaming  > spreads  her  waning  shade, 
The  choir  did  oft  their  mingling  vespew  blend, 

Or  matin  orisons  to  Mary  * paid. 

Years  roll  on  years  ; to  ages,  ages  jield ; 

Abbots  to  abbot^  in  a line,  succeed  : 

Religion’s  charter  their  protecting  shield 
Till  royal  sacrilege  their  doom  decreed. 

One  holy  Hinet  rear'd  the  gothic  walls. 

And  bade  the  pious  inmates  rest  In  peace  ; 

Another  HrsavS  the  kind  gift  recalls. 

And  bids  devotion's  hallow’d  echoes  cease. 

V^n  Is  each  threat  or  supplicating  prayer  ; 

He  drives  them  exiles  from  their  blest  abode, 

To  roam  a dreary  world  in  deep  despair — 

No  friend,  no  home,  no  refuge,  but  their  God. 

Hark  how  the  hall,  resounding  to  the  strain, 

Shakes  with  the  martial  music's  novel  din ! 

The  heralds  .of  a warrior’s  haughty  reign. 

High  crested  banners  wave  thy  walls  within. 

Of  changing  sentinels  the  distant  hum, 

The  mirth  of  fea.sts,  the  clang  of  bumUh’d  arin-s, 
The  braying  trumpet  and  the  hoarser  drum, 

Unite  in  concert  with  Increased  alarms. 

An  abbey  once,  a regal  fortress^  now, 

Encircled  by  insulting  rebel  powers, 

' War’s  dread  machines  o’erhaog  thy  threatening  brow. 
And  dart  destruction  in  sulphureous  showers. 

Ah  vain  defence ! the  hostile  traitor’s  siege,  * 
Though  oft  repulsed,  by  guile  o’ercomes  the  brave ; 
HU  thronging  foes  oppress  the  faithful  liege. 
Rebellion’s  reeking  standards  o’er  him  wave. 

* As  **  gloainins,''  the  Scottish  vord  for  twUlgbt,  Is  far 
more  poetical,  aira  has  been  recommeoded  by  many  eminent 
liieraiy  men,  particularly  by  Dr.  Moore  in  bis  Letters  to 
Hums,  1 hare  ventured  to  use  it  on  account  of  its  harmony. 

’ The  priory  was  dedicated  to  the  Virgin. 

* At  the  dissolution  of  the  monasteries,  Henry  Vltt. 
bestowed  Newstcad  Abbey  on  Sir  John  Byron.  [Sm  ant^, 
p.  37S.  note.] 

* Sewitead  lustainod  a eontlderable  siege  in  the  war 
between  Charles  1.  and  his  parliament. 

* l»rd  Byron,  acd  hit  brother  Sir  Willlan.  held  hieh 
eommands  in  the  royal  army.  The  former  was  generaldn- 
diief  in  IreUod,  Beuteoaot  of  the  Tower,  and  gorerDor  to 


j Not  unavenged  the  raging  baron  yields ; ' 

The  blood  uf  traitors  smears  the  purple  plain ; 
Unconquer’d  itill,  hit  fklchioii  there  be  wields, 

And  days  of  glory  yet  for  him  remain. 

Still  In  that  hour  the  warrior  wished  to  strew 
Self-gather'd  laurels  on  a self-sought  grove 
But  Charles’  protecting  genius  hither  flew, 

The  monarch’s  friend,  the  monarch's  hope,  to  save. 

Trembling,  she  snatch’d  him  ^ from  th*  unequal  strife. 

In  other  fields  the  torrent  to  repel ; 

For  nobler  combats,  here,  reserved  his  life, 

To  lead  the  band  where  godlike  FaLKLaKb^fell. 

From  thee,  poor  pile ! to  lawless  plunder  given. 

While  dying  groans  tbclr  painl^ul  retiuiem  sound. 

Far  different  incense  now  ascends  to  heaven, 

Such  victims  wallow  on  the  gory*  ground. 

There  many  a pale  and  ruthless  robber’s  corse, 

Noisome  and  ghast,  defiles  thy  sacred  sod ; 

O’er  mingling  man,  and  horse  commix'd  with  horse, 
Corruption’s  heap,  the  savage  spoilers  trod. 

Graves,  long  with  rank  and  sighing  weeds  o’erspread, 
Ransack’d,  resign  perforce  their  mortal  mould : 

From  ruffian  fangs  escape  not  e'en  the  dead, 

Raked  from  repose  in  search  of  buried  gold. 

Hush’d  is  the  harp,  unstntng  the  warlike  lyre, 

The  minstrel’s  palsied  band  reclines  in  death ; 

No  more  he  strikes  the  quivering  chords  with  fire,  ' 
Or  sings  the  glories  of  the  martial  wreath. 

At  length  the  sated  murderers,  gorged  with  prey,  I 
Retire ; the  clamour  of  the  fight  is  o’er ; I 

Silence  again  resumes  her  awful  sway,  i 

And  sable  Horror  guards  the  massy  door.  | 

Here  Desolation  hdids  her  dreary  court : | 

^liat  satellites  declare  her  dismal  reign  ! 

Shrieking  their  dirge,  ill-omen’d  birds  resort. 

To  flit  their  vigils  In  the  hoary  &ne.  j 

Soon  a new  room's  restoring  beams  dispel  j 

The  clouds  of  anarchy  fri)m  Britain's  skies ; 

The  fierce  usurper  seeks  his  native  hell,  I 

And  Nature  triumphs  as  the  tyrant  dies.  | 

With  storms  she  welcomes  bis  expiring  groans ; | 

Whirlwinds,  responsive,  greet  hts  labouring  breath ; - j 
Earth  shudders  as  her  caves  receive  his  bones,  j 

Loathing  ? the  oflbrlng  of  so  dark  a death.  1 1 

The  legal  ruler  * now  resumes  the  helm,  ^ 

He  guides  through  gentle  seas  the  prow  of  state ; 
Hope  cheers,  with  wonted  smiles,  the  peaceful  realm,  I 
And  heals  the  bleeding  wounds  of  wearied  hate. 

James,  Duka  of  York,  afterwards  the  unhappy  Janies  11.; 
the  latter  had  a principal  share  in  many  actions. 

* Lucius  Cary,  Lord  Viacount  Falkland,  the  most  accom- 
plished man  of  hts  age,  was  killed  at  the  battle  of  Newbury, 
charging  in  (ha  ranks  of  Lord  Byron's  regiment  of  cavalry. 

f This  is  an  historical  ftwt.  A violent  tempest  occurred 
immediately  subsequent  to  the  death  or  Interment  of  Crom- 
well, which  occasioned  many  disputes  between  hU  partisans 
and  the  cavaliers : both  interpreted  the  circumstaoce  into 
divine  interpotlUon ; but  whether  as  approbation  or  con- 
derenatloQ.  we  leave  for  the  casuists  of  that  age  to  decide.  I 
have  mode  such  use  of  the  occurrence  os  suited  the  subject  < 
of  my  poem.  * Charles  11.  I 
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The  rIooid}’  tenants,  Ncwsload  : of  thy  cells, 
HowUng,  reslRn  thctr  violated  nest; 

Affain  the  master  on  his  tenure  dwells. 

Enjoy'd,  from  absence,  with  enraptured  xc-»t. 

Vassals,  within  thy  hospitable  pale, 

loudly  carouslnR,  bless  their  lord's  return  ; 

Culture  a?aln  adorns  the  gladdening  vale. 

And  matrons,  once  lamenting,  cease  to  mourn. 

A thousand  tongs  on  tuneful  echo  float. 

Unwonted  foliage  mantles  o’er  the  trees ; 

And  hark  I the  horns  proclaim  a mellow  note. 

The  hunters'  cry  bangs  lengthening  on  the  breerc. 

Beneath  their  coursers’  hoofs  the  valleys  shake : 

What  fears,  what  anxious  bo|)cs,  attend  the  chase  ! 
The  dying  stag  seeks  refuge  in  the  lake ; * 

Exulting  shouts  announce  the  flnish'd  race. 

Ah  happy  days!  too  ha]>py  to  endure  I 

Such  simple  sports  our  plain  forefathers  knew : 

No  splendid  vices  glitter'd  to  allure; 

Their  joys  were  many,  as  their  care*  were  few. 

From  these  descending,  sons  to  sires  succeed ; 

Time  steals  along,  and  Death  uprears  hU  dart  ; 
Another  chief  Impels  the  foaming  steed. 

Another  crowd  pursue  the  {*anting  hart. 

Ncwstcrul!  what  saddening  change  of  scene  is  thine! 

Thy  yawning  arch  betokens  slow  decay  I 
The  last  and  youngest  of  a noble  line 

Now  holds  thy  mouldering  turrets  In  his  sway, 

Deserted  now,  he  scans  thy  gray  worn  towers ; 

Thy  vaults,  where  dead  of  feudal  ages  sleep ; 

Thy  cloisters,  pervious  to  the  wintr)-  showers ; 

These,  these  he  views,  and  views  them  but  to 
weep. 

‘ (During  the  UfeUme  of  the  fifth  I.ord  Byrtwi,  there  w.*u 
fo'irtd  in  thi>  l»ke  — where  ft  is  su|>|K>«ptt  to  have  Iteen  thrown 
for  concealmeut  by  the  monks  — a large  brass  eagie.  in  the 
body  of  whieh,  on  Us  beitjg  sent  to  be  rleaned,  was  dlsforereU 
n lerret  aperture,  roncealiug  within  it  a numt*er  of  ancient 
documents  cooiiectetl  with  the  rights  and  privileges  of  the 
fiwindatlon.  At  the  sale  of  the  old  Lord’s  pfh^s.  in  1776. 
tills  eagle  was  purchased  by  a watchmaker  of  Niittlngham  ; 
an'l  it  now  forms,  through  the  hberaliU  of  Sir  Richard 
Kaye,  an  appropriate  ornament  of  the  one  old  church  of 
SHithwell.}- 

* (•*  Come  what  m.ty.’*  wrote  I.ord  Byron  to  hts  mother.  In 

March.  “ Newstcad  and  I stand  or  fall  together.  I 

have  now  lived  on  the  spot ; I have  fixtYl  my  heart  upon  it ; 
and  no  pressure.  j»rr*ent  or  ftjture,  shall  Induce  me  to  barter 
the  last  vestige  of  our  Inheritance.  I have  that  nrlde  within 
tnr  which  will  enalile  me  to  support  dU!)rulilei.  I can  endure 
privations ; but  could  I oliUUn.  in  exchange  for  Newstcad 
Abiwy,  the  8rst  fortune  In  the  eotintry.  I would  reject  the 
proposition.  Set  your  mind  at  ease  on  that  score ; I fed 
like  a man  of  honour,  and  I will  nut  sell  Newitrad."] 

* (*^  We  camvrt,*'  says  the  Critical  Review  for  September, 
1MI7.  “ but  hail,  with  something  of  prophetic  rapture,  the 
hope  conveyed  in  the  duslng  stanaa  — 

* Haply  thy  sun,  eirerging,  yet  may  shine,’  ” ftc.] 

* (The  reader  who  turns  from  litis  Klegy  to  the  stanras  dc- 
seriptlve  of  Newstrad  Altitcy  and  the  surrounding  sceneir.  m 
the  thirteenth  ennto  of  Don  Juan,  cannot  fail  to  remark  now 
frequently  the  leaillng  thoughts  In  the  two  pieces  arc  the 
same;  or  to  lie  drbgnted  and  Instnicteci,  In  comparing  the 
juvenile  sketch  with  the  bold  touches  and  mellow  colouring 
of  the  master’s  picture  ] 

* (These  verses  were  composed  while  Ixtrd  Bvron  was 

suffering  under  severe  lUness  and  depression  of  spfriis.  **  1 


Yet  are  hi*  tears  no  emblem  of  regret : 

Cherish'd  affection  only  bids  them  flo’.v. 

Tride,  hope,  and  love  forbid  him  to  forget. 

But  warm  bU  bo»um  with  imi>assiund  glow. 

! Yet  he  prefer*  thee  to  the  gilded  dome* 

I Or  gewgaw  grottos  of  the  vainly  great ; 

Yet  Ungers  ’mid  thy  damp  and  mossy  tombs, 

Nor  breathe*  a murmur  ’gainst  the  will  of  fate.  • 

Haply  thy  sun,  emei^ing,  yet  may  shine, 

Thee  to  irradiate  with  meridian  ray  ; * 

Hours  splendid  as  the  past  may  still  be  thine. 

And  bless  thy  future  as  thy  former  day.  * 


CHILDISH  RECOLLECTIONS.  > 

**  I cannot  but  remember  such  things  wcr«. 

And  were  muii  dear  to  me.” 

When  slow  Disease,  with  all  her  host  of  pains. 

Chills  the  warm  tide  which  flows  along  the  veins ; 
When  Health,  nffVigbtcd,  spreads  her  rosy  wing, 

.Vnd  flies  with  every*  changing  gale  of  spring  ; 

Not  to  the  aching  frame  alone  confined. 

Unyielding  pangs  assail  the  drooping  mind : 

>\liat  grisly  forms,  the  spectrc>train  of  woe. 

Bid  shuddering  Nature  shrink  beneath  the  blow, 
With  Resignation  wage  relentless  strife, 

White  Hope  retires  appall'd,  and  clings  to  life ! 

Yet  less  the  pang  when,  through  Uic  tedious  hour, 
Remembrance  sheds  around  her  genial  power, 

Calls  back  the  vanish'd  days  to  rapture  given, 

When  love  was  bliss,  and  Beauty  form’d  our  heaven  ; 
Or,  dear  to  youth,  portrays  each  childish  scene. 
Those  fairy  bowers,  where  all  In  turn  h.vve  been. 

As  when  through  clouds  that  pour  the  summer  storm 
The  orb  of  day  unveils  his  distant  form, 

Gilds  with  faint  beams  the  crystal  dews  of  rain, 

And  dimly  twinkles  o'er  the  watery  plain ; 

wai  lal*l."  be  My*.  " on  mv  hack,  when  that  »choolhoy  thing 
WM  written,  nr  rather,  dictated  — expecting  to  rise  no  more, 
my  physician  having  taken  hi*  •ixteemh  fee."  In  the  private 
viAume  the  poem  opened  with  the  following  linn  ; — 

**  Hence  t thou  unvorrlnR  song  of  varied  love*. 

Which  youth  commena*.  maturer  ace  reprove*  ; 

Which  every  rhyming  bard  repeat*\v  rote, 

^ thousand*  echo'd  to  the  *clf**anie  note  | 

Tired  nf  the  dull,  uncoAtirtg.  copious  strain. 

My  soul  U panting  to  be  free  again. 

Farewell  1 ye  nymph*  proplUon*  to  my  ver*e. 

Some  other  Damon  will  your  charm*  rehearse  ; 

Some  other  ;>aint  bU  pangs,  in  hope  of  bliss. 

Or  dwell  In  rapture  on  your  nectar’d  kb*. 

Those  beauUe*.  grateful  to  rnr  ardent  right, 

No  mofe  entrance  mji  sente*  in  delight  ; 

Those  busomi.  furtn  a of  animated  snow, 

Alike  are  tasteli-vs,  and  unfeeling  now. 

These  to  some  h.ippler  lover  I resign  — 

The  memory  of  lho«e  joy*  alone  U mine. 

Censure  no  more  shall  brand  my  humble  n.trne. 

The  child  of  passbm  and  the  fmii  of  fame. 

Weary  of  love,  of  life,  devour’d  with  spleen, 

I re*l  a perfect  Timon,  not  nineteen. 

World  I 1 renounce  thee  ! all  my  hope '«  o’ercast : 

One  rigb  I give  thev',  but  that  sigh  '*  the  last. 

Friend*,  foes,  and  females,  now  alike  a>l)''U ! 

M'ould  1 could  add  reateinbranre  of  you  too  S 
Yet  though  the  Allure  dark  and  cheerievs  gleams. 

The  curse  of  memory,  bovering  In  my  dre.im*, 

IV;dtts  with  glowing  pencil  all  those  year*. 

Ere  yet  my  cup.  empoison’d,  flow  ’d  with  tear*  ; 

Still  rule*  my  sente*  with  tyrannic  sway. 

The  confounding  with  the  present  day. 

Alas  1 In  vain  I vneck  the  maddening  tho;;gbt ; 

It  stilt  recurs,  unlook’d  for  and  unsought : 

My  soul  to  Fancy's.”  Ac.  Ac.,  a*  at  line  :S.] 
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Thus,  while  the  future  dark  and  cheerless  gleanxs, 

I The  sun  of  memory,  glowing  through  my  dreams, 

I Though  sunk  the  radiance  of  hU  former  blase. 

To  scenes  far  distant  points  his  paler  nt)*s ; 

, Still  rules  my  senses  with  unbounded  sway, 

The  past  confounding  with  the  present  day. 

I Oft  does  my  heart  Indulge  the  rUing  thought. 
Which  still  recurs,  unlook'd  for  and  unsought ; 

My  soul  to  Fancy’s  fond  suggestion  yields, 

And  roams  romantic  o'er  her  airy  fields. 

Scenes  of  my  youth,  developed,  crowd  to  view, 

To  which  I long  have  bade  a last  adieu  I 

Scats  of  delight,  inspiring  youthfUt  themes ; 

Friends  lost  to  me  for  aye,  except  In  dreams ; 

Some  who  In  marble  prematurely  sleep, 

W*hose  forms  I now  remember  but  to  weep ; 

; Some  who  yet  urge  the  same  scholastic  course 
Of  early  science,  future  fame  the  source  ; 

I I W*ho,  still  contending  in  the  studious  race, 

In  quick  rotation  fill  the  senior  t^ace. 

These  with  a thousand  visions  now  unite. 

To  dassle,  though  they  please,  my  aching  sight.  ^ 

I Ida  1 blest  spot,  where  lienee  holds  her  reign, 
j How  joyous  once  I join'd  thy  youthfUl  train  I 
I Blight  in  idea  gleams  thy  Ic^y  spire, 

I Again  I mingle  with  thy  playfUl  quire ; 

Our  tricks  of  mischief,  every  childish  game, 
Unchanged  by  time  or  distance,  seem  the  same  ; 

> Through  winding  paths  along  the  glade,  I trace 
The  social  smile  of  every  welcome  fiice ; 

My  wonted  haunts,  my  scenes  of  joy  and  woe, 

Eub  early  boyish  friend,  or  youthfiil  foe. 

Our  feuds  dissolved,  but  not  my  friendship  past, — 

I bless  the  former,  and  forgive  the  last. 

I Hours  of  my  youth  ! when,  nurtured  In  my  breast, 

I To  love  a stranger,  friendship  made  me  blest ; — 

I Friendship,  the  dear  peculiar  bond  of  youth, 

I W'hen  every  artless  bosom  throbs  with  truth  ; 

Untaught  by  worldly  wisdom  how  to  feign, 
j And  check  each  impulse  with  prudential  rein  ; 

' When  all  we  fed,  our  honest  souls  disclose  — 

In  love  to  friends,  in  open  hate  to  foes ; 

I No  varnish'd  tales  the  lips  of  youth  repeat. 

No  dear-bought  knowledge  purchased  by  deceit 
HTpocrisy,  the  gift  of  lengthen’d  years. 

Matured  by  age,  the  garb  of  prudence  wears. 

j > [The  next  Itfty-slx  lines,  to  — 

' **  Here  first  remember’d  be  the  joynus  band.’* 

were  added  in  tbe  first  edltloo  of  Hours  of  Idleness.] 

I * [Dr.  Butler,  then  bead>mastcr  of  Harrow  school.  Hod 
' Lord  Brron  published  another  edition  of  these  poems,  it  ap- 
nnws,  from  a louse  sheet  lu  his  hand-writing,  to  bare  been 
' nls  intention.  Instead  of  the  pauage  begiooing  — '*  Or,  If  my 
' muse  a pedant's  portrait  drew,”  to  insert  — 

**  If  once  my  muse  a harsher  portrait  drew, 

Warm  with  her  wrongs,  ana  deem'd  the  likcnesi  true. 

By  cooler  judgment  taueht.  her  fludU  she  owns,  — 

W itb  QoUe  minds  a Csult  confess’d,  atones.'*] 

> [Wbeo  Ur.  Drury  retired.  In  lAOi,  three  candidates  pro* 
I senusd  themselves  for  the  vacant  chair,  Messrs.  Drury.  Evans, 
^ and  Butler.  ” On  the  first  movement  to  which  thu  contest 
■ gave  rise  in  the  school,  young  Wildman,”  says  Moore.  **  was 
I at  the  b«md  of  tbe  paj^  for  Mark  Drury,  while  Byron  held 
himself  aloof  from  any.  Anxious.  howevCT,  to  have  him  as 
an  ally,  one  of  the  Drury  faction  said  to  Wildman  — ' Byron. 
1 know,  will  not  join,  because  he  doc*  not  choose  to  act  second 
: to  any  one ; but,  by  giving  up  the  l«*adcrship  to  him,  you  may 
At  once  secure  him.' ” This  Wildman  accordingly  did,  and 
, Byruo  took  the  command.] 


* rinstiwd  of  this  couplet,  the  private  volume  has  the  fol- 
lowmg  four  tines : — 


When  now  tbe  boy  Is  ripen’d  Into  man, 

Hii  careful  sire  chalks  forth  some  wary  plan  ; 
Instructs  hb  sun  from  candour's  path  to  shrink, 
Smoothly  to  speak,  and  cautiously  to  think  i 
Still  to  assent,  and  never  to  deny  — 

A potron's  praise  can  well  reward  the  lie : 

And  who,  when  Fortune's  warning  voice  is  heard. 
Would  lose  his  opening  prospects  for  a word  ? 
Although  against  that  word  his  heart  rebel. 

And  truth  indignant  all  his  bosom  swell. 

Away  with  themes  like  this  I not  mine  the  task 
From  flattering  fiends  to  tear  the  hatefril  mask ; 

I>et  keener  bards  delight  in  satire's  sting ; 

My  fancy  soan  not  on  Detraction's  wing : 

Once,  and  but  once,  she  aim'd  a deadly  blow, 

To  hurl  defiance  on  a secret  foe  i 

But  when  that  foe,  from  feeling  or  fmn  shame, 

The  cause  unknown,  yet  still  to  me  the  same. 

Warn'd  by  some  friendly  hint,  perchance,  retired^ 
With  this  tubmUslon  all  her  rage  expired. 

From  dreaded  pangs  that  feeble  foe  to  save, 

She  bush'd  her  young  resentment,  and  forgave , 

Or,  If  my  muse  a pedant's  portrait  drew, 

PoMrotus'*  virtues  are  but  known  to  fevr : 

I never  fear'd  the  young  usurper’s  nod, 

And  he  who  wields  must  sometimes  feel  Uie  rod. 

If  since  on  Granta’s  foiUngt,  known  to  all 
Who  share  the  converse  of  a college  hall. 

She  sometimes  trifled  in  a lighter  strain, 

'T  Is  past,  and  thus  she  will  not  sin  again, 

Soon  roust  her  early  tong  for  ever  cease. 

And  all  may  rail  when  I shall  rest  in  peace. 

Here  first  remember'd  be  the  joyous  band, 

Who  hail'd  roe  chiefs  obedient  to  command ; 

Who  join'd  with  me  In  every  bo)ish  sport  — 

Their  first  adviser,  and  their  last  resort ; 

Nor  shrunk  beneath  the  upstart  pedant’s  frown. 

Or  all  the  sable  glories  of  bis  gown ; * 

>^110,  thus  transplanted  from  his  father's  school  — 
Unfit  to  govern,  ignorant  of  rule  — 

Succeeded  him,  whom  all  unite  to  praise, 

Tbe  dear  preceptor  of  my  early  days  1 
PaoBDs  ^ the  pride  of  science,  and  the  boast, 

To  Ida  now,  alas  1 for  ever  lost. 

With  him,  for  years,  we  search’d  the  classic  page, 

And  fear’d  the  master,  though  we  loved  the  sage : 

**  CarelcM  to  soothe  the  pedant's  forioui  frown. 
Scarcely  respecting  his  majestic  gown  ; 

By  whl^,  In  vain,  be  gain’d  a borrow'd  nice, 

AAUng  new  terror  to  his  sneering  face.”] 

* Dr.  Drury.  This  aaost  able  and  excellent  man  retired 
from  his  situMion  In  March,  IK15,  after  having  resided  thirty- 
five  years  at  IbuTOw ; the  last  twenty  as  head-master ; aa 
office  he  held  with  equal  honour  to  hlmielf  and  odvantaM  to 
t^  very  extensive  school  over  which  he  presided,  rane- 
gyiic  would  here  be  superfluous : it  would  be  useless  to 
eQumerate  quidlflcatlons  which  were  never  doubted.  A con- 
siderable contest  took  place  between  three  rival  candid atee 
liM  Ills  vacant  chair : of  tills  I can  only  say, 

SI  niea  cum  vestrls  valuiisrnt  vota,  Pelaagi ! 

Non  foret  amblguus  taoti  certamiuli  bsercs. 

[Such  was  Byron's  parting  eulogy  on  Dr.  Drury.  It  may  be 
intercstiDg  to  see  by  the  side  of  it  the  Doctor's  own  ac- 
count of  nls  pupil,  when  first  committed  to  his  care:— "I 
took,”  says  tbe  Doctor,  my  young  disciple  into  my  study, 
and  endeavoured  to  bring  him  forward  by  loquiries  as  to  his 
former  amusements,  employment*,  and  associates,  but  with 
illtle  or  nn  eifret ; and  1 toon  fmind  that  a wild  mounUin  colt 
hail  bet-u  submitted  to  my  manxRement.  But  there  was  mind 
in  hi*  rye.  His  matiuer  and  temper  soon  convinced  me.  that 
he  might  be  led  bv  a silken  string  to  a tnilnt,  rather  than  by  a 
cable ; — and  on  tfiat  principle  1 acted. ' j 
D d 3 
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Retired  at  last,  bU  small  yet  peaceful  teat, 

Frum  learning’s  labour  Is  the  blc»t  rctrrau 
PoMroscs  fills  his  magisterial  chair ; 

PoMPOSLs  govem-s — but,  my  muse,  forbear  : ‘ 
Contempt,  In  silence,  be  the  pedant's  lot ; 

His  name  and  precepts  be  alike  forgot ; 

No  more  hU  mention  shall  iny  verse  degrade,— 

To  him  my  tribute  is  already  {taid. 

High,  throLg?h  those  elms,  vrith  hoary  branches 
crown’d, 

Fair  Ida’s  iKiwer  adorns  the  landscape  round  ; 

There  Science,  from  her  favour’d  seat,  surveys 
Till’  \*ale  where  rural  Nature  claims  her  pral«e  ; 

To  her  awhile  resijms  her  youthful  train. 

Who  move  in  joy,  and  dance  along  the  pialn ; 

In  scatter'd  groups  each  favour’d  haimt  pur>tu‘. 

Repeat  old  pa'tirac-s,  and  discover  new  ; 

F)  tith'd  with  his  rays,  beneath  the  noonllJe  sun. 

In  rival  hands,  between  the  wickets  run, 

I>dve  o'er  the  sward  the  ball  with  active  force. 

Or  chase  with  nimble  feet  Its  rapid  courv. 

But  these  with  slower  steps  direct  their  nay. 

Where  Brent’s  cool  waves  in  limpid  current.s  f^tray ; 
While  yonder  few  search  out  some  green  retreat. 

And  ai'bours  ^hade  them  from  the  »umtiu‘r  bcai : 
Others  again,  a pert  and  lively  crew. 

Some  rough  and  thoughtless  stranger  placed  In  view, 
With  frolic  quaint  their  antic  jests  expose. 

And  tease  the  grumbling  rustic  as  he  goes ; 

Nor  rest  with  this,  but  many  a itasslng  fray 
Tradition  treasures  for  a future  day:  [fought, 

“ ’T  was  here  the  gather’d  swains  for  vengeance 
And  here  we  earn’d  the  conquest  dearly  bouglit; 

Here  have  we  lied  before  superior  might. 

And  here  renew’d  the  wild  tumultuous  fight.” 

While  thus  our  souU  with  early  pa^sslons  mwiII, 

In  lingering  tones  resounds  the  distant  bcli ; 

Th’  allotted  hour  of  daily  st>ort  Is  o'er. 

And  Learning  beckons  from  her  temple's  door. 

No  splendid  tablets  grace  her  simple  hall. 

But  ruder  records  fill  the  dusky  wall ; 

There,  deeply  carved,  behold  ! each  tym's  name 
Secures  its  owner's  academic  fame ; 

Here  mingling  view  the  names  of  sin?  ami  son  — 

The  one  long  graved,  the  other  just  begun  : 

These  shall  siuMve  aUke  when  son  and  sire 
Bi'ncath  one  common  stroke  of  fate  expire ; < 

Perhaps  their  last  memorial  these  alone, 

Denicil  in  death  a monumental  stone, 

Whibt  to  the  gale  in  mournful  cadence  wave 
The  sighing  weeds  that  hide  their  namdess  grave. 

» TTo  thU  pa*«wte.  h.-i4  LorJ  Byron  publUhn!  another 
e«iltion  of  Hour*  uf  idlcncu,  it  was  hit  IntcDUoit  togi\etlic  > 
foilloviog  turn  : — 

**  Another  fills  bU  maglateiial  chair ; 

KelucUnt  Ida  own*  a ttranfrer’*  care ; 

Oh  1 may  like  honmirt  crown  hit  future  name: 

If  such  his  Tlrtue*.  such  stwll  be  his  &mc."] 

S [During  a rebellion  at  Harrow,  the  poet  prevented  the  ' 
ichooUroom  from  being  burnt  down,  tw  poinciug  out  to  the  ; 
buy*  the  names  of  their  laUiers  and  graodfathers  ou  the  walls.]  | 
> [lx>rd  ByTo:i  ebewhere  thus  deirrihet  his  luual  course  of 
life  while  at'llarrow  — **  always  cricketing,  rebelling,  rotemg, 
and  Irt  all  manner  of  vtlschiefs.''  t>uo  day.  In  a fit  ot  defiance, 
he  tore  down  all  thegnitines  from  the  window  of  the  hall  ; and 
when  called  upon  by  Dr.  Butler  to  say  why  he  had  rommUtrd 
this  siolence.  answered,  with  stem  coolness,  “brca*tse  they 
darkened  the  mom."] 

* TTUs  de«rri|iUon  of  what  the  roung  poet  fi-lt  la  PI06,  on 

eiuxiUiiU'riug  in  the  world  any  oi  hU  former  schoulfcllows, 


I -Vnil  here  my  name,  and  many  an  early  frieod'a, 

. Along  the  wall  in  lengthen'd  line  extends. 

I Though  >till  our  deeds  amuse  the  youthful  race, 

I Who  tread  our  steps,  and  till  our  former  place, 

■ Who  young  obey'd  thvir  ionis  in  silent  awe. 

I Whose  ntMl  commanded,  ami  whose  voice  was  bw ; 

, And  now,  In  tuni,  inwiiess  the  reins  of  i>owcr, 

; To  rule  the  little  lyranu  of  an  hour ; 

I Though  Mimetlmes,  with  the  tales  of  ancient  day, 
i They  pass  the  dreaiy  w inter’s  eve  away  — 

“And  thus  our  former  rulers  siemm'd  the  tide, 

I And  thus  they  ticalt  the  comliat  side  by  side  ; 

: Just  in  this  place  the  mouldering  w.alls  they  scaled, 

; Nor  bolts  nor  bare  against  their  strength  avail'd  ; ^ 

; Here  Paoacs  came,  the  rising  fray  to  quell, 

.\nd  here  he  falter'd  forth  his  last  farewell ; 

And  here  one  night  abroad  they  dureit  to  room, 

While  Ik>U1  Pomposcs  bravely  stay’d  at  home 
IThile  thus  they  speak,  the  hour  must  soon  Jirrivc, 

I When  names  of  these,  like  ours,  alone  survive : 

I Vet  a few  years,  one  general  wreck  will  whelm 
The  faint  remembrance  of  our  fairy  re;dm. 

De-xr  honest  nice  ! though  now  we  meet  no  more. 
One  last  long  look  on  what  we  were  before  — 

Our  first  kind  greetings,  and  our  last  adieu  — 

Drew  tears  from  eyes  unused  to  weep  with  you. 
Through  splendid  circles,  fashion’s  gaudy  world. 
Where  folly’s  glaring  standard  waves  unturTd, 

I plunged  to  drown  in  noise  my  fond  regret. 

And  all  1 sought  or  hoped  was  to  forget. 

Vain  wl-b  ! if  chance  some  welJ-reniembcr’d  Cice, 
Some  utd  companion  of  my  early  race. 

Advanced  to  claim  hb  friend  with  honest  joy, . 

My  eyes,  my  heart,  proclaim’d  me  still  a boy ; 

'rhe  glittering  scene,  the  fiuttering  groups  around. 
Were  quite  foi^otten  when  my  friend  was  found; 

The  smiles  of  beauty  — (for,  alas  I I’ve  known 
What ’t  Is  to  bend  before  Love’s  mighty  throne)  — 
The  smiles  of  bi-auty,  though  those  smiles  were  dear, 
Could  hardly  charm  me,  when  that  friend  was  near: 
My  thoughts  bewilder'd  In  the  fond  suri’rise. 

The  woods  of  Ida  danced  before  my  eyes ; 

I saw  the  sprightly  wand’rers  pour  along, 

I saw  and  join'd  again  the  joyous  throng  ; 

Panting,  again  I traced  her  lofty  grove. 

And  Irieiidship's  feelings  triumph’d  over  love.  * 

Yet  why  should  I alone  with  such  delight 
Retrace  the  circuit  of  my  former  flight  ? 

Is  there  no  cause  beyond  the  common  claim 
Endear’d  to  all  in  childhood's  very  name  ? 

(alls  far  short  of  the  page  in  which  be  records  an  accidental 
met’ting  with  I.a»rd  Clare,  on  the  road  between  ImoU  and 
Holo^nia  in  Is^l.  “This  tneeling,"  be  says,  “annihilated  fur 
a moment  all  the  rears  l>et«cen  the  present  time  and  the 
days  of  Harrow.  It  was  a new  and  Inexplirable  fcelinx,  like 
rising  from  the  grave,  to  me.  Clare  too  was  much  .agtuted*^ 
more  in  appearance  than  was  myself;  for  I could  feel  hU  heart 
1»eat  to  ills  fingers*  ends,  unless,  Indeed,  it  was  the  pulse  of 
nijr  own  which  made  nic  think  so.  We  were  last  five  mlnutea 
tocher,  and  on  tise  public  road ; but  I hardly  recollert  an 
hour  uf  my  existence  which  could  be  weigh'Hl  against  them.'* 
— Wc  may  also  quote  the  rullowlog  biteresUng  sentences  of 
Madame  Ciilccitui : — **  In  (says  she),  a few  days  before 
leaving  I’iM.  we  were  one  evening  st.'aled  in  tlx-  garden  the 
Palasao  Lanfratichi.  At  thU  moment  a servant  aimouncndi 
Mr.  Hidibouse.  ‘I’hc  slight  shade  of  melancholy  diltUsed  ovf>r 
Ixtrd  Uyrun’s  (acc  gave  instant  place  to  the  liveliest  joy  ; bitt 
it  was  so  great,  that  it  almost  deprived  him  of  strength.  A 
(earful  paleness  came  over  his  chcriu,  and  his  eyes  were  filled 
with  tears  as  be  embraced  bis  frWud;  his  emutism  wasao 
great  that  bo  was  forced  to  sit  down.’*] 
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Ah  ! fure  some  stronger  impulse  vibrates  here. 

Which  whispers  friendship  will  be  doubly  dear. 

To  one  who  thus  for  kindred  hearts  must  roam, 

And  seek  abroad  the  lo\*e  denied  at  home. 

Those  hearts,  dear  Ida,  have  I found  In  thee  — 

A home,  a world,  a paradise  to  me. 

Stem  Death  foriiadc  my  orphan  youth  to  share 
The  tender  guidance  of  a father's  care. 

Can  rank,  or  e'en  a guardian's  name,  supply 
The  love  which  gii^tens  in  a father's  eye  ? 

For  this  can  wealth  or  title's  sound  atone. 

Made,  by  a parent’s  early  loss  niy  own  ? > 

What  brother  springs  a bnifher's  love  to  seek  ? 

What  sister's  gentle  kiss  hai  prest  my  cheek  ? 

For  roc  how  dull  the  vacant  moments  rise. 

To  no  fond  bosom  link'd  by  kindred  ties  ! 

Oft  in  the  progress  of  some  fleeting  dream 
Fraternal  smiles  collected  round  me  sci^m  ; 

While  still  the  viitions  to  my  heart  are  prest. 

The  voice  of  love  will  murmur  in  my  rest : 

1 bear — 1 wake — and  in  the  sound  rgoicc; 

1 hear  again, — but,  ah ! no  brother's  voice. 

A hermit,  'midst  of  crowds,  I fain  must  stray 
Alone,  though  thousand  pilgrinu  fill  the  way ; 

Millie  these  a thousand  kindred  wreaths  entwine, 

I cannot  call  one  single  blossom  mine : 

Mliat  then  remains  ? In  solitude  to  groan, 

To  mix  In  friendship,  or  to  sigh  alone. 

Thus  must  1 cling  to  some  endearing  hand. 

And  none  more  dear  than  Ida's  social  band. 

Alonso  !9  best  and  dearest  of  roy  friends, 

Thy  name  ennobles  him  who  thus  commends  ; 

From  this  fond  tribute  thou  canst  gain  no  praise  ; 
The  praise  is  bis  who  now  that  tribute  pays. 

Oh  ! in  the  promise  of  thy  early  youth, 

If  hope  anticipate  the  woMs  of  truth. 

Some  loftier  bard  shall  sing  thy  glorious  name, 

To  build  his  own  upon  thy  deathless  fame. 

t[lt  has  been  referred  for  onr  own  time  to  produce  ono 
diftinguifhed  example  of  the  Muse  harina  deicended  upon  ■ 
bard  of  a woitDded  iplrit,  and  lent  her  tyre  to  tell,  and  we 
Crust  to  soothe,  sifliirtioni  of  do  ordinary  description  ; affllr* 
tions  originating  probably  In  that  lingular  combination  of 
feeling,  which  has  been  railed  the  poetical  temperament, 
and  which  has  lo  otten  laddeoed  the  days  of  those  on  whom 
It  hai  l)een  conferred.  If  ever  a man  could  lar  claim  (o  that 
character  in  all  Its  strength  aad  ail  Its  wm&ness.  with  It* 
unbounded  rauge  of  enjoj-mmt,  and  iu  exquisite  sensibility 
of  pleasure  and  of  pain,  it  must  certainly  tie  granted  to  Lord 
Byron.  His  own  tale  is  partly  told  in  two  lines  of  I..ara : 

**  Left  by  his  sire,  loo  young  such  lou  to  know. 

Lord  of  bitnself  — th^  beritaire  of  woe  ! " 

Sia  Walter  Scott.] 

* TTbe  Hon.  John  Wingfield,  of  the  Coldstream  Guards, 
hrotner  lo  Richard,  fourth  Vlicoum  Powericourt.  He  died 
of  a fever.  In  hit  twentieth  rear,  at  Cuimbra,  May  Uth,  ISll. 
— Of  all  human  lieings.*’  says  Lord  Uyrun.  “ I «-a«.  per* 
haps,  at  one  time,  the  most  attached  to  poor  Wingfield.  1 
had  known  him  the  better  half  of  his  life,  and  the  happiest 
part  of  mine.’*  On  hearing  of  the  d4*ath  of  his  brloved 
Khooirellow,  he  added  the  following  stansos  to  the  first  canto 
of  Cbildc  Harold  : — 

••  And  thou,  my  friend  I.— since  unavailing  woe 
Bur«ts  from  my  heart,  and  miugin  with  the  strain  — 
Had  the  sword  laid  thee  with  the  mighty  low. 

Pride  might  forl*i«l  er’o  Fr(eudihi|»  lo  complain ; 

But  thus  unlaurcl'd  to  descend  in  vain. 

By  all  forgcMten.  save  the  lonely  breast. 

And  mix  unbleeding  with  the  hnosUnl  sUdn, 

While  filoTT  crowns  so  many  a meaner  crest ! 

What  hadst  tivou  dune  to  sink  m>  peacefully  to  rest  ? 

•*  Oh,  known  the  earliest,  and  esteem'd  the  moit. 

Dev  to  a heart  where  nought  was  left  so  dear  I 
Though  to  my  hopeless  day*  for  ever  lost, 
la  dreams  deny  me  not  to  se<  thcc  here  I " k;c.] 


Friend  of  my  heart,  and  fumnost  of  the  lUt 
Of  those  with  whom  I lived  supremely  blest. 

Oft  have  we  drain'd  the  font  of  ancient  lure  ; 

Though  drinking  deeply,  thirsting  still  the  more. 

Yet,  when  confinement's  lingering  hour  woij  done, 
Our  sporta,  our  stadlc!^  antLour  mjuIs  were  one ; 
Together  we  impcll'd  the  flying  ball ; 

Together  waited  in  our  tutor's  hall ; 

T<«ether  join'd  in  cricket’s  manly  toil. 

Or  shared  the  produce  of  the  river’s  s|K>iI ; 

Or,  plunging  from  the  green  declining  shore, 

Our  pliant  limbs  the  buoyant  billows  bore; 

In  every  element,  unchanged,  the  same, 

All,  all  that  brothers  should  be,  but  the  name. 

Nor  yet  are  you  forgot,  my  jocund  boy  t 
nAVfs\  the  harbinger  of  childish  joy  ; 

For  ever  fomnost  In  the  ranks  of  ftin. 

The  laughing  herald  of  the  harmless  pun  ; 

Yet  with  a breast  of  such  materials  made  — 

( Anxious  to  plea.se,  of  pleasing  half  afraid  ; 
t Candhl  and  liberal,  with  a heart  of  rtcel 
I In  danger’s  path,  though  not  untaught  to  fi'cl. 

I Still  I remember,  in  the  factious  strife, 

The  rustic’s  musket  aim'd  against  my  life  : * 

High  poised  In  air  the  massy  weapon  hung, 

A cry  of  horror  burst  from  every  tongue  ; 

Whilst  I,  In  combat  with  another  foe. 

Fought  on,  unconscious  <rf  th*  impending  blow ; 

Your  arm,  brave  boy,  arrestetl  his  career — 

Forward  you  sprung,  Insensible  to  fear  ; 

Disarm'd  and  baffled  by  your  conquering  hand, 

The  grovelling  savage  roll’d  upon  the  sand  : 

An  atl  like  this,  can  simple  thanks  repay  ? ^ 

Or  all  the  labours  of  a grateftil  lay  ? 

Ob  no  ! whene'er  my  breast  forgets  the  deed. 

That  instant,  Davus,  It  deserves  to  bleed. 

Ltcl's  on  me  thy  claims  arc  Justly  great : 

Thy  milder  virtues  could  ray  muse  relate, 

* [The  Rcr.  John  Cecil  TatterwU,  B.A..  of  Chri«t  Church, 
Oxford ; who  died  Dec.  fi.  IH13.  at  Hall’s  Place,  Kent,  ogvd 
twentyfour.  “ Hk  mind,”  says  a writer  In  the  Gent.  Mag.. 
” was  comprehensive  and  perspicuous ; his  affretions  warm 
and  sincere.  Through  extreme  aversion  to  hypocrisy,  ho 
was  so  far  from  assuming  the  false  appearance*  virtue, 
that  much  of  his  real  excellvnve  was  unseen,  whilst  he  ssas 
eager  to  acknowled|re  every  fault  into  which  he  was  led.  He 
WAS  an  ardent  friend,  a stronger  to  feelings  of  enmity ; he 
lived  la  good  frith  towards  men,  and  died  with  hope  in 
God.”] 

< (The  ” factious  strife”  here  recorded,  was  aceideotally 
brought  on  by  the  breaking  up  ef  school,  and  the  dismissal 
of  s«>me  Tolunipert  from  drill,  both  happening  at  the  some 
hour.  On  this  osxasiun.  it  appears,  the  butt*end  of  a musket 
was  aimed  at  Byron's  hMd,  and  would  have  felled  him  to  the 
ground,  but  for  the  interposition  of  Tattefsall.] 

* [In  the  private  volume : 

” Thus  did  you  save  that  life  t scarcely  prise 

A life  unworthy  such  a sarriflco.”j 

* (John  Fitsgibbnn.  second  Farl  of  Clare,  Inm  June  S. 
ITftS.  Ills  faihrr.  whom  he  uiccceded  Jan.  ‘.hi.  1903,  waa  for 
ne.irlv  twelve  rears  Lord  Chancellor  of  Ireland.  See  ant^, 
p.  note,  fils  Ixirdihip  Is  now  ( l<Oj)  Covemor  of  Bom* 
hay.  “ I never.”  say*  I,oid  Byron.  In  IRKI,  ” be.ar  the  word 
' I'larr,'  without  a beating  of  the  heart  even  mnr ; and  I 
write  H with  fe«-Hngs  of  l9oa-4-S.  ad  Infinitum.”  Of  the 
tenaciiHiinrsi  with  which  he  clung  to  all  the  kind^  impres* 
skms  of  his  youth,  there  can  be  no  stmogi-r  proof  than  the 
Interesting  nwi.  that  after  his  death  almost  all  the  notes  and 
letters  whlrh  his  pHnr1|>al  sehoni  favtHtrites  had  ever  ad- 
dressed to  him  were  foimd  preserved  candully  among  his 
papers.  The  following  Is  the  indorsement  ii)>»n  onenf  tli«'m  : 
— I hU  and  .tnother  letter  were  written  at  Ilarr<»w,  by  my 
Me*  ami.  1 hope,  etxr  beloved  friend.  lojrd  Clare,  when  we 
were  lioth  schcmi.twrs ; and  sent  to  my  study  in  conseqiienre 
of  some  fkiUuA  taisuiuler^tanding,  — the  only  one  which 
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1 1 To  thee  alone,  unri vail'd,  would  belong 
i The  feeble  efTorts  of  my  lengthen’d  song.  i 
Well  canst  thou  boaftt,  to  lead  in  senates  tit, 

A Spartan  firmness  with  Athenian  wit : 

..  Though  yet  In  embryo  these  perfections  shine, 

Lycus  ! thy  father’s  fhme  will  soon  be  thine, 
j Where  learning  nurtures  the  superior  mind, 

. W’hat  may  we  hope  from  genius  thus  n^fined  1 
MTjcn  time  at  length  matures  thy  growing  years, 

• How  wilt  thou  tower  above  thy  fellow  peers  * 
Prudence  and  sense,  a spirit  bold  and  fri'c, 

W’lth  honour’s  soul,  united  beam  In  thee. 

.Shall  ftdr  EcarALCs'  pass  by  unsung  t 
■ From  ancient  lineage,  not  unworthy  sprung  : 

I What  though  one  sad  dissension  bade  us  part  f 
I That  name  is  yet  embalm'd  within  my  heart ; 

' Yet  at  the  mention  does  that  heart  rebound, 

I And  palpitate,  responsive  to  the  sound. 

I I Envy  dissolved  our  ties,  and  not  our  will : 

; j We  once  were  friends,  — 111  think  wc  arc  so  stilL  s 

i A form  unmatch’d  in  natiuv's  partial  mould, 

Ij  .K  heart  untainted,  we  in  thee  behold  : 

ii  Yet  not  the  senate’s  thunder  thou  shalt  wield, 

Nor  seek  for  glory  in  the  tented  field  ; 

.1  To  minds  of  ruder  texture  these  be  given  — 

I Thy  soul  shall  nearer  soar  Its  native  heaven. 

M Haply,  in  polish'd  courts  might  be  thy  iwat, 

I But  that  thy  tongue  could  never  forge  deceit : 

! The  courtier's  supple  bow  and  sneering  smile, 

I The  flow  of  compliment,  the  slippery  wUe, 
j Would  make  that  breast  with  indignation  bum.  I 
.\nd  ail  the  glittering  snares  to  tempt  thee  spurn. 

: Domestic  happiness  will  stamp  thy  frte  ; 

Sacred  to  love,  unclouded  e’er  by  hate ; 

ever  arose  between  ui.  It  was  of  short  doraHon.  and  I rKaln 
this  nocesoiety  for  the  purpose  of  sulmiitUng  it  to  hit  |>eriual, 
that  we  may  smile  over  the  n*cuUoctlon  of  the  Irislgnibconce 
of  oar  first  and  hut  quarrel.'’] 

1 1 * [In  the  private  volume,  the  following  lines  conclude  this 

I : character : — 


Tile  world  admire  thee,  and  thy  friends  adore ; — 
Ambition's  slave  alone  would  toil  for  more. 

Now  last,  but  nearest,  of  the  social  band. 

See  honest,  open,  generous  Cleon  t stand  ; 

With  scarce  one  speck  to  cloud  the  pleasing  scone, 
No  vice  degrades  that  purest  soul  serene. 

On  the  same  day  our  studious  mex*  begun. 

On  the  same  day  our  studious  race  was  run  ; 

Thus  side  by  side  wc  pass'd  our  first  career, 

Thus  side  by  side  wc  strove  for  many  a year  ; 

At  last  concluded  our  scholastic  life. 

We  neither  conquer’d  in  the  classic  strife  •. 

As  speakers  ^ each  supports  an  equal  name. 

And  crowds  allow  to  both  a partial  fame  : 

To  soothe  a youthful  rival’s  early  pride. 

Though  Cleon’s  candour  would  the  palm  diride. 

Yet  candour's  self  cum]icls  me  now  to  own 
Justice  awards  it  to  my  friend  alone. 

Oh  I friends  regretted,  scenes  for  ever  dear. 
Kctnembrancc  hails  you  with  her  warmest  tear  f 
Drooping,  she  bends  o’er  pensive  Fancy’s  ura, 

To  trace  the  hours  which  never  can  return  ; 

Yet  with  the  retrospection  loves  to  dwell,® 

.\nd  soothe  the  sorrows  of  her  last  fiurcwell  I 
Yet  greets  the  triumph  of  ray  boyish  mind. 

As  in&nt  laurels  round  my  head  were  twined. 

When  pROBus'  praise  repaid  my  lyric  sung,'^ 

Or  placed  me  higher  In  the  studious  throng  ; 

Or  when  my  first  harangue  received  applause,  • 

Ills  sage  instruction  the  primeval  cause. 

What  gratitude  to  him  my  soul  posse<t. 

While  hope  of  dawning  honours  fill’d  my  breast ! 

For  all  my  humble  fame,  to  him  alone 

The  praise  Is  due,  who  made  that  fame  my  own.  ^ 

without  involving  some  oldfi-imdt  of  mine  In  the  builni^,) 


the  cRUfc  of  my  behaviour  to  him  during  my  last  refitience 
at  Harrow,  whfrh  you  will  recollect  was  rather  em  carahrr. 
Since  that  period  1 have  discovered  he  was  treated  viih  lt>- 


•*  For  ever  to  possess  a friend  In  thee. 

Was  bliss  unhoped,  though  not  unsought  by  me. 

Thy  softer  soul  was  form'd  for  love  alone. 

To  ruder  paulons  and  to  hate  unknown  : 

Thy  mind,  in  union  with  thy  lieauteoiis  form. 

Was  gentle,  htit  unfit  to  stent  the  storm. 

That  face,  an  index  of  celestial  worth. 

Proclaim'd  a heart  abstracted  from  the  earth. 

Oft.  when  depress’d  witli  sad  foreboding  gluum, 

1 sat  recllnetl  upon  our  favourite  tomb, 

J *ve  seen  those  •ympaCh«>tic  eyes  o'erfiow 
With  klM  cnm|taasiofi  for  thy  comrade's  woe  ; 

Or  when  less  mouniftil  subjecU  form'd  our  (hemes, 
Wc  tried  a thousand  fond  romantic  schemes. 

Oft  hast  thou  sworn.  In  ftieudship's  soothing  tone. 
Whatever  wish  was  mine  must  bu  thine  own.'*] 

> [Oeorge-John.  fifth  Karl  Pelawarr.  Ix»rn  ')rt.J6,  IPd; 
succertled  his  father.  John-RIcliard.  July  1TD6.  I'his 
ariHeiit  family  have  been  Istroni  by  the  male  line  from  I04i ; 
their  ancestor.  Sir  Thomas  West,  having  l»een  summoned  to 
narllamrnt  as  Lord  West,  the  Kdw.  II.  We  find  tlie 
loUowlng  iwHlecs  In  some  hitherto  unpublished  letters  of 
J.ord  Byron:—.**  Harrow,  Oct.  2.V,  l^X.  — I am  happy  enough 
and  comfiirtable  here.  My  friends  are  not  nutnerirtw,  but  le- 
lect.  Among  the  principal  1 rank  Lord  Delawarr,  who  is 
very  ainiahlo.  and  my  particular  friend.”  **  Nov.  2,  IS04. 
Lord  Delawarr  is  considerably  younster  than  me,  hut  the 
nmt  goiwl-temprred.  amiable,  rteser  Irliow  in  the  universe. 
To  all  which  ne  adds  the  quality  (a  good  one  in  the  eyes  of 
women)  of  being  rrinarkahly  h.-uidwiine.  Delawarr  and  my- 
self are.  in  a manner,  conneetcil ; far  one  of  my  forefathers, 
In  Charles  Ute  First'i  time,  nuirrled  Into  ihidr  family.”] 

It  Is  impossible  to  peruse  the  following  extract  of  a letter 
addressed  to  l.,ord  Clare,  in  Febniary,  INCft.  without  acknow- 
ledging the  noble  candour  and  contrlentiousnesi  of  the  writer. 
— You  will  be  astonished  to  hear  1 have  lately  written  to 
Delawarr,  for  the  purpose  of  explaining  (as  far  os  possible. 


Justice,  both  by  those  who  misrepresented  his  conduct,  and 
by  me  In  rons^ueoce  of  their  suggestions.  I have,  there- 
fore. made  all  the  reparation  In  my  jtower,  by  apologJitng  for 
my  mistake,  though  with  very  faint  hopes  oT  success.  iTov- 
ever.  I have  eas^  iny  own  conscience  by  the  atonement, 
which  is  humiliating  enough  to  one  of  iny  disposition  ; vet  I 
could  not  have  slept  satisfied  w ith  the  reflection  of  haring, 
even  unintentionally.  Injured  any  individual.  1 have  done 
all  that  Could  be  done  to  repair  the  Injury.”} 

* TEdward  Noel  Long,  Esq.  — to  whom  a iul>s«quent  poem 
is  addressed.  Seep.  414.] 

* This  alludes  to  the  public  speeches  delivered  at  the  ichoaJ 
where  the  author  was  educated. 

* [Thus  lo  the  private  volame  — 

**  Yet  In  the  retrospection  finds  relief, 

And  revels  In  the  luxury  of  grief.”] 

* [*'  I renvember  that  my  first  declamation  astonished  Dr. 
DrUT)-  Into  some  unwonted  (for  he  mas  economlial  of  iiK-h) 
and  sudden  compliments,  before  the  dcclaimers  at  our  first 
rehearsal.”  — Dtary.} 

" f”  1 certainly  was  mtJCh  pleavetl  with  Lord  Bvron's  at- 
titude. gesture,  and  delivery,  a*  well  as  with  his  rotnposltion. 
All  who  spoke  on  tliat  day  adhered,  as  usual,  lo  the  letter  of 
their  compoiitloD.  as  In  the  earlier  iiart  of  his  detlvery  did 
Ixird  Byron.  But.  to  my  surprise,  he  suddenlv  dirrrg^ 
from  the  written  coinposltion,  with  a boldness  aud  rapidity 
siifhclenl  to  alarm  me,  lest  he  should  fail  In  meroorv  as  to 
the  conclusion.  There  was  no  failure  ; — he  came  round  to 
the  close  of  his  coni)>oiltiun  without  discovering  any  impedi- 
ment and  irregularity  on  the  whole.  I questioned  him.  why 
he  had  altered  his  declamation  ? He  declared  he  had  made 
no  alterallnn,  and  did  Dot  know.  In  ipcaking.  that  he  had  de- 
viated from  it  one  letter.  I Itelleved  him,  and  from  a know- 
ledge of  his  lem|>erampnt  am  convinced,  that,  ftiUy  impressed 
with  the  Him*  and  substance  of  the  subject,  he  was  hurried 
on  toexpn-ssions  and  colourings  more  striking  than  whra  hU 
h.-ui  expressed.”  — Da.  Daiav.] 

* [In  the  private  volume  the  postm  concludes  thus  ; — 
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Oh  I could  I soar  above  these  feeble  lays, 

' These  young  effbslons  of  my  early  days, 

, To  him  my  muse  her  noblest  strain  wwiM  give ; 

1 The  song  might  perish,  but  the  theme  might  live. 

. Yet  why  for  him  the  needless  verse  essay  7 

I HU  honour’d  name  requires  no  vain  dUplay  : 

•I  By  every  son  of  grateful  Ida  blest, 
j;  It  finds  an  echo  In  each  youthful  breast ; 

II  A fame  beyond  the  glories  of  the  proud, 
j Or  all  the  pUudlU  of  the  venal  crowd.  > 

Ida  I not  yet  exhausted  Is  the  theme, 
i Nor  closed  the  progress  of  my  youthful  dresim. 

How  many  a friend  deserves  the  grateful  strain  1 
I What  scenes  of  childhood  still  unsung  remain  ! 

I Yet  let  me  hush  thU  echo  of  the  pa>t. 

This  parting  song,  the  dearest  and  the  last ; 

' And  brood  In  secret  o’er  those  hours  of  joy, 

|i  To  me  a silent  and  a sweet  employ, 

' While  future  hope  and  fear  alike  unkm>wn, 

I think  with  pleasure  on  the  past  alone ; 

I Yes,  to  the  past  alone  my  heart  confine, 

And  chase  the  phantom  of  what  once  was  mhie. 

I Ida  ! still  o’er  thy  hills  in  joy  preside, 
j And  proudly  steer  through  time's  eventful  tide ; 

Still  may  thy  blooming  sons  thy  name  revere. 

I Smile  In  thy  bower,  but  quit  thee  with  a tear : — 
i That  tear,  perhaps,  the  fondest  which  will  fluvv, 
jj  OVr  their  last  scene  of  happiness  below. 

|i  Tell  me,  ye  hoary  few.  who  glide  along, 

1 The  feeble  veterans  of  some  former  throng, 

I Whose  fWends,  like  autumn  leaves  by  tempests  whirl’d, 
Arc  swept  for  ever  from  this  busy  world  \ 


Revolve  the  fleeting  moments  of  your  youth. 

While  Care  as  yet  withheld  her  vonom'd  tooth ; 

Say  if  remembrance  days  like  these  endears 
Beyond  the  rapture  of  succeeding  years  ? 

Say,  can  ambition’s  fever’d  dn*am  bestow 
So  sweet  a balm  to  soothe  your  hours  of  w<m*  ? 

Can  treasures,  hoarded  for  some  thankless  son, 

I Can  royal  smiles,  or  wreaths  \yy  slaughter  won, 

I Can  stars  or  ermine,  man’s  maturer  toys, 
j (For  glittering  baubles  are  not  left  to  Uiys), 

I Recall  one  scene  so  much  beloved  to  view, 

! As  Uiose  where  Youth  her  garland  twlncil  for  you  7 
' Ah,  no ! amidst  the  gloomy  calm  of  age 
I You  turn  with  faltering  hand  life’s  varied  i>agc ; 
j Peruse  the  record  of  your  days  on  earth, 

I rnsullied  only  where  it  marks  your  birth  ; 

I Still  lingering  pause  above  each  cbetiner’d  leaf, 

I And  blot  with  tears  the  sable  lines  of  grief ; 

I Where  Passion  o'er  the  theme  her  mantle  threw, 

I Or  weeping  Virtue  sigh’d  a faint  adieu  ; 

I But  bless  the  scroll  which  fairer  words  adorn. 
Traced  by  the  rosy  finger  of  the  mom ; 

When  Friendship  bow’d  before  the  shrine  of  Truth, 
And  Love,  without  his  pinion  ^ smiled  on  Youth. 


ANSWER  TO  A BEAUTIFUL  POEM,  ENTITLED 
THE  COMMON  LOT.’'a 
Montgomery  ! true,  the  common  lot 
Of  mortals  lies  In  I.«the’*  wave ; 

Yet  some  shall  never  be  forgot — 

Some  shall  exist  beyond  the  grave. 


“ When,  ret  a Doric*  in  the  tnimk  *rt. 

1 feign’d  the  traninorts  of  a vengeful  heorl  — 
When  Ai  the  Koynl  Slave  1 trod  the  stage, 

To  vent  in  Zanga  more  than  mortal  rage  — 

The  praise  of  Prohus  mode  me  feel  more  proud 
Than  all  the  plaudits  of  the  Hst’nins  rrowd. 

**  Ah  ! vain  endeavour  in  this  chlfdith  strain 
To  soothe  the  woes  of  which  1 thus  comploiu  ! 
What  can  avail  this  fruitless  loss  of  time. 

To  measure  sorrow  in  a jingling  rhyme  1 
No  social  solace  from  a friend  is  near. 

And  heartless  strangers  drop  no  feeling  tear. 

I seek  not  joy.  In  woman’s  sparkling  eye : 

The  smiles  of  beauty  cannot  check  the  sigh. 

Adieu,  thou  world  1 thy  pleasure 's  still  a dream. 
Thy  virtue  but  a vlslonair  theme ; 

Thy  years  of  vice  on  ymrs  of  folly  roll. 

Till  grinning  death  OAslgni  the  destined  goat. 
Where  all  are  hastening  to  the  dread  abode. 

To  meet  the  Judgment  of  a righteous  God  ; 

Mix’d  in  the  ooncourse  of  the  thoughtless  throng. 
A mourner  midst  of  mirth,  1 glide  along  ; 

A wretch^  Isolated,  gloomy  thing. 

Curst  by  reflection's  deep  corroding  »ting ; 

But  not  that  mental  sting  which  stabs  within. 

The  dork  avenger  of  unpunlsh’d  sin  ; 

The  silent  shaft  which  goods  the  gulltv  wretch 
Extended  on  a rack’s  untiring  stretch  : 

Conscience  that  sting,  that  shaft  to  him  •iippllrs  — 
His  mind  the  rack  from  which  be  ne'er  can  rise. 
For  me.  whate’er  my  folly,  or  my  fear. 

One  cheerful  comfort  ilUl  Is  cherish  d here  : 

No  dread  inieniol  haunts  my  hours  of  rest. 

No  dreams  of  Injured  Innocence  Infest ; • 

Ofbope.ofpeace.ofalmostallbereft. 

Conscience,  my  last  but  welcome  guest,  is  left. 
Slander’*  cmiolson’d  breath  may  hUsi  my  name. 
Envy  delighu  to  blight  the  buds  of  fame  \ 

Pecelt  may  chill  the  current  of  my  blood. 

And  freese  affection’s  warm  Imposilon’d  flood  i 
FrM^ng  horror  darken  every  sense  ; — 
Ev^ere  will  conscience  bo  my  best  defence. 


My  bosom  feeds  no  ‘ worm  which  ne'er  can  die:*  t 
Not  criroei  1 rotKirn,  but  happiness  j^ne  by. 

Thus  crawling  on  with  many  a reptue  rile, 

My  beoji  is  bitter,  though  my  cheek  may  smile; 

No  more  with  former  hlUs  tuy  heart  is  glad  ; 

Hope  yields  to  anguish,  and  my  soul  is  sad ; 

From  fond  regret  no  ftiturc  joy  can  save  ; 

Remembrance  slumbers  only  in  the  grave.” 

[••  To  Dr.  Drury,”  observes  Moore,  ” Lord  Brron  has  left 
on  riR'ord  a tribute  of  affection  and  respect,  which,  like  the 
rercrrntlal  regard  of  Dryden  for  Dr.  Busby,  will  long  asso< 
riate  together  bunuurably  the  names  of  tlic  |M>et  and  the  mas* 
ter.”  The  above  is  not,  nowrver.  the  only  one.  In  a note  to 
the  fourth  L'onto  of  Childe  Harold,  be  says,  ” My  precc]Ptor 
was  the  best  and  worthiest  friend  1 ever  possessed,  whose  worn* 
Ings  I have  remembored  but  too  well,  though  too  late — when 
I have  erred,  and  whose  counoels  1 have  but  followed  when  I 
have  done  well  or  wisely.  If  ever  this  imperfect  record  of  my 
feelings  towards  him  should  reach  his  eyes,  let  it  remind  him 
of  one  who  never  thinks  of  him  but  with  gratitude  and  vene- 
ration—of  one  who  would  mure  olodly  boost  of  having  been 
his  pupil,  if  by  more  closely  foUuwriiig  his  lidunctlons,  he  could 
reflect  any  honour  upon  his  instructor.”  We  extract  the  fol- 
lowing from  some  unpublished  letters  of  Lord  Byron : — 

” Harrow.  Nov.  3,  IWH.  There  Is  so  much  of  the  gentleman, 
so  much  mildneos  and  nothing  of  pedantry  In  his  character, 
that  1 cannot  help  liking  him,  oxkI  will  remember  bis  iustnic- 
tiuns  with  gratitude  os  Tong  os  I live.  He  Is  the  best  master 
we  ever  bod.  and  at  the  some  time  respected  and  feared.” 
“Nov.  II,  1H04.  1 revere  Dr.  Drury.  lie  is  never  violent, 

ncrer  outrageous.  1 dread  oflhnding  biin;— not  however, 
through  fear  ; but  the  respect  I bear  him  m^es  me  unhappy 
when  1 am  ut^er  his  displeasure.”} 

3 ” L’Amitii  cst  I’ Amour  sons  allcs,”  is  a French  proverb. 
[See  a sub^uent  poem,  under  this  title.] 

> Written  by  James  Montgomery,  author  of  **Tbe  Wan- 
derer of  SwiUerland.”  Ac. 


• r*‘  I am  not  a Joseph.”  saW  Ix>rd  Byron.  In  IMl.  '*  »or  a 

MpW;  but  1 ran  .mfcly  «nrm.  <l>«‘  ' In  my  life 
4u^  any  wumau.”] 


f [“  We  know  enough  even  of  Lord  Byron's  private  history 
to  give  our  warrant  umt,  though  bis  youth  may  have  shored 
somewhat  too  largely  in  the  indiscretions  of  those  left  too 
early  masters  of  tliclr  own  actions  and  fortunes,  falsehood  and 
malice  alone  can  Impute  to  him  any  real  cause  for  hopeless 
remorse,  or  gloomy  melancholy."  — Sia  WAtraa  Scorr.} 
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**  Unkuuvrn  the  region  of  hU  birth,” 

The  hero  * rolls  the  tide  of  war  j 
Yet  not  unknown  his  martial  worth. 
Which  glares  a meteor  from  afar. 

HU  joy  or  grief,  his  weal  or  woe, 

Perchance  may  ’sca|ie  the  |»age  of  fame  j 
Yet  nitions  now  unborn  will  know 
The  record  of  bis  deathless  name. 


Oh  * I wlU  wear  it  next  my  heart ; 

'Twill  bind  my  soul  In  bonds  to  thee; 
From  me  again  'twill  ne'er  depart, 

But  nnnglc  in  the  grave  with  roe. 

The  dew  1 gather  from  Ihy  lip 
Is  nut  so  dear  to  me  as  tills  ; 

7'hat  1 but  fur  a moment  sip, 

And  banquet  on  a transient  bliss  : 


' t The  patriot's  and  the  jioet's  (hwnc 

I ‘ Must  share  tlie  common  tomb  of  all : 

!;  Their  glory  will  not  sleep  the  ^unc; 

TftiU  will  arise,  though  empires  fall. 

If 

The  lustre  of  a beauty's  eye 

Assumes  the  ghastly  stare  of  death  ; 

The  fair,  the  brave,  the  good  must  die, 

, And  sink  tbc  yawning  grave  beneath. 

i Once  more  the  speaking  eye  revives, 

;{  Still  lieaming  through  the  lover's  strain; 

|[  Fur  retrarch’s  Laura  still  survives  : 

I I She  died,  but  ne’er  will  die  again. 

i: 

|(  The  rolling  seasons  |cws  awny, 

If  And  Time,  untiring,  waves  hh  wing  ; 

, t^TiIift  honour's  laureU  ne’er  decay, 

But  bloom  in  fresh,  unfading  spring. 

,1  All,  all  must  sleep  in  grim  repose, 

'I  Collected  in  the  silent  tomb; 

f|  The  oM  and  young,  with  frlemU  and  foes, 

I Fest’ring  alike  In  shrouds,  consume. 

. * The  mouldering  marble  lasts  Its  day, 
h Yet  falls  at  length  an  useless  fam* ; 

|i  To  ruin’s  ruthless  fangs  a prey, 

1 The  wrecks  of  pillar’d  pride  remain. 

j-  What,  though  the  sculpture  be  destroy’d, 

I From  dark  oblivion  meant  to  guard ; 

! A bright  renown  shall  be  enjoy’d 

By  those  wh(^  virtues  claim  rewanl. 

Then  do  not  say  the  common  lot 
Of  all  lies  deep  in  i.,ethe*8  wave ; 
ij  Some  few  who  ne’er  will  be  forgot 
I Shall  burst  the  bondage  of  the  grave. 

I I8C^ 


TAis  will  recall  each  youthful  scene,  j ' 

£’vn  when  our  lives  are  on  the  wane;  il 

The  leaves  of  Love  will  still  lie  green  ; 

When  Memory*  bids  them  bud  again.  j 

oh  ! little  lock  of  golden  hue,  1 

In  gently  waving  ringlet  curl’d.  ) 

By  tbc  dear  head  on  which  you  grew, 

I would  not  lose  you  for  a world. 

Not  though  a thousand  more  adorn  | 

The  polish’d  bn>w  where  once  you  shone,  i 
Like  rays  which  gild  a cloudless  mom, 

Beneath  Columbia's  fervid  zone.  i 

I90G.  [Flnt  fmliiiihed.  im.]  i 


RKMr.MBUANCK. 

*TU  done !— I saw  it  In  my  dreams : 

No  more  with  Hope  the  future  beams ; 

My  days  of  happlne&s  are  few: 

Chill’d  by  misfortune’s  wintry  blast. 

My  dawn  of  life  Is  overcast, 

lx>ve,  Hope,  and  Joy,  alike  adieu ! 

W’ould  1 could  add  Uomembrance  too! 

liKK.  [First  publUKeH.  I8SS.] 


LINES  I 

ADDRESSED  TO  THE  REV.  J.  T.  BFCHER,  ON  HtS  ADViaiNO  K 
THE  AUTHOR  TO  MIX  MORE  WITH  SOCICTV. 

Dear  Bechcr,  you  tell  me  to  mix  with  mankind  ; 

I cannot  deny  such  a precept  is  wise ; I 

But  retirement  accords  with  the  tone  of  ray  mind:  ' , 

I will  not  descend  to  a world  1 despise.  j 


TO  A LADY 

imo  raESENTED  the  AuriioR  with  the  velvet  aANP 

f WHICH  ROUND  HER  TRESSES. 

I This  Band,  which  bound  tby  yellow  hair. 

Is  mine,  sweet  girl  1 thy  pledge  of  love ; 

I It  claims  my  wamiest,  dearest  care. 

Like  relics  left  of  sainU  above. 

I 1 Ko  particular  herr>  U here  alluded  to.  The  exploits  of 
I Bayanl.  Notnoiirs.  Kdwaril  the  Black  Prince,  and  Iji  more 
modem  times  the  fame  o(  Marlborough,  Frederick  the  Great, 
Count  Sane.  Charles  of  Sweden.  *c.  are  familiar  to  erery  hU> 
toficai  read''r.  but  the  exact  Places  of  their  Urth  are  koovii 

I to  a Tcry  sm.Ui  pruportioo  uf  tnrir  admirers. 

j i * ^The  true  re.-umi  of  the  liaughty  distance  at  which  liyTon. 
both  at  Utls  pcriucl  and  allcrwards,  stood  apart  from  bU  more 

II 


Did  the  senate  or  camp  my  exertions  require, 

.\robitlon  might  prompt  roe,  at  once,  to  go  forth ; 
WTien  Inftuicy’s  year*  of  probation  expire. 

Perchance  1 may  strive  to  dlstingubh  my  birth.  '1 

i! 

The  Are  in  the  earem  of  Etna  conceal’d,  I ^ 

Still  mantles  unseen  in  its  secret  recess ; [j 

At  length,  in  a volume  terrific  reveal'd,  1| 

No  tiHTcut  can  quench  it,  no  bounds  can  rt*pres».  ^ 

opulent  neighbours,  it  tn  be  found  <M)*i  Mr.  Moore)  **  in  his  | j 
mortlfyine  cunsclnusneis  of  Die  Inaileuuary  of  his  ow  n means  | 
to  hli  ranK.  and  the  proud  dread  of  being  made  to  fed  his  own 
Inferiority  by  persons  to  whom.  In  erery  other  respect,  be  I 
knew  blmwlr  superior."  Nr.  Bwher  frequently  exf>ostuiated  i 
with  him  on  this  unsoclatdcness  ; and  one  of  his  friendly  re-  ) 
monstrances  drew  forth  th<*se  lines,  so  remarkaldv  prefiguring  i 
the  splendid  burst  with  which  Loril  Byrun's  xolcaulc  genius 
was  ere  long  to  open  upcm  the  world.] 
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Oh  \ thus,  the  desire  In  my  bosom  for  tMnc 
Bids  me  live  but  to  hope  for  posterity's  pmlse. 
Could  I soar  with  the  pbornlx  on  pinions  of  flame, 
With  him  1 would  wish  to  expire  In  the  blaxe. 

For  the  life  of  a Fox.  of  a Chatham  the  death, 

What  ccni>ure,  what  danger,  what  woe  would  I 
brave  I [bn-ath ; 

Their  lives  did  not  end  when  they  ylddctl  their 
Their  glory  illumines  the  gloom  of  their  grave. 

Yet  why  should  I mingle  in  Fashion’s  full  henl  ? 

Why  crouch  to  her  leaders  or  cringe  to  her  rules? 
WTiy  bend  to  the  proud,  or  applaud  the  absurd  ? 

Why  search  for  delight  in  the  friendship  of  fools  ? 

I have  tasted  the  sweets  and  the  bitten  of  love ; 

In  friendship  I early  was  taught  to  beUeve ; 

My  jtassion  the  matrons  of  prudence  reprove ; 

I have  found  that  a friend  may  profess,  yet  deceive. 

To  me  what  is  wealth  ? — it  may  pass  in  an  hour, 

If  tyrants  prevail,  or  if  Fortune  should  frown ; 

To  roe  what  is  title  f — the  phantom  of  power; 

To  me  what  is  fashion  ? — I seek  but  renown. 

Deceit  is  a stranger  as  yet  to  my  soul : 

I still  am  unpractised  to  varnish  the  truth ; 

Then  why  should  I live  in  a hateful  control  ? 

WTiy  waste  upon  folly  the  days  of  my  youth  ? 

1806. 


THE  DEATH  OF  CALMAR  AND  OllLA. 

AN  IMITATION  or  MACrUSaSON'S  OSSIAN.  * 

Dear  are  the  days  of  youth ! Age  dwells  on  their 
[ remembrance  through  the  mist  of  time.  In  the  twi- 
light he  recalls  the  sunny  hou«  of  mom.  He  lifts 
his  spear  with  trembling  hand.  ” Not  thus  feebly 
did  I raise  the  steel  before  my  fathers  I"  Past  Is  the 
race  of  hcn>es ! But  their  fame  rises  on  the  harp ; 
their  souls  ride  on  the  wings  of  the  wind ; they  hear 
the  sound  through  the  sighs  of  the  storm,  and  rejoice 
In  their  hall  of  clouds  1 Such  U Calmar.  The  gray 
stuiic  marks  bis  narrow  house.  He  looks  down  from 
eddying  tempests:  he  rolls  his  form  In  the  whirlwind, 
and  hovers  on  the  blast  of  the  mountain. 

In  Monen  dwelt  the  chief;  a beam  of  war  to 
Fingai.  His  steps  in  the  flvid  were  marked  in  blood. 
Lochlln’s  sons  had  fled  before  his  angry  spear ; but 
mil<l  was  the  eye  of  Calmar ; soR  was  the  flow  of  his 
yellow  locks ; they  streamed  like  the  meteor  of  the 
night  No  maid  was  the  sigh  of  bis  soul:  his  thoughts 
wore  given  tr  friendship,  — to  dark-haired  Orla, 
destroyer  of  heroes  I Equal  were  their  swords  in 
battle ; but  fierce  was  the  pride  of  Orla : — gentle 
alone  to  Calmar.  Together  they  dwelt  In  the  cave 
of  (Xthona. 

From  Lochlin,  Swaran  bounded  o’er  the  blue  waves. 
Erin's  sons  fell  beneath  his  might  Flngal  roused 
his  chiefs  to  combat  Their  ships  cover  the  ocean. 
Their  hosts  throng  on  the  green  hills.  They  come 
to  the  aid  of  Erin. 


< It  may  be  Dvee^tarr  to  observe,  that  the  atory,  though 
eooalderably  varied  in  the  cataatroptie,  U taken  from  '*  Niaua 


Night  rose  in  clouds.  Darknfr$s  veils  the  armies : 
but  the  biasing  oaks  gleam  through  the  valley.  The 
suns  of  Lochlin  slept:  their  dreams  were  of  blood. 
They  lift  the  spear  in  thought,  and  Fiiigal  flies. 
Not  so  the  host  of  Morven.  To  watch  was  the  post 
of  Orla.  Calmar  stood  by  his  side.  Their  spears 
were  in  their  band.<<.  Fingal  called  his  chiefs ; they 
stood  around.  The  king  was  in  the  midst  Grey 
were  hU  locks,  but  strong  was  the  arm  of  the  king. 
Age  withered  not  his  powers.  **  Sous  of  Morven,” 
said  the  hero,  “ to-morrow  wc  meet  the  foe.  But 
where  Is  Cuthullin,  the  shield  of  Erin  ? He  rests 
in  the  halls  of  Turn ; he  knows  not  of  our  coming. 
Hlio  will  speed  through  lA>chlin  to  the  hero,  and 
call  the  chief  to  arras  ? The  path  is  by  the  swords 
of  foes  : but  many  are  my  heroes.  They  are  thun- 
derbolts of  war.  Siicak,  ye  chiefs!  Who  will  arise?” 

“ S<>n  of  Trenmor ! mine  be  the  deed,”  said  dark- 
haired  Orla,  '*  and  mine  alone.  What  is  death  to 
n.e  ? I love  the  sleep  of  the  mighty,  but  little  U 
the  danger.  The  sons  of  Lochlin  dream.  I will 
seek  car-bume  Cuthullin.  If  I fall,  raise  the  song 
of  bards ; and  lay  me  by  the  stream  of  Lubar.” — > 

**  .And  shalt  thou  fldl  alone  ? ” said  fair-b.ilrcd  Cal- 
mar. " Wilt  thou  leave  thy  friend  afar?  Chief  of 
OUhona ! not  feebie  is  my  ami  in  flght.  Could  1 
sec  thee  die,  and  not  lift  the  spear  ? No,  Orla ! ours 
has  been  the  chase  of  the  roebuck,  and  the  feast  of 
shells  ; ours  be  the  path  of  danger:  ours  has  been 
the  cave  of  Oitbona;  ours  be  the  narrow  dwelling  on 
the  banks  of  Lubar.”  *'  Calmar,”  said  the  chief  of 
Oitbona,  “ why  should  thy  yellow  locks  be  darkened 
in  the  dust  of  Erin  ? Let  me  fall  alone.  My  father 
dwells  In  bis  hall  of  air:  be  will  rejoice  in  bis  boy  ; 
but  the  blue-eyed  Mora  spreads  the  feast  fur  her  son 
in  Monen.  She  listens  to  the  steps  of  the  hunter 
on  the  heath,  and  thinks  it  is  the  tread  of  Calmar. 
Let  her  not  say,  * Calmar  has  fallen  by  the  steel  of 
Lochlin:  be  died  with  gloomy  Orla,  the  chief  of  the 
dark  brow.'  Vthy  should  tears  dim  the  azure  eye  of 
Mora  ? Why  should  her  voice  curse  Orla,  the 
destroyer  of  Calmar  ? Live,  Calmar ! Live  to  raise 
my  stone  of  moss ; live  to  revenge  me  In  the  blood 
of  Lochlin.  Join  the  song  of  bards  above  ray  grave. 
Sweet  will  be  the  song  of  death  to  Orla,  from  the 
voice  of  Calmar.  My  ghost  shall  smile  on  the  notes 
of  praise.”  **  Orla,”  s^d  the  son  of  Mora,  **  could  I 
raise  the  song  of  death  to  my  friend  ? Could  1 give 
his  fame  to  the  winds  7 No,  my  heart  would  speak 
In  sighs : faint  and  broken  are  the  sounds  of  sorrow. 
Orla  t our  souls  shall  hear  the  song  tc^ether.  One 
cloud  shall  be  ours  on  high : the  bards  vrfli  mingle 
the  names  of  Orla  and  Calmar.” 

They  quit  the  circle  of  the  chiefk.  Their  steps 
arc  to  the  host  of  Lochlin.  The  dying  blaze  of  oak 
dim  twinkles  through  the  night  The  northern  star 
points  the  path  to  Tura.  Swaran,  the  king,  rests  on 
his  lonely  bill.  Here  the  troops  are  mixed ; they 
frown  in  sleep  ; their  shields  beneath  their  heads. 
Their  swords  gleam  at  distance  in  heaps.  The  flres 
are  faint ; their  embers  frJl  in  smoke.  All  Is  hush’d ; 
but  the  gale  sighs  on  the  rocks  above.  Lightly  wheel 
the  heroes  through  the  slumbering  band.  Half  the 
journey  is  past,  when  Mathon,  resting  on  his  shield, 
meets  the  eye  of  Orla.  It  rolls  in  flame,  and  glUtens 

and  Karyalus,”  of  vhlch  episode  a traxulatlon  is  already  glvca 
in  the  present  volume. 
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through  the  shade.  Ills  spear  Is  raised  on  high. 
••  Why  dost  tiicm  bend  thy  brow,  chief  of  Oithona?** 
said  falr-halrr«l  ('alinar;  “we  are  in  the  mld^t  of 
foes.  Is  this  a time  for  delay  ? ” “ It  U a time  for 
vengeance,”  said  Orla  of  the  gloomy  brow.  “ Mathon 
of  IxKrhlin  sleeps : seest  thou  his  spear  ? Its  p«dnt 
Is  dim  with  the  gore  of  my  father.  The  blooil  of 
Mathon  shall  reek  on  mine  ; but  shall  I slay  him 
sleeping,  son  of  Mora?  No  I he  shall  feel  hU  wound: 
my  fame  shall  not  w>ar  on  the  blood  of  slumber. 
Rise,  Mathon,  rise ! The  son  of  Conna  calls ; thy 
life  Is  hU ; rise  to  combat."  Mathon  starts  from 
sleep ; but  did  he  rise  alone  ? No  : the  gathering 
chief*  bound  on  the  plain.  “ Fly ! Calmar,  fly ! " said 
dark>haired  Orla,  “ Mathon  Is  mine.  I shall  die 
In  joy : but  laKhlin  crowds  around.  Fly  through 
the  shade  of  night."  Orla  turns.  The  helm  of 
Mathon  is  cleft  i his  shield  falls  from  his  arm : he 
shudders  In  his  blood.  He  roll*  by  the  side  of  the 
blazing  oak.  Strumon  sees  him  fall:  his  wrath  rises; 
his  weajwn  glitters  on  the  head  of  Orla ; but  a spear 
1 pierced  his  eye.  HU  brain  gushes  through  the  wound, 
and  foams  on  the  spear  of  C’almar.  As  roll  the  waves 
of  the  Ocean  on  two  mighty  barks  of  the  north,  so 
pour  the  men  of  Lochlln  on  the  chiefs.  As,  breaking 
the  surge  In  foam,  proudly  steer  the  Itarks  of  the 
north,  so  rise  the  chiefs  of  Morvea  on  the  scattered 
I crests  of  Lochllii.  The  din  of  arms  came  to  the  ear 
of  Fingal.  He  strikes  his  shield;  hU  sons  throng 
around;  the  people  pour  along  the  heath.  Ryno 
j bounds  in  joy.  0<*iian  st;ilks  In  his  arms.  Oscar 
. shakes  the  s|»car.  The  eagle  wing  of  Flllon  floats  on 
the  wind.  Dreadful  is  the  clang  of  death ! many  are 
the  widows  of  I^ochlin  I Morven  prevails  in  its 
. strength. 

Mom  glimmers  on  the  hills : no  living  foe  is  seen ; 

' but  the  sleepers  are  many;  grim  they  lie  on  Erin. 
The  breeze  of  ocean  lifts  their  locks ; yet  they  do 
not  awake.  The  hawks  scream  above  their  prey. 

Whoae  yellow  locks  wave  oVr  the  ^)^ea^t  of  a 
I chief  ? Bright  a*  the  gold  of  the  stranger,  they 
M mingle  with  the  dark  hair  of  hi*  friend.  *Tis 
j Calmar:  he  lie*  on  the  bosom  of  Orla,  Theirs  U 
one  stream  of  blood.  Fierce  Is  tlic  look  of  the 
gloomy  Orla.  He  breathes  not ; but  his  eye  U still 
I a flame.  It  glares  In  death  uncIusiHl.  HU  hand  is 
I gTLsped  in  Calmar** ; but  Calmar  lives  J he  lives, 
though  low.  “ RUe,”  said  the  king,  “ rise,  son  of 
Mora:  ’tis  mine  to  heal  the  wounds  of  heroe>. 
Calmar  may  yet  bound  on  the  hills  of  Murven." 

“ Never  more  shall  Calmar  chase  the  deer  of 
Morven  with  Orla,"  said  the  hero.  “ \'*hat  were 
the  chase  to  me  alone  ? Who  should  share  the  spoils 
of  battle  with  Calmar?  Orla  U at  rest!  Rough 
was  thy  soul,  Orla ! yet  soft  to  me  as  the  dew  of 
mom.  It  glared  on  others  In  lightning : to  me  a 
silver  beam  of  night.  Bear  my  sword  to  blue-eyeil 
Mora ; let  It  hang  in  my  empty  hall.  It  is  not  pure 
. from  blood : but  It  could  not  save  Orla.  Lay  me 
with  my  friend.  Raise  the  song  when  I am  dark !” 

I They  are  laid  by  the  stream  of  Lul«r.  Four 
' gray  stones  mark  the  dwelling  of  Orla  and  Calmar. 


When  Swaran  was  bound,  our  sails  rose  on  the  ] 
blue  waves.  The  wind*  gave  our  barks  to  Morven  : \ 

— the  bards  raised  the  song.  I 

“ ^^'hat  form  rises  on  the  roar  of  clouds  ? Whose  I ' 
dark  ghost  gleams  on  the  red  stream*  of  tempests  ? I 
HI*  voice  roll*  on  the  thunder.  ’TU  Orla,  the  i 
brown  chief  of  Oithona.  He  was  unmatched  in  war.  I 
Peace  to  th/  soul,  Orla  I thy  fame  will  not  perish. 
Nor  thine,  Calmar  I Lovely  wast  thuu,  son  of  blue- 
eyed Mora ; but  not  harmlcifs  was  thy  sword.  It 
hangs  in  thy  cave.  The  ghosts  of  Lochlin  shriek 
around  Its  steeL  Hear  thy  praise,  Calmar ! It  I 
dwells  on  the  voice  of  the  mighty.  Thy  name  li 
shakes  on  the  echoes  of  Morv’cn.  Then  raise  thy  I 
fair  locks,  son  of  Mora.  Spread  them  on  the  arch  t 
of  the  niinbuw ; and  smile  through  the  tears  of  the  { 
storm.*’*  1 


L AMITIE  EST  L’AMOtIR  SANS  AILES.  * ' 

! 

Why  should  my  anxious  breast  repine, 

Because  my  youth  Is  fled  ? ! 

Days  of  delight  may  still  be  mine ; j; 

Affection  is  not  dead.  i 

In  tracing  back  the  years  of  youth,  '| 

One  Arm  record,  one  lasting  truth 

Celestial  consolation  brings ; <1 

Bear  it,  ye  breezes,  to  the  seat,  II 

Where  first  my  heart  responsive  beat, 

“ Friendship  Is  Love  irithout  his  wings  1 " 

Throiigh  few,  but  deeply  chequer’d  yeaw, 

>VTiat  moments  have  been  mine  1 
Now  half  obscured  by  clouds  of  tears. 

Now  bright  in  rays  divine  ; 

Howe’er  my  future  doom  be  cast, 

My  soul,  enraptured  with  the  past. 

To  one  Idea  fondly  clings ; 

Friendship  1 that  thought  Is  all  thine  own, 

Worth  worlils  of  bliss,  that  thought  alone If 

“ Friendship  Is  Love  without  his  wings 

XMierc  yonder  yew-trees  lightly  wave 
Their  branches  on  the  ^e, 

Unheeded  heaves  a simple  grave,  i 

Which  tells  the  common  tale ; ] 

Round  this  unconscious  schoolb^  stray. 

Till  the  dull  knell  of  childish  play  i 

From  yonder  studious  mansion  rings . i 

But  here  whene’er  my  footsteps  move,  [ 

My  silent  tears  too  plenty  prove,  ' 

“ Friendship  is  I^ve  without  his  wings  !*  |l 

Oh  Love  ! before  thy  glowing  shrine  I 

My  early  vows  were  paid ; , 

My  hopes,  my  dreams  my  heart  was  thine,  |i 
But  these  arc  now  decay'd  ; | 

For  thine  arc  pinions  like  the  wind,  | 

No  trace  of  thee  remains  behind, 

Except,  alas ! thy  jealous  nbigs.  :i 

Away,  away  I delusive  power,  i| 

Thou  shalt  not  liaunt  my  coming  hour ; i 

Unless,  indeed,  without  thy  wings.  j; 


i > 1 fear  Lalng*a  Ute  edition  has  compleielv  orerthrown 

I every  hope  that  Maepherson’s  Otilan  m'ght  prove  the  trani-  < 
l.vtion  of  A t>*rir«  of  pocm«  complete  In  theraielvei  t i'ot.  while 
the  impovture  i«  dlx-oteml.  tiie  merit  of  the  work  remains  ' 
undisputed,  thoush  not  without  faults  — pvticularly.  In  some 
I'  parts,  turgid  aaa  bcRnbaitie  diction,  llse  present  bumble 


irallation  will  be  pardonetl  by  the  admirers  of  the  orlrioal  as  ' 
an  attempt,  however  inferior,  which  evinces  an  atUchinent  to  j 
their  favourite  author. 

• [See  antf.  p.  409.  note.  We  Insert  this  pt>eni  here  on  ae- 
eountof  thediUe  of  its  composition.  It  was  not,  however. 
Included  In  the  pubtlcatloQ  of  1W7.)  | 
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Scat  of  my  youth  ! i thy  distant  spire 
Recalls  each  scene  of  joy ; 

My  bosom  glows  with  former  fire,— 

In  mind  again  a boy. 

Thy  grove  of  elms,  thy  verdant  hill, 

Thy  every  tvith  delights  me  still. 

Each  flower  a double  fragrance  flings ; 

Again,  as  once.  In  converse  gay, 

Euh  dear  associate  seems  to  say. 

Friendship  is  L#ove  without  hU  wings !” 

My  Lycus  I < wherefore  dost  thou  weep  ? 

Thy  falling  tears  restrain ; 

Affection  for  a time  may  sleep, 

But,  oh.  'tsrill  wake  again.  * 

Think,  think,  my  friend,  when  next  wc  meet. 

Our  long-wish *d  Interview,  how  sweet! 

From  this  my  hope  of  rapture  springs ; 

While  youthfhl  hearts  thus  fondly  swell, 

Absence,  my  friend,  can  only  tell, 

♦*  Friendship  Is  Love  srithout  his  wlng-^  !'* 

In  one,  and  one  alone  deed  veil, 

Did  I my  error  mourn  ? 

No — from  oppressive  bonds  relieved, 

I left  the  srreteb  to  scorn. 

I turn’d  to  those  my  childhood  knew. 

With  feelings  warm,  with  bosoms  true. 

Twined  with  my  heart’s  according  strings; 

And  till  those  vital  chords  shall  break. 

For  none  but  these  my  breast  shall  wake  * 

Friendship,  the  power  deprived  of  wings ! ^ 

Ye  few ! my  soul,  my  life  Is  yours,  I 

My  memory  and  my  hope ; i 

Your  worth  a lasting  love  insures,  » 

Unfetter'd  In  its  scope  ; » 

Fn»m  smooth  deceit  and  terror  sprung. 

With  aspect  fair  and  honey'd  tongue, 

Let  Adulation  wait  on  kings ; | 

With  joy  elate,  by  snares  beset,  I 

Wc,  wc,  my  friends,  can  ne’er  forget,  \ 

**  Friendship  is  Love  without  bis  wings ! *’ 

Fictions  and  ilreams  inspire  the  bard 
WTio  rolls  the  epic  song ; 

Friendship  and  Truth  be  my  reward  — 

To  me  no  hays  belong ; 

If  Uiurell'd  Fame  but  dwells  with  lies, 

Me  the  enchantress  ever  flies,  j 

WTiosc  heart  and  not  whose  fanc>-  sings;  } 
Simple  .and  young.  I dare  not  feign  ; 

Mine  be  the  rude  yet  heartfelt  strain, 

**  Friendship  is  liove  without  hts  wings ! " 

Dec.  29,  18«J.  (First  pubUslicil.  lM32.j 

ltdrrow.  • (The  Earl  of  Clare.  — See  j».  -106.] 


> (The  young  poet  had  rcceuUy  receleed  from  Lord  Clare, 
a.a  epistle  cootaluln^  this  p.a»«ajn* : — 1 think  by  )-our  last  lot- 
ter  that  you  are  tery  much  pi<;ued  with  most  of  your  frlmds ; 
and,  If  ( am  not  murh  mistaken,  a little  so  with  me.  In  one 


part  you  say,  ' there  Is  little  or  no  douU  a few  years,  or 
montns.  will  render  ui  as  politely  Indifferent  to  each  i>ther.  as 
if  we  had  never  passc<l  a portion  of  our  time  together indeed. 
Byron,  you  wrong  me ; and  I hare  no  doubt  — at  least  1 hope 
— you  wrong  ymirsclf.**] 

s [It  Is  difficult  to  conjecture  for  what  reason,— but  these 
stanzas  were  not  Included  In  the  publication  of  lh07  ; though 
few  will  hesitate  to  place  them  higher  than  any  thing  given  In 
that  volume.  “ Written  when  the  author  was  not  nineteen 
years  of  age,  this  remarkable  poem  shows,"  says  Moore,  “how 


THE  rRAYER  OF  NATURE.  < I 

Father  of  Light  l great  God  of  Heaven  • :• 

Hear’st  thou  the  Accents  of  despair  ? ’ 

Con  guilt  like  man’s  be  e'er  forgiven  ? I 

Can  vice  atone  for  crimes  by  prayer? 

Falbcr  of  Light,  on  thee  I caU  1 
Thou  seest  my  soul  is  dark  within; 

Thou  who  canst  mark  the  s;wrrow‘s  foil, 

.Avert  from  me  the  death  of  sin. 

No  shrine  1 seek,  to  sects  unknown ; 

Ob,  point  to  me  the  path  of  truth  ! 

Thy  dread  omnipotence  I own  ; 

S|iare,  yet  amend,  the  faults  of  youth. 

Let  bigots  rear  a gloomy  fane. 

Let  superstition  hail  the  pile, 

Let  priests,  to  spread  their  sable  reign, 

With  tales  of  mystic  rights  beguile. 

Shall  man  confine  his  Maker’s  sway 
To  Gothic  domes  of  mouldering  stone  ? 

Thy  temple  is  the  face  of  d.iy  ; 

F^h,  ocean,  heaven,  thy  boundless  throne  > j 

Shall  man  condemn  his  race  to  bell,  I 

Unless  they  bend  in  pompous  form  ? I 

Tell  us  that  all,  for  one  who  fell,  I 

Must  licriah  in  the  mingling  storm  ? 

Shall  each  pretend  to  reach  the  skies,  j 

Yet  doom  hi*  brother  to  expire, 

Whose  soul  a different  buiic  supplies. 

Or  dwtrines  less  severe  inspire  ? | 

Shall  these,  by  creeds  they  can't  expound,  j 
Prepare  a fended  bliss  or  woe  ? 

Shall  reptiles,  grovelling  on  the  ground,  I 

Their  great  Creator’s  purpose  know  ? | 

I 

Shall  those  who  live  for  self  alone,  j'! 

Whose  year*  float  on  in  dally  crime—  !; 

Shall  they  by  Faith  for  guilt  atone,  I! 

And  Uve  bej-opd  the  bounds  of  Time  ? Ij 

Father!  no  prophet’s  laws  I seek, — i 

Tftt/  laws  in  Nature’s  works  appear ; — 

I own  ms’sclf  corrupt  and  weak,  ! | 

Yet  will  I pray,  for  thou  wilt  hear  ! | 

Thou  who  const  guide  the  wandering  star 
Through  trackless  realms  of  vtber's  space ; 

MTio  calm’st  the  elemental  war,  ,1 

Whose  hand  from  i>ole  to  pole  I trace : I 

early  the  St  niggle  between  natural  piety  and  doubt  begsn  In  ■ 
hU  mind."  la  reading  the  rclehrAted  critique  of  the  Edln-  ' 
burgh  Review  on  Ujo  ••  Hours  of  Idleness,"  the  fact  tlut  the  j 
volume  did  not  include  this  poem,  ought  to  he  kept  in  mind.]  | 

S (The  poet  Appears  to  have  had  In  Uis  mind  one  of  Mr. 
Southey’s  jvivenile  pieces,  lieginning.  — 

" Go,  thou,  unto  the  bouse  of  praver, 

1 to  the  wiMKllands  will  repair.*' 

See  also  Chllde  Harold,  canto  Hi.  st.91.  — 
i **  Not  vainly  did  the  early  Persian  make 
I Ills  altar  the  high  plaei>«  and  the  pe.ik 

I Of  earth-o'ergazlng  mMinums,  and  thus  take 

A fit  and  unwall'd  temple,  there  to  seek 
The  Spirit,  In  whose  honour  shrines  are  weak  i 

Uproar 'd  of  human  hands,’*  Ac.]  1 


414 


BYROMS  WORKS. 


Thou,  who  in  wisdom  placed  me  here, 

Who,  when  thou  wilt,  canst  take  me  henre, 
Ah  ! whilst  I tread  this  earthly  sphere, 

Extend  to  me  thy  wide  defence. 

['  To  Thee,  my  God,  to  Thee  I call ! 

Whatever  weal  or  woe  b<*tlde, 

By  thy  command  I rise  or  fall, 

In  thy  pmtection  I conflde. 

If,  when  this  dust  to  dust  *s  restored. 

My  soul  shall  float  on  air^'  wing. 

How  shall  thy  glorious  name  adored 
Inspire  her  feeble  voice  to  sing ! 

{ But,  if  this  fleeting  spirit  share 

'i  With  clay  the  grave’s  eternal  bed, 

^^lile  life  yet  throbs,  I raise  my  prayer. 

Though  doom'd  no  more  to  quit  the  dcai!. 

To  Thee  I breathe  my  humble  strain, 

Grateful  for  all  thy  mercies  past. 

And  hope,  my  God,  to  thev  again 
This  erring  life  may  fly  at  last. 

December  29,  l>»06. 

I [First  published.  IS30.] 


, TO  EDWARD  NOEL  LONG,  ESQ.  > 

Nil  ego  contulerim  Jocundo  sanui  amico.— ' tloR. 

Dkax  Love,  in  thU  sequester'd  seem*. 
While  all  around  In  slumber  Ue, 

The  joyous  days  which  ours  have  been 
Come  rolling  fresh  on  Fancy's  eye  ; 
Thus  if  amidst  the  gathering  storm, 

I While  clouds  the  darken’d  noon  deform, 

1 Yon  heaven  assumes  a varied  glow, 

I I hall  the  sky's  celestial  bow, 

Which  spreads  the  sign  of  future  peace. 
And  bids  the  war  of  tempests  cease. 

Ah  I though  the  present  brings  but  pain 
I I think  those  days  may  come  again  ; 

Or  if,  in  melancholy  miXKl, 

I Some  lurking  enrious  fear  intrude. 

To  check  my  bosom's  fondest  thought. 
And  interrupt  the  golden  dream, 

1 crush  the  fiend  with  malice  fraught. 

And  still  indulge  my  wonted  theme. 
Although  we  ne’er  again  can  trace, 

* Id  Oranta's  vale,  the  pedant’s  lore ; 

, Nor  throtigb  the  groves  of  Ida  chase 
j Our  raptured  visions  as  before, 

i Though  Youth  has  flown  on  rosy  pinion, 

[ And  Manhood  claims  his  stem  dominion. 

Age  will  not  every  hope  destroy. 

But  yield  tome  hours  of  sober  joy. 

Yes,  I will  hope  that  Time's  broad  wing 
Will  shed  around  some  dews  of  spring ; 
But  if  his  scythe  must  sweep  the  flowers 
I Which  bloom  among  the  (kiry  bowers, 


Where  smiling  Youth  delights  to  dwell. 

And  hearts  with  early  rapture  swell ; 

If  frowning  Age,  with  cold  control. 

Confines  the  current  of  the  soul 
Congeals  the  frar  of  Pity's  eye. 

Or  checks  the  sympalh^c  sigh, 

Or  hears  unmoved  misfortune's  groan. 

And  bids  me  feel  for  self  alone ; 

Oh  I may  my  bosom  never  learn 
To  soothe  its  wonted  heedless  flow ; 

Still  still  despise  the  censor  stem, 

But  ne'er  forget  another's  woe. 

Yes,  as  you  knew  me  In  the  days 
O'er  which  Remembrance  yet  delays, 

Still  may  1 rove,  untutor'd,  wild, 

And  even  in  age  at  heart  a child.  t 

Though  now  on  airy  vHoos  borne,  | 

To  you  my  soul  is  still  the  same. 

Oft  has  it  been  my  fate  to  mourn,  i 

And  all  my  former  joys  arc  tame.  I 

But,  hence ! yc  hours  of  sable  hue  1 j 

Your  frowns  are  gone,  my  soitows  o'er : .1 

By  every  bliss  my  childhooii  knew,  I 

1 11  think  U|)on  your  shade  no  more. 

Thus,  when  the  whirlwind’s  rage  Ss  past. 

And  caves  their  sullen  roar  enclose. 

We  heed  no  more  the  wintry  blast, 

>Hien  lull'd  by  aephyr  to  rejKwc. 

Full  often  has  my  Infknt  Muse 
Attimed  to  love  her  languid  lyre ; 

But  now  without  a theme  to  choose. 

The  strains  in  stolen  sighs  expire. 

My  youthful  nymphs,  alas  1 are  flown  ; 

E- is  a wife,  and  C a mother. 

And  Carolina  sighs  alone, 

And  Mary 's  given  to  another  ; i 

And  Cora’s  eye,  which  roll’d  on  me,  | 

Can  now  no  more  my  love  recall : ' 

In  truth,  dear  Lo VO,  'twis  time  to  flee ; 

For  Cora's  eye  will  shine  on  all.  j 

And  though  the  sun,  with  genial  rays,  ] 

His  beams  alike  to  all  displays,  i 

And  every  lady’s  eye 's  a mn,  | 

These  last  should  confined  to  one.  I 

The  soul's  meridian  don't  become  her,  | 

Whose  sun  displays  a general  summer  f | 

Thus  faint  is  ever}*  former  flame. 

And  passion's  self  Is  now  a name. 

As,  when  the  ebbing  flames  sin  low. 

The  aid  which  once  improved  their  light. 

And  bade  them  bum  with  fiercer  glow, 

Now  quenches  all  their  sparks  in  night ; 

Thus  has  it  been  with  passion's  Ares,  | 

As  many  a boy  and  rerocroben,  | 

While  all  the  force  of  lore  expires,  I 

i Extinguish'd  with  the  dying  embers.  ! 

But  now,  dear  Love,  *t  Is  midnight's  noon,  \ 

And  clouds  obscure  the  watery'  moon. 

Whose  beauties  I shall  not  rehearse, 

Described  in  every  stripling's  verse  ; 


■ TThU  youoggcotlentsn,  who  wa«  with  I.ord  Byron  both 
at  Harrow  and  Cambridge.  aft«rward«  entered  the  Guardi, 
and  lervcd  with  di«(lnctioo  H)  the  expedition  to  Copenhagen. 
He  «ai  drowned  early  In  IM9,  when  on  hit  way  to  )oln  the 
array  In  the  I*enln«ula  ; the  traniport  In  which  he  tailed  being 
run  foul  of  In  the  night  by  mother  of  the  conroy.  **  Loojr'* 


lather."  Mys  Lord  Byron,  **  wrote  to  roe  to  write  hit  aon't 
epitaph.  1 promited — but  I had  not  the  heart  to  complete  it. 
He  wat  tuch  a good,  amiable  being  at  rartdy  resnamt  lung 
lo  thU  World  ; with  talent  and  accoroplUbmenU,  too,  to  make 
him  the  more  regretted."  Bifrsn  Disfy,  isai.] 
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For  why  should  I the  path  go  oVr, 

Which  every  bard  has  trod  before  ? 

Yet  crc  yon  silver  lamp  of  night 

Has  thrice  perform’d  her  stated  round. 
Has  thrice  retraced  her  path  of  light, 

I And  chased  away  the  gloom  profound. 

I trust  that  we,  my  gentle  friend, 

' Shall  see  her  rolling  orbit  wend 
j Above  the  dear.loved  peaceful  seat 
I Which  once  contain'd  our  youth’s  retreat ; * 
' And  then  with  those  our  childhood  knew. 
We  ’ll  mingle  in  tl»c  festive  crew ; 

MThile  many  a tale  of  former  day 
I Shall  wing  the  laughing  hours  away  i 
I And  all  the  flow  of  souls  shall  pour 
The  sacred  Intellectual  shower, 

I Nor  cease  till  Luna's  waning  horn 
[ Scarce  glimmers  through  the  mist  of  mom. 


TO  A LADY.  2 

Oh  1 had  my  fate  been  join'd  with  thinr, 

As  once  this  pledge  appear'd  a token. 

These  follies  had  not  then  been  mine. 

For  then  ray  i)cace  had  not  been  broken.  ® 

To  thee  these  early  faults  I owe. 

To  thee,  the  wise  and  old  reproving : 

They  know  my  sins,  but  do  not  know 
j 'T  wai  thine  to  break  the  bond:*  of  loving. 

For  once  my  soul,  like  thine,  was  pure, 

I And  all  its  rising  fires  could  smother; 
t But  now  thy  vows  no  more  endure, 

I Bestow’d  by  thee  upon  another. 

j Perhaps  his  peace  1 could  destroy, 
j Ami  spoil  the  blisses  that  await  him ; 

Yet  let  my  rival  smile  in  Joy 
For  thy  dear  soke  I cannot  bate  him. 

Ah  ! since  tby  angel  form  is  gone. 

My  heart  no  more  can  rest  with  any ; 

But  what  it  sought  In  thee  alone, 

I I Attempts,  alas  I to  find  in  many. 

|i  Then  fare  thee  well,  deceitful  mold  1 
j I ’T  were  vain  and  fruitless  to  regret  thee ; 

Nor  Hope  nor  Memory  yield  their  aid. 

But  Pride  may  teach  me  to  forget  thec. 

I Yet  all  this  giddy  wa.ste  of  years, 

ThU  tiresome  round  of  pidling  pteasurrs ; 

These  varied  loves,  these  matron’s  fears. 

These  thoughtless  strains  to  passion's  measures  — 

[The  two  friends  were  both  pMsionatelr  attached  to  Har- 
row ; and  •ometimet  made  excursions  Udthcr  together,  to 
I revive  their  ichool-boy  recollections.] 

I * [Mrs.  Musters.  See  amtf,  p.  384.] 

> (“  Our  union  would  have  healed  feuds  in  which  blood  had 
I been  ihed  tw  our  tubers  — it  would  have  joined  lands  broad 
; and  rich  — ft  would  have  joined  at  least  oik  heart,  and  two 
I persons  not  111  matched  In  years  fsbe  is  two  rears  my  elder!. 
1 and — and — and  — lekat  has  been  the  result  7*  — Brtm  J>iarv, 
HBIO 

I * Our  meetinin,**  says  Lord  Bmn,  in  18^.  '*  were  stolen 
I oooi,  and  a gate  Isisding  from  Mr.  Clutwortb's  grounds  to 
ttwMOOf  my  inoCber  was  the  place  of  our  Interviews.  But  the 


•M6  , 

j If  thou  wert  mine,  ha<l  all  Iwen  bush'd  ; j 

j This  cheek  now  pale  from  early  riot.  i 

j M'ilh  passion’s  hectic  ne’er  had  flush'd,  | 

But  bloom’d  in  calm  domestic  quiet.  { 

Yes,  once  the  rural  scene  was  sweet,  * 

For  Nature  seem’d  to  smile  l>efore  thee ; 
j And  once  my  breast  abhorr’d  deceit, — 1 

I For  then  It  beat  but  to  adore  thec.  j 

! But  now  I seek  for  other  Joys: 

I To  think  would  drive  my  soul  to  m.vlneH  ; | 

In  thoughtless  throngs  and  empty  noise, 

I conquer  half  my  bosom's  sadness.  , 

i ‘ 

Yet,  even  in  these  a thought  will  steal, 

I In  spite  of  every  vain  endeavour,— 

And  flemls  might  pity  what  1 feel, — 

To  know  that  thou  art  lost  for  ever.  [ 

I I WOULD  I WERE  A CARELESS  CHILD. 

I WOULD  1 were  a careless  child,  | 

' Still  dwelling  in  my  Highland  cave, 
j Or  roaming  through  the  dusky  wild,  ' 

I Or  bounding  o'er  the  dark  blue  wave  ; 

The  cumbrous  pomp  of  Saxon  > pride 
Accords  not  with  the  freeborn  soul. 

^^liich  loves  the  mountain's  craggy  side, 

And  seeks  the  rocks  where  billows  roll.  I 

Fortune  I take  back  these  cultured  lands,  ' 

Take  back  this  name  of  splcmtid  sound  1 ! 

I hate  the  touch  of  servile  hands, 

1 bate  the  slaves  that  cringe  around. 

Place  tne  along  the  rucks  1 love, 
j Which  sound  to  Ocean's  wildest  roar; 

I I ask  but  this— again  to  rove  I 

Through  scenes  ray  youth  hath  known  before. 

Few  arc  ray  years,  and  3-ct  I feel  ij 

The  world  was  ne’er  designM  for  me : | 

Ah  I why  do  dark'ning  shades  conceal  | 

The  hour  when  man  must  cease  to  be  ? I 

Once  I beheld  a splendid  dream, 

A visionar)'  scene  of  bliss : ! | 

Truth  1 — wherefore  did  thy  hated  beam  |[ 

Awake  me  to  a world  like  this?  i 

I lovet! — but  those  I loved  are  gone;  1 

Had  friends  — my  early  friends  are  flvtl ; 

How  cheerless  feels  the  heart  alone. 

When  all  Its  former  hopes  are  dead ! 

Though  gay  companions  o’er  the  bowl 
Dispel  awhile  sense  of  ill ; 

Though  pleasure  stirs  the  maddening  soul, 

*rhe  heart— the  heart— is  lonely  still.  ^ 

ardour  was  all  on  my  tide.  I was  serious  ; she  wa<  volatile: 
she  liked  me  as  a younger  brother,  and  treated  and  laughed 
at  mo  as  a boy ; she,  however,  gave  me  her  picture,  and  that 
was  something  to  make  verses  upon.  Had  I married  her.  per- 
haps the  whole  tenour  of  my  life  would  have  l>een  ilitfbrent."] 

* Sassenach,  or  Saxon,  a Gaelic  word,  signifying  cither 
Lowland  or  KnglUh. 

• [The  " Imamnation  all  compart,'*  which  the  greatest  ix)et 
who  ever  lived  has  assigned  as  the  distinguishing  badirr  of  bis 
brethren,  is  In  every  case  a dangerous  rift.  It  exaggerates, 
Irulced,  our  expectatioas,  and  can  often  hid  its  ;>oisesso/  hope, 
where  hr>pe  U lost  to  reasou : but  the  delusive  pleasure  arising 
from  these  vtsknu  of  bnagioatioo  resembles  that  of  a chUd, 
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BYRON'S  UORKS. 


1 1 How  (!uU  t to  hear  the  voice  of  those 

;i  Wlmm  rank  or  chance,  whom  wealth  w power. 
Have  made,  though  neither  friends  nor  foes, 

I A-w>clates  of  the  festive  hour. 

' Give  me  a^n  a folthfhl  few. 

In  years  and  feelings  still  the  same. 

And  I will  liy  the  midnight  crew, 

I tVhere  hoist’ rous  joy  Is  but  a name. 


And  woman,  lovely  woman  ! thou. 

My  hope,  my  comforter,  my  all  I 
Hiiw  cold  must  be  my  bosom  now, 

\M)en  e’en  thy  smiles  begin  to  pall ! 
Without  a sigh  would  I resign 
ThU  busy  scene  of  splendid  woe. 

To  make  that  calm  contentment  mine, 
Which  virtue  knows,  or  seems  to  know. 


Fain  would  I fly  the  haunts  of  men  — 

1 seek  to  shun,  not  hate  mankind  ; 

My  breast  requires  the  sullen  glen. 

Whose  gloom  may  suit  a darken’d  mind. 
Oh  ! that  to  me  the  wings  were  given 
Which  bear  the  turtle  to  her  nest! 

Then  would  I cleave  the  vault  of  heaven, 
To  flee  away,  and  be  at  rest  * 


' WHEN  I ROVED  A YOUNG  HIGHLANDER. 

I When  I roved  a young  Highlander  o’er  the  dark 
j heath, 

i And  climb'd  thy  steep  summit  oh  Morven  of  snow  !* 
, To  gaze  on  the  torrent  that  thunder'd  beneath. 

Or  the  mUtof  the  tempest  that  gather’d  below,) 
I'ntutor’d  by  science,  a stranger  to  fear, 

; And  rude  as  the  rocks  where  my  infancy  grew, 

I No  feeling,  save  one,  to  my  Iwsom  was  dear; 

Need  I say,  my  sweet  Maiy  *,  'twai  centred  In  you  ? 

I wbote  notice  it  attracted  by  a fragment  of  alati  to  which  a 
»un>brarn  hai  given  moinnitary  tplendour.  lie  hattent  to  the 
spot  with  breathteft  imfotience.  and  finds  the  object  of  hit 
j etiHosky  and  exprrtatinn  It  eqicUly  rulgar  and  worthirts. 
I Such  It  the  man  of  quick  and  csalteu  power*  of  imaginatinn. 
tl  lU*  fancy  o\ef.e»tlmatet  the  object  of  bit  *i»ho«,  and  plea- 
ture,  fame,  dlttirtciion.  are  alternately  punned,  attained,  and 
de*pl»ed  when  in  hit  power.  Like  the  enchanted  fruit  In  the 
;>alace  of  a (orcerrr,  the  object*  of  hit  admiratlun  Io«e  (heir 
attraction  and  value  at  *ooo  as  they  are  gruped  by  the  adven* 
turer**  hand,  and  all  that  remain*  i»  reOTCt  for  the  time  loit  In 
the  rha*e,  ami  attonithmrnt  at  the  hallucination  under  which 
I it  was  undertaken.  The  di*proportl<»n  between  hope  and  pos- 
I session,  which  I*  felt  by  all  men,  U thus  duublw  to  tn«He 
I whom  nature  has  endowed  with  the  tmwerof  eildtng  a distant 
' prmpcct  by  the  ray*  »*f  Im.vgin.itl-in.  Thc*e  fefleet«on<«,  thouah 
I trite  and  obvious,  are  in  a manner  furred  from  us  by  the 
pn^-try  of  I^.rd  Uvron.  — by  the  sentiments  of  wcarine**  of 
I life  Mild  enmity  with  the  world  which  they  so  frequently  e*. 

tici*  — a.nd  by  the  sininslar  niialotfy  which  (uch  lentimenti 
uld  with  Wfibknown  incidents  of  hi*  life.~-Sia  W.  KcoTT.j 
n > “ And  1 said,  f 'h  1 that  I had  win  s like  a dlove  ; for  then 
j|  wmild  1 fir  away,  and  he  at  rest.’*— Ir.  6.  This  verse 
nlsn  comthutes  a port  of  the  most  l>eaqtiful  anthem  in  our 
II  laujntajte. 

• I • Morten,  a lofty  mountain  In  Aherdrenshlre.  **  Gormal  of 

j snow.'*  is  an  expression  frequently  to  be  found  in  Oislan. 

'!  * This  will  not  appear  extraordinary  to  those  who  hare 

been  arcustomed  to  the  mountains.  It  I*  by  no  mean*  iin* 

I eommnn.  on  attaining  the  top  of  |ten*e.vis.  lwn>y*bourd.  Ac. 
I'  to  perceive,  between  the  summit  and  the  valley,  rl^ls  pour> 

, ing  down  rain,  and  occ»*luiudly  acetunpani^  by  lightning, 
while  the  sprrtalor  literally  ttxAs  duwn  upon  the  storm,  per* 
fectly  secure  from  its  effccu. 

' * Mn  Lird  Hyron's  Diair  for  1^13.  he  says.  — •’  I have  been 

thinking  lately  a good  d4*al  of  Mary  How  very  odd  that 

1 sboukl  have  been  so  utterly,  devutedly  fond  uf  that  girt,  at 




j Yet  it  could  not  be  love,  for  I knew  not  the  name,  — - 

‘ NMiat  iiasslou  can  dwell  In  the  heart  of  a child  ? . 

I But  still  1 perceive  an  emotion  the  same  j 

I As  1 felt,  when  a boy,  on  the  crag-cover'd  wild  : ! 

One  image  alone  on  my  bosom  Impress’d,  j 

I 1 loved  my  bleak  regions,  nor  panted  for  new ; 

I And  few  were  my  wants,  for  my  wishes  were  bless'd  ; 

I And  pure  were  my  thoughts,  for  my  soul  was  with 
j you. 

^ 1 arose  with  the  dawn ; with  my  dog  as  my  guide, 

I From  mountain  to  mountain  1 bounded  ^ong ; 

I breasted  the  billows  of  Dee's)  rushing  Ude, 

' And  heard  at  a distance  the  Highlander’s  song: 

) At  eve,  on  my  healh-cover’d  couch  of  repose, 
j No  dreams,  save  of  Mary,  were  spread  to  my  view ; i 
j And  warm  to  the  skies  my  devotions  arose, 

I For  the  first  of  my  prayers  was  a blessing  on  you.  | ; 

, 1 left  my  bleak  home,  and  my  visions  are  gone  ; 1 1 

The  mountains  are  vanish’d,  my  youth  is  no  more  ; ' 
As  the  last  of  my  race,  I must  wither  alone. 

And  delight  but  in  days  1 have  witness'd  before:  j 

Ah t splendour  has  raised  but  embitterM  my  lot;  i 
More  dear  were  the  scenes  which  my  infancy  knew : | 
Though  roy  hopes  may  have  fail'd,  yet  they  arc  not  | 
forgot ; 

Though  cold  is  my  heart,  still  it  Ungers  with  you. 

>^’hen  I see  some  dark  hill  point  its  crest  to  the  sky,  1 
I think  of  the  rocks  that  o’enhadow  Colbleen  ; ^ ^ 

When  I see  the  soft  blue  of  a lovc-speaking  eye, 

I think  of  those  eye*  that  endear’d  the  rude  scene ; 
When,  haply,  some  light-waving  locks  1 behold,  | 

That  faintly  resemble  my  Mary's  in  hue,  | 

I think  on  the  long  flowing  ringlets  of  gold,  I 

The  locks  that  were  sacred  to  beauty,  and  you.  | 

Y ct  the  day  may  arrive  when  the  mountains  once  more 
Shall  ri^  to  my  sight  in  their  mantles  of  snow : 7 j 

an  age  when  I could  neither  feel  passion,  nor  know  the  mean* 
tne  the  word.  And  the  eflect  1 Mjr  mother  used  alwav*  to 
rally  me  about  (his  childish  amour  ; and,  at  last,  many  year* 
after,  when  I was  sixteen,  die  told  me  one  clay  ; ' Oh.  Uyron, 

I have  had  a letter  from  Kdinburgh.  from  Miss  Abettromliy,  ' 
and  your  old  sweetheart.  Mary  Duff.  Is  married  to  a Mr.  |{ 
Corkbum.'  [Robert  Cockbum,  Ktq.  of  Edinburgh.]  And  i 
what  was  my  answer  ? I really  cannot  explain  nr  account  for  | 
my  feelings  at  that  moment ; lAit  they  nesuly  threw  me  into  M 
convulsions  — to  the  horror  of  my  mother,  and  the  astonish*  ' I 
ment  of  every  buc^-.  And  it  it  a phenomenon  in  my  existence  I. 
(for  1 was  not  eight  years  old),  which  has  puzzled,  and  will  !| 
piifde  me  to  the  latest  hour  of  It."  — Again.  In  Jaouaiy,  H 
a few  days  after  his  marriage,  la  a letter  (u  bit  frieud  Captain  [ 
Hay,  the  poet  thus  speaks  of  hit  childish  attachment : — " Fray  | 
tell  me  more— or  as  much  as  you  like,  of  your  roiuin  Mary,  'j 
1 tselieve  I (old  you  our  story  some  yean  affo.  I was  twenty*  ; 1 
seven  a few  days  ago,  and  I have  never  seen  her  since  we  were  | 
children,  and  young  children  too;  but  I never  forget  her. 
nor  ever  can.  You  will  oliUge  me  with  nresmtlng  her  with 
my  best  respects,  and  all  gu^  wishes,  it  may  seem  ridicu* 
lout  — but  it  It  at  any  rate,  I hoi>e.  not  offensive  tuber  nor 
hen  — in  me  to  pretend  to  recollect  anything  aUait  her.  at  so  I 
early  a period  of  both  our  lives,  almost,  if  nut  quite,  in  our  | i 
nurspriiis but  Unas  a pleasant  drcain.  which  she  must  1 
pardon  me  for  remembering.  Is  the  pretty  still  ? 1 have  the 
most  i>erfect  idea  of  her  tK-rion,  as  a child  ; but  Time,  1 sup*  > 
pose,  has  phnyed  the  devil  with  us  both.’’]  j 

* BreatUng  the  loftr  surge.’* — Shskspease.  TTieDe**!*  | 
a hrauiiful  river,  which  rises  near  Mar  Lodge,  and  lalU  into 
the  sea  at  Sew  Aberdeen. 

* Colbleen  Is  a mountain  near  the  verge  of  the  Highlands, 
not  far  from  the  ruins  of  Dee  Castle. 

7 [In  the  spring  of  IWff.  on  recovering  from  a sever*  lllneti, 
l.ord  Byrrm  had  prajccted  a visit  to  Scotland.  The  plan  was  | 
not  put  into  execution  ; but  ho  thus  advert*  to  it.  In  a letter  | 
datt-d  in  August,  and  askbessed  to  hi*  fair  correspoodont oi  tl 
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But  while  these  soar  above  me,  unchan^fed  as  before. 
Will  Mary  be  there  to  receive  me  ? — ah.  no  ! 
Adieu,  then,  ye  bills,  where  my  childhood  wa»  bred  I 
Thou  sweet  flowing  Dee,  to  thy  waters  atlleu  t 
Vo  home  In  the  forest  shall  shelter  my  head,— > 

Ah  I Mary,  what  home  could  be  mine  but  with 
you  ? 


TO  OEORQE,  EARL  DELAWARR,  J 

Oh  I yes,  I will  own  we  were  dear  to  each  other  j 
The  friendships  of  childhood,  though  fleeting,  are 
true ; 

The  love  which  you  felt  was  the  love  of  a brother, 
Nor  leas  the  affection  I cherish'd  for  you. 

But  Friendship  can  vary  her  gentle  dominion  ; 

The  attachment  of  years  in  a moment  expires : 
Like  Love,  too,  she  moves  on  a swlR.wavlng  pinion. 
But  glows  noty  like  Love,  with  unquenchable  fires. 

Full  oft  have  we  wander’d  through  Ida  together. 

And  blest  were  the  scenes  of  our  youth,  I allow ; 
In  the  spring  of  our  life,  bow  serene  is  the  weather  1 
But  winter's  rude  tempests  are  gathering  now. 

Ko  mwe  with  aflbetion  shall  memory  blending, 

The  wonted  delights  of  our  childhood  retrace : 
When  pride  steels  the  bosom,  the  heart  ts  unbending, 
And  what  would  be  justice  appears  a disgrace. 

However,  dear  George,  for  I still  must  esteem  you— 

The  few  whom  1 love  I can  never  upbraid 

The  chance  which  has  lost  may  in  future  redeem 
you. 

Repentance  will  cancel  the  vow  you  have  made. 

I will  not  complain,  and  though  chill’d  is  affection. 
With  me  no  corroding  resentment  shall  live : 

My  bosom  Is  calm'd  bj  the  simple  reflection, 

That  both  may  be  wrong,  and  that  both  should 
forgive. 

Tou  knew  that  my  soul,  that  my  heart,  my  existence, 
If  danger  demanded,  were  wholly  your  own  ; 

You  knew  me  unalter’d  by  years  or  by  distance, 
Devoted  to  love  and  to  friendship  alone. 

Tou  knew, — but  away  with  the  vain  retrospection  I 
The  bond  of  affection  no  longer  endures  ; 

Too  late  you  may  droop  o’er  the  fond  recollection. 

And  sigh  for  the  friend  who  was  formerly  yours. 

For  the  present,  we  part,  — I will  hope  not  for  ever; 

For  time  and  regret  will  restore  you  at  last : 

To  forget  our  dissension  we  both  should  endeavour, 

I ask  no  atonement,  but  days  like  the  past. 

Southwell.-*' On  8uTKUy  I set  off  for  the  Hlehlaodt.  A 
friend  of  mine  eccompanie*  me  In  mr  rarriaffe  to  l^nbursh 
There  we  thall  leave  It,  and  proceed  In  a Undem  throush  the 
weitem  paru  to  laverarr,  where  we  fhall  purchase  ihelUet,  to 
er^e  us  to  view  placet  Inaccetslble  to  vehicular  eoDverancei. 
On  the  coast  we  shall  hire  a vessel,  and  visit  the  most  re- 
markable of  the  Hebrides,  and.  If  we  have  droe  and  lavourable 
mean  to  sail  as  far  as  Iceland,  only  three  hundred 
miles  from  the  northern  extremity  of  Caledonia,  to  peep  at 
Hccla.  1 mean  to  collect  all  the  Erse  tradldoos.  posma,  Ac. 


^17 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  CLARE. 


Ii‘" 


a,  **  Tu  semper  amorla 

Sis  memor.  et  cari  eomlUs  ne  abecedat  Imago."  Vsi,  Fur. 

Llk.  .tripling,,  mutually  beloved, 

With  fHendihip',  pumt  glow. 

The  bill,  which  wing’d  thoM  rosy  hour. 

Wa.  nich  a.  pleaaure  Kidom  ihower. 

On  mortals  here  below. 

The  recollection  seems  alone 
Dearer  than  all  the  joy.  I ’ve  known, 

WTien  dUtant  far  from  you : 
ptoiigh  pain,  ’ti.  .till  a plea.ing  pain. 

To  trace  those  days  and  hours  again. 

And  sigh  again,  adieu  1 

My  pendre  memory  lingm  o'er 
ThoM  Kcne.  to  be  enjoy’d  do  more, 

ThoK  Kent,  regretted  ever  j 
The  measure  of  our  youth  1.  full. 

Life',  evening  dream  U dark  and  dull. 

And  we  may  meet— ah  I never  1 

A.  when  one  parent  .pring  .upplie. 

Two  stream,  which  ftnm  one  fountain  rire 
Together  join’d  in  vain  ; 

How  Mon,  diverging  from  their  rource 
Each,  murmuring,  reeks  another  coorre 
Till  mingled  In  the  main  I 

Our  vital  rtreanu  of  weal  or  woe. 

Though  near,  ala.  I dtatlnctly  How, 

Nor  mingle  a.  before ; 

Now  win  or  riow,  now  black  or  clear. 

Till  death's  unfiithom’d  gulf  appear. 

And  both  ihaU  quit  the  shore. 

Our  my  friend  1 which  once  supplied 
One  wbh,  nor  breathed  a thought  beside 
Now  flow  In  diflerent  channel. : 

DlKlainlng  humbler  rural  sport., 

T 1.  your,  to  mix  in  polish’d  courts. 

And  shine  in  fiublon's  annals ; 

T Is  mine  to  waste  on  love  my  time. 

Or  vent  my  reveries  In  rhyme. 

Without  the  aid  of  reason  ; 

For  sense  and  reason  (critics  know  It) 

Have  quitted  every  amorous  poet, 

Nor  left  a thought  to  seise  on. 

Poor  L1TTI.E  [ sweet,  melodious  bard  1 
Of  late  esteem'd  It  monstrous  hard 

That  he,  who  sang  before  all. 

He  who  the  lore  of  love  expanded,  — 

By  dire  reviewer,  should  be  branded. 

As  void  of  srlt  and  moral,  s 

•«  «>l  • volume. 

• "'V  lliedciionilnstion  of 

vtiT."*  "‘■'F'  or  somo  t Ue  eqiullr  Iticturtmtir 
WhM  ,ooU  you  to  slsnis,  orici^.t  ntST? 

They  would  be  written  St  least  with /fre;"J  ' 

• (Seeaafr,  p.  SO).] 

“o.s’js.'ssst^ 

of  the  Brium  Anacreon— [See  PallDburjb  Review,  July^ism, 
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And  yet,  while  Beauty's  praise  is  thine. 
Harmonious  favourite  of  the  Nine  I 
Beplne  not  at  thy  lot 
Thy  soothing  lays  may  still  be  read. 

When  Persecution’s  arm  Is  dead, 

And  critics  are  forgot 

Still  1 must  yield  those  worthies  merit. 

Who  chasten,  with  unsparing  spirit 

Bad  rhymes,  and  tbo<e  who  write  them  ; 

And  though  myself  may  be  the  next 
By  critic  sarcasm  to  be  vext, 

I really  will  not  fight  them.  > 

Perhaps  they  would  do  quite  as  well 
To  break  the  rudely  sounding  shell 
Of  such  a young  beginner : 

He  who  offends  at  pert  nineteen. 

Ere  thirty  may  bet'ome,  I ween, 

A very  harden'd  sinner. 

Now,  Clare,  1 must  return  to  you ; 

And,  sure,  apologies  are  due ; 

Accept,  then,  my  concession. 

In  truth,  dear  Clare,  in  &ncy’>  flight 
1 soar  along  from  left  to  right ; 

My  muse  admires  digression. 

I think  I said  *t  would  be  your  fate 
To  add  one  star  to  royal  state ; — 

May  regal  smiles  attend  you  ! 

And  should  a noble  monarch  reign. 

You  will  not  seek  his  smiles  in  >-ain. 

If  worth  can  recommend  you. 

Yet  since  in  danger  courts  abound. 

Where  specious  rivab  glitter  round. 

From  snares  may  saints  presene  you ; 

And  grant  your  love  or  (tiendship  ne'er 
From  any  claim  a kindred  care. 

But  those  who  best  deserve  you ! 

Not  for  a moment  may  you  stray  ' 

From  truth’s  secure,  unerring  way  I 
May  no  delights  decoy  ! 

O'er  roses  may  your  footsteps  move. 

Your  smiles  be  ever  smiles  of  love. 

Tour  tears  be  tears  of  joy  1 

Oh  ! if  you  wish  that  happiness 
Your  coming  days  and  years  may  Wees, 

And  virtues  crown  your  brow ; 

Be  still  as  you  were  wont  to  be, 

Spotless  as  you  >rc  been  known  to  me,  — 

Be  still  as  you  are  now.  3 

article  rtTi  “ Kptstte*.  Odc«,  and  other  Poems,  hy  Thoms* 
i Lmir.  Esq.”j 

> A hard  [Moore]  (horwco  refereni)  hit  reviewer 

[Jt-iT-rj]  lo  n.o'Ul  combat.  If  ihU  example  become  prers. 
lent,  our  perirxi  cal  cm^ort  must  be  dipped  in  the  rtrer 
Stvx  : for  »hal  el«>'  c.in  secure  them  (rum  the  numerous 
ho'tt  of  their  enr*igcd  as«aiiacts  ? 

* f “ Of  all  I hate  ever  known.  Claro  has  alwart  hern  the 
' leest  altered  In  every  thinR  from  the  excellrot  qualities  anil 
I kind  affection*  which  alUiched  me  to  him  so  stronRly  at 
I actHW'l.  1 should  hardly  have  thought  it  possible  for  society 
I (or  the  world,  as  U is  called)  to  leave  a being  with  su  little  uf 


And  though  some  trifling  share  of  praise. 
To  cheer  my  last  declining  days. 

To  roe  were  doubly  dear ; 

Whilst  blessing  your  beloved  name, 

I 'd  waive  at  once  a poet'%  fame. 

To  prove  a prophtt  here. 


LINES  WRITTEN  BENEATH  AN  ELM  IN  THE 
CHURCHYARD  UF  HARROW. » 

Spot  of  my  youth  1 whose  hoary  branches  sigh. 

Swept  by  the  breeze  that  fans  thy  cloudless  sky ; ! 

Where  now  alone  I muse,  who  ofl  have  trod. 

With  those  I loved,  thy  soft  and  verdant  s«xl ; 

With  those  who,  scatter'd  far,  perchance  tleplore, 

Like  me.  the  happy  scenes  they  knew  before : 

Oh ! as  1 trace  again  thy  winding  hill. 

Mine  c>'es  atlmlre,  my  heart  adores  thee  still. 

Thou  drooping  Elm  1 beneath  whose  boughs  I lay, 

And  fre«iucttt  mused  the  twilight  hours  away  ; 

WTiere.  as  they  once  were  wont,  my  limbs  recline. 

But,  ah ! without  the  thoughts  which  then  were 
mine  •. 

How  do  thy  branches  moaning  to  the  bla.st. 

Invite  the  bo^om  to  recall  the  p^t, 

And  seem  to  whis|H*r,  as  they  gently  swell, 

“ Take,  while  thou  canst,  a lingering,  last  fkrewdl  I* 

When  fate  shall  chill,  at  length,  this  fever’d  breast 
And  calm  Its  cares  and  pa«<lons  into  rest, 

Ofl  have  I thought,  't  would  soothe  my  dying  hour, — 
If  aught  may  soothe  when  life  resigns  her  power,— 
To  know  some  humbler  grave,  wme  narrow  cell. 
Would  hide  iny  bosom  where  It  loved  to  dwell ; 

With  this  fond  dream,  methinks,  *t  were  sweet  to 
die  — 

And  here  It  linger’d,  here  my  heart  might  lie; 

Here  might  I sleep  where  all  my  hojjcs  arose, 

Scene  of  ray  youth,  and  couch  of  my  repose ; 

For  ever  stretch’d  beneath  this  mantling  shade. 
Press'd  by  the  turf  where  once  my  childhood  play’d ; 
Wrapt  by  the  soil  that  veils  the  spot  I loved, 

Mix'd  with  the  earth  o'crwhich  my  fbotstejw  moved  ; 
Blest  by  the  tongues  that  charm'd  my  youthful  ear. 
Mourn'd  by  the  few  ray  soul  acknowledged  here ; 
Deplored  by  those  in  early  days  allied. 

And  unremeraber'd  by  the  world  beside. 

September  S,  1M9. 


[The  •'  Linft  trnV/ei*  heneatX  an  FAm  ai  Harrotp,"  seerr 
the  laJt  in  ike  little  volume  printed  at  Sewark  tn  UW7 . The 
reader  it  referred  to  Mr.  Moore’s  Notices,  for  rorwtu  in- 
teresting pariiculart  respeeting  Ike  imprestim  produced  on 
Lord  BgTxm’t  mind  by  the  celebrated  Critique  of  hit  Juvenile 

the  leaven  of  had  paastons.  I do  not  speak  fVom  personal  ex- 
perience only,  but  from  all  1 have  ever  beard  uf  him  fVum 
<Mhers.  during  absence  and  distance."  — Diary,  im.] 

* [On  losing  bis  natural  daughter.  Allegra,  In  April.  I8n. 
LonI  Byron  *ent  her  remains  to  he  buried  at  Harrow. 
“ whcTP."  he  says.  In  a letter  to  Mr.  .Murrav,  •*  I once  hoiwd 
to  have  laid  my  own."  " There  It,"  he  adds.  “ a *i»ot  In  the 
rAitrcA-yori^.Ttcar  the  footpath,  on  the  brow  of  the  hill  looking 
tow  ard*  Windsor,  and  .1  uunb  under  a large  tree  (bearing  the 
n-ime  of  Pc-vrh!e,  or  Pc.irfcry),  where  1 used  to  sit  for  hours 
and  hour*  w hen  a hoy.  This  was  my  favotirlte  spot  ; but  at 
I wish  to  rrcT'.  a t.ihVt  lohet  m»-mory.the  body  hail  better  be 
deposited  in  the  ekvrck;‘'—  and  it  wo*  *o  accordingly.} 
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I pef^mmmen.pmtMIk  m iMt  Edinbmrgk  Jottr- 

not  vkieM,  at  that  timt^  pot»tu<4  nearlp  undivided  iufluenee 
amd  a^kority.  Tkt  Poefi  diariet  and  tetters  t\ffbrd  evidence 
that,  in  Am  tatter  days,  ke  considered  Ikit  piece  at  tMe  ufork  of 
Mr.  (MW  Lord)  Bn^kam  t kut  on  vhat  gremndt  he  had 
come  to  that  conetusion  he  no  where  mentions.  It  forms, 
koverer,  from  whatever  pen  it  may  hate  proceeded,  to  im- 
portant a link  in  Lord  Jtyron's  literary  history,  that  tee 
iasert  it  at  length.] 

ARTICLE  PROM  THE  EDINBURGH  REVIEW, 

FOR  JANUARY,  1808. 

Uourt  of  Idleness ; a Series  <tf  Poems,  original  and  trans- 
lated. By  Ueorge  Gordon,  Lord  Byron^  a Minor.  8to. 
pjx.  SOO.  AVirari-,  1807. 

Tub  po«y  of  ihti  jroung  lord  beloogf  to  thf  cU»i  which  nei- 
ther godi  nor  men  »rc  »Jild  to  permit.  Indeed,  wr  do  not 
recollect  to  hare  *een  a quiutltx  of  »«r*«  »Hh  to  few  de»l- 
atlon*  io  either  direction  from  that  exact  ttandard.  HU  rthi- 
•him  am  tproad  over  a dead  (Ut,  and  ran  no  more  get  uU>ve 
; or  hitow  the  level,  than  If  they  were  ao  much  »Uenant  water. 
A»  an  extenuation  of  thli  offeiK-e,  the  noble  author  1*  peeu- 
Marly  forward  In  pleadthir  mlnorUy.  We  have  It  In  the  title- 
page,  and  on  the  very  back  of  the  volume ; it  foMowi  hli  name 
like  a favourite  part  of  bit  style.  Much  ttrett  U laid  upon  It 
In  the  preface ; umI  the  poerat  are  connected  with  thU  eraeral 
•tatentent  of  hit  rote,  by  particular  date*,  •ubttanilatlnf  the 
an  at  which  each  wai  written.  Now,  the  law  upon  the  point 
01  minority  we  hold  to  bo  perfectly  clear.  It  It  a plea  avail- 
able  only  to  the  defendant : no  pUlutlff  can  offirr  it  at  a 
aupfdementary  ground  of  action.  Tbnt,  If  any  tuit  could  bo 
brought  againit  I/urd  Byron,  for  the  ptirpote  of  compelllnc 
him  to  pul  Into  court  a certain  quantltv  of  poetry,  and  If 
Judgment  were  f^lven  agaloit  him.  it  U hlghlr  probable  that 
an  exception  would  be  taken,  were  ho  to  deliver  for  poetry 
the  conteoU  of  this  volume.  To  this  he  might  plead  minority ; 
but,  at  be  DOW  makes  voluntary  tender  of  the  article,  be  hath 
DO  light  to  aue,  on  that  ground,  for  the  price  in  good  current 
pralte,  thould  the  goodt  be  unmarketable.  Thii  It  our  view 
of  the  law  on  the  point ; and.  we  dare  to  lay.  to  will  It  be 
ruled.  Perhipt,  however,  fn  reality,  all  that  he  telU  ut  about  ' 
bit  youth  la  rather  with  a view  to  tnereate  our  wonder  than 
to  toften  our  centures.  He  poiilbly  meant  to  tay,  “ See  how 
a minor  can  write  1 ThU  poem  wat  actualW  compoted  by  a 
young  man  of  eighteen,  and  thit  by  one  of  only  lixteen  !*' 
But,  aliu ! we  all  renMmber  the  poetry  of  Cowley  at  ten, 
and  Pope  at  twelve ; aiwi  to  far  ft^om  heanny.  with  any  degree 
of  aurprite,  that  very  poor  veriet  were  written  bjr  a youth 
from  Ml  leaving  tchool  to  hit  leaving  collM.  Inclutive.  we 
really  believe  thli  to  be  the  moit  common  of  all  occurrence! ; 
that  it  happens  In  the  life  of  nine  men  In  ten  who  are  edu- 
cated in  England  ; and  that  the  tenth  man  wrltet  better  verse 
than  Lord  Byron. 

HU  other  plea  of  prtvtlm  our  author  rather  brings  for- 
wi^  In  order  to  waive  It.  He  certainly,  however,  does  allude 
I frequently  to  hit  ikmily  and  ancettort.— tometlmes  In  poetry, 
■oroetlmet  In  ootet ; and,  while  giving  up  hU  claim  on  the 
score  of  rank,  he  Ukes  care  to  remember  ut  of  Dr,  Johnton't 
■aylng.  that  when  a nobleman  apprara  at  an  author,  bis  merit 
thould  he  handtcmMly  acknowledged.  In  truth.  It  U this 
considerutinn  only  that  inducet  ut  to  give  Lord  Byron’s  poems 
a place  in  our  review,  betide  our  desire  to  counsel  him.  that 
he  do  forthwith  abaDdon  poetry,  an<l  turn  his  talents,  which 
are  considerable,  and  hit  opportunities,  which  are  gr«aC,  to 
better  afr,*unt. 

With  this  view,  we  must  beg  leave  seriously  to  assure  him, 
that  the  mere  rhyming  of  (he  ft&al  tyllahle,  even  when  ac- 
companied by  the  pretence  of  a certain  number  of  feet.  — nay. 
j although  (which  does  iK>t  always  happen)  those  fret  should 
I scan  regularly,  and  have  been  alt  counted  accurately  upon  the 
Angers.  — it  not  the  whole  art  of  poetry.  W'e  would  entreat 
him  tu  believe,  that  a certain  portion  of  Uvelincts,  somewhat 
of  fancy,  it  necessary  lo  constitute  a poem,  and  that  a poem 
in  the  present  day,  to  be  read,  mutt  contain  at  least  one 
I thought,  either  in  a Httlr  degree  different  from  the  ideas  of 
former  writers,  or  differently  expressed.  We  put  It  to  hit 

I candour,  whether  (here  is  any  thing  so  deserving  the  name 
of  poetry  in  verses  like  the  following,  written  in  1806;  and 
whether.  If  a youth  of  cightesm  could  tar  any  Utiog  so  un- 
interesting to  hit  ancestors,  a youth  of  nineteen  should  pub- 
lish it:— 

“ Shade*  of  heroes,  farewell ! your  dr«een«!ant,  departing 
From  the  se,it  of  his  anrettors.  bids  yon  anJeu  1 
I Abroad  or  at  home,  your  remembrarree  imparting 
1 New  couxagr.  he’ll  think  upon  glory  and  you- 

“ Though  a tear  dim  his  rye  at  this  sail  separation, 

I Tls  nature,  not  fear,  that  excile*  hli  regret: 

Far  dlsUut  he  gi>es,  with  the  same  emuUlfon  ; 

I The  fame  of  his  fathers  he  ne’er  can  forget. 


'*  'That  fame,  and  that  memoir,  still  will  he  cherish ; 

He  vows  that  he  ne’er  will  disgrace  your  renown ; 

Like  you  will  be  live,  or  like  you  will  he  perish ; 

When  decay’d,  may  be  mingle  his  dust  with  your  own.’* 

Now,  we  positively  do  assert,  that  there  is  nothing  better 
than  these  stansas  to  the  whole  compass  of  the  noble  minor’s 
volume. 

Lord  Byron  should  also  have  a care  of  attempting  what  the 
greatest  poets  have  done  before  him,  for  comparisons  (as  he 
mutt  have  had  occasion  to  see  at  his  writing-master's)  are  ; 
odious.  Gray’s  Ode  on  Eton  College  should  really  hare  keM 
out  the  ten  hobbling  stanias  **  On  a distant  View  of  the  VII-  < 
lage  and  School  of  Harrow.'*  i 

•*  WTiere  fancy  yet  jors  to  re*race  the  reaemhlanee 
Ofeomraoes.  In  metvdthlp  and  mischief  sUUed, 

How  welcome  to  me  your  ne'er-fading  remembrance. 
Which  rests  to  the  bosom,  though  bope  Is  denied." 


In  like  manner,  the  exquisite  lines  of  Mr.  Rogers,  "On  a I 
Tear,”  might  have  warned  the  noble  author  ofr  tlx»e  pre- 
mise*. and  spared  us  a whole  doicn  such  stanaas  as  the  ful-  ! 
lowing:— 

" Mild  Charity's  glow,  to  us  mortals  below. 

Shows  the  soul  from  barbarity  clear  ; 

Compasaiou  will  melt  wliere  this  virtue  Is  felt. 

Ana  Its  dew  Is  dIAiaed  In  a Tear. 

" The  man  doom'd  to  sail  with  the  blast  of  the  gale, 

Through  billows  Atlantic  to  steer. 

As  he  bends  o’er  the  wave,  which  may  soon  be  his  grave. 

The  green  sparkles  brigM  with  a Tear." 

And  to  of  Instances  in  which  former  poets  have  failed.  Thus 
we  do  not  think  I^rd  Byron  was  made  for  translating,  during 
hi*  nonage.  “ Adrian’s  Address  to  his  Soul,"  when  Pope  suc- 
ceeded to  IndifTerently  in  the  attempt.  If  our  readers,  how- 
ever, are  of  another  opinion,  they  may  locA  at  it. 

" Ah  ! gentle,  fleeting,  wavering  sprite, 

Friend  and  associate  of  this  clay  1 
To  what  unknown  region  borne 
Wilt  thou  DOW  w ing  thy  dhtant  flight  ? 

No  more  with  wonted  humour  gay. 

But  pallid,  cheerlcu,  and  forlorn." 

However,  be  this  as  it  may,  we  fear  hU  translations  and 
Imitations  are  great  favourites  with  Lord  Byron.  We  have 
them  of  all  kinds,  from  Anacreon  to  Otslan ; and,  viewing 
them  as  school  exercises,  thc^  may  pats.  Only,  why  print 
them  after  they  have  had  thm  day  and  served  their  turn  ? 
And  why  call  the  thing  to  p-79.  (see  p.  380.)  atranslation.where 
rieo  words  (.^w  of  the  original  are  vxpatHied  into  four 

Itoet,  and  the  other  thing  in  p.  8).  where  surwwBriBir 

*dr  ^att  Is  rendered  by  means  of  six  hobbling  verves  ? As 
to  his  Otsianic  poesy,  we  ore  not  very  good  judges,  being  In 
truth,  so  moderately  skilled  to  (hat  specie*  of  compositron, 
that  we  should.  In  ul  probability,  be  critkUing  some  bit  of 
the  genuine  Maepbersoo  itself,  were  we  to  expreu  our 
opin^  of  Lord  Byron’s  rhapsodies.  If,  then,  the  roliovrlng 
banning  of  a *’  Song  of  Baras  " is  by  bis  lordship,  wc  venture 
to  object  to  it,  as  fiu*  as  we  can  comprehend  it.  “ >A'hat  form 
rises  on  the  roar  of  clouds  ? whose  dark  ghost  gleams  on  the  ' 
red  stream  of  tempests?  His  voice  rolls  on  the  thunder ; | 

'tls  Orla,  the  brown  chief  of  Oithona.  He  was."  Ac.  After 
detaining  this  " brown  chief"  tome  time,  the  itards  conclude 
by  giving  him  their  advice  to  "raise  his  fair  locks  then  to 
"spread  them  on  the  arch  of  the  rainbow;"  and  "to  smile 
through  the  tears  of  the  storm."  Of  this  kind  of  thing  there 
are  r>o  lest  than  nine  pages ; and  we  can  so  for  venture  ao 
opinion  In  their  fovour,  that  they  took  very  like  Marpherson  ; 
ami  we  are  positive  they  are  pretty  nearly  as  stupid  and  tire- 
some. 

It  is  a sort  of  privilege  of  poets  to  be  egotists;  but  they 
•houlid  " use  it  as  not  abusing  It and  particularlr  one  who 
piques  himself  (though  iude^  at  the  rlfw  age  of  nineteen)  on 
Deitig"  an  Infant  bard,"— ("The  artless  lielicon  I boast  is 
youtn  — should  elthw  not  know,  or  ihnuld  seem  not  to 
know,  so  much  about  his  own  ancestry.  Besides  a poem  above 
cited,  on  the  fomlly  seat  of  the  Byrons,  we  have  another  o( 
eleven  pages,  on  the  self-same  subject,  Introduced  with  an 
apology,  **  be  certainly  had  no  Intention  of  inserting  it,"  but 
really  " the  particular  request  of  some  friends,"  Ac.  Ac.  It 
mncludes  with  five  stanias  on  himself,  " the  last  ami  youngeit 
of  a noble  line."  There  is  a good  deal  also  about  his  mater- 
nal anrestors,  to  a poem  on  Laehtn  y Gair,  a mountain  where 
hr  spent  part  of  bis  youth,  and  might  have  learnt  that  pibroch 
is  not  a bagpipe,  any  more  than  duet  means  a fiddle. 

As  the  author  has  dedicated  so  large  a port  of  hit  volume  to 
hnmnrtalise  his  emplorramts  at  school  and  college.  We  can- 
not possibly  dismiss  it  wtthom  presenting  the  reader  with  a 
specimen  nf  these  Ingenious  efhiilons.  In  an  ode  with  a Greek 
motto,  called  Granta.  we  hare  the  following  magnlficeot 
stansas 
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“ There,  tn  tpArtmentt  email  and  damp, 

The  candldale  for  eollew  nritM 
Stti  poring  by  the  midnignt  lamp, 
fkm  Ute  to  bed,  yet  earlj  rise*. 

**  Who  reads  false  quantUle*  tn  .Sele. 

Or  putties  o'er  Che  deep  triangle, 

DepriTod  of  many  a wholBSomo  meal. 

In  barbarous  l^atln  doom'd  to  wrangle : 

" RenouDcing  crerr  plesulng  page. 

From  authors  of  historic  use. 

Preferring  to  the  letter'd  sage. 

The  square  of  the  b}*pothenuse. 

'*  Still  harmleu  are  these  occupations. 

That  hurt  none  but  the  hapless  student, 
Compared  with  other  recreations. 

Which  bring  together  the  Imprudent." 

We  are  sorry  to  hear  so  bad  an  account  of  the  college 
psalmody  as  is  contained  in  the  following  Attic  stanzas 
“ Our  choir  woiiM  scarcely  be  excused 
Kren  as  a hand  of  raw  Wginners  ; 

All  mercy  now  must  be  reRised 
To  such  a set  of  croaking  tinners. 

If  David,  when  his  tolls  were  coded. 

Had  heard  these  blockheads  sing  before  him. 
To  US  his  psalms  had  ne’er  descended : 

In  furious  mood  he  would  hare  tore  ’em  \** 

But.  whaterer  Judgment  may  be  passed  on  the  poems  of 
this  noble  minor.  It  teems  we  must  take  them  as  we  find  them, 
ud  be  content ; for  they  are  the  last  we  shall  ever  have  from 
him.  He  Is.  at  best,  he  says,  but  an  Intruder  Into  the  groves 
of  Parnassus:  he  never  lived  In  a garret,  like  thorough-bred 


poets  t and  "though  he  once  roved  a careleu  mountaineer 
in  the  Highlands  of  ScotUnd,"  he  hat  not  nf  late  enjoyed  this 
advantage.  Moreover,  be  expects  no  profit  from  hit  public- 
ation ; and.  whether  it  lUCceeiU  or  not,  " it  is  highly  impro* 
liable,  from  bis  situation  and  pursuits  hereafter,"  that  he 
should  again  condescend  to  become  an  author.  Therefore, 
let  us  take  what  we  get,  and  be  thankful.  What  right  have 
we  poor  devils  tobcuice?  We  are  well  o(T  to  have  ^ so 
much  from  a man  of  this  lord's  station,  who  docs  not  live  In 
a garret,  but  "has  the  sway”  of  Newstead  Abbey.  Again,  we 
say,  let  us  be  thankful ; and,  with  honest  San^o,  bid  God 
bless  the  giver,  nor  look  the  gift  horse  In  the  mouth.  * 


• [The  MoniMfy  Hevirwert,  lo  those  days  the  next  In  cir- 
culation to  the  Kdinburgh,  gave  a much  more  favourable 
notice  of  the  Hours  of  Idleness."  " These  compositions, 
(said  they)  are  generally  nf  a plaintive  or  an  amatory  cast, 
with  an  occasiotml  mixture  of  satire ; and  they  display  both 
ease  and  stren^h  — both  pathos  and  fire.  It  will  he  expected 
that  marks  of  jurenill^  and  of  haste  should  be  discovered  in 
these  productions  ; and  wc  seriously  advise  our  young  bard  to 
fulfil  with  submissive  perseverance  the  duties  of  revision  and 
correction.  We  discern,  in  Lord  Bymo.  a degree  of  ment^ 
power,  and  a turn  of  mental  disposition,  which  render  ua 
iolicICous  that  both  should  be  well  cultivated  and  wisely  di- 
rected, In  hit  career  of  life.  He  has  recelvod  talents,  and  Is 
accounUble  for  the  ute  of  them.  We  trust  that  bo  will  render 
them  beneficial  to  man,  and  a source  of  real  gratification  to 
himself  In  docllolng  age.  Then  may  he  properly  exclaim  with 
the  Roman  orator,  ‘non  lubet  mini  d^orare  vltam,  quod 
multi,  et  11  doctl,  tarpe  feceruntt  Deque  me  vixlasc  pcmltet: 
quoniam  ita  vial,  ut  non  friistra  me  natum  exlstlmem' 
i.ord  Byron  repaid  the  Edinburgh  Critique  with  a satire— 
and  became  himself  a MontMI/f  Rceirwer.] 


33ngU0f)  l3aFti0  aifti  Ib(ottf)  latbirtBrrsoi : 


A SATIRE.' 


**  I had  rather  be  a kitten,  and  err  mew ! 

Than  one  of  these  same  metre  ballad-moogert.'*  — Snai 

**  Such  shamelett  bards  we  have ; and  yet  *l  Is  true. 

There  are  as  mad,  abandon'd  critics  too."  — Port. 


PREFACE.* 

Ai.l  my  friends,  learned  and  unlearned,  have  urged 
me  not  to  publish  this  Satire  with  my  name.  If  I 
were  to  be  “ turned  from  the  career  of  my  humour 
by  quibbles  quick,  and  paper  bullets  of  the  brain,'* 
I should  have  complied  with  their  counsel.  But  I 
am  not  to  be  terrihed  by  abuse,  or  buliled  by  re- 
viewers, with  or  without  arms.  I can  safely  say 
that  I have  attacked  none  personally,  who  did  not 
commence  on  the  offensive.  An  author’s  works  are 
public  property : he  who  purchases  may  Judge,  and 
publish  his  opinion  if  he  pleases ; and  the  authors  I 
have  endeavoured  to  conunemorate  may  do  by  me 

1 ^The  flr^t  edition  nf  this  satire,  which  then  began  with 
what  is  now  the  niivety-sevcmh  line  (“  Timur  ercyc/," 
Ac.!.  apptMred  In  March.  IHW.  A second. to  which  the  author 
prefisAi  hi*  name,  followed  in  October  of  that  year  t and  a 
third  and  fiiurih  were  called  for  during  hi*  first  pitgrtmagf,\n 
IIUOandlAII.  On  his  rrOim  to  England,  a fiftn  editinu  was 
prepared  for  the  press  by  himself,  with  considcral/le  care,  but 
suppmsed.  and,  except  one  copy,  destroyed,  when  on  the  ere 
of  publication.  The  text  Is  now  printed  from  the  ropy  that 
etcapeil  5 on  casually  meeting  with  which,  tn  1816,  he  re. 
perused  the  whole,  and  wrote  on  the  margin  some  annutatiuns, 
which  also  we  shall  preserve,  — distinguishing  them,  by  the 
Inaertion  of  their  date,  from  those  .xfflxed  tothe  prior  editions. 


as  I have  done  by  them.  I dare  say  they  will  suc- 
ceed better  In  condemning  my  scribblings,  than  in 
mending  their  own.  But  my  object  is  not  to  prove 
that  I ckn  write  well,  but,  If  possible,  to  make  others 
write  better. 

As  the  poem  has  met  with  far  more  success  than 
I expected,  I have  endeavoured  in  UjIs  edition  to 
make  some  additions  and  alterations,  to  render  it 
more  worthy  of  public  perusal. 

In  the  first  odition  of  this  satire,  published  anony- 
mously, fourteen  lines  on  the  subject  of  Bowles's 
Pope  were  written  by,  and  inserted  at  the  request 
of,  an  ingenious  friend  of  mine*,  who  has  now  In 
the  press  a volume  of  poetry.  In  the  present  edition 

TTie  first  of  these  MS.  notes  of  1816  appears  on  the  fly-leaf, 
and  runs  thus ; — •*  The  binding  of  thU  vulume  is  considerably 
too  Valuable  for  the  contents ; and  nothing  but  the  consider- 
allon  of  its  Iveing  the  property  of  another,  prevents  me  from 
consigning  this  miserable  record  of  misplaced  anger  and  In- 
discriminate acrimony  to  the  flames. "j 
» This  prefare  was  written  fur  the  second  edition,  and 
printed  with  it.  The  noWe  author  had  left  this  country 
prevj«Ki*  to  the  publication  of  that  edition,  arnl  1*  not  ret 
returned.  — iVo/c  to  tkr  Jcmtrtk  cdi/nm.  IhU.  — ["  He  U,  and 
gone  again. Lord  .ff.  1816.] 

> [Mr.  Ilobhouse.  Scepo#/,  p.  42C.  note.] 
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I they  &re  erased,  aiid  some  of  my  own  aul»tituted  in 
I their  stead  ; my  only  reason  fur  this  being  that  which 
1 conceive  \tou1<1  oiKrratc  with  any  other  person  in 
I the  same  manner, — a determination  not  to  publish 
j with  my  name  any  produetlon  which  was  not  en> 
tirely  and  exclusively  ray  own  composition, 
j With  I regard  to  the  real  talents  of  many  of  the 
' poetical  i»crsons  whose  i>erformances  are  mentioned  ' 
or  alluded  to  in  the  following  pages,  it  is  presumed  | 
by  the  author  that  there  can  be  little  difference  of 
opinion  In  the  public  at  iai^;  though,  like  other  | 
sectaries,  each  has  his  separate  tabernacle  of  prose*  | 
lytes,  by  whom  his  abilities  are  ovor*rated,  his  faults 
overlooked,  and  Ms  metrical  canons  received  without 
scruple  and  without  consideration.  But  the  un- 
questionable possession  of  considerable  genius  by 
several  of  the  writers  here  censured  renders  their 
I mental  prostitution  mure  to  be  regretted.  Imbecility 
may  be  pitied,  or,  at  worst,  laughed  at  and  forgotten : 
perverted  powers  demand  the  most  decidtti  repra- 
henaion.  No  one  can  wish  more  than  the  author 
that  some  known  and  able  writer  bad  undertaken 
their  exposure ; but  Mr.  Gifford  has  devoted  himself 
to  Massinger,  and,  in  the  absence  of  the  regular 
physician,  a countr)*  practitioner  may,  in  cases  of 
absolute  necessity,  be  allowed  to  prescril>e  his  nos- 
trum to  prevent  the  extension  of  so  deplorable  an 
epidemic,  provided  there  be  no  quackery  in  his 
treatment  of  the  malady.  A caustic  is  here  offered ; | 
as  It  is  to  be  feared  nothing  short  of  actual  cautcr}* 
can  recover  the  numerous  patients  afflicted  with  the 
present  prevalent  and  distressing  rabies  for  rhyming. 
— As  to  the  Edinburgh  Kcriewers'h  It  would  indeed 
require  an  Hercules  to  crush  the  Hydra ; but  if  the 
author  succeeds  in  merely  **  bruising  one  of  the 
beads  of  the  serpent,"  though  bb  own  band  should 
•ulfer  In  the  encounter,  he  will  be  amply  satisfied.  * 

I 1 plcre  the  preface  to  the  first  editioa  commenccil  ] 

s 1 wrll  recollect/'  said  lojrd  BjTon,  In  1H21,  "the 
I rflVci  which  the  rriti.^ue  of  the  Edinburgh  Reviewers  on  my 
i rirst  poem,  had  upon  me— it  was  rsK«  and  resistance,  and 

Iredreu;  but  not  ilcspoudency  uor  despair.  A savaf;e  review 
Is  heroloch  to  a siKkinK  author,  and  the  one  on  me  (which 
produced  llie  English  Hards,  &c.)  knocked  me  down  — but  t 
p»(  up  again.  That  critique  was  a m.'ister.piece  of  low  wit,  a 
tissue  of  ^currilou•  Ahuse.  1 remember  there  was  a f reat  deal 
^ of  vulgar  trash,  alKJut  jieople  beinj?  ‘ thankful  for  what  thev 

I could  get/  — * not  loukiiix  a glfi  horse  (n  the  mouth/  aod  such 
stable  expressions.  But  so  far  from  their  bullyiUK  me,  or 
deterrlnK  me  from  writing,  i was  bent  on  falsifying  their  raven 
pr^ictioni,  and  determined  to  show  them,  croak  as  they 
would,  that  It  was  not  tlte  last  time  they  should  bear  from 

* [“  The  severity  of  the  critklsm,"  as  Sir  Egerton  Brydges 
has  well  obserred,  **  touched  I^nl  Byron  in  the  point  where 
his  original  strength  lay : it  wounded  his  pride,  and  roused 
hti  bitter  Indignation.  He  published  * English  Bards  and 
Scotch  Kevtewers,'  and  bowed  down  those  who  had  hitherto 
held  a despotic  victory  nrer  the  public  mind.  There  was, 
after  all,  more  In  tho  Mdneti  of  the  enterprise.  In  the  fearless- 
ness of  the  attack,  than  In  its  Intrinsic  forre.  But  the  motal 
efF^t  of  the  gallantry  of  the  aisaiitt,  and  of  the  justice  of  the 
cause,  made  It  vkrto'rious  and  triumphant.  This  was  one  of 
those  lucky  develmieinents  which  cannot  often  occur;  and 
which  fixed  Lord  Byrou's  fame.  From  that  day  he  engage! 
the  public  notice  at  a writer  of  undoubted  talent  aod  energy 
both  of  imelleet  and  tempcr.’U 
< Imit.— 

•*  Semper  ego  auditor  taninm  ? nunquamne  reponam, 
Vexatus  toCies  rauci  Thcselde  Cudri  ? *' — Jap.  .Sat.  I. 

* Hoarse  Fingrratd.'*^"  Right  enough ; but  why  no*  ‘ 

I tice  such  a moumebank-"— Ayrors,  1816.J  j 

, • Mr.  FiUgcrald,  facrtloiuly  tenned  by  Cobbett  the  j 

••  .Small  Bcit  roct,”  inlUols  his  annual  tribute  of  verse  on  the  i 
' I.iterary  Food;  not  content  w«h  writing,  he  spouts  in  i 
(HTSon,  after  the  company  hate  Imbibed  a reasonable  quantity  ) 
of  bad  port,  tucnaldc  them  to  sustain  the  operation.  — [For  j 


iEnglisfi  Barbs,  etc. 


Still  must  I licnr  — shall  hoarse  Fitxgcrald^ 
bawl 

Bis  creaking  couplets  in  a tavern  hall,^ 

And  1 not  sing,  test,  haply,  Scotch  reviews 
Should  dub  me  scribbler,  and  denounce  my  muse  ? 
Prepare  for  rhyme  — I’ll  publish,  right  or  wrong : 
Fools  are  my  theme,  let  satire  be  my  song. 

Oh  t nature's  noblest  gift  — my  gray  goosc-quiU  I 
Slave  of  my  thoughU,  obedient  to  my  will, 

Tom  from  thy  parent  blnl  to  form  a pen, 

That  mighty  instrument  of  little  men  1 
The  pen  J foredoom'd  to  aid  the  mental  throes 
Of  brains  that  labour,  big  with  verse  or  prose. 
Though  nymphs  forsake,  and  critics  may  deride, 

'fhe  lover’s  solace,  and  the  author's  pride. 

What  wits,  what  tx)ets  dost  thou  daily  r^se  I 
How  frequent  U thy  use,  how  small  thy  praise ! 
Condemn'd  at  length  to  be  forgotten  quite. 

With  all  the  pages  which  'twas  thine  to  write. 

But  thou,  at  least,  mine  own  especial  pen ! 

Once  laid  aside,  but  now  assumed  again. 

Our  task  complete,  like  Barnet's  7 shall  be  free ; 
Though  spum’d  by  others,  yet  beloved  by  me  : 

Then  let  us  soar  to-day ; no  common  theme. 

No  eastern  vision,  no  distemper’d  dreams 
Inspires— our  path,  though  full  of  thorns,  is  plain; 
Smooth  be  the  verse,  and  easy  be  the  strain. 

When  Vice  triumphant  holds  her  sov’rcign  sway. 
Obey'd  by  all  who  nought  beside  obey ; 

the  long  period  of  thlrty>two  yeart,  this  hormlci*  p'»eu*ter 
«-as  an  atter>dant  at  the  annivenarr  dinners  of  the  Literary 
Fund,  aod  conitantly  bou«Kin*d  tM  occasion  with  an  ode, 
which  he  himself  recited  with  moat  comical  digaitv  n(  em- 
phasia  He  was  fortunate  in  having  for  hU  patron  Viscount 
Dudley  and  Ward,  on  whose  death.'  without  a will,  his 
benevolent  Intentions  towards  the  bard  were  fulfilled  by  his 
son,  the  late  Earl  Dudley,  who  generously  sent  Mm  a draft 
for  SOOOf.  Fitigcrald  died  in  1829.  (H  Ms  numerous  loyal 
enUiioDs  m/y  a single  /ine  has  survived  Its  author ; but  the 
characteristics  of  his  style  have  been  so  ha|tpi)y  hit  off  in  the 
**  Rsjlctsd  Aooaassas  " — {a  work  which  Lord  Byron  has 
pronounced  to  be  " by  far  tbe  best  thing  of  the  kind  since  the 
Kolliad, ")  — that  we  cannot  resist  the  temptation  of  an 
extract : » 

" Who  burnt  (confound  his  soul !)  the  houses  twain, 
or  Covent  Garden  and  of  Drury  Lane  ? 

Who,  while  tbe  British  squadron  lay  off  Cork, 

(tlod  bleu  the  Regent  ami  the  Duke  of  York  I ) 

With  a foul  earthquake  ravaged  the  Caraccas, 

And  raised  the  price  of  dry  goods  and  tobaccos  ? 

Who  makes  the  quartern  loaf  and  Luddites  rise  ? 

^^'ho  fills  tbe  butchers'  shops  with  large  blue  Ales  f 


Whu  thought  in  fiamrs  St.  James's  court  to  pinch  t 
Whn  burnt  the  wardn)be  of  poor  Ladr  Mncn  ?— 
W’hy  he,  who  forging  for  this  isle  a ycAe, 


Reminds  me  of  a ilrve  I latciv  spoke  — 

* The  tree  (^freedom  is  Ike  /tritisM  Oak.' 

Blest  erery  man  pootess'd  of  aught  to  give  I 
Long  may  Ixtng  TUrtey  Wellesley  Long  Pole  lire  ! 

God  bleu  the  army,  bless  their  coats  of  scarlet  1 
God  bless  the  navy,  bless  the  Princess  Charlotte  ! 

God  bless  Uie  Guards,  though  worsted  Gallia  scoffl 
God  bless  their  pig-tails,  though  they're  now  rut  cdT! 

And  ob  I in  Downing  Street  should  Old  Nick  revel, 
Englaud's  prime  minister,  then  bless  the  Devil ! 
f Cid  llamet  Benengell  promises  repose  to  his  pen.  In  the 
last  chapter  of  Don  Quixote.  Oh  I that  our  roiumlnuut 
gentry  would  follow  the  example  of  ( Id  Ilamet  Beneueell. 

* f"  This  must  hare  been  written  in  the  spirit  of  prr<phecy." 
-B.I81C,}  ^ y J 

E « 


■ CtOO'^Ic 


When  Folly,  frequent  harbInRcr  of  crime, 

Bedecks  her  CJ^^  with  bells  of  every  clime ; 

When  knaves  and  fools  combined  o’er  all  prevail. 
And  weigh  their  justice  in  a gulden  scale ; 

E’en  then  the  boldest  start  from  public  sneers. 
Afraid  of  shame,  unknown  to  other  fears, 

More  dartdy  sin,  by  satire  kept  In  awe. 

And  shrink  from  ridicule,  though  not  from  law. 

Such  is  the  force  of  wit ! but  not  belong 
To  me  the  arrows  of  satiric  song ; 

The  royal  vices  of  our  age  demand 
A keener  weapon,  and  a mightier  band. 

Still  there  are  follies,  e'en  for  me  to  cha«e. 

And  yield  at  least  amusement  in  the  race : 

Laugh  when  I laugh,  1 seek  no  other  fame ; 

The  cry  is  up,  and  scribblers  are  my  game. 

Speed,  Pegasus ! — ye  strains  of  great  and  small. 
Ode,  epic,  cleg)*,  have  at  you  all ! 

I too  can  scrawl,  and  once  upon  a time 
I pour’d  along  the  town  a flood  of  rhyme, 

A schoolboy  freak,  unworthy  praise  or  blame; 

1 printed  — older  children  do  the  same. 

*T  Is  pleasant,  sure,  to  see  one’s  name  in  print ; 

A book ’s  a book,  although  there ’s  nothing  in ’t. 
Not  that  a title’s  sounding  charm  can  save 
Or  scrawl  or  scribbler  from  an  equal  grave : 

This  Lambc  must  own,  since  bis  patrician  name 
Fail'd  to  prescr>’c  the  spurious  farce  from  shame.  * 
No  matter,  George  continues  still  to  write,  * 
Though  DOW  tne  name  U veil'd  from  public  sight 
Moved  by  the  great  example,  I pursue 
The  self-same  road,  but  nuke  my  own  review 
Not  seek  great  Jeffrey’s,  yet,  like  him,  will  U. 
Self-constituted  judge  of  poesy. 


I 

I Fear  not  to  lie,  *t  will  seem  a sharper  hit ; 

Shrink  not  from  blasphemy,  'twill  piiss  for  wit; 
t’are  not  fur  feeling  — pass  your  proper  jest, 

And  stand  a critic,  hated  yet  caress'd. 

Ami  shall  wc  own  such  judgment  ? no—  os  soon 
i Seek  ruses  in  December  — ice  in  June; 

Hope  constancy  in  wind,  or  com  in  chaff ; 

, Jklieve  a woman  or  an  epitaph. 

Or  any  other  thing  that 's  false,  before 
j Vou  trust  in  critics,  who  themselves  are  sore ; 

Or  yield  one  single  thought  to  be  misled 
By  Jeffrey's  heart,  or  lumbe’s  Boeotian  head.3 
I To  these  young  tyrants  by  themselves  misplaced, 

! Combined  usurpers  on  the  throne  of  taste  ; 

I To  these,  when  authors  bend  in  hmnble  awe, 

I And  h:dl  their  voice  as  truth,  their  word  as  law  — 
j While  these  arc  censors,  't  would  be  sin  to  ejure  ; 

I While  such  are  critics,  why  should  I forlicar  ? 
i But  yet,  so  nntr  all  modem  worthies  run. 

’*ris  doubtful  whom  to  seek,  or  whom  to  sbtin ; 

Nor  know  we  when  to  spare,  or  where  to  strike. 

Our  bards  and  censors  arc  so  much  alike. 

Then  should  you  a.sk  me  why  I venture  o’er 
The  path  which  Pope  and  Gifford  trod  before ; 

If  not  yet  sicken’d,  you  can  still  proceed ; 

Go  on;  my  rhyme  will  tell  you  as  you  read. 

**  But  bold  ! ” exclaims  a friend,  — “ here '»  some 
neglect ; 

This  — that— and  t’other  line  seem  incorrect.’* 
What  then  ? the  ndf-same  blunder  Pope  has  got. 

And  careless  Drj  dcn  — “ Ay,  but  Pyc  has  not ; ” — 

I Indeed  !— ’ti?  ciantcd,  faith  I — but  what  care  1 ? 

I Better  to  err  with  Pope,  than  shine  with  Pyc. 


A man  must  serve  his  time  to  ev’r>’  trade 
Save  censure  — critics  all  are  remly  made. 
Take  hackney’d  jokes  from  Miller,  got  by  rote. 
With  just  enough  of  learning  to  misquote; 

A mind  well  skiU'd  to  find  or  forge  a fault ; 

A turn  for  punning,  call  it  Attic  salt ; 

To  Jeffrey  go.  be  silent  and  discreet, 

' I His  pay  is  just  ten  sterling  pounds  per  sheet ; 


) This  ingenuniii  j-<mth  <•  mentlorvcJ  more  psrtlculjrly,  wttli 
his  pr^uctlon,  to  soother  place. 

• Id  the  EdlnburRh  Review.  —[*•  lie's  a verr  good  fellow  ; 
and.  except  his  moiiier  aad  sister,  tbe  best  of  the  set.  to  my 
Bind."— B.  UII&] 

s Messrs.  Jeffrey  and  Lamhe  arc  the  alpha  and  omega,  the 
first  and  the  last  of  the  Bdlnburgh  Review  ; the  others  are 
nwntloned  herccUter.  — [**  This  was  not  jusL  Neither  the 
heart  nor  the  ttead  of  these  gentlemen  arc  at  all  wliat  they 
are  h«n>  repretentod.  At  the  time  this  was  wrUteo,  I was 
personally  unacquainted  with  either."  — B.  1816. j 

* Imit.  * Stnlta  est  Clementla,  cum  tot  ublque 

I orcurras  peritursc  parcerc  ebarta*.'*.— 

Juw.  Sat.  I. 

• I*IT.  •*  Cur  tamcn  hoc  libeat  potius  decurrere  campo 

Per  qunn  magniM  equot  Auruncae  fiexU  alumnus : 
Si  varal,  et  iiucidl  rationem  admittitis,  edani.’*— . 

Jup.  Sat.  I. 

* [The  first  edition  of  the  Satire  opened  with  this  line ; 
and  Lord  Boon's  original  Intention  was  to  prcUx  the 
following  — 

" AacuiiSNT. 


Time  was,  ere  yet  In  thc«  de, 'generate  days  ® | 

Ignoble  themes  obtain'd  mistaken  praii-e,  | 

WTien  «cn>t*  and  wit  wifh  poesy  allied. 

No  fabled  graces,  flourish'd  side  by  side ; 

From  the  same  fount  their  inspiration  drew,  ) 

Ami,  roar'd  by  taste,  bloom'd  fairer  as  they  grew.  ^ 1 
Then,  in  this  happy  isle,  a Pope's  ? pure  strain 
Sought  the  rapt  soul  to  charm,  nor  sought  in  vain  ; I 

and  otherwise,  on  the  public— .Inrelrteth  against  WilUaai 
Wordsworth,  but  Uudrth  Mister  ColcHdge  and  bis  cleg)-  on  a 
young  ass  — Is  dispowd  to  vituperate  Mr.  Lewis  — and  greatly  ' 
rebuketh  Hwimas  Little  (the  l^e)  and  the  Lord  htrangford—  ; , 
reixmimeridcth  .Mr.  lia>lcy  to  turn  his  attention  to  prose-  i; 
And  exhorteth  the  Morarhins  to  glorify  Mr.  Gmhaine—  |> 
sympaUkiK'tli  witii  the  Rev.  WUtiam  Bowles— and  deploreth  !' 
the  meiAnchoiy  fate  of  Joines  Montgomery  — breaknh  out  * 
into  inveciivf  against  the  Edinburgh  Reviewers— calleth  I 
tlKon  hard  name*,  harpies  ami  tiie  like  — ap«strophi»etb  i 
Jsffri'y,  luid  propbesieth.— Episode  of  JeOVey  and  Moore,  || 
(heir  je<)pardy  and  doiiveraiice ; portents  on  the  morn  of  the  1 1 
rotoltat ; the  Tweed,  ’I'olboolh,  Frith  of  Forth,  severally  | j 
fhorked  ; «iescent  of  a goddess  to  save  Jeffrey  ( incorporation  i 
of  the  LuUcls  with  bis  sinciput  ami  occiput.— Edinburgh  ! 
Revdews  en  niaisr.  — Lord  .Aberdeen,  llcrl>crt.  .Scott,  tlaUain, 
I'lllani,  i^anibe,  .S)dncy  Smith,  Brougham,  &c.— Tlie  Lord 
liollAnd  Apidauded  fur  dinners  mid  translations — The  D.'aina ; 
Skefflugton,  H«>ek.  Reynolds,  Kmiwy,  Qicrry,&c.—  Sht-rklan,  r 
L'olmao.  and  CuinlK'rf.utkl  called  upon  to  write.  — Return  to  j 
poesy  — scribblers  of  all  sorts  — lords  sometimes  rhyme;  much  | j 
better  not— llatis.  Rosa  MatlUla,  and  X V.  2^  — Rogers,  | 
Camplwl).  Gifford.  Ac.  true  |Ktets—  Translators  of  the  Greek  ‘ j 
Anthology  — Crabl>c  — ll..rwin’s  style  — Cambridge- Sea-  ; 
tonian  Prise  — 8m>the— llo«igson —Oxford —Richards—  i! 
Pocta  loquitur— Cucclus:un."J  |i 


* The  poet  considereth  times  ;.ast,  and  their  poesy— makes 
A sudden  transit^m  to  times  present  — is  Inctstsod  Against 
book-makers  — rerUeth  Waiter  Seott  for  cupidity  and  ttallad- 
mongwing,  with  nointde  remarks  <m  Master  Southey  — com- 
plaint that  Master  Sootbey  hath  iufiicied  three  poitni,  rtdc 


f [When  Lord  Byron,  in  the  autumn  of  1808,  was  oecu- 
pictl  upon  this  Satire,  lie  devoted  a considerable  portion  of  his 
time  to  a deep  studr  of  the  writings  of  Pope  ; and  from  that 
period  may  be  dat<xl  hia  mthnslastlc  admiration  of  this  great 
poet  j 
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ENGLISH  BARDS  AND  SCOTCH  REVIEWERS. 


I A polish’d  nation’s  praiM  aspired  to  claim, 

I And  raised  the  people's,  as  the  poet’s  fame, 
j Like  him  ftreat  Dryden  pour’d  the  tide  of  song, 

I In  stream  lew  smooth,  indeed,  yet  doubly  strong. 

: Then  Congreve’s  scenes  could  cheer,  or  Otway’s  melt — 
I For  nature  then  an  English  audience  felt 
, But  why  these  names,  or  greater  still,  retrace, 

I When  all  to  teebler  bards  resign  their  place? 

I Yet  to  such  tlme.s  our  lingering  looks  are  cast, 

, ^'hen  taste  and  reason  with  those  times  are  past. 
Now  look  around,  and  turn  each  trifling  page, 
Sun'cy  the  precious  works  that  please  the  age ; 

This  truth  at  least  let  satire’s  self  allow, 

No  dearth  of  bards  c.m  be  complain'd  of  now.  > 

The  loaded  pre^s  beneath  her  labour  groans, 

And  printer's  devils  shake  their  weary  bones  ; 

While  Southey’s  epics  cram  the  creaking  shelves. 
And  Little’s  lyrics  shine  in  hot-press’d  twelves. 

Thus  laith  the  preacher : “ Nought  beneath  the  sun 
I Is  new  I " yet  still  from  change  to  change  we  run : 

' ^V^^at  varied  wonders  tempt  us  as  they  pass  ! 

' The  cow-pox,  tractors,  galvanism,  and  gas. 

In  turns  appear,  to  make  the  vulgar  stare, 

Till  the  Bwoln  bubble  bursts  — and  all  is  air  1 
^ Nor  less  new  schools  of  Poetry  arise, 
i >^Tiere  dull  pretenders  grapple  for  the  priie : 

! O’er  taste  awhile  these  pseudo- bards  prevail; 

I Each  country  book-club  bow's  the  knee  to  Baal, 

And,  hurling  lawful  genius  from  the  throne. 

Erects  a shrine  and  Idol  of  its  own  ; > 

Some  leaden  calf — but  whom  It  matters  not. 

From  soaring  Southey  down  to  grovelling  Stott.  > 

I Behold  1 in  various  throngs  the  scribbling  crew. 
For  notice  eager,  pass  in  long  review  : 

Each  spurs  his  jadccl  Pegasus  apace, 

And  rhyme  and  blank  m;dntaln  an  c<iual  race ; 


Sonnets  on  sonnets  crowd,  and  ode  on  ode  ; 

And  talcs  of  terror  jostle  on  the  road  ; I 

Immeasurable  measures  move  along ; '] 

For  simpering  fully  loves  a varied  song,  h 

To  strange  mysterious  dulness  still  the  friend,  1 1 

Admires  the  strain  she  cannot  comprehend.  | 

Thus  1^8)*$  of  Minstrels  * — may  they  be  the  last  I — I 
On  half-strung  harps  whine  mournful  to  the 
blast. 

While  raotmtain  spirits  prate  to  river  sprites. 

That  domes  may  listen  to  the  sound  at  nights  ; I 

And  goblin  brats,  of  Oilpln  Homer’s  trood,  t 

Decoy  young  border-nobles  through  the  wood,  j 

And  skip  at  every  step,  Lord  knows  how  high.  j 

And  frighten  foolish  babes,  the  Loni  knows  why  : i. 

While  high-bom  ladles  in  their  magic  cell. 

Forbidding  knights  to  read  who  cannot  spell. 

Despatch  a courier  to  a wisard’s  grave. 

And  fight  with  honest  men  to  shield  a knave.  j 

Next  view  in  state,  proud  prancing  on  his  roan, 

The  golden-crested  haughty  Marmion,  ! 

Now  forging  scrolls,  now  foremost  in  the  fight,  ( 

Not  quite  a felon,  yet  but  half  a knight. 

The  gibbet  or  the  field  prci>arcd  to  grace ; 

A mighty  mixture  of  the  great  and  Imisc. 

And  think’sf  thou,  Scott  by  vain  conceit  per-  i 
chance,  ! 

On  public  taste  to  foist  thy  stale  romance,  I 

Though  Murrey  with  hii  Miller  may  combine  < 

To  yield  thy  muse  just  half-a-crown  per  line  ? , 

No ! when  the  sons  of  song  descend  to  trade,  | 

Their  bays  are  sere,  their  former  laurels  fade.  ' 

Let  such  forego  the  poet’s  sacrwl  n.Tme, 

>Vho  rack  their  brains  for  lucre  ®,  not  for  fume  ; [ 

Still  for  stem  Mamnum  may  they  toil  in  vain  1 i 

And  sadly  gaxe  on  gold  they  cannot  gain  ! i 


I*  One  of  my  nodnni  if,  thnt  the  prrimt  if  not  ■ high  Age 
of  EnglUli  poetry.  There  are  murr  |>opu  (loi  dluint)  tiiaii 
I erer  there  were,  and  proportlonably  fra*  p<x^ry.  Thli  thesii 
1 have  maintained  for  lome  ycari : tiut,  ttrongo  to  tay,  it 
I meeteth  not  wrilh  beour  from  my  brethren  of  the  fbelL"^ 

I If.  Diary,  ISil.J 

* With  regard  to  poetry  IngeneraJ,  I am  contiaecd  that 
I we  are  all  upon  a wrong  revoluticmiiry  poetical  n-*tcrn,  not 
I worth  a d.'unn  in  iUcif,  and  from  which 'none  tHi(  ifngeri  aihI  ' 
Crabbe  arc  free.  1 am  the  mure  cuntirimvi  in  thif  by  having  ' 
lately  gone  over  lome  of  our  ebufiea,  particularly  Pope,  whom  | 
{ I tried  in  thi«w.iy;— I took  Moure's  pot-mi,  and  my  own.  ' 
I and  fume  others,  and  wcntovertbrni  side  by  tide  w ith  f'upe\  I 
! and  I was  reaiiy  astonUbod  and  nionifird  at  the  inedible 
I distance,  in  point  of  tense,  korning.  effect,  and  eveo  imagin- 
ation, poftiun.  Olid  Inveutiuu.  between  the  little  Qiir<*n  Atme't 
man,  and  us  of  the  Lower  Empire.  Depend  upon  it,  it  is  all 
Horace  ihcn,  and  Claudian  now.  among  uj  ; and  if  I itad  to 
begia  again,  I would  mould  myielf  accordingly.**  — Diary. 
1S17.] 

I > Stott,  better  known  in  tlie  **  Morning  Pent  ” hy  the  name 
of  Hafls.  Tills  personage  Is  at  present  the  most  prt>found 
explorer  of  iJie  bailios.  1 remember,  when  (he  reigning 
family  leA  PnrtUR«i,  a iprcloJ  Ode  of  Muter  Stott's,  beginning 
thus  : — {Sb/tt  loquitur  quoad  Hibernia.)  — 

**  Princely  ofl^pring  of  Dragansa, 

Krin  gri«it  thee  with  a stanaa,**  &c. 

Also  a Sonnet  to  Rat.<,  well  worthy  of  the  suhjeet,  and  a most 
thundering  Ude,  enmmenring  as  folinws : — . 

*•  Oh  ! for  a T>ay.  IoimI  u the  surge 

That  lashe*  I.Apland's  sminding  shore.*' 

Ixird  have  merry  on  us  I the  **  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel  ” was  ' 
DothiitK  tu  this. 

* Sew  the  **  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel.*’ Nrrer  was 
any  plan  so  Incongnwui  and  uhsiird  at  the  groundwork  of 
I tbit  prudurtiou.  Tiw  eiilraiu'C  oi  Thurkb-r  aixl  Lightning, 
protoguiting  to  Bayes'  trage  iy,  unfortunately  takes  away  the 
mom  of  origtiiolity  trom  the  dialogtte  between  Mettieurs  the  , 

i Spirits  of  Flood  and  Fell  in  the  ilnt  canto.  Then  we  hare 
amLatde  William  of  Dcloraiue, " a stark  mo»s.trooper,*'  | 


videUret.  a hapm*  compound  of  poacher,  sheep-stealer,  and 
highwaymau.  'Iric  propriety  of  Ids  magical  lady’s  injuuclioa 
not  to  read  can  only  □«  eqaailed  by  his  candid  acknowledgment 
of  hU  Independence  of  the  trommels  of  apelling,  although,  to  , 
use  hit  own  elegant  phrase.  **  'twos  bU  neck-verte  at  HarrU 
bee,*'  i.  e the  gallows,  _ The  biography  of  litlpiii  Homer,  and  ' 
the  in.'U’Teliout  pedestrian  page,  who  travelled  twice  as  fut  as  I 
his  master's  horse,  without  the  aid  of  ses  eu-ie»gue«l  i>oo(s,  are 
ck<ft’d'aurre  in  the  iraproTement  of  taste.  For  incident  wc 
have  Uie  InTiiihle,  but  by  no  means  sparing  box  on  the  ear 
iK'Stowed  on  the  juige.  an^  the  entrance  of  a knight  and  charger 
hUo  the  rastie,  under  the  very  natural  ditguUe  of  a wain  of 
h»y.  Marmion,  tlte  hern  of  the  lalUM*  romance,  is  exactly 
wiiat  William  of  Deloraino  wouht  hare  hern,  had  he  been  able 
to  read  oivd  write.  The  poem  was  manufactured  for  Mesira, 
Constable,  Murray,  and  Miller,  worshipful  br>oKsellera.  in 
consideration  of  the  receipt  of  a sum  of  moner  ; and  truly, 
eonsidertng  the  Inspiration,  it  Is  a very  creditable  production, 
if  Mr.  Seottwill  write  for  hire,  let  him  do  his  best  for  hU 
pay-mastm.  tmt  not  dtspwce  hisgeninv,  w hich  is  undoubtedly 
great,  by  a repetition  of  black-letter  ballaki  imiutiont. 

* When  Lord  BjTon  wrote  his  famous  satire,  I had  my 
share  of  fiagellation  among  my  belters.  Mr  crime  wat  liaring 
written  a poem  for  a thmisarvd  pounds  ; wTiich  wat  no  other,  j 
wise  true,  than  that  1 sold  the  copyright  for  that  sum  Now, 
not  to  meniian  that  an  autlior  con  hardly  be  censured  for 
accepting  such  a sum  as  the  lionksolirrs  are  wilhng  to  give  |{ 
him.  es{irci«lly  as  the  gentlemen  of  the  trade  mode  no  nmi.  , 
plainU  of  their  bargain.  I thought  the  Interference  with  my 

frivate  affairs  was  rather  beyond  (he  limits  o(  literary  satire. 

was.  however,  so  far  from  having  any  thing  to  do  with  the 
offcnslre  criticism  in  the  Edinlmrgh,  that  I remonstrated 
against  it  with  the  editor,  l>eeau<c  1 thought  the  “ Hours  of 
Idleness  ” treated  with  undue  sevt-rlty.  Thev  were  written,  | 
like  all  juvenile  poetry,  rather  from  the  reeollecflon  of  what 
had  pleased  the  author  in  others,  than  w hat  had  beeit  suggested  ’ 
by  his  own  Imagination  ; but,  nevertheless,  t thought  tlM'v 
cwitained  passages  of  noble  promise."—  bin  WaLtwr  b<.<nT.j 
* [l>ord  Byron,  as  Is  well  known,  set  out  wilhthedetennin- 
atlon  never  to  reertve  money  for  hu  writing*.  For  the  llbertT  I 
to  republish  ihU  satire,  he  refused  four  hundred  gu^eoi  ; oiM  I 
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Such  be  their  meed,  luch  still  the  just  reward 
Of  prostituted  muse  and  hireling  bard 
For  this  wc  spurn  Apollo's  venal  son. 

And  bid  a long  *'  good  night  to  Blarroion.  ” ‘ 

These  are  the  themes  that  claim  our  plaudits  now ; 
These  are  the  banU  to  whom  the  muse  must  bow ; 
While  Milton,  Drydcn,  Poj>c,  alike  forgot, 

Besign  their  hallow’d  bays  to  Walter  Scott. 

I The  time  has  been,  when  yet  the  muse  was  young, 
When  Homer  swept  the  lyre,  and  Maro  sung, 


Cbilde  Harold.  1.  II. 

£ GOO 

IIL  - - - 

iST.’i 

IV.  . 

(100 

Giaour  . * . . 

!>V> 

Bride  of  Abydos  ... 

MS 

Corsair  ... 

SIS 

Lan  - - - - 

TOO 

Siege  of  Cortath  - • • 

SVt 

Pantlna  ... 

S2S 

Lament  of 'Tasso 

3I.S 

Manfred  -i.  ... 

31.S 

Beppo  - • . • 

S2S 

Dou  Juan,  1.  If.  • • • 

1S2S 

HI.  IV.  V. 

1.12.S 

Doge  of  Venice  . - - 

ia’« 

Saraanapalus,  Cain,  and  Foscaii 

1100 

Maxeppa  .... 

S'iS 

Frisoner  of  Chillon  • 

S‘.‘S 

I ' An  epic  scarce  ten  centuries  could  claim, 

> I While  awe-struck  nations  hail'd  the  magic  name : 

' , The  work  of  each  immortal  bard  appears 
I The  single  wonder  of  a thousand  years.  < 

; ! Empires  have  moulder'd  from  the  face  of  earth, 

]'  Tongues  have  expired  with  those  who  gave  them  birth, 

I Without  the  glory  such  a strain  can  give. 

As  even  in  ruin  bids  the  language  live. 

Hot  so  with  us,  though  minor  bards,  content. 

On  one  great  work  a life  of  labour  spent: 

With  eagle  pinion  soaring  to  the  skies, 

Behold  the  ballad-monger  Southey  rise  l 
To  him  let  Caraoens,  Milton,  Tasso  yield. 

Whose  annual  strains,  like  armies,  take  the  field. 

' First  In  the  ranks  see  Joan  of  Arc  advance. 

The  scourge  of  England  and  the  boast  of  France  1 

the  money jMld  for  the  copyright  of  the  first  and  second  cantos 
of  Chllde  Hamid,  and  of  the  Cors-ilr,  he  presented  to  Mr. 
Dallas.  In  1916.  to  a letter  enclosing  a dran  of  1000  nineas, 
odhred  by  Ur.  Murray  for  the  Slcgo  of  Corinth  and  rarUina, 
the  noble  poet  sent  this  answer  : — ’*  Your  offer  is  liberal  In 
j the  extreme,  and  much  more  than  the  two  poems  can  possibly 
I be  worth  — but  ( cannot  accept  it,  nor  will  not.  You  are  most 
; welcome  to  them,  as  additions  tn  the  collected  rolumes. 

without  any  demand  or  expectation  on  my  part  whaterer.  I 
! hare  enclosed  yourdraft  tom,  for  fear  of  accidents  by  the  way. 
, I wish  you  would  not  throw  temptation  tn  mine;  it  Is  not 
from  a disdain  of  the  universal  idol  — nor  from  a present 
superfluHr  of  his  treasures—  1 can  assure  you,  that  I refuse  to 
worship  mm;  but  what  is  right  is  right,  and  must  not  yield 
to  circumstances.'*  The  poet  was  afterwards  induced,  at  Mr. 
Murray’s  earnest  persuasion,  to  accept  the  thousand  guineas. 
The  subjoined  statement  of  the  sums  paid  by  him  at  rarioui 
dmea  to  Lord  Byron  for  copyright  may  be  considered  a 
Mbilopolic  curiosity : — 


Suadrlee  .....  s.so 
Hours  of  Idleness,  English  Bards  and  Scotch  ) 
Rerlewers,  Hints  from  Horace,  Weroer.  De-  > 
formed  'Transfonned,  Heareo and  Barth, Ac.J 
Life  by  IVrmas  Moore  ...  4.S00 

A0.MO 

» “ Good  nlphl  to  Marmion  " — the  pathetic  and  also  nro. 

Khetlc  exclamation  of  Henry  Blount,  Esquire,  on  the  deatn  of 
onest  Marmion. 

• As  the  Odyssey  Is  so  closely  connected  with  the  story  of 
the  lUad.  ther  may  alraoti  be  classed  a«  one  grand  historicai 
poem,  in  alluding  to  Milton  and  T.issn.  we  eonstder  the 
* Paradise  Lost,"  and  “ Gierusaicmmc  Idberata,'*  as  their 


Though  burnt  by  wicked  Bedfbrd  for  a witcb, 

Behold  her  atatue  placed  in  glory's  niche ; 

Her  fetters  burst,  and  just  releasinl  from  prison, 

A virgin  phoenix  from  her  ashes  risen. 

Next  see  tremendous  Thalaba  come  on,  a 
Arabia’s  monstrous,  wild,  and  wond'rous  son ; < 
Domdaniel's  dread  destroyer,  who  o'erthrew 
More  mad  magicians  than  the  world  e'er  knew. 
Immortal  hero  1 all  thy  foes  o’ercomc, 

For  ever  reign  — the  rival  of  Tom  Thumb  I 
Since  startled  metre  fled  before  thy  fhee, 

Well  wert  thou  doom'd  the  last  of  all  thy  race  I 
Well  might  triumphant  genii  bear  thee  hence. 
Illustrious  conqueror  of  common  sense  1 
Now,  last  and  greatest,  Madoc  spreads  his  sails, 
Cacique  in  Mexico,  and  prince  in  Wales ; 

Tells  us  strange  tales,  as  other  travellers  do, 

More  old  than  Mandevillo’s,  and  not  so  true. 

Oh,  Southey  1 Southey  ^ I cease  thy  varied  song ! 

A bard  may  chant  too  often  and  too  long : 

As  thou  art  strong  In  verse,  in  mercy,  spare  ! 

A fourth,  alas  1 were  more  than  we  could  bear. 

But  if,  in  spite  of  all  the  world  can  say. 

Thou  still  wilt  verseward  plod  thy  weary  way ; 

If  still  in  Berkley  ballads  most  uncivil, 

Tbou  wilt  devote  old  women  te  tbe  devil,  ^ 

The  babe  unborn  tby  dread  intent  may  rue: 

**  God  help  thee,"  Southey  and  tbf  readers  too.  * 

lUndard  efforts;  since  neither  the  **  Jenitalcm  Conquered” 
of  the  Italian,  nor  the  “ Paradise  Regained  " of  the  English 
bard,  obtained  a proportionate  celebrity  tn  their  former  poema. 
Query : N^lilch  of  Mr.  Southe}'*s  will  survive  ? 

* " Thalaba."  Mr.  Southey’s  second  poem.  Is  wrlltcfi  In 
open  defiance  of  precedent  and  poetrr.  Mr.  h.  wished  to  pro- 
duce something  novel,  aod  succeeded  to  a miracle.  " Joan  of 
Arc,"  wsa  marrellmii  enough,  but  "Thalaba,"  was  one  of 
those  poems  " which."  In  the  words  of  Porson,  " will  be  road 
when  Homer  and  Virgil  are  forgotten,  but  — mot  tUl  fAcn." 

* Of  Thalaba,  the  wild  and  wondrous  tong."  — Madoc] 

* We  beg  Mr.  Southey's  pardon  : " Madoc  disdains  the  de- 
grading title  of  rale.”  Sw  hli  preface.  Why  is  epic  degraded  ? 
and  by  whom  ? f^talnly  the  liue  romaunts  of  HMters  f 'nttie, 
Laiireat  Pvc.  Ogllvy,  Hole,  and  gentle  .Vliitress  Cowley,  have 
not  exalted  the  epic  muse  ; but  as  Mr.  Southey’s  poem  " di^ 
dains  the  appellation,"  allow  us  to  ask  — has  he  substituted 
any  thing  better  In  its  stead  ? or  must  he  be  content  to  rival 

I Sir  Richard  Blackmore  in  the  quant  ty  as  well  as  quality  of 

I his  verse  T 

* See  " The  Old  Woman  of  Berkley."  a ballad,  by  Mr. 
ffoathCT.  wherein  an  aged  gentlewoman  Is  carried  away  by 
Beelsebub,  on  a " high-crotting  horse." 

7 The  last  line,  " Cod  help  thee,"  is  an  evident  plagiarisn 
from  the  Anti-jacobin  to  Mr.  Souther,  on  bis  Dactylics.— 
[Lord  Byron  here  alludes  to  Mr.  Gifford’s  parody  on  Mr. 
Southey’s  Dactylics,  which  ends  thus : — 

" Ne'er  talk  of  ears  again  t look  at  thy  vpelHng-honk  ; 

Dilworth  and  Dyehe  are  both  mad  at  thy  quantities  — 

Dactylica,  cali*at  thou  ’em  ? — ' God  help  tbee.tUly  ooe."’j 

* [I..ord  Byron,  on  being  Introduced  to  Mr.  Souther  In 
1^13,  at  Hoilantl  lluuse.  describes  him  “as  the  best-looking 
bard  he  had  seen  for  a long  time."  — " To  have  that  port’s 
head  and  shoulders.  I would,"  he  says,  "almost  have  written 
his  Sapphics.  He  is  certainly  a prepossessing  person  to  look 
on,  and  a man  of  talent,  and  all  that,  and  there  is  his  eulogy." 
In  hit  Journal,  of  the  tame  year,  he  says  — " Southey  I have 
not  seen  much  of.  Hit  appearance  It  epic,  and  he  is  the  only 
existing  entire  man  of  letters.  Ail  the  others  have  some 
pursuit  anz>exed  to  their  authorship  Mis  manners  are  mild, 
but  not  those  of  a mar.  of  the  world , and  his  Uients  of  tlw  first 
ordeT.  Hit  proto  perfect.  Of  his  poetry  there  are  various 
opinions:  there  Is.  iterhapt,  too  much  of  it  for  the  present 
graerallon  — pottertty  will  probably  select.  He  hat  passagri 
equal  to  any  thing.  At  present,  he  has  a parlw,  but  no  public 
— except  for  hts  prose  writings.  Hi*  Life  of  Kelson  is  beauth 
fol."  Elsewhere,  and  later.  Lord  Byron  pronounces  ^uthey’s 
Don  Roderick.  *'  the  first  poem  of  our  time."} 
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Next  comes  tbe  dull  disciple  of  thy  school, 

That  mild  apostate  from  poetic  rule. 

The  simple  Wordsworth,  fnuncr  of  a lay 
As  soft  as  evening  In  his  fhrourltc  May,  ^ 

^>’ho  warns  bis  friend  **  to  shake  off  toll  and  trouble. 
And  quit  hb  books,  for  tear  of  growing  double ; *’  * 
Who,  both  by  precept  and  example,  shows 
'That  prose  Is  verse,  and  verse  Is  merely  prose ; 
Convincing  all,  by  demonstration  plain. 

Poetic  souls  delight  In  prose  Insane ; 

And  Christmas  stories  tortured  into  rhyme 
Contain  the  essence  of  the  true  sublime. 

Thus,  when  he  tells  the  tale  of  Betty  Foy, 

The  idiot  mother  of  an  Idiot  boy 
A moon-struck,  silly  lad,  who  lost  hls  way, 

And,  like  hU  bard,  confounded  night  with  day ; ^ 

So  close  on  each  pathetic  part  he  dwells. 

And  each  adventure  so  sublimely  tells, 

That  all  who  view  the  •*  idiot  In  his  glory," 

Conceive  Uic  bard  the  hero  of  the  story. 

Shall  gentle  Coleridge  pass  unnoticed  here, 

To  turgid  ode  and  tumid  stanza  dear  ? 

Though  themes  of  innocence  amuse  him  best. 

Yet  still  obscurity  *s  a welcome  gue»t. 

If  Inspiration  should  her  aid  refuse 
To  him  who  takes  a pixy  for  a mune,* 

Yet  none  In  lofty  numbers  can  $un>ass 
The  bard  who  soars  to  elegise  an  ass. 

So  well  the  sul^ect  suits  his  noble  mind, 

He  brays  the  laureat  of  the  long-ear'd  kind.  ^ 

Oh  l wonder-working  Lewis  7 t monk,  or  bard, 
Who  fain  woiildst  make  Pama<sus  a church-yard  1 
Lo!  wreaths  of  yew,  not  laurel,  bind  thy  brow, 

Thy  muse  a sprite,  Apollo's  sexton  thou  I 

* L'n/n##.”—  B.  I81C.) 

* LyHcxi  BalUdi.  0.4. The  Tables  Tumol.”  SUnsal. 

" Up.  up.  mj  rrlmd,  and  clear  your  looki  ; 

Why  all  thU  toll  and  trouble  ? 

Up.  up.  tor  friend,  and  quit  your  booki, 

Or  lureiy  you’ll  grow  double.” 

3 Mr.  W.  In  hia  prWace  labours  hard  to  prove,  that  prose 
and  eerie  are  much  the  same  : end  cortaJitly  bii  precepts  and 
practice  are  strictly  conformable : — 

” And  thus  to  Betty's  questions  he 
Made  answer,  like  a trarcllrr  bold. 

The  cock  did  crow,  to-whoo,  to-whoo, 

And  the  sun  did  shine  so  cold,'*  Ac.  Ac.,  p.  139. 

* Coleridge’s  Poems,  p.  11.,  8o«gs  of  the  Pixies,  1.  e.  De- 
vonshire fairies : p.  41.  we  have,  ” Lines  to  a young  Lady ; ” 
and,  p.  93.,  '*  Lines  to  a young  Ast.” 

^ (Thiu  altered  by  Lord  Byron,  In  hli  last  revision  of  the 
satire.  In  all  former  edltlocu  the  line  stood, 

'*  A fellow-feeiing  nudies  us  wond'rotu  kind.”] 

* [”  B.  ISI6.— In  a letter  to  Mr.  Coleridge,  written 

in  18IA,  Lord  Byron  uys,  — *'  You  mention  my  * Satire,*  lam- 
poon. or  whatever  you  or  others  please  to  call  It.  I ran  only 
»ay,  that  It  was  written  when  I was  very  young  and  very  angrr, 
and  has  been  a thorn  In  my  side  ever  uoce : more  particularly 
at  almost  all  the  persons  animadverted  upon  beoune  siibacu 
quentlymy  acquaintaocGt,and  some  of  them  mvfrlends;  which 
Is  ‘ heaplug  fire  upon  an  enemy's  head,'  and  turgivlog  me  too 
readily  to  permit  me  to  forgive  myself.  The  port  applied  lo 

ru  is  pert,  and  petulant,  and  shallow  enough  i but.  although 
have  long  dune  every  thing  in  my  power  to  suppress  the 
circulation  of  the  whole  thing,  1 shall  always  regret  the  wao- 
tonnesi  or  generality  of  many  of  Its  attempted  attacks.*’] 
f [Matthew  Gregoiw  Lewis,  M.  P.  for  Hindoo,  never  dis- 
tinguished himtell  in  Parliament,  but,  mainly  in  ronsequence 
of  the  clever  use  he  made  of  his  knowledge  of  the  (.ermon 
longuam,  then  a rare  accompllshiiKnt,  attracted  much  notice 
in  the  literary  world,  at  a very  early  period  of  his  life.  Hli 
Tales  of  Terror;  the  drama  of  the  Ciutle  Spectre;  and  the 
ropianee  collod  the  Bravo  of  Venice  (which  Is,  however,  little 
more  than  a version  from  the  Swiss  Zoehocke) ; but  above  all, 
the  Ubidmous  and  impious  novel  of  The  Monk,  Invested  the 


Whether  on  ancient  tombs  thou  tak'st  thy  stand, 

By  gibb'ring  spectres  ball'd,  thy  kindred  band  i 
Or  tracest  chaste  descriptions  on  thy  page. 

To  please  the  females  of  our  modest  age ; 

All  hail,  M.  P.  B t fh>m  whose  Infernal  brain 

Thin  sheeted  phantoms  glide,  a grUly  train 

At  whose  command  **  grim  women  " throng  Ic.  crowds, 

And  kings  of  Are,  of  water,  and  of  clouds 

With  “ small  gray  men,”  “ wild  yagers,”  and  what  not. 

To  crown  with  honour  thee  and  Walter  Scott; 

Again  all  haill  If  tales  like  thine  may  please, 

SL  Luke  alone  can  >*anqulsh  the  diseav  : 

Even  Satan's  self  with  thee  might  dread  to  dwell, 

And  in  thy  skull  dbceni  a deeper  hell. 

Who  In  soft  guise,  surrounded  by  a choir 
Of  virgins  melting,  not  to  Vesta's  fire. 

With  sparkling  eyes,  and  cheek  by  passion  flush'll. 
Strikes  his  wild  lyre,  whilst  listening  dames  are  hush'd  f 
'T  is  Little  1 young  Catullus  of  bU  day, 

As  sweet,  but  as  immoral.  In  his  lay ! 

Grieved  to  condemn‘d  the  muse  must  stlU  be  just. 

Nor  s|ure  melodious  advocates  of  tu»t. 

Pure  is  the  flame  which  o'er  her  altar  bums ; 

From  grosser  incense  with  disgust  she  turns : 

Yet  kind  to  youth,  this  expiation  o'er, 

8he  bids  thee  ^ mend  thy  line,  and  sin  no  more.” 

For  thee,  translator  of  the  tinsel  song, 

To  uhom  such  glittering  ornaments  belong, 
llibemlan  Strangford ! with  thine  eyes  of  blue, 

And  boasted  locks  of  red  or  auburn  hue. 

Whose  plaintive  strain  each  love-sick  miss  admires. 
And  o'er  harmonious  fustian  half  expires. 

Learn,  if  thou  canst,  to  yield  thine  author's  sense. 

Nor  vend  thy  sonnets  on  a false  pretence. 

name  of  Lewis  with  an  extraortUnary  degree  of  celel»r5tr, 
during  the  poor  period  which  imcrreiicd  between  the  ob-iu'r- 
atioD  of  Cowper,  and  tl»«  full  diipiayof  .Sir  Walter  Seiitl’s 
talents  In  liie  ••  Lay  of  tiie  Lost  — a f-criod  which 

is  sufficiently  characterise*!  by  ihc  fact,  that  Harley  then 
uuH-d  for  A pocU  Next  to  that  solemn  coxcomb,  Lewis  was 
lor  serial  years  the  fasliionatile  versifier  of  his  time  ; but  lbs 
nUgiarisms,  pcrh.ips  mure  audacious  than  h.vl  ever  before 
been  resorted  to  by  a man  of  real  talents,  were  by  d'vrers 
unrdlnl,  and  writers  of  greater  original  genius,  ns  w ell  :is  of 
purer  taste  and  morals,  siicceulvdy  emerging,  Xtoni  I.ftnf, 
dying  young,  had  already  outlived  hls  repuuiion.  In  society 
he  was  to  the  last  a favourite ; and  Lord  Brrnn,  who  h.-sd  be. 
come  well  acquainted  with  him  during  hls  experience  of 
London  life,  thus  notices  hit  death,  whl^  occurred  at  sea  in 
Lewis  was  a good  man,  a clever  man.  but  a bora. 
My  only  revenge  or  consolatkoii  used  to  be  setting  him  by  the 
ears  with  some  vivacious  person  who  hated  Imres  especially, 

» Madame  de  Scael  or  Hobhouse,  for  example.  But  I liked 
lo;wla  : be  was  the  jewel  of  a man,  had  he  been  better  set ; 

I don’t  mean  perrotialiff,  but  less  tiretonw,  for  he  was  tedious, 
as  well  as  cuntradictory  to  every  thing  and  every  body.  Poor 
fdlow  i be  died  a martyr  to  his  new  riches  — of  a second  visit 
to  Jamaica:  — 

” 1 'd  give  the  lands  of  Delorainv,  I 

Dark  Musgrave  were  alive  agoia  1”  1 

That  is,— 

**  I would  give  many  a sugar  cane,  | 

Mot  Lewis  were  ^ve  again  I 

" **  For  every  one  knows  little  Matt 's  an  M.  P.**—  .See  a | 
poem  to  Mr  Lewis.  In  “The  Statesman,”  suppo»td  to  he  I 
written  by  Mr.  Jckyll.  I 

• [In  very  early  life,  **  Little's  Poems”  were  Lord  Bvron's  j 
favourite  study.  ” Heighu!”  be  exclaims.  In  1820,  In  a' letter  I 
to  Mf»ore,  **  I believe  all  the  mischief  1 have  ever  done,  or 
sung,  has  been  owing  to  that  confounded  book  of  yours.”} 

>#  [Orl;;tnaUy,  ” mend  thy  life,  and  sin  no  more.”} 

The  reader,  who  mar  wish  for  an  explanation  of  fbl>,  may 
refer  to  ••  Strangford’s  tUmoeni,”  p.  127.  note  to  p 5<6  . or  to 
the  last  page  of  the  Rdlnburgh  Beview  of  Stnuigford's  Ca. 
mo&is. 
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I Think’st  thou  to  f^n  thy  terse  a higher  place, 

' By  dres<riag  Camoens  I in  a suit  of  lace? 

I Mend,  Strangford  ! mend  thy  moraU  and  thy  ta«tc  ; 

Be  warm,  but  pure;  be  amortjus,  but  be  chaste : 

I Cejise  to  deceive  ; thy  pilfcrVl  harp  restore, 

I Nor  teach  the  La-ilan  bard  to  copy  Moore. 


Behold! — ye  tarts } one  moment  spare  the  text  — 
I Haylcy'a  last  work,  and  worst  — until  his  next; 

Whether  he  spin  poor  couplets  into  plays, 

' I Or  d:smn  the  dead  with  purcjatorial  pnlse, 

I,  His  style  youth  or  age  Is  still  the  same, 
j I For  ever  feeble  and  for  ever  tame. 

. Triumphant  first  see  “ Temper’s  Triumphs”  shine! 

At  least  I’m  sure  they  triumph'd  over  mine. 

1,  Of  “ Music’s  Triumphs,”  all  who  read  may  swear, 

I That  luckless  music  never  triumph'd  there.  3 


j I Moravians,  rise ! bestow  some  meet  reward 
. On  dull  devotion — Lol  the  Sabbath  bard, 

I Sepulchral  Grahame  pours  hU  notes  sublime 
In  mangled  prose,  nor  e'en  aspires  to  rhyme ; 

Breaks  into  blanlCthe  Gospel  of  St.  Luke, 

And  boldly  pilfers  from  the  Pentateuch; 

And,  undisturb'd  by  conscientious  qualms, 

Perverts  the  Prophets,  and  purloins  the  Psalms. 

1 

Bail,  Sympathy]  thy  soft  Idea  brings^ 

A thousand  xisions  of  a thousand  things. 

And  shows,  still  whimpering  through  threescore  of 
years. 

The  maudlin  prince  of  mournful  sonneteers. 


, Mt  it  alto  to  be  remarked,  that  the  thlngt  given  to  the 
I public  at  poem*  of  Camo^t  are  uo  more  to  be  found  in  the 
original  Portugurae,  than  In  the  Song  of  Solomon. 

I llayley’t  two  nrntt  notorimii  verse  nroduetiont  are 
**  Triumpht  of  Temper,”  and  •'  'Hie  Triumnn  of  Music.”  He 
hat  alto  written  much  comedy  In  rhyme,  opUtle*.  &c.  tic.  At 
he  it  rather  an  elegant  writer  of  notei  and  biography,  let  ut 
recomnirnd  Pope's a<lvice to  Wycherley  to  Mr.  11. ’s  rtmtlder* 
atlon,  viz.  " to  convert  hit  poetry  Into*  ortwe,”  which  may  be 
eatily  done  by  taking  away  the  final  trllablcof  each  couplet. 
— [The  only  performance  for  which  lltyley  U now  retnein. 
herril  it  hltlJfe  of  Cowper.  lilt  prrional  hiitory  hat  been 
sketcited  by  Mr.  .Southey  in  the  Quarterly  Revica',  vol.  xxxL 
p363.] 

[ * Mr.  Grahame  hai  poured  forth  two  vnlumct  of  cant,  under 

I (he  name  of  ’‘Sabbath  Walk*,”  and  •*  Biblical  IHcture*.”  — 
I [Thit  very  vniatilc  man,  and  pleating  poet,  puhlUhcd  tubtr- 
I quently  The  Birdt  of  Scotland,”  and  other  piecet ; but  hit 
reputation  retti  on  bit  ” .Sabbath.”  He  began  life  at  an  ad* 

I vocate  at  the  Edinburgh  bar  ; but  be  had  little  lucrcit  there, 
and  being  of  a melancholy  and  very  devout  (emperement, 
entered  into  holy  orders,  axwl  retired  to  a curacy  near  Durham, 
where  be  died  to  Ifill.] 

* (Immediatelv  before  (hit  line,  we  find  In  the  original 
’ manutcripc  the  following,  which  Lord  Brmn  good  uaturcdly 
[ contented  to  oraiu  at  the  request  of  Mr  Dallas,  who  was,  no 
I doubt,  a friend  of  the  scribbler  they  refer  to : « 

j ” In  verse  most  ttalc,  unprofitable,  flat  — - 
I Come,  let  tu  change  the  scene,  and  ‘ gfeww  ’ with  Pratt ; 
In  him  .'ui  author's  luckless  1*4  behold, 

Cofulcinn'd  tn  make  the  books  which  once  he  sold : 
Degrade*!  inus  1 again  resume  tliy  traric  — 

The  votarirs  of  the  Muse  are  ill  repaid, 

'Though  dally  puffs  once  more  Invite  to  buy 
A new  edition  of  thy  * SyiDpalhy,*  ” 

To  which  this  note  was  appended Mr.  Pratt,  once  a Bath 
bookseller,  now  a London  author,  has  wrilten  a*  mueh.  to  as 
' little  purpose,  as  any  of  his  scribbling  eotcmpnrariev.  Mr.  P.'s 
* Sympathy  * it  In  rhyme;  but  bis  prose  productions  are  the 
most  voluminou*.”  The  more  poptilar  of  these  latt  were 
entitled  “ Gleanings.”] 

* See  Bowles's  “ Sonnet  to  Oxford,”  and  ” Sbinzas  on  hear. 

' mg  the  Betlf  of  Osicnd.” 

* ” Awake  a louder.”  Ac.  Is  the  first  line  in  Bowles’s 


And  Alt  thou  not  their  prince,  bArmonloiu  Bowlefi  f 
Thou  first,  great  oracle  of  tender  souls  ? 

^^'lietbcr  thou  ling’st  with  equal  ca.se,  and  grief. 

The  fall  of  empires,  or  a yellow  leaf ; 

^Vhethe^  thy  mu.se  most  lamentably  tells 
What  merry  sound-t  proceed  from  Oxford  bells,  ^ 

Or,  still  in  bells  delighting,  finds  a friend 
III  every  chime  that  jingled  from  Ostend; 

Ah  ! how  much  juster  were  thy  muse’s  hap. 

If  to  thy  bells  thou  wouldst  but  add  a cap ! 
Delightful  Bowlesf  still  blessing  .*uid  still  blest, 

All  love  thy  strain,  but  children  like  it  best 
Tis  thine,  with  gentle  Little's  moral  song, 

To  soothe  the  mania  of  the  amorous  throng! 

With  thee  our  nursery  damsels  shed  their  tears, 

Krc  miss  as  yet  completes  her  Infant  years : 

But  in  her  teens  thy  whining  powers  are  vain; 

She  quits  poor  Bowles  for  Little’s  purer  strain.  ^ 
Now  to  soft  themes  thou  scomest  to  confine 
T'he'lofty  numbers  of  a harp  like  thine; 

“ Awake  a louder  and  a loWcr  rtraln,” 

Such  as  none  heard  before,  or  will  again ! 

>Vhere  all  Discoveries  Jumbled  from  the  flood, 

Since  first  the  leaky  ark  reposed  in  mud. 

By  more  or  less,  are  sung  In  every  book, 

From  Captain  Noah  down  to  Captain  Cook. 

Nor  this  alone;  but,  pausing  on  the  road, 

The  bard  sighs  forth  a gentle  episode ; 7 

.And  gravely  tells — attend,  c.och  beauteous  raUs  ! — 

When  first  Madeira  trembled  to  a ki.HS. 

Bowles  I In  thy  memory  let  this  precept  dwell. 

Stick  to  thy  sonnets,  man  ! — at  least  they  sclL^ 


*'  Spirit  of  Discovery;"  a very  spirited  and  pretty  dwarf-epic. 
Among  other  exquisite  lines  wc  nave  the  foUowing : — 

••  A klu 

Stole  on  the  IItt*ning  silenre,  never  ret 
Here  heard ; thcy*trerablcd  even  as  if  the  power,”  Sc.  4c. 
ThRt  Is,  the  woods  of  Madeira  trembled  to  a kiss  ; very  much 
I astonished,  as  well  they  might  be,  at  such  a phenomenon.— 
i r**  Misquoted  and  mliundcrstnot  by  rae ; but  not  intentlnn^ly. 

' It  was  not  the  ' woods.’  but  'the  people  in  them  who 
' trembled  — whr.  Heaven  only  knows  — unless  they  were  over, 
heard  making  the  prodigious  smack.”  — .Byron,  iMfi.] 
f The  ejiiiode  above  alluded  to  is  the  story  of  *•  llohert  i 
Machin  ” and  **  Anna  d' Arfet,”  a pair  of  constant  lovers,  who 
performed  the  kiu  above  meotioued,  that  startled  Uie  woods 
of  Madeira. 

• P‘  Although,”  says  Lord  Bpon,  in  1821.  •*  I regret  haring 
published  • English  Uords  and  Scotch  KevlcweTS.'  the  part 
which  I regret  the  least  is  that  which  regards  Mr.  Bowles,  i 
with  reference  to  Pope.  Whilst  I was  writing  tJial  public*  i 
ation,  In  1807  and  I8(w.  Mr.  Hobhouse  was  d^mui  that  I 1 
should  express  our  mutual  opinion  of  Pope,  and  of  Mr. 
Bowles's  Mitlon  of  his  works.  As  1 had  completed  mr  out* 
line,  and  felt  lazy,  t requested  that  Ac  would  do  la  Me  did 
it  His  fourteen  lines  on  Bowles's  Pope  are  in  the  first 
edition  of  ‘ Engliib  Bards.’  and  are  quite  as  severe,  and  much 
more  poetical,  than  myown  in  the  second.  On  reprinting  the  | 
work,  as  1 put  my  name  to  It,  I omitted  Mr.  Hobhouse's  fines,  I 
by  which  tne  work  gained  less  than  Mr-  Buwies.”—  ’The  | 
following  are  the  lines  written  by  Mr.  Hobhouse : — 

**  Stick  to  thy  sonnets,  roan  ! — at  least  they  sril. 

Or  take  the  only  juUh  that  open  lies 

For  modern  worinies  who  would  hope  to  rise : 

Elx  on  some  well-known  name,  and,  bit  by  bit. 

Pare  olfthe  merits  of  his  worth  and  wit  ; 

On  each  alike  employ  the  critic’s  knife. 

And  when  a comment  fails,  prefix  a Life  ; 

Hint  certain  failings,  faults  before  unknown, 

Review  forgotten  lies,  and  add  your  own  j 
Let  no  disease,  let  no  ruiifortune  'scape. 

And  print.  If  luckily  deform'd.  Iiii  shape: 

Thus  shall  the  world,  quite  umlect'iv^  at  last. 

Cleave  to  their  present  wits,  and  qiUt  their  post ; 

Bards  once  revercil  no  more  with  favour  view. 

But  give  (heir  modern  somHtGers  their  due  ; 

Ibas  with  the  dead  may  living  merit  eoi>e,  I 

’i'bui  Bowles  may  triumph  o'er  Uie  ihasio  of  Pope.”] 
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But  If  Kmie  new-born  whim,  or  larger  bribe, 

Prompt  thj  crude  brain,  and  claim  thee  for  a acribe ; 
If  chance  aome  bard,  though  once  by  dunces  fear'd, 
Now,  prone  In  dust,  can  only  be  revered  ; 

If  Pope,  whose  fame  and  genius,  from  the  first. 

Have  foil’d  the  best  of  critics,  needs  the  worst. 

Do  thou  essay : each  fault,  each  fklling  scan  ; 

The  first  of  poets  was,  alas!  but  man. 

I Rake  from  each  ancient  dunghill  ev’ry  pearl, 

I Consult  Ijord  Fanny,  and  confide  In  Curll ; ‘ 

Let  all  the  scandals  of  a former  age 
Perch  on  thy  pen,  and  flutter  o’er  thy  page ; 

Affect  a candour  which  thou  canst  not  feel. 

Clothe  envy  in  the  garb  of  honest  seal ; 

I Write,  as  if  St.  John’s  soul  could  still  ln.splro. 

And  do  from  hate  what  Mallet’  did  for  hire. 

Ob  I hadst  thou  lived  In  that  congenial  time, 

To  rave  with  Dennis,  and  with  Ralph  to  rhyme ; > 

I Throng'd  with  the  rest  around  hU  living  head, 

I Not  raised  tby  hoof  against  the  Hon  dead ; * 

A meet  reward  had  crown'd  thy  glorious  gains 
And  link’d  thee  to  the  Dundad  for  thy  pains.  ^ 

Another  epic  ! Who  inflicts  again 
More  books  of  blank  upon  the  sons  of  men  ? 

Boeotian  Cottle,  rich  Bristowa’s  boast. 

Imports  old  stories  from  the  Cambrian  coast, 

And  sends  bis  goods  to  market  — all  alhx  ! 

Lines  forty  thousand,  cantos  twenty-five  ! 

Fresh  fish  from  Helicon®!  who'll  buy  ? who’ll  buy  ? 
The  precious  bargain 's  cheap  — In  faith,  not  I. 

Your  turtle-feeder’s  verse  mast  needs  be  flat, 

Though  Bristol  bloat  him  with  the  verdant  fiit ; 

If  Commerce  fills  the  purse,  she  clogs  the  brain, 

And  Amos  Cottle  strikes  the  lyre  in  vain. 

In  him  an  author's  luckless  lot  behold, 

Condemn’d  to  make  the  books  which  once  he  sold. 
Oh,  Amos  Cottle  I — Pheebus ! what  a name. 

To  fill  the  speaking  trump  of  future  fame ! — 

* Curll  U one  of  the  heroes  of  the  Dundad,  and  was  a bnok- 
•cUer.  I»rd  Fanny  Is  the  poetical  name  of  Lord  Herrey, 
author  of*'  Lines  to  the  lmitat'>r  of  Horace.*’ 

> Lord  Bolinghroke  hired  klallet  to  traduce  Pope  after  hfs 
decease,  because  the  poet  bad  retained  some  copies  of  a work 
by  Lord  Bolingbrukc.— **  the  Patriot  Kina.”  ~ which  that 

' mlendid  but  malignant  geitiut  had  ordered  to  b«  destroyed. 

r*  Boiinrtroke’i  thirst  of  vengeance, ” says  Dr.  Johusou, 
*'  incited  him  to  blast  the  memory  of  the  man  over  whom  he 
bad  «'ept  in  his  last  strugglci ; and  he  employed  klalirt, 
another  friend  of  Pope,  to  tell  the  tale  to  the  public,  with  all 
Its  agfravatkias.**] 

’ Dennis  tbe  critic,  and  Ralph  the  rhymester. 

" Silence,  ye  wolves  S while  Ralph  to  Cynthia  howls. 
Making  night  hideous  : answer  him,  ye  owls )”  — 

1 * See  Bowles'i  late  edition  of  Pope's  Works,  for  which 

i be  received  three  hundred  pounds.  Thus  Mr.  B.  has  expe- 
rienced how  much  easier  it  is  to  profit  by  the  reputation  of 
; another  than  to  elevate  his  own. 

* [Lord  Byron's  MS.  note  of  1816  on  this  passage  is,-~ 
; **  Too  savage  all  this  on  Bowles  : ’’  and  well  might  ho  say  so. 

That  venerable  person  is  still  living  ; and  in  spite  of  all  the 
criticisms  to  which  his  injudicioui  edition  of  rope  exposed 
him  afterwards,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  L»rd  B..  in  his 
calmer  moments,  did  justice  to  tliaC  exquisite  [netiral  genius 
,1  which,  by  their  own  cimfession,  originally  insplrod  ttuth 
Wordsworth  and  Coleridge.} 

* p*  Fresh  fish  from  Helicon  1 Helicon  **  Is  a mountain, 
I and  not  a fish-pond.  It  should  have  been  **  llippucmiv.''  — 
I Bjrron,  1816.} 

I f Mr.  Cottle.  Amos,  Joseph,  1 don’t  know  which,  Imt  one  or 
I both,  once  sellers  of  Itonks  tney  did  out  write,  and  now  writers 
, of  books  they  do  not  sell,  hare  published  a pair  of  epics. 

i*‘  Alfred,”— Lpoor  Alfred!  Pyn  has  been  at  nim  too  11 

•*  Alfred,”  atKl  the  *‘  Fail  of  T-unbria : ” 

* [Here  Lord  B.  notes  In  lalG : — ” All  right.  I saw  some 


Oh,  Amos  Cottle  t for  a moment  think  I 

What  meagre  profits  spring  from  pen  and  ink ! 

When  thus  devoted  to  poetic  dreams, 

Who  will  peruse  thy  proctituted  reams  ? 

Oh ! pen  perverted  t paper  misap]ilied  ! 

Had  Cottle’  itlll  adorn'd  the  counter's  <ide. 

Bent  o'er  the  desk,  or,  bora  to  useful  toils. 

Been  taught  to  make  the  paper  which  he  soils. 

Plough'd,  delved,  or  plied  the  oar  with  lusty  Hm.b, 

He  had  not  sung  of  Wales,  nor  I of  him.  * I 

At  Sisyphus  against  the  infernal  steep  j 

Rolls  the  huge  rock  whose  motions  ne'er  may  sleep,  ( 
So  up  thy  hill,  ambroelal  Richmond,  heaves  ] 

Dull  Maurice  '*  all  bis  granite  weight  of  leaves ; j 

Smooth,  solid  monuments  of  mental  pain  ! 'i 

Tbe  petrifuctious  of  a plodding  brain,  [again.  ' 

That,  ere  they  reach  the  top,  fall  lumbering  back  I 

With  broken  lyye,  and  cheek  serenely  pale,  [j 

Lo ! sad  Alcseus  wanders  down  the  vale ; 

Though  fair  they  rose,  and  might  have  bl  KJm’d  at  last. 
His  hopes  have  perish’d  by  the  northern  blast : 

Nipp’d  In  the  bud  by  Caledonian  gales. 

His  blossoms  wither  as  the  blast  prevalli  f 

O’er  his  lost  works  let  dauic  Sheffield  weep ; ' 

May  no  rude  hand  disturb  their  early  sleep  I ' 

Yet  say ! why  should  the  bard  at  once  resign 
His  claim  to  favour  from  the  sacred  Nine  ? 

For  ever  startled  by  the  mingled  howl 
Of  northern  wolves,  that  still  In  da^knc^s  prowl  j 
A coward  brood,  which  mangle  as  they  prey. 

By  hclli'ih  instinct,  all  that  cross  their  way  ; I 

Aged  or  young,  the  Bring  or  the  dead,  | 

No  mercy  find — these  harpies  ••  must  be  fed. 

Why  do  the  injured  unresisting  yield 
The  calm  possession  of  their  native  field  ? 

Why  tamely  thus  before  their  fangs  retreat. 

Nor  hunt  the  bloodhounds  back  to  Arthur's  Scat  ? i*  i 

letters  of  thU  fellow  (Joseph  Coltlel  to  an  unfortiioate  poetiws, 
whose  prodiinioru,  wlitcn  the  poor  woman  )>y  no  iner.ns 
thoueht  vainly  of,  ho  attacked  so  roughly  and  irttU-rlr.  that 
I could  hardly  resist  aaiailing  him.  even  were  H UDjust/whicb 
H is  not— for  verilv  be  Is  an  an”— B.  lAlft  — The  same 
perion  has  had  the  honour  to  be  recorded  In  the  Ainiiocoblo, 
probably  by  Catmlng : — j 

**  And  Cotlle.not  he  who  that  Alfred  made  famous,  I 
But  Joseph,  of  Bristol,  the  broUier  of  Ami's. ”j  I 

• Mr.  Maurice  hath  manufactured  the  component  parts  of  a 
ponderous  quarto,  upon  the  beauties  of”  Richmond  Hill.”  and 
the  like:  — It  alto  takes  in  a charming  view  of  Turcham 
Creen,  Hammersmith,  Brentford,  Old  and  Kew,  and  (ha  I 
parts  adjacent.  — (The  Rev.  'ITiumas  Maurice  also  wrote 
” WestnUnster  Abbey,’*  and  other  poems,  the  **  History  of 
Ancient  and  Modem  Hiudostan,”  Ac  , and  hit  own  **  Metnoiis; 
comprehendinjr  Anecdotes  of  i.iter.iry  Characters,  durtiut  a 
perlM  of  thirty  tr*rs — avrry  amusing  piece  of  auloblo- 
kraphy.  He  died  in  1824,  at  his  apartments  In  the  British 
Museum  j where  be  hod  been  for  some  sears  i^iistant  keeper 
of  MSS.} 

•*  Poor  Montgomciy.  though  rralseil  hr  every  F.ngllih  Re- 
view, has  been  bitterly  reviled  by  the  Edinburgh.  After  all, 
the  bard  of  SbefBeld  is  a man  of  cuiuidcrobie  genius.  His 
” Wanderer  of  Switzerland  ” Is  worth  a Ihoutand  ” Lyrl^ 
Rollads,”  and  at  least  fifty  ” degraded  epics-'* 

" [In  a M.S.  critique  on  this  satire,  by  the  late  Reveretkl 
William  Crowe,  public  orator  at  Oxford,  th"  lDcoo(?ruUy  of 
these  metaphors  is  thus  noticed:  — ” Within  the  space  of 
three  or  four  couplets  he  transforms  a man  into  as  many  dif- 
ferent anlmsls:  allow  him  but  the  compass  of  three  fines, 
and  he  will  mebunurphose  him  frmn  a wolf  into  a harpr.  and 
in  three  more  he  will  make  him  a blood-hound.**  On  sucing 
Mr.  Crowe's  remarks.  Lord  Byron  desired  Mr.  Murray  to 
substitute,  in  the  copy  in  his  possession,  for  ” heUiih  Initloet,” 

“ brtUal  Instinct.”  for  " harpirt"  '‘jek-nt,"  and  for**  Uvod* 
Aowads,”  ” Acf/-A«ind#.’'} 

■>  Arthur’s  Seat ; the  hill  widch  overhangs  Edinburgh.  | 
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Ilralth  to  immortal  Jeffrey  > I once,  in  name, 
England  cuuUl  boast  a Judge  almost  the  tame  ; 

In  Mul  50  like,  so  merciful,  yet  just. 

Some  think  that  Satan  has  resign'd  his  trust. 

And  gi^en  the  spirit  to  the  world  again, 

To  sentence  letters,  as  be  sentenced  men. 

With  hand  less  mighty,  but  with  heart  a.s  black. 
With  voice  as  willing  to  decree  the  rack  t 
Bred  in  the  courts  betimes,  though  all  that  law 
As  yet  hath  taught  him  is  to  And  a flaw ; 

Since  well  instructed  In  the  patriot  w'hool 
To  rail  at  party,  though  a party  tool. 

Who  knows,  if  chance  hb  patrons  should  restore 
Back  to  the  sway  they  forfeited  before. 

His  scribbling  toils  some  recompense  may  meet. 

And  raise  this  Daniel  to  the  judgment-scat?^ 

Let  Jeffreys'  shade  indulge  the  pious  ho(ic, 

And  greeting  thus,  present  him  with  a rope : 

“ Heir  to  my  virtues  I man  of  equal  mind  ! 

Skill'd  to  condemn  as  to  traduce  mankind. 

This  cord  receive,  for  thee  reserved  with  care. 

To  wield  In  judgment,  and  at  length  to  wear.** 

Health  to  great  Jeffrey  ! Heaven  preserve  his  life 
To  flourish  on  the  fertile  shores  of  Fife, 

And  guard  U sacred  In  Its  future  wars. 

Since  authors  sometimes  seek  the  field  of  Mars ! 

Can  none  remember  that  eventful  day,  > 

That  ever  glorious,  almost  fatal  firay, 

\Vhen  Little's  leadicss  pistol  met  his  eye. 

And  Bow-street  myrmidons  stood  laughing  by  ? < 

Oh,  day  disastrous  { on  her  rirm-set  rock, 

Dunedin's  castle  felt  a secret  shock  ; 

Dark  roll'd  the  s^'mpathette  waves  of  Forth, 

I»w  groan'd  the  startled  whirlwinds  of  tlie  north  ; 
'I'weed  ruffled  half  his  waves  to  form  a tear, 

The  other  half  pursued  its  calm  career ; ^ 

Arthur's  steep  simimit  nodded  to  its  base. 

The  surly  Tulbooth  scarcely  kept  her  place. 

• [Mr.  Jeffrey,  who,  after  the  first  Number  or  two.  sue- 
reeded  the  Her.  Srdney  Smith  In  the  editorship  of  the  Kdin- 
lmr*h  Reriew,  retired  from  his  critical  post  some  little  time 
before  he  was  appuintcfl  I.ord  Adrocatc  for  Scotland:  he 
Is  DOW  (1436)  a I..ord  of  ScMkm.  **  I hare  often,  since  my  re- 
turn to  England,”  says  Lord  Byron,  (Dimy,  ISM,)  “ heard 
Jeffrey  mmt  highly  commended  oy  those  who  knew  him.  for 
thlnn  indepvn<lcnt  of  his  talenu.  I admire  him  for  fAw— 
not  because  he  has  praised  mr,  but  because  he  It,  perhaps, 
the  only  man  who,  under  the  relatiotu  in  which  he  and  I 
lUnd,  or  stooil.  with  regard  to  each  other,  would  have  had 
the  liberality  to  act  thus  : none  hut  a great  soul  dared  iuuard 
it  — a little  tcrll>bier  would  have  gone  on  cavilling  to  the  end 
of  the  chapter.*'] 

’ C**  Too  ferocious— this  is  mere  losaidky.*' — B.  1616.3 

• [**  AU  this  Is  bed.  because  persooaL”—  B.  1616] 

• In  1606,  Messrs.  Jeffrey  and  Moore  met  at  Chalk-Farm. 
The  duel  was  prevented  by  (he  interference  of  the  magistracy  ; 
and,  on  examination,  the  balls  of  the  pistols  were  found  to 
have  evaporated.  This  incident  gave  occasion  to  much  wag- 
irery  in  tnc  daily  prints.  fThe  alsove  note  was  struck  nut  of 
(he  fifth  editioD.  and  the  following,  after  being  submitted  to 
Mr.  Moore,  svibstltiited  in  iu  place  : — **  I am  Informed  that 
Mr.  Moore  publishe<l  at  the  time  a dluvnwal  of  the  state. 
mrtiU  in  the  newspapers,  as  far  as  regarded  himself ; and,  in 
iuftice  to  him.  1 mention  this  circumstance.  As  I never 
hwd  of  it  before,  I cannot  state  the  particulars,  and  was 

only  made  acquaintud  with  the  fact  very  lately November  4. 

Ihll.] 

• Tim  Tweed  here  bdiaved  with  proper  decorum  : It 
would  have  been  highly  reprehensible  in  the  English  naif 
of  the  liver  to  have  shown  the  smallest  symptom  W appre- 
hentina 

• nds  display  of  sympathy  on  the  part  of  the  Tolbooth 

(the  twlncipal  prison  in  Kdlnburch), which  truly  seems  to 
Ii4*e  lieen  m«>sl  affectwi  on  (hit  oevasfam,  is  much  to  bo  com- 
mended. It  was  to  be  apprehended,  that  the  many  unhappy 


The  Tolbooth  felt  — for  marble  someUmet  can. 

On  aucb  occasions,  feel  ns  much  as  man  — 

The  Tolbooth  felt  defrauded  of  bis  charms. 

If  Jeffray  died,  except  within  her  arms : * 

Nay  last,  not  least,  on  that  iK}rtentous  mom. 

The  sixteenth  story,  where  himself  was  bom. 

His  patrimonial  garret,  fell  to  ground. 

And  pole  Edina  shudder'd  at  the  sound ; 

Strew'd  were  the  streets  around  with  milk-white 
reams, 

Flow'd  all  the  Canongate  with  Inky  streams ; 

This  of  hU  candour  seem'd  the  sable  dew, 

That  of  his  valour  show'd  the  bloodless  hue ; 

And  all  with  justice  deem'd  the  two  combined 
The  mingled  emblems  of  his  mighty  mind. 

But  Caledonia's  goddess  hover’d  o'er 

The  field,  and  saved  him  from  the  wrath  of  Moore ; 

From  either  pistol  snatch'd  the  vengeful  lead. 

And  straight  restored  it  to  her  favourite’s  head  ; 

That  head,  with  greater  than  magnetic  pow’r. 

Caught  it,  as  Danae  caught  the  golden  shuw'r. 

And,  though  the  thickening  dross  will  scarce  refine. 
Augments  its  ore,  and  is  itself  a mine. 

My  son,"  she  cried,  *•  ne’er  thirst  for  gore  again. 
Resign  the  pistol  and  resume  the  pen ; 

O'er  politics  and  poesy  preside. 

Boast  of  thy  countr}*,  and  Britannia's  guide  ! 

For  long  as  Albion's  heedless  sons  submit. 

Or  Scottish  ta.ste  decides  on  English  wit. 

So  long  shall  last  thine  unmolested  reign, 

Nor  any  dare  to  take  thy  name  in  vain. 

Behold,  a chosen  b,ind  shall  aid  thy  plan. 

And  own  thee  chieftain  of  the  critic  clan. 

First  in  the  oat-fed  phalanx  shall  be  seen 
The  travell'd  thane,  Athenian  Aberdeen.* 

Herbert  shall  wield  Thor's  hammer  ^ and  sometimes. 
In  gratitude,  tboult  praise  his  rugged  rhymes. 

8mug  Sydney^  too  thy  bitter  page  shall  seek. 

And  classic  Hallam  *<>,  much  renown’d  for  Greek ; 

cHmltvili  executed  In  the  front  might  hare  rendered  the 
edifice  more  callout.  She  It  tald  to  be  of  the  tofter  sex,  be. 
cause  her  delicacy  of  feeling  on  thli  day  was  truly  feniniae. 
though,  like  most  feminine  impulses,  perh^  a little  selfish. 

t His  lordship  has  been  much  abroad.  Is  a member  of  the 
Athenian  Society,  and  reviewer  of  *•  Cell's  Topography  of 
Troy.”  — [Ceor^  Hamilton  Gordon,  fourth  Karl  of  Aber- 
deen, K.T„  F.R.S.,  and  P.S.A.  In  1932,  his  lordship  putv 
llshed  an  ” Inquiry  Into  the  Principles  of  Beauty  in  Grecian 
Architecture.”] 

■ Mr.  Herbert  Ii  a translator  of  Icelandic  and  other  poetry. 
One  of  the  principal  pieces  is  a ” Song  on  the  Itecovery  of 
Thor's  Hammer : ” the  translation  is  a pleasant  chant  In 
the  vulgar  tongue,  and  endeth  thus : — 

**  Instead  of  money  and  rings.  1 wot. 

The  hammer’s  hruitet  were  her  lot. 

Thus  Odin's  son  his  liammer  got.” 

[The  Hon.  William  Herbert,  brother  to  the  Earl  of  Camar- 
von.  He  also  published,  in  1611,  **  Helga,”  a poem  in  sereo 
cantos.] 

• The  Rev.  Sydney  Smith,  the  reputed  author  of  Peter 
Plyraley'l  I.ctter<.  and  sundry  rrlticUmt.  — (Now  (1436)  one 
of  the  Canons  Residentiary  of  St.  Pauls,  Arc.  " I>3’son's  Ad- 
dreu  to  his  Constituents  on  tho  Keform  Bill,”  and  many 
other  piece*  published  anonymously  or  pscudonomonily,  are 
generally  ascribed  to  this  eminently  witty  person,  who  has 
put  forth  nothing,  U is  believed,  In  his  own  name,  except  a 
volume  of  Sermons.] 

Mr.  Hallam  reviewed  Knight’s  “ Taste.”  and  was 

excecHllugly  severe  on  some  Greek  verses  therein.  It  was  not 
discovered  that  the  lines  were  Pindar’s  till  the  press  rendered 
It  Impossible  to  c-ancH  the  critique,  which  »tlU  stands  an  ever- 
, lasting  monument  of  Halt.im's  Ingenuity.  — .Vo/<  lutttnt  to 
I sreond  — The  said  Hallam  is  Inrenseil  because  Iw  is 

I falsely  arruied,  seeing  that  he  never  dinrth  at  Holland  Hou«e. 
If  this  be  true,  I am  sorry  — not  for  having  said  so,  ^it  im 
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Scott  may  perchance  hit  name  and  influence  lend, 

^ And  paltry  I*illans>  shall  traduce  his  friend; 

' While  gay  Thalia's  lucklcM  Totar>*,  Lambe,^ 

Damn'd  like  the  devil,  dcvil-Uke  will  damn. 

Known  be  thy  name,  unbounded  be  thy  sway  1 
Thy  Holland's  banquets  shall  each  toil  repay ; 

While  grateful  Britdn  yields  the  praise  she  owes 
To  Holland's  hirelings  and  to  learning's  foes. 

Tet  mark  one  caution  ere  thy  next  Review 
Spread  its  light  wings  of  saff^n  and  of  blue, 

Beware  lest  blundering  Brougham  9 destroy  the  sale, 
Turn  beef  to  bannocks,  cauliflowers  to  kail." 

Thus  having  said,  the  kilted  goddess  kiss’d 
Her  son,  and  vanish'd  In  a Scottish  mist^ 

Then  prosper,  Jeffrey  I pertest  of  the  train 
Whom  Scotlud  pampers  with  her  fiery  grain  I 
Whatever  blessing  waits  a genuine  Scot, 

In  double  portion  swells  thy  glorious  lot ; 

For  thee  Edina  culls  her  evening  sweet*. 

And  showers  their  odours  on  thy  candid  sheets 
Whose  hue  and  fragrance  to  thy  work  adhere  — 

This  scents  its  pages,  and  that  gilds  its  rear.^ 

Lo  ! blushing  Itch,  coy  nymph,  enamour’d  grown, 
Forsakes  the  rest,  and  cleaves  to  thee  alone  ; 

And,  too  unjust  to  other  IMctish  men, 

EiXjoys  thy  person,  and  inspires  thy  pen  \ ^ 

bii  account,  at  I nndentand  hit  lonUhIp't  featU  arc  prefer- 
able to  hit  compoaitiona.  — If  he  did  not  review  Lord  Hol- 
Uod’a  performance,  i am  glad,  because  it  mutt  have  been 
painful  u>  read,  and  irktome  to  proite  it.  If  Mr.  Hallara  will 
tell  me  who  did  review  it,  the  real  n.ame  ihall  And  a place  in 
the  teat ; provided,  ncvertheleti,  the  said  namo  be  of  two 
orthodox  musical  syllaidea,  aud  will  come  into  the  verse  : till 
then,  Hallam  mutt  stand  for  want  of  a better.  — [It  cannot 
be  necessary  to  vliullcate  the  great  author  of  the  **  Middle  ' 
Agea"  and  the  “ Constltutiuu^  History  of  England"  from 
the  insinuations  of  the  juvenile  poet.] 

f Plllans  Is  a tutor  at  Etnn.-.rMr,  Plllant  became  after- 
wards Rector  of  the  High  School  of  Edinburgh,  and  Anally 
Professor  of  Humanity  in  that  University.  There  waa 
not,  U is  believed,  the  aligbtest  foundation  (or  the  charge  la 
the  text.] 

* The  Hon.  George  Lambe  reviewed  **  Reretford’s  Mise- 
ries," and  Is  moreover,  author  of  a farce  enacted  with  much 
applause  at  the  Priory.  Stanmore ; and  damned  with  great 
expedition  at  the  late  theatre,  Coveot  Garden.  It  was  en- 
titled, “ Whistle  for  It."-.- [Mr.  Lambe  was,  in  ISIS,  the  suc- 
oettful  candidate  for  the  represeoiation  of  Westminster,  In 
opposition  to  Mr.  Hobhouso  ; who.  however,  defeated  him  in 
the  following  year.  In  Mr.  Lambe  published  a transla- 
tion of  Catullus.  In  1S32.  he  was  appointed  Under  Secretary 
of  State  for  the  Home  Department,  nia  chief  being  hla  brother. 
Lord  Melbourne.  He  died  in  li03.] 

> Mr.  Brougham,  In  Ko.  xxv,  of  the  Edinbu»h  Review, 
thrcMtghout  the  article  concerning  Dun  Pedro  de  Cev  alios,  has 
displayed  more  politics  than  policy ; many  of  the  worthy  bur- 
gesses of  Edinburgh  being  so  incensed  at  the  infamous  prin- 
ciples it  evinces,  as  to  have  withdrawn  their  subscriptiona  — 

[ Hero  followed,  in  the  Arit  edition, — **  The  name  of  this 
personage  is  pronounced  Broom  In  the  south,  but  the  truly 
northern  and  musicai  pronunciation  is  Baoiion-Aif.  in  two 
syllables;"  but  for  this  Lord  B.  substituted  in  the  second 
edition:  — *•  It  teems  that  Mr.  Brougham  is  not  a Piet,  as 
I supp«)ted,  hut  a Borderer,  and  his  name  la  pronounced 
Broom,  from  Trent  to  I'ay.  — so  be  IL"] 

* I ought  to  apologise  to  the  worthy  deities  for  Introducing 
a new  goddeta  with  short  petticoats  to  their  notice:  but,  alas  I 
what  waa  to  be  done  ? I could  not  say  Caledonia's  geniu«.  It 
being  well  known  there  is  no  such  genius  to  be  found  ftom 
Clackmanan  to  Caithneas;  yet,  without  supernatural  agency, 
how  was  JeAVey  to  Us  saveu  ? The  national  * kelpies"  are 
IcM  iinpoctical,  and  the  " brownlea  " and  “ gude  neighbours  " 
(spirits  of  a good  disposition)  refused  to  extricate  him.  A 
gnldess,  therefore,  has  been  called  for  the  purpose  ; and  great 
ought  to  be  the  gratitude  of  JeAi-ey.  seeing  It  ft  the  only  com- 
munication he  ever  held,  or  is  likely  to  bold,  with  any  thing 
bcavcniy. 

^ .*1«e  tbe  colour  of  the  back  btodlsg  of  tha  Edinburgh 
Review.  j 


Hluitrious  HolLind  ! hard  would  be  his  lot. 

His  hirelings  mention’d,  and  himself  forgot  V 
Holland,  with  Henry  Petty  * at  his  bock. 

The  whlppcr-ln  and  huntsman  of  the  pack. 

Blest  be  the  banquets  spread  at  Holland  Huuse,*^* 

Where  Scotchmen  feed,  and  critics  may  caroui«e  I 
Jx>ng,  long  beneath  that  hospitable  roof 
Shall  Grub-street  dine,  while  duns  arc  kept  aloof 
See  honest  Hallam  lay  aside  hU  fork. 

Resume  his  pen,  review  his  Lordship's  work, 

And,  grateful  for  the  dainties  on  his  plate, 

Declare  his  landlord  can  at  least  translate  I lo 
Dunedin  t view  thy  children  with  delight. 

They  write  for  food— and  feed  because  they  write  : 
And  lest,  when  hciited  with  the  unusual  grape. 

Some  glowing  thoughts  should  to  the  press  escape. 
And  tinge  with  red  the  female  reader's  cheek. 

My  lady  skims  the  cream  of  each  critique ; 

Breathes  o’er  the  page  her  purity  of  soul, 

Reforms  each  error,  and  refines  the  whole. 

1 

I Now  to  the  Drama  turn  — Oh  ! motley  right ! 

I WTiat  precious  scenes  the  wondering  eyes  invite  I 
I Puns,  and  a prince  within  a barrel  pent,^^ 
j And  Dibdin's  nonsense  yield  complete  content 
I Though  now,  thank  Heaven ! the  Rosciomanla's  o'er, 

I And  full-grown  actors  are  endured  once  more ; 

I * [Id  the  tcDth  cinto  of  Don  Juan,  tiord  Byron  pays  the 
! following  pretty  compliment  to  hU  quondam  anUgonUt : — 

I " And  all  our  little  feuds  — at  least  all  mine  — 

I Dear  JuAl'ey,  once  my  most  redoubted  foe, 

(As  lor  as  rliyine  and  criticism  cembme 
To  make  such  pujipets  of  us  things  below.) 

Are  over : here  *s  a health  to  * Aula  I-ang  Syne  ; * 
do  not  know  you,  aud  may  never  know 
Your  face  — but  you  have  aited  on  the  whole 
Most  nobly,  and  I own  it  from  my  soul"] 

' ["  Bad  enough,  and  on  mistaken  grounds  too."— B. 
1816.] 

” [Lord  Henry  Petty;— now  (1836)  M.arqueu  of  Lans- 
downe] 

* [In  ISIS,  Lord  Brron  dedicated  the  Bride  of  Ahydos  to 
Loni  Holland ; and  we  AzmI  in  bis  Journal  (Nov.  17th)  this 
passage  : — - I have  had  a most  kind  iHler  from  Ixird  Hoi- 
IoihI  on  the  Bride  of  Abydos.  which  he  likes,  and  in  does  I jsdr 
1!  This  Is  very  good-natured  in  both,  from  whom  I don't 
deserve  any  quarter.  Yet  1 dsd  think  at  the  time,  that  my 
cause  of  enmity  proceeded  from  Holland  House,  and  am  glad 
1 was  wrong,  and  wish  1 had  not  been  In  such  a hurry  with 
that  confounded  Satire,  of  which  1 would  suppress  even  the 
memor)‘ ; but  people,  now  they  cari't  get  it,  make  a fuss,  1 
verily  believe  out  of  contradiction."] 

Lord  Holland  lias  translated  some  specimens  of  Lo;«  de 
Ve^  inserted  in  bis  life  of  the  author.  Both  are  hepr.'used 
by  nls  disinure*t(d  guestx  — (We  are  not  aware  that  Lord  i 
Holland  subsequently  publish^  any  verses,  except  nn  mil-  I 
versally  admired  version  of  (he  'JMth  canto  of  (he  Orlando  I 
Purioso,  which  is  given  by  way  of  appendix  to  one  of  Mr.  W.  ' 
Siewxit  Rose's  vorumci.] 

O Certain  it  U,  her  ladyship  is  suspected  of  having  displayed 
her  matchless  wit  In  the  Edinburgh  Review.  However  (hat 
may  be,  we  know,  from  grxid  authority,  that  the  maniiscrljiU 
are  submitted  to  her  perusal — no  doubt,  for  correction. 

o In  the  mrlo-drama  of  Tekell,  that  heroic  prince  is  riapt 
Into  a barrel  on  the  •Uge  ; a new  asylum  for  distresi^d  he- 


roes.—[In  (he  original  M S.  the  note  stands  thus  In  the 
(lu-lo-drama  of  Tr-keli.  (hat  heroic  prince  is  t-lapt  intoa  barrel 
on  the  stage,  and  Court!  Evrard  in  (he*  Kort rest' bides  blmsrK 


In  a green-house  built  expressly  fnr  the  occasion.  *Tis  a 
pity  that  Theodore  Hook,  wlin  is  really  a man  of  talent,  should 
confine  hi*  gemus  to  such  pnltry  produrtiitns  as  the*  Kortrets.’ 
• Music  M;»d.’  Ac.  Ac."— Tills  extraordinary  humourist,  who 
was  A merebor  at  the  date  of  Lord  Byron's  satire,  aften*  arils 
distingiiUhed  himtelf  by  works  more  worthy  of  hisgitilitics— 
nine  volumes  of  J.ighlyjmpular  novels,  entitled  " Saying*  ;-nd 
Doings"— **  Giibeit  Guroey"— a world  of  political  jeus 
d'ctprttt  Ac.  Ac.] 


BYRON’S  M'ORKS. 


Tet  what  avail  thctr  vain  attempts  to  please, 

While  British  ciitica  sufTer  scenes  like  these ; 

While  Reynolds  vents  his  **  dammes  I ” **  poohi ! ” and 
“ sounds i ” * 

And  eommon>placc  and  common  sense  confounds  ? 

While  Kenney's  “ World”— ah!  where  Is  Kcnney’s« 

\ wit  ? — 

Tires  the  sad  gallery,  lulls  the  listless  pit ; 

And  Beaumont's  pilfer'd  Caratach  affords 
A tragedy  complete  in  all  but  words  ? 3 
Who  but  must  mourn,  while  these  are  all  the  rage. 

The  degradation  of  our  vaunted  stage  1 
I Heavens  I is  all  sense  of  shame  and  talent  gone  ? 

I Have  we  no  living  bard  of  merits  — none  I 
I A^vake,  George  Colman^  ! Cumterland^,  awake  I 
Ring  the  alaaim  bell  1 let  folly  quake ! 

Oh,  Sheridan  I if  aught  can  move  thy  pen. 

Let  Comedy  assume  her  throne  again ; 

Abjure  the  mummery  of  the  German  schools; 

Leave  new  Pizarros  to  translating  fools ; 

Give,  as  thy  last  memorial  to  the  ago. 

One  classic  drama,  and  reform  the  stage. 

GvrIs  ! o’er  those  boards  shall  Folly  rear  her  head, 

Where  Garrick  trod,  and  Siddons  lives  to  tre^upc 
On  those  shall  Farce  display  Buffoon'ry's  mask. 

And  Hook  conceal  his  heroes  in  a cask  ? 

Shall  sapient  managers  new  scenes  produce 
From  Cherry,  Skellington,  and  Mother  Goose 
While  Sbakspeare,  Otway,  Massinger,  forgot. 

On  shills  must  moulder,  or  in  closets  rot  ? 

J/3  1 with  what  pomp  the  dally  prints  proclaim 
The  rival  candidates  for  Attic  fame  ! 

In  grim  array  though  Lewis'  spectres  rise, 

Still  Skefflngton  and  Goose  divide  the  prize.  ? 

And  sure  ffrtat  Skefflngton  must  claim  our  ]>ralse. 

For  skirtlc»s  coats  and  skeletons  of  plays 
Renown'd  alike  ; whose  genius  ne'er  conflne« 

Her  flight  to  garnish  Greenwood's  gay  designs;* 

Nor  sleeps  with  “ Sleeping  Beauties,”  but  anon 
In  five  facetious  acts  comes  thundering  on,^ 

' All  th^  are  favourite  exprestJonf  of  Mr.  ReyDoldj,  tad 

firominent  In  hit  comedirs,  living  ami  defunct.  >-  [ITir  reader 
a referred  to  Mr.  Keynulda't  Autobifi^.qihy.  published  to 
1S26,  fur  a full  account  of  his  voluminous  writings  for  the 
sUgr.  j 

* [Mr.  Kenney  has  since  written  many  successful  drarau.] 

> .Mr.  *rhonuLS  Sheridan,  the  new  man.tgcr  of  Drury  Lane 
theatre,  stnp|»e<l  llie  tragedy  of  Bonduca  of  the  dialogue,  and 
exhibited  the  sermes  as  tlic  sptxftacle  of  C’ar.-tctocu«.  Was 
this  worthy  of  hU  sire  ? or  of  himself  ?—  [Thomas  Sheridan, 
who  united  much  of  the  ronvlvtal  wit  of  his  parent  to  many 
amiable  qualities,  received,  after  the  termination  of  his  thc> 
atrtcal  management,  the  appointment  of  colonial  paymaster 
at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  where  be  died  in  SeiUcmb^,  |n17, 

IcMving  a widow,  whose  novel  of  **  Carwell  '*  has  obtained 
much  approbation,  and  several  children;  among  others,  the 
acromplisheii  authoretv  of  **  Kosalie”  and  other  poems,  now 
the  Honourable  Mr*.  Norton.] 

* 1 loird  Byron  entertained  a high  opinion  of  George  Col- 

m.vi's  convivial  powers “ If  I hatU''  he  says,  “to choose, 

anA  could  not  have  both  M a time,  I shouio  say.  ‘ lat  me 
begin  thi*  evening  with  Sheridan,  and  ilnish  it  with  Colman.' 

Sheridan  for  diuner.  .ind  Colman  for  supper  ; Sheridan  for 
rl.vret  or  port,  but  Colman  for  every  thinq.  Sheridan  was  a 
frmvlier  comi>any  of  life*Kuards,  b*il  Colman  a whole  rcgl- 
meiU  — of  Ufiht  ti^antrff.  to  be  sure,  but  still  a regiment. 

Mr.  Colman  died  in  October,  IH36.”]  j 

' [idchard  Cumberinml,  the  welUknown  author  of  the 
**  West  Indian,"  the  “ Observer,"  ].nd  one  of  the  most  intv* 
estiog  of  autobiographies,  died  In  ISII.] 

• fin  alt  editions  previous  to  the  firth.  It  was,  “ Kemble  lives 
to  Iread."  Lord  Bymn  used  to  say.  that,  “ of  actors,  Cooke 
was  (hr  mo*t  natural,  Kcmhie  the  xtost  supernatural.  Kean 
(he  medium  (K'tween  the  two;  hilt  that  Mrs  siddons  was 

worth  them  all  iml  together."  Such  effect,  however,  had  , 

Kean’s  acting  on  nis  mind,  that  once,  on  seoing  him  play  Sir  event.”  -^Bgrcm^  1816.] 


While  poor  John  Bull,  bewilder’d  with  the  acenev 
Stores,  wondering  what  the  devil  it  can  mean  ; 

But  os  some  hands  applaud,  a venal  few  ( 

Bather  than  sleep,  why  John  applauds  it  too. 

Such  are  we  now.  Ah  1 wherefore  snould  we  turn 
To  what  our  fathers  were,  unless  to  mourn  ? 
Degenerate  Britons  ] are  ye  dead  to  shame. 

Or,  kind  to  dulness,  do  you  fear  to  blame  ? 

Well  may  the  nobles  of  our  present  race 
\Vatch  each  lUstortJon  of  a Naldi’s  face ; 

Well  may  they  smile  on  Italy's  buffoons. 

And  worship  Catelani's  pantMoons,>o 
Since  their  own  drama  ^elds  no  fairer  trace 
Of  wit  than  puns,  of  humour  than  grimace. 

Then  let  Ausonia,  skill'd  In  every  art 
To  soften  manners,  but  corrupt  the  heart. 

Tour  her  exotic  follies  o'er  the  town. 

To  sanction  Vice,  and  hunt  Decorum  down : 

Jyct  wedded  strumpets  languish  o'er  Deshayes, 

And  bless  the  promise  which  his  form  displays ; 
While  Gayton  bounds  before  th’ enraptured  looks 
Of  hoar>’  marquises  and  stripling  dukes : 

Let  high>bom  lechers  eye  the  lively  Prcsle 
Twirl  her  light  limbs,  that  spurn  the  needless  veil ; 
Let  AngioUnl  bare  her  breast  of  snow, 

Wave  the  white  arm,  and  point  the  pliant  toe ; 
Culllni  trill  her  love- inspiring  song. 

Strain  her  fair  neck,  and  charm  the  listening 
throng ! 

Whet  not  your  scythe,  suppressors  of  our  vice  I 
Reforming  saints  { too  delicately  nice  I 
By  whose  decrees,  our  sinful  souls  to  save. 

No  Sunday  tankards  foam,  no  barbers  shave ; 

And  beer  undrawn,  and  beards  unmown,  display 
Tour  holy  reverence  for  the  Sabbath>day. 

Or  hail  at  once  the  patron  and  the  pile 
Of  vice  and  folly,  Greville  and  Argyle  I 

On**»  Or»*rre.ich,  he  wa«  seixed  with  a sort  of  conruldve  flt. 
John  Kemble  di«id  In  1810.— hi*  Ulustrious  titter  lo  1890.] 

’ [Dlbdln't  panlomine  of  Mother  Goote  had  a run  of  nearly 
a hundred  nigbti,  and  brought  more  than  t«‘on^  llvouaand 
ponndi  lo  the  UcoMiry  of  Covent  Garden  theatre.] 

f Mr.  Greenwood  Is,  we  believe,  scene-painter  to  Drury- 
tane  theatre — as  such,  Mr.  Skefllngtoo  is  much  indebted  to 
him. 

• Mr.  [afterwards  Sir  Lnmiey]  Skefflngton  li  the  illuitrlout 
author  oi  the  " Sleeping  Beauty ; ” and  some  comedies,  pax- 
ticnlarly  " Maids  and  Bachelors : *'  Baccalauril  baeulo  magls 
quatn  lauro  dtgnl. 

•0  Naldi  and  Cataliini  requirelittle  notice ; for  the  visage  oi 
the  one  and  the  salary  of  the  other,  will  enable  us  long  to 
recollect  these  omuaing  vagabonds.  Besides,  we  are  still  black 
and  blue  from  the  squeeze  on  the  first  night  of  the  lady’s 
appear-mce  In  trousers. 

•*  [The  following  twenty  lines  were  struck  off  one  night 
after  Lord  Byron’s  return  from  the  Opera,  and  sent  the  next 
morning  to  tfic  printer,  with  a request  to  have  them  placed 
where  tiiry  now  appear.] 

To  prevent  any  blunder,  such  as  mistaking  a street  for  a 
man.  I beg  leave  to  state,  that  it  is  the  inititution,  ami  not  the 
duke  of  tbiU  name,  which  is  here  alluded  to.  A gentleman, 
with  whom  I am  slightly  aenuainted,  lost  in  the  Arf^le  Rooms 
several  thousand  pounds  at  mck-gammon.*  It  is  but  justice 
Co  the  muii^erln  this  Instance  to  say.  that  tome  degree  of 
disapprobation  was  manifested  : hut  why  are  the  implrmmts 
of  gaming  allowed  in  a place  devoted  to  the  society  of  both 
•exes  ? A pleasant  thing  for  the  wives  and  daughter*  of 
thuse  who  arc  blest  or  cursed  with  such  connections  to  hear 

• r**  True.  It  was  Billy  Way  who  lost  the  money.  I knew 
him,  .ind  was  a tubscTiber  to  the  Argyle  at  the  time  of  the 
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Where  you  proud  palace.  Fashion’s  hallow'd  fane, 
Spreads  wide  her  portals  for  the  motley  train. 

Behold  the  new  Petronius  * of  the  day, 

Our  arbiter  of  pleasure  and  of  play  I 
There  the  hired  eunuch,  the  Hesperian  choir. 

The  melting  lute,  the  soft  lasci>ious  lyre, 

The  song  from  Italy,  the  step  from  France, 

The  midnight  orgy,  and  the  mazy  dance. 

The  smile  of  beauty,  and  the  flush  of  wine. 

For  fops,  fools  gamesters,  knaves,  and  lords  combine : 
Each  to  bis  humour — Comus  all  allows ; 

Champaign,  dice,  music,  or  your  neighbour's  spouse. 
Talk  not  to  us,  ye  starving  sons  of  trade  1 
Of  piteous  ruin,  which  ourselves  have  made ; 

In  Plenty's  sunshine  Fortime's  minions  bask. 

Nor  think  of  poverty,  except  **  cn  masque,” 

Wheu  for  the  night  some  lately  titled  ass 
Appears  the  beggar  which  bis  grandslrc  was. 

The  curtain  dropp'd,  the  gay  burlclta  o’er. 

The  audience  take  their  turn  ui>on  the  floor ; 

Now  round  the  room  the  circling  dow'gers  swi'ep, 
Now  in  loose  waits  the  thin-clad  daughters  leap  *, 

The  first  In  lengthen'd  line  mjgestlc  swim. 

The  last  display  the  free  unfetter'd  limb ! 

Those  for  Hibernia's  lusty  sons  repair 

With  art  the  charms  which  nature  could  not  spare  ; 

These  after  husbands  wing  their  eager  flight. 

Nor  leave  much  mystery  for  the  nuptial  night. 

Oh  { blest  retreats  of  Infamy  and  ease. 

Where,  all  forgotten  but  the  power  to  please, 

Each  nudd  may  give  a loose  to  genial  bought. 

Each  swain  may  teach  new  systems,  or  be  taught : 
There  the  blithe  youngster,  just  return'd  from  Spain, 
Cuts  the  light  pack,  or  calls  the  rattling  main ; 

The  jovial  caster’s  set,  and  seven’s  the  nick, 

Or — done  1 — a thousand  on  the  coming  trick  I 
If,  mad  with  loss,  existence  'gins  to  tire, 

And  all  your  hope  or  wish  U to  expire. 

Here 's  Powell’s  pistol  ready  for  your  life. 

And,  kinder  still,  two  Pagets  for  your  wife ; ‘2 
Fit  consummation  of  an  earthly  race. 

Begun  in  folly,  ended  In  disgrace  ; 

While  none  but  menials  o’er  the  bed  of  death. 

Wash  thy  red  woimds,  or  watch  thy  wavering  breath ; 


Traduced  by  liars,  and  forgot  by  all, 

I The  mangM  victim  of  a drunken  brawl. 

I To  live  like  Clodius,  and  like  Falkland  ddl.  > 

I Truth ! rousesomegenulnebard.andguidchishand 
To  drive  thU  pestilence  from  out  the  land- 
EVn  I — least  thinking  of  a thoughtless  throng. 

Just  skill’d  to  know  the  right  and  choose  the  wrong. 
Freed  at  that  age  when  reason's  shield  Is  lost. 

To  fight  my  course  through  passion's  countless  host,  * 
Whom  every  path  of  pleasure’s  fiow'ry  way 
Has  lured  in  turn,  and  all  have  led  astray  — 

E'en  I must  raise  ray  voice,  e'en  1 roust  feel 
Such  scenes,  such  men,  destroy  the  public  weal: 
Although  some  kind,  censorious  friend  will  say, 

“ What  art  thou  better,  meddling  fool  than  they 
And  every  brother  rake  will  smile  to  see 
That  miracle,  a moralist  in  me. 

No  matter — when  some  bard  in  virtue  strong, 
Gifford  perchance,  shall  raise  the  chastening  song, 
Then  sleep  my  pen  for  ever  1 and  my  voice 
Be  only  heard  to  hail  him,  and  rgolce 
Rejoice,  and  yield  my  feeble  praise,  though  1 
May  feel  the  lash  that  Virtue  must  apply. 

As  for  the  smaller  fry,  who  swarm  in  shoals, 

From  silly  Hafiz  up  to  simple  Bowles,  ® 

Why  should  we  call  them  from  their  dark  abode. 

In  broad  St.  Giles’s  or  in  Tottenbam-road  ? 

Or  (since  some  men  of  fashion  nobly  dare 
To  scrawl  in  verse)  from  Bond-street  or  the  Square? 
If  things  of  ton  their  harmless  lays  indite, 

Most  wisely  doom'd  to  shun  the  public  sight, 

, What  harm  ? In  spite  of  every  critic  elf, 

I Sir  T.  may  read  bis  stanzas  to  himself; 

Miles  Andrews?  still  his  strength  in  couplets  try, 
And  live  in  prologues,  though  his  dramas  die. 

Ixirds  too  are  banls,  such  things  at  times  befall, 

And  *tis  some  praise  in  peers  to  write  at  all. 

Yet,  did  or  taste  or  reason  sway  the  times. 

Ah  ! who  would  take  their  titles  with  their  rhymes  ? * 
Roscommon  1 Sheffield  I with  your  spirits  fled. 

No  future  laurels  deck  a noble  head ; 

No  muse  will  cheer,  with  renovating  smile, 

The  paralytic  puling  of  Carlisle.  ^ 


the  blUlard-Ublei  rattling  in  ooe  room,  and  the  dire  In  an-  I 
other  t That  this  is  the  case  1 myself  can  testify,  as  a late 
unworthy  member  of  an  institution  which  materially  affects 
the  morals  of  the  higher  orders,  while  the  lower  may  not  eren  . 
move  to  the  sound  of  a tabor  and  Addle,  without  a chance  of  I 
Indictment  for  riotous  behaviour.  — [C^onceirlng  the  fore- 
going note,  together  with  the  lines  In  the  text,  to  convey  a 
reflexion  upon  his  conduct,  as  manager  of  the  .irgyle  Institu- 
tion, Colonel  Greville  demanded  an  explanation  of  Lord 
Byron.  The  matter  was  referred  to  Mr.  Leckie  (the  author 
of  a work  on  Sicilian  adairs)  on  the  part  of  Colonel  Greville, 
and  to  Mr.  Moore  on  the  part  of  Lord  Byron ; by  whom  It 
was  amicably  settled.) 

* Petronius,  “ Arbiter  elegantlarum  ’*  to  Kero.  “ and  a very  | 

pn-tij*  fellow  In  his  day,"  as  Mr.  Congreve's  " Old  Bachelor”  ! 
saith  of  Hannibal.  j 

* f The  original  reading  was,  “ a Paget  for  your  wife."]  i 

> I knew  the  late  I-ord  Falkland  On  Sunday  night  i 

I beheld  him  presiding  at  hU  nan  table,  iu  ail  the  hotien 
u.-tde  of  hoispltalily  ; on  Wednesilay  morning,  at  three  oVlork,  1 
I saw  stretched  before  me  all  lliat  remairied  of  courage,  ' 
feeling,  and  a host  of  passions.  He  wasagailonl  and  success- 
ful officer:  his  faulli  were  the  faults  of  a sailor  [those  of 
dissipation]— os  such.  Britons  will  forgive  them.  He  died 
like  a brave  man  In  n belter  cause : forbad  he  lallen  In  like 
manner  nn  (he  deck  of  the  frigate  to  which  he  was  Just  ap. 
pointed,  his  last  moments  would  have  l)e<'n  held  up  by  his 
countrymen  as  an  example  to  succeeding  heroes. [[.i.nl  i 
FatklaiKi  was  killed  in  a duel  by  .Mr.  Powell,  in  I*‘(jO.  It  was  I 


not  by  words  only  that  Lord  Byron  gave  proof  of  sympathy 
on  toe  melanchol)  occasion.  Though  his  own  diAcuItles 
pressed  on  him  at  the  time,  he  contrived  to  administer  reUef 
to  the  widow  and  children  of  bis  frieml.j 

* ["  Yes:  and  a precious  chase  they  led  me."  — B.  1816.] 

* ["  Fooi  enough,  certainly,  then,  and  no  wiser  slooe."  — 
B.  1616.} 

* What  would  be  the  sentiments  of  the  Pertlaa  Anacreon, 
Hafii,  could  he  rise  from  hit  tplimdld  sepulchre  at  Sheeraz, 
(where  he  reposes  with  Ferdouti  and  Sadi,  the  oriental 
Homer  and  Catullua,)  and  behold  his  name  assumed  by  ooe 
Stott  of  Droroore,  the  most  impudent  and  execrable  oi  lite- 
rary poolers  for  the  doily  prints  ? 

f [Miles  Peter  Andrews,  many  rears  M.P.  for  Bewdley, 
Colonel  of  the  Prince  of  Wales's  V'ulunteers,  proprietor  of  a 
gunpowder  manufactory  at  Dartford,  author  of  numerous 
prologues,  epilogues,  and  farces,  and  ouc  of  the  heroes  of  the 
Baviad.  He  died  in 

■ [In  the  original  manuscript  we  And  these  lines  ; — 

•*  In  these,  our  times,  with  dally  wonders  big, 

A letter’d  peer  is  like  a lettered  pig  : 

Both  know  their  alphabet,  but  who,  from  Ihcncc, 

Infers  that  |>eers  or  nigs  have  manly  sense  ? 

Still  less  (hat  such  * nmild  wem  the  'gr.tcrful  nine  : 
Parnassus  was  not  made  for  lords  aoU  iwlne.**] 

* rOn  being  told  th-st  it  was  htdieved  he  alluded  to  Lord 
Carlisle's  nervousdisorder  m this  line,  Ia>rd  Byron  exdaimcd- 
— *•  1 thank  heaven  I did  oot  know  it ; and  would  not,  oculd 


The  puny  schoolboy  and  his  early  lay 

Men  pardon,  If  his  follies  pass  away 

But  who  forgives  the  senior’s  ceaseless  verse. 

Whose  haln  grow  hoar)*  as  his  rhymes  grow  worse  ? 
WTuit  heterogeneous  honours  deck  the  peer ! 

Lord,  rhymester,  petit-maitre,  and  pamphleteer  t * 

So  dull  In  youth,  so  drivelling  In  bis  age, 

His  scenes  alone  bad  damn’d  our  sinking  stage ; 

But  managers  for  once  cried,  Hold,  enough  ! " 

Nor  drugg’d  their  audience  with  the  tragic  stulf. 

Yet  at  their  judgment  let  bis  lordship  laugh, 

And  case  bis  volumes  in  congenial  calf ; 

Yes  1 doff  that  covering,  where  morocco  shines, 

And  hang  a calf-skin*  on  those  recreant  lines.  ^ 

With  you,  ye  Druids  ! rich  In  native  lead, 

Who  doily  scribble  for  your  daily  bread  ; 

With  you  1 war  not ; Gifford’s  heavy  hand 

Has  crush’d,  without  remorse,  your  numerous  band. 

On  “all  the  talents’*  vent  your  venal  spUxii; 

Want  is  your  plea,  let  pity  be  your  screen. 

Let  monodies  on  Foi  regale  your  crew, 

And  Melville’s  Mantle  * prove  a blanket  too ! 

One  common  Lethe  waits  each  hapless  bard, 

And,  peace  be  with  you  l ’tls  your  best  reward. 

Such  damning  fame  as  Dunciads  only  give 
Could  bid  your  lines  beyond  a morning  live  ; 

not,  if  I had.  I must  nsturally  be  the  Ust  portou  to  be 
point^  oQ  defccit  or  maladie*."j 
I The  Evl  of  Carllile  has  lately  puMlihed  an  Hithteen- 
penoy  pamphlet  on  the  lUie  of  the  itage,  and  otTcr*  hit  pUn 
for  building  a new  theatre.  It  is  to  be  hojMjd  hit  lordihip  »III 
be  permitted  to  bring  forward  any  thing  for  the  stage  -except 
his  own  tragedies. 

* “ Doff  that  lion's  hide. 

And  hang  a calf-skin  on  those  recreant  liraha" 

SMaJt.  KtJtg  John. 

Lord  Carlisle’s  works,  most  resplendently  bound,  form  a 
conipicuous  ornament  to  his  book-ibclves 

**  The  rest  Is  all  but  leather  and  prunella" 

* P*  Wrong  alio  — the  provocation  was  not  sufficient  to 
Justify  the  acerbity."  — B.  1(»I6.]  — [Lord  Byron  greatly  re- 
gretted the  sarcasms  he  had  published  against  his  noiilc 
reUtIrin,  under  the  mistaken  impression  that  Ixird  Carlisle 
had  Inlentionallr  iliRhtcd  him.  in  a letter  to  Mr.  Rogers, 
written  in  1814,  fie  asks,  — " Is  there  any  chance  or  possibility 
of  making  It  up  with  Lord  Carlisle,  as  1 feel  disposed  to  do 
any  thing  reasonable  or  unreasonable  to  effL-ct  IL"  And  in 
the  third  canto  of  Childe  Harold,  he  thus  adverts  to  the  fateof 
the  Hon.  FredorkV  Howard.  Lord  Carlisle's  youngest  soo, 
one  of  those  who  fell  gloriously  at  Waterloo : — 

••  Their  praise  »s  hymn'd  by  loftier  harps  th  in  mine  t 
Yet  one  1 would  select  from  that  proud  li  rong. 

Partly  because  they  hlend  me  witfi  his  11  ie. 

A»d  parity  lAat  I did  kit  Sire  some  wrong. 

And  partly  that  bright  names  «Ul  hallow  song : 

And  his  was  of  the  bravest,  and  when  shower'd 
The  dcath-bolti  deadliest  the  thion'd  flies  along. 

Even  where  the  thickest  of  war’s  tempest  lower'd, 

Tbev  readt'd  no  nobler  breast  than  thine,  young,  gallant 
Howard  I " 

tn  the  following  extracts  from  two  unpublished  tetters, 
written  when  Lord  B.  was  at  Harrow,  may  possiblr  be 
tna^  the  origin  of  his  conduct  towards  his  guardian:  -"Vov. 
II.  |M04.  You  mistake  me  if  you  think  1 dlsUke  Lord  Carlisln. 
I respect  him.  and  might  like  him  did  t know  him  better.  For 
him  my  molkrr  hat  am  aniipatky  — why,  I krww  not.  [ am 
afraid  fie  could  be  hut  of  little  use  to  me  ; but  I dare  say  he 
wosild  assist  roe  if  he  could  . so  I take  the  will  for  the  deed, 
and  am  obliged  tn  him,  exactly  in  the  same  manner  as  if  lie 
succeeded  in  his  eflorts."  — " Not.  21.  1804.  To  Lord  Car- 
lisle make  my  wannest  acknowledgments.  I feel  more 
gratltode  than  I am  well  express.  I am  truly  obliged  to  him 
for  hts  endeavours,  and  am  perfectly  satisfied  with  tour  ex- 
I planaticm  of  his  reserve,  though  I was  hitherto  afraia  it  might 
I proceed  from  personal  dislike.  For  the  future,  1 shall  con- 
sider him  as  more  my  friend  than  1 have  hitherto  been  tamgkt 

to  think. 'n 
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But  now  at  once  your  fleeting  labours  clo8e, 

With  names  of  greater  note  In  blest  repose. 

Far  be 't  from  me  unkindly  to  upbraid 
The  lovely  Rosa’s  prose  in  masquerade. 

Whose  strains,  the  faithful  echoes  of  her  mind, 

Leave  wondering  comprehension  far  behind.  * 
Though  Crusca’s  bards  no  more  our  journals  fill. 
Some  stragglers  skirmish  round  the  columns  still ; 
Last  of  the  howling  host  which  once  was  Bell’s, 
Matilda  snivels  yet,  and  Hafls  yells ; 

And  Merry’s  metaphors  appear  anew, 

Chain'd  to  the  signature  of  O.  P.  Q. 

When  some  brisk  youth,  the  tenant  of  a stall,  * 
Employs  a pen  lets  pointed  than  his  awl. 

Leaves  bis  snug  shop,  forsakes  his  store  of  shoes, 

St.  Crispin  quits,  and  cobbles  for  the  muse. 

Heavens  I how  the  vulgar  stare  1 bow  crowds  applaud  I 
How  ladles  read,  and  literati  laud  I * 

If  chance  some  wicked  wag  should  pass  his  jest, 

T Is  sheer  ill-nature  — don’t  the  world  know  best  ? 
Genius  must  guide  when  wits  admire  the  rhyme. 
And  Capel  Lofil*  declares  tis  quite  sublime. 

Hear,  then,  ye  happy  sons  of  needless  trade ! 

Swains  I quit  the  plough,  resign  the  useless  spade  ! 
Lo  I Bums  10  and  Bloomfield,  nay,  a greater  Car, 
Gifford  was  bom  beneath  an  adverse  star, 

4 " Melville's  Mantle,"  a parody  on  " Elijah's  Mantle,"  a 
poem. 

* This  lovely  little  Jessica,  the  daughter  of  the  noted  Jew 
King,  seems  to  be  a foUower  of  the  Delia  Cnuca  school,  and 
has  published  two  volume  of  very  rrs|iccuble  shiurdities  In 
rhyrnie,  as  times  go  ; besides  sundry  novels  in  the  style  of  the 
first  edition  of  the  Monk — ['*  She  since  married  the  Moraing 
Pott  — an  exceeding  good  match  ; and  is  now  dead  — whira 
is  lietler."— B.  1816.3 

* These  are  the  signatures  of  various  worthies  who  figure 
In  the  poetical  deparimeoU  of  the  newspapers. 

t [Joseph  Blackett,  the  shoemaker.  He  died  at  Seahano,  In 
1810.  His  poems  were  afterwards  collected  bv  Pratt  i and, 
oddly  enough,  his  principal  patrotiess  was  Miss  Mllbank. 
then  a perfect  stranger  to  Lord  Byron.  In  a letter  written 
to  Dailu,  on  board  the  Volage  ftinte,  at  tea,  in  June,  181 1, 
he  says.  — **  I tee  that  yours  and  Pratt's  prot^^,  Blackett 
the  rnhhler,  Is  dead,  to  spite  of  his  rhymes,  and  is  probably 
one  of  the  instances  where  death  has  saved  a man  from  damn- 
ation. You  were  the  ruin  of  that  poor  fellow  amuoast  you: 
had  It  not  been  for  his  patrons,  he  might  now  have  been  in 
verv  good  plight,  shoe-  (not  verse-)  making ; but  you  have 
made  him  immortal  with  a vengeance  : who  would  think  that 
anybody  would  be  such  a blockhead  at  to  sto  against  an 
express  proverb,  — ' Ne  tutor  ultra  crepidam  I" 

* But  spare  him,  ye  Critics,  hit  follies  are  past. 

For  the  Cobbler  is  come,  as  he  ought,  to  hit  last,'  — 
^Vhich  two  lines,  with  a scratch  under  tail,  to  show  where 
the  joke  lies,  1 beg  that  you  will  prevail  on  Miss  Milbank  to 
have  inserted  on  Uie  tomb  of  her  departed  Blackett. "j 

**  ["  This  was  meant  for  poor  Blackett,  who  was  then  patran- 
ixedby  A.  J.  B."  (I-ady  Byron)  ; " but  tkal  1 did  not  know, 
or  this  would  not  have  bera  written,  at  least  I think  not."  — 
B.  18163 

* Capel  Loft.  Esq.,  the  Mcesmas  of  shoemakers,  and 
preface-wrltrr -general  to  distressed  versemen ; a kind  of 
gratis  accoucheur  to  those  who  wish  to  be  delivered  of 
rhyme,  but  do  not  know  howto  bring  forth.  — f^The  poet 
Bloomfield  owed  his  first  celebrity  to  the  notice  of  Cuel  Loft 
and  Thomas  Hill,  Esquires,  who  read  his  " Farmer's  Boy," 
in  manuscript,  recommended  it  to  a publisher,  arvd  by  their 
influence  m society  and  literature,  soon  drew  general  attention 
to  its  merits.  It  Is  distressing  to  remember  that,  after  all  that 
had  been  done  by  the  seal  of  a few  friends,  the  public  sjrmpathy 
did  not  rest  permanently  on  the  amiable  BloomflelA  who  ^ed 
in  extreme  poverty  In  18213 

•*  [••  Read  Rums  to.<Uy.  WTiat  would  he  have  been  If  a 
patrician  ? We  should  have  had  more  polish  — less  force  — 
Just  as  much  verse,  but  no  immortality  — a divorce  and  a duel 
or  two,  tlie  which  had  be  survived,  as  his  potations  must  have 
been  less  spirituous,  he  might  have  lived  as  long  as  Sherid.\n. 
and  outlived  as  much  at  iKior  Brinsley."  — ^ron  fnitrniif. 
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Forsook  the  labours  of  a servile  state, 

Stemm’d  the  rude  storm,  and  triumph'd  over  tktc : 
Then  why  no  more  ? if  Phabus  smUed  on  you, 
Bloomfield  t why  not  on  brother  Nathan  too  7 t 
Him  too  the  mania,  not  the  muse,  has  seized  ; 

Not  inspiration,  but  a mind  diseased ; 

And  now  no  boor  can  seek  his  last  abode, 

No  common  be  enclosed  without  an  ode. 

\ Ob ! since  increased  it>finement  deigns  to  smile 
On  Britain’s  sons,  and  bless  our  genial  isle, 

Let  poesy  go  forth,  pervade  the  whole, 

Alike  the  rustic,  and  mechanic  soul ! 

Ye  tuneful  cobblers  t still  your  notes  prolong, 
Compose  at  once  a slipper  and  a song ; 

So  shall  the  fair  your  bandywork  peruse. 

Your  sonnets  sure  shall  please — perhaps  your  shoes. 
May  Moorland  weavers  3 boast  Pindaric  skill. 

And  tailors*  lays  be  longer  than  their  bill  1 
^*hile  punctual  beaux  reward  the  grateful  notes, 
j And  pay  for  poem$ — when  they  pay  for  coats. 

I To  the  famed  throng  now  paid  the  tribute  due. 
Neglected  genius  ! let  me  turn  to  you. 

I*  Corac  forth,  oh  Campbell ^ I give  thy  talents  scope; 

I Who  dares  aspire  if  thou  must  cease  to  hope  ? 

I And  thou,  melodious  Rogers  * t rise  at  last, 

Recall  the  pleasing  memory  of  the  past ; 

Arise!  let  blest  remembrance  still  Inspire, 

, \ And  strike  to  wonted  tones  thy  hallow'd  lyre ; 

i 

; > See  Nathaniel  Bloomdeld's  ode,  elegy,  or  whatever  ho  or 

i any  one  eUe  chooses  to  coll  It,  on  the  coclosuros  of  **Honing> 
j ton  Green.** 

! * Vide  *‘  Recollections  of  a Weaver  In  the  Moorlands  of 

j Staffordshire.** 

I I * It  would  l)e  snpcrfiiKuii  to  roraJI  to  the  mind  of  the  realer 
1 1 the  authors  of  “ The  Phusures  of  Memory  ••  aikI  “ The  Plea* 

surex  of  IIoiMf,'*  the  most  b<‘AUtifiil  didactic  poems  In  our 
1 1 language,  If  wc  except  Pope’s  '*  Kssajr  on  Man : '*  but  so 
many  ptKHastrrs  have  started  up,  that  even  the  namca  of 
- Campbell  and  Itogers  are  become  strange.  — [Beneath  this 

I note  Lord  Byron  sin1bbl«1,  In  IHI6,— 

I I **  Pretty  Miss  Jarouelloo 

i Had  a nose  aquiline. 

And  would  susert  rude 

1 1 Things  of  .Miss  Gertrude, 

I While  Mr.  Marmion 

II  Led  a great  army  on. 

Milking  Kehama  look 

I Like  a fierce  .Mameluke."] 

j < [**  I have  been  rradlug,"  says  Lord  Byron.  In  1813, 

' " .Metnory  again,  and  Hore  together,  and  retain  all  my  pro* 
ference  of  the  former.  Ills  elegance  is  really  wonderful  — 
j j there  is  no  such  a thing  as  a vulgar  Uoe  in  his  l^k.’’] 
j j > [“  Rogers  has  not  fulfilled  the  promise  of  his  first  poems, 
but  has  still  very  great  merit,’’—  B.  Itlfi.] 

I * Gifford,  author  of  the  B.'tviod  and  Mievlad,  the  first  satires 
' of  the  day.  and  transliUor  of  Juvenal.—  fTbc  (miiiiofi  of  Mr. 
!'  Giffurd  had  always  great  weight  with  Lord  Byron.  **  Any 
suggestion  of  yours,"  he  says  in  a letter  written  in  1813, 
*•  even  were  it  convejTd  in  the  less  tender  shape  of  the  text 
of  the  Bavlad,  or  a 3Iunk  Mason  note  in  Massinger,  would  be 
obeyesL'*  A few  weeks  before  his  death,  on  hearing  from 
' Kni/land  of  a report  th.at  he  had  written  a satire  on  Mr. 

I GiObrd,  he  wrote  instantly  to  Mr.  Murray:  — **  W’hoever 
I asserts  that  1 am  the  author  or  abettor  of  anythlog  of  the 
I kind,  lies  In  his  throat.  It  is  not  true  that  I ever  dtd,  triU, 

] teonid,  cotdd.  or  ahoutH  write  a satire  against  Gifford,  or  a 
I hair  cf  his  head.  I always  considered  iilm  as  my  literary 
father,  and  myself  as  his  ‘ prodigal  * son  ; and  if  I have  allowed 
his  * fatted  calf’  to  grow  to  an  ox  before  he  kills  It  on  my 
return.  It  is  only  because  1 prefer  beef  to  veal.*’j 

* Sotheby,  translator  of  Wieland's  Oberon  and  Vlrirtl’s 
Oeorglca,  and  author  of  **  Saul."  an  €?pic  poem.  — [Mr. 
^heby  afterwards  essentially  raised  his  reputation  by  vari- 
ous original  poems,  and  a translation  of  the  Iliad.  He  died 
^ In  104.] 

I • Mamefl,  whose  poems  are  deservedly  nopular,  particu- 
I larly  **  ScotUod’s  Scaitb,"  and  the  '*  Waes  of  War,"  of  wuich 


Restore  Apollo  to  his  vacant  throne,  ' 

Assert  thy  country's  honour  and  thine  own.  > 

What  t must  deserted  Poesy  still  weep 
Where  her  last  hopes  with  pious  Cowper  sleep  ? 

' Unless,  perchance,  from  his  cold  bier  she  turns, 

; To  deck  the  turf  that  wraps  her  minstrel.  Bums ! 

No ! though  contempt  ^th  mark’d  the  spurious 
brood, 

The  race  who  rhyme  from  folly,  or  for  food. 

Yet  still  some  genuine  sons  ’tis  hen  to  boast. 

Who,  least  affecting,  still  affect  the  most : l 

Feel  as  they  write,  and  write  but  as  they  feel  — j 
Bear  witness  Gifford  Sotheby?,  Macnell.  > 

**  Why  slumbere  Gifford  ? " once  was  ask’d  in  vain ; 9 
Why  slumbers  Gifford  ? let  us  ask  again.  I 

Are  there  no  follies  for  his  pen  to  purge  ? lo  | 

Are  there  no  fools  whose  backs  demand  the  scourge  7 
Are  there  no  sins  for  satire's  bard  to  greet  7 
Stalks  not  gigantic  Vice  in  every  street  7 
Shall  peers  or  princes  tread  pollution’s  path, 

And  'scape  alike  the  law's  and  rouse's  wrath  7 
Nor  blaze  with  guilty  glare  through  future  time. 

Eternal  beacons  of  consummate  crime  7 
Arouse  thee,  Gifford  t be  thy  promise  claim’d, 

Make  bod  men  better,  or  at  least  ashamed. 

Unhappy  White  ! while  life  was  In  Its  spring, 

And  thy  young  muse  Just  waved  her  joyous  wing,  { 

i. 

ten  (houund  copies  were  sold  In  one  month.— [Hector 
Macncil  died  In  1818.] 

* [Ixird  Byron  here  alludes  to  the  mextcriy  poem  of  " NVw  |{ 
Morjilily”  Uhe  joint  production  of  Mr.  Conning  and  Mr.  ,l 
Frcrcl,  in  Uic  Autljacobio,  in  which  Giffbrd  U thus  apostrcK  j| 
phUed 

**  Bethink  thee,  Gifford,  when  same  future  age  I- 

Shall  trace  the  promise  of  thy  playful  pa^  ; 

* The  hand  wblcli  brmii’d  a swann  of  fntds  away, 

Should  muse  to  grasp  a more  reluctant  prey  ! ' 

Think,  then,  will  pleaded  indolenrc  excuse  ; 

The  tame  secession  of  thy  languid  muse  ? 

Ah  I where  Is  now  that  promise  ? why  so  long 
Sleep  the  keen  shafts  of  satire  and  of  song  ? 

Oh  I come,  with  taste  and  virtue  at  tl>y  side, 

With  ardent  zeal  itjlbimcd. and  patriot  pride; 

With  keen  poetic  glance  direct  the  blow. 

And  empty  all  thy  quiver  on  the  foe— 

No  pause  — ou  rest  — till  wrlteriog  oa  the  ground 
The  poisonous  hydra  lies,  and  pierced  viltU  many  a 
wound."] 

Mr.GiffbrdpromisedpubliclylhattheBaviadand.Micviad 
should  not  be  hit  last  original  works:  let  him  remember, 

••  Mox  in  reluctantes  draconcs.’* — [Mr.  Giffurd  brcanie  the 
editor  of  the  Quarterly  Review,— which  theoceforth  ocru> 
pied  most  of  hit  time,  —a  few  months  after  the  first  appear- 
ance of  this  satire  in  1809.] 

Henry  Kirke  Widtedled  at  Cambridge,  in  October,  1806, 
in  conscoucnce  of  too  miKh  exertion  In  the  pursuit  of  studies 
that  would  have  matured  a mind  which  disease  and  poverty 
could  not  imnoir.  and  which  death  itself  destroyed  rather  than 
subdued.  His  poems  abound  in  such  beauties  as  must  impress 
the  reader  with  the  liveliest  regret  that  so  short  a period  was 
allotted  to  cdenti  which  would  have  dignified  even  the  sacred 
functions  he  w.u  destined  to  assume.  — [In  a letter  to  Mr. 
Dallas,  in  I8||,  Lord  Byron  says,—**  I ora  sorry  you  don’t 
like  Harry  White;  with  a great  deal  of  rant,  which  In  him 
was  sincere  (indeed  It  killed  him,  as  rou  killed  Joe  Blackett),  ^ 
rertes  there  is  poesy  and  genius.  I don't  say  this  on  account 
of  my  simile  and  rnymes ; but  surely  he  was  beyuod  all  the 
Bloomfirldi  and  Blacketts,  and  their  collateral  cobfaieriL,  whom 
Lofil  and  Pratt  have  or  may  kidnap  from  their  calling  into 
the  service  of  the  trade.  Setting  aside  bigotry,  he  surely 
ranks  next  to  Chatterton.  It  is  astonishing  bow  little  he  was 
known  ; and  at  Cambridge  no  one  thoui^t  or  heard  of  such  a 

I mao  till  hii  death  render«l  all  notices  useless.  For  my  part, 

I should  have  been  most  proud  of  such  an  acquaintance : his 
very  prejudices  were  rcspcctabla.**] 
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And  sure  no  common  muse  Inspired  thy  pen 
To  hail  the  land  of  gods  and  godlike  men. 


The  spoiler  swept  that  soaring  lyre  away, 

Which  else  had  lounded  an  immortal  lay. 

Oh  I what  a noble  heart  was  here  undone. 

When  Science’  self  destroy’d  her  favourite  son  1 
Yes,  she  too  much  imlulgcd  thy  fond  pursuit. 

She  sow’d  the  seeds,  but  death  has  reap’d  the  fruit 
’Twas  thine  own  genius  gave  the  final  blow, 

And  help’d  to  plant  the  wound  that  laid  thee  low : 

So  the  struck  eagle,  stretch’d  upon  the  plain, 

No  more  through  rolling  clouds  to  soar  again. 

View’d  his  own  feather  on  the  fatal  dart 
And  wing’d  the  shaft  that  quiver’d  in  his  heart ; 

Keen  were  his  pangs,  but  keener  far  to  feel, 

He  nursed  the  pinion  which  unpell’d  the  steel ; 

While  the  same  plumage  that  bad  warm'd  bis  nest 
Drank  the  last  life-drop  of  his  bleeding  breast  * 

There  be,  who  say,  In  these  enlighten’d  days, 

That  splendid  lies  are  all  the  poet’s  praise ; 

That  strain’d  Invention,  ever  on  the  wing, 

Alone  impels  the  modem  bard  to  slog: 

’Tis  true,  that  all  who  rhyme— nay,  all  who  write, 
Shrink  from  that  fatal  word  to  genius — trite; 

Yet  Truth  sometimes  will  lend  her  noblest  fires, 

And  decorate  the  verse  herself  Inspires: 

This  fact  In  Virtue’s  name  let  Crabbe*  attest; 
Though  natui’c’s  sternest  painter,  yet  the  best,  5 

And  here  let  Sheo  < and  Genius  find  a place. 

Whose  pen  and  jjcncil  yield  an  e<|ual  grace ; 

To  guide  whose  hand  the  sister  arts  combine. 

And  trace  the  poet's  or  the  iwUntcr’s  line; 

Whose  magic  touch  can  bid  the  canvas  glow. 

Or  pour  the  easy  rhyme’s  harmonious  flow; 

While  honours,  doubly  merited,  attend 
The  poet’s  rival,  but  the  painter's  friend. 

Blest  U the  man  who  dares  approach  the  bower 
Where  dwelt  the  muses  at  their  naUl  hour ; 

VTiosc  steps  have  press’d,  wh«ise  ej*c  has  mark’d  afar. 
The  clime  that  nursed  the  sons  of  song  and  war, 

' The  scenes  which  glory  still  must  hover  o’er. 

Her  place  of  birth,  her  own  Achaian  shore. 

But  doubly  blest  is  he  wh(»sc  heart  expands 
With  hallow’d  fwUngs  for  those  classic  lands; 

Who  rends  the  veil  of  ages  long  gone  hy. 

And  views  their  remnants  with  a poet’s  eye  J 
Wright*!  ’twas  thy  happy  lot  at  once  to  siew 
Those  shores  of  gloiy,  and  to  sing  them  too; 


And  you,  asaociatc  bards  ^ ! who  snatch’d  to  light 
Those  gems  tfio  long  withheld  from  modem  sight; 
Whose  mingling  taste  combined  to  cull  the  wreath 
Where  Attic  floweri  Aonian  odours  breathe,  I 

And  all  their  renovated  fragrance  flung  1 

To  grace  the  beauties  of  your  native  tongue ; j 

Now  let  those  minds,  that  nobly  could  transfuse  | 

The  glorious  spirit  of  the  Grecian  muse,  | 

Though  soft  the  echo,  scorn  a borrow’d  tone  t ' 

Resign  Aebaia’s  lyre,  and  strike  your  own.  1 

Let  these,  or  such  as  these,  with  just  applause,  | 
Restore  the  muse’s  violated  laws ; | 

But  not  in  flimsy  Darwin’s  pompous  chime. 

That  mighty  master  of  unmeaning  rhyme,  1 

\n»o«e  gild^  cymbals,  more  adorn’d  than  clear,  ! 

The  eye  delighted,  but  fatigued  the  car ; j 

In  show  the  simple  lyre  could  once  surpass,  | 

But  now,  worn  down,  appear  In  native  brass  5 ! 

While  all  his  train  of  horering  sylphs  around  1 

Evaporate  in  similes  and  sound : ' 

Him  let  them  shun,  with  him  let  tinsel  die : 

False  glare  attracts,  but  more  offends  the  eye.  ? 

Yet  let  them  not  to  vulgar  Wordsworth  stoop. 

The  meanest  object  of  the  lowly  group, 

WhoHC  verse,  of  all  but  childi!*h  prattle  void. 

Seems  bles'cd  harmony  to  Lamb  and  Lloyd ; • 

Let  them  — but  hold,  my  muse,  nor  dare  to  teach 
A strain  far,  far  Uyond  thy  humble  reach : 

The  native  genius  with  their  being  given 

Will  point  the  path,  and  peal  thdr  notes  to  heaven. 

And  thou,  too,  Scott  ® 1 resign  to  minstrels  rude 
The  wilder  slogan  of  a l>onlcr  feud  : 

Ix‘t  others  spin  their  meagre  lines  for  hire ; 

Enough  for  genius,  if  itself  inspire  t 

Let  Southey  sing,  allhough  his  teeming  muse. 

Prolific  every  spring,  be  too  profuse ; 

Let  simple  Wortlsworth  chime  his  childish  verse. 
And  brother  Coleridge  lull  the  bal»c  at  nurse ; 

IM  spectre-mongering  Lewis  aim,  at  most. 

To  rouse  the  galleries,  or  to  raise  a ghost ; 

I^t  Moore  still  sigh ; let  Strangfonl  steal  from  Moore, 
And  swear  that  Caraotius  sang  such  notes  of  yore ; 


> [Mr.  Southey**  delightful  Life  of  Kirke  While  U in  every 
00c ’«  hand*.] 

• I nmsider  Crabhe  amt  Coleridge  ai  the  fir«t  of  these 
time*,  in  point  of  power  and  genius  ” — li.  ] 

• [Thli  eminent  poet  and  rxcrllent  man  died  athU  ree»Arv 
of  TrowbrldKe,  in  Febrtiary  I'Oi,  aged  sevmtjr-oiRht.  WUh 
the  cxreptiim  of  the  Ute  L)rd  Stowell,  he  was  the 'last 
turxiviiig  celebrated  rruui  nicntlooed  by  Boswell  In  coo- 
n«\-tlon  with  Johnson,  who  resued  his  poem  of  the  •'  Vltlage 
Hl<  rther  work,  .it  thr  " Llhr.rr,"  tl»  N..^.Ii.r,  Ihr 
*•  Borough,”  a collection  of  **  Porms,”  which  Charles  tox 
read  in  manuscript  on  his  death  bed : “ 

« Tale*  of  the  Hall’*  He  left  various  poetical  p^cs  m MS., 
.md  a coUeetlve  odUion  of  his  work*  was  publUhed  m lS3t, 
preceded  by  an  interesting  Memoir,  wntteo  by  bit  Son-J 

4 Mr  Shee.  author  of  “ Bhrmes  on  Art,”  and  ” F-lemcnU  of 
Art.”  — [Now  Sir  Martin  Shee,  and  Ihvskleot  of  Uie 

Boyal  Acad^y.] 

* Walter  Bodweii  Wright,  lirte  consnl-gmeral  for  the  Seven 
Islands,  is  author  of  a verv  heamiful  p.awn.  just  Mblished : It 
it  emniH  **  Hnrsr  lonicr.”  and  Is  .lesrrlptl*^  of  the  isle*  and 
the  arliacent  mast  of  r.reeee  - [To  the  third  edition,  which 
came  out  In  ISlfi,  was  ailded  an  exeellent  translation  of  the 
“ Oreste**  of  AUleri.  Afl«  r his  retimi  to  Ragland,  Mr.  Wnght 
was  cboten  Recorder  of  Dcry  St.  Rdmuod*.] 


« The  translaton  of  the  Airthology,  Blarsd  and  Mcrlrale. 
have  since  published  separate  ps'sros.  which  evince  genius 
that  only  require*  opportunity  to  attain  eminence — [The 
Ute  Rev.  Rohett  Diaml  pulilisbed,  lii  conjunction  with  .Vfr. 
Merit  ale.  ’*  Collections  frr>m  tiie  Greek  Anthologr.”  He  also 
wrote  ••  Edwy  and  Klyiva,’*  the  “ Four  Slave*  01  Cythera.” 
Ac.  In  |K14,  Mr  Merivale  published  **  Orlaildo  m R(«* 
cevalie*  ; ” and  In  the  f«>noivlng  year,  *•  An  Ode  on  the  1>»'U- 
very  of  I urop*?.**  He  became  a Cooiml**Kmer  of  the  Bauk- 
ruptcy  Court.) 

? iSie  neglect  of  the  *'  Botanic  Canlen*’  U some  proof  of 
returning  taste.  The  scenery  i*  lU  sole  rccommendaikm. 

a Me«sr«.  !.amb  and  Ltovd,  the  most  ignoble  foliower*  of 
5Hmtliey  and  C-n.  — [In  l7fM.  Charles  LAmb  and  Chimie* 
IJm'd  |>ubli«hed  In  conjunction  a volume,  entittod,  **  Vi»rtns 
In  Illank  Verse.**  Mr.  I.amt)  was  alto  the  author  of  “John 
\\ i¥)»l» ille,"  “Tales  from  Shvksomre,*’  the  **  Esaar*  of 
Ella,‘‘&&  He  died  in  KbV  Mr  Lloyd  has  since  pubtuhed 
“ ^ward  Oliver.*’  a novel,  “ Nugv  Cuiorw,”  and  a tranaW 
lion  of  Alfierf’s  ’Tragedies.] 

* By  the  hye.  ! htipe  that  in  Mr.  Scott’s  next  poem,  hit  hero 
or  heroine  will  t*e  less  mldlrted  in  ••  Cramarye.'*  and  more  to 
grammar,  than  the  Lady  of  the  l..ay  and  her  bravo.  WUltam 
ol  Deloralite. 

w Unjnrt.” — ^nm,  IAI&] 


ENGLISH  BARDS  AND  SCOTCH  REVIEWERS. 


i Let  Haylef  bobble  on,  Montgofneiy  rtw, 

1 1 And  godly  Orabamc  ebant  a itupld  sUve : 

1 1 Let  sonneteering  Bowler  hU  strains  refine, 

1 1 And  whine  and  whimper  to  the  fourteenth  line ; 

I ^ Let  Stott,  Carlisle  >,  Matilda,  and  the  rest 
. J Of  Grub  Street,  and  of  Grosvenor  Place  the  best, 

I’  I Scrawl  on,  till  death  release  us  from  the  strain. 

Or  Common  Sense  assert  her  rights  again. 

But  thou,  with  powers  that  mock  the  aid  of  praise, 

I Shouldst  leave  to  humbler  bards  ignoble  lays : 

1 1 Thy  country's  voice,  the  voice  of  all  the  nine, 

II  Demand  a hallow’d  harp.— that  harp  is  thine. 

1 1 Say ! will  not  Caledonia's  annaU  yield 
The  glorious  record  of  some  nobler  field, 
j Than  the  wild  foray  of  a plundering  clan, 

I Whose  proudest  de^  disgrace  the  name  of  man  ? 

Or  Marmion’s  acts  of  darkness,  fitter  food 
, For  Sherwood’s  outlaw  tales  of  Rubin  Hood  ? 

I Scotland ! still  proudly  claim  thy  native  bard, 

^ And  be  thy  pruUc  his  first,  his  best  reward! 

, Yet  not  with  thee  alone  his  name  should  live, 
i But  own  the  vast  renown  a world  can  give ; 

I Be  known,  perchance,  when  Albion  is  no  more, 

' And  tell  the  talc  of  what  the  was  before  ^ 

: To  future  times  her  faded  fame  recall, 

. I And  save  her  gloo',  though  his  country  &U. 

; Yet  what  avails  the  sanguine  poet’s  hope, 

' To  conquer  ages,  and  with  time  to  cope  ? 

Mew  eras  spread  their  wings,  new  nations  rise, 
i And  other  victors  fill  the  applauding  skies ; 

! A few  brief  generations  fleet  aioitg, 

I Whose  tons  forget  the  poet  and  his  song : 

1 1 E’en  now,  what  oncc-lovcd  mlmtrels  scarce  may  claim 
: I The  transient  mention  of  a dubious  name ! 

^ When  fame’s  loud  trump  hath  blown  its  uobU-iit  blast. 
1 1 Though  lung  the  sound,  the  echo  sleeps  at  last ; 

I ! And  glory,  like  the  phoenix  ‘ 'midst  her  fires. 

) j Exhales  her  odours,  blazes,  and  expires. 


I Shall  hoary  Granta  call  her  sable  sons, 

, Expert  in  science,  more  expert  at  puns  ? 

Sh^l  these  approach  the  muse  ? ah,  no ! she  flies. 
Even  from  the  tempting  ore  of  Seaton’s  prize  ; 
Though  printers  condesccml  the  press  to  soil 
With  rhyme  by  Uoarc^,  and  epic  blank  by  Hoyle 
Not  him  whose  page,  if  still  upheld  by  whist, 
Requires  no  sacred  theme  to  bid  us  list.  ^ 

Yc  1 who  in  Graota’s  honours  would  surpass, 

Must  mount  her  Pegasus,  a full-grown  ass ; 

A foal  well  worthy  of  her  ancient  dam. 

Whose  Helicon  Is  duller  than  her  Com. 

There  Clarke,  still  striving  piteously  *<  to  please," 

; Forgetting  doggrel  leads  not  to  degrees, 

A would-be  satirist,  a hired  buffoon, 

A monthlx  scribbler  of  some  low  lani|>oon,  ® 

; Condemn*  to  drudge,  the  meanest  of  the  mean, 

I And  furbish  falsehoods  for  a magazine, 

! Devotes  to  scandal  his  congenial  mind ; 

1 Himself  a living  Ubcl  on  mankind. ' 

I 

Oh  ; dark  asylum  of  a Vandal  race  I ^ 

At  once  the  boast  of  learning,  and  disgrace ! 

So  lost  to  Phirbus,  that  nor  Hodgson’s  9 verse 
Can  make  thee  better,  nor  poor  Hewson’s  lo  worse.  * * 
But  where  fair  IsU  rolls  her  purer  wave. 

The  partial  muse  delighted  loves  to  lave; 

On  her  green  banks  a greener  wreath  she  wove, 

To  crown  tlic  bards  that  haunt  her  classic  grove : 
Where  Richards  wjikes  a genuine  poet’s  fires, 

And  modem  Britons  glory  In  their  sires. 

For  me,  who,  thus  unaskM,  have  dared  to  tell 
My  coiuitr>’  what  her  sons  should  know  too  well, 

I Zeal  fur  her  honour  bade  me  here  engage 
The  host  of  Idiots  that  Infest  her  age ; 

Nu  just  applause  her  honour'd  name  shall  lose, 

As  first  in  freedom,  dearest  to  the  muse. 


• It  ni«y  be  .itked  why  1 Iutp  cPTmiivtl  the  Karl  of  CarlUle. 
ny  pianhan  and  rrlativr,  to  whom  I dciHratc  l a volume  of 
pufrril«  poems  a few  yrar<  aro  ?—  Thr  guardiaDihlp  was  no. 
mlual,  at  loan  at  far  oa  I lx->^n  al>li>  (odUcovt-r  ; tht*  rrla. 
tiniiahip  1 cannot  help,  andatn  rery  iorrv  for  it  ■,  but  ai  hU  lord- 
ship SMrmcd  to  forget  it  on  a very  ci>cutial  occ.ition  to  mr, 

1 snail  not  burden  my  metnory  «hh  the  recnlU-ninn.  I do 
not  think  that  personal  dincretices  sanction  the  unjust  con. 
demnntlon  of  a brother  scribbler  ; but  I see  nn  reason  why 
they  should  act  as  a preventive,  when  the  author,  noble  or 
Ignoble,  has,  fur  a series <»f  years,  beguiled  a *'  discerning  puU. 
lie,*'  (as  the  advertisements  have  it)  with  divers  reams  of  most 
orthodox,  imperial  nonsense.  B<‘>ldes.  1 do  not  stop  aside  to 
vituperate  the  earl ; no.— his  works  come  (airly  in  review  with 
Uiosc  of  other  patrician  liieratl.  If,  before  I escaped  from  iny 
teeot,  I said  anything  in  favourof  his  lordship's  ps{>er  thseka, 

It  was  in  the  way  of  dutiful  dedication,  and  more  from  the 
advice  of  others  loan  my  own  judgment,  and  I seise  the 
first  opportunity  of  pronouncing  my  sincere  recantation.  1 
lure  hc.ird  that  some  persons  conceive  me  to  be  under  ohli- 

Sations  to  Lord  Carlisle  : if  so.  I shall  be  most  particularly 
appy  to  learn  what  they  are,  and  when  conferrert,  that  they 
may  be  duly  apnrerialed  and  publicly  acknowledgeil.  What  I 
have  humbly  advanced  as  an  u|uninn  on  his  pnntesi  things,  I 
am  prepared  to  support.  If  irecessary,  by  quotations  from  i 
elegies,  eulogies,  odes,  episodes,  and  certain  facetious  and 
dainty  tragedies  bearing  his  nanic  and  mark 

*•  What  can  ennoble  knaves,  or  fooli,  or  cowards? 

Alas  ! not  all  the  Mood  of  all  the  Howards.” 

So  says  P<)pe.  Amen  1 — f'*  Much  too  aavago.  whatever  the 
foundation  might  be.”  — 13.  iMib.J 
^ t"  The  devil  take  that  photiix  I How  come  U there  ? 

B.  1916.] 

^ [Tlie  Rev  Charles  Jamn  Hnare  published,  tn  1808,  tho 
**  Shipwreck  of  .SL  Paul,”  a Scaumian  prize  poem.} 

* (The  Rev.  Charles  Horle,  author  of”  Rzodus,”  onqsieln 
tUrtm  books,  and  aereral  other  Sratonlin  prlae  poems  J 


* Tlie  •*  n.omcs  of  Hoylu."  well  known  to  the  rotaries  of 
whist,  chess,  Ac.,  are  not  to  be  -siipcrsc.lcd  by  the  vagaries  of 
hit  pwtlrsl  naines.\kc,  whose  poem  comprised,  as  expressly 
statril  in  the  advertisement,  all  tho  ” plagues  of  Egypt.^’ 

‘ r*‘  Right  enough  : this  was  well  deserved,  and  well  laid 
on.*^—  B.  IH16.] 

' This  person,  who  has  lately  betraeed  the  most  rabid 
sj'mptoms  of  confirmed  authorslilp.  Is  writer  of  a poem  dcn<.s. 
mloaled  the  ” Art  of  I’leasing,”  as  ” lucus  a non  lucendo,”  ct/n- 
UininK  little  pleasantry  and  less  poetry.  He  alio  acts  as 
monthly  stipendiary  aud  ooiloctor  of  calumnies  for  tbo  *'  Sa. 
tlrisL”  If  this  unfurtuoate  yo'ing  man  would  exchange  the 
magazines  for  the  matbeTn.-ilics,  endeavour  to  take  a 
decent  degree  in  liU  uiiUersity,  it  might  rrmtually  j^overaore 
icrvkeaMc  than  liis  preieiil  ssLiry.  — [Mr.  llowson  Clarke 
was  ^Iso  the  author  of”  Ihc  Suuntercr."  .ind  a “ History  of 
the  Campal^m  In  Russia.”] 


^ ” Itkio  Cambridgeshire  the  Emperor  Prohus  transported  a 
considi  rable  bo<ly  f>t  Vandals.”  — Gibbon’s  Decline  and  Fall, 
vr>l.  II.  p.  83.  Tncre  is  n<>  reason  to  doubt  the  truth  of  Ibis 


assertion  ; the  breed  is  stUl  in  high  perfection. 

* This  gentleman’s  name  requires  no  p^ie : the  man  who 
in  translatlcx)  diiplayi  unquestionable  genius  may  lie  well  ex- 
pected to  excel  in  original  composition,  nf  which  it  is  to  |>e  hoped 
we  slioll  soon  see  a splendid  specimen.—  [BeshU'S  a translation 
of  Juseual,  Mr,  Hodgson  pulilkslied  ” Jane  Grey.”  ” Sir 
Eldgar,”  a^  ” The  hrienns,”  a poem  in  four  b ioks.  Ilealsn 
, tT4n>lated,  inconjuncctnn  with  Dr.  Butler,  Lucien  Booaparte's 
. unreadable  epic  of”  Charlemagne.”] 

I'l  Hewson  Clarke,  csf.,  as  it  Is  wrlUon. 

*1  [Orlglnatlr. — 

” So  sunk  in  duloess,  and  so  lost  in  shame. 

That  Smylheand  Hodgson  scaree  redeem  thy  name.”] 
I*  The”Abnrii’in;d  Britons,’’ an  excellent  poem  by  Richarils. 
(The  Rev.  Georire  Richards.  D.D.  who  olio  sent  from  the 

Sireis  ” Songs  of  the  Aborisinal  Rards  of  Britain,”  ” Modern 
■’ranee.”  two  rolusnes  of  Hiscellaneous  Poems,  aod  Bampton 
Lectures  ” On  the  Divine  Origin  ol  Prophecy.”] 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Oh ! would  thy  bonis  hut  cmulite  thy  fame. 

And  rise  more  worthy,  Albion,  of  thy  name  I 
What  Athens  was  in  science,  Rome  in  power. 

What  Tyre  appear’d  in  her  meridian  hour, 

'Tis  thine  at  once,  fair  Albion  ! to  have  been  — 
Earth's  chief  dlctatrcss,  ocean's  lovely  qneen : 

But  Rome  decay'd,  and  Athens  strew’d  the  plain. 
And  Tyre's  proud  piers  lie  shatter’d  in  the  main  ; 
Like  these,  thy  itrenjfth  may  sink,  in  ruin  hurl’d, 
And  Britain  fall,  the  bulwark  of  the  world. 

But  let  me  cease,  and  dread  Cassandra’s  fate. 

With  warning  ever  scoff’d  at,  till  too  late  ; 

To  themes  less  lofty  still  my  Uy  confine. 

And  urge  thy  bards  to  gain  a name  like  thine.  | 

Then,  hapless  Britain  1 be  thy  rulers  blest. 

The  senate’s  oracles,  the  people’s  jest  1 « 

.Still  hear  thy  motley  orators  dlsiKnse 
The  fiowers  of  rhetoric,  though  not  of  sense, 

■ While  Canning’s  colleagues  hate  him  for  his  wit, 

I And  old  dame  Portland  » fills  the  place  of  Pitt. 


Tet  once  again,  adieu ! ere  this  the  sail 
That  wafts  me  hence  is  shivering  in  the  gale ; 

And  AfHc’s  coast  and  Calpe’s  adverse  height. 

And  Stamboul’s  minarets  must  greet  my  sight: 
Thence  shall  I stray  through  beauty’s  native  clime,  s 
Where  Kaff*  is  clad  in  rocks,  and  crovm’d  with  snows 
sublime. 

But  should  I back  return,  no  tempting  press  » 

Shall  drag  my  journal  from  the  desk’s  recess : 

I.et  coxcombs,  printing  as  they  come  from  far, 

■Snatch  his  own  wreath  of  ridicule  from  Carr  ; 

Let  Aberdeen  and  Elgin  ' still  pursue 
j The  shade  of  fame  through  regions  of  vlrtii : 

I I With  this  verse  the  satire  originally  eodetL 

s A friend  of  mine  being  asked,  why  his  r.raco  of  ^rtlsTkl 
I was  likened  to  an  old  woman  'f  replied,  " he  supposed  it  was 
, hee.vuse  he  was  |wst  bearinit.”  His  Grace  it  now  gathered  to 
his  crandmothots,  where  he  sleeps  as  s<mod  as  ever  j but  even 
I hi*  iilf’tp  WR*  better  tlun  hi*  colieag\Je»  «»king.  IHli. 

I > Georgia.  * Mount  CaucMU*. 

I » TS>e»c  four  line*  originally  flood.  — 

I “ But  ihould  I back  return,  no  leUer’4  Mjre 

Shall  drag  my  eommoo-nlacp  binjk  on  the  itage  ; 

I Let  tain  Valentla  • riral  lucklet*  Carr.t  ^ 

• And  e<jual  him  whofc  work  be  lomrlit  to  mar. 

• rin  a letter  written  from  GibralUr  to  hi*  friend  nodgfon, 

Igor.l  Byron  I hare  *em  Sir  Ji>hn  t..*rr  «l  hekUUj 

I «nd  CadU,  and.  like  SwhVi  hari>er.  have  bw-n  "fj  m)’ 

; kncct  to  lK*g  he  would  not  put  me  into  black  and  white.  } 

' ? Lord  Elgin  would  fain  t>er*u.wle  u»  that  all  the  lig\|res. 

• with  and  without  no«e*.  In  hi*  fioneibop,  are  the  work  of 
Phldiaf  ! “ Credat  .ladieu*  1” 

• ■ rThe  originnl  erJthet  wa*  " rlairic.”  Lord  Drmn  altered 

l|  itlnlheilnhe.lltlon,anda.lde.llhisnme;_“Bai>id.  indeed! 

Hetopoiraphlred  ainl  IjpogTaphlsed  King  Priam  s dominions 
In  thrJw  days  1 I called  him  • classic’  before  1 saw  the  Proad. 

• Lord  Valentia  {whose  Itvmendoui  trivels  are  forthcom- 
Ins  wllh  due  deeoralitins,  graplilcal,  topographical,  tyj^ 

I'  erwhieU)  deposed,  on  Sir  John  barr's  unlncSiy  suit,  that  Sir. 
ii  Dulis.is’s  satire  prevented  his  purchase  of  the  Stranger  in 
Irrland."— Oh,  lie,  my  lord!  has  your  lorslship  no  triore 
feeling  for  a tcHowdourlst f — but  "two  of  a trade,  they 

[From  the  manr  tours  he  made.  Sir  John  was  e,ll1ed 
" •flte  Jasmting  Cat.'’  A wicked  wit  having  leverele  lashed 
him  in  a publication,  called  " My  Pnekcl  Br«.k  ; w Hints  for 
a Rfghf  Merrie  and  Conceited  Tour."  he  brought  an  action 
of  efiunagea  against  the  puhlliher  ; hut  as  the  work  eont^dned 
only  •rhit  the  court  deemed  legitimate  erlticism.  the  knight  was 
nonsuited.  Edward  Dubois.  Kn)  . tho  author  of  this  |deasant 
mtire  has  also  pnhliihed  *’  The  Wreath."  consisting  of  trans- 
laOnns  from  Sappho.  Bion  and  Moschus,  “ Old  Nlek,  ’ a 
ftAtirkal  ftory.  and  an  vdltioo  of  the  Decamcruu  of  Boc- 
caccio.] 


Waste  useless  thousands  on  their  Phidlan  freaks 
Misshapen  monuments  and  maim’d  antiques ; 

And  make  their  grand  saiooni  a general  mart 
For  all  the  mutilated  blocks  of  art,  I 

Of  Dardan  tours  let  dilettanti  tell,  | 

I leave  topography  to  rapid  « Cell ; ^ i 

And,  quite  content,  no  more  shall  interpose  j 

To  stun  the  public  year — at  least  with  prose.  I 

Thus  far  I ’ve  held  my  undlsturb’d  career. 

Prepared  for  rancour,  steel’d  ’gainst  selftsh  fear:  I 

This  thing  of  rhyme  I ne’er  disdain’d  to  own  — 
Though  not  obtrusive,  yet  not  quite  unknown  : 

M)  voice  was  heard  a^n,  though  not  so  Kmd, 

My  page,  though  nameless,  never  disavow'd ; 

And  now  at  once  I tear  the  veil  away  ; — 

Cheer  on  the  pack  J the  quarry  stands  at  bay, 

Uusoared  by  all  the  din  of  Melbourne  hou^e.i* 

Uy  Lambe's  resentment,  or  by  Hollan'J’s  spouse, 

By  Jeffrey’s  harmless  pistol,  Hallam's  rage, 

Edina’s  brawny  sous  and  brimstone  page. 

Our  men  in  buckram  shall  have  blows  enough. 

And  fed  they  too  are  “penetrable  stuff 
.■tnd  though  I hope  not  hence  unscathed  to  go, 

Who  conquers  me  shall  find  a stubborn  foe. 

The  time  hath  been,  when  no  hai'sh  sound  would  fall 
From  lips  that  now  may  seem  imbucil  wllh  gall ; 

Nor  fools  nor  follies  tempt  me  to  despise 

The  meanest  thing  that  crawl'd  beneath  my  eyes : 

But  now,  so  callous  grown,  so  changed  since  youth, 

I ’ve  leam’d  to  think,  and  sternly  speak  the  truth  ; 
Lcam’d  to  deride  the  critic’s  starch  decree. 

And  break  him  on  the  wheel  he  meant  for  me; 

To  spurn  the  rod  a scribbler  bids  me  kiss. 

Nor  care  if  courts  and  crowds  applaud  or  hiss : 

hut  since  have  learned  better  than  to  tack  to  his  turae  « hu 
don’t  belong  to  It.**  ] 

* Mr.  Geir# Topography  of  Troy  and  Ithaca  cannot  fail  to 
eniure  the  approbation  of  every  mun  po*»c**cd  of  clx*»lcsd 
taste,  as  well  lor  the  Information  Mr.  Cell  convey*  to  the 
mind  of  the  reader,  as  for  the  ability  and  research  the  respec- 
tive «orks  display.  — Since  leclng  the  plain  of  Troy,  tny 
opinions  are  somewhat  changed  as  to  the  unove  note.  Cell  • 
survPT  wni  hasty  and  superficial. B.  1S16.1 
[Shortly  after  m*  return  from  Greece  in  JSlI,  Lord  Byron 
wrote  a review  of  Sir  William  Gcll’s  works  for  the  Monthly 
ftevlew.  In  hi*  Diary  of  IA2I.  there  h this  pati.i-'e:  — 

**  In  reading,  I have  ju»t  chanced  upon  anexpresMon  of  Tom 
Campbell's  ; — speaking  of  Coihus.  ho  says  that  * no  reader 
cares  any  more  abi>ut  (he  ckarac/fritlie  mamnrrt  cf  hi* 
eclogues  than  aliout  the  aniheniiclty  of  the  tale  of  Troy.' 

*T  is  false we  do  care  al>out  * the  authenticity  of  the  talc  o4 

Trov.'  I have  stood  upon  that  plain,  dafJtf,  for  more  than  a 
month.  In  ISIO ; and  If  anv  thing  dlmlniilu-d  my  pleasure,  it 
was  that  the  blackguard  Bryant  h.'ui  Impugned  It*  veracity. 
It  I*  true  ! read  ‘ llomer  Travcitiod.’  because  HobhouK’  aiul 
other*  lH)T«l  me  with  their  le.imcd  localltle*,  and  I love 
! quiitlog.  But  I still  verrerated  the  grand  origlnid  as  the 
truth  of  fiistorp  (in  the  material  /acU)  ami  of  piacf.  Other- 
wise It  would  have  given  me  on  delight  Who  will  permade 
me,  when  i Tcclined  upon  a mighty  tomt>s.that  IC  did  not  con- 
' Uln  a hero  ? — U*  very  ntagnliude  proved  this.  Mm  do  "nog 
latwutf  over  the  Iknouie  and  petty  dead:  — and  why  should 
not  the  tkaJ  bo  Homer' t dead  r 
i®  [IxirdBiTOnset  out  on  hi*  travels  with  thedetermlnatioo 
to  keep  no  jo'unusl.  In  a letter  to  hi*  friend  Hcorv  Drury, 
when  on  the  point  of  Milling,  he  pleasantlysajr*,—**  Hohhouse 
ha*  made  wuundy  preparations  for  a book  cm  his  return  : — 
one  hundreil  pen*,  two  gallons  of  japan  Ink,  and  several 
volume*  uf  best  hliuik,  I*  no  bad  pruvirion  for  a discerning 
puhiic.  1 have  laid  down  my  pen,  hut  have  promised  to  cosi- 
tribute  a chapter  on  the  state  uf  morals,  &c.  Ac.*’]  ’ 

It  r"  Singular  enough,  and  din  erwugh,  God  knows.'*— . B. 
1S16.] 

•»  rin  this  passage,  hastily  thrown  off  a*  It  U.  " we  find,** 
say*  Moore,  *•  the  strongest  trace  of  that  wounded  feeiiog, 
w^h  bleeds,  as  it  were,  through  all  bis  subsequent  writings.”  j 
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Najr  more,  though  all  my  rival  rbymwters  frown, 

I too  can  hunt  a poetaster  down  j 

And,  ann’d  in  pixwf,  the  gauntlet  cast  at  once 

To  Scotch  marauder,  and  to  ftoulhem  dunce. 

Thus  much  I ’ve  dared;  If  my  Inrondltc  lay 
Haih  wrong’d  these  righteous  timess  let  otuen  Nay ; 
This,  let  the  world,  which  knows  not  how  to  spare, 
Yet  rarely  blames  unjustly,  now  declare.  ‘ 

rosTscMrr  to  thi  second  rnmoK. 

I HAVE  b<^  informtH],  since  the  preseut  edition  went  to  the 
prest,  tliat  my  truUjr  and  weli-brloved  coiuint,  the  Kdinburich 
Ilevtewers,  are  prepwring  « most  Teltomeiit  critique  on  my 
poor,  e^'otle.  Ufir.-Jiitmg  Muse,  whom  they  hare  already  so 
Co-derded  wlUi  ti)«tr  ungodly  ribaldry  : 

**  Tanlame  anirais  ccelesttbus  ire  1 " 

I suppose  I must  say  of  Jefhey  as  Sir  Andrew  Aguecheek 
a«lth.  **  An  I had  known  he  was  so  cunning  of  fence,  1 had 
•een  him  dainiitsd  ere  I had  fuught  him.”  whal  a pity  it  is 
that  1 shall  be  bryond  the  Kospimrus  Iwfore  the  ne%t  number 
has  passol  the  Tweed  t But  1 yet  ho|>eto  light  my  pipe  witli 
it  in  FersU. 

Mr  nortbeni  friends  bare  acrusod  me,  with  Justice,  of  per- 
sonality towards  their  great  literary  anthropophagus.  Jellify  ; 
but  what  else  was  to  be  done  wun  him  and  hU  dirty  jwick. 
who  feed  by  " Mng  and  slAodering,”  aud  slake  their  tlilrst  by 
**  evil  speaking  7”  I hare  adduce)!  facta  already  well  knuw  u. 
and  of  Ji-l^y’s  mind  I hare  stated  my  free  opinion,  nor  has 
hr  thence  sustained  try  injury  t — what  scareu^r  was  ever 
soUmI  by  being  peltol  with  mud  ? It  nuy  be  said  tliol  I quit 
KngUnd  because  1 liave  o^uuired  tliere  **|HTtnntar  honour 
Eud  wit  about  town  but  I am  cumlog  back  again,  and  their 


rengrance  will  keep  hot  till  my  return.  Those  who  know  me 
can  testify  that  my  motlvca  few  learing  Kngland  are  rery  dlf> 
forent  front  fears,  literary  or  personal : those  who  do  not,  may 
one  day  he  convinced.  Since  the  publication  of  this  thing,  my 
name  ^as  not  b«wn  concealed  ; I bare  been  mostly  in  Loi^oti, 
ready  to  answer  for  ray  trausKressions,  and  in  daily  expectation 
of  suodry  cartels  ; but.  alas  T ” the  age  of  chiralry  Is  orer,” 
or.  In  the  vulgar  tnogue,  there  Is  no  ^rlt  now,a-days. 

'Diere  U a youth  yclq^  llewson  Clarke  (subatid!  rsgwi'rel, 
a sixer  of  Emanuel  'College,  and.  I believe,  a dealien  of  Unr- 
w Ick-upon-Tweed.  whuni  I liave  introduced  in  these  pages  to 
much  better  cnmp.-uiy  than  he  has  been  accustomed  to  meet  $ 
he  Is,  notwUhstamling,  a very  sad  dog,  and  for  no  reason  that 
1 can  discover,  except  a persooal  quarrel  with  a bear,  kept  by 
me  At  Cambrblge  to  sit  for  a fellowship,  and  whom  the  jea> 
lousy  of  his  Trinity  contemporaries  prevented  from  success, 
has  been  abusing  me,  and.  what  is  worwe,  the  defcTicciess 
innocent  above  mentioned.  In  the  **  Satlrltt,**  for  one  year  and 
some  roontha.  I am  utterly  unronscioui  of  having  given  him 
any  proTocatloo  ; indeed,  I am  guiltless  of  haring  heard  his 
name  till  coupled  with  the  “ Satirist.”  He  has  therefoit'  no 
reason  to  complain,  and  I daresay  that,  like  Sir  Fretful  Pla- 
giary. he  Is  rather  pi^asfd  than  otherwise.  1 have  now  men- 
tioned all  who  have  doue  me  the  honour  to  notice  me  and 
mine,  that  is,  my  bear  and  my  book,  except  the  editor  of  the 
“ Satirist,”  who.  It  seems,  it  a gentleman  — (lod  wol  1 I wish 
he  could  impart  a little  of  his  geutllUy  to  his  sulMrdinate  scrib, 
biers.  1 hear  Uiat  Mr.  Jeroingham  is  about  to  take  up  the 
cut^eis  for  his  Mccenas.  Lord  Carlisle.  I hope  not ; he  was 
one  of  the  few,  who.  In  the  very  short  Intercourse  1 had  with 
him.  treated  mo  with  kindness  when  a boy ; and  whatever 
he  may  lay  or  do,  “ pour  on,  I will  endure,”  I have  nothing 
further  to  add,  save  a general  note  of  ihanksglTin^  to  readers, 
purchasers,  and  publisiiers  ; and,  io  the  words  of  Scott,  I wish 

**  To  all  aiHl  each  a fair  good  night. 

And  rosy  dreams  and  slumbers  light.” 


I 


f^int0  from  fi^orarr: 


BEiSC  AN  AtLC^JOK  IX  EKCLISH  VERSE  TO  THE  EPISTLE  “ AD  PISONES,  DE  AP.TE  POETICA,  AND 
INTENDED  AS  A SEi^L'EL  TO  ENOLISH  HARDS  AND  SCOTCH  REVIEWERS.”  ^ 


— ” Ergo  fungar  vice  cotls.  acutum 
Heddcrc  quse  frrnun  valet,  exsors  ipaa  lei’nndl.” 

lIoB.  J5c  Arte  Poet- 


* Rhymes  are  difficult  things  » they  are  stubborn  things,  sir.” 

Fisluimi’s  Amflta. 


I: 


Athens.  Capuchin  Conveoi.  March  12.  iSll. 
Who  woulil  not  laugh,  if  Lawrence,  hlrwl  to  grace 
Ills  costly  canvass  with  each  flatter’d  face. 

Abutted  his  art,  till  Nature,  with  a blush. 

Saw  cits  grow  centaurs  underneath  his  brush  ? 

llumano  capiti  cervlcem  pUrtor  oquinam 
Juugero  si  vclit,  et  varias  induccrc  plumaf, 

I The  greater  part  of  this  satire  I most  sincerely  wish 
had  never  been  written  — not  only  on  acctnint  of  the  injustice 
of  much  of  the  criticAl.  and  some  of  the  personal  part  uf  it  — 
but  the  tone  and  temper  arc  such  as  | cannot  approve.”  — 
Bvxon.  July  H.  1816.  Diodati,  GenevxJ 
* [.Authors  are  apt,  U Is  said,  to  eiUmate  their  performnnees 
more  according  to  the  trouble  they  have  cost  thrmseives, 
than  the  pleasure  they  afibrd  to  the  public ; and  It  U only  io 
this  way  tut  we  can  pretend  to  account  for  the  extraordinary 
value  Which  Lord  Byron  attnehed,  even  many  long  } ears  after 
they  were  written,  to  these  “ Hints  from  Horace."  The  busi- 
ness of  translatinfi  Ilnravr  has  hitherto  been  a hopeless  one  ; 
— and  notwithstamilng  the  brilliant  cleverness  or  some  pas- 
aaces.  in  both  Pope's  and  Swift's  Imttatwnt  of  him.  there 
bad  ^n,  on  the  whole,  rery  Utile  to  encourage  any  one  to 
mcdiUc  i/^ounIv  even  with  that  test  difficult  cbmartincnt.  It 
It,  comparatively,  an  easy  aflklr  to  transfer  IheeRtTt.  or  some- 


Or,  !»houltl  ?ome  limner  join,  for  «how  or  sale, 

A maid  of  honour  to  a mermaid’s  tail  ? 

Or  low  Dubost  — as  once  the  world  has  seen  — 
Degrade  God’s  creaturrs  in  his  graphic  spleen  ? 

t'ndique  cnllatis  membrit,  ut  turpiter  at  rum 
Desiiuit  in  piscem  rouUer  fonnosa  siipenvd ; 

thing  like  the  effect,  nf  the  majestic  declamations  of  Juvenal  ^ 
tait  the  Huratian  satire  is  cast  In  a mould  of  such  exquisite 
delicacy  — uniting  perfect  ease  srith  perfect  elrtancc  through- 
out—as  has  hitherto  defied  all  the  skill  of  the  moderns, 
lyord  Byron,  however,  having  composed  tbit  piece  at  Atbeni, 
in  IMII,  and  hrouglit  it  home  in  tne  same  desk  with  the  two 
first  cantos  of  ” Childe  Harold,”  appetars  to  lure,  on  his 
arrival  in  I.x>ndon,  cootemplated  Its  putdication  as  far  more 
likely  to  increase  his  reputation  than  that  of  bit  original 
poem.  Perhaps  Milton’s  preference  of  the  “Paradise  Re- 
g.ilned**  over  the  ” Paradise  la>st  ” Is  not  a more  drcisive  ex- 
ample of  the  extent  to  which  a great  author  may  mistake  th« 
source  of  his  greatocsi. 

I,ord  Byrciii  was  prevented  from  publishing  these  lines,  br 
a feeling,  which,  ctmsiderine  his  high  notion  of  thoir  moriL 
does  him  honour.  By  acclnent.  or  nearly  so,  the  ” Harnid 
came  out  bedure  the  ’*  Hints — and  the  reception  of  tlM 
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Not  all  that  forced  poUtencaa,  which  defends 
Fools  in  their  could  gag  hi*  grinning  fdends.  * 
Believe  me,  Moechu*  *,  like  that  picture  seems 
The  book  which,  sillier  than  a sick  man's  dream*, 
Displays  a crowd  of  figures  lncom])lete. 

Poetic  nightmares,  without  head  or  feet,  ^ 

Poet*  and  painters  as  all  artists  ^ know. 

May  shoot  a little  with  a lengthen’d  bow  ; 

We  claim  this  mutual  mercy  for  our  tesk, 

And  grant  in  turn  the  pardon  which  we  ask  ; 

But  make  not  mon'^ters  spring  from  gentle  dams  — 
Birds  breed  not  vipers,  ti^rs  nurse  not  lambs. 

A labour'd,  long  exordium,  sometimes  tends 
I (Like  patriot  speeches)  but  to  paltry  end*  j 
I And  nonsense  in  a lofty  note  goes  down 
1 As  pertneas  passe*  with  a legal  gown : 

Thus  many  a bard  describes  in  pompous  strain 
The  clear  brook  babbling  through  the  goodly  plain ; 
The  groves  of  Granta,  and  her  Gothic  halls,  [walls; 

; King’s  Coll.,  Cam’s  stream,  stain'd  windows,  and  old 
'■  Or,  in  advent’rous  numbers,  neatly  alms 
I To  paint  a rainbow,  or — the  river  Thame*. 

I You  sketch  a tree,  and  so  perhaps  may  »hliu  — 

I But  daub  a shipwreck  like  an  alehouse  ; 

You  idan  a rase— It  dwindles  to  a pot ; 

Then  glide  iJown  Grub-street  — fasting  and  fo;  _ot ; 


Laugh'd  into  Lethe  by  some  quaint  Review, 

Wliose  wit  is  never  troublesome  till  — true.^ 

In  fine,  to  whatsoever  you  aspire. 

Let  it  at  least  be  simple  and  entire. 

The  greater  portion  of  the  rhyming  tribe 
(Give  ear,  my  friend,  for  thou  hast  been  a scribe) 

Are  led  astray  by  some  peculiar  lure. 

I labour  to  be  brief  — become  obscure ; l| 

One  falls  while  following  elegance  too  fast ; | 

Another  soars,  inflated  with  bombast ; 

Too  low  a third  crawls  on,  afraid  to  fly,  j 

He  spins  his  subject  to  satiety; 

Absurdly  varying,  be  at  last  engraves  * 

Fish  In  the  woods,  and  boors  beneath  the  waves ! 

Unless  your  care  *s  exact,  your  judgment  nice. 

The  flight  from  fcdly  leads  but  into  rice  ; 

None  are  complete,  all  wanting  in  some  part. 

Like  certain  tailors,  limited  in  art.  | 

For  gallygaskins  Slowsbears  is  your  man  ; j 

But  coats  must  claim  another  artisan. « 

Now  this  to  me,  I own,  seems  much  the  same 
As  Vulcan's  feet  to  bear  Apollo's  frame  * ; l| 

Or,  with  a fair  complexion,  to  expose  j; 

Blark  eyes,  black  ringlets,  but  — a bottle  nose ! j i 

Dear  authors ! suit  your  t(H>ics  to  your  strength. 

And  ponder  well  your  sulyect,  and  its  length ; 1 


SpecUtum  admlisl  risum  len^atii,  .imici  ? 

Credit*.  Piioncf,  Uti  tabulc  fore  Ubrum 
Fertlmlleni,  cujut,  velut  irgri  loinnla.  vanv 
Flngcntiir  ipecie* ; ul  iiec  pei,  nec  capnt  uul 
Bcodatur  formic.  Pictorluui  atque 
Quldilbct  audeodi  semper  full  »<;ua  poic*t.Tj. 

Scimut,  el  hone  Teoiam  petlmutque  damu<'^ue  ricisiim : 
non  ul  plncldis  cucant  ; non  ut  . 

Serpentes  avilmi  gemlnentur,  tlgrlbus  agni. 

lnc<Pptis  graribus  plcrumque  et  magna  professli 
Purpureus,  qul  splendeal,  unus  ct  alter 
Assuitur  panniii ; cum  lucus  et  ara  Diaac, 

Kt  properantl*  aquie  per  amcanos  ambllu*  afjrru. 

Aut  flumen  Uhenum.  .aut  plurim  describilur  v.rcu*. 

Sed  nunc  non  erat  his  locus:  el  forta^ie  niprcsuiji 
Scls  ilmularc:  quid  hoc,  st  frartli  cnatat  exsix's 
Navibus,  »re  dato  qui  pln((ltur  ? amphora  coppit 
Ifutltui ; currente  rou  cur  urceu*  exit  ? 

Decique  sit  quod  vis,  simplex  duntaxat  et  unum. 


Maxima  para  ratum.  pater,  et  jurenes  patre  dig&l,  ’ 

Decipimur  specie  reed.  Brevis  case  laboro,  l! 

Obscurus  Bo:  sectantem  levta,  nervl  I , 

iJcddunt  animique : prorvssus  graudla.  turget : i; 

Serpit  huml  tutus  niimum  timio^usque  procellc : 

Qul  rarlaie  cuplt  rem  prodlgialitcr  unam,  ' 

Uelphtnum  svfvls  applngit.  lluctlhus  .ipruro.  ' 

In  vltium  aucit  cufpar  fuga,  si  caret  nrte.  i 

.Emllium  drea  ludum  fal>er  Imus  et  iinruea  l 

Kxpriroct.  et  molles  ImlUbitur  «re  caplllus  ; 
infelix  opens  summa,  quia  poncre  totum  I 

Kesetet.  Ilunc  epo  me,  si  quid  comMUere  curem. 

Non  mapls  esse  vrllin.  quam  praxo  Ttvrre  luoo.  | 

Spectandum  nlpris  oculis  nlgr^ue  raplUo.  i 

.Sumlte  materlem  vesiris,  qui  scrlbitis,  srquam 
Viribu*;  et  versale  did  quid  ferre  recusent,  '[ 

Quid  raleant  humeri.  Oul  lecta  potenter  erii  res, 

Nec  farundia  descrot  hunr,  nec  lucldus  or«lo.  ' 

Ordinis  bsec  virtus  crit  ct  %'enus,  aut  ego  fallor. 


fonnorwas  so  fl.atteHngtoLord  Bpon,  that  it  cutild  se.irreljr 
fail  to  take  off,  for  the  time,  the  edge  of  hi#  ap^ile  for  Hic.  , 
raiT  bitterness,  in  short,  he  found  nlmself  ndxlng  eonstanth-  ; 
In  society  with  persons  who  had  — fr*«n  good  sense,  or  good-  i 
nature,  or  from  both — overlooked  the  ptliilaiicjcs  of  hli  | 
" EnKlish  Bards  and  Scotch  Ileviewers.”  a«id  lolt,  as  he  said,  ^ 
that  he  should  be  “ heaping  eoals  of  Are  on  his  head  " if  hu  | 
were  to  persist  In  bringing  lortli  a continuation  of  his  juvenile 
lampoon.  Nine  years  had  passed  ere  he  is  found  writing  thus 
to  Mr.  Murray : — ” Get  from  Mr.  Ho»»hou*e.  and  send  me.  a 
proof  of  iny  * Hints  from  Horace : ’ It  has  now  the  non«ni 
prenuitur  m aftnum  c<jtup)c*te  for  It*  proiluction.  1 have  a 
notion  that,  with  some  umission*  of  names  und  paivages,  it 
will  do;  and  I could  pul  my  late  oiiierrations  Jor 
amongst  the  notes.  As  far  as  vef'iflcation  .eoes,  it  l»  gorKi  ; 
and,  m looking  back  at  what  1 wrote  about  that  period.  I am 
astonished  to  see  how  little  I have  trained  on.  I wrote  better 
then  than  now  ; but  that  comes  of  my  harin':  fallen  Into  the 
atrc»clous  I'.vl  fawte  of  the  times."  f>n  hearing,  however, 
that,  in  Mr.  Hobhou»e*s  opinion,  the  iambics  would  require 
•’ a good  dral  of  slashing"  to  suit  the  times,  the  notion  of 
priming  them  was  once  more  .nbandone*!.  They  were  first 
published,  therefore,  m 1S5I,  acven  years  alter  the  poet's 
death.) 

‘ In  an  English  newspaper,  «*hich  finds  Its  way  abroad 
wherever  there  are  Kngushmen,  I read  an  account  of  this 
dirtv  dauber’s  caricature  of  Mr.  H—  as  a " Ijeast."  and  the 
nm'oqiient  action,  Ac.  The  circumstance  Is.  prolxihlT,  b»o 
well  known  to  require  further  rommeut.  — [The  gentleman 
I here  alluded  to  wsis  Thomas  Hope.  Esq..  th«-  author  of*‘Ana- 
' staslus,"  and  one  of  the  most  nmnlftrent  patrons  of  art  this 
country  ever  possessed.  Haring,  somehow,  offended  an  ud> 


prindplcxi  French  painter,  by  name  Dobost,  that  ndveDturer 
rerenpt^  hitnself  by  a picture  called  **  Beauty  .and  the  Bewt.  ’ 
in  which  Mr.  Hope  and  his  lady  were  represented  acrordlog  . 
to  the  well-known  fidry  story.  The  picture  had  too  ^uch  ! 
malice  not  to  succeed  j and.  to  the  disgrace  of  John  Bull,  the 
exhibition  of  it  Is  said  to  have  fetched  thirty  pounds  in  a day. 

A brother  of  Mrs.  Hope  thrust  bta  sword  through  the  can. 
va« ; and  M.  Duhost  had  the  consolation  to  get  fire  pounds 
damages.  The  affair  made  much  noise  at  the  time  ; though 
Mr.  Hope  hod  not  then  placed  himself  on  that  seat  of  llteraijr 
eminence,  which  he  afterwards  attained.  Frobably,  indeed, 
no  man's  repuUtion  in  the  world  was  ever  so  suddenly  and 
completely  altered,  as  his  was  by  the  appearance  of  his  roaf- 
^fieent  romance.  He  died  in  1*33.] 

> Moschiu."—  In  the  original  MS.,  " Hobhouse."] 

* I The  opening  of  the  wm  is,  with  reforenco  to  the  origi- 
nal, ingenious — ■Muokb.J 

* [“  .\ll  artists."—  Originally,  " To  scribblers."] 

* •'  Where  pure  description  held  the  place  of 

« [This  U pointed,  and  felldtoualy  expressed.  — Moo**.] 

^ Mere  common  mortals  were  cominouly  content  writh  one 
Uilor  and  with  one  bill,  hut  the  more  particular  gentlemw 
found  It  tm[n->v'U)le  to  ct>nfl*lo  their  lower  garment*  to  the 
makers  of  their  body  clothes.  I speak  of  the  begitmlni^  of 
IdOO ; what  reform  m.iT  have  slneo  taken  place,  1 ncUner 
know,  nor  desire  to  know. 

* ["  Ai  one  leg  perfect,  and  the  other  lame."  —MS 


] ! 
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D'QitL'oa  by  CiOOgIc 


HINTS  FROM  HORACE. 


Nor  lift  your  load,  before  you’re  quite  aware  ' 

What  weight  your  shoulder*  will,  or  will  not,  bear.  ' 
But  lucid  Order,  and  Wit's  siren  voice, 

Await  the  poet,  skilful  in  his  choice ; I 

With  native  eloquence  he  soars  along,  j 

Grace  in  his  thoughte,  and  music  in  his  song. 

Let  judgment  tench  him  wisely  to  combine 
With  future  parts  the  now  omitted  line : 

This  shall  the  author  choose,  or  that  rqect. 

Precise  In  style,  and  cautious  to  select ; 

Hot  slight  applause  will  candid  pens  afford 
To  him  who  furnishes  a wanting  word. 

Then  fear  not.  If 't  is  needful,  to  produce 
Some  term  unknown,  or  obsolete  in  use, 

(As  Pitt  * has  furnish’d  tis  a word  or  two, 

Which  lexicographers  declined  to  do ;) 

So  you  Indeed,  with  care, — (but  be  content 
To  take  this  license  rarely)  — may  Invent 
New  words  find  credit  la  ^csc  latter  days 
If  neatly  grafted  on  a Gallic  phrase. 

What  Chaucer,  Spenser  did,  we  scaix'c  refuse 
To  Dryilcn's  or  to  Pope’s  maturcr  muse. 

If  you  can  add  a little,  say  why  not. 

As  well  as  William  Pitt  »nd  Walter  Scott  ? 

Since  they,  by  force  of  rhyme  and  force  of  lungs, 
Enrich'd  our  island’s  iU^united  tongues  ; 

'T  is  then  — and  shall  be — lawful  to  present 
Reform  in  writing,  as  in  parliament 

As  forests  shed  their  foliage  by  degrees. 

So  fade  expreoions  which  in  sea.son  please ; 

And  wc  and  ours,  alas  ! are  due  to  fate. 

And  works  and  words  but  dwindle  to  a date. 

lit  jam  nunr  dicat.  Jam  nunc  detwmtla  did 
Pleraqur  dUTerat,  et  In  (rmpiis  omittat; 

lloc  amrt,  hoc  iperoat  promiMi  earmlnii  auctor. 

In  mbli  etlam  tenui*  cautuique  sereodls : 

Dixerls  egrrgie.  notum  ■!  caltlda  rprbum 
Reddidrrit  Junctura  norum.  81  fnrt«  oecetie  e«t 
IndiHU  monttrare  reeentibus  nbdita  rvrum, 

Fingere  dnetutis  non  rxaudita  Otlirds 
Contfngpt  ; dahiturqui*  llrmtla  tumpta  pudmtpr  ; 

Et  nova  fletaque  nu|>er  hahebunt  verba  fldem.  ft 
r>r»co  funte  cadant.  parra  datorta.  Quid  antrm 
Cccilio  Floutoque  dahit  Rotnanui,  ademptum 
Vlrgllio  Varloqne  ? egn  ctir,  acquirrrr  paixa 
Si  possum,  invtdeor,  cura  Mofua  Tatonls  tt  P.nnt 
Sennonem  patrlum  ditaverit,  rt  nova  rerum 
Komina  protulerlt  ? Limit.  »etnperque  llrebtt, 

Sinatum  prvsente  aota  prnducere  nomen. 

L't  tllv*  fulils  pronoi  mutantur  In  aonns  ; 

Prims  cadunt,:  Ita  verbortim  vetus  Interit  a*tas, 

F.t  juvenum  ritu  flerrat  modo  nata,  ▼igv’ntque. 

Debemur  mortl  nos  nostmque:  tire  rcreptiu 
Terra  Neptumu  classes  aqullonibus  arcet, 

< Mr.  Pitt  was  liberal  in  hU  additions  to  our  parliamentary 
tongue ; os  may  be  seen  in  many  publicatioos,  particularly  the 
Edtoburgb  Review. 

* Old  ballads,  old  plays,  and  old  women’s  stories  are  at 
nresent  In  as  much  request  as  uld  wino  or  new  speeches.  In 
net,  this  Is  the  millennium  of  black  letter : thanks  to  our 
Hetwrs.  Webers,  and  Scotts  1_  [There  was  considerable  ma- 
lice In  thus  nuttinc  lfV6cr,  a i>oor  German  hack,  a mere  ama- 
nuensis of  ^ir  Walter  Scott,  between  the  two  other  names.] 

* •*  Mac  Flccknoe,**  the  “ Dunciad."  and  all  Ssrifl's  lam- 

pooning hallKls.  Whatever  their  other  works  may  be,  these 
origtnated  In  personal  feelings,  and  angry  retort  on  unworthy 
rivus ; and  though  the  ability  of  these  satires  derates  the 
poetic^,  thdr  poignancy  detracts  from  the  personal  character 
of  the  wrllers.  — [For  partleulart  of  Drydeu's  feud  with  hi* 
successor  In  the  laurealeship.  Shadwell.  whom  he  has  immor- 
talised under  the  name  of  Mac  Klecknoe.  and  also  as  Og.  in 
the  second  part  of  “ Absalom  and  Arhitimhd  ; *'  and  for  the 
librrmry  squabbles  In  which  and  rope  were  engaged, 

the  reader  must  turn  to  (he  live*  and  works  of  these  three 
great  writers.  See  also  Mr.  D'lsraell’s  painfully  interesting 
book  o>  **  The  Quarreb  of  Authors.'*] 


Though  a*  a monarch  nods,  and  commerce  call*, 
Impetuous  rivers  stagnate  in  canals  ; 

Though  swamps  subdued,  and  marshes  drain'd,  sustain 
The  hea\7  ploughshare  and  tie  yellow  grain. 

And  rising  ports  along  the  busy  shore 
Protect  the  vessel  from  old  Ocean's  roar, 

All,  all  must  perish  ; but,  surviving  last. 

The  love  of  letters  half  preserves  the  past. 

True,  some  decay,  yet  not  a few  revive ; * 

Though  those  shall  sink,  which  now  appear  to  thrive. 
As  custom  arbitrates,  whose  shifting  sway 
Our  life  and  language  must  alike  obey. 

The  immortal  wars  which  gods  and  angels  wage. 
Are  they  not  shown  in  Milton’s  sacred  page  ? 

His  strain  will  teach  what  numbers  best  belong 
To  theme*  celestial  told  in  epic  song. 

The  slow,  sad  stanza  will  correctly  point 
The  lover’s  anguish,  or  the  Mend’s  complaint. 

But  which  desen'cs  the  laurel  — rhyme  or  7 
Which  bolds  on  Helicon  the  higher  rank  ? 

Let  squabbling  critics  by  themselves  dispute 
This  point,  as  puzzling  as  a Chancery  suit 

S.^tlric  rhyme  first  sprang  from  selflsh  spleen. 

You  doubt — see  Dryden,  Pope,  St  Patrick's  dean.  * 

Blank  verse  * is  now,  with  one  consent  allied 
To  Tragedy,  and  rarely  quits  her  side. 

Though  mad  Almanzor  rhymed  in  Dryden’s  days. 

No  sing-song  hero  rants  In  modem  plays ; 

While  modest  Comedy  her  verse  foregoes 
For  jest  and  pnn  ^ In  very  niidtiling  prose. 

Regis  opus  : itcrilUre  dlu  palas,  aptaque  remls, 

Vicinu  urbes  alit.  et  grave  sentlt  aratrum : 

Seo  curaun  mutavit  miquum  frugibuj  amnts, 

Doctus  iter  mcliua  ; mortalia  facta  peribunt ; 

Kedum  aermomim  ttet  huoos . rt  gratia  virax. 

Multa  renaacentur,  quw  jam  cerlcfrrr ; cadeotqoe 
Qua  nunc  aunt  in  honore  vocidMila.  si  volet  uiut. 

Quern  perves  arbUriura  c«t  et  Jus  et  norma  loquendl. 

Res  geita;  reguinque  duatmquc  et  triitU  bella. 

Quo  scribl  possent  numero  monstravit  Homents. 

Versibua  Inipwriter  junetts  querimonta  prhnum  \ 

Post  ettam  inclosa  est  votl  sententla  comj^. 

Quls  tamen  exigiioi  eleyros  emiserit  auctor. 

Grammatld  certant,  et  adhuc  suh  judke  Us  est. 

Architochiim  proprio  rabies  armarit  iambo  ; 

Hunc  seed  eepeie  pedern.  grandesque  enthurni, 

AUemls  aptum  sermonlbus,  et  pepulares 
Vlncentem  strepitus,  et  natum  rebus  aaendla. 

Muaa  dedJt  fioibus  diro«,  ptiernaque  aeorum. 

Et  pugilem  victorem,  et  equum  certamine  primum, 

Et Jtiveniua  curts,  et  libera  rioa  referre. 

Deacriptaa  serrar*  vices  operumqne  cnlorea, 

* [Like  Dr.Jnhnmn.  l.ord  Rymn maintained  theexcetleDoe 
of  rhyme  over  blank  verse  in  KngUsh  poetry.  “Blank  verse,'* 
be  says  In  his  tonz  iMt  letter  to  the  editor  of  Blackwood'a 
Magastne,  “ unless  In  the  drama,  no  one  exc«^  Milton  ever 
wrote  who  could  rhyme.  I an  aware  that  Johnson  has  said, 
after  some  hesitatioa.  that  he  could  not  * prevail  upon  hitoaew 
to  wish  that  Milton  had  been  a rhymer.'  The  oplnioos 
that  truly  great  man.  whom,  like  Pope,  it  la  (he  present 
fuhkm  to  dMry.  vrill  ever  be  received  by  me  wHb  that  defer- 
ence which  time  srill  restore  to  him  from  all ; bat.  with  all 
htimlllty,  ! am  not  persuaded  that  the  * Paradise  Lost  * 


would  not  have  beep  more  nobly  conveyed  to  poster!^,  not 
perhaps  In  heroic  coupieta,  — although  even  tney  could  sus- 
tain the  subject,  If  well  balanced, — but  in  the  stanaa  of 
Spenser,  or  of  Tasso,  or  In  the  tersa  rima  of  Dante,  which 
the  powers  of  Milton  could  easily  have  grafted  on  our  Ian- 

ra.  The ' Seasons ' of  Thomson  wo^d  have  been  better 
me,  although  still  Inferior  to  his  ' Castle  of  Indolence  t * 
and  Mr.  Soutbeya  ‘ Joan  of  Arc  ’ do  worse."] 

* With  all  the  vulgar  applause  and  critical  abhorrence 
ptim.  they  have  Aristotle  on  their  side ; who  permlta  tiMB 
to  oratortfiod  gives  them  consequence  byagrave 
Ff  4 
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Not  that  our  B«ns  or  BeaumonU  show  the  wone. 

Or  loK  one  point,  bccauee  they  wrote  In  Ter»e. 

But  to  Thalia  pleases  to  appear. 

Poor  virgin  ! damn’d  some  twenty  times  a year  ( 

Whate’er  the  scene,  let  this  advice  have  weight : — 
Adapt  your  language  to  your  hero’s  state. 

At  times  Melpomene  forgets  to  groan. 

And  brisk  Thalia  takes  a serious  tone ; 

Nor  unregarded  will  the  act  pass  by 
Where  angry  Townly  > lifts  his  voice  on  high. 

Again,  our  Shakspeare  limits  verse  to  kings, 

Wlicn  common  prose  will  serve  for  common  things ; 
And  lively  Hal  resigns  heroic  ire, 

To  **  hollowing  Uotspur  " • and  the  sceptred  sire. 

’T  is  not  enough,  ye  bards,  with  all  your  art. 

To  polish  poems  ; — they  must  touch  the  heart : 
Where’er  the  scene  be  laid,  whate’er  the  song, 

Still  let  it  bear  the  hearer's  soul  along ; 

Command  yoiur  audience  or  to  smile  or  weep, 
^liiche’er  may  please  you  — anything  but  sleep. 

The  poet  claims  our  tears ; but.  by  his  leave, 

Before  I shed  them,  let  me  see  him  grieve. 

If  banish’d  Romeo  feign'd  nor  sigh  nor  tear. 

Lull'd  by  his  languor,  1 should  sleep  or  sneer. 

Sad  words,  no  doubt,  become  a serious  face, 

And  men  look  angry  in  the  proper  place. 

At  double  meanings  folks  seem  wondrous  sly, 

And  sentiment  prescribes  a pensive  eye ; 

For  nature  form'd  at  first  the  Inward  man, 

And  actors  copy  nature  — when  they  can. 

She  bids  the  beating  heart  with  rapture  bound. 
Raised  to  the  stars,  or  IcvcU'd  with  the  ground  ; 

Cur  ego.  ti  nequeo  ignoroque,  poetit  fatutor  ? 

Cur  nesdre.  puileo*  prar«,  qium  diterro  rnulo  ? 

Vrr*ll>us  exponi  U'agl;!*  m cufflica  non  Tult ; 
Indignatur  it«m  prlvatU,  ac  prop«  locro 
Dtgnii  canninibiii  narrari  cema  Thytiur. 

Singula  quivquc  locum  irncant  surtlu  decenter. 

InterduiQ  lamen  et  roeem  comerdia  tolHt, 
iraiutquc  Chremes  tumldo  delUigat  ore: 

Et  tragical  plerumquo  dolet  icnnooe  peilestri. 

Telephui  et  Peleut,  cum  pauper  et  exiul,  uterquo 
Projidt  ampulla*  et  leiquipeuaiia  verba, 

SI  curat  cor  ipectantls  tctigiiie  querela. 

Non  laiti  eit  pulchra  cue  poemata ; dulda  lunto, 

£t,  quocunque  volent,  animum  audltori*  igunto. 

Ut  rldendbui  arrident.  iu  fleniilmi  adflent 
Human]  vultus : si  vU  me  flere,  dnleodum  e«t 
Prtmuni  ipii  tibl ; tunc  tua  me  lofortunla  iwdent. 
Teicphc,  rel  Peleu,  male  »i  mandata  loqucrU, 

Aul  dormitabo.  aut  ridebo : trlitta  mcritum 
Vultum  verba  decent ; iratum,  plena  minarum  ; 
Ludentem,  laidva ; leverum.  seria  dictu. 

Format  cuUn  natura  prius  no«  Intui  ad  omnem 

["  Cicero  aiio,"  sayi  Additon,  '*  hat  sprinkled  several  of  his 
works  Kith  them ; and.  In  bis  book  on  Oratory,  quotes 
abundance  of  Mdngi  as  pieces  of  «lt.  which,  upon  examina* 
tioa,  prove  arrant  punt.  But  the  age  in  which  the  pun 
chiefly  Bonrlshed  w*as  in  the  reign  of  James  the  Hrst.  who 
was  himself  a tolerable  punster,  and  made  very  fewr  bishops 
or  privy  counciUort  that  h«l  not  some  time  or  other  signa- 
iiSM  tnemiclvrs  by  a clinch  or  a conundrum.  The  sermoni 
of  Bishop  Andrews,  and  the  tragedies  of  Shakspeare.  are  full 
of  them.  The  tinner  was  punned  into  repentance  by  the 
former ; as  in  Ute  latter,  nothing  Is  more  usual  than  to  see  a 
hero  weeping  and  quibbling  for  adoten  lines  together.'*) 

I [In  Vanbrugh's  comedy  of  the  *'  Provoked  Husband."] 

> **And  in  his  ear  I*U  boDo  Mortimer  !'*•»  I Hmry  IV. 

> C*  Johnson.  Pray,  Mr.  Bayes,  who  is  that  Drawcansir  ? 
Bsm.  Why.  Sir,  a great  hero,  that  frigtata  bis  mlatress, 
snuM  up  kings.  ItalSe*  armies,  and  does  what  he  srlU,  without 
regard  to  numbers,  good  senae,  or  Justke.*'*^  AcAcarau/.] 


And  for  expression’s  aid,  ’tls  said,  or  sung. 

She  gave  our  mind's  interpreter  the  tongue. 

Who,  worn  with  use,  of  late  would  fain  dispense 
(At  least  in  theatres)  with  common  sense ; 

O'erwbelm  with  sound  the  boxes,  gallery,  pit. 

And  raise  a laugh  with  anything  — but  wit. 

To  skilful  writers  It  will  much  Import, 

Whence  spring  their  scenes,  from  common  life  ur 
court; 

Whether  they  seek  applause  by  smile  or  tear. 

To  draw  a “ Lying  Valet,"  or  a ” Lear," 

A sage,  or  rakish  youngster  wild  from  school, 

A wandering  “ Peregrine,"  or  plain  **  John  Bull ; " 

All  persons  please  when  nature's  voice  prevails, 
Scottish  or  Irish,  bom  in  Wilts  or  Wales. 

Or  follow  common  fame,  or  forge  a plot ; 

WT)o  cares  if  mimic  heroes  lived  or  not  ? 

One  precept  serves  to  regulate  the  scene  : — 

Make  it  appear  as  if  it  might  have  been. 

If  some  Drawcansir  * you  aspire  to  draw, 

Present  him  raving,  and  above  ail  law : 

If  female  Airies  in  your  scheme  are  plann’d, 

Macbeth’s  fierce  dome  U ready  to  your  band ; 

For  tears  and  tTcacbcr>’,  for  gixHl  and  evil,  | 

Constance,  King  Richard,  Hamlet,  and  the  Devil  | i 
But  If  a new  design  you  dare  essay,  | 

And  freely  n'andcr  from  the  beaten  way,  , 

True  to  your  characters,  till  all  be  past,  ' 

PrcKire  consistency  from  first  to  last.  j 

I 

’Tis  hard  to  venture  whore  our  betters  foil. 

Or  lend  fresh  Interest  to  a twice-told  talc ; 

Fortuxurum  habllum  ( Jurat,  aut  impiOUt  ad  Irani ; 

Aut  ad  humum  ratzrore  gravl  deducii,  et  anglt ; 

Pott  effert  animi  notus  fotorprete  lingua. 

81  diceutis  crutit  fortuuls  abtooa  dicta. 

Komoni  tollent  cquites  peditesque  cachlnonm. 

Intercrit  multum,  Davusae  loquatur,  an  hero* ; 
Maturusne  seoex,  an  adhuc  florente  juventa 
Fervidus ; an  matroiu  potent,  an  scdula  outrlx ; 
Mercatorue  vagus.  cuUonic  vlrentii  agelU  ; 

Colchus,  an  Assyrius ; Thebis  nutritus,  an  Argls. 

Aut  famam  sequere.  aut  tibl  conveolenila  flnge,  ' 

Sciiptor.  Honoratum  si  forte  reponls  AchiUero ; 

Implgcr.  tracuDdut,  inexorabUis,  acer,  I 

Jura  neget  tibl  nata,  nihil  non  arrugei  annit. 

Sit  Meuen  ferox  invictaque,  fiebilit  ino, 

Perftdut  Ixinn.  lo  vaga.  tristi*  Orestos.  ' 

SI  quid  Inexpvrtum  scenw  committls,  et  audet 
Personam  formarr  novam  ; lervetur  ad  iraum 
Qualls  ab  inrrpto  processerit,  et  tibl  coiutet. 

Dlfllcile  est  proprie  cummunla  dicero  * ; tuque 
Recti  US  Ilianim  carmen  dedudt  in  actus. 

Quam  il  profcrrct  Ignota  IndlcUque  primus. 

• •’  fii  prarorie  comrmtnia  rfirerr.”  — Mde.  Daeier,  ' 

Mde.  de  Sevigne,  Bolleau,  and  others,  have  left  their  dispute 
on  the  meaning  of  this  passage  in  a tract  considerably  longer 
than  the  poem  of  Horace.  It  It  printed  at  the  close  of  the 
eleventh  volume  of  MaAime  de  seviraO’s  Letters,  edited  by 
Grouvcllo,  Paris.  IKOC.  Presuming  that  all  whoron  construe 
may  venture  an  opinion  on  such  subjects,  particularly  as  so 
many  who  can  not  have  taken  the  same  liberty,  1 should  have 
held  my  “ farthing  candle  " as  awkwardly  as  another,  bad  not 
mv  respect  for  the  wlu  of  Ixnils  the  Fourteenth's  Augustan 
•iecle  Induced  me  to  subjoin  these  illustriouv  authorities.  Ivt, 
Boileau : **  II  est  dlfBcile  de  traitor  des  sujeu  qui  soot  A la 
portte  de  tout  le  monde  d’une  manlArc  qui  vous  let  rrode 
propres,  ce  qui  s'appelle  s'approprier  tm  sujet  par  le  tour 

3u'on  y donoe."  Sdly,  Batteux:  “ Malt  U rst  bien  difRcUe  d« 
ooner  det  traits  ^opres  et  individuelt  auz  Aires  pumneot 
possfblM.**  Sdly,  Dacier:  **  11  est  dUfidle  de  traiter  conve- 
nabiement  ces  caractAres  que  tout  le  monde  pent  inveoter." 
Mde.  de  SAvignf't  opinion  and  translation,  consisting  of  some 
thirty  pages,  1 omit,  particularly  at  M.  Grouvello  observes, 

“ La  cliose  est  Ueo  remarquable,  aucune  de  cue  dlvcma  in> 


D^g  I zed  dy 
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And  yet,  i>crchance,  'tis  vrUer  to  prefer 
A hackney'd  plot,  than  choose  a new,  and  err ; i 
Yet  copy  not  too  cloacly,  but  record,  i 

More  justly,  thought  for  thought  than  word  for  , 
word,  I 

Nor  trace  your  protot)T)e  through  narrow  ways,  i 
But  only  follow  where  be  merits  praise. 

For  you,  yuudit  bard  I whom  luckless  fate  may  lead 
To  tremble  on  the  nod  of  all  who  read. 

Ere  your  first  score  of  cantos  time  unrolls. 

Beware  — for  God’s  sake,  don't  begin  like  Bowles  1 > 

*•  Awake  a louder  and  a loftier  strain,**  — 

And  pray,  what  follows  from  his  boiling  brain  ? — ~ 


ile  sinks  to  Southe>’’s  level  In  a trice, 

^Vho«€  epic  mountains  never  fiiil  in  mice  1 
Not  so  of  yore  awoke  your  mighty  sire 
The  temper’d  warbling  of  his  mastcr-lyru ; 

Soft  as  the  gentler  breathing  of  the  lute, 

“Of  man’s  first  disobedience  and  the  fruit** 
lie  speaks,  but,  as  hb  fut\jcct  swells  along, 

Earth,  heaven,  and  Hades  echo  with  the  song.  > 

Still  to  the  midst  of  things  he  hastens  on, 

As  if  we  witness’d  all  already  done  ; 

Leaves  on  bis  path  whatever  seems  too  mean 
To  raise  the  sul^ect,  or  adorn  the  scene ; 

Gives,  as  each  page  improves  upon  tlie  sight. 

Not  smoke  from  brightness,  but  from  darkness  — light ; 


PubUca  matcries  prirsll  Juris  erlt,  si 

Npc  circa  vilem  patuluinque  morabrrfi  orbem ; 

verbum  rerbn  rurabfs  reddere  fidus 
interpres,  ore  drslUcs  ImiUtnr  in  arctura, 

Unde  |>edcm  nroforre  pudor  rrtrt.  aut  operis  lei. 

Nec  *k  Indple*.  ut  «cnptor  cycUcui  oUm  : 

Kortiinam  Frtamt  canl^M.  et  nobile  bellum.” 

Quid  dittnum  tanto  feret  hie  pmmUior  hlatu  Y 
Parturiunt  rouutcs  : nascetur  ridiculus  mus. 

terpretatloQi  ne  parall  d-tr©  la  r^ritable."  But  by  way  of 
comfort,  it  secmi,  (Ifty  years  ahenrards,  Lc  lumlneux 
l)iimariaU  " m.vid  hit  appearance,  to  set  Horace  on  his  legs 
a^jiiln,  •*  disiiper  tout  le*  nuii^et,  ct  conclUcr  tout  les  dlstcn- 
timens  and  tome  fifty  yoart  hence,  tomeN»dy.  ttiU  more  lu- 
wtnouf,  will  doubtiets  start  tip  and  demoUth  Uumarsais  and 
his  system  on  this  w-cIkHIv  afT.iir,  ai  If  he  were  no  bcUcr  than 
Ptolemy  and  Tvcho,  or  hfs  comments  of  no  more  cuosequenre 
than  atlrouomlcal  calculations  on  the  present  comet.  I am 
h.tppy  to  say.  **  la  lungueur  dc  la  dissertation  '*  uf  M.  D.  pre- 
vents  M.G.  from  s.nyiiig  any  more  on  the  matter.  Abetter 
poet  than  Boileou.  and  at  least  as  good  a scholar  as  S^vigne, 
has  said, 

“ A little  learning  is  a dangerous  thing.” 

And,  by  this  comparison  of  comments,  it  may  be  peredved 
how  a good  deal  may  bo  rendered  os  perflniis  to  the  pro. 

prlotors (Dr.  Johnson  gave  the  interpretation  thus-.”  He 

means  that  it  is  difficult  to  appropriate  to  particular  persons 

aualltlcs  which  arc  common  to  all  m-onkind.  as  Homer  has 
one." **  It  seems  to  result  from  the  whole  ditcusslon,*'  says 
Mr.  Croker.  **  that,  in  the  ordinary  meaning  of  the  words,  the 
passage  is  obscure,  and  that,  to  make  sense,  we  must  either 
alter  the  words,  or  assign  to  them  an  unusual  interpretation. 
All  commentators  arc  agreed,  by  the  help  of  the  context,  what 
the  general  meaning  must  be : but  no  one  seems  able  ' verbum 
verbo  redden*  fidus  Interpres.’  ‘*  (SotirtU,  vol.  ill.  p.  438.)-> 
But,  in  our  humble  opinion,  BoUeau's  tranilation  is  precisely 
that  this  ’*  fidus  Interpres. *'] 

I About  two  mart  ago  a young  man.  rmmed  Towmsend, 
was  announced  by  Mr.  uumhrrlaud*  (In  a review  f since  de* 
ceased}  os  being  engaged  on  an  epic  poem  to  be  entitled 
” Armageddon."  The  plan  and  s|wcimen  promise  much  ; 
but  I ho|w  neither  to  offend  Mr.  Townsend,  nor  hU  friends, 
by  recommending  to  his  att-mtlon  tho  lines  of  Horace  to 
which  these  rhjTncs  allude.  If  Mr.  Towmsend  succeeds  in  hit 
undertaking,  as  there  is  reason  to  hope,  how  much  will  the 
world  be  indebted  to  Mr.  Cumberlarsd  for  bringing  him  be- 


fore the  public  t But,  till  that  eventful  dav  arrives.  It  m»  be 
duubtetl  whether  the  premature  display  of  his  plan  (subame 
as  the  ideas  confessediyarejhas  not,  — Iw  raising exnectation 
loo  high,  or  diminishing  rurinsity.  by  aeveloptng  his  argu- 
ment,—rather  incurred  the  haxard  of  injuring  Mr.  Towns- 
end's fiuure  prosi>ects.  Mr.  Cumberland  (whose  talents  1 


Quanto  rectlus  hie,  qui  nil  molitur  inepte  1 
” Uk  mlhi,  Musa,  rirum,  captc  pott  tompora  Trojtr, 

Qui  mores  bominum  multorum  ridit  et  urbes." 

Non  fUmum  ex  fuigore,  sod  ex  fumo  dare  lucem 
Cugltal,  ut  spoctosa  dehinc  miraruU  uroroat, 

Aatiphaten,  Scrllainque.  et  cum  Crclupe  CharylxiiiD. 
Nec  reditum  Diomedls  ab  interltu  Meleagri. 

Nec  gemino  bellum  Trolanum  ordltur  ab  ovo. 

Semper  ad  evenium  festinat ; et  in  mciUas  res 

Mr.  Townsend  must  not  suppose  me  actuated  by  unworthy 
motives  in  this  suggestion.  1 wish  the  author  ail  the  success 
he  can  wish  himself,  and  shall  l.«  truly  happy  to  soc  epic 
poetry  weighed  un  from  Use  bathos  where  it  Urs  sunken  with 
Southey,  Coute,  Cowley  (Mrs.  ur  Abraham),  Ogilry.  Wilkie, 
Fye.  and  all  the  " dull  of  post  and  present  daj  s.'*  Even  if  ho 
is  uot  a he  may  1«  better  than  Biaeimorr  ; if  not  a 

Homer,  an  Anthruickus.  I should  de«*m  myself  presump- 
tuous. as  a young  man.  in  offering  advice,  were  it  nut  ad- 
dressed  to  ou«  still  younger.  Mr.  Townsend  has  the  greatest 
difficulties  to  encounter:  Imt  in  conouering  them  he  will  find 
employment ; in  has  ing  conquered  tficm.  his  reward.  I know 
too  well  " the  scribbler’s  scoff,  the  critic’s  contumely ; " and 
I am  afraid  time  will  teach  Mr.  Townsend  to  know  them 
better.  Those  wbo  succeed,  and  those  who  do  not,  must  bear 
this  alike,  and  It  is  bard  to  say  which  have  roust  of  it.  I 
trust  that  Mr.  Townsend’s  share  w ill  be  tVom  enr^;  — he 
will  soon  know  moukind  well  enough  not  to  attritwile  this  ex- 
presslun  to  malice.  — (This  was  penned  at  Athens.  On  his 
return  to  l'ngUu>d  Lord  B.  wrote  to  a friend  : — " There  is 
a tucking  epic  poet  at  Granto,  a Mr.  Townsend,  prot^  of 
the  late  Cumberland.  Did  you  ever  bear  of  him  and  his 
'Armageddon?'  I think  his  plan  (the  man  1 don’t  know) 
borders  on  the  sublime  : though,  perhaps,  the  anticipation  of 
the  ‘ Last  Day  ’ is  a little  too  daring : at  least,  it  looks  like 
telling  the  Almighty  what  he  it  to  do ; and  might  remind  an 
ill-natured  person  of  the  line  — 

' And  fools  ruth  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread.* 

But  1 don’t  mean  to  cavil  — only  other  folks  will;  and  be 
may  bring  all  the  lambs  of  Jacob  Behmen  about  his  ewrs. 
However,  I hope  he  will  bring  it  to  a cnncluiion.  though 
Milton  Is  in  his  way.” — All  Lord  Bs’Ton’s  anticipations,  with 
regard  to  this  |>oem,  were  rcalJseu  to  the  very  letter.  To 
Ratify  the  curl<^ty  which  had  been  excited,  Mr.  Townsend, 
in  1RI&,  was  induced  to  publish  eight  out  of  the  twelve  Iwoks 
of  which  it  was  to  consist.  " In  the  benevolence  of  hli 
heart,  Mr.  Cumberland,”  he  says,  *'  bestowed  praise  on  me, 
ccrminly  too  abund-intly  and  prematurely;  but  1 hope  that 
any  defldrncy  on  my  |uirt  may  be  Imputed  to  the  true  cause 
— my  own  Inalwlity  to  su(ipurt  a subject,  under  which  the 
greatest  mental  |>owers  must  Inevitaldy  sink.  My  talents 
were  neither  equal  to  my  own  amMtioa,  nor  his  teal  to 
serve  me."] 


ends  niture  prospects.  Mr.  Lum.irriond  (whoso  talents  I s r*rhcre  is  moreof  poetry  luthese  verieaupon  Milton  than 
shall  not  depreciate  by  the  bumble  tribute  of  my  praise)  end  {q  throug^t  the  paraphrase.  — Mooat.] 


* [On  the  original  MS.  we  find,—”  This  note  was  written” 

[at  Athens]  *'befure  tho  author  was  apprised  of  Mr.  Cum- 
terbmd's  death.”  ThuoM  HtU'rttcurdled  InMayiSIl.and 
had  the  honour  to  be  buried  in  Westminster  Abbey,  and  to 
i>e  eulogised,  while  tho  company  stood  round  the  grave.  In 
the  following  manly  style  by  the  then  dean.  Dr.  Vincent,  hii 
schoolfellow,  and  through  life  his  friend. —”  Good  pe<mle  t 
the  person  you  see  now  doposlted  is  Richard  CumberLaDd,  an 
author  of  no  small  merit:  bis  writings  were  chiefly  for  the 
stage,  but  of  strict  moral  tendency : they  were  not  without 
faults,  hut  they  were  not  gross,  abounding  irith  oaths  and 
libidinous  expressions,  as,  I am  shocked  to  observe.  It  the 
case  of  many  of  the  present  day.  He  wrote  as  much  as  any 
onei  few  wrote  better:  and  his  works  will  be  held  in  the 
highest  estimation,  as  long  os  the  English  languan  will  be 
understood.  He  considered  the  theatre  a school  for  moral 
hnprovenaent,  and  bis  remains  are  truly  worthy  of  mingling 


with  the  illustrious  dead  which  surround  us.  Read  his  prose 
subjects  on  divinity  t there  rou  will  find  the  tnie  Chrlitlan 

atrit  of  the  man  who  trusted  in  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jrius 
)iist.  May  God  forgive  him  his  sins ; and,  at  the  resurrec- 
tion of  the  Just,  receive  him  Into  everlasting  glory  1"] 


+ The  '•  I.ondon  Review,"  set  up  in  Ifk9,  under  Mr.  Cum- 
berlond's  editorial  care,  did  not  outlive  many  numbers.  He 
spoke  great  things  In  the  prospectus,  about  the  distinguishing 
feature  of  the  Journal : vis.  its  having  the  writer's  name  af- 
fixed to  the  articles.  *rhia  plan  has  succeeded  pretty  well  both 
In  Prance  and  Germany,  but  has  failed  utterly  as  often  os  it 
has  been  tried  in  this  country.  It  Is  needless,  however,  to  go 
Into  any  speculation  on  the  principle  here  : for  the  " London 
Review,"  whether  sent  into  the  worlu  with  or  wlthoot 
names,  miut  soon  have  died  of  the  original  disease  of  dnl* 
ness.] 


i-'igiDZCO  by  Coogle 


And  truth  and  fiction  with  tuch  art  compounds, 
We  know  not  where  to  fix  their  eeveral  boiuids. 

If  you  would  please  the  public,  deign  to  hear 
M'hat  soothes  the  many-beaded  monster's  ear; 

If  your  heart  triumph  when  the  hands  of  all 
Applaud  In  thunder  at  the  curtain’s  fall, 

D^rve  those  plaudits — study  nature's  page. 

And  sketch  the  striking  traits  of  every  age : 

While  varying  man  and  varying  years  unfold 
Life's  little  tale,  so  oft,  so  vainly  told  : 

Observe  his  simple  childhood’s  dawning  days. 

His  pranks,  his  prate,  his  playmates,  and  hU  plays ; 
Till  time  at  length  the  mannish  tyro  weans. 

And  prurient  vice  outstrips  his  tardy  teens ! 


T^aunch’d  into  life,  extinct  his  early  fire, 
Ue  apes  the  selfish  prudence  of  hU  sire  ; 

I Marries  for  money,  chooses  friends  for  rank, 


Buys  land,  and  shrewdly  trusts  not  to  the  Bank ; 


Non  >wru^  ac  nolos.  nucUtorem  raplt,  ft  qiiie 
l>c«porat  trartata  nUescere  pos>e,  rellnqult : 

Atquf  ita  mentitur,  sic  veris  falM  rctnUret. 

Prtmo  nf  medium,  m«iio  ne  dl*crrpet  imum. 

Tu.  quid  eeo  et  meeitm  il«»Uierrt,  autli. 

St  plauMrts  e^cf  aultcA  Tnanetiii*.  et  usque 
Seiiuri,  donee  cantor,  |tlaudite,  dicat ; 

A^tatU  ctijuaque  iiutandl  «unt  It’d  luorei. 
Mohilibutquf  decor  naturi,  dninlu*  et  amilt. 
Redder®  qui  voert  jam  srit  purr,  ft  |>ede  certo 


Sinat  humum  ; par;l>ai  rolludcre,  et  iram 

C'^ligit  ac  ponit  tenierr,  et  muUtur  lu  boras. 

Iinberbit  jurenit,  tMixIfm  cu^tode  remote, 
Gaudot  cquis  cani!>u.ioue,  et  aprici  framine  campi ; 
Cereus  in  vltlum  Occii,  monitoribut  asper, 

UlUlutD  tarilus  prorlior,  prodi^ni*  urris. 

Sublimis,  cupldusque.  et  amau  rclinquere  pemla- 
Conrertli  studils,  wtas  aiiimu»que  vihlis 
Quwrit  opes  et  atnlcilias,  inserA  it  honorl ; 
Commlslssc  caret  quod  mox  umure  laboret. 


Sits  in  the  Senate  ; gets  a son  and  heir ; 

' Sends  him  to  Harrow,  for  himself  was  there. 

: Mute,  though  he  votes,  unless  when  call'd  to  cheer, 
I His  son's  so  sharp — bell  see  the  dogapeer! 


Behold  him  Frohman ! forced  no  more  to  groan 
O'er  Vlrcii'^  > devilUh  verses  and  his  own ; 

Prayers  are  too  tedious,  lectures  too  abstruse, 

He  flies  from  Tavell's  ftown  to  ♦*  Fordham's  Mews; 
(Unlucky  Tavell-1  doom'd  to  daily  cares 
By  puRilUtic  pupils,  and  by  bears,)  3 
Fines,  tutors,  tasks,  conventions  threat  In  vain, 
Before  bounds,  hunters,  and  Newmarket  plain. 
Itough  with  his  elders,  with  his  equals  ra^, 

Civil  to  sharpers,  prudigal  of  cosh ; 

ConsUnt  to  nought — save  hazard  and  a whore. 

Yet  cursing  both  — for  both  have  made  him  sore  ; 
Unrc^id  (unless,  since  books  beguile  disease, 

The  p—x  becomes  bis  passagi*  tu  degrees); 

Fool'll,  pillaged,  dunn'd,  he  wastes  his  term  away, 
And,  unexpcil'd,  perhaps,  retires  M.  A. ; 

Master  of  arts  ! as  helU  and  c/«iw  * proclaim, 

^Vherc  scarce  a blackleg  bears  a brighter  name  ! 


srhnol  nciwuscu  of  “ Looff  and  Short  " i»  enough  to  an 

antipatnr  to  poetry  for  the  reiidue  of  a maa'<  life,  and.  per- 


hiqti,  so  (hr  may  be  ao  advantage. 


* ” Infandnm,  regioa*  jubea  rcoovare  dnlorem.’*  I daro 
>ay  Mr.  Tavell  (to  whom  1 mean  no  aHVoot)  will  understand 


me ; and  It  U no  matter  whether  any  one  else  does  or  nc.  — 
To  the  above  events, " quwque  Ipse  mlserrlma  vldi,  et  quorum 


To  the  above  events, " quwque  Ipse  mlserrlma  vldi,  et  quorum 
part  raagna  fui,  “ all  /mws  and  Urmt  bear  testlmoojr.’* 


I Manhood  declines — age  palsies  every  limb ; 

I He  quits  the  scene  — or  else  the  scene  quits  hini ; 
I Scrapes  wealth,  o’er  each  departing  penny  grieves, 
I And  avarice  seizes  all  ambition  leaves^ 

Counts  cent,  per  cent.,  and  smiles,  or  vainly  frets, 
O 'er  hoards  diminish'd  by  young  Hopeftil's  debts  ; 
Weighs  well  and  wisely  what  to  sell  or  buy. 
Complete  in  all  life's  lessons — but  to  die  ; 

Peevish  and  spltcfiil,  doting,  bard  to  please, 
i Commending  every  time,  save  times  like  these ; 

I Crazed,  querulous,  forsaken,  half  forgot, 

I Expires  unwept— is  buried— let  him  rot  1 


But  from  the  Drama  let  roc  not  digress. 

Nor  spare  my  precepts,  though  they  please  you  less. 
Though  woroan  weep,  and  hardest  hearts  are  stirr’d, 
\Vhcn  what  is  done  Li  rather  seen  than  beard. 

Yet  many  deeds  preserved  in  history's  page 
Are  better  told  t^ro  acted  on  the  stage  ; 

The  car  sustains  what  shocks  the  timid  eye. 

And  horror  thus  subsides  to  sympathy. 

True  Briton  all  beside,  I here  am  Frrach  — 
Bloodshed 't  U surely  better  to  retrench ; 

The  gladiatorial  gore  we  teach  to  flow 
In  tragic  scone  dlsgu5ts,  though  but  in  show  ; 

We  bate  the  carnage  while  we  see  the  trick, 

And  find  small  s)'mpatby  in  being  sick. 

Not  on  the  stage  the  rc^cidc  Macbeth 
Appals  an  audience  with  a monarch's  death ; 

To  gaze  when  sable  Hubert  threats  to  sear 
Young  Arthur's  eyes,  can  oun  or  nature  bear? 

A halter’d  heroine  > Johnson  sought  to  slay  — 

We  saved  Irene,  but  half  damn'd  the  play, 


Multa  lenem  convcniunt  incommoda  ; vel  quod 
Quvril.  fi  iarentU  miser  abstloct,  ac  timet  utl ; 
Vel  quod  re>  umoes  tUnlda  gelidoque  mlnUtrat, 


Dilator,  spe  lonnti.  Incrs,  avidutque  futurl ; 
Dlfflrilii,  querulut,  laudator  temporis  acti  . 


Dlfflrilii,  querulut,  laudator  temporit  acti  . 


Se  puero,  catUgator  censorque  mioonim. 
Muita  ferunt  anal  veDlentea  comraoda  sec 


Muita  ferunt  anal  veDlentea  comraoda  secum, 
Malta  reoedentai  adlraunt.  Ne  forte  seoiles 
Maodentur  juveni  partes,  pucroque  virlles. 
Semper  in  adjuncus,  wvoque  mcwablmur  aptit. 

Aut  afltur  re*  in  scenli,  aut  acta  refertur. 
Sefoiu*  IrriUnt  aairaoa  demlssa  ner  aurem 
Quam  que  cunt  ocuUs  subjecta  fldellbui.  et  qus 
IjpM  (itu  tnuUt  apectator.  Non  tameo  Intuc 
Digna  ceri  prooiec  in  soenam  ; multaque  toUcc 
Rx  ocuTlc.  quK  mox  narrec  facundia  prweetu. 

No  puero*  coram  populo  Medea  truchlet  t 


Aut  humana  pMain  eoquat  exta  nofarlui  Atreui ; 
Aut  In  avotn  Progno  Tortatur,  Cadmui  in  anzuem. 


Aut  In  avotn  Progno  vortatur,  Cadmui  in  anguem. 
Quodcunque  oitraKUa  mibl  ale,  Increduliu  odi. 


Harver.  the  cfrrW/ir4>r  of  the  cirruia/ivn  of  the  blood, 
utfd  to  fling  aw.ny  Vir;;il  in  hi«  foiAtr  of  admiration,  and  | 
My,  “ the  bi^  h.Kl  a ik'vll."  Now.  auch  a character  as  I am 
ropyiuf  would  probatdy  fling  it  away  ol«o.  but  rather  wish 
that  thf  dotU  had  Utp  l^k  ; not  fmm  dislike  to  the  poet,  but 
a welUroiiiided  horror  of  hexametert.  Indeed,  tne  public 


against  some  Juvenile  TagaiHes,  mfBdePtly  explMaed  in  Mr. 
Moore's  Notices,  vol,  1.  p.  110.) 


* " Hell,"  a gaming-houie  so  called,  where  you  risk  little. 


and  are  cheatei.i  a go<M  deal.  “ Club."  a pleasant  purgatorr. 
where  you  lose  more,  and  are  not  suppuvrd  to  he  Aeat^ 
at  all. 


> " Irene  had  to  speak  two  lines  with  the  bowstriug  round 
her  nevk ; bat  the  audience  cried  out  * Murder  ! ' and  she 
was  obliged  to  go  off  the  stage  eiite."  ^Ik»terir$  JoJkMsim, 
[These  two  Unrv  were  afterwards  stntck  nut,  and  Ireue  was 
carried  off,  to  be  put  to  death  behind  tlie  scenes.  **  This 
ihows,"  says  Mr.  Malone,  •*  how  ready  modem  aodlenres 
are  to  condemn,  in  a new  play,  what  they  iiave  frequonUy  on* 


’ [The  Rev.  G.  F.  Tavell  was  a fellow  and  tutor  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,  during  Lord  Byroo's  residence,  and 
owed  this  notice  to  the  ze^  with  which  be  bad  protested 


dured  very  quietly  In  an  old  one.  Kowc  ha*  made  Moncses, 
In  Tamerlane,  die  by  the  bowstring  without  offonce."  Davtes 
assures  us,  in  bis  Life  of  Garrick,  that  the  strangling  Irena, 


contrary  to  Horace's  rule,  eoram  popujo.  wu  lugoested  by 
Garrick.  See  Croker's  Boswell,  vm.  i.  p.  173.) 


HINTS  FROM  HORACE. 


443  ^ 


And  (Heaven  be  pndsed  I)  our  tolerating  timM 
Stint  metamorphoses  to  pantomimes : 

And  Lewis'  self,  with  all  his  sprites,  would  quake 
To  change  Earl  Osmond's  negro  to  a snake  I 
Because,  In  scenes  exciting  joj  or  grief, 

We  loathe  the  action  which  exceeds  belief : 

I And  yet,  God  knows ! what  may  not  authors  do, 

^ 1 MTbose  postscripts  prate  of  dyeing  “ heroines  blue  ? " i 

Above  all  things.  Dan  Poet,  if  you  can. 

Eke  out  your  acts,  I pray,  with  mortal  man, 

Nor  call  a ghost,  unless  some  cursed  scrape 
Must  open  ten  trap-doors  for  your  escape. 

Of  all  the  monstrous  things  I 'd  fain  forbid, 

I loathe  an  opera  worse  than  Dennis  did ; s 
’ ^V^^e^e  good  and  evil  persons,  right  or  wrong, 

Rage,  love,  and  atight  but  moralise,  In  song. 

] Hail,  last  memorial  of  our  foreign  friends, 

I ' ^^*lUch  Gaul  allows,  and  stlU  Hesperia  lends  I 
■ { Napoleon's  edicts  no  embargo  lay 

I I On  whores,  spies,  singers,  wisely  shipp'd  away. 

1 1 Out  giant  capital,  whose  squares  arc  spread 

Wliere  rustics  earn'd,  and  now  may  beg,  their 
bread. 

In  all  Iniquity  Is  grown  so  nice, 

It  scorns  amusements  which  are  not  of  price. 

Hence  the  pert  shopkeeper,  whose  throbbing  ear 
Aches  with  orchestras  which  he  pays  to  hear, 

^^*horo  shame,  not  sympathy,  forbids  to  snore, 

HLs  anguish  doubling  by  his  own  “ encore ; ” 
S<iucesed  In  •*  Fop’s  Alley,”  jostled  by  the  beaux, 

, Teased  with  his  ^t,  and  trembling  for  his  toes ; 
Scarce  wrestles  through  the  night,  nor  tastes  of  case, 
Till  the  dropp’d  curtain  gives  a glad  release : 

I Why  this,  and  more,  he  suffers  — can  ye  guess  ? ■— 

' Because  It  cu»ts  him  dear,  and  makes  him  dress  i 


So  pn>si>er  eunuchs  from  Etruscan  schools ; 

Give  us  but  fiddlers,  and  they  're  sure  of  fboU  ! 

Ere  scenes  were  play'd  by  many  a reverend  clerk,* 
(What  harm.  If  DaWd  danced  before  the  ark  ?)  ♦ 

In  Christmas  revels,  simple  country  folks 
Were  pleased  with  monice-mumm'ry,  and  coarse  jokes. 
Improving  years,  with  things  no  longer  known, 
Produced  blithe  Punch  and  merry  Madame  Joan, 
Who  still  frisk  on  with  feats  so  lewdly  low, 

'T  is  strange  Benvolio  * luffbrs  such  a show ; ^ 
Suppressing  peer ! to  whom  each  vice  gives  pUce, 
Oaths,  boxing,  begging,  — all,  save  rout  and  race. 

Farce  follow'd  Comedy,  and  reach’d  her  prime. 

In  ever-laughing  Foote's  fantastic  time: 

Mad  wag  ! who  pardon'd  none,  nor  spared  the  best, 
•\nd  turn’d  some  very  serious  things  to  jest. 

Nur  church  nor  state  escaped  his  public  sneers. 

Arms  nor  the  gown,  priests,  lawyers,  volunteen : 

Alas,  poor  Torick  1”  now  for  ever  mute  1 
Whoever  loves  a laugh  must  sigh  for  Foote. 

We  smile,  perforce,  when  histrionic  scenes 
Ape  the  swoln  dialogue  of  kings  and  queens, 

WTjen  “ Chrononhotunthologos  must  die," 

.Vnd  .\rtbur  struts  in  mimic  majesty. 

Mosehus  f with  whom  once  more  I hope  to  sit, 
.Vnd  smile  at  folly,  if  we  can't  at  wit ; 

Ves,  firiend  I for  thee  I *11  quit  my  cynic  cell, 

And  bear  Swift’s  motto,  “ Vive  la  ba^tclle ! ” 

Which  charm'd  our  days  in  each  Ai^gean  clime. 

As  oft  at  home,  with  revelry  and  rhyme.  ^ 

Iten  may  Euphrosj-nc,  who  sped  the  post. 

Soothe  thy  life's  scenes,  nor  leave  thee  in  the  last ; 
But  find  in  thine,  like  pagan  Plato’s  bed,  * 

Some  merry  manuscript  of  mimes,  when  dead. 


yeventlnor.  nnt  tit  qulnto  prndturtlor  actu 
Fsbula,  qtue  poici  rult  et  specuu  reponi. 


y«c  IVti«  Interiit.  alsi  dlgnu*  vindlre  nodus 
InciderlL  • • • < 


! > In  the  postscript  to  the  “ CsstJe  Spectre,”  Mr.  Le\Tiii  tclU 

' I ui,  that  though  blacks  were  unknown  in  Rrijrland  at  the 
' period  of  bis  action,  vet  he  has  made  the  aaaciironUui  to  set 
off  the  KCM  ; and  If  n«  could  barn  produced  the  rflW-t  '*  by 
I making  his  heroine  blue,”— I quote  him  — ” blue  he  would 
bare  made  her  I ” 

* [In  1706,  Dennis,  the  critic,  wrote  an  ” F-ssay  on  the 
Operas  after  the  Italian  manner,  which  are  about  to  be  csta- 

I bushed  on  the  Bnglbh  Stave  ; ” in  which  he  endearoumt  to 
'I  show,  that  it  is  a dirersionoi  more  pemiclousccnsctpienre  than 

I the  most  U^ntious  play  that  ever  appeared  upon  the  stagu.  j 

* •*  The  first  theatrical  represeoUtlons,  entitled  ‘ Mysteries 

II  and  Moralities,'  were  itenerally  enacted  at  CUriitmas,  by 
monks  (as  the  only  i«rsons  who  could  rcod),  and  latterly  hy 

I the  clergy  aud  staaents  of  the  tinlvcrsiUes.  The  dramatis 
I personss  were  usually  Adam.  Fater  Coeleslis,  Faith,  Vice,*' 

I tec.  Ac. — See  Warton’s  IlUtury  of  English  Poetry.  [These, 

I to  modern  eyes,  wild,  uncouth,  and  generally  profane  p«r- 
I forroancas,  were  thought  to  contribute  so  much  to  the  iofuna- 
I atlon  aod  instruction  of  the  people,  that  one  of  the  popes 
granted  a pardon  of  one  thuusauu  days  to  every  person  who 
retorted  peaceably  to  the  plays  acted  In  the  M'Idtauiiwoek  at 
Chester.  Deglnnlng  with  the  ” Creation,”  and  ending  with  the 
” Gener^  Judgment.”  TheM  were  prrfonncd  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  different  trading  cotnpanlc*  of  that  ci^.  I'he 
“ Creadon  ” was  performed  the  drapers  ; the  ” Deluge  ” 
by  the  dyers  s "Abraham.  Melchlsedec.  and  Lot”  hy  the 
barbers  ; the  ” Purification  ” by  the  blacksmiths ; the  ” I..ast 
Supper  ” by  the  bakers  ; the  “ Resurrection  ” by  the  skin- 


* [Here  follows  In  the  original  MS.— 

” Who  did  what  Veslrls  — yet.  at  least,  — cannot. 

And  cut  his  kingly  capers  tans  culoCte.”] 

* R-'iivolio  does  not  bet ; but  every  man  who  maintains 
ra^e-hortes  is  a promoter  of  all  the  concomitant  evils  of  the 
turf.  Avoiding  to  bet  U a little  Pharisaical.  Is  It  an  excul- 
p.itlon  7 1 (blnk  not.  1 never  yet  heard  a bawd  praised  for 
chastity,  because  sAc  keruif  did  not  commit  fornication  1 

* [For  Benvolio  we  have,  In  the  original  MS.,  " Earl  Groa- 
veoor ; ” aod  for  the  next  couplet  — 

" Suppressing  peer  ! to  whom  each  vice  gives  place. 

Save  gamblmg— for  bis  l.ordsblp  loves  a race.” 

But  we  cannot  trace  the  exact  propriety  of  the  allusions.  Lord 
Grosvenor,  now  Marquis  of  Westminster,  no  doubt  dis- 
tinguished himself  by  some  attack  oo  the  Sunday  news- 
papers, or  the  like,  at  the  san>e  time  that  he  was  knowu  to 
keep  a stud  at  Newmarket  — but  why  a long  note  on  a sob- 
jeet  certainly  Insignificant,  end  perhaps  mistaken  ?J 

f [In  dedlcatins  the  fourth  canto  of  “Childe  Harold  " to  his 
fellow  traveller,  Lord  Byron  describes  him  as  ” one  to  whom 
he  was  indebted  for  the  social  advantages  of  an  enlightened 
friendship  ; one  whom  bo  bad  long  known,  and  accompaaled 
far.  » horn  he  had  found  wakcAtl  over  his  sickness  and  kind  ia 
his  sorrow,  glad  in  his  prus|>erity  and  firm  in  his  adversity, 
I (rue  In  counsel  and  trusty  lu  peril:  "—while  Mr.  HoUbouse, 
in  describing  a short  tour  to  Negrnpome.  in  which  his  noble 
friend  was  unable  to  accompany  him.  regrets  the  absence  of  a 
companion,"  « bo,  to  quickness  of  observation  and  iisgrnuity  of 
remark,  united  that  gay  good  humour  which  keeps  alive  the 
attention  under  the  pressure  of  fatigue,  and  softens  the  aspect 
of  every  difficulty  and  danger.”} 

* Tender  Platn’i  pillow  a volume  of  the  .Vfnsct  of  Sophron 
was  found  the  day  he  died.— Fide  BarthrhmI.  De  Pauw.  or 
Diogeoee  Laertius.  If  a^eeable.  l>e  Pauw  calls  It  ■ Jest- 
book.  Ciunberland.  In  his  Observer,  terms  It  moral,  like  the 
M^ngs  of  PubUus  Synu. 


ners;  and  (be  " Ascennon  ' ny  tne  taimrs.  in  .Mr.  i'ayne 
I Collier’s  work  on  English  DroiiUtJc  Poetry,  the  reader  will 
I find  an  abstract  of  the  several  oollretioni  of  these  mystery- 
plays.  which  U not  onlv  interesting  for  the  light  it  throws  on 
the  early  days  of  our  drama,  but  Uistructlve  and  valuable  for 
the  curious  information  it  preverves  with  respect  to  the 
strangely  debased  notions  of  .Scripture  history  that  prC' 
vallcsT,  almost  universaJIr.  before  translations  of  the  Bible 
were  In  common  use.  See  also  the  Quarterly  Review,  vol. 
xln.  p.4H.} 


L;iyiiizcd  by  C.iOO*^lc’ 


Now  to  the  Drama  let  us  bend  our  eyes, 

^Vhc^c  fetter’d  by  whig  Walpole  low  she  lies ; * 
Corruption  foil'd  her,  for  she  fear'd  her  glance  ; 
Decorum  left  her  fur  an  opera  dance ! 

Yet  Chesterfield  ^ whoM  polish'd  pen  Inveighs 
'Gainst  laughter,  fought  for  freedom  to  our  plays ; 
Uncheck’d  by  megrims  of  patrician  brains 
And  damning  dulness  of  lord  chamberlains. 

Kcpeal  that  act  ^ I again  let  Humour  roam 
WUd  o’er  the  stage  — we 've  time  for  tears  at  home. 

“ Archer  ” plant  the  horns  on  “ Sullen’s  ” brows, 
And  “ Estifimia”  gull  her  “ Copper”  * spouse ; 

The  moral ’s  scant  — but  that  may  be  excused, 

Men  go  not  to  be  lectured,  but  amused, 
lie  whom  our  plays  dispose  to  good  or  111 
Must  wear  a head  in  want  of  Willis’  skill ; ^ 

• [The  following  h a brief  sk»*tch  of  the  origin  of  the  Play- 
house UlU  : » In  1735,  Sir  John  U^mard  brought  in  a bill  to 
restrain  the  number  of  houses  for  playing  of  Interludes,  and 
for  the  belter  rcgulallog  of  common  players.”  The  minis- 
ter, Sir  Uobert  Walpole,  conceiving  this  to  be  a favourable 
opportunity  of  checking  the  abuse  of  theatrical  represeoU- 
tfon.  propdeed  to  insert  a clause  to  ratify  and  confirm.  If  not 
enlarge,  the  power  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain  in  llrenslng 
plays  I and  at  the  same  time  Insinuated,  tliat  unless  this  ad- 
dition was  made  the  king  would  not  puss  it.  But  Sir  John 
Barnard  strongly  objected  to  this  clause ; contending  that  the 
power  of  that  officer  was  alreedy  too  great,  and  had  been  often 
wantoolyexerciied.  He  therefore  wltlidrew  his  bill,  ratherthan 
establish  by  law  a power  In  a single  officer  so  m'tcb  under  the 
Erection  orthe  Crown.  In  the  cotirse.  however,  of  the  session 
of  1737,  an  opportunity  oflered,  which  Sir  Kobert  did  not  fall 
to  seise.  The  manager  of  Goc^man's  Fields  Theatre  having 
brought  to  him  a farce  called  The  Gulden  Hump,"  which 
had  Been  proffered  for  exhibition,  the  minister  paid  the 
profits  which  might  have  atcrued  from  the  perfonnauce,  and 
detained  the  copy.  Ho  tiieii  made  extracts  of  the  roost  ex- 
ceptionable passages,  abounding  in  profaneness,  sedition,  and 
UlMpbciny.  read  them  to  the  nouse.  and  obtained  leave  to 
bring  in  a bill  to  limit  the  number  of  playhouses  ; to  subject 
all  dramaUc  writings  to  the  Inspection  of  the  Lord  Chamber- 
lain ; and  to  compel  the  proprietors  to  take  out  a license  for 
every  production  before  it  could  appear  on  the  stage.] 

* HLs  speech  on  the  Licmslng  Act  is  one  of  bis  most  eJo- 
quent  efforts.  — [Though  the  Playbouse  BUI  is  generally  said 
to  have  been  warrolr  opposed  in  Goth  Houses,  this  S(tecch  of 
the  Earl  of  Cheitertiela  is  the  only  trace  of  that  opposition  to 
be  found  in  the  periodical  publications  of  the  Uises.  The 
following  passage,  which  relates  to  the  powers  of  the  Lord 
Chambcrlalu,  will  show  the  style  of  the  oration  : — **  The  bill 
is  not  only  an  encroachment  upon  liberty,  but  It  Is  likewise  an 
encroachment  on  property.  Wit,  my  Lords,  is  a sort  of  pro- 
perty ; it  is  the  property  of  those  who  have  it,  and  too  often 
the  only  property  they  nave  to  depend  on.  Thank  God  1 my 
Lords,  we  hare  a dependence  of  another  kind ; we  hare  a 
much  less  precarious  support,  and.  therefore,  cannot  feel  the 
inconveniences  of  the  mil  now  before  us  ; but  it  Is  our  duty 
to  encourage  and  protect  wit.  whosoever’s  property  it  may 
be.  Those  gentlemen  w ho  have  any  such  property  are  all, 
I hope,  our  friend* ; do  not  let  us  subject  them  to  any  unne- 
cessary or  arbitrary  restraint.  I must  own,  I cannot  easily 
agree  to  the  laying  of  any  tax  upon  wit ; but  Ly  this  bill  it  is 
to  be  hoavlly  taxed.  It  is  to  be  excised  ; for,  if  this  bill  passes. 
It  cannot  be  retailed  in  a proper  way  without  a permit : and 
the  Lord  Chamtierlain  is  to  have  the  honour  of  being  chief 
gauger,  supervisor,  comrolulooer,  Judge,  and  Jury.  But, 
whM  is  still  more  hard,  though  the  poor  author, — the 
proprietor,  t should  say,  — cannot,  pernops,  dine  till  he 
nas  found  out  and  agreed  with  a purchaser,  yet.  before  he 
can  propose  to  seek  h)r  a purchaser,  he  must  paliently  submit 
to  have  nit  goods  rummaged  at  this  new  excise-office  : where 
they  may  be  detained  for  fourteen  days,  and  even  then  be 
may  fimi  them  returned  as  prohibited  goods;  by  which  hii 
chief  and  best  m.vrtet  will  be  for  ever  shut  against  him.  with- 
out the  least  shadow  of  reason,  either  from  the  laws  of  his 
countiy  or  the  laws  of  the  stage.  These  hardships,  this 
haiard,  which  every  genilrman  will  be  exposeii  to  who 
writes  anything  for  the  st.vge.  must  certainly  prevent  every 
man  of  a generous  and  free  spirit  from  attempting  anything 
In  that  way;  and  as  the  sta^  has  always  been  the  proper 
channel  for  wit  and  humour,  therefore,  my  Lords,  when  I 
speak  against  this  bill,  I must  think  I plead  the  cause  of  wit, 
1 plead  the  cause  of  butnoiir,  I plead  the  cause  of  the  British 
st^e.  ami  uf  every  gcullrmon  of  taste  in  the  kiog<lom.  The 
stage  aivl  the  press,  my  Lords,  aro  two  of  our  out-sentries: 
If  we  remove  them,  if  w e hoodwink  them.  If  we  throw  them 
In  fetters,  the  enemy  may  surprise  us.  Therefore,  I must 


Ay,  but  Macheath's  example  — psha  1 — no  more  I 
It  form’d  no  thieves  the  thief  was  form’d  before ; ^ 
And,  spite  of  puritans  and  Collier's  curse,  7 
Plays  make  mankind  no  better,  and  no  worse. 

Then  spare  our  stage,  ye  methodUtlc  men  ! 

Nor  bum  damn’d  Drury  if  It  rise  again.  * 

But  why  to  bnin-scorch'd  bigots  thus  appeal  ? 

Can  heavenly  mercy  dwell  with  earthly  xeal  ? 

For  times  of  tire  and  faggot  let  them  hope ! 

Times  dear  alike  to  puritan  or  ]iope. 

As  pious  Calvin  saw  Servetus  blaxe. 

So  would  new  sects  on  newer  victims  gaxc. 

E’en  now  the  songs  of  Solyma  begin ; 

Faith  cants  perplex'd  apologist  of  sin  ! 

While  the  Lord’s  servant  chastens  whom  be  loves, 
And  Simeon  ^ kicks,  where  Baxter  only  " shoves.”  »o 

look  upoo  the  bill  now  before  ui  ai  a step  for  introducing  ar- 
bitrary power  into  thU  kingdom."] 

* ["  Repeal  that  Ad  /"—After  a lapic  of  nearly  a ceotury, 
the  sUta  of  the  laws  affecting  dramatic  literature,  and  the 

Krformance  of  the  draina,  agalo  became  the  subject  of  par- 
meatary  inquiry  and  report.] 

* Michael  Perei,  the  “ Copper  CapUin,"  la  " Rule  a Wife 
and  have  a Wife.” 

* [Of  this  “•kill."  RcjTiold*,  in  hit  “Life  and  Timet," 
rerordt  a remarkable  iaiuocc.  The  doctor  had,  it  *e«mt.  an 
"rye  like  Mart,  to  threaten  and  command.”  TTtrt'tUen,  in 
everv’  tente  of  the  word ; for  hit  nuit)crout  natlentt  tiood  at 
much  in  awe  of  thlt  fomildable  weapon  at  of  bart,  choini,  or 
ttndt  wolitroatt.  After  a few  weeki'  otteivdaiicc  on  Cbe 
King,  be  allowed  hit  31ajetty  a roxor  to  tbave  hiintclf.  and 
a praknlfe  to  cut  bit  uoilt.  For  thlt  he  was  one  evening 
charged  by  the  other  phvticiont,  before  a committee  of  the 
Houte  of  Commous,  with  rothnett  and  Imprudeocr.  Mr. 
Durke  was  very  severe  on  thlt  point,  and  authoritatively 
demanded  to  know,  “ If  the  royal  patient  had  become  out- 
rageous at  the  moment,  what  power  the  doctor  pottetted  of 
Inttontaneoutly  torrifyinghim  into  obedience  V Place  the 
candles  between  ut,  Mr.  Burke."  replied  the  doctor,  in  on 
raually  authoritative  toue,  "and  I'll  give  vuu  on  answer. 
Tnere,  Sir  1 by  tlie  fw.  I thnuld  have  looked  at  him  tkut. 
Sir,  MtM/"  Mr.  Burke  Inttanuneouily  averted  hit  head; 
and,  making  no  reply,  evidently  acknowledgird  thlt  bastluk 
authority.  Thii  story  was  uften  related  by  the  doctor  him- 
self.] 

* [Dr.  JohnioQ  was  of  the  like  opinion.  Of  the  " Beggars' 
Opera  " he  says.  In  hit  Life  of  Gay : — " The  play,  like  many 
otners,  wot  plainly  written  only  to  divert,  wiUiout  any  moru 
purpose,  aud  It,  therefore,  not  likely  to  do  good ; nor  con  It  be 
cooceived,  without  more  ipecuiallon  than  life  requires  or 
admits,  to  be  productive  of  much  evil.  HIghvaj'men  ai^ 
houtebreakeri  seldom  frequent  the  plarboute,  or  mingle  in 
any  elegant  diversion  ; nor  It  it  pottlblo  fur  any  one  to  ima- 
gine that  he  may  rob  with  safety,  because  he  tecs  Macbcoth 
reprieved  upon  the  stage."  On  another  occasion,  the  common 
question  with  regard  to  this  opera  having  been  introduced,  be 
wd, — "As  to  this  matter,  which  has  been  very  much  con- 
test^. I myself  am  of  opinion,  that  more  Influence  has  been 
atcrib^  to  it  than  In  reality  it  ever  had ; for  I do  not  believe 
that  any  man  w.as  ever  made  a rone  b}'  being  present  at  that 
representation." — See  Crokcr’t  Boswell,  vol.  lii.  p.  242.] 
f Jerry  Collier’s  cootroveriy  with  Congrevn.  &c.  on  the 
subject  of  the  drama,  is  too  well  known  to  require  further 
comment. 

• [••y  it  rise  agam."  — When  Lord  Byron  penned  this 
couplet  at  Athens,  he  little  imagined  that  l>e  should  so  soon 
be  called  on  to  write  an  address  to  be  spoken  on  the  opening 
of  New  Drury,  and  become  one  of  the  committee  for  man- 
aging Its  concerns.] 

■ Mr.  Simeon  is  the  very  bully  of  beliefs,  and  castigator  of 
*'  good  works."  He  is  aoly  supported  by  John  Stickles,  a 
labourer  in  the  same  vineyard  : — but  1 say  no  more,  for,  ac- 
cording to  Johnny^in  fUU  congro^ton,  "no  hopes  /or  thetH  as 
/augAs."— [The  Ber.  Charles  ^meon,  fellow  of  King's  Col- 
lege, Cambridge.  — a xesdous  Calvinist,  who.  in  consequence 
of  his  seal,  h^  been  engaged  in  sundry  wrann  disputations 
with  other  dlvlnis  of  the  university.  Besides  many  single 
sermons,  he  also  published  " Helps  to  Composition,  or 
Skeleton  Sermons.”  in  five  volumes ; and  ” llorse  Homileti- 
cs. or  Discourses  (in  the  furm  of  skaletoos)  upon  the  whole 
Scripture,"  in  eleven  volumes.] 

” BaxUsr's  Shove  to  hoavy-a— d Christians  " — the  verH- 
al>le  title  of  a book  once  in  good  repute,  and  likely  enough  to 
l>c  so  again. — [Richard  Baxter  it  described  by  Granger  os  **  a 
man  famous  for  weakness  of  body  and  strength  of  mind ; for 
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Whom  nature  guides  writes  that  every  dunce, 
Enraptured,  thinks  to  do  the  same  at  once ; 

But  after  Inky  thumbs  and  bitten  nails 
And  twenty  scatter'd  quires  the  coxcomb  falls. 

Let  Pastoral  be  dumb ; for  who  can  hope 
To  match  the  youtbfhl  eclogues  of  our  Pope  ? 

Tct  his  and  Phillips*  faults  of  different  kind, 

For  art  too  rude,  for  nature  too  refined. 

Instruct  how  hard  the  medium  'tU  to  hit 
*Twixt  too  much  polish  and  too  coarse  a wit. 

A vulgar  scribbler,  certes,  stands  disgraced 
In  tbb  nice  age,  when  all  aspire  to  taste; 

The  dirty  langmtge,  aod  the  noisome  jest. 

Which  pleased  In  Swift  of  yore,  wc  now  detest ; 
Proscribed  not  only  in  the  world  iH>Ute, 

But  even  too  nasty  for  a cit)’  knight  I 

Peace  to  Swift’s  fkults ! his  wit  bath  made  them  pass, 
L'nmatcb'd  by  all,  save  matchless  Hudlbras  t 
>^'ho$c  author  Is  perhaps  the  first  we  meet, 

^Vho  from  our  couplet  lopp’d  two  final  feet ; 

Nor  less  in  merit  than  the  longer  line, 

ThU  measure  moves  a favourite  of  the  Nine. 

Though  at  first  view  eight  feet  may  seem  in  vain 
Form’d,  save  in  ode,  to  bear  a serious  strain, 

Yet  Scott  has  shown  our  wondering  isle  of  Utc 
This  measure  shrinks  nut  from  a theme  of  weight. 
And.  v'arled  skilfully,  surpasses  Car 
Heroic  rhyme,  but  most  in  love  and  war. 

Whose  fluctuations,  tender  or  sublime, 

Arc  curb’d  too  much  by  long-recurring  rhyme. 

But  many  a skilful  judge  abhors  to  see. 

What  few  admire  — Irregularity. 

This  some  vouchsafe  to  pardon ; but  'tis  hard 
Wlicn  such  a word  contents  a British  Imrd. 

And  must  the  bard  his  glowing  thoughts  confine, 
Lost  censure  hover  o'er  some  foulty  line  ? 

Remove  whate’er  a critic  may  suspect. 

To  gain  the  paltry  sufi^^ige  of  ** correct'*? 

Ex  Doto  ficturn  rannen  sequar,  ut  tJt^  quirlt 
Speret  Idenv:  sudK  multum  fnittraqu'? 

Auiui  idem  : (antiim  series  jimcturai^ue  poUct ; 

Tantum  de  medio  <umtts  accedJt  honurlt. 

Silri*  deducti  careant,  me  judice,  Kauoi. 

Ke,  velut  inuad  IrivUi  ac  penc  forenies, 

Aut  nimium  tenerii  }uTcnmtur  rrr*ibuj  uoi;uan3, 

Aut  immunda  crepeat,  Ignominlouqiic  dicta. 

Offendujitur  cnim,  quibus  ett  equut,  ct  pater,  et  res  : 
Nec,  il  quid  Meti  civerU  probal  « mjci*  emltir, 

£quU  oedpiunt  wiinU.  aonantve  corona. 

aytlaba  lonsa  brevi  lubjecta  vocatur  iambus, 

Pn  dtus:  unde  etlun  trimetrli  accrescere 
Nomen  lamiioii,  cum  leoos  rodderet  kttu. 

Primus  ad  extremum  slinlUs  sibi:  non  iu  pridem. 

Tardlor  ul  pauin  grarlnrque  venlret  ad  aures, 

Spoodeos  subilra  In  jura  paterna  receplt 
(Tumtnodus  et  patiem  ; non  ut  de  sede  secundA 
Cederet  aut  quartn  sodalitcr.  Hk  et  In  .^ccl 
NoblHlius  trimetria  apparet  rarus,  et  Ennl. 

In  iccnatn  mistos  magix>  rum  pondere  versus. 

Aut  operse  crlerts  nimium  cur^ue  carentls, 

Aut  l^oraur  prrmit  artls  criroiue  turpi. 

Non  quivis  videt  immodulata  poetnata  judex  ; 

Et  data  Homants  voiiia  ett  iodlfna  poetls. 

having  the  strongest  sense  of  rclii^on  himself,  and  exciting  a 
aeuse  of  It  in  the  thmtghtlcst  and  profligate ; for  prcacblng 
m/>re  sermons,  engaging  in  more  controversies,  and  writing 
more  books,  than  any  other  non-confarmlst  of  hli  age."  Dr. 
Barrow  says,  that  “ his  practical  writings  were  never  mended, 
hU  controversial  seldom  confuted.”  On  Bosweiri  asking 
Johnson  which  of  them  he  should  read,  the  Doctor  replied 
**  Any  of  them ; they  are  all  good.”] 


Or  prune  the  spirit  of  each  daring  phrase. 

To  fly  from  error,  not  to  merit  pralve  ? 

Ye.  who  seek  finish’d  models,  never  cease. 

By  day  and  night,  to  read  the  works  of  Greece. 

But  our  good  fathers  never  bent  their  brains 
To  heathen  Greek,  content  with  native  strains. 

The  few  who  read  a page,  or  used  a pen, 

Were  satisfied  with  Chaucer  and  old  Ben ; 

The  jokes  and  numbers  suited  to  their  taste 
Were  quaint  and  careless,  anything  but  chaste ; 

Yet  whether  right  or  wrong  the  ancient  rules. 

It  will  not  do  to  call  our  &them  fools  : 

Though  you  and  I,  who  eruditely  know 
To  separate  the  elegant  and  low. 

Can  also,  when  a hobbling  line  appears, 

I>ctect  with  fingers,  in  defkult  of  ears. 

In  sooth  I do  not  know,  or  greatly  care 
To  learn,  who  our  first  English  strollers  were  ; 

Or  if,  till  roofs  received  the  vagrant  art. 

Our  Muse,  like  that  of  ThespLs  kept  a cart ; 

But  this  is  certain,  alncc  our  Shakspcarc’s  days. 
There 's  pomp  enough,  if  little  else,  in  playt ; 

Nor  will  Melpomene  ascend  her  throne 
Without  high  heels,  white  plume,  and  Bristol  stone. 

Old  comedies  still  meet  with  much  applause, 
Though  too  licentious  for  dramatic  laws  : 

At  least,  we  modems  wisely,  tls  confest, 

Curtail,  or  silence,  the  la.sdvlous  jest 

Whate’er  Ihclr  fullles,  and  their  faults  be«Idc, 

Our  enterprising  bards  pass  nought  untried  j 
Nor  do  they  merit  slight  applause  who  choose 
An  English  subject  fur  an  English  muse, 

And  le,ive  to  minds  which  never  dare  invent 
French  flippancy  and  German  sentiment 
Where  Ls  that  living  language  which  could  claim 
Poetic  more,  as  philosophic,  tame. 

If  all  our  Utrtls,  more  patient  of  delay, 

Would  stop,  like  Pope  to  polish  by  the  way  ? 

Idrirennc  vager.  •crihamquc  licenter,  ut  omoea 
VIsuros  pcccaia  putem  mea,  tutus,  et  intra 
Spem  vrnic  cautus  'f  vlUvi  dcniuue  ctilpom. 

Non  laitdem  merut.  Vos  exemplarlA  Grcca 
Noctunia  versaie  manu,  rrri^e  dluma. 

At  vMtri  proavl  PUulinos  et  numems  et 
I.auilavf  re  sale* ; iilmitim  paiioiitcr  utruxx>qi;e, 

N'e  dlcara  stultc,  mirali ; « modo  ego  ct  voS 
Sclmiu  Inurbamim  lepi  <o  sqjonere  dkta. 

L4^itlinumque  snoum  digitU  callemus  cl  aure. 

Imotum  tragic*  ^u«  Invralsso  Caiticriue 
nidtur,  eC  plstiitrlf  vexiite  poemata  Tliespis, 

Qu«  eanerent  agerentqur  pminctl  ftrdbus  oro« 

Post  hunc  persou*  pAU■^lUO  reperlor  hi*ue*tje 
A^sehyluf,  «C  modicis  irutravU  oulpiu  tlpii». 

Et  docult  mnguuinqitc  loqul.  lutique  cotnumo. 

Siiccesslt  vetua  hU  conKrdU.  non  sln<>  mutu 
Laude : sed  in  vltlum  libenas  exddii.  et  vim 
Dlgnam  lege  rettl ; lex  nt  accept*  ; choru»qud 
Turpltcr  obiiculi,  inWato  jure  nocendi. 

Nil  Intmtotum  novtri  llquere  poetA  ; 

Nee  mlnimuro  merurre  dreus.  votiglA  Grarca 
Ausi  doiierrre.  ct  celebrare  domeitica  facta, 

Vel  qul  pnetextas,  ve1  qul  ducucre  copotai. 

Kec  sirtute  foret  darisve  poteuHua  annlt, 

* f”  They  gupnort  Pope,  1 see.  In  the  Quarterly,”— wrote 
Lord  Byrnn  In  lusn.  from  Kovc-nna— ”it  is  a sin  and  a shame, 
and  a damnalton,  that  Pope  !1  should  require  It:  but  he  does. 
Those  miserable  mountebanks  of  the  day.  the  poets,  dis;rrace 
themselves,  and  deny  God,  In  running  iiown  Pone,  the  mo»t 
faultless  of  poets.”  Again,  In  the  same  year  ” t have  at  last 
tlenrc  vUh  the  atrocious  rant  and  nonsense  about 


lost  all  patl 
Pope  with  wtdeh  our  present 


* * s are  overflowing,  and  am 
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Lords  of  the  quill,  whose  critical  asuults 
O'orthrow  whole  quartos  with  their  quires  of  faults, 
Who  soon  detect,  and  mark  where’er  we  fail, 

And  prove  our  marble  with  too  nice  a nail ! 
Democritus  himself  was  not  so  bad  ; 

IliT  only  Ihowjht,  but  you  would  make,  us  mad  ! 

But  truth  to  say,  most  rhymers  rarely  guard 
' Against  that  ridicule  they  deem  so  hard  ; 

^ In  person  negligent,  they  wear,  from  sloth. 

Beards  of  a week,  and  nails  of  annual  growth  ; 
Reside  in  garrets,  fly  from  those  they  meet. 

And  walk  in  alleys,  rather  than  the  street. 

With  little  rhyme,  less  reason,  if  you  please. 

The  name  of  poet  may  be  got  with  ease, 

So  that  not  tuns  of  hcUeboric  juice 
Shnll  ever  turn  your  bead  to  any  u.se ; 

Write  but  like  Wordsworth,  live  beside  a Lake,  > 
And  keep  your  biwhy  locks  a year  from  Blake  ; * 
j Then  print  your  book,  once  more  return  to  town. 
And  boys  shall  hunt  your  hardship  up  and  down. 


! Am  I not  wise,  if  such  some  poets'  plight, 

I To  purge  in  spring — like  Bayes^ — before  I write  ? 
' If  this  precaution  soften’d  not  ray  bile, 

1 1 know  no  scribbler  with  a madder  style  ; 


Qunm  lingiu.  I.atium.  si  non  olTi'mlerot  unnm- 
miemque  |x>e(arum  lims  labor  et  nuira.  V'o*.  & 
rumpiliui  laupult,  rannen  reprobendite,  quod  uon 
Miilu  dies  Pt  multA  Iftura  cocrruli,  atque 
Pnp'pctum  dwie*  non  cjuligavU  ad  uiigucm. 

Inapnium  ntisrra  qufafortunatlu*  arte 
Credit,  et  excludit  sonus  llciicone  poetaa 
l>fmorritu«  : bona  part  non  ungues  ponere  curat. 
Non  barhom ; aocreta  petit  loca,  balnea  ritat. 
Kanciscetur  entm  pretlum  nomenque  poeue. 

Si  trlbus  Aniicyiif  caput  Insauabile  nunquam 
Tontori  Lk'ino  commiserit.  O ego  levits. 

Qui  purgnr  bilcm  tub  vemi  teniporis  bor.am  ! 

Non  aliut  iaceret  meliora  : Tcrum 

Nil  Unti  esi : ergo  fungar  vice  colli,  acutum 


I determined  to  m.ike  inch  head  against  It  ai  an  tndfridual  can 
I br  prose  or  verse,  and  1 «iU  at  leait  do  it  with  k<hm1  ulll. 

Thi’re  Is  no  bearing  it  any  longer  ; and.  if  It  goes  on.  it  wlU 
' destroy  wh.it  little  good  writing  or  taste  remains  amongst  us. 

! 1 hu[ie  there  are  itiTl  a few  men  of  taste  to  second  me ; but  if 
' not.  I 'll  iMttlc  It  alone,  convinced  that  it  is  the  be.st  cause  of 
I Kngllsh  literature."  And  ag^u.  In  IKItl " Neither  time,  nor 
I dlsunre.  nor  grief,  nor  age.  can  ever  diminish  iny  veneration 
I for  him  who  Is  Ibo  great  moral  poet  of  all  timos,  of  .ill  climes, 
of  alt  fwlings,  and  of  all  stages  of  existence.  The  delight  of 
my  Imyhood.  the  study  of  my  manhood,  perhaps  (if  allowed 
to  me  to  attain  it)  he  may  be  the  consolation  of  my  age.  His 
! poetry  is  the  hook  of  life.  Without  canting,  aud  yet  without 
i n«‘glertlng  religion,  he  Isas  assembled  all  that  a good  and  great 
i man  can  gather  together  of  moral  wisdom  ctotbed  In  con. 

I lummate  beauty.  Sir  Wiliuun  Temple  observes,  ‘that  of  all 
i the  members  of  mankind  that  live  within  the  compa>«  «f  a 
1 thousand  >*ears,  for  one  man  that  Is  bom  capable  of  making  a 
great  poet,  there  may  bea  Aotuand  born  ca|>able  of  moknw  as 
( great  generals  and  ministers  of  slate  as  any  In  story.’  ilere 
1 1 Is  a statesmw's  opinion  of  poetry ; it  is  honourable  to  him 
^ j and  to  the  art.  Such  a * i>oet  of  a thousand  years ' was  Pf^pc. 
ll  A thmiikind  years  will  roll  away  before  such  another  con  be 
I hoped  for  In  our  literature.  J)ut  it  can  leoisf  them ; he  is 
himself  a litcraturc."J 

' ^ ["  That  this  Is  the  ag«  of  the  dccUae  of  Knglish  poetry, 

will  OP  doiilxM  by  few  who  have  calmly  considered  the  sub- 
ject. That  there  are  men  of  genius  among  tlie  present  poets, 
mokes  little  against  the  fact;  bccousi*  it  has  been  well  said,  \ 
that,  ‘next  to  him  who  forms  the  taste  of  his  country,  the 
gieatpst  genliu  is  he  who  cornifds  it.’  No  one  has  ever  de-  ■ 
tuod  genius  to  Marini,  who  corrupted,  not  merely  the  taste  of 
Italy,  but  that  of  all  Europe,  for  nearly  a century.  The  great 
cause  of  the  present  dej»lorablc  sUte  of  English  poetry  is  to 
be  aUriliuted  to  that  absunl  and  systematic  depreciation  of 
Pojie.  in  which,  for  the  last  few  years,  there  has  been  a kind 
of  epklemic  r.nncurrence.  The  I.akers  ami  their  school,  and  ^ 
every  body  else  with  tbeir  school,  and  even  Moore  w'ltbout  a , 
school,  ai^  dilettanti  lecturers,  at  ioslitutiaos,  and  elderly  j 


But  since  (perhaps  my  feeling  are  too  nice) 

I cannot  purchase  flune  at  such  a price, 

1 11  labour  gratis  as  a grinder's  wheel, 

And,  blunt  myself,  give  edge  to  others'  steel. 

Nor  write  at  tdl,  imless  to  teach  the  art 
To  those  rehearsing  for  the  poet's  part : 

From  Horace  show  the  pleasing  paths  of  aong. 

And  frx>m  my  own  example — what  is  wrong. 

Though  modem  practice  sometimes  diSers  quite, 
'Tis  just  as  well  to  think  before  you  write ; 

I^t  every  book  that  suits  your  theme  be  read. 

So  shall  you  trace  It  to  the  fountain>he»d. 


f 


He  who  has  learn 'd  tlie  duty  which  he  owes 
To  friends  and  country',  and  to  pardon  foes ; 
Who  models  his  dcjiortment  as  may  best 
Accord  with  brother,  sire,  or  stranger  guest ; 
^Vbo  takes  our  laws  and  worship  as  they  are. 
Nor  roars  reform  for  senate,  church,  and  bar ; 
In  practice,  rather  than  loud  precept,  wise. 
Bids  not  hU  tongue,  but  heart,  philosophise: 
Such  Is  the  man  the  poet  should  rehearse. 

As  joint  exemplar  of  his  life  and  verse. 


Sometimes  a sprightly  wit,  and  talc  well  told, 

Without  much  grace,  or  weight,  or  art,  will  hold  \\ 

Rcddere  que  femim  valet,  extort  ipta  tecandi ; I 

M limit  et  Mthrium,  oil  tcriUcru  imp,  docebo ; I 

Unde  nareiitur  opet ; quid  alat  mrmetque  poetam  ; . 

Quid  dcccat.  quia  non  ; quo  virtut.  quo  ferat  error.  I 

Scrlhendl  recte  tapere  e*l  ot  prinapium  et  funs. 

Itoi.)  tlbl  Socralica:  poterunt  uttemlere  charUe : 

Verbaque  prorisiun  rem  non  invita  tequentur. 

Quid  dmirlt  patric  quid  debrat,  et  quid  amicit ; | 

Quo  lit  amore  i>oren*,  quo  fralur  amondui,  et  hot  pea  ; 

Quod  tit  conwripti,  quem  judJeis  ofiiduin ; que 

Parte*  in  brilum  mUsi  ducii ; llle  profecto 

Heddere  periutiK  scit  convententia  cuique.  i 

Kcspicere  exemplar  viue  moriimque  jubebo 

Dcictum  imitatorem.  et  viva*  hinc  ducere  voces. 

Imcrdum  ipcciuta  locii  morataque  recte 


f’entirmen  who  tranilate  and  Imitate,  and  young  ladles  who 
i*ten  and  repeat,  and  baronet*  who  draw  indifferent  frootii-  ' 
piece*  for  bad  poet*,  and  noblemen  who  let  titem  dine  with  j 
them  in  the  country,  the  tmall  body  of  tne  wit*  and  the  great  j 
body  of  the  blue*,  have  latterly  united  in  a drpi  edation,  of  | 
which  their  forefather*  would  liave  been  lu  mu  J'-  ashamed  as  |i 
their  children  will  be.  In  the  mMU  time,  what  have  we  got  || 
imtead  V The  Lake  School,  which  began  with  an  etdc  poem  i. 

‘ written  in  lix  weeks.*  (*o  ‘ Joan  of  Arc  ’ prtKiaimeo  bervclf.)  I : 
and  finished  with  a ballad  composed  in  twenty  year*,  as  ' Feter  I ] 
Bell'*'  creator  take*  care  to  inform  the  few  who  will  inquire.  [{ 
^Vh.'a  have  we  got  initead  ? A deluge  of  flimsy  and  unin-  ii 
(elhsdble  romance*,  imita^  from  Scott  andtnyielf.  who  have  ' 
lioth  made  the  best  of  our  bod  materials  anderraneou*  system.  I 
\\  hat  have  we  got  instead  ? Madoc,  which  Is  oeither  an  enic  *| 
nor  any  thing  else,  Tiialaba,  Kehama,  Cebir.  and  such  gib. 
lierlsb.  written  in  all  metret,  and  in  no  language.**... 

Letters,  HI9.— Nee  al»o  the  two  namnhteca  agabwt  Mr.  I* 
Bowie*,  written  at  Kavemu  In  1821.  in  wnlch  L<nd  Brnm’s  i| 
cutiiutiastic  reverence  for  Fopi*  u the  principal  fbalore.  i 

* As  famous  a tonsor  as  Ucinut  himself,  and  better  pciM. 
and  may,  like  him.  lie  one  day  a j^enator,  having  a better  qu»*  i 
Ufication  than  one  tsaif  of  the  heads  be  crops,  vis.— ladeuan- 
dcnce.  ^ J 

s I’rar,  Sir.  how  do  you  do  when  you  write?  ’ 

Snti'M.  l-'aith,  Sir.  for  themoir  nart  I 'm  in  pretty  good  health.  [ 
Srtpe4.  I mean,  what  do  you  flu  when  you  write  ? SmitM.  I ‘ 
lakei>en,  ink.  and  r^per.  and  sit  down.  Boj/et.  Now  1 write 
stanctlng  — that 's  one  thing  : and  then  another  thing  if,  with  I 
what  do  you  prep.are  yourself  ? Smith.  Prepare  myself  ! w hat 
the  devil  does  the  loo\  mean?  Bayes.  %>hy.  I'll  tell  you 
what  I do.  If  I am  to  write  fkmiliar  things,  as  sonnet*  to 
Armida.  and  the  like,  i moke  use  of  stewed  prunes  only  ; but 
when  1 have  a grand  design  In  hand,  I ever  ta^  physic  and 
' let  blood:  for  when  you  would  have  pure  swiftness  of  tbougtat. 

I and  fiery  (light*  uf  mney.  you  must  nave  a care  of  the  peneivu 
] part,  m fine,  you  must  purge.*'. itcAMTSiif.}  i 


HINTS  FROM  HORACE 


A longer  empire  o’er  the  public  mind 
Than  sounding  trifles,  empt)-,  though  refined. 

Unhappy  Greece  I thy  sons  of  ancient  days 
The  muse  may  celebrate  with  perfect  praise, 

Wbo<c  generous  .children  narrow’d  not  their  hearts 
With  commerce,  given  alone  to  arroi  and  arts. 

Our  boys  (save  those  whom  public  acbooU  compel 
To  **  long  and  short  ” before  they  Ve  taught  to  spell) 
From  frugal  fathers  soon  Imbibe  by  rote, 

**  A penny  saved,  my  lad,  's  a penny  got.” 

Babe  of  a city  birth  I from  sixpence  take 

The  thini,  how  much  will  the  remainder  make  ? — 

**  A groat  ” — ” Ah,  bravo ! Dick  bath  done  the  sum  ! 
He  11  swell  my  fifty  thousand  to  a plum.” 

They  whose  young  souls  receive  this  rust  betimes, 
’TU  clear,  are  fit  for  anything  but  rhymes ; 

And  Locke  will  tell  you,  that  the  father’s  right 
Who  hides  all  verses  from  his  children’s  sight: 

For  poets  (says  this  sage  and  many  more,) 

Make  sad  mechanics  vHth  their  lyric  lore ; 

And  Delphi  now,  however  rich  of  old. 

Discovers  little  silver,  and  less  gold,  I 

Because  I*amassus,  though  a mount  divine,  | 

Is  poor  as  Irus*,  or  an  Irish  mine. » 

Two  ohiccts  always  should  the  poet  move. 

Or  one  or  both, — to  please  or  to  improve. 

Wbate’er  you  teach,  be  brief,  if  you  design 

For  our  remembrance  your  didactic  line ; ! 

Redundance  places  memory  on  the  rack. 

For  brains  may  be  o'erloaded,  like  the  back. 

Fabtila,  nallius  veneris,  line  pondere  et  arte. 

ValUiiu  oblectal  populum,  mrUusque  moratur,  ' 

Quim.  verKiM  Inupt^  rcrtim,  i>ti|^u«  canorw.  | 

Graib  tngimium,  (»rall(  dedU  nre  rotunda 
Mutt  loqui,  pr«(er  laudeoo  nuliiua  avarii. 

Homani  pueri  Ion:;i»  ratlonlbui  a«ii4'ni  j 

Dlsrunt  In  parteA  cenlvm  dkfiicere ; dlcat  I 

FlUiu  Albini,  Si  dc  qufncunee  rernota  eit 
ITncia.  quid  tuperal  ? pnterat  dixiMe — Trlen*.  Eo  ! 

Hem  poteris  lervare  tium.  Redit  uocia : quid  fit  ? 

Semis.  An  hre  aoimos  crugo  et  cura  pecuU 
Cum  semel  iiobuerlt.  speramus  carreioa 
Posse  linenda  cedro,  et  levi  servanda  cupresso  ? 

Aut  prodtrsse  volunt.  aut  delectare  porta  ; 

Ant  ilmul  et  Jucunda  et  iduuea  direre  riUB. 

Quidqoid  prwripies,  estu  brevis  : ut  cito  dicta 
Perclplant  a&lml  dociles,  teoeantque  ddelrt. 

Omne  iupervacuum  plenu  dc  pectore  manat. 

Hcta  votuptatls  causa  sint  pruxima  voris : ' 

* ! hare  not  the  original  by  me,  but  the  Italian  translation 
runs  as  follows : — * E una cosaa  mlo credere  molto  »trava«nte. 
Che  un  padre  deslderl,  o permetta.  che  suo  flglluolo  coltivi  e 
perfexioot  t^rsto  taleoto.”  A little  further  on  : **  Si  trovano 
dt  raflo  nel  Pamaso  le  minlere  d*oro  e d‘arretito.*'~-£rfssra- 
SNme  det  Fanctuili  del  Signor  l^oeke.  (**  ff  the  child  have  a 
poetif  vein,  it  Is  to  me  the  strangeft  thing  in  (he  world,  that 
the  father  should  desire  or  sulihr  It  to  be  rherUheit  or  Im* 
proved.'’  — “ It  is  very  seldom  seen,  that  any  one  discovert 
mine*  of  gold  or  silver  on  Pamasiut.'*] 

* *■  Iro  pauperior this  It  the  same  beggar  who  boxejl  with 
lllyasea  for  a pound  of  kid's  fry,  which  b«  lost,  and  half  a 
doten  teeth  besides.  — bee  Odyssey,  b.  18^ 

* The  Irish  gold  mine  of  Wlrklow.  which  yields  just  ore 
enough  to  swear  by,  or  gild  a b.*ul  gtilnea. 

* (This  couplet  is  amusingiy  rh-warteristlc  of  that  mixture 
of  fun  and  bitterness  with  which  their  author  snmetireet 
•poke  in  conversation  \ so  much  so.  that  those  who  knew 
hhn  might  almost  fan^  they  bear  him  utter  the  words.— 
Muoai.j 

' • At  Mr.  Pope  look  the  liberty  of  damning  Homer,  to 

whom  he  was  under  great  obligation#—"  And  Homer  {damn 
hemf)  cells"  — it  may  he  presumed  that  any  body  or  any 
thing  may  be  damocu  In  verse  by  portiral  license ; and,  in 


Fiction  doe*  best  when  taught  to  look  like  truth. 
And  fairy  fbbtes  bubble  none  but  youth : 

Expect  no  credit  for  too  wondrous  tales. 

Since  Jonas  only  springs  alive  from  whale*  1 

Young  men  with  aught  but  elegance  dispense; 
Maturcr  years  require  a little  sense. 

To  end  at  once : — that  bard  fur  ail  is  fit 
Who  mitiglen  well  Instruction  with  his  wit ; 

For  him  reviewB  shall  imlle,  for  him  o’erflow 
The  patronage  of  Patemoster>row ; 

His  book,  with  Longman's  liberal  aid,  shall  pass 
(Who  ne’er  despises  books  that  bring  him  brass); 
Through  three  long  weeks  the  taste  of  London  lead. 
And  cross  St.  George's  Channel  and  the  Tweed. 

But  everjthing  has  faults,  nor  Is’t  unknown 
That  harps  and  fiddles  often  lose  their  tone. 

And  waywauTl  voices,  at  their  owner’s 
With  all  his  best  endeavours,  only  K}uall ; 

Dogs  blink  Uielr  covey,  flints  withhold  the  «j>ark.< 
And  double-barrels  (d.imn  them :)  miss  thiir  mark.  » 

WTierc  fref|ucnt  beauties  strike  the  reader’s  view. 
We  must  not  quarrel  for  a blot  or  two ; 

But  pardon  equally  to  books  or  men. 

The  slips  of  human  nature,  and  the  pen. 

Yet  if  an  author,  spite  of  foo  or  friend, 

Des}>isos  all  advice  too  much  to  mend. 

But  ever  twangs  the  same  discordant  string, 

Give  him  no  quarter,  howsoe'er  he  ring. 
l#€t  Ilavard’s*  fate  o'ertake  him,  who,  for  once, 
Produced  a play  too  dashing  fbr  a dunce : 

Kee,  quodetinque  volet,  pcucat  tihi  f.ibuU  I'retU : 

Neu  {wanise  l,amlse  virum  puerum  extrahat  alvo. 

Centuri*  tenionim  agiunt  experti.’i  frugis : 

Cetsi  pnrtereum  RimcrM  ponoati  Hhamiies. 

Oraoe  tulit  pimctum.  qiil  miscult  utile  dulci, 

IxYtorem  dolectuido  |>artternii«  monmetn. 

Hie  merrt  *ra  fiber  H<wll*  ; hie  et  mare  tniniit, 

Kt  longum  noto  tcriplorl  prorogat  wvum. 

Sunt  tWicta  tameii,  qulbus  l^mvisse  vclInnH ; Iment, 
Nam  noque  chorda  sonum  reddit  qocm  vult  manus  ct 
Foscentiqtte  gravem  pertape  rcmitttt  aaitum ; 

Nec  lem^r  fcrlet  qundcuuque  minabUur  arctu. 

\ erum  ubi  plura  mtent  io  carmine,  non  ego  pauefs 
Offrtidar  maculit,  quat  aut  incuria  fudit, 

Aut  bumana  parum  cavit  natura.  Quid  ergo  est  '* 

Vt  scriptor  si  peecat  Idem  lihrarius  usque. 

QuamvU  «st  muiiitus.  venia  caret  t et  i itharesdus 
lUdotur,  chorda  qui  temper  oberral  «adem  : 

Sic  mihi,  qui  multum  ceuat,  fit  Chcsrllut  iUe, 

caae  of  accident,  1 beg  leave  to  plead  so  Illustrious  a pre- 
cedent. 

* For  the  story  of  Billy  Havard’s  tragedy,  see  *'  DavWs 
Life  of  Garrick."  1 believe  It  It  " Itegulus,''  or  " Charles  the 
Mrst.”  The  moment  it  was  known  to  b®  hii  the  theatre 
thinned,  and  the  Itnokseiler  rehised  to  give  the  ciutomary 
sum  for  the  copyri|fht.  — ["  Havard,"  says  Davies,  " was  re- 
duced to  great  straits,  and  In  order  to  retrieve  bis  aflairs,  the 
story  of  Charles  the  First  was  proposed  to  him  as  a proper 
sub)ect  to  engage  the  public  otterUinn.  Havard's  desire  of 
ease  was  known  to  be  superior  to  his  thirst  for  lame  or 
money;  and  GKTard.  the  manager.  Insisted  upon  the  power 
of  locking  him  up  till  tite  work  was  fiolshed.  To  this  be 


money;  and  GKTard.  the  manager.  Insisted  upon  the  power 
of  locking  him  ^ till  tite  work  was  fiolshed.  To  this  be 
consented  ; and  GUQird  actually  turned  the  key  upon  him, 
and  let  him  out  at  Ids  pleasure,  till  the  play  was  completed. 
It  was  acted  with  great  emolument  to  the  manager,  axsd  some 
degree  of  reputation,  as  well  as  gain,  to  the  author.  It  drew 
large  crowds  Co  the  theatre ; curlcMlty  was  excited  with  r«- 
spert  to  the  auUior : that  was  a s**crrt  to  be  kert  from  the 
people  : but  tlarard’i  love  of  fame  would  not  sumr  It  to  be 
concealed  longer  than  the  tenth  or  twelfth  night  cf 
the  play.  The  moment  Havard  put  on  the  sword  and  tie- 
wig.  the  genteel  drees  of  the  times,  and  professed  himself  to 
be  (be  writer  of  ‘ Charles  the  Hrst,’  the  atulieDoes  were 
tbinnod,  and  the  bookseller  rehued  to  give  the  usual  •«»"*  of 
a hundred  pounds  for  the  copyright.") 
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BYRON’S  \rORKS, 


At  first  uoDe  deem'd  It  his ; but  \rhen  hU  name 
Announced  the  fhet  — what  then  ? — It  loet  Its  fame. 
Though  all  deplore  when  Milton  deigns  to  doze, 

In  a long  work  *tU  fair  to  steal  repose. 

I As  pictures,  so  shall  poems  be ; some  stand 
I The  critic  ejre,  and  please  when  near  at  hand  ; 

I But  others  at  a distance  strike  the  sight ; 

This  seeks  the  shade,  but  that  demands  the  light, 
Ifor  dreads  the  connoUscur's  fastidious  riew. 

But,  ten  times  scrutinised,  b ten  times  new. 

Parnassian  pilgrims  t ye  whom  chance  or  choice 
Hath  led  to  listen  to  the  Muse's  voice. 

Receive  this  couoh'!,  and  Ite  timely  wise; 

Few  reach  the  summit  which  before  you  lies. 

Our  church  and  state,  our  courts  and  camps,  concede 
Reward  to  very  moderate  heads  indeed ! 

In  these  plain  common  sense  will  travel  far ; 

, .\.U  are  not  Erskincs  who  mislead  the  bar: 

I But  poesy  between  the  best  and  worst 

I I No  meilium  knows ; you  must  be  last  or  first ; 

For  middling  poets’  miserable  volumes 

' Are  damn’d  alike  by  gods,  and  men,  and  columns.  i 


Quern  bis  terquo  bouuin  cum  rlsu  roiror  \ et  idem 
Indignor,  quandoque  bonus  dormlUit  Hotnerus. 
Verum  operi  longo  fas  est  obrepere  somnuin. 

Ut  plcturm.  poesis : orit  quw.  si  pronius  stes. 

Tc  caplet  maps  ; et  quwdam.  si  lonpus  abstes : 
Ha-c  amat  ubscurum  ; volet  hsec  sub  luce  vidcri, 
Judicis  arpitum  aua  non  formidat  acumen  : 

Hcc  placuit  lemci ; ha:c  dedet  repctlta  ]iUcebU. 


I (Here,  in  the  original  M5..  ve  find  the  foilotrlug  couplet 
I and  note  : — 

Thouch  what  * rJods.  men.  and  cnlumtii’  interdict, 

I The  Devil  and  JetTrey  pardon— in  a Fict. 

I *'  The  Devil  and  JcflVey  are  here  placed  antithetically  to 

I gods  and  men,  such  being  their  usual  position,  and  their  due 
one  — .verording  to  the  facetious  aa}ing.  ‘ If  (<od  won't  take 

t T»u,  the  Devil  must ; ' and  1 am  sure  no  one  durst  object  to 
I nis  taking  the  poetry  which,  rejected  by  Horace,  Is  accepted 
I by  Jc^lTrey.  l*hat  these  gentlemcu  are  In  tome  cases  kinder, 

I I —the  one  to  rountn-men.  and  the  other  from  his  odd  pro- 
j petksity  to  nrefer  ev(l  to  good,  — than  the  * gods,  men,  and 
1 ' columns’  of  Horace,  may  be  seen  by  a reference  to  the  review 
i of  Campbeil's  •Gertrude  of  Wyoming;'  and  iu  No.  31.  of 

I'  the  Kdlnburgh  Review  (given  to  me  the  other  day  by  the 
I captain  nf  an  English  frigate  off  Salamlt),  there  is  a similar 

icoiu-vsslun  to  the  medlncrity  of  Jamie  Graham's  * British 
j (^orgies.'  it  is  fortunate  for  Campbell,  that  his  fame 
I ueltln.T  depends  on  his  l.nt  poem,  nor  the  ruff  of  the  KdJn* 
bur^tb  Review.  The  catalogues  of  our  English  arc  also  leas 
j fasutiious  than  the  pillars  of  the  Uumais  lihraruns A 

II  Word  'tiore  with  the  .mthor  of*  Gertrude  of  Wyoming/  At 
the  emi  of  a ]ioeni.  and  even  of  a cuiiplct,  we  have  generally 
I * that  unmeaning  thing  we  roll  a thought;*  so  Mr.  i amp- 
’ bell  c<i:ifludes  with  a thought  in  siKh  a manner  as  to  fullil 
the  whole  of  Pope's  preKr'ptioti,  and  be  as  * utuneaning  ' as 
j the  best  of  his  brethren : — 

* Because  1 may  not  stain  with  grief 
, The  deatb'Song  nf  an  Indian  cnlcf.* 

I When  I was  in  the  fifth  form,  1 carried  to  niy  master  the 
trantladon  of  a chorus  In  Prometheus,  wherein  was  a pes> 
tilent  expresilon  atsotit  ‘ staining  a voice,’  which  met  with  no 
' qturtcr.  l.ittle  did  I think  that  Mr.  C.impbell  wiruld  have 
adopted  my  fWlh  form  * sublime ' — at  least  in  so  conspicuous 
a situation.  * Sorrow*  has  been  ‘dry*  (in  proverbs),  and 
^ ‘ we»  ’ (In  sonnets),  this  minv  a day ; and  now  It  • stains.’ 
and  stains  a sound,  of  all  feasiblo  things ! To  b«  sure,  death* 

: sonp  might  have  been  stained  with  that  same  grief  to  very 
j goo<l  purpose,  if  Outalissi  had  rla]>ped  down  his  stanias 
nn  wholesome  paper  for  tbe  Kdinbiirgh  Evening  Post,  or 
1 1 any  other  given  nrperborean  raxette ; or  if  the  said  Out^Usi 
I ' had  been  troubled  with  the  sfightest  second  sight  of  bis  own 
I ; notes  embodied  on  the  but  proof  of  an  overcharged  quarto : 
but  as  he  is  supposed  to  have  iieen  an  improrlsatore  on  this 
I occasion,  and  probably  to  the  last  tune  he  ever  chanted  In 
: this  world,  It  would  hare  done  him  no  dlscresiit  to  bare  made 
I his  exit  with  a mouthful  of  common  sense.  Talking  of  * stor’i*- 
^ ’ (as  Caleb  Quotem  says)  * puts  me  in  mind  ’ of  a certain 


Again,  my  JeffV'ey  I — a»  that  sound  in^iiret, 
How  wakes  my  bosom  to  Its  wonted  fires  I 
Fires,  such  as  gentle  Caledonians  feel 
When  Southrons  writhe  upon  their  critic  wheel. 
Or  mild  Eclectics  when  tome,  worse  than  Turlu, 
Would  rob  poor  Faith  to  decorate  *‘^ood  works." 

Such  are  the  genial  feelings  thou  const  claim 

My  fiUcon  flies  not  at  ignoble  game. 

Mightiest  of  all  Dunedin's  beasts  of  chase ! 

For  thee  my  Pegasus  would  mend  his  pace. 

Arise,  my  JeffVey ! or  my  inkless  pen 
Shall  never  blunt  its  edge  on  meaner  men  ; 

Till  thee  or  thine  mine  evil  eye  discerns, 

Alas  i **  1 cannot  strike  at  wretched  kernes."  J 
Inhuman  Saxon  t wilt  thou  then  resign 
A muse  and  heart  by  choice  so  wholly  thine  ? 
Dear,  d — d contemner  of  my  schoolboy  songs. 

Hast  thou  no  vengeance  for  {ny  roanbooU's 
wrongs? 

If  unprovoked  thou  once  could  bid  roe  bleed, 

Hast  thou  no  weapon  for  my  daring  deed  f 
What ! not  a word  ! — and  am  I then  so  low? 

WUt  thou  forbi'ur,  who  never  spared  a foe  ? 


O major  jUTenum,  quamvU  «t  voce  patents 
Flngeri*  «d  rectum,  et  per  te  sapii.  hue  tlbi  dictum 
TolTe  iRcraor : certii  medium  et  tolerabllc  rebtu 
Recte  coocedl : consuitus  jurii,  et  actor 
Causanun  mediocrit,  abut  virtute  disertl 
MumIc,  Dec  Kit  quantum  CaKellius  Aulut . 

Sed  tamen  io  predo  e«t : raediocrllMi  e«ie  poetli 
Noq  homixtea.  non  Dl.  non  concesaere  columaie. 


couplet,  which  Mr.  Campbell  will  flod  io  a writer  for  whom  I 
be,  and  hit  school,  have  no  small  contempt ; — i 

• E’en  copious  Dr}'den  wanted,  or  forgot.  I 

Tbe  last  and  greatest  art— the  art  to  biot: ' ”]  j 

7 To  the  Eclectic  or  Christian  Reviewers  I hitvc  to  return  I 
thanks  for  the  fervour  of  that  charity  which,  In  In09,  induced 
them  to  express  a hr>|>e  that  a thing  then  publithvd  by  me 
might  lead  to  certain  consequences,  which,  ^though  natural  ' 
enough,  surely  came  but  rauhly  from  reverend  lips.  I refer  ' 
them  to  their  own  pages,  w here  they  congratulated  them*  i 
selves  on  the  prospect  of  a tilt  between  Mr.  J&Sny  and  myself, 
from  which  some  great  good  was  to  accrue,  prodded  one  or 
both  were  knocked  on  the  head.  Having  survived  two  ■ 
years  and  a half  those  “ Elegies '*  which  they  were  kindly 
preparing  to  review,  1 hare  no  peculiar  gusto  to  give  them 
**  so  Joyml  n trouble."  except.  Indeed.  *’  upon  compuUlon, 

Hal ; " but.  if.  as  David  says  Iu  the  '*  Rlrals,'*  it  should  come  ■ * 
to  ••  bloody  sword  and  pun  fighting."  we  " won't  run,  will  : ) 
wc,  Sir  Lucius  ?"  I do  not  know  what  I had  done  to  these  ! 
Kdcctlc  Mnllemcn  : my  works  are  their  lawful  perquisite,  to 
be  hewn  lo  pieces  like  Agag.  if  It  seem  meet  unto  them  : but 
why  they  should  be  in  such  a burry  to  kill  off  their  author.  I 
nm  iynorant.  “ The  race  ti  not  always  to  the  swift,  nor  tbe 
battle  to  the  strong:"  and  now,  as  thoM  Christians  have 
" smote  me  on  one  check."  I bold  them  up  the  other  ; and. 
lo  return  for  Ihdr  pod  wishes,  giro  them  an  opportunity  of 
repeating  them.  Had  any  other  set  of  men  expressni  such 
sentimenU,  I should  bare  smiled,  and  left  them  to  the  " re* 
cording  angel ; " but  from  (he  pharisees  of  Chrlsdanity 
decency  might  be  expected.  1 can  assure  these  brethren, 
that,  publican  and  sinner  as  I am.  I would  not  have  treated 
*'  mine  enemy’s  dog  thiu."  To  show  them  the  superiority 
of  my  briHherly  love,  if  ever  the  Reverend  Messrs.  Simeon 
or  Ranuden  should  be  engaged  io  such  a conflict  as  that  in 
which  they  reaucsted  me  lo  fdl,  I hope  they  mav  escMPe  with 
being  " wfnm  " oul^  and  (hat  Heaviside  may  W at  nand  to 
extract  the  ball. — fThc  following  U the  dtLaritablc  passage 
in  the  Eclectic  Review  of  which  Lord  Byron  speaks  : — "If 
the  noble  lord  and  the  learned  advocate  have  the  courage 
requisite  to  sustain  their  muUttl  Insults,  vre  shall  probamy 
soon  hear  the  explosions  of  another  kind  of  pdDcr*war,  after 
the  fashion  of  the  ever  memorable  duel  which  the  latter  is 
sold  to  have  fought,  or  seemed  to  fight,  with  ' Little  Moure.’ 

We  confess  there  Is  luAicicut  provocation,  If  not  In  the  cri* 
tique,  at  least  In  tbe  satire,  to*  urge  a * roan  of  honour  ’ to 
defy  .his  assailant  to  mortal  corol^.  Of  this  wc  shall  no  1 
doubt  hear  more  In  due  time."]  j ' 

* [*'  I cannot  sirflca  at  vretehed kernes.**— MacMA,  Act.  v.  I 
•C.7.] 
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Hast  thou  no  wrath,  or  wish  to  pive  It  vent  ? 
No  wit  for  nobles,  dunces  by  descent  ? 

No  jest  on  “ minors”  quibbles  on  a name, ' 

Nor  one  facetious  paragraph  of  blame  ? 

Is  it  for  this  on  Ilion  I have  stood. 

And  thought  of  Homer  less  than  Holyrood 
On  shore  of  Euxine  or  JEgean  sea 
My  hate,  untravcU’d,  fon«Uy  turn’d  to  thee. 

Ah  ! let  me  cease ; In  vain  my  bosom  bunus 
From  Corj-don  unkind  Alexis  turns  j 3 
Thy  rhymes  arc  vain ; thy  Jeffrey  then  forep«» 
Nor  woo  that  anger  which  he  will  not  show. 
What  then  ? — Edina  starves  some  Linker  son, 
To  write  an  article  thou  canst  not  shun  ; 

Some  less  fastidious  Scotchman  shall  be  found. 
As  bold  in  Billingsgate,  though  less  renown’d. 

As  if  at  table  some  discordant  dish 
Should  shock  our  optics,  such  as  frogs  for  fish  i 
As  oil  In  lieu  of  butter  men  decrj , 

And  poppies  please  not  in  a modem  pie ; 

If  all  such  mixtures  then  be  half  a crime. 

We  must  have  excellence  to  ivlish  rhyme. 

Mere  roast  and  boil’d  no  epicure  invites ; 

Thus  poetiy  disgusts,  or  else  delights. 

Who  shoot  not  flying  rarely  touch  a gun ; 
Will  he  who  swims  not  to  the  river  run  ? 


• And  men  unpractised  in  exchanging  knocks 
( Must  ga  to  Jackson  3 ere  they  dare  to  box. 

I Wbate’er  the  weapon,  cudgel,  flst,  or  foil, 

' None  reach  exiiertiiess  without  years  of  toll ; 

But  fifty  dunces  can,  witli  perfect  ease, 

Tag  twenty  thousand  couplets,  when  they  please. 

I \N'liy  not  ? — shall  I,  thus  qualified  to  sit 
I For  rotten  boroughs,  never  show  my  wit  ? 

Shall  I,  whose  fathers  w iUi  the  quorum  sate, 

I And  lived  in  fiTcdom  on  a fair  estate ; 

I left  me  heir,  with  stables,  kennels,  packs, 

^ To  all  their  income,  and  to — ttciee  its  tax ; 

Whose  form  and  pedigree  have  scarce  a fault, 

Shall  I,  1 say,  suppress  my  attic  salt  ? 

Thus  think  the  mob  of  gentlemen ; ” but  you, 

I Besides  all  this,  must  have  some  genius  too. 
j Be  this  your  sober  judgment,  and  a rule, 

I And  print  not  piping  hut  from  Southey's  school, 

1 Who  (ere  another  Tbalaba  appears), 

I trust,  will  spare  us  for  at  least  nine  years, 
i And  bark 'ye,  Southey^!  pray  — but  don't  be 
i vex'd  — 

I Bum  all  your  last  three  works  — and  half  the  next. 

; But  why  this  vain  advice?  once  published,  books 

I'  Can  never  be  recall’d -—from  pxstry-cooks  J 
Though  “ Madoc,**  with  “ Pucelle  V’  instead  of  punk. 
May  travel  back  to  Quito — on  a tnmk 


Ut  Kfatas  Inter  roenia*  lyrophonU  di«cor». 

Ki  rruRutn  ungucntuia^  ct  Sard  • rutn  mellc  papaver 
OtTonrliinl,  pottvat  duel  quin  romn  fine  Utis  ; 

Sic  anirnis  untum  invcntunupie  poema  JuvaudU, 

Si juiulum  u luinnio  denruit.  vergit  iid  imuzn. 

Ludcrc  qui  ncscit.  mmpestribus  absUnet  nrisit, 
Inductusque  pil«.  disetve.  trochl%e,  quie»cit, 

Ne  »pis»c  ritum  toUant  irapune  cororue : 

(jui  nesrit.  versus  tnmen  nudet  Cugere  Quidiil  f 
Liber  ct  ingenuut  prwsertlm  census  cquestretn 

' [Sec  the  tnetnurolde  critique  nf  the  Edinburgh  Bevlew  en 
" Ilnurs  of  Idleucss,”  ante,  p.  41b.] 

’ Invrnies  alium,  li  te  hic  fnstldit  .\texin. 

^ [Lord  Byrou's  taste  for  boxing  brought  him  acquainted, 
at  an  early  jwriod,  vith  this  dUtlugulshcl,  aitd.  it  U not  loo 
much  to  lav.  retpeef.yf,  professor  of  the  art;  for  whom, 
throughout  life,  he  continued  to  entertain  a sincere  regard. 
In  a note  to  the  eleventh  canto  of  Don  Juan,  be  calls  hlio 
**  bis  old  friend,  and  corporeal  pastor  and  master.  *’] 

* Mr.  .Sonthev  has  lately  tied  another  canister  to  Ids  tall  In 
the  Curse  of  Kehaina,”  maiigre  the  neglect  of  Madnc,  *c., 
and  has  In  one  lu«taace  had  a wonderful  effect.  A literary 
fyiend  of  mine,  walking  out  one  lovely  cveutug  last  summer, 
on  Uie  eleventh  bridge  of  the  Paddlii^on  canal,  was  alarmed 
by  the  cTj  of  ••  one  in  jeopardy : ” he  rushed  along,  coUectetl 
a body  of  Irish  ha}'makers  (supping  on  butter-milk  In  an  ad- 
jacent pa»ldock),  procured  three  rakes,  one  rel-spear,  and  a 
landing-net.  and  at  last  (horresco  nderens)  [Hilled  out  — his 
own  publisher.  The  unfortunate  man  was  gone  for  ever, 
and  so  was  a large  quarto  wherewith  be  had  Liken  the  leap, 
which  proved,  on  Inquiry,  to  have  l>ecn  Mr.  Southey's  last 
W'ork.  Ilf  “ alacrity  of  sinklnj;”  was  so  great,  th.it  it  hat 
never  since  been  heard  of ; though  some  maintain  that  It  is 
at  this  moment  concealed  at  Aiderm.in  Bircli'a  pastry  pre- 
mises. Comhill.  Be  this  as  it  may.  the  coroner's  inquest 
brought  in  a verdict  of*  Fclode  biblinpoU  *'  against  a **  quarto 
unknown  and  cirnimitantlal  evidence  being  since  strong 
against  the  **  Curse  of  Kebama"  (of  which  the  above  words 
arc  an  exact  eUweription),  it  will  be  tried  by  tU  (leersnext 
session,  in  Grub-streoi.—  Arthur.  Alfred.  Davideis.  Ricbard 
C<Tur  de  Lion,  F.xodui,  Kxodia.  Epigumad,  Calvary,  Kail  of 
Cambria,  Siege  of  Acre.  Don  Koderick.  and  Tom  Thumb 
the  Great,  are  (he  names  of  the  twelve  Jurors.  The  judges 
*re  Pye.  Howies,  and  the  bellman  of  St.  Sepulchre’s.  The 
same  advnentes.  pro  and  con,  will  be  employed  as  arc  now 
engaged  In  Sir  Fr.inclf  BurdcU's  cclebrateil  cause  in  the 
Scotch  courts.  The  public  anxiously  await  the  rciult.  and 

all  /<>e  publishers  will  be  subptniaM  as  witnesses But 

Mr.  SoutWy  has  published  the  “ Curse  of  Kehama.”  — an 
inviting  title  to  quibblers.  By  the  bye.  It  is  a grjod  doa! 
heiieatn  Scott  and  Campbell,  and  not  much  above  Southey, 
to  allow  the  booby  Hallutytte  to  eiiUllc  them,  in  ibe  IMln- 


Siimmam  nummorum,  vitioque  remotus  ab  omnl. 

Tu  nihil  iuvita  dices  faciesve  Minerva ; t‘ 

M tibi  Judicium  est,  ea  mens  ; si  quid  tamen  oHm  [ 

.Vrl[MM>rU,  in  Metil  drsceudat  Judlds  aures, 

■ Kt  |>atris,  et  nostras,  tionumquc  prematur  in  annum,  I 

' Membranis  Intus  poiltls.  Delere  llcebit  ; 

I Quod  non  edUleris ; nescU  vox  missa  revertl.  I 

Sylvestres  homines  sacer  Interprcique  dcorum  | 

I Cawllbuj  et  virtu  fordo  ileterrult  Orpheus : i 

j Dictus  ub  hoc  It-nire  tlgres,  rabidosqiie  leones : • 

' . i' 

j burgh  Annual  Register  (of  which,  by  the  bye.  Souther  is 
editor)  the  graml  poetical  triumvirate  of  tlie  day.”  But, 
on  second  tht-ughis.  It  can  be  no  pieat  degror  of  praise  to 
t*c  the  one-eyed  leaders  of  the  blind,  thnugn  they  might  as 
well  keep  to  themselves  **  Scult's  thirty  thousand  copies 
sold.”  Which  must  sadly  discomfit  poor  Southey’s  uiisale-  |i 
allies.  Four  Southey.  It  should  seem,  is  the  “ Lepidus”  of  h 
this  [metical  triumvirate.  I am  only  surprised  to  see  him  in 
such  gtMjd comjMny.  I, 

“ Such  things,  we  know,  are  neither  rich  nor  rare,  ;; 

But  wonder  bow  the  devil  he  came  there.”  ;j 

The  trio  are  well  deflmil  In  the  sixth  propofition  of  FticUd  : ; t 

**  Because,  in  the  triangles  D H C,  ACu.  DR  is  equal  to  1 1 
A C,  artd  H V common  to  both  : the  two  sides  D B.  B C,  are  ' * 
eipuil  to  the  two  A C,  C U.  each  to  each,  and  the  aiigio  D R C 1 

Is  equal  to  thr  «igle  A C B : therefore,  the  base  D C Is  equal  i 

to  toe  base  A B,  and  (he  triangle  DRC  (Mr.  Southey  i Is 

XI  to  tho  iri-ingle  A C B,  the  iets  to  the  greater,  which  U I 
rd,”  &e. •— The  editor  of  the  F.dlnburgh  Register  will  i 
find  the  rest  of  the  theorem  h:u’il  by  his  stabling;  he  has  I 
only  to  cross  (he  riser;  'tli  tho  first  turnpike  t’utimr  side 
••  rons  Asluorum.”  • 

* Voltaire’s  ” rucelle”  Is  not  quite  so  Immaculate  as  Mr.  1 
Southey  # **  Joan  of  Arc."  and  y«i  I am  afraid  the  French-  ] 
tnan  has  both  more  truth  and  poetry  too  on  his  side— (they  I 
rarely  go  together)- than  our  |>.itriottr  minstrel,  whose  first  i 
essay  was  In  praise  of  a fanwical  French  strumpet,  whoso  [ 
title  of  witch  would  be  curreit  with  tho  change  of  the  first  \i 
letter.  !l 

« Like  Sir  Bland  Burges’s  •*  Richard  the  tenth  book  of  {j 
which  I read  at  Malta,  on  a tnmk  of  Eyre’s.  1^  Cockspur-  I 
street.  If  this  be  doubted,  I shall  buy  a portmanteau  to  quote  ! 
from.  ii 


« This  Latin  h.as  sorely  puztled  the  University  of  Edtn-  (i 
burgh.  Ball.'intvne  said  it  meant  the  ••  Bridge  of  Berwick,”  j| 
but  Southey  claimed  it  as  half  English  ; Scott  swore  it  was  | 
the  " Brig  o’  Stirling  ; " he  bad  just  passed  two  King  James’#  i 
and  a dosen  Douglases  over  it.  At  last  it  was  decided  by  !| 
Jeffi'cy,  that  it  meant  nothing  mure  nor  less  than  the  ” counter  1 1 
of  Axchy  Constable’s  shop.*' 
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On)heiu,  wc  loam  from  OvW  and  Ixmpricre, 

Led  all  mid  bea^t*  but  women  by  the  ear ; 

And  had  he  fiddled  at  the  pre^mt  hour. 

We ’d  seen  the  lioiu  wallzlni?  in  the  Tower ; 

And  old  Amphi»m,  «tich  wen?  min^tnds  then. 

Hail  built  St.  l*aur*  without  the  aid  of  Wren. 

Verse  too  was  justice,  and  the  bards  of  Greece 
Did  more  than  constable*  to  keep  the  peace ; 

Akdlsh  d cuckoldum  with  much  applaud, 

Call'd  county  meetings,  and  enforced  the  law*, 

Cut  dt)wn  crown  influence  with  reforming  scythe^ 
And  ser>«l  the  church  — without  demanding  tithes; 
And  hence,  throughout  all  Hellas  and  the  East.. 

Each  iHM!t  was  a prophet  and  a priest. 

Whose  old'CstablLsh'd  Ijoard  of  joint  controls 
Included  kingdoms  in  the  cure  of  souls. 

Next  rose  the  martial  Homer,  Epic’s  prince, 

Ami  lighting  ’*  betni  in  fashion  ever  since, 

And  tid  Tyrtxus,  when  the  isp-irtans  warr’d, 

(A  limping  leader,  but  a lofty  hani,)* 

Though  wall'd  Ithoroe  had  rc«Utcd  long, 
i Keduced  the  fortress  by  the  force  of  wmg. 

V^Ticn  oracles  prevnll'd,  in  time*  of  old, 

!,  In  song  alone  AiwUo’s  will  was  told : 

' Then  if  your  verse  Is  what  all  verse  should  l>c, 
ij  And  go<ls  were  not  ashamei!  on’t,  why  should  we? 

' The  Muse,  like  mortal  females  may  be  woo’d ; 

|i  In  turns  she’ll  seem  a Paphian,  or  a prude; 

Fierce  as  a bride  when  first  she  feels  afi'right, 
ij  Mild  as  the  same  upon  the  MK'ond  night ; 
jl  Wild  as  the  wife  of  alderman  or  peer, 

I ' Now  for  his  grace,  and  now  a grenadier  I 
" Her  eyes  besee.Ti,  her  heart  bidles,  her  zone, 

'I  It^  111  a croud,  and  lava  when  alone. 

If  verse  be  studied  with  some  show  of  .-irt. 

Kind  Nature  always  will  perform  her  part ; 


Dirtui  et  Amphlt>n,  cmiJhor  arri*. 

S ixa  TT.orere  iono  tcitudinu.  e<  prcv«>  » 
lluv-vre  quo  rt'Mct  t TiiU  hec  MplriitU  q:in;Ki.mi, 
Puhlica  prlratli  Hccnicrr  ; sacra  profams  : 
(JoiK'uyto  proiiiberc  vaso  ; darp  jura  maritli ; 
oppiUa  inouri ; b’.;cs  ittddcre  iigtio. 

Sic  huiior  et  Duincu  dlriiiU  TalitMis  Atque 
Carminibus  veuit.  P(Ht  hos  in^ignls  llumcrus 
Tmanisque  mores  anitnos  In  Marcia  hcUa 
Versibus  cxacuit ; dictie  per  carmfna  snrtes. 

Ft  tU«  tnonstraU  »ia  esl : rt  tfrolU  reguin 
Plcilli  tenUU  modls  : ludusqne  rei'ertu*, 

Et  lungorum  uperum  flnls : ue  forte  pudori 


; 'ThoLigh  without  genius,  and  a native  vein 
I Of  wit,  we  loathe  an  artificial  stnU?i  — 

I Yet  art  and  nature  join'd  will  w in  the  prize, 

I Unless  they  act  like  us  and  our  allies. 

! 

j The  youth  who  train*  to  ride,  or  nm  a race. 

Must  bear  privatio:u  with  unruffled  face. 

Be  call’d  to  labour  when  he  thinks  to  dine, 

And,  harder  still,  leave  wenching  and  his  wine. 

I Iguiies  who  sing,  at  least  who  ring  at  sight, 

I Have  followed  mu-^ic  through  her  fin-thcri  flight ; 
i But  rhymers  tell  you  neither  more  nor  less, 

“ I ’ve  got  a pretty  poem  for  the  pres* ; ” 

And  that’s  enough ; then  write  and  print  so  fast ; — 
If  Satan  take  the  hindmost,  who'd  be  last  ? 

They  storm  the  types,  they  )>ublish,  one  ami  all, 
They  leap  the  counter,  anti  they  leave  the  stall. 
PrmincUO  maidens,  men  of  high  command. 

Yea,  baronets  have  Ink’d  the  blootly  hand 

Cash  cannot  (luell  them;  PoUlo^  play'il  thb  pmnk, 

(Then  i*hit'bu<<  first  found  credit  in  a bonk  !) 

Nut  all  the  liring  only,  but  the  dead. 

Fool  on,  as  fluent  as  an  Orpheus'  head ; ^ 

D.-unn’d  all  their  days,  they  posthumously  thri%c  — 
Dug  up  from  dust,  though  buried  when  :dive ! 
Reviews  record  this  eiddeinlc  crime. 

Those  Books  of  Martyrs  to  the  raw  for  rhyme. 

Alas ! woe  worth  the  scribbler  I often  seen 
In  Momln?  Post,  or  Monthly  M^azine. 

There  lurk  bis  earlier  Lvy* ; but  s<ion,  hot-pres'‘’d. 
Behold  a quarto!  — Tarts  inu?*t  tell  the  rest. 

Then  leave,  ye  wise,  the  lyre’s  precarious  chorU 
To  rauw?>m.id  baronets,  or  mailder  lords. 

Or  country  Crispins  now  grown  somewhat  stale. 
Twin  Doric  minstrels,  drunk  with  lX>ric  ale  ! 

Hark  to  those  notes,  mircotically  soft 
The  cobbler-laurents^  sing  to  Capel  Loffl!* 

! Till,  lo  I that  modem  Midas,  a.s  he  hears, 

Adds  an  ell  growth  to  his  egregious  ear* ! 


Sit  tlbl  Mum  IjTr  rt  cantor  Apj’lo. 

N4tura  (ierrt  )MuC-iI>tle  cannon,  an  srto, 

Qua>sltnm  r»t ; ego  nor  tcudium  nine  dirtto  vena. 
Nrc  rude  quid  protU  video  inzonium  : altorlus  sic 
Altrra  p**clt « |■<nn  rev.  et  rniijurat  lunlfo. 

Ijiii  Uudi't  iitrtAUni  ciiiiu  cuntiucore  mrtom, 

Multa  tuUt  fecitque  poor  ; •lularit  ot  aldt ; 

Abftinuit  Vencre  rt  rino : qui  Pytbla  cMtal 
Tibicon,  lUdirit  pHus,  oxtiiuujtquo  magUenuo. 

Nunc  *nt1«  r.<t  (tixiur  ; Ego  mira  portoata  pango ; 

rxtrenmm  scibie*  ; mlhl  turpe  rcUnqui  rat, 
Kt  quod  nuu  didici,  sane  nrscire  bteri. 


I*  iLord  Byron  bad  originalty  written  — 

*'  As  lani«  as  I am.  but  a better  tiord.** 

Thr  reader  of  Mr.  Mixirr’s  .VoOVvi  wHl  apprrriatr  the  frrllng 
«htch.  no  doubt,  induenced  Lord  Dyrun's  ritrratlon  of  the 
I nuuiuscripl  line.] 

! * f 7’he  red  hairi  of  LHster,  Intrmtnwvl  eenerany  fn  a ciuiton. 

I mark*  the  shield  of  a baronet  of  the  Untied  Kingdom.] 

* p*  Poi/sD.*‘—  In  the  original  .MS.  “ J?ogcri.'*] 

• ••  Turn  quoque  raarmorra  caput  a cerrlce  reruUmn, 

I Gurgftr  cum  rordio  portans  (K.vgrlus  llehrus, 

I Volvercft  Eurvdtcm  to*  ipsa,  rt  Mglda  lingua ; 

Ah,  mlsrram  Eurydlcen  ! anima  fugirnte  Tocabat  ; 

I Kury^ctm  toto  referrbant  flumlne  ripw.” 

Orvrgtc.  if.  523. 

* I beg  Nathaniel's  pardon:  he  is  not  a cobbler;  tl  is  a 
totZur.  tmt  begged  Capel  Ix>ai  to  sink  the  profession  in  his 

preface  to  two  i^r  of  panta psha  ! — of  cantos,  which  b« 

1 wished  the  BubUc  to  try  on  ; but  the  sieve  of  a patron  let  It 
out,  and  so  far  saved  the  expense  of  an  advertlieninit  to  his 
' cottntry  customers.  — Sler^'s  **  Moorhelds  whine”  was 
aothing  to  all  this.  The  **  u«Ua  Cruscans  ” were  people  of 


s<nne  education,  and  no  profession  t but  these  Arradians 
(**  ,%rcaiies  ainlM)”— bumpkins  both)  send  uut  tbrir  natire 
nontesur  uiihout  the  iniollest  alloy,  and  leave  all  the  shoes  j 
and  smaltclodirj  In  thr  parUh  unrepaired,  to  patch  up  Kte«  ] 
gii4  on  Kocloturei  and  Pwans  to  Gun;»ow«ler.  Sitting  o;;  a 
ihopboard.  they  describe  (li-iJs  of  bottle,  when  the  otdy  blood  ^ 

they  ever  saw  w as  shed  fnmi  the  finger  ; rmd  an  ” Essay  on  I 

\Var  ” is  produced  f^-  the  ninth  part  of  a ” poirt.’*  j 

” And  own  that  nme  such  poets  made  a Tate.”  ,< 

Did  N.-ithan  ever  read  that  line  of  Tope  * and  if  hr  did.  why 
not  take  It  as  his  motto  ?—  [.Sec  anti,  p.  492.  note.]  ^ { 

* TTiis  well  meaning  gentleman  has  spoUesd  some  oxeetlcat  I 
dioetoakers,  .ind  been  accessoiy  to  the  poetical  undoing  of 
many  of  the  industrious  poor.  Nathanlei  Bloomfield  and  l| 
hU  uruther  Bobby  have  set  all  SomerseCshlre  singing ; nor  l( 
has  the  malady  confined  itself  to  one  county.  Pratt  too  j| 
^who  once  was  wiser)  has  caught  the  rontagloa  of  p.vtronage,  • - 
and  dccoTed  a poor  fellow  named  Blackett  into  poetry  ; but  ' ' 
he  died  during  the  operation,  leaving  one  child  and  two  to* 
lusnes  of  *' Hrmalns  ” utterly  destitute.  The  rirl.  if  s^ 
don't  take  a pnedral  twist,  and  come  forth  as  a shoe-makinc 
Sappho,  may  do  well ; but  the  **  tragedies  ” are  as  rlcketty 
as  II  they  had  been  the  oflkpring  of  an  Earl  or  a Seotemiaa 


HINTS  FROM  HOIUCE.  4^1 


I There  lives  one  druid*  who  prepares  in  time* 

I ‘Gainst  future  feuds  hU  poor  nr\*eni;e  of  rhyme  | 

I Racks  hU  dull  memory,  and  his  duller  mit'e. 

To  publish  fiiults  which  fHcndshlp  should  excuse. 

I If  friendship  '*  nothing,  self-regartl  might  teach 
I More  polish'd  usage  of  hU  parts  of  speech. 

I But  what  is  shame,  or  what  U aught  to  him  ? 
j He  vents  his  spleen,  or  gratifies  hU  whim. 

! Some  fancied  slight  has  routed  his  lurking  hate, 

: Some  folly  croa^i'd,  some  jest,  or  some  debate; 

Up  to  his  den  Sir  Scribbler  hies,  and  soon 
The  gather'd  gall  Is  voided  in  Iam)KKtn. 

Perhaps  at  some  pert  speech  you've  dared  to  frown, 
Perhaps  your  t>oem  may  have  plcasi'd  the  town : 

If  so,  niait ! 't  is  nature  In  the  man  — 

May  Heaven  forgive  you,  for  he  never  can  I 
Then  be  it  so ; and  may  bis  withering  bays 
Bloom  fresh  In  satire,  though  they  fade  In  praise ! 
While  his  lost  songs  no  more  shall  st<H*p  and  stink, 
The  dullest,  fisttesi  weeds  on  Lethe’s  brink. 

But  springing  upwards  from  the  sluggish  mould. 

Be  (what  they  never  were  before)  be  — sold  J 
' Should  some  rich  bard  (but  such  a monster  now. 

In  modem  physics,  we  can  scarce  allow), 

, Should  some  pretending  scribbler  of  the  court, 

I Some  rhyming  peer  * — there ‘s  plentj’  of  the  sort  2— 
All  but  one  poor  dependent  priest  withdrawn, 

(Ah  ! too  regardless  of  his  chaplain's  yawn  I) 

' Condemn  the  unlucky  curate  to  recite 
Their  last  dramatic  work  by  candle-light. 

How  would  the  preacher  turn  each  rueful  leaf, 

Dull  as  his  semtons,  but  not  half  so  brief ! 


Si  camlna  condei. 

Nonqaam  te  falLont  animi  lub  rulpe  Utentes. 
Qulatillo  »1  quid  redurrt,  Corrlge,  todcs, 
Hoc  (aieb^)  et  hoc:  moliut  te  pocie  ooi^arcs. 
Bis  terqnc  expertum  fruitra,  delere  JukH^bat, 
Et  male  tornatos  incudi  reddero  versus. 


prise  poet.  The  patrons  of  this  poor  lad  are  rrrtatnlr  an- 
swerable for  his  end  ; imd  it  ought  t<>  be  an  iodictatile  offence. 
But  this  is  the  least  they  have  done : for.  by  a reBoement  of 
l>arl>arity,  they  hare  made  the  (l.vle)  |>o£lhumously  rl- 
diculoui,  by  printing  what  he  would  have  had  sense  enough 
never  to  print  himself.  Ortes  these  rakers  of  “ Hetnalns’* 
* come  under  the  statute  against  *•  resurrection  men.”  What 
docs  it  slgulfy  whether  a poor  dear  dead  dunce  is  to  be  stuck  up 
in  Surgeons’  or  In  SUtiioners'  Hall  ? Is  it  so  had  to  unearto 
hit  bones  as  his  blunch'rt  ? Is  it  not  better  to  gibbet  his  body 
on  a heath,  than  his  soul  in  au  octavo  ? We  anow  what  wo 
are.  but  we  know  not  what  we  may  be ; ” and  it  it  to  be  honed 
we  never  siuU  know,  if  a man  w ho  has  (tassed  through  life 
with  a sort  of  t'clat,  Is  tu  find  himself  a mountetiank  on  the 
other  tide  of  Styx,  and  made,  like  poor  Joe  Blackett,  the 
laughing-stock  of  purgatory.  The  plea  of  publication  is  to 
provide  for  the  cbllJ  ; now,  might  not  some  of  this  “ .Sutor 
ultra  Crnidam's”  friends  aiul  seducers  hare  done  a decent 
action  wtlhnnl  Inveigling  I'ratt  into  blo^aphy  ? And  then 
his  inscription  split  Into  so  many  modJcumi ! — ” To  the 
I Duchess  of  Somuch,  the  Right  Hon.  So-atkI-So,  and  Mrs. 

I and  -Mis*  Somebody,  thc^  rolunies  are,  Ac.  Ac.”  — why, 

I this  is  doling  out  the  *'  soft  milk  of  dedk-atlou”  in  gills, 
there  U but  a quart,  and  he  divides  it  among  a dozen.  Why, 

{ Hratt.  ha<lst  thou  not  a piiiT  left  ? Dost  thou  think  six  fami- 
lies of  distinction  ran  share  this  in  quiet  ? There  is  a child, 

: A lKX>k.  and  a dedication  : setid  the  prl  to  her  g rare,  the  vo- 
I ' lumes  to  the  grocer,  and  the  dedicatiem  to  the  devil.  — [See 
anie,  p.  432.] 

I 1 [In  the  original  MS.— 

••  Some  rh3nning  peer— Carlisle  or  Carysfort.” 

1)  To  which  is  subjoined  this  note:— ” Of 'John  Joshua.  Earl  of 
, Carysfort ' t know  nothing  at  present,  but  from  an  advertise- 
! roent  in  an  old  newspaper  of  certain  Poems  and  Tragedies  by 
I his  I-ordshtp,  which  I saw  by  accident  in  the  Morea.  Being 
' a rhymer  himself,  he  will  forgive  the  liberty  1 take  with  bis 
I name,  seeing,  as  ho  roust,  how  very  commouious  it  is  at  the 
I close  of  that  couplet;  and  as  for  what  follows  and  goes  be- 
fore, let  him  place  it  to  the  arrotint  of  the  other  s bane ; 
since  1 cannot,  under  these  circumstances,  augur  pro  or  con 


Yet,  since  'tU  promised  at  the  rector’s  death, 

He’ll  risk  no  llting  for  a little  breath. 

Then  spouts  and  foams,  and  cries  at  every  line, 

(The  Ixjrd  forgive  him:)  “ Bravo!  grand!  divine!” 
H»>arsc  with  those  praises  (which,  by  flatt’ry  fed, 
Dependence  l>arUTS  for  her  bitter  bread), 

He  strides  and  stamps  along  with  creakitig  boot. 

Till  the  floor  echoes  his  emphatic  foot ; 

Then  sits  again,  then  rolls  his  pious  eye, 

As  when  the  dying  vicar  will  not  die ! 

Nor  feels,  forsoetth,  emotion  at  his  heart ; — 

But  all  dl4semblcr«  overact  tbclr  part. 

Ye,  who  anplre  to  *'  build  the  lofty  rhyme,”* 

Believe  not  all  who  laud  your  false  **  sublime ; " 

But  If  some  fliend  shall  hear  your  work,  and  say, 

“ Expunge  that  stanza,  lop  that  line  away,” 

And,  after  fruitless  efforts,  you  return 
Without  amendment,  and  he  answers,  **  Bum !” 

That  Initant  throw  your  paper  in  the  fire, 

Ask  not  his  thoughts,  or  follow  his  desire ; 

But  (If  true  banl !)  you  scorn  to  condescend, 

And  will  not  alter  what  you  can’t  defend, 

If  you  will  breed  this  bastard  of  your  brains-*,. 

W’e'U  have  no  words  — I’ve  only  lost  iny  pains. 

Yet,  If  you  only  prlic  your  favourite  thought. 

As  critics  kindly  do,  and  authors  ought ; 

If  your  cool  friend  annoy  you  now  and  then. 

And  cross  whole  i>ages  with  hLs  plaguy  pen ; 

No  matter,  throw  your  ornaments  aside, — 

Better  let  him  than  all  the  world  deride. 

Si  dcfeoderc  ilelictum  qnun  vertcrc  mallet. 

Nullum  ultra  verbum,  aiit  operam  Iruumebat  fnanem. 

Quin  tine  Hvall  teque  ct  tua  eolat  amarct. 

Vlr  bonus  et  prudent  versus  repreltendet  inertea : 

Culpablt  duro*  ; inromptls  alllnrt  atrum 
Transverso  calamo  lignum ; amhitlosa  reddet 

the  contents  of  his  * foolscap  crown  octavos.’ John  Joshua 
Pruby,  first  Earl  of  Caiysfort,  was  Joint  postmaster-gen- 
eral in  l*SOS,  envoy  to  ifrrllo  in  IMv>,  ana  ambaitiid<jr  to 
pKcrsburg  in  Ih07.  Bcsiilcs  hU  pnerns,  be  published  two 
pamphlets,  to  show  the  nei-etsity  of  universal  suffrage  aitd 
short  parliaments.  He  died  in  ]H2h.] 

* Here  will  Mr.  (hlTord  allow  me  to  intrcxfuce  once  more  to 
his  ttot'co  the  sole  survivor,  the  “ ultimut  Romaiiorum,”  the 
Iasi  of  the  Crtitcanli ! — “ Edwin  ” the  “profound,”  our 
Lady  of  Punishment  I here  he  is.  as  llvelr  as  in  the  days  of 

w«l  said  Daviad  the  Correct.”  1 tlioucnt  Fitzgerald  bad 
l>een  the  tail  of  poesy ; but,  alas  ! be  u only  the  pcmul- 
timate. 

A rAWILIAR  enSTLS  TO  TRK  CUiTUK  or  THE  MORNptO 

caaoMcta. 

’*  What  reams  of  pimer,  floods  of  ink.” 

Do  some  meu  s^fl,  who  never  think  ! 

And  so  perhaps  you  'll  say  of  me. 

In  whicli  your  readers  may  agree, 
fitlli  1 write  on,  and  tell  you  why  ; 

Nothing 's  so  bad,  you  can't  deoy. 

But  may  initnict  or  entertain 
Without  the  risk  of  giving  pain,  Ac.  Ac. 

ON  SONS  uonraN  qVAcxs  and  RiroRULSTS. 

In  tracing  of  the  human  mind 
Through  oil  its  various  courses. 

Though  strauge,  't  Is  true,  we  ulten  find 
it  knows  ikh  its  resources : 

And  men  through  life  assume  a part 
For  which  no  talents  they  possess. 

Vet  wonder  that,  with  all  their  art. 

They  meet  no  U-Uer  will>  success,  Ac.  Ac* 

* fSpo  Milton's  Lyddof.] 

« " BMiard  qf  your  frrafiu.”— Minerva  being  the  first  by 
Jupiter's  headplf^e,  and  a variety  of  equally  unaccountoblo 
parturitJous  upon  earth,  such  as  Ma^,  Ac.  Ac.  Ac. 

o*  s ^ 


:3 


Give  lli^ht  to  p^<^es  too  much  In  shade* 

Nor  let  a doubt  ob^rure  one  verse  you  'vc  made ; 
Your  friend’s  “ a Johnson,"  not  to  leave  one  word. 
However  trifling,  which  may  seem  absurd ; 

Such  erring  trifles  lead  to  serious  ills, 

And  fumbh  food  for  critics  >,  or  their  quills. 

As  the  Scotch  fiddle,  with  its  touching  tune, 

Or  the  sad  influence  of  the  angry  moon. 

All  men  avoid  bad  writers'  ri'ady  tongues, 

As  yawning  waiters  fly*  Fitsscrlbblc’s^  lungs ; 

Yet  on  he  mouths — ten  minutes. tedious  each 
As  prelate’s  homily,  or  placeman’s  s|K?ech  ; 

Long  as  the  last  years  of  a lingering  lease, 

ViTien  riot  pauses  until  rents  increase. 

While  such  a minstrel,  muttering  fustian,  strays 
O'er  hedge  and  ditch,  through  unfriH|uentiHl  ways, 

If  by  some  chance  he  walks  into  a well. 

And  shouts  for  succour  with  stentorian  yell, 

**  A rope  I help,  Christians,  as  ye  hope  for  grace  J " 
Nor  woman,  man,  nor  child  will  stir  a i>acc ; 

For  there  his  carcass  he  might  freely  fling. 

From  frenzy,  or  the  humour  of  the  thing. 

Though  this  has  happen’d  to  more  l«nls  than  one  ; 
I’ll  teil  you  Budgell's  story, — and  have  done. 

Ornaments  ; parmn  clarii  luwn  darn  coget ; 

Argurt  arobivne  dictum  ; miitauda  noUbit ; 

FIrt  Ariitarchus:  nee  dieet.  Cur  ego  amicum 
OflcDdam  in  nugis  ? h«  nugn  seria  durent 
In  mala  dcrl»um  semol  exceptumque  ainlttre. 

Vt  mala  quem  scabies  aut  morbus  rt>gius  urguet. 

Aut  fanatlcus  error  et  irarunda  Diana, 

Vrtamim  tetlglsse  tlinent  fugiuntque  p<ieUm. 

Qiii  sapiunt:  agitant  pueri,  incautique  sequuntur. 

' flic  dum  subliines  vorstu  ructatur,  et  errat. 

Si  vrlutl  meruIU  intcntiia  deddit  auceps 
In  puieum.  fovearove ; licet,  Succurritc,  longum 
Clamet.  lo  cives  ! non  sit  qui  tollere  curct. 

SI  qois  caret  «ij)em  ferre,  et  deroiltere  funcm, 

Qui  sets  an  prudcaa  hue  s«  drjicerlt,  atquc 

* ••  A crust  for  the  crUlcs.**— Jayc*.  in  the  " Bekeanal'* 

* And  the  •*  waiters  **  are  the  only  fortunate  Mopio  who 
can  ••  fly  ” from  them  ; all  the  rest.  viz.  the  sail  *ui)srril)ers  to 
the  “ Literary  Fund,*'  being  comj>cUed.  by  courtesy,  to  sit 
out  the  rr'CitaniMi  without  a hoiie  of  exclaiming.  **  Sic  '*  (that 
Is.  by  choking  FlW  with  bod  wine,  or  worse  poetry)  "me  ser- 
varlt  Apollo  1” 

9 1"  FlUicribble,'*  originally  " FUigcrald."  See  ante* 
p.«l.) 

* On  hU  table  were  found  these  words  . " Vt  hot  Cato  did* 
and  Addison  approved,  cannot  bo  wrong."  Hut  Addison  did 
not " approve ; and  if  he  h.nd.  it  would  not  have  meudeii  the 
matter.  He  had  Invited  his  dauji^iUT  on  the  same  w.itcr- 
party:  but  Miss  Budgell.  by  tome  accident,  escaped  this  last 
paiemal  attention.  Thus  fell  the  sycophant  of  " Atticus," 
and  the  ennry  of  Poj'c  t — (F.ustace  Ilutlerll,  a friend  and 
reiative  of  Addison's.  leapt  into  the  Thames  " lo  e«a|>e  a 

[>rnsecmlon.  on  account  of  forging  the  will  of  Dr.  Tindal ; 
n which  Etitmce  had  provided  himself  with  a legacy  of  two 
Ihmisam!  potuidi.  To  this  Hope  allutles  — 

" l/ct  Budgell  charge  low  Crub-street  on  my  quill. 

And  write  whate'er  he  please— except  my  w ill."] 

9 ["  We  Ulked  (says  Boswell)  of  a man's  drowning  himself. 
— JOMSSON.  ' I should  never  think  ft  time  to  maku  away  w ith 
mvseif.'  I put  the  case  of  Rustare  Budgell.  who  was  accused 
of  for^ng  a will,  and  sunk  himself  in  the  Thames,  before  the 
trl.-U  of  its  .nuthentidty  came  on.  ‘.Suppose.  Sir.’  said  I. 
•that  a man  is  aWlutety  sore  that,  if  he  Uvea  a few  tbiys 
longer,  he  sh.dl  be  detected  in  a fraud,  the  consequence  of 
which  will  bo  utter  disgrace,  and  expulsion  from  society.' 


Budgell,  a rogue  and  rhymester,  for  no  good, 
(Unlesa  his  case  be  much  misunderstood,) 

When  teased  with  creditors’  continual  claims. 

To  die  like  Cato<,"  leapt  Into  the  Thames  l 
And  therefore  be  it  lawful  through  the  town 
For  any  bard  to  iHiison,  hang,  or  druw*ti.  ^ 

Who  saves  the  intended  suicide  receives 
Small  thanks  from  him  who  loathes  the  life  h 
leaves ; 

And,  sooth  to  say,  m.-id  i>oets  must  not  lose 
The  glory  of  that  death  they  freely  chose. 

Nor  Is  It  certain  that  some  sorts  of  verse 
Prick  not  the  potl’s  conscience  as  a curse ; 

Dosed  ® with  vile  drams  on  Sunday  he  was  found. 
Or  got  a child  on  consecrated  ground ! 

And  hence  is  hauntcil  n1th  a rhyming  rage  — 

I Fear'd  like  a bear  just  bursting  from  his  cage, 
j If  free,  all  fly  his  versifying  fit, 

I Fatal  at  once  to  simpleton  or  wit ; 
i But  A»m,  unhappy!  whom  he  seizes,  — Aim 
' He  flays  with  reclLation  limb  by  limb ; 

Probes  to  the  <iulck  where’er  be  makes  his  breach. 
And  gorges  like  a lawyer  — or  a leech.  ’ 


Serrari  nolil ? Dicam:  SlruUque  poet* 

Norrabo  fnlcritum.  Deus  Immortalis  haberi 
Dum  cupit  F^mpcdodcs.  ardentem  frigidus  £tnam 
Insiluit ; lit  Jus,  liccatqtic  perire  poen^i : 

Iiivituni  qi’i  servat,  idem  facitu^dentl. 

Kec  scmcl  hoc  fecit ; ncc,  si  rctraciui  erit.  jam 
Fict  homo,  et  ponet  fiunnsw  mortii  amomn. 

Nec  ».-itii  apparel  cur  versus  factitet : utrum 
Minxerii  in  patrlos  dneres.  an  triste  bidenUl 
Moverit  incritus:  certe  furil,  .ic  velut  unms, 
Object«>i  cave«  valult  si  fr.-mgcru  rl.Whro«, 
Inmictum  dociuraque  fugat  redtator  acerbus. 
Quern  vero  arrtpuit,  tenet,  ocddltqne  legendo. 
Kun  miisura  cutem,  nisi  plena  cruurit,  hlrudo. 


JoHNM)}*.  ‘ Then,  Sir.  let  him  go  abroad  to  adisiant  countrr; 
let  him  go  to  some  place  where  he  is  net  known.  Don't  let 
him  go  to  the  devil,  where  he  is  known.*  **..  See  Boswdl 
vol.  Iv.  p.M.  cd.  H>35.) 

* If  "dosed  wlih."  Ar.  be  censured  as  low,  I beg  leave  to 
refer  to  the  original  f,>r  soiucthmg  still  lower ; atul  if  any 
reader  will  translate  " Minxerit  inpatrios  dneres."  Ac.  into 
a dei'^t  couplet,  I will  insert  said  couplet  in  lieu  of  the 
present. 

r Hn  tracing  the  fortunes  of  men,  U Is  not  a little  curious 
to  onserve.  how  often  the  course  of  a whole  life  has  depended 
on  one  single  step.  Had  Lord  Byrou  persisted  in  bisorieinal 
purpose  of  giving  this  jicem  to  the  press,  insleail  of.CliUde 
Harold,  it  is  more  th.m  probable  tlmt  he  would  have  been  lost, 
as  a great  poet,  to  the  world.  Inferior  as  this  Wra^ihroM:  is,  in 
every  re$p«:t.  to  his  former  Satire,  and.  In  loine  placet,  even 
desrrndUig  below  the  level  of  under-graduate  versifiers.  Its 
failure,  there  can  be  little  doubt,  would  have  been  certain 
ami  signal ; — bis  former  assailants  would  have  resumed  their 
advantage  over  him.  and  either,  in  the  hiltemess  of  hit  mor> 
tification,  he  would  have  (Iting  Thilde  Harold  into  the  fire  ; 
or.  had  he  summoned  up  luflii-ient  confidence  to  publish  that 
poem.  Us  reception,  even  if  suilirient  to  retrieve  him  In  the 
eyes  of  the  public  and  his  omi.  could  n«*ver  have,  at  all,  re> 
scmbled  that  explosion  of  success,— that  instanuncous  and 
universal  acclaim  of  admiration,  into  which,  coming,  as  it 
were,  ftrsh  from  the  land  of  song,  he  surprised  the  world, 
and  in  the  midst  of  which  he  was  borne.  Imoyant  and  self- 
assured,  along,  tnrough  a succession  of  new  triumphs,  each 
more  snleodid  than  the  last.  Happllr,  the  better  )ud^eu( 
of  his  fricuds  averted  such  a risk.  ~ Moout.] 
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<Sur0t  of 


" PoUju  Ic  hoc  Tuinpre,  P«}lu 

InreoUt,  et  pceruun  tcclerato  ex  utiguinp 

A-lwiiit  lib.  xil. 


Achem,  Cxpuchin  (’onrcnt,  March  17,  IRIl. 
Stx>w  sinks,  more  lovely  ere  hLs  race  be  run,  * 

Along  Morca’s  hills  the  *cttin?  sun  ; 

Not,  as  id  northeni  obscurely  bright. 

But  one  unclouded  blaie  of  living  light ; 

O'er  the  hush’d  rleep  the  yellow  l>enm  ho  throws, 

GiUU  the  green  wave  that  trembles  as  It  glows ; 

On  old  „1EgIna’s  rt>ck  and  Hydra’s  isle 
The  go!  of  gladness  sheds  his  parting  smile ; 

O’er  his  own  regions  lingering  loves  to  shine, 

Though  there  his  altars  are  no  more  divine. 
Descending  fxst,  the  mountain-shadows  kiss 
Thy  glorious  gulf,  uncfmqocr’d  Salamis  ! 

Their  azure  arches  through  the  long  expanse. 

More  deeply  punde<l,  meet  his  mellowing  glance, 

And  tendorest  tints,  along  their  summits  driven,  4 
Mark  his  gay  course,  and  own  the  hues  of  heaven  ; 
Till,  darkly  shaded  from  the  land  and  deep, 

Behind  hts  Delphian  ruck  ho  sinks  to  sleep.  j 

On  such  an  eve  his  palest  beam  he  cast  1 

^^■hen,  Athens!  here  thy  wisest  look’d  his  last. 

How  watch’d  thy  better  sons  his  farewell  ray. 

That  closed  their  murder'd  sage’s  > latest  day ! I 

Not  yet  — not  yet  — Sol  pauses  on  the  hill. 

The  precious  hour  of  parting  lingers  still ; 

But  sad  his  light  to  agonising  es  es. 

And  dark  the  mountain's  once  delightful  dyes  ; 

Gloom  o’er  the  lovely  land  he  si'em’d  to  pour, 

The  land  where  Pha*bus  never  frown’d  before ; 

But  ere  he  sunk  below  Cith*ron*s  head. 

The  cup  of  woe  was  quaff’d — the  spirit  fled; 

The  soul  of  him  that  scorn’d  to  fear  or  fly. 

Who  lived  and  died  as  none  can  live  or  die. 

But,  lo!  fW>m  high  Hymettus  to  the  plain 
The  queen  of  night  asserts  her  silent  reign  ; * 

• (Tills  flercp  phiUpple  on  T.ord  risrfn.  whf>«p  roncrtlon  of 
Atlicnian  tnarblet  «ra«  iilUmiUelr  purrhum]  for  the  nation,  in 
IHIii,  at  thpcoitof  tbIrty-Ave  tbou»aml|Kmmt<.  wM  written 
at  Athms.  in  March,  1*^11.  ami  pre;>ar«nl  for  piiljllcation  along  | 
with  the  ••  Hints  ft^m  Horace;”  but,  like  that  satirr.  fvi&-  j 
preswil  by  1x>rd  Byron,  from  motives  whidi  tlie  reader  will 
easily  umlprstaml.  It  w.os  drst  girpn  to  the  world  In 
Few  ran  wonder  th.it  Loni  llynm’s  fi*el!ngs  should  hare  been 

GAprIUUy  excited  by  thcsprrtacieof  thedMp<ri?rd  Parthenon  : 
t it  is  only  due  to  I»rd  F.lgin  to  keep  in  mind,  that,  had 
those  procions  marbles  remained,  they  must,  in  all  likelihood, 
have  perished  for  ever  amidst  the  miserable  scenes  of  violence 
which  Athens  has  since  nltnesseil ; and  that  their  presence 
lo  England  has  alrp.'Kty,  by  universal  admission,  been  of  the 
most  esseotlal  advantan  to  the  line  arts  of  our  own  country. 
The  political  allusions  m this  poem  are  not  iitch  as  require 
much  expUnaticR).  It  contains  many  lines,  which,  it  is  hoped, 
the  author,  on  mature  reflcetiuii,  <lUappruTcd  Qf.~-but  is  too 
vigorous  a specimen  of  his  lambics  to  be  omitted  la  any  col- 
lei'tive  edition  of  his  works.] 

* (The  splendid  lines  with  which  this  satire  opens,  down  to 
'*  As  thus,  within  Uie  walls  of  Pallas'  fkne,”  first  uipeared  at 
the  coinree.icctnent  of  the  th'rd  canto  of  the  Corsair,  the  au- 
thor havinK.  at  that  time,  ubandnned  all  notion  of  publishing 
the  piece  of  which  they  nriglnaJly  made  |»art.) 

3 Socrates  drank  the  hemlock  a siiort  time  before  sunset 
(tlw  hour  ^ execution),  notwithstanding  the  entreaties  of  his 
dUdpIes  lo  wait  till  the  sun  went  do«m. 


No  murky  vapour,  herald  of  ibe  xtorra. 

Hides  her  fair  face,  or  girds  her  glowing  form. 

With  cornice  glimmering  as  the  mwnbeama  play. 

There  the  white  column  greets  her  grateful  my,  j 

And  bright  around,  with  quivering  beams  beM.‘t,  ! 

Her  emblem  sparkles  o'er  the  minaret ; i 

The  groves  of  olive  scatter’d  dark  and  wide,  ; 

I Where  meek  CephUus  sheds  his  scanD’  tWe, 

' The  cypress  saddening  by  the  sacred  mosque,  ' 

j The  gltMining  turret  of  the  gay  kiosk,  ^ j 

And  sad  and  sombre  *mid  the  holy  calm,  | 

Near  Theseus’  fane,  yon  solitary  palm  ; j 

All,  tinged  with  varied  hues,  arrest  the  eye ; ] 

And  dull  were  hb  that  pass’d  them  heedless  by.  ® 

I 

Again  the  -T*'gcan,  heard  no  more  afar,  | 

Lulls  hb  chafed  breast  from  elemental  war : } 

Again  hb  waves  in  milder  tints  unfold 
Their  long  expanse  of  sapphire  and  of  gold. 

Mix'd  with  the  shades  of  many  a distant  isle,  ; 

That  frown,  where  gentler  ocean  deigns  to  smile. 

I 

As  thus,  within  the  walls  of  P.allas’  ftine.  1 

1 mark’d  the  beauties  of  the  land  and  main. 

Alone,  and  friendless,  on  the  magic  shore,  | 

Whose  arts  and  arms  but  live  in  pewts'  lore ; 

Oft  as  the  matchless  dome  1 turn’d  to  K*an,  j 

Sacred  to  gods,  but  not  secure  from  man, 

The  past  return’d,  the  present  seem'd  to  cease,  : 

And  Glory  knew  no  clime  beyond  her  Greece ! I 

Hours  rotl'd  along,  and  DIan’s  orb  on  high 
Had  gain'd  the  centre  of  her  8*tflest  sky ; 

And  yet  unwearied  still  my  footsteps  trod 
O’er  the  vain  shrine  of  many  a vanish'd  god : 

But  chiefly,  Palbs  ! thine ; when  Hecate’s  glare. 
Check’d  by  thy  columns,  fell  more  sadly  fair 

* The  twlllpht  in  firreee  it  much  thorter  than  in  otjr  own 
country  ; the  days  in  winter  are  longer,  but  in  tumtner  of  Itiat 
duration. 

> The  kiotk  U a TurkUh  summer -house  t the  palm  Is  with- 
out the  present  walls  of  Athens,  not  far  from  the  temple  of 
Theseus,  between  which  and  the  tree  the  wall  intervenes.  ' 
Cephiiui'  stmun  Is  indeed  scanty,  and  lUssus  has  nu  stream  I 
at  all.  I 

* [Durina  our  residence  of  ten  weeks  at  Athens,  there  was 
not.  1 believe,  a day  of  which  we  did  not  devote  a pan  to  the  ' 
contemplation  uf  the  imble  monuments  of  Grecian  genius,  that  ' 


have  outihed  the  ravnprs  of  time,  and  the  oiitraffr  of  bar- 
barous ai^  antiquarian  drspoilers.  The  Temnie  of  Thesens, 
which  was  within  five  minutes'  walk  of  our  lodgings,  is  the 


most  perfect  ancient  edifice  in  the  world.  In  this  fai.ric.  the  i 
most  enduring  stabilitj.  and  a simplicity  of  design  ps-cnllarly 
striking,  are  united  with  the  highest  i-le^nce  and  accuracy  of  | 
workmaitfbip ; the  charartrrlitic  of  the  Doric  style,  whose  < 
chaste  birauty  is  not.  in  the  opinion  of  the  first  artists,  to  be 
equalM  by  the  graces  of  any  of  the  other  orders.  A geo*  | 
tleman  of  Athens,  of  great  taate  and  skill,  assured  ns  that, 
liter  a continued  contemplation  of  this  temple,  and  the  re- 
mains of  Uie  Parthenon,  he  could  never  again  look  with  his 
accustomed  satisfaction  upon  the  Ionic  and  Corinthian  ruins 
of  Athens,  much  less  upon  the  spectmens  of  the  more  modem 
sp^es  of  architecture  to  be  sewn  in  Italy.  — lluaiioi'sc.] 
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BYRO>rS  WORKS. 


O’er  the  chill  marble,  where  the  startling  trea<l 
Thrills  the  lone  heart  like  echoes  from  the  dead. 
I^ng  hail  I mused,  and  treasured  every  trace 
The  wreck  of  Greece  reconled  of  her  race, 

When,  lo ! a giant  form  before  me  strode, 

And  Pallas  hail'd  me  In  her  own  abode  ! 

Yes,  *twas  Minerva's  self;  but,  ah  ! how  cbangetl 
Since  o'er  the  Dardan  held  in  arms  she  ranged  I 
Not  such  as  erst,  by  her  divine  command. 

Her  form  appear’d  from  Phidias’  plastic  hand 
Gone  were  the  terrors  of  her  awful  brow 
Her  idle  *gis  bore  no  Gorgon  now? 

Her  helm  was  dinted,  and  the  broken  lance 
Seem’d  weak  and  shaftless  e’en  to  mortal  glanoc 
The  olive  branch,  which  stilt  she  deign’d  to  clasp, 
Shrunk  from  her  touch,  aTid  wither'd  In  her  grasp ; 
And,  ah  I though  still  the  brightest  of  the  sky, 
Celestial  tears  bedimm’d  her  large  blue  eye : 

Round  the  rent  casque  her  owlet  circled  slow, 

And  mourn'd  his  mistress  with  a shriek  of  woe ! i 

“ Mortal  !**  — twas  thus  she  spake  — “ that  blush 
of  shame 

Proclaims  thee  Briton,  once  a noble  name  ; i 

1 Flrit  of  the  might>%  foremost  of  the  free. 

Now  honour’d  /««  by  all,  and  leaxt  by  me : 

Chief  of  thy  foes  shall  Pallas  still  be  found. 

Seek’st  thou  the  cause  of  lo.athlng? — look  around. 

Lo ! here,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  lire, 

I saw  successive  tyrannies  expire. 

'Scaped  from  the  ravage  of  the  Turk  and  Goth,  * I 
Thy  country  sends  a spoiler  worse  than  l»oth.  * 
Suney  this  vacant,  violated  fane ; 

. Recount  the  relics  tom  that  yet  remain : 

TVtfse  Cecrops  placed,  this  Pericles  adorn’d,* 

TTtat  Adrian  rear’d  when  drooping  Sclcucc  mourn’d. 
What  more  I owe  let  gratitude  attest  — 

Know,  Alaric  and  Elgin  did  the  rest.  j 

That  all  may  Icam  from  whence  the  plunderer  camcj 
The  insulted  wall  sustains  his  hate<l  name* : 

For  Elgin’s  fame  thus  gratcfhl  Pallas  pleads. 

Below,  his  name — above,  behold  his  deeds  !* 

Be  ever  hail'd  with  equal  houoiir  here 
TTie  Gothic  monarch  and  the  Pictlsh  i>ecr : 

Arms  gave  the  first  his  right,  the  last  hod  none 
But  basely  stole  what  leas  barbarians  won. 

So  when  the  lion  quits  his  fell  repast. 

Next  prowls  the  wolf,  the  filthy  Jackal  last : 

Flesh,  limbs,  and  blood  the  former  make  their  own, 
The  last  poor  brute  securely  gnaws  the  bone. 

Tet  still  the  gods  arc  just,  and  crimes  are  cross'd: 

See  here  what  Elgin  won,  and  what  be  lost ! 


Another  name  with  kit  pollutes  my  shrine  : 

Behold  where  Dlan’s  Warns  disdain  to  shine  I 
Some  retribution  still  might  Pallas  claim, 

When  Venus  half  avenged  Minerva's  shame.”® 

She  ceased  awhile,  and  thus  I dared  reply. 

To  soothe  the  vengeance  kindling  in  her  eye : 

“ Daughter  of  Jove ! In  Britain's  Injured  name, 

A truc*bom  Briton  may  the  deed  disclaim, 
j Frown  not  on  England ; England  owns  him  not; 

' Athena,  no  1 thy  plunderer  was  a Scot 
Ask'st  thou  the  dllTcroncc  ? From  fair  Phylc’s  towers 
Survey  Birotia  Caledonia's  ours. 

And  well  I know*  within  that  bastard  land  * 

Hath  Wisdom’s  goddess  never  held  command  ; 

barren  soil,  where  Nature’s  germs  confined 
To  stem  sterility,  can  stint  the  mind  ; 

Whose  thbtic  well  Iwtrays  the  niggard  earth. 

Emblem  of  all  to  whom  the  land  give*  birth  ; 

Each  genial  Influence  nurtured  to  resist ; 

A lajid  of  meanness,  sophistry,  and  mist 
Fach  brecse  from  fogg>-  mount  and  marshy  plain 
Dilutes  with  drivel  cver>-  driizly  brain. 

Till,  burst  at  lojigth,  each  watcr>-  head  o’erflows. 

Foul  as  their  soil,  and  frigid  as  their  snows. 

Then  thousand  schemes  of  petulance  and  pride 
i>t4|>atch  her  scheming  children  far  and  wide : 

Some  east,  some  west,  some  cNerywherc  but  north. 

In  quest  of  )awU>ss  gain,  they  issue  forth. 

And  thus  — accursed  be  the  day  and  year  1 

She  sent  a Piet  to  play  the  felon  here. 

Yet  Caledonia  claims  st>me  native  worth, 

As  dull  Ba'otia  gave  a Pindar  birth  ; 

So  may  her  few,  the  letter’d  and  the  brave, 

Bound  to  no  clime,  and  victors  of  the  grave;, 

Shake  off  the  sordid  dust  of  such  a land. 

And  shine  like  children  of  a happier  strand ; 

As  once,  of  yore,  in  some  obnoxious  place, 

Ten  names  (if  found)  bad  saved  a wretched  race."  | 

“ Mortal  !*'  the  blue-eyed  maid  resumed,  “oner  ' 
Boar  back  ray  mandate  to  thy  native  shore.  [more  ' 
Though  fallen,  alas ! this  vengeance  yet  Is  mine, 

To  turn  ray  counsels  far  from  lands  like  thine. 

Hear  then  In  silence  Pallas'  stem  behest ; 

Hear  and  believe,  for  Time  will  tell  the  rest 

“ First  on  the  head  of  him  who  did  this  deed 
My  curse  shall  light,  — on  him  and  all  bU  seed  : ^ 

Without  one  spark  of  intellectual  fire, 

Be  all  the  sons  as  senseless  as  the  sire : 

If  one  with  wit  the  parent  brood  disgrace. 

Believe  him  bastard  of  a brighter  race : 


> rOn  tlie  platter  wall,  on  (be  vest  tide  of  tb«  chape),  these  a ti,i,  j.  ....v.,..  r.u  -i.^»  i . , . 

.ori.  ba.«  ver,  d«:plj  cul ; _ ™11.^  u?  tS. 


Qcon  Koy  rccERrsT  Gon,  j 

Hoc  racKKuriT  Scoti. 

The  mortar  wall,  yet  frcih  when  we  law  it.  supplying  (he 
place  of  (be  tUtue  now  In  Ix»rd  Kigln't  collection,  trrvet  at  a I 
comment  on  thii  text.  Thli  eulogy  of  Uie  Gotbi  alludei  to 
an  unfounded  tiorr  of  a Greek  hltturlan,  who  relatei  tliat 
Alaric,  either  terrined  by  two  phantomt,  one  of  Mloerra  her- 
self, the  <Hher  of  AebUtet,  trrnblr  at  when  ho  strode  (owardt 
Ibe  walli  of  Troy  to  his  iriends,  or  struck  with  a reverential 
respect,  had  spared  the  treasures,  onumenU,  and  pcvple  of 
: (be  venerable  city.—  Hoaiiucss.] 

• [In  (he original  MS.— 

**  Ah.  Athens  | scarce  escaped  from  Turk  and  Goth ; 

I Hell  tend*  a p.dtry  Scoichmnn  worn;  than  both.*’) 


polii  in  particular.  Tlie  temple  of  Jupiter  Oh'mpiut,  by  loma 
suppoied  the  Pantheon,  wu  flnlthed  by  ifadriant  sixteen 
columns  arc  stinding,  of  the  most  beautiful  marble  a^  ati^- 
lecture. 

* [On  the  original  MS.  Is  written— 

Aspire  quos  Pallas  Scoto  concedlt  bonortt, 

Infri  stal  nomen  — (acta  iiipraque  lido.*’] 

* [For  liord  Byron’s  detailed  remarks  on  Lord  Elgin’s 
deoimfi  with  the  P.irthenon,  see  ArrENOix,  note  A.  to  the 
sectmd  c«ito  of  Chtide  Harold.) 

* HU  lordship’s  name,  and  that  of  one  who  no  longer  bears 
it.  are  carved  conipictiously  on  the  Parthenun ; above,  in  a 
part  not  far  dUtant,  are  the  torn  remnants  of  the  basso  r^ 
lUnus.  destroyed  in  a vain  attempt  to  remove  tbeni. 

^ ’•  Irish  bastards,*’  according  to  Sir  Callaghan  O'Brallaa- 
ban.  ^ 
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Still  with  hbi  bireliiv  artlsis  U*t  hiin  prate. 

And  Folly’*  praise  rt  pay  for  Wj*tlom'*  hate  ; 
lx>n?  of  their  patron's  gusto  let  them  tell, 

Whoic  noblest,  no/ioe  giLsto  is — to  sell : 

To  sdl,  and  make  — may  Shame  record  the  clay  1 — 
The  state  rreeU'er  of  bis  pilfer’d  prey.  * 

Meantime,  the  flattering,  feeble  dotard.  West, 

Kuropc's  worst  daul>er.  and  poor  Britain's  best. 

With  palsied  band  shall  turn  each  model  o’er. 

And  own  himself  an  infant  of  fourscore,  5 
Be  all  the  bruisers  cull'd  from  all  $t.  Giles'* 

That  art  and  nature  may  compare  their  styles  ; 

While  brasmy  brutes  in  stupid  wonder  stare. 

And  marvel  at  his  lordship's  ‘ stone  shop'^  there. 
Round  the  throng'd  gate  shall  sauntering  coxcombs 
creep. 

To  lounge  and  lucubrate,  to  prate  and  peep  ; 

While  many  a languid  mai<i,  with  longing  sigh, 

On  giant  statues  casts  the  curious  c^'e  ; 

Thu  room  with  transient  glance  appears  to  skim, 

Tet  marks  the  mighty  back  and  length  of  limb  ; 
Mourns  o'er  the  dlfferenec  of  rum  and  thm  ; 

Exclidms,  * These  Greek*  indeed  were  projwr  men  1* 
Draws  sly  comparisons  of  thtse  with  those. 

And  envies  I^s  all  her  Attic  beaux. 

^Ticn  shall  a modem  maid  have  swains  like  these  I 
Alas  1 Sir  Harry  Is  no  Hercules ! 

And  Last  of  all,  amidst  the  gaping  crew, 

Some  calm  sitcclator,  as  he  takes  hU  view. 

In  silent  indignation  mix'd  with  grief, 

Admires  the  plunder,  hut  abhors  the  thief.  * 

Oh,  loathed  In  life,  nor  pardon'd  in  the  dust, 

May  hate  pursue  his  sacrilegious  lust ! 

Link’d  with  the  fool  that  fired  the  Kphesian  dome, 
Shall  vengeance  follow  far  beyond  the  tomb. 

And  Ento«(tratu8  and  Elgin  shine 
In  many  a branding  page  and  burning  line ; 

Alike  rcscn*ed  for  aye  to  stand  accursed. 

Perchance  the  second  blacker  than  the  first, 

**  So  let  him  stand,  through  ages  yet  unixim, 

Fix’d  statue  on  the  pedestal  of  Scorn ; 

Though  not  for  him  alone  revenge  shall  wait. 

But  fits  thy  country  for  her  coming  fate  ; 

Hers  were  the  di'cds  that  taught  her  lawless  son 
To  do  what  oft  Britannia’s  self  hail  done. 

I<ook  to  the  Baltic  — blazing  from  afar, 

Tour  old  ally  yet  mourns  perfidious  war.  * 

Not  to  such  deeds  did  Pallas  lend  her  aid, 

Or  break  the  compact  which  her-elf  had  made ; 

Far  from  such  councils,  from  the  faithless  field 
She  fled — but  left  behind  her  Gorgon  shield  ; 

A fatal  gift,  that  turn'd  your  friends  to  atone. 

And  left  lost  Albion  hated  and  alone. 

•*  Look  to  the  East,  where  Ganges*  swarthy  race 
Shall  shake  your  tyrant  empire  to  its  base ; 

* (In  iai6,  thirty*tire  tbous.'Uhi  pounds  weir  Totrd  by  Par- 
liament  (or  the  purchase  of  the  Elgin  marble*.] 

3 Mr.  Wc»t,  on  seeing  the  Elgin  Collrction  ” (I  suppose 
we  shall  hear  of  the  **  Abershaw  " and  “ Jack  Shephaid  " coU  \ 
lection),  declare*  himself  **  a mere  tyro  " In  art. 

3 Poor  Cribb  was  sadly  pussled  when  the  marhlet  wrre  first 
exhiUted  at  Elgin  House:  he  asked  tf  U was  Dot  “a  stone 
shop  ? **  — He  was  right;  it  is  a shop. 

* (That  the  Elgin  marbles  will  mntrlbiite  to  the  Improve- 
ment of  art  in  England,  cannot  tte  doubted.  They  mn«t  rrr- 
tainty  open  the  eyes  of  Ibe  British  artists,  and  prove  that  the 
true  a.id  only  rrm  to  sim)ilirity  and  beauty  is  tlie  study  of 
nature.  Dut,  had  we  a right  to  diminish  the  interest  of  Athens 


Lo  i thew  Rebellion  rears  her  ghastly  head. 

And  glares  the  Nemesis  of  native  dead ; 

Till  Indus  rolls  a deep  purpiireai  flo<¥i 
And  claim*  bis  long  arrear  of  northern  blood. 

So  may  ye  perish  I PalLis,  when  she  gave 
Your  free-born  rights,  forbade  ye  to  enslave. 

“ I^tok  on  your  Spain  !-~shc  clas{>s  the  band  *he 
hates. 

But  boldly  clasps,  and  thrusts  you  from  her  gales. 
lM‘ar  witnes.*,  bright  Baros^na ! thou  const  tell 
Whose  were  the  sons  that  bravely  fought  and  fell. 

But  LitsiUnia,  kind  nnd  dear  ally, 

Can  spare  a few  to  fight,  and  sometimes  fly. 

Oh  glorious  Add  i by  Famine  fleitvly  won. 

The  Gaul  retires  for  once,  and  all  is  done  I 
But  when  did  l*u]las  teach,  that  one  retreat 
Retrieved  three  long  olympLails  of  defeat? 

“ Look  last  at  home — yc  love  not  to  look  there ; 
On  the  grim  smile  of  comfortless  despair  : 

Your  city  saddens : loud  though  Revel  bowls. 

Here  Famine  faints,  and  yonder  Rapine  prowls. 

all  alike  of  more  or  less  lH.Teft ; 

No  misers  tremble  when  there 's  nothing  left. 

* Bkst  paiicr  credit  ’ ® ; who  shall  dare  to  sing  ? 

It  clogs  like  lead  Comjption’*  weary  wing. 

Yet  IhUlas  pluck’d  each  premier  by  the  ear, 

>MiO  gods  aud  men  alike  dbslain'd  to  hear  ; 

But  one,  repentant  o’er  a bankrupt  state. 

On  I*allas  calls, — but  calls,  ala* ! too  late ; 

Then  rave*  for  • • ; to  that  Mentor  bends. 

Though  he  and  Pallas  never  yet  were  friends. 

Him  senates  hear,  whom  never  yet  they  beard. 
Contemptuous  once,  and  now  no  less  absurd. 

So,  once  of  yore,  each  reasonable  frog 
Swore  faith  and  fealty  to  hU  sovereign  ‘log.’ 

Thus  hail’d  your  rulers  their  patrician  clod, 

As  Egypt  chose  an  onion  for  a god. 

Now  fare  yc  well ! enjoy  your  little  hour  ; 

Go,  grasp  the  shadow  of  your  vanish’d  power  ; 

Gloss  o'er  the  failure  of  each  fondest  scheme  ; 

Your  strength  a name,  your  bloated  wealth  a 
, dream. 

j Gcme  is  that  gold,  the  manel  of  mankind. 

I And  pirate*  barter  all  that’s  left  behind.  ? 


No  more  the  hlrelinr*,  purchased  near  and  far, 

Crowil  to  the  ranks  of  mercenary  war. 

The  idle  merchant  on  the  useless  quay 
Droops  o’er  the  bales  no  Lark  may  liear  away  ; 

Or,  back  returning,  sees  rejected  stores 
Rot  piecemeal  on  hi*  own  encumber’d  shores : 

The  starved  mechanic  breaks  hU  rusting  loom, 

And  desperate  nuns  him  'gainst  the  coming  doom. 

Then  In  the  senate  of  your  sinking  state 

Show  me  the  man  whose  counsel*  may  have  weight. 

for  wlfi*h  tnoli«'^4,  and  prerent  aucceuive  gimerationi  of 
oU>(*r  rutlkio*  from  seeing  tho*v  ailmirsble  Kruipturca?  The 
Temple  of  Mtoerra  was  iparnl  aa  a beacon  to  the  world, 
todirrrt  it  to  the  kuow  tedgeof  purity  of  uute.  What  ran  we 
aay  to  the  diuppointed  traveUcr.  w^  i*  now  drpHvrvl  of  the 
rich  tnatificatioo  which  would  have  rompm*atrd  hi*  travel 
and  hla  toil  t It  will  be  little  conaoUhon  U>  him  lo  lay.  be  mar 

find  the  aculpture  of  the  Parthenon  in  Engloiul. H.  W. 

WtLUAMa.) 

‘ (Tho  allair  of  Copenhagen.] 

* “ Bleat  paper  credit ! la*l  and  be*t  foppty. 

That  lends  Corruption  lighter  wings  to  fly  ! " —Fort. 
* The  Deal  and  Dover  troflickert  in  specie. 
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Vain 


is  each  voice  where  tones  could  once  com- 
mand ; 

E'en  factions  cease  to  charm  a factious  land  : 

Yet  jarring  sects  convulse  a sister  isle, 

And  light  with  maddening  hands  the  mutual  pile. 

“ ’Tis  done,  ’tl«  past,  since  Pallas  warns  In  vain ; 
The  Furies  seize  her  abdicated  reign : 

Wide  o’er  the  realm  they  wave  their  kindling  brands, 
And  wring  her  vitals  with  their  fiery  hands. 

But  one  convulsive  struggle  still  remains. 

And  Gaul  shall  weep  ere  Albion  we.ir  her  chains. 
The  banner’d  pomp  of  war,  the  glittering  files. 

O’er  whose  gay  trappings  stem  BelIon.i  smiles ; 

The  brazen  trump,  the  spirit-stirring  drum. 

That  bid  the  foe  defiance  ere  they  come ; 

The  hero  bounding  at  his  country’s  call. 

The  glorious  death  that  consecrates  his  foil, 

Swell  the  young  heart  with  visionary  charms, 

And  bid  it  antedate  toe  ;oys  ot  arms. 


But  know,  a lesson  you  may  yet  be  taught, 

>Vlth  death  alone  are  laurels  cheaply  bought: 

Not  In  the  conflict  Havoc  seeks  delight. 

His  day  of  mercy  is  the  day  of  fight. 

But  when  the  field  is  fought,  the  battle  won, 

Though  drench’d  with  gore,  his  woes  are  but  begun : 
His  deeper  di-cds  as  yet  ye  know  by  nante ; 

'fbe  slaughter'd  peasant  and  the  ravish’d  dame. 

The  rifled  mansion  and  the  fw-reap’d  field, 

HI  suit  with  souls  at  home,  untaught  to  yield. 

Say  with  what  eye  along  the  distant  down 
Would  flying  burghers  mark  the  blazing  town  ? 

How  view  the  column  of  a.scendlng  flames 
Shake  his  red  shadow  o'er  the  startled  Thames  ? 

Nay,  frovm  not,  Albion  1 for  the  torch  was  thine 
That  lit  such  pyres  from  Tagm  to  the  Rhine ; 

Now  should  they  burst  on  thy  devoted  coast. 

Go,  ask  thy  bosom  who  descr^-es  them  most. 

The  law  of  heaven  and  earth  Is  life  for  life. 

And  she  who  raised,  in  vain  regrets,  the  strife."  * 


malt?: 


AN  ArOSTROPHlC  HYM.V.» 


' QtulU  in  F.urotie  ripis.  aut  per  C)'nthl, 
F xerecl  Diana  choro*.'* 


Vinca. 


* Such  on  Furotiu'  baokt.  or  Cynthia's  height, 

DUna  seems : and  so  she  ch.-irms  the  sii;ht. 

When  in  tti«  dance  the  gracerul  goddesi  icads 
The  quire  of  nymphs,  and  overtops  their  head*.” 

Davtics’s  Virgil. 


TO  THF.  PtBLISHER. 

Sir, 

I Axi  a country  gentleman  of  a midland  county. 
I might  have  l>cen  a parliamcnt-m.tn  for  a certain 
borough ; having  had  the  offer  of  as  many  votes  as 
General  T.  at  the  general  election  In  1812.  * But  I 
was  all  for  domestic  happiness ; ns,  fifteen  years  ago, 
on  a visit  to  Ixmdon,  I married  a middle-aged  maid 
of  honour.  We  lived  happily  at  Homem  Hall  till 
last  season,  when  my  wife  anti  I were  invited  by  the 
Countess  of  Waltzaseay  (a  dist^t  relation  of  my 
spouse)  to  pass  the  winter  in  town.  Thinking  no 
harm,  and  our  girls  being  come  to  a nuirriagcidile 
(or,  as  they  call  it,  ruarkeUtblc)  age,  and  having 

‘ f‘*  The  ItenuUftil  but  barren  Iljmettus,  the  «hoie  coast  of 
.'Uti^  her  hills  and  mountains.  ri'Qtclicus,  Anchesmus,  }%1> 
loiuuipui,  *c.  *r.  are  In  themselves  poetical ; and  would  be 
so  If  the  n-mie  of  Athens,  of  AthenUns,  and  her  very  ruins, 
were  swept  from  the  earth.  But.  am  1 to  be  told  that  the 
••  nature”  of  Attica  would  be  more  poetical  without  the 
” art  *’  of  the  .Acmpnlii  ? of  the  Temple  of  Theseus  ? and  of 
the  Ktill  all  Oreek  and  glorious  monuments  of  her  exquisitely 
artifleial  genius  ? Ask  the  traveller  what  strikes  him  as  most 
poetic*!,  the  Parthenon,  or  the  rock  on  which  it  stands  ? Th« 
coiVMfis  of  Cape  Colonna,  or  the  Cape  itself?  I'he  rocks  at 
the  foot  of  It,  or  the  rreoUection  that  Falconer's  ship  was 
bulged  upon  them  ? There  are  a thousand  riKks  and  rapes 
far  more  pletnreigae  than  those  of  the  Acro|>olis  and  Cane 
Sunltim  in  themselves.  Out  it  U the  *‘or/.*'  the  columns,  toe 
temples,  the  wrecked  vesiei,  which  give  them  their  antique 
and  their  modem  poetry,  aod  not  the  spots  themselves.  I up- 


beside*  a Chancery  suit  Inveteratcly  entailed  upon  ' 
the  family  estate,  we  came  up  In  our  old  chariot,— 
of  which,  by  the  bye,  ray  wife  grew  so  much  ashamed 
in  less  than  a week,  that  I was  obliged  to  buy  a 
second-hand  barouche,  of  which  I might  mount  the 
box,  Mrs.  H.  says,  if  I could  drive,  but  never  see  the 
inside — that  place  being  reserved  for  the  Honourable 
Augustus  Tiptoe,  her  partner-general  .and  opera- 
knlght  Hearing  great  prabes  of  Mrs.  H.’s  dancing 
(she  was  famous  for  hirthnight  minuets  In  the  latter 
end  of  the  last  century),  I iinbooted,  and  went  to  a 
ball  at  the  Countes-s’s,  expecting  to  see  a o>untry 
dance,  or,  at  cotillons  reels,  and  all  the  old 
paces  to  the  newest  tunes.  But,  judge  of  my  surprise, 
on  arriving,  to  see  poor  dear  Mrs,  Ilorncm  with  her 

poied.  and  will  ever  oumm*,  the  robbery  of  ruin*  from  JUhens, 
to  luttruct  the  English  in  scuipture ; but  w by  did  I do  so  ? 
The  ruiiu  are  as  poetical  In  Pkcadilly  at  they  were  In  the 
Parthenon ; but  the  Parthenon  and  iu  rock  are  less  so  without 
them.  Such  it  the  poetry  ofart.”— I.<tUr$,  Itril.] 

5 (This  irUle  W.1S  written  at  Clieltenham  In  the  autumn  of 
1S13,  and  pttblUhed  anonymously  In  the  spiine  of  the  follow- 
ing year.  It  was  not  ve^  well  receivt>d  at  the  time  by  the 
public;  and  the  author  was  br  nn  means  anxious  tliat  it 
shotild  be  consiaierrd  as  hit  hanaiwork.  ” I hear,”  he  tars, 
in  a letter  a friend,  "that  a ceruin  mallrious  publication 
I on  waltting  it  attributed  to  me.  This  re[x>rt.  1 suppose,  you 
j will  take  care  to  contradict ; as  the  author,  I am  sure,  wUJ  not 
I like  that  1 tbould  wear  his  cap  and  beUt.”j 

* State  of  the  poll  (last  day).  S. 
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THE  WALTZ. 


j:  arras  half  round  the  loins  of  a huge  huisar-lookInK 
gentleman  I never  set  eyes  on  before;  anil  his,  to 
1 say  truth,  rather  more  than  half  round  her  wai^t, 

I turning  round,  and  round,  and  round,  to  a d d 

I see*&aw  up-and-down  sort  of  tune,  that  remindeil  me 
i of  the  “ Black  joke,”  only  more  **  n^ttuoMo”  till  it 
' made  me  quite  giddy  with  wondering  they  were  not 
^ so.  By-and-by  they  stopped  a bit,  and  I thought 

I I they  would  sit  or  fall  down ; — but  no ; with  Mrs.  H.  ’s 
I hand  on  his  shoulder,  **  quam  familiaritrr"  ^ (as 

Terence  said,  when  I was  at  school),  they  walked 
I about  a minute,  and  then  at  it  again,  like  two  cock- 
chafers spitted  on  the  same  bodkin.  I asked  wh.it 
I all  this  meant,  when,  with  a loud  Laugh,  a child  no 
older  th.ra  our  Wilhclmina  (a  name  I never  heard 
but  in  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  though  her  mother 
would  call  her  after  the  Princess  of  Swappeubach.) 
said,  “ I/)nl  I Mr.  Homcm,  can’t  you  sec  they  arc 
valtilng?”  or  wjdlzing  (I  forget  which) ; and  then 
up  she  got,  and  her  mother  and  sister,  and  away  they 
went,  and  round-abouted  It  till  supper  time.  Now, 
that  I know  what  it  is  I like  it  of  all  tldng«,  and 
so  does  Mrs.  II.  (though  I have  broken  my  shins, 
.j  and  four  times  overturned  Mrs.  Iloniem's  maid,  In 
i practising  the  preliminary  steps  in  a morning). 

I Indeed,  so  much  do  I like  it,  that  having  a turn  for 
j rhyme,  tastily  displayed  In  some  election  ballads,  and 
j songs  in  honour  of  the  victories  (but  till  lately  I 
' have  ha<l  little  practice  in  that  way),  I sat  down,  and 
' with  the  aid  of  William  Fitzgerald,  Esq.  and  a few 
I hints  from  Dr.  Busby  (whose  recitations  I attend, 
and  am  monstrous  fond  of  Master  Busby's  manner 
1 of  delivering  bb  father's  late  successful  *•  Drury  Lane 
' Address,”)  I composed  the  following  hymn,  where- 
withal to  make  my  sentiments  known  to  the  public; 
whom,  nevertheless,  1 heartily  despise,  as  well  as  the 
critics. 

I am,  Sir,  yours,  &c.  &c. 

HORACE  UORNEM. 


Cljc  5183alt). 

Must  of  the  many-twlnkllng  feet  * ! whose  charms 
Arc  now  extended  up  from  logs  to  arms ; 

^ • Mjr  Latin  U all  forgotten,  if  a man  can  he  said  to  haro 

forgotten  what  he  never  rememb*Tfd ; hot  1 bought  my 
title-page  motto  of  a ('alholic  priest  for  a three-shilUng  bank 
I token,  after  murh  haggling  for  the  eera  ilapenee.  I gnidijed  , 

' th#  money  to  a ponlit,  being  all  for  tlia  memory  of  Kcrreval  ! 
i and  “ No  popery.'*  and  quite  regretting  the  downlal  of  the  > 
r pope,  because  we  r^n't  hum  him  any  wore.  i 

I 3 [See  OA/^.  p.  4'2I.) 

' > [See  “ Ilejected  .\ddreiset.’']  , j 

j * **  (iianre  their  mnny-twlnkUng  feet-** — fJatY. 

I • To  rlral  Lord  Wellesley’s,  or  his  nephew’s,  as  Ihc  reader  | 
I pleases  :~-the  tmegaineda  pretty  woman,  whom  he  devenred, 

I by  fighting  for;  .ind  the  other  Kas  hem  Ughtlng  in  the  Tt-n-  ; 

insula  many  a long  day,  “ by  Shrrwsbarr  clock.”  without 
' ealnlng  anythina  In  fAuf  country  but  the  title  rrf“lhe  (Jreat  . 
Lord,’*  and  “the  Lord;”  which  savours  of  pr«>fan.alion, 
having  been  hitherto  applied  only  to  that  Being  to  whom 
•*  Tc  Deums  " for  carnage  are  the  rankest  blasphemy.  — It  is 
' to  be  presumed  the  general  will  otte  day  return  to  his  Sabine 
farm ; there 

” To  tame  the  genius  of  the  stubborn  plain, 

Almoit  at  ffuiektif  as  he  conquer’d  .Spain  ! '*  j 

The  Lord  Peterborough  conouered  continents  in  a summer;  ; 
we  do  more—  we  contrive  both  to  conquer  and  lose  them  In  a 
I shorter  season.  If  the  ” great  Lord's  ” rifscm.7<i/tan  progress  i 


Terpsichore  I— ttx>  long  misdeem’d  a rnaJd-^ 

! Reproachful  term — bestow'd  but  to  upbraid— 

I Henceforth  In  all  the  bronze  of  brightness  shine,  t 
! The  least  a vestal  of  the  virgin  Nine.  I 

Far  be  from  thee  and  thine  the  name  of  prude ; ' 

Mock'd,  yet  triumphant;  sneer’d  at,  unsubdued; 

I Thy  legs  must  move  to  conquer  as  they  fly, 

I If  but  thy  coats  are  reasonably  high ; 

Thy  breast — if  bare  enough  — requires  no  shield ; 

D.ince  forth— sans  armour  thou  shalt  take  the  field, 

.\nd  own— impregnable  to  must  assaiilL*,  ! 

Thy  not  too  lawfully  begotten  " Waltz.”  j 

Hall,  nimble  nymph  1 to  whom  the  young  hussar,  j 
The  whisker'd  votary  of  waltz  and  war, 
f His  night  devotes,  despite  of  spur  and  boots; 
j A sight  unmatch’d  since  Orpheus  and  his  brutes : 

Hail,  spirit-stirring  Waltz ! — beneath  whose  binueis 
A modem  hero  fought  for  modish  matincrs ; | 

On  Hounslow's  heath  to  rival  Wellesley’s  > fame,  I 
Cock'd  — fired  — and  miss'd  his  man — but  gain'd  kls  { 
aim ; | 

Hail,  moving  Muse  t to  whom  the  fair  one’s  breast  j 
Gives  all  it  can,  and  bids  us  take  the  rest. 

Oh  J for  the  flow  of  Busby,  or  of  Fltz, 

The  latter’s  loyalty,  the  former’s  iritii,  1 

To  **  energise  the  object  I pursue,”®  I 

And  give  both  Belial  and  his  dance  their  due  1 . 

Imperial  Walt* ! imported  from  the  Rhine 
(Famed  fbr  the  growth  of  pedigrees  and  wine), 

Long  be  thine  import  from  all  duty  flrcc, 

.\nd  hock  itself  be  less  esteem’d  than  thee : i 

In  some  few  qualities  alike  — for  hock  j 

Improves  our  cellar  — thou  our  living  stock. 

The  head  to  hock  belongs  — thy  subUer  art  j 

Intoxicates  alone  the  heedless  heart : ; 

Through  the  ftill  veins  thy  gentler  poison  swims,  , 

I And  wakes  to  wantonness  the  willing  limbs,  ‘ 

I ‘ 

I Ob,  Germany  I how  much  t>  thee  we  owe, 

) As  heaven-born  Pitt  can  tcstl^’  Ulow, 

. Ere  cursed  confederation  made  thee  France’s, 

I And  only  left  us  thy  d— d debts  and  dances ! 

' Of  subsidies  and  Hanover  bereft. 

We  bless  thee  still  — for  George  the  Third  Is  left  I 
Of  kings  the  best  — and  last,  not  least  in  worth, 

For  graciously  begetting  George  the  Fourth. 

In  agriculture  be  no  ineedler  than  the  nropnnlomd  Average  ] 
of  time  In  Pope’*  ccuplrt.  It  will.  Kcordlng  to  the  fanneri’ 
proverb,  be  *•  ploughing  with  dogi.” 

I By  th<-  bye  — one  of  (hit  llhutrloiis  person's  new  titles  la 
1 forjjoUeii  — It  Is,  however,  worth  rcmcmb''rlng — " StUradvr 
< rfW  TWUJKfj.'”  crrdilr,pottrrf!  If  this  be  the  apprllatlou  an- 
i tiexed  by  the  Inhabitants  of  the  PrcinstiU  to  the  name  of  a 
man  who  bos  not  yet  saved  them  — query  — are  they  worth 
• saving,  e^en  In  this  world  ? for.  according  to  the  mildest  mo- 
I ihtlauioas  of  any  Christian  cre^,  those  three  words  make  the 
I odds  mui'h  against  them  In  the  next,  — ” Saviour  of  the 
I world,”  qunthn  1 — It  were  to  be  w ished  that  he,  or  any  one 
' else,  could  save  a comer  of  it— hts  country.  Yet  this  stupM 
; misnomer,  although  It  shows  the  near  cooDecUoo  between 
superstition  and  impiety,  so  far  has  Its  me.  that  It  proves 
. there  can  be  lUtle  to  dre.-ul  from  those  Catholics  (inquisitorial 
Catholics  too)  who  can  confer  such  an  apprllAtion  on  a Pro- 
testant.  I suppose  next  year  he  will  be  enlltled  the  ” Virgin 
Mary:”  If  so.  Lord  George  Cordon  himself  would  have 
' nothing  to  abject  to  such  liberal  bastards  of  our  Lady  of 
j Babylciu. 

j * [Among  the  addrrwiM  sent  In  to  the  Drury  Lane  Com- 
mute was  one  by  Dr.  Busby,  which  bcg.vi  by  asking  — 

” When  energising  objeets  mm  pursue.  I 

I What  are  the  procures  they  cannot  do?*']  I 
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To  Germany,  and  highne&ses  serene. 

Who  owe  us  milUoQS — don’t  wc  owe  the  queen  ? 

To  Germany,  wb;it  owe  we  not  besides  ? 

So  ofl  bestowing  Brunswlckers  and  brides  ; 

Who  paid  for  Tulgar,  with  her  royal  blood. 

Drawn  from  the  stem  of  each  Teutonic  stud : 

sent  us — so  be  ])ardun'd  ail  her  faults — . 

A.  dozen  dukes,  some  kings,  a queen — and  Walu. 

But  peace  to  her — her  emperor  and  diet,  ' 

Though  now  tninsferr’d  to  Buonaparte’s  " flat  I " 

Back  to  my  theme  — O Muse  of  motion!  say, 

Ilow  first  to  Albion  found  thy  Waltz  her  way  7 

Borne  on  the  !>rcath  of  hyperborean  gales, 

From  Hamburg’s  port  (while  Hamburg  yet  had  matZi), 
Ere  yet  unlucky  Fame  — compell'd  to  creep 
To  snowy  Gottenburg  — was  chill'd  to  sleep ; 

Or,  starting  from  her  slumbers,  deign'd  arise, 
Heligoland  t to  stock  thy  mart  with  lies ; 

While  unbumt  Moscow  i yet  had  news  to  send. 

Nor  owed  her  fiery  exit  to  a friend. 

She  came  — Waltz  came — and  with  her  certain  sets 
Of  true  despatches,  and  as  true  gazettes : 

Then  flamed  of  Austerlita  the  blest  despatch. 

Which  Moniteur  nor  Morning  Post  can  match ; t 
And almost  crush'd  beneath  the  glorious  news—  1 
Ten  plays,  and  forty  tales  of  Kotzebue's ; 

One  envoy’s  letters,  six  composers’  airs. 

And  loads  from  Frankfort  and  from  Lcipslc  fairs ; 
Moincr’s  four  volumes  upon  womankind. 

Like  I,apland  witches  to  insure  a wind  ; 

Brunck's  heaviest  tome  for  ballast,  and,  to  back  It, 

Of  Ilcyne,  such  os  should  not  sink  the  packet. 

Fraught  with  this  cargo — and  her  fairest  freight, 
Pellghtful  Waltx,  on  tiptoe  for  a mate. 

The  welcome  vessel  reach'd  the  genial  strand,  | 

And  round  her  flock’d  the  datighters  of  the  land. 

Not  decent  Da%id,  when,  l>cfore  the  ark,  ' 

His  grand  pas-seul  excited  some  remark ; 

Not  love-lorn  Quixote,  when  his  Sancho  thought 
The  knight’s  fandango  friskier  than  it  ought : 

Not  soft  Herodias,  when,  with  winning  tread. 

Her  nimble  feet  danced  off  another’s  head ; 

Not  Cleopatra  on  her  galU^y's  deck. 

Display'd  so  much  of  hp,  or  more  of  ntek. 

Than  thou,  ambrosial  WalU,  when  first  the  moon 
Beheld  thee  twirling  to  a Saxon  tune ! 

To  you,  ye  husbanils  of  ten  years ! whose  brows 
Ache  with  the  annual  tributes  of  a spouse ; 
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To  you  of  nine  year*  less,  who  only  bear 

The  budding  sproutsi  of  those  that  you  nhaU  wear,  ' 

With  a*ided  ornaments  around  them  ix»U‘d  | 

Of  native  brass,  or  law-awarded  gold ; I 

To  you,  ye  matrons,  ever  on  the  watch 

To  mar  a son’s,  or  make  a daughter's  match ; 

To  you,  ye  children  of — whom  chance  accords  — 
A!«ay»  the  ladies,  and  tometimfx  their  lords  ; 

To  you,  ye  single  gentlemen,  who  seek 
Torments  for  life,  or  pleasures  for  a week  ; 

•Vs  Love  or  Hymen  your  endeavours  guide,  I 

To  gain  your  own,  or  snatch  another's  bride  i 

To  one  and  all  the  lovely  stranger  came. 

And  cveiy  ball-room  echoes  with  her  name. 

Endearing  Waltz ! — to  thy  more  melting  tunc  I \ 
Bow  Irish  jig.  and  ancient  rigadoon.  I . 

Scotch  reels  avaunt ! .and  countiy-dance,  forego  I 

Your  future  claim*  to  each  fantastic  toe  ! I 

Waltz  — W:dtz  alone  — both  legs  and  arms  demnnda,  | 
Liberal  of  feet,  and  lavish  of  her  hands ; i 

Hands  which  may  freely  range  in  public  sight 
Where  ne’er  before — but— pray  *•  put  out  the  light" 
Methinks  the  glare  of  yonder  chandelier 
Shines  much  too  far — or  I am  much  too  near;  I ; 
And  true,  though  strange — Waltz  whi<ii)ers  this  rc- 
“ My  slippery  steiw  arc  saf«t  In  the  dark  !’’  [mark,  ■) 
But  here  the  Muse  with  due  decorum  halts,  i 

And  lends  her  longest  petticoat  to  Waltx. 

Observant  travellers  of  every  time  ! 

Yc  quartos  publbh’d  upon  every  dime  1 
Oh  say,  shall  dull  Rotnalka’i  heav)’  round. 

Fandango’s  wriggle,  or  Bolero’s  bound ; \ 

Can  Egypt’s  Alraas^— tantalhing  group — : 

Columbia’s  caperers  to  the  warlike  whoop — | 

Can  aught  from  cold  Kamschatka  to  Cape  Horn  I 

With  Waltx  compare,  or  after  Waltz  be  borne?  i| 

Ah,  no!  from  Morier’s  pages  down  to  Galt's,  I 

Each  totzrist  pens  a paragraph  for  “ Waltz,"  [j 

Sh-idw  of  those  liellcs  whose  reign  l>egan  of  yore,  ,i 
W'iih  George  the  Third’s — and  ended  long  before ! — jl 
Though  In  your  daughter'  daughters  yet  you  thrive,  | 
Burst  from  your  lead,  and  be  yourselves  alive  I ' 

Back  to  the  l>all-room  speed  your  spectred  host, 

Fool's  i’aradise  U dull  to  that  you  tost  I 

No  treacherous  powder  bids  conjecture  quake ; 

No  stiff-stirch'd  stays  nuke  meddling  fingers  ache ; 
(Tnmsferr’d  to  those  ambiguous  things  that  a{)e  jl 
Goats  in  their  %dsage  women  in  their  shape ; ) ; | 
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I*  The  patriotic  arson  of  our  amiable  allies  cannot  he 
dentljr  romtnended — nor  suhfcribed  for.  Amongst  other  de- 
tail i omitted  in  the  varinat  despatches  of  our  eloquent  am- 
bassador. he  <Hii  not  state  (tiring  too  much  oecnpUHl  with  the 
exploits  of  Colonel  C— , in  iwIniTnlng  rivers  fraien.  and 
[ gallopln*  over  r«uidi  irorassable.)  that  one  entire  prorlorr 
prrikned  by  famine  in  the  most  mrUnrholv  manner,  as  fol- 
I lows:  — In  General  Bostopehin’s  consumraate  conflaaratlon, 

I the  rousumption  of  Ullow  and  train  oil  was  so  great,  that  the 
I mark<*t  wa*  itu>leuuate  to  the  demand : and  thus  one  hundred 
and  thirty-three  thotnuuvl  persons  were  shwed  to  death,  by 
I brine  rvdueed  to  wholesome  diet ! The  Umplighters  m 
London  have  since  suhscrilM'd  a pint  (of  oil)  a piece,  and  the 
I tiillow-chandlen  hare  nn.inlinoti«ly  voted  a quantity  of  be«t 
j moulds  (four  to  the  pound),  to  the  relief  of  the  surrlvlng 
' ScythUns  the  scairJty  will  soon,  by  such  exertions,  and  a 
I proper  attention  to  the  mtaJttjf  rather  than  the  quantity  of 
j prurlsioii,  be  totally  alierlated.  ll  is  sahi.  In  return,  that  the 
I untouched  Ukraine  has  sulMcribed  sixty  thous.-uid  b^es  for 
1 a tlay's  meal  to  our  suffering  manuTdctufers. 

1^  Dancing  girls— who  do  for  hire  vital  Walu  doth  gratis. 

> Itronnut  be  complained  now.  as  In  the  Lady  Baiusi^’s 
time,  of  the  •'  SSeur  de  la  CroU,”  that  there  be  •'  no  whiskers 


but  how  far  these  are  Indications  of  valour  In  the  field,  or  ' ^ 
elsewliere,  may  *titl  be  questiimablo.  Miu'h  may  be.  and  [ | 
hath  been,  avouched  on  U)th  sides,  to  the  oldm  time  phi- 
losophers had  whUkm.  and  soldiers  none — Sclpio  himself 
was  shaven  — Hannibal thoughthisoneeyehandsomeenough  | 
without  a beard;  Init  .Adrian,  the  emperor,  wore  a beard  ‘ 
(haring  wntts  on  his  chin,  which  neither  the  hknpress Sabina  | • 
i»or  even  the  courtiers  could  abide)  — Turenne  had  whUkrrs,  | • 
Marlltorimgh  none  — Burm.tpxrte  U unwhiskered.  the  Krgent  { j 
wbUkcred;  **  orgn/**  greatness  of  mind  and  whiskers  may  or  |! 
may  md  go  togrtner : but  certainly  the  different  orcurrmces, 
since  the  growth  of  the  last  n.entloned,  ^ furtlier  tn  behalf  of  i | 
whiskers  (han  the  anathem.i  of  Anselm  ud  dgaijs#/  long  hair 
In  the  reign  of  Henrr  1.  — Formerly,  red  was  a favourite  co-  I 
lour.  See  Lesdowick  B.xrrey's  comedy  of  Bam  Alley,  1G6I : 

Act  I.  Scene  I. 

“ Tt^ia.  Now  for  a wager— What  coloured  beard  cornea 
next  by  the  w Itidow  ? I ’ 

“ Anrintut.  A black  man's,  I think.  f ■ 

’*  I think  not  sot  I think  a rc4,  for  that  is  meet  . , 

in  fashion."  : 

There  is  **  nothing  new  under  the  sun  ; ’’  but  red.  then  a 
favourite,  has  now  tubaided  into  a /avuvriZc's  colour.  ' 
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No  daimel  faints  when  rather  closely  press’d. 

But  more  caressing  seems  when  roost  caress'd ; 
Superfluous  hartshorn,  and  reviving  salts. 

Both  banish'd  by  the  sovereign  cordial  “ Walu.** 

Seductive  Walt*! — though  on  thy  native  shore 
Even  Werter’f  self  proclaim'd  thee  half  a whore ; 
Werter — to  decent  vice  though  much  inclined, 
f Yet  warm,  not  wanton ; dnxzled,  but  not  blind  — 
Though  gentle  GenlU,  in  her  strife  with  Stael, 

Would  even  proscribe  thee  from  a 1*arU  boll ; 

The  fashion  hails — from  countesses  to  queens. 

And  niaids  and  valets  wait*  behind  the  scenes; 

M’idc  and  more  wide  thy  witching  circle  spreads. 

And  turns — if  nothing  else  — at  least  our  heaUt ; 
With  thee  even  clumsy  cits  attempt  to  bounce, 

And  cockneys  practise  what  the>*  can't  pronounce. 
Gods ! how  the  glurioiu  theme  my  strain  exalts, 

And  rhyme  finds  partner  rhymti  in  praise  of  **  Walt*  I *' 

Blest  was  the  time  Walt*  chose  for  her  debut ; 

The  court,  the  Regent,  like  herself  were  new ; i 
New  face  for  frien«ls,  f**r  foes  some  new  reward* ; 
New  ornaments  for  black  and  royal  guards ; 

New  law*  to  hang  the  rogues  that  roar'd  for  bread ; 
New  coins  (most  new)  2 to  follow  those  that  fled ; 
New  victories — nor  can  we  pri*c  them  less. 

Though  Jenky  wonders  at  his  own  success ; 

New  wars,  because  the  old  succeed  so  well. 

That  most  survivors  envy  those  who  fell ; 

New  mistresses  — no,  old — and  yet  'tU  true. 

Though  they  be  old,  the  thing  is  something  new ; 
Each  new,  quite  new — (except  some  ancient  tricks),  ^ 
New  white-aticks,  gold-stick*,  broom-sticks,  all  new 
sticks ! 

With  vest*  or  ribands — deck'd  alike  in  hue, 

New  troopers  strut,  new  turncoats  blush  in  blue : 

So  saith  the  muaet  my S what  say  you? 

Such  was  the  time  when  Walt*  might  best  maintain 
Her  new  preferments  In  this  novel  reign ; 

Such  was  the  time,  nor  ever  yet  was  sxich ; 

Hoops  are  no  more,  and  petticoats  not  much ; 

Morals  and  minuets  virtue  and  her  stays 
And  tell-tale  powder — all  have  had  their  days. 

The  ball  begins  — the  honours  of  the  house 
First  duly  done  by  daughter  or  by  spouse, 

‘ An  auAThronitra — Waits  and  the  battle  of  Austerliti  are 
before  said  to  have  opcneil  the  ball  togeUier:  the  bard  meani 
(If  hr  means  anr  thing),  W,iUl  was  not  so  much  In  rtmie  till 
the  Urgent  attained  the  acm^  of  his  popularity.  Walts,  the 
comet,  whiskers,  and  the  new  government,  illuminated  heaven 
and  earth,  in  all  their  glorv.  much  about  the  ume  time : of 
these  the  comet  only  has  disappeared  ; the  other  three  coo- 
tlnuo  to  astonish  us  still.  Prinier't  Derii. 

5 Amongst  others  a new  ninepenee— a credltihle  cola  now 
forthcoming,  worth  a potmd.  in  paper,  at  the  fairest  calcu- 
lation. 

s **  Oh  that  right  should  thus  overcome  might!”  ^'ho 
does  not  remember  the**delicatclavestl^tloo’*ia  the  “ Merry 
Wives  of  Windsor 

Ford.  Pray  you,  come  nears  If  1 suspect  without  cause, 
why  then  make  spurt  at  me:  then  let  me  be  your  |«st;  I 
deeerve  It.  lluw  now  ? whither  bear  you  this  ? 

" i/r*.  Ford.  What  have  you  to  do  whither  they  bear  It  ? 
— you  were  best  meddle  with  buck-washing." 

* The  gentle,  or  ferocious,  reader  m.ny  lUl  up  the  blank 
as  he  pleases — there  are  several  dissyllabic  nomce  at  hit 
service  (brlrsg  already  In  the  llcgeni's):  U would  not  be  fair 
to  bark  any  peculiar  initial  against  the  alphabet,  as  every 
month  will  add  to  the  list  now  entered  for  the  sweepstakes: 
—a  distlnguUbrd  consonant  Is  said  to  be  the  favourite,  much 
agalust  the  wisha  of  the  knotting  onet. 

' "We  have  changed  all  that,"  says  the  Mock  Doctor  — 


Some  potentate  — or  royal  or  serenr  — 

With  Kent's  gay  grace,  or  sapient  Gloeter's  mien, 
Lcad.s  forth  the  ready  dame,  wboac  rising  flush 
Might  once  have  been  mistaken  for  a blush. 

From  where  the  garb  just  leaves  the  bosom  free, 

That  spot  where  heart*  ^ were  once  supposed  to  be ; 
Hound  all  the  confines  of  the  yieldetl  waUt, 

The  strangest  hand  may  wander  undisplac^ ; 

The  lady's  In  return  may  grasp  as  much 
As  princely  paunches  offer  to  her  touch. 

Pleased  round  the  chalky  floor  how  well  they  trip, 
One  hand  reposing  on  the  royal  hip ; 

The  other  to  the  shoulder  no  less  royal 

A$oending  with  affection  truly  loyal  l 

Thus  front  to  front  the  partners  move  or  stand, 

The  foot  may  rest,  but  none  withdraw  the  hand  ; 
And  all  in  turn  may  follow  in  their  rank. 

The  Earl  of — Asterisk  — and  Lady Blank; 

Sir — Sueb-a-one — with  those  of  fashion’s  host. 

For  whose  West  surnames  — vide  " Morning  Post” 
(Or  if  for  that  impartial  print  too  late, 

2^carcb  Bocton'  Commons  six  months  from  my  date) 

Thus  all  and  each,  in  movement  swift  or  slow. 

The  genial  t'ontact  gently  undergo ; 

Till  some  might  marvel,  with  the  modent  Turk, 

If  “ nothing  follows  all  this  palming  work  ?”® 

True,  honest  Mina!  — you  may  trust  my  rhyme  — 
Something  docs  follow  at  a filter  time; 

The  breast  thus  publicly  resign’d  to  man, 

In  private  may  resist  him if  it  can. 

O ye  who  loved  our  grandmothers  of  yore, 
Fltxpatrick,  Sheridan  7,  and  many  more  ! 

And  thou,  my  prince  I whose  sovereign  taste  and 
wUl 

It  is  to  love  the  lovely  beldames  still ! 

Thou  ghost  of  Queensberry ! whose  judging  sprite 
Satan  may  spare  to  peep  a single  night, 

Pronounce  — If  ever  in  your  days  of  bliss 
Asmodcus  struck  so  bright  a stroke  as  this  ? 

To  teach  the  young  Ideas  how  to  ri.se. 

Flush  In  the  cheek,  and  langubh  in  the  eyes  t 
Rush  to  the  heart,  and  lighten  through  the  frame, 
With  half-told  wish  and  ill-dissembled  flame: 

For  prurient  nature  still  will  storm  the  breast  — 

W ho,  tempted  thus,  can  answer  for  the  rest  ? 

’tis  all  *nne— Aimoden*  knows  where.  After  all.  It  is  of 
no  great  importance  how  women’s  bearU  are  ditpoitcd  of ; 
they  have  nature’s  privilcpn  to  distribute  them  n*  abumllv  as 
lansible.  Hut  there  arc  oJ»u  some  men  «ith  hearts  so  tno- 
rnughly  bad,  as  to  remind  us  of  those  phenomena  often  men- 
tioi^  Id  natural  history;  vis.  a mass  of  solid  stone  — only  to 
be  opened  hy  force  — a^  whcD  divided,  you  discover  a toad 
in  the  centre,  lively,  and  with  tlie  reputation  of  being  veno- 
mous. 

• In  Turkey  a pertinent,  here  an  Impertlrwnt  and  tuper- 
duous,  question —'literally  put,  as  In  the  text,  by  a Persian  to 
Murlrr,  00  seriDg  a waits  in  Pera— Tide  Morier’s  Travels. 

f [ I once  heard  Sheridan  repeat.  In  a ball-room,  tome 
verses,  which  he  bad  lately  written  on  waltxing;  and  of 
which  1 reoMmber  the  following— 

" WHh  tnmqutl  step,  ami  timid,  downcast  glance, 

Kchold  the  well-^r'd  cuuple  rtow  ailvaxwe. 

In  such  sweet  pasture  our  nrst  parents  moved, 

While,  hand  In  hand,  thruuKh  Eden’s  bowers  they  roved, 
Ere  yet  the  Devil,  with  promise  fine  aj>d  false. 

Turn’d  their  poor  heads,  and  taught  them  bow  to  waltz. 
One  hand  grasps  hers,  the  other  hokis  her  hip  : 

For  so  the  law  *a  laid  down  by  Baron  Trip." 

This  gentleman,  whose  name  suits  to  aptly  at  a legal  autho- 
T\Xy  on  the  Mibject  of  waltzing,  was,  at  the  time  these  veriee 
were  written,  well  known  In  the  dancing  circles.  — Mooat.] 
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Blit  ye  — who  never  felt  a single  thought 
For  what  our  morab  are  to  be,  or  ought; 

Who  wisely  wish  the  charms  you  view  to  reap. 

Say  — would  you  make  tbo>e  tx'auties  quite  so 

I I cheap  ? 

I Hot  fh»m  the  hands  promiscuously  applied, 

1 Hound  the  slight  waist,  or  down  the  glowing  side, 

I ^'^K•rc  were  the  rapture  then  to  clasp  the  fonn 

! From  this  lewd  grasp  and  lawless  contact  wann  ? 

II  At  once  love’s  most  endearing  thottght  resign, 

J|  To  press  the  hand  so  press’d  by  none  but  thine  ; 

,i  To  gaze  upon  that  eye  which  never  met 
j I Another’s  ardent  look  without  regret ; 

I Approach  the  lip  which  all,  without  restraint, 

I Come  near  enough  — If  not  to  touch — to  Laint ; 


If  such  thou  lovest — lore  her  then  no  more. 

Or  give  — like  her  — caresses  to  a score ; 

Her  mind  with  these  is  gone,  and  with  it  go 
The  little  left  behind  it  to  bestow. 

Volupfuous  Waltz  ! and  dare  I thus  blaspheme  ? 
’fhy  bard  forgot  thy  praises  were  bU  theme. 
Terpsichore,  forgive  ! — at  every  IwUl 
My  wife  «oie  w^tzes  — and  my  daughters  thall  ; 
iVy  son— '(or  stop— ’t is  needless  to  inquire  — 
These  little  accidents  should  ne’er  transpire ; 

Some  ages  hence  our  gencalogic  tree 
Will  wear  as  green  a bough  for  him  as  me)  — 
Waltzing  shall  rear,  to  make  our  name  antends. 
Grandsons  for  me  — In  heirs  to  all  his  friends. 


0tt(  to  iHapolton  l3uonapartt/ 


Expmde  Annibalcro : — qunt  libras  io  dun*  sumiro 
lOTCuitfS  ? ” JCVCNAL,  Sat.  X.  ^ 


“ The  F.mperor  Sepos  wm  nrknnwInIcMl  by  the  Senate,  by  the  ItaUnns.  and  by  the  FrortnrJaU  of  Gaul ; hit  moral 
rlrtue*.  aiiel  mllitjiry  talents,  were  l«Muny  nvlebr-ated ; and  those  who  derived  ai»y  private  benefit  from  his  government 
annuunceii  tn  prophetic  strains  the  vesturatiuu  of  public  reliclty. 

• • • • • » • • • 

By  this  shamcrul  alMliraticm,  ho  nrotr.'urtnl  hit  life  a few  )-ears.  In  a very  ambiguous  stole,  between  au  Erai«ror  ;u.d  an 
r..v!lc,  till  . ."  — OiUBOb's  Ihxhiu  and  Fall^  rol.  t1.  p.  *Z30.  * 


’T  IS  done  — but  yesterday  a King ! 

! .\nd  arm’d  with  Kings  t*»  strive  — 

t And  now  thou  art  a nameless  thing : 

1 1 So  abject  — yet  alire  • 

1 1 Is  this  the  man  of  thousand  thrones, 
il  Who  strew'd  our  earth  with  hostile  bones, 

1 1 And  can  be  thus  surv  ive  ? * 

i’  Since  he,  mlAcaH'd  the  Morning  Star, 

I IS'or  man  nor  fund  hath  fallen  so  far. 

j Ill-mlndcd  man ! why  scourge  thy  kind 
* \\Tio  bow’d  so  low  the  knee  ? 

By  gazing  on  thyself  grown  blind, 

I Thou  taughtVt  the  rest  to  see. 

With  might  unquestion’d, — power  to  save, — 
Thine  only  gift  hath  been  the  grave, 

To  those  that  worshlpp’d  thee  ; 


Nor  nil  thy  fall  could  mortals  guess 
Ambition's  le»s  than  littleness  t 

Thanks  for  that  lesson  — It  will  teach 
To  after-warriors  more, 

Thun  high  Philosophy  can  preach. 
And  vainly  preach’d  before. 

That  spell  upon  the  minds  of  men 
Brt'aks  never  to  unite  again. 

That  led  them  to  adore 
Those  Paged  things  of  sabre  sway. 
With  fronts  of  brass,  and  feet  of  clay. 

The  triumph,  and  the  v.anlty. 

The  rapture  of  the  strife  » — 

The  earthquake  voice  of  Victory, 

To  thee  the  breath  of  life  ; 


’ [The  reader  ha*  *een  that  Iu»rd  Byron,  when  publishing 
1 1 **  The  Corsair.”  to  January  tai4.  asmoutsreiL  .in  apparently 
I quite  serious  resolution  to  withdraw,  for  some  years  at  least. 

from  poetry.  Ills  letters  of  the  Febniary  and  March  follow- 
! ' ing  almmu  in  repetitions  of  the  same  detemiinatinn.  On  the 
1|  morning  of  the  ninth  of  April,  he  write*,— “ No  more  rh>-nxe 

I for— or  rather  ftimi — me.  1 have  taken  iny  leave  of  that 
' stage,  and  benreforth  will  mou«teb.mk  it  no  liinger.”  In  the 

I I c«  «*nlng.  a Gasette  F.xtraondnary  announced  the  al>dicat1on 
of  Konudnebleau.  anti  the  Poet  violated  his  vows  next  mom- 

i ing,  by  computing  this  Ode.  which  be  tromedhtlely  published. 
I thotish  witlimit  his  name,  llin  Diary  says.  *'  April  10.  To- 
I day  I have  boxwl  one  hour  — written  an  ode  to  Napolcou 
nnoiiaparte- copied  it  — eaten  six  biscuits  — driuik  fmir 
ktoUiet  of  soda  water,  and  reddr  away  the  rest  of  my  time."] 

> [“  Protluce  the  urn  lluU  Hannibal  rnntalns. 

Ami  weigh  the  mighty  dust  which  yet  rcmidia : 

Aku  ts  THIS  all!” 

1 know  not  that  this  was  ever  done  In  the  old  world : at  least, 
with  regard  to  llannibai : bat.  in  the  statistical  account  of 
Scotland,  1 find  that  Sir  John  Paterson  had  the  curiosity  to 
collect,  and  weigh,  the  ashes  of  a pertun  discuvered  a few 
years  slnee  iu  the  parish  of  P.crles ; which  he  »as  happily 
eiii^led  to  do  with  great  fhdiity,  as  ”thc  inside  of  the  cofhn 

M..  


W.T*  smooth,  and  the  whole  botly  visible.”  Wonderful  to  re-  I 
late,  ho  found  the  whole  did  exceed  in  weight  one  ounce 
and  a half ! Ani>  H Tills  all  I Alas  I the  avat  tibrai  itself  ' 
is  a satirical  exaggeration.  — CirroaD.} 

> I send  you  .in  atldlilonal  motto  from  Gibbon,  which  ^ 
you  will  find  tingH/arlu  appropriate.”— J.ord  Bui  ou  to  J/r.  | 
J/«rray.  April  lit,  18U.]  .1 

* [••  1 don't  know— but  T think  I,  even  7 (an  insert  cosn-  '! 
pared  with  this  creature),  have  set  tny  life  on  casts  not  a mil-  it 
Honih  part  of  this  man’s.  Uiri.  after  all.  a crown  may  not  tie 
worth  dying  for.  Vet,  to  outlive  Lodi  for  thi#  11!  Oh  that  , 
Juvenal  or  Johnson  could  rise  from  the  dead  1 * Kx|Km<le— 
qiiot  libras  iu  duce  summo  Invenleg  ? ' I knew  t^y  were 
light  in  the  balance  of  mortality  ; tnit  I thought  their  itving 
dust  weighed  more  carats.  Alas  I tills  imperial  diamond  hath 
a Saw  in  it,  and  is  now  hardly  fit  to  stick  in  a glazier’s  pe^l  I 
— the  pen  of  the  historian  won't  rate  it  worth  a ducat.  I’shal 
' Mifnethlng  too  much  of  this.’  l)ut  1 won't  give  him  up  even 
now ; though  all  his  *<imirers  have,  like  the  Thues,  C^en  ' 
from  him.”— iiyron  7>iary,  April  9.) 

» “Certaminls  gaudia  ” — the  expression  of  AtUla  in  his 
harangue  to  his  army,  previous  to  the  txaitle  of  Cbalona, 
given  in  Cassiodunu. 
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The  sword,  the  weptrc,  and  that  hway 
Vliich  mail  seem'd  made  but  to  obey, 

Wherewith  renown  was  rife — 

AH  queU’d  ! — Dark  Spirit ! what  must  be 
The  madness  of  thy  memory ! 

The  Dcsolator  depilate  ! 

The  Victor  overthrown  ! I 

The  Arbiter  of  others’  fate 
A Suppliant  fur  his  own  ! 

Is  it  some  yet  ImiKrlail  hope. 

That  with  such  change  can  calmly  cope  ? 

Or  dread  of  death  alone  ? j 

To  die  a prince  — or  live  a slave  — j 

Thy  choice  is  most  fgnubly  brave  t | 

He  who  of  old  would  rend  the  oak  >,  I 

Dream’d  not  of  the  rebound ; 

Chain'd  by  the  trunk  he  vainly  broke  — ; 

Alone  — how  look'd  be  round  ? I 

Thou,  In  the  sternness  of  thy  strength, 

An  e<iuul  deed  hast  done  at  length. 

And  darker  fate  hast  fuund:  | 

He  fell,  the  forest  proxvlcrV  prey  ; 

But  thou  must  cat  thy  heart  away  I 

The  Roman  when  his  burning  heart  j 

Was  sliiked  with  blood  of  Rome,  1 

Thrvw  down  the  dagger  — dared  depart,  j 

In  savage  grandeur,  home  — 

He  dareil  depart  In  utter  scorn  I 

Of  men  that  such  a yoke  had  borne,  j 

Yet  left  him  such  a doom  : ! 


Too  late  thou  leav’st  the  high  command  ’ 

To  which  thy  weakness  dung ; | 

All  Evil  Spirit  as  thou  art,  I 

It  is  enough  to  grieve  the  heart 

To  see  thine  own  unstrung;  * 

To  think  that  God's  fair  world  hath  been  H 

The  footstool  of  a tbiug  so  mean ; || 

And  Earth  hath  spilt  her  blood  for  him, 

Who  thus  can  hoard  bis  own  ! ! 

And  Monarchs  bow’d  the  trembling  Umb, 

And  thank'd  him  for  a throne  ! 

Fair  Freedom  1 we  may  hold  thee  dear, 

^Vhcn  tlius  thy  mightiest  foes  their  fear 
In  humblest  guise  have  shown. 

Oh  ! ne'er  may  tyrant  leave  behind 
A brighter  name  to  lure  mankind  I 

Thine  evil  deeds  are  writ  in  gore. 

Nor  written  thus  in  vain  — 

Thy  triumphs  tell  of  fame  no  more, 

Or  dcc|Hm  every  stain : 

If  thou  hadst  died  as  honour  dies, 

Some  new  Xaiiuleon  might  arise. 

To  shame  the  world  again — | 

But  who  would  soar  the  solar  height,  ; 

To  set  in  such  a starless  night  ?* 

Weir'd  in  the  balance,  hero  duU 
Is  vile  as  vulgar  clay ; 

Thy  scales,  Mortality  i are  Just  | 

To  all  that  pass  away : . ; 


His  only  glory  was  that  hour 
Of  selfoupheld  abandon'd  power. 

The  Si>anlaui,  when  the  lust  of  away 
Had  lost  its  quickening  rpcH,  * 

Cast  crowns  for  rosaries  .-.way, 

.\n  empire  for  a cell ; 
strict  accountant  of  bis  beads, 

A subtle  dhputant  on  ermis. 

His  dotage  trifled  well : *♦ 

Yet  better  had  he  neither  known 
A bigot's  shrine,  uor  despot’s  throne.  ^ 

But  thou  — from  thy  reluctant  hand 
The  thunderbolt  b wrung  — 

• [“  Out  of  town  »lx  Jars.  On  tny  return.  fiu<l  my  poor 
lltllo  pagod,  Napoiron.  pudini  utf  hU  pedestal.  It  is  hU  own 
fault.  l>ike  Milo,  he  would  rend  the  oak;  but  it  doted 
again,  we^lged  his  hands,  and  now  the  b«‘asts— linn,  bear, 
down  to  the  dirtiest  Jackall— may  all  tear  him.  That  Musciv 
rite  winter  tr<\igrd  his  arnit:— ever  tinre,  he  hat  fnuabt 
with  hit  fert  and  ti-eth.  The  bait  may  still  leave  their  markt ; 
and  ‘ I gui'ts  now  ‘ (as  the  Yankees  say),  that  he  will  yot  pUy 
them  a pass.’'->  Jlyron  Diary,  April  h.] 

> Sylla.-^[We  find  the  germ  of  this  stanza  In  the  DLiry  of 
the  evening  before  It  was  written:— >**  Methinks  Sylla  did 
better ; for  he  reren^,  and  resigned  in  the  height  of  his 
swav,  red  with  Iho  slaughter  of  his  foes-- the  ftursi  instance 
of  glonoiu  coDlrinpt  of  the  riacali  upon  record.  Diorlesian 
did  well  too»  Aouirath  not  amiss,  had  ho  become  aught  ex* 
cept  a derrise— Charles  the  I'lfth  but  so  to:  but  Napoleon 
Wont  of  all,”— - JJjfroii  Diary,  April  9.] 

3 ['*  Alter  ‘pfitnU  s;>ell  ’ to  'qiiiekratng  spell  :*  the  first  (as 
Foltmiut  says) ' is  a rlie  phrase.'  and  means  nothing,  besides 
hetug  comroon-nlare  and  Uosa*Mati!dalsh.  After  tfte  resolu- 
tion of  not  uubiiihing.  (bough  our  Ode  is  a thing  of  little 
length  and  iMt  consequence,  U will  Ikj  belter  altogLdher  that 
It  It  anonymous.”— Lord  IPjrom  to  Mr.  Murray,  April  11.) 

* rCbsu-Jettbo  Fifth.  Eraperpr  of  Germany,  ami  King  of 

Spain.  reslgOMl.  in  1M5.  hit  imperial  crown  to  bit  broUicr 


But  yet  metbought  the  living  great 
Some  higher  sparks  should  animate,  |J 

To  daxzlc  and  dlsnuiy  : 

Nor  dtH'in’d  Contempt  coultl  thus  make  mirib  j 
Of  these,  the  Conquerors  of  the  earth.  j 

I .ind  she,  proud  Austria's  mournful  flower. 

Thy  still  imperial  bride  ; 

How  bears  her  bresut  tbc  torturing  hour  ? 

Still  clings  she  to  thy  side  ? 

Must  she  too  t)end,  must  she  too  share 
Thy  late  repentance,  long  despair. 

Thou  throneless  Homicide  ? I 

If  still  she  loves  thee,  hoard  that  gem; 

'T  Is  worth  thy  vaiu»h'd  diadem  I ^ 

Ferdinand,  and  the  kingdom  of  Spain  to  h!i  son  Pbiilp, 
and  retirni  to  a immaatery  hi  Estremadura,  where  he  con- 
fnrmetj,  in  bii  manner  of  Mring,  to  all  the  rigour  of  monaiUc  . 
uiiterity.  Not  Mti*ficd  with  thU,  he  dmied  himself  in  his  ' 
shroud,  was  laid  in  his  coffin  with  touch  solemnity,  joined  in 
the  prayers  which  were  offered  up  for  the  rest  of  his  loul,  and 
mingled  his  tears  with  (hose  which  his  atlendauls  shed,  as  if 
they  luul  lieen  celebrating  a real  funeral.) 

* P‘  I looked  into  Ixwd  Kaime«’s  * Sketches  of  the  HUtorr 
of  5(an,'  and  mentioned  to  Dr.  Johnson  bis  ctmsure  of 
Charles  the  Fifth  for  celebrating  hti  funcrul  obsequies  in  his 
lirc*(Une.  which.  I told  him,  1 hod  been  used  tu  tliink  a so-  j 
iemn  and  affecting  act.  JonNi^oN.  ■ Why.  Sir,  a man  mar  j 
dispose  his  mind  (o  think  so  of  that  act  ol  Charles ; but  It  is  { 


so  liable  to  ridicule,  that  if  one  man  out  of  ten  thousand 
i.tiighs  at  it,  bo  'll  make  the  other  nine  thuusimd  nine  hiindr^ 
and  nhietr-nlne  laugh  too."’— .BorveiTs  Joknton,  rob  rib 


• ['*  But  who  would  rise  In  brightest  day 

To  let  without  one  p.ortlng  ray?”—  MS.) 
f [U  Is  Well  known  that  Count  Neinperg,  a gentleman  In 
the  suite  of  the  Emperor  of  .\ustrla,  who  was  first  present^ 
to  Marta  Ixxilsa  within  a few  days  after  Napoleons  abdira- 
tion,  became,  in  the  sequel,  her  chamiicrUUo,  and  then  her 
huibantb  lie  is  said  to  hare  been  a mau  of  remarkably  ni«in 
a()pcarancc.  The  Count  died  in  1831.) 
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Then  haste  thee  to  thy  sullen  Isle, 

And  »raie  up^m  the  sea ; 

That  element  ruay  meet  thy  smile  — 

It  ne'er  was  ruled  by  thee ! 

Or  trace  vrith  thine  all  idle  hand. 

In  loitering  mood  upon  the  sand. 

That  J;larth  li  now  as  free  ! 

That  Corinth’s  pedagt^c  * hath  now 
Transfi-rr’d  his  by-word  to  thy  brow. 

Thou  Timour ! in  his  captive’s  cage  2 
What  thoughts  will  there  be  thine, 

While  brooding  in  thy  prison’d  rage  ? 

But  one  — •*  The  world  tea*  mine  I ” 

Unless,  like  he  of  Babylon, 

All  sense  is  with  thy  sceptre  gone. 

Life  will  nut  long  coniine 
That  spirit  pour’d  so  widely  forth  — 

$0  long  obey'd  — so  little  worth  1 

Or,  like  the  thief  of  fire  from  heaven,  > 

Wilt  thou  witlLiUnd  the  shock  ? 

And  share  with  him,  the  unforglven, 

Hii  vulture  and  his  rock ! 

Foredoom'd  by  God  — by  man  accurst,  * 

And  that  la»t  act,  though  not  thy  wor»t. 

The  very  Fiend’s  arch  mock ; * 

He  in  his  fall  preserved  his  pride, 

And,  If  a mortal,  bad  as  proudly  died  I 

) ri>ionyslUf  the  Younger,  eitecmctl  a grrater  ^ra&t  thaa 
hU  tulior.  on  for  the  teconJ  time  batiUhed  m>m  S}t«- 
cuie,  n-tired  to  Corinth,  Kbcie  be  wa»  obliged  to  turn  ichool- 
muter  for  a tuinUtcoce.] 

* The  rage  of  Dajuet,  by  order  of  Tamerlane. 

* Fromotheus. 

* [In  ftrit  draught  — 

*'  He  suflered  for  Lind  acts  to  mco. 

Who  hare  not  seen  hit  like  again, 

At  least  of  kingly  stock  i 
Since  he  was  and  thou  but  great, 

Thou  caust  not  quarrel  with  thy  we.”] 

* ■ — The  very  fiend’s  arch  m«>ck  — 

To  lip  a wanton,  and  suppose  her  chaste.*' 

Shaksksaik. 

rWe  believe  there  Is  no  doubt  of  the  truth  of  the  anecdote 
hero  alltiiled  to— of  Napoleon’s  haring  found  leisure  for  an 
unworthy  amour,  tho  very  evening  of  hit  arrival  at  Fon- 
tainvldeau.j 

* ['rhe  three  last  stanrat,  which  Ix>rd  Byron  had  been  so- 

licited by  Mr.  Murray  to  write,  in  order  to  avoid  the  stamp 
duty  then  imnosc<i  upfin  puhlkations  tn>t  exceeding  a shetq. 
w<-re  not  nublUheil  with  tne  rest  of  the  “ I don’t  like 

them  at  ail,”  says  Ie>rd  Byron.  **  and  they  had  belter  be  left 
out.  'Phe  f.u't  u.  I can't  oo  anything  I am  asked  to  do.  how- 
ever glally  1 would : and  at  tbc  end  of  a week  my  Interosi  in 
a cumputiiion  goes  uflr.”] 

> fin  one  of  Ix>rd  Byron's  MS.  Diaries,  begun  at  Ravenna 
tn  M.vy.  IH'il,  we  6nd  the  following:  — **  What  shaU  1 write? 
— .mother  Journal  ? 1 ihittk  uuC.  Any  thing  that  comes  up- 
permost, and  call  it 

**  Afjg  Dictionary, 

**  Attpntftta.  — t have  often  l>een  puttied  with  his  character. 
Was  he  a great  man  ? Assuredly.  But  nut  one  of  my  oekat 
men.  I have  always  looked  upon  Kylla  as  the  gn-atest  cha- 
rai-ter  iu  history,  fur  laying  do^  hit  p>>wcr  at  the  moment 
when  it  was  — 

* Too  great  to  keep  or  to  resign,’ 


There  was  a day — there  was  an  hour,^ 

\YhUe  earth  was  Gaul’s  — Gaul  tnine— 

When  that  immeasurable  power 
Unsated  to  rc^gn 
Had  been  nn  act  of  purer  fame. 

Than  gathers  round  Marengo’s  name. 

And  gilded  thy  di-clinc. 

Through  the  long  twilight  of  all  time. 

Despite  some  {>a.s«ing  clouds  of  crime. 

But  thou  forsooth  must  be  a king. 

And  don  the  purple  rest, 

As  if  that  foolish  rcibe  could  wring 
Remembrance  frewn  thy  breast 
Where  Is  that  faded  garment?  where 
The  gewgaws  thou  wort  fond  to  wear. 

The  star — the  string  — the  crest? 

Vain  frowanl  child  of  empire  ! say, 

Arc  all  thy  playthings  snatch'd  away  ? 

WTierc  may  the  wearied  eye  repose. 

When  gaging  on  the  Great ; 7 
MTicrc  neither  guilty  glory  gloMs, 

Nor  de.«picablc  state  ? 

Yes — one — the  first  — the  last  — the  best  — 
The  Clncinnatus  of  the  West, 

^Vhom  envT^  dared  not  bate, 

Bequeath  the  name  of  Washington, 

To  make  man  blush  there  was  but  one  1 * 

and  thus  detpUing  them  all.  As  to  the  retroiioo  of  hli  powet 
by  Augustus,  the  thing  was  already  settled.  If  he  had  gtvi'C 
it  up  — the  rommoiiwealtb  was  goue  — tiw  republic  was  long 
T>ast  all  rrsuscitatloD.  Hod  Brutus  and  Cassius  goii>od  the 
uattle  of  Philippi,  it  would  not  have  restored  the  republic.  Its 
days  mde«i  with  the  Gracchi ; the  rest  was  a mere  struggle  uf 
parties.  You  might  as  well  cure  a conuunpUun,  or  restore  a 
broken  en,  as  revive  a state  so  long  a prey  to  every  u|q>er- 
tnoft  soldier,  as  Rome  had  long  been.  As  for  a desp^istn,  if 
Augustus  could  have  becu  sure  that  alt  bis  successors  wouM 
have  been  like  himself — (Imeonisof  as  Octavius,  but  Au- 
gustus) or  Nap(»leon  could  have  insured  the  w-orld  that  none 
of  his  successors  would  have  been  like  himself — the  oxwteot 
or  modem  world  might  have  gone  on,  like  tbc  empire  ol 
China,  in  a state  of  lethargic  prosperltr.  8up|>ose.  for  in- 
stance, that,  instead  of  Tiberius  and  Caligula,  Augustus  hod 
been  immediately  succeeded  by  Nerva,  rrayan.  the  AntonUies, 
or  even  by  'I'Uus  and  his  father—  wliat  a diflercnce  ia  our  es- 
timate of  himseirt— So  far  front  gaining  by  the  contrast,  I 
think  that  one  half  of  our  dislike  arises  from  his  having  bem 
heired  by  Tiberius— and  one  half  of  Julius  Cesar's  fame, 
from  his  having  had  his  empire  consolidated  Iw  Augustus.  — 
Suppose  that  tiiere  hod  beim  m>  Octaomi,  and  Tiberius  K«H 
*jum(>ed  the  life' iK-twcen,  and  at  uocr  sucroeded  Julius  ? — 
1 And  yet  it  Is  difficult  to  say  whether  hereditary  right  or  po- 
pular rhokT  produce  the  worscr  sovereigns.  The  Romatj 
Consuls  make  a goodly  show  but  then  tltey  only  rirlgned  fur 
a year,  and  were  uodw  a tort  of  pertooal 'obligation  to  dis- 
tiuguish  themspUes.  Ills  tbll  more  difficult  to  say  which 
form  of  govertinietii  is  the  worst- all  arc  so  bad.  As  for  de- 
mocracy, it  Is  the  worst  of  the  whole;  for  what  Li.  In  fact, 
democracy  ? — au  ariitocracy  of  blackguards.*'] 

* [On  being  reminded  by  a friend  of  liU  recent  promise  out 
to  write  any  more  for  years — •■  There  was."  replied  tord 
Byron.  " a mental  reservation  in  ray  part  with  the  public,  in 
behalf  of  aaonymra  ; atwl.  even  hod  there  nut,  the  provocation 
was  such  AS  to  moke  it  pbyiicaUy  linpossible  to  pau  over  this 
cwich  of  triumphant  taroeocss.  *'Tis  a sad  business  ; a^ 
after  all.  1 shall  think  higher  of  rhyme  atKl  reason,  arwl  very 
humbly  of  your  heroic  pcc^k,  till  — fJba  becumte*  a tvlewie, 
mmd  KmU  ktm  out  again.  J can't  thtnk  it  uali  orrr  yet.*’} 
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I 

' ADVERTISEMENT.  I Vtliich  Music  hallow’d  while  she  wept 


ij  Tax  sul)5equcnt  poems  were  writteD  at  the  request 
l|  of  my  friend,  the  Hon.  Douglas  Klnnainl,  fur  a 
‘‘  Selection  of  Hebrew  MeKtdies  ",  and  have  been  pu!>> 

I Uihed,  with  the  music,  arranged  by  Mr.  Braham  and 

I I Mr.  Nathan. 

Ij  January,  U1&. 


SHE  WALKS  IN  BEAUTY.* 

Sue  walks  in  beauty,  like  the  night 
Of  cloudless  dimes  and  sUrn'  skie« ; 

And  all  that ’s  best  of  dark  and  bright 
Meet  in  her  aitpect  and  her  eyes ; 

Thus  mellow’d  to  that  tender  light 
Mliich  heaven  to  gaudy  day  denies. 

One  shade  the  more,  one  ray  the  less. 

Had  half  impair’d  the  nameless  grace, 

>Vhich  wave.^  in  every  raven  tress. 

Or  softly  lightens  o’er  her  face ; 

Where  thoughts  serenely  sweet  exprev. 

How  pure,  how  dear  their  dwelling-place. 

And  on  that  cheek,  and  o'er  that  brow. 

So  soft,  so  calm,  yet  doquent, 

The  smiles  that  win,  the  tints  that  glow. 
But  tell  of  days  in  goodness  spent, 

A mind  at  peace  with  all  below, 

A ncurt  whose  love  Is  innocent ! 


THE  HARP  THE  MONARCH  MINSTREL 
SWEPT.  ♦ 

The  harp  the  monarch  min-strel  swept, 

Thu  King  of  men,  the  loved  of  Heaven, 

i > [I.ord  Byroo  never  allude*  to  hU  share  in  these  Melodies 
with  compUceocy.  Mr.  Muore  haviux.  on  oneoceasion.  ral- 
Ifed  lUm  a little  on  the  manner  In  which  »orae  of  them  b.'ul 
;]  been  let  to  music, Sunburn  Nathan,”  he  ntrlalms,  ” why 
I'  do  j-uu  always  twit  me  with  hii  Kbrew  nasalities  ? Havel 
II  Dot  told  you  it  wu  all  Kinnalrd’s  doing,  and  my  own  cxijul- 
i Site  tocility  of  temper  ? ”] 

i * ['•  Neither  the  ancient  Jews,”  ».ays  Dr.  Burney.  ” nor  the 
; modem,  have  ever  had  characters  peculiar  to  music  ; so  that 

ii  the  meiraUes  used  In  theJr  religious  cerecnonles  have,  at  all 
I times,  been  traditlon.*il,  and  at  the  mere)’ of  the  lingers.”  — 
I Kaikbrenner  tells  us,  that  ” tes  Juifs  Ktpagnols  Ibent  et  chan- 
I tent  leurs  pseaumes  bien  dlA^remment  qiic  ie*  Jtrif*  Hollan- 
l|  dais,  les  Juifs  Homain*  autretnent  que  les  Juifs  de  la  Prusse 
1 1 et  de  la  ilcsie;  et  lous  croient  chanter  coinmc  oo  chonUit 
i:  dans  le  Temple deJ^rusaleui  1”  — HUt.de  la  Mushntf.tom. 
|i  i.p.34.] 

I ) [^These  stansas  were  written  by  I.ord  DTroo,  on  retum- 
' inr  a ball-room,  where  he  nad  seen  .Mrs.  (now  Lady) 
I Wllmot  Horton,  the  wife  of  his  relation,  the  present  Gover- 
L nor  of  Ceylon.  On  this  occasion  Mrs.  Wilmot  Horton  had 
f appeared  m mourning,  with  numerous  spangles  cm  her  dress.] 
^ (”  In  the  reign  of  King  David,  music  was  heW  in  the 
highest  estimation  by  the  Hebrews.  The  genius  of  that  prince 
fur  music,  and  his  attachment  to  the  ttiuly  and  practice  of  it, 
as  well  as  the  grett  number  of  musicians  appointnd  by  him  fur 
the  performance  of  religious  rites  and  ceremonies,  could  not 
. fail  to  extend  its  Ltifluence  aad  augmtmt  Its  perfections  ; for  It 
I was  during  this  period,  that  music  was  drst  honoured  b}'  bctiig 


Oer  tone*  her  heart  of  hearts  had  given, 

Keiiouhlcd  be  her  tears,  its  ebord.s  are  riven  1 
It  soRen’d  men  of  iron  mould. 

It  gave  them  virtues  not  their  own ; 

No  ear  so  dull,  no  soul  so  cold, 

Tlut  felt  not,  fired  not  to  the  tone, 

Till  David's  lyre  grew  mightier  than  hb  throne  I 

It  told  the  triumphs  of  our  King, 

It  wafted  glory  to  our  God  ; 

; It  made  our  gladden'd  valleys  ring, 

; The  cedars  bow,  the  mountains  nod ; 

; Its  sound  aspired  to  Heaven  and  there  alwde  l^ 

! Since  then,  though  hearti  on  earth  no  more, 
j Devotion  and  her  daughter  Love, 

Still  hid  the  bunting  spirit  soar 
I To  sounds  that  seem  a.s  (Vom  above. 

In  dreams  that  day’s  broad  light  can  not  remove,  f 


IF  THAT  HIGH  WORLD. 

Ir  that  high  world,  which  lies  Iwyond 
Our  own,  surviving  Love  endears  ; 

If  there  the  cherish’d  heart  be  fond. 

The  eye  the  same,  except  in  tears  — 

How  welcome  those  untrodden  spheres  ! 

How  sweet  this  very  hour  to  die  l 
To  st>ar  ftom  earth  and  find  all  fears. 

Lost  In  thy  light — Eternity  1 

It  must  be  so : 'tis  not  for  self 
That  we  so  tremble  on  the  brink ; 

And  striving  to  o’erlcap  the  gulf. 

Yet  cling  to  Being’s  severh'.g  link. 

Ob  ! In  that  future  let  us  think 

To  hold  each  he-art  the  heart  that  shares ; 
With  them  the  immortal  waters  drink. 

And  soul  in  soul  grow  deathlcbs  theirs ! 


admitted  in  the  mlnbtrj-  of  sacrifice,  and  worship  of  the  ark  ; 
os  well  as  by  being  cultivated  by  a king.”  — Di  r.viy.} 

* When  I..ord  Byron  put  the  manmcrlpt  Into  my  hand,  ft 
terminated  with  UiU  lino.  A*  this,  however,  did  not  complete 
the  verse.  1 wUhod  him  to  help  nut  the  melody.  He  replied. 
* Why,  I have  sent  ytnj  to  heaven  —it  would  be  dKBcult  to  go 
further  I ’ My  oltc  ntion  fur  a few  minutes  was  ealleit  to  lumc 
other  person,  and  bis  lAtrdship,  whom  I had  hardly  mlss<^ 
exclaimed,  * Here.  Nathan,  1 have  brought  you  dou  n again  : ’ 
and  Immedlolelr  presented  me  the  beautilUf  lines  whiw  con- 
clude the  melody.” — Nathan.] 

* (The  hymns  of  David  excel  do  less  In  lubllmity  and  ten- 
derness of  expression,  than  iii  loftiness  and  purity  of  religioiia 
sentiment.  In  cuinparison  with  them,  the  sacred  poetry  of  all 
other  luttluns  lioki  into  mediocrity.  Tlicy  have  etnh^ed  so 
exauiiltely  the  univerial  language  of  religious  emotion,  that 
(a  tew  tlerro  and  vindictive  passage*  exot|iled.  natural  in  the 
warrior-jK>et  of  a turner  age.)  they  have  entered,  with  un- 
questiofvaUe  prtmriety.  into  the  Christian  rilnal.  The  songs 
which  cheered  the  lotituite  of  the  desert  caves  of  Engedi,  or 
resoiuvded  from  the  voice  of  the  Hebrew  people  as  they  w ound 
along  the  glens  or  the  hill-sides  of  Judea,  have  been  repeat^ 
for  ages  in  almost  every  part  of  the  habitable  world,  — In  the 
remotest  islands  of  the  ocean,  amongst  the  forests  of  America, 
or  the  sands  of  Ahica.  How  many  human  bearts  have  they 
softened,  purified,  exalted  I — of  now  many  wretched  being* 
have  they  been  the  secret  consolation  1— no  bow  many  com- 
tnunltios  nave  they  drawn  down  the  blessings  of  Divine  Pro- 
vhlence,  by  hringiug  the  aiTPetions  lu  unUvMi  with  tbcir  dM» 
devotional  fervour  I—  Mu.ma>.] 
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Tiie  wild  gucUc  on  Judah's  hills 
Exulting  yet  may  hound. 

And  drink  from  all  the  Ii\ing  rills 
That  gush  on  holy  ground : 

Its  airy  step  and  glorious  eye 

May  glance  in  tameless  tramjKnt  byt— . 

A step  as  fleet,  an  eye  more  bright. 

Hath  Judah  witness'd  there ; 

And  o'er  her  scenes  of  lost  delight 
Inhabitants  more  fair. 

The  cedars  wave  on  Ix^banon, 

Hut  Jud;ih's  statelier  maids  are  gone  I 

More  blfst  each  palm  that  shade*  those  plains 
Than  Israel’s  scatter'd  race ; 

For,  taking  root,  it  there  renulni 
In  soUtaiy'  grace : 

It  cannot  quit  its  pbee  of  birth. 

It  will  not  Live  in  other  earth. 

But  we  mu>t  wander  withcrlngly, 

In  other  lands  to  die  ; 

And  where  our  fathers’  ashe«  be, 

Our  own  may  never  He: 

Our  temple  hath  not  left  a stone. 

And  Mockery  sUa  on  Golem’s  throne. 


OHl  WEEP  FOR  THOSE. 

Oh  ! weep  for  those  that  wept  by  Babid's  stream, 
WhoM.*  shrines  arc  desolate,  whose  land  a dream ; 
Wi.'Cp  fur  the  harp  of  Judah's  broken  shell ; [dwell ! 
Mourn  — where  their  God  bath  dwelt  the  Godless 

And  where  shall  Israel  lave  her  bleeding  feet  ? 

And  when  shall  2Hon's  songs  again  H'cm  sweet? 

And  Juduh's  melody  once  more  rejoice 

The  heart*  that  leap'd  before  it*  heavenly  voice  ? 

Tril>es  of  the  wimlcring  fliot  and  weary  breast. 

How  shall  ye  floe  away  and  be  at  rest  t 
'rhe  wild-dove  bath  her  nc-st,  the  fox  his  cave, 

! Mai^khid  their  countrj-  — Israel  but  the  grave ! 


ON  JORDAN'S  BANKS. 

Ok  Jordon’s  banks  the  Arab's  camels  stray. 

On  Sion's  hill  the  False  One’s  votaries  pmy, 

The  Ba;d-adorcr  bows  on  Sinai’s  steep — [sleep : 
Yet  there— even  there  — Oh  God  I thy  thunders 

There — where  thy  finger  scorch’d  the  tablet  stone  I 
There — where  thy  shadow  to  thy  i>cople  shone! 
j Tlty  glory  shrouded  in  Its  garb  of  Arc  : 

I Thyself— none  living  see  and  not  expire  1 

Oh  1 In  the  lightning  let  thy  glance  appear ; 

Sweep  from  bb  shiver’d  hand  the  oppressor's  spear ! 
How  long  by  tyrants  shall  thy  land  be  trod  t 
j How  long  thy  temple  wo^shlplc^s,  Oh  God  ? 

^ i ( J«*phUuu  a hsiUrii  son  of  GilfAd.  haring  been  wrnngfuUy 
i expelled  from  hu  father's  house,  had  taken  refuge  in  a wild 
I rvuntty,  and  become  a noted  captain  of  freebooters.  His  kin- 
! dred.  groaning  under  foreign  oppres»inn,  began  to  look  to 
I their  valiant,  though  laalm  compatriot,  vIimc  profession. 

according  to  their  usage,  was  no  more  dishonourable  than 
I that  of  a pirate  in  the  elder  days  of  Greece.  They  sent  for 
;i  him.  and  inaile  him  head  of  tiielr  city.  Before  he  went  forth 
I agunkt  the  Ammonites,  be  made  the  memorable  vow,  (hat.  If 
||  he  returned  victorious,  be  would  sacrifice  as  a buret  uflcrlng 

I 


JEPHTHA’S  DAUGHTER.  > 

Sisc*  our  Country,  our  God  — Oh,  my  Sire  I 
Demand  that  thy  Daughter  expire  ; 

Since  thy  triumph  was  bought  by  thy  vow  — 
Strike  the  bosom  that ’s  bared  for  thee  now  I 
And  the  voic«  of  my  mourning  b o'er. 

And  the  mountains  behold  me  no  more : 

If  the  band  that  1 love  lay  me  low, 

There  cannot  be  pain  In  the  blow  t 
And  of  this,  oh,  my  Father ! be  sure  — 

That  the  blocxl  of  thy  child  is  as  pure 
As  the  blessing  I beg  ere  it  flow. 

And  the  la.<<t  thought  that  soothes  me  below. 
Though  the  virgins  of  Salem  lament. 

Be  the  judge  and  the  hero  unbent ! 

I have  won  the  great  battle  for  thee. 

And  my  Father  and  Countr>'  are  free ! 

%Vhen  this  blood  of  thy  giving  hath  gush'd. 
When  the  voice  that  thou  lovest  is  hush’d. 
Let  my  memoiy  still  be  thy  pride, 

Aud  forget  not  I smiled  as  1 died  ! 


OH  ! SNATCH’D  AWAY  IN  BEAUTY’S  BLOOM.  1 
Om  ! snatch'd  away  in  beauty's  bloom. 

On  thee  shall  press  no  i>ondcrous  tomb ; 

But  on  thy  turf  shall  roses  rear 
Their  leaves,  the  earliest  of  the  year ; 

And  the  wild  cypress  wave  in  tender  gloom  : j 

And  ofl  by  yon  blue  gushing  stream 

Shall  Sorrow  lean  her  drooping  head,  | 

And  feed  d«:p  thought  with  many  a dream,  i 

And  lingering  pause  and  lighUy  tread  ; I 

Fond  wretch  I as  If  her  step  disturb'd  the  dead  ! | 
Away ! wc  know  that  tears  are  vain. 

That  death  nor  heeds  nor  hears  dlstrc^ : j 

M'lll  this  umcach  u*  to  complain  ? 

t)r  make  one  mounier  weep  the  less  ? 

And  thou — who  tell’st  me  to  forget, 

Thy  looks  are  wan,  thine  eye*  are  wet 


MT  SOUL  IS  DARK.  , 

Mr  soul  is  dark — Oh  I quickly  itring  i 

The  harp  I yet  can  brook  to  hear ; 

And  let  thy  gentle  fingers  fling 

It*  raelUng  murmurs  o'er  mine  ear. 

If  in  tfab  heart  a hope  be  dear. 

That  sound  shall  charm  It  forth  again : 

If  in  these  eyes  there  lurk  a tear, 

’Twill  flow,  and  cea.*c  to  burn  my  brain. 

But  bid  tbc  strain  be  wild  and  deep, 

Nor  let  thy  notes  of  joy  be  first: 

I toll  thee,  minstrel,  I must  weep, 

Or  else  this  heavy  heart  will  burst ; 

whatever  first  met  him  on  hU  entrance  into  his  native  city.  ' 
tie  gained  a (pleodjii  victory.  At  the  news  of  it,  his  ouly  I 
ilauimtcr  came  dancing  forth,  in  the  gUdiicsa  of  heart,  and  ' 
with  jonind  instruments  of  music,  to  salute  tlic  deliverer  of  ■ 
his  people.  The  miserable  fiUher  rent  hU  rluthei  in  agtmy  ; 
but  the  noble-spirited  maiden  would  not  hear  of  the  disreganl  | 
of  Uie  vow ; she  only  dentandwl  a short  I'erlod  to  iK'WadI  uj>on  ! 
the  mountnlnt.  like  the  Aiitifone  of  ^nhoclM,  her  dying 
without  hope  of  becoming  a ttrlde  or  motner,  and  then  suL^  , 
mlttcd  to  her  fate.  — Milman.]  i 
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For  it  hath  been  hy  sorrow  nursed, 
And  ached  in  sleepless  silence  long  ; 


SONG  OF  SAUL  BEFORE  HIS  LAST  BATTIX. 


And  now  *tis  doom'd  to  know  the  worst. 
And  break  at  once — or  yield  to  stmg.  ^ 


I SAW  THEE  WEF-P. 

I SAW  thee  weep  — the  big  bright  tear 
Came  o’er  that  eye  of  blue  ; 

‘ And  then  methought  it  did  appear 

' A violet  dropping  dew  : 

I SAW  thee  smile  — the  sapphire's  blaxe 
I Beside  thcc  ceased  to  shine  ; 

: It  could  not  match  the  living  rays 

That  Ail'd  that  glance  of  thine. 

As  clouds  fro  IT  yonder  sun  receive 
j A deep  and  mellow  dye. 

Which  scarce  the  shade  of  coming  c\*c 
Can  banish  from  the  >*k)% 
j Those  smiles  unto  the  moodiest  mind 

1 Their  own  pure  joy  Impart ; 

I Their  sunshine  leaves  a glow  behind 

That  lightens  o’er  the  heart. 


, TllY  DAYS  ARE  DONE. 

, Tut  days  are  done,  thy  fame  begun ; 

Thy  country’s  strains  rm>nl 
The  triumphs  of  her  cho.<»en  Son, 

^ The  slaughters  of  his  sword  ! 

The  deeds  he  did.  the  Adds  he  won, 

I The  freedom  he  restored  ! 

Though  thou  art  falFn,  while  wc  arc  free 
Thou  Shalt  not  taste  of  death ! 

The  generous  blood  that  Aow’d  from  thcc 
Disdain’d  to  sink  beneath : 

Within  our  veins  Its  currents  be, 

Thy  spirit  on  our  breath  1 

Thy  name,  our  charging  hosts  along, 

; tihall  be  the  battle>word  I 

Thy  fall,  the  theme  of  choral  song 
From  virgin  voices  pour’d  1 
To  weep  would  do  thy  glory  wrong ; 

I Thou  shalt  not  be  deplored. 

I t**  It  WAS  generally  eorKcIved  that  Lord  Dyron'*  reported 
singularities  ai>pruAcltrd  on  seme  occasions  to  deransemenl  t 
and  at  erne  peti«>d.  indeed,  U was  very  currently  asserted  mat 
his  intellects  were  actuallr  impaired.  The  report  only  served 
to  amuse  hit  Lordship,  lie  referred  to  the  cirriimstanM,  and 
declared  that  he  would  try  how  a madnian  could  write  : self* 
Ing  the  pen  with  eagerness,  he  for  a moment  fixed  hli  eyes  in 
■sajostk  wildness  on  vacancy;  when,  like  a Hash  of  inspiration, 
without  erasing  a single  word,  the  above  verses  were  the  re- 
mit.’* — Natmaj*.]  I 

* [Maiinteil  with  that  imatlable  desire  of  searchins  into  the  | 
secrets  of  futurity.  itiM*|»arable  from  uticivliisr^  tuau,  Saul  ' 
knew  not  to  what  quarter  to  turn.  The  priests,  outlawed  by 
his  crueity,  had  forsaken  him  : the  prophets  st<^  ^oof ; no 
dreams  vuHed  hit  couch;  be  had  persecuted  even  the  un* 
lawful  diviners.  He  hears  at  last  of  n female  necruniaorer, 
a woman  with  the  spirit  of  Ob  ; strangely  simlUr  hi  sound  to 
the  Ubeah  women  in  the  West  Indies.  To  the  cave^lw  eiUng 
of  this  woman.  In  Fndor,  the  monarch  proceeds  In  disguise. 
He  commands  her  to  raise  the  spirit  of  Samuel.  At  this  dar- 
ing drroaml,  the  wunun  first  recognises,  or  pretends  to  re- 
! cognise,  her  royal  visitor.  *•  W*bora  »eeit  tmiii  ? '*  says  the 
I king.—"  Mighty  ones  asoendlng  fVom  the  earth.*’.—**  Of  what 
I form?"— '**Au  old  maa  covered  with  a mantle.'*  Saul,  In 

U' 


W’AitafoRs  and  chiefs!  should  the  shaft  or  the  sword  | 
Pierce  me  in  leading  the  host  of  the  Lord,  ' 

Heed  not  the  corse,  though  a king's  in  your  path  : j 

Bury  your  steel  In  the  bosoms  of  Guth  t 

Thou  who  art  bearing  my  buckler  and  Iww, 

Should  the  soldier*  of  Saul  look  away  from  the  foe,  1 
Stretch  me  that  moment  In  blood  at  Ihy  feet  I ; 

Mine  be  the  doom  which  they  dured  not  to  mi*et.  ] 

Farewell  to  others,  but  never  wc  part, 

Heir  to  my  royalty,  son  of  my  heart ! 

Bright  Ls  the  diadem,  boundless  the  sway,  I 

Or  kingly  the  death,  which  awaits  us  tiwlay  2 J 


SAUL.  * f 

Thoo  whose  spell  can  raise  the  dead,  [ 

Bid  the  prophet’s  form  apiwar.  ' 

“ Samuel,  raise  thy  buried  head  ! [ 

King,  behold  the  phantom  seer  I**  | 

Earth  yawn'd  ; he  stood  the  centre  of  a cloud : ij 

Light  changed  Its  hue,  retiring  from  hU  shroud. 

]>i-ath  shtod  all  gUissy  In  his  fixed  eye ; 

HU  hand  was  wither’d,  and  his  veins  were  dry;  i 

HU  foot.  In  Umy  whitenos,  glitter’d  there,  [ 

Shmnkcn  and  sinewles-s  and  ghastly  Imre ; | 

From  lips  that  moved  not  and  unbreathing  frame. 

Like  cavern'd  winds,  the  hollow  accents  rame. 

S.'iul  saw,  and  fell  to  earth,  a.s  falls  the  oak,  | 

At  once,  and  blasted  by  the  thunder-stroke.  j 

“ Why  Is  my  sleep  disquieted  ? j 

Who  U he  that  calls  the  dead  ? 

Is  it  thou,  O King?  Behold, 

Bloodless  are  these  limbs,  and  cold . 

Such  are  mine ; and  such  shall  be 
Thine  to-morrow,  when  with  me ; 

Ere  the  coming  day  Is  done. 

Such  shalt  thou  be,  such  thy  son. 

Fare  thee  well,  but  fur  a day. 

Then  we  mix  our  mouldering  clay.  j 

Thou,  thy  race,  Ue  pale  and  low,  > 

Pierced  by  shafts  of  many  a bow ; j 

And  the  falchion  by  thy  side 
To  thy  heart  thy  band  shall  guide:  il 

Crownless,  breathless,  headless  fall.  ! > 

Son  and  sire,  the  bouse  of  Saul  1”  9 |j 

i; 

terror,  bow*  down  hit  head  to  the  earth  ; and,  It  should  seem, 
not  daring  to  look  up,  iweive*  from  the  voice  of  the  spectre  ^ 
the  awful  Intimation  of  his  defeat  and  death.  On  the  reality  n 
of  this  apiMfltion  we  pretend  uot  to  decide  : the  llgiire.  If  fi-  i| 
gurc  there  were,  was  nut  seen  by  Saul;  and,  exo’pHag  the  l! 
event  nf  the  apuroarhing  luttle,  the  spirit  said  nothing  which 
the  living  prophet  had  nut  said  before,  repeatedly  and  pub- 
licly. Uut  the  fact  U Curluus,  as  showing  the  |H>piilar  belief 
of  the  Jews  in  departed  spirits  to  hast-  been  the  same  with 
that  of  most  other  nations.  — Milmxis.]  i 

* [**  Stnee  we  have  spoken  of  witrhes,**  said  I/ord  Bjron,  at 
Cepnalonia,  in  lHa3,  *•  what  think  you  of  the  witch  of  fcmior  ? 

1 have  always  liiuught  this  the  finesl  and  most  finished  wltch- 
seene  that  ever  was  written  or  mnccired  ; and  yuu  will  be  of 
my  onlnion,  if  you  consider  all  the  circiimsuncet  and  the  ac- 
tors (d  the  case,  together  with  the  gravity.  simpUdty.  and  dig- 
nity  of  the  language.  It  beats  all  the  ghost  scenes  l ever  read. 
The  finest  conception  <m  a similar  subject  is  that  of  (Juethe's 
I>evil,  .Mrphistupheles ; and  though,  of  roune.  you  will  give 
the  Driorlty  to  tiie  furtner,  ai  being  Inspired,  yet  the  latter.  If 
you  Know  It.  will  api>ear  to  you  — at  lc.ia  It  does  to  me  — one  ' 
of  the  finest  arid  most  sublime  specimens  of  human  con-  . 
cepliuu."]  I 

H h I 
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« ALL  IS  VANITY.  SAITH  THE  PREACHER." 

VISION  OF  BELSHAZZAR. 

FA»ir,  wisdom,  love,  and  power  were  mine, 

Tuk  King  was  on  bis  throne, 

And  health  and  youth  pomessM  me ; 

The  Satraps  throng’d  the  hall ; 

My  goblets  blush’d  flrom  every  vine, 

A thousand  bright  lamps  shone 

And  lovely  forms  caress'd  me ; 

O'er  that  high  festival. 

I sunn’d  tny  heart  In  beauty’s  eyes. 

A thousand  cups  of  gold. 

And  felt  my  soul  grow  tender ; 

In  Judah  deem’d  divine— 

AH  earth  can  give,  or  mortal  prise. 

Jehovah's  vessels  hold 

Was  mine  of  regal  splendour. 

The  godless  Heathen's  wine. 

I strive  to  number  o’er  what  days 

In  that  same  hour  and  hall,  >1 

Remembrance  can  dUcover, 

The  Angers  of  a hand  H 

Which  all  that  life  or  earth  displays 

Came  forth  against  the  wall,  ll 

Would  Itire  me  to  live  over. 

And  wrote  as  if  on  sand : 

I There  rose  no  day,  there  roll’d  no  hour 

The  Angers  of  a man  ; — 

Of  pleasure  unembitter’d ; 

A solitary  hand 

And  not  a trapping  deck’d  my  power 

Along  the  letters  ran, 

I That  gall'd  not  while  It  glitter'd. 

And  traced  them  like  a wand. 

^ The  serpent  of  the  field,  by  art 

The  monarch  saw,  and  shook. 

1 And  spells,  h won  from  harming ; 

And  baite  no  more  rgoice; 

1 But  that  which  coils  around  the  heart. 

All  bloodless  wax’d  hts  look,  | 

j Oh  I who  hath  power  of  charming  ? 

And  tremulous  hU  voice.  i 

I*,  will  not  ll?t  to  wi-iUom’s  lore, 

“ Ixrt  the  men  of  lore  apj>ear. 

Nor  music's  voice  can  lure  It ; 

The  wisest  of  the  earth, 

But  there  it  stings  for  evennore 

And  exiK>und  the  words  of  fear. 

The  soul  that  mu^t  endure  it. 

^N'hich  mar  our  royal  mirth.*’ 

Chaldea’s  sccra  arc  good, 

,1 

' WHEN  COLDNESS  WRAPS  THIS  SUFFERING 

But  here  they  have  no  skill ; | 

And  the  unknown  letU‘n  stood 

CLAY. 

Untold  and  awful  still. 

1 Wiitjt  coldness  wraps  this  suffering  clay. 

And  Batiel's  men  of  age  { 

i Ah  ! whither  stni}*8  the  immortal  mind  ? 

Are  wise  and  deep  In  lore ; 

1 It  cannot  die.  U cannot  stay, 

But  now  they  were  not  sage,  ' 

But  leaNYs  its  darken'd  dust  behind. 

They  saw  — but  knew  no  mure.  I 

Then,  unembodied,  doth  it  trace 

j 

By  steps  each  planet's  heavenly  way  ? 

A captive  in  the  land, 

Or  1111  at  once  the  realms  of  space. 

A stranger  and  a youth, 

A thing  of  eyes,  that  all  survey  ? 

He  heard  the  king's  command, 

He  saw  that  writing’s  truth. 

Elcmal,  boiirdlcss,  undecay'd. 

The  tamps  around  were  bright. 

A thought  unseen,  but  seeing  all, 

The  prophecy  in  view ; 

All,  all  in  earth,  cr  skies  display'd. 

He  read  It  on  that  night, — 

Shall  it  survey,  shall  it  recall : 

The  morrow  proved  it  true. 

Each  fainter  trace  that  memorj’  holds 
So  darkly  of  departed  years. 

i 

**  Belshazxar's  grave  is  made. 

In  one  broad  glance  the  sou!  beholds. 

HU  kingilom  pass'd  away. 

1 And  all,  that  was,  at  once  appears. 

He,  in  the  balance  weigh'd, 

Before  Creation  peopled  earth, 

Is  light  and  vrorthicss  clay. 
The  shroud  his  robe  of  state. 

Its  eye  shall  roll  through  chaos  back ; 

His  canopy  the  stone: 

And  where  the  furthest  heaven  had  birth, 

The  Mede  Is  at  bis  gate  1 

The  spirit  trace  its  rising  track. 

The  Persian  on  bis  throne  !" 

And  where  the  future  roars  or  makes, 
Its  glance  dilate  o’er  all  to  be. 

While  sun  is  quench'd  or  system  breaks. 
Fix'd  In  its  own  eternity. 

SUN  OF  THE  SLEEPLESS! 

Above  or  Love,  Hoik*,  Hate,  or  Fear, 

Sum  of  the  sleepless!  melancholy  star! 

it  lives  all  passionless  and  pure : 

Whose  tearful  beam  glows  tremulously  for, 

An  age  shall  fleet  like  earthly  year ; 

That  show’st  the  darkness  thou  cunst  not  dispel. 

Its  years  a.«  moments  shall  endure. 

How  like  art  thou  to  joy  remember’d  well  1 

Away,  away,  without  a wing. 

So  gleams  the  past,  the  light  of  other  days 

O'er  all,  through  all,  its  thought  shall  fly; 

Which  shines  but  warms  not  with  Its  oowertM*  . 

A nameless  and  eternal  thing. 

A night-beam  Sorrow  watcheth  to  behold. 

1 Forgetting  what  It  was  to  die. 

^ - . 

Distinct,  but  dUtant — clear  — but  oh,  how  cold  ! 

“ — ' 
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HEBREW  MELODIES. 


WERE  MT  BOSOM  AS  FALSE  AS  TIIOD 
DEEM’ST  IT  TO  BE. 
my  bosom  as  false  as  thou  deem’st  it  to  be, 

I need  not  have  wander'd  from  fax  Galilee  \ 

It  was  but  alluring  my  creed  to  eifUce 

The  curse  which,  thou  say’st.  Is  the  crime  of  my  race. 

If  the  bad  never  triumph,  then  God  is  with  thee ! 

If  the  slave  only  sin.  thou  art  spotless  and  free  I 
If  the  Exile  on  earth  Is  an  Outcast  on  high, 

Live  on  in  thy  faith,  but  In  mine  1 will  die. 

I have  lost  for  that  fidth  more  than  thou  canst  Wstow, 
As  the  God  who  permits  thee  to  prosper  doth  know ; 
In  his  hand  Is  my  heart  and  ray  hojw  — and  In  thine 
The  land  and  the  life  which  ^r  him  1 resign. 


HEROD’S  LAMENT  FOR  MARIAMNE.  * 

Oil,  Mariamne ! now  for  thee 

The  heart  for  which  thou  blcd'st  Is  bleeding ; 
Revenge  is  lost  In  agony. 

And  wild  remorse  to  rage  succeeding. 

Oh,  Mariamne ! where  art  thou  ? 

Thou  canst  not  hear  ray  bitter  pleading: 

.\h ! couldst  thou  — thou  wouldst  pardon  now, 
Though  Heaven  were  to  my  prayer  unhet'dtng. 

And  is  she  dead ?— and  did  they  dare 
Ol»ey  my  frenay’s  jealous  ra\1ng  ? 

My  wrath  but  doom’d  my  own  despair: 

The  sword  that  smote  her 't  o’er  me  waving.  — 
But  thou  art  cold,  my  murder’d  love  ! 

And  this  dark  heart  is  vainly  craving 
For  her  who  soars  alone  above, 

And  leaves  my  soul  unworthy  saving. 

She ‘s  gone,  who  shared  my  diadem ; 

She  sunk,  with  her  my  joys  entombing  % 

1 swept  that  flower  fn»m  Judah’s  stem, 

Whose  leaves  for  me  alone  were  blooming ; 

And  mine ‘s  the  guilt,  and  mine  the  bell. 

This  bosom’s  desolation  dooming ; 

And  I have  earn’d  those  tortures  well. 

Which  unconsumed  arc  still  consuming  I 


ON  THE  DAY  OF  THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  | 
JERUSALEM  BY  TITUS.  j 

FaoM  the  last  hlU  that  looks  on  thy  once  holy  dome 
I beheld  thee,  oh  Sion  I when  render’d  to  Rome : 

’T  was  thy  last  sun  went  down,  and  the  flames  ofthy  fall 
Flash’d  back  on  the  last  glance  1 gave  to  thy  wall. 

I look’d  for  thy  temple,  I look’d  for  my  home. 

And  forgot  for  a moment  my  bondage  to  come ; 

I beheld  but  the  death-flre  that  fed  on  thy  fane, 

And  the  fast^tcr'd  hands  that  made  vengeance  In  vain. 

On  many  an  eve,  the  high  spot  whence  I ga»d 
j Had  reflected  the  last  beam  of  day  as  it  blazed ; 

! While  I stood  on  the  height,  and  beheld  the  decline 
Of  the  rays  from  the  mountain  that  shone  on  thy  shrine. 

1 

« [Martamne.  the  wife  of  Herod  the  Great,  falling  under 
the  euipldoo  of  hifidelier.  wa*  pul  to  death  by  bis  order.  She 
was  a woman  of  unrWallrd  beatity.  and  a haughty  spirit:  ui^ 
happy  in  being  the  ob)rct  of  passionate  attachment,  which 
boT^red  on  freniy.  to  a man  who  had  more  or  leM  concern  In 


And  now  on  that  mountain  I stood  on  that  day. 

But  I mark'd  not  the  twilight  beam  melting  away ; 
Oh  ! would  that  the  lightning  had  glarcii  in  its  stead. 
And  the  thunderbolt  burst  on  the  conqueror's  head  t 

But  the  gods  of  the  Pagan  shall  never  profane 
The  shrine  where  Jehovah  disdain’d  not  to  reign ; 
And  scatter’d  and  scorn’d  as  thy  jKople  may  be. 

Our  worship,  oh  Father!  Is  only  for  thee. 


BY  THE  RIVERS  OF  B.\BYL()N  WE  SAT 
DOWN  AND  WEPT. 

Wb  sat  down  and  wept  by  the  waters 
Of  Babel,  and  thought  of  the  day 
ift'hen  our  foe,  in  the  hue  of  hU  shiughtcrs. 
Made  Salem’s  high  places  his  prey  ; 

And  ye,  oh  her  desolate  daughters  I 
Were  scatter’d  all  weeping  away. 

WTiile  sadly  we  gazed  on  the  river 
Which  roll’ll  on  In  freedom  below, 

They  demanded  the  song  ; but,  oh  never 
That  trliimph  the  strtmger  shall  know  ! 

May  this  right  hand  he  wither’il  for  ever. 

Ere  it  string  our  high  ban:  for  the  foe  ! 

On  the  willow  that  harp  Ls  s«-q>ended, 

Oh  Salem  I its  sound  should  be  fi^'c  ; 

And  the  hour  when  thy  glories  were  ended 
But  left  me  that  token  of  thee  : 

And  ne'er  shall  Its  soft  tones  be  blended 
With  the  voice  of  the  siwller  by  me  ! 


THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  SENNACHERIB. 

Tub  Assyrian  came  down  like  the  wolf  on  the  fold. 
And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  In  punde  and  gold ; 
And  the  sheen  of  their  sjiears  was  like  stars  on  the  sea. 
When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  deep  Galilee. 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  Summer  U green. 
That  host  with  their  banner*  at  sunset  were  seen  : 
Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  Autumn  hath  blown. 
That  host  on  the  morrow  lay  wither’d  and  strovrn. 

For  the  Angel  of  Death  spread  his  wings  on  the  blast. 
And  breathe<l  In  the  face  of  the  foe  as  he  pass’d ; 

And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepers  wax’d  deadly  and  chill. 
And  their  hearts  but  once  beav  d,  and  for  ever  grew 

itmi 

And  there  lay  the  steed  with  hU  nostril  all  wide. 

But  through  it  there  roil’d  not  the  breath  of  his  pride : 
And  the  foam  of  bis  gasping  lay  white  on  the  turf. 
And  cold  as  the  spray  of  the  rock-lH’.iting  sttrf. 

And  there  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pale, 

With  the  dew  on  his  brow  and  the  rust  on  his  mail ; 
And  the  tents  were  all  silent,  the  banners  aloue, 

The  lances  unllfted,  the  trumpet  unblown. 

And  the  sridows  of  Ashur  arc  loud  in  their  wail. 

And  the  Idols  are  broke  In  the  temple  of  Baal  j 
And  the  might  of  the  Gentile,  unsmote  li)-  the  sword. 
Hath  melted  like  snow  in  the  glance  of  the  I<ord  I 

the  murder  of  her  grandftuhrr.  father,  brother,  and  trorle,  and 
who  had  twice  commanded  her  dojuh.  In  oue  of  bis  own. 
F.ver  after,  K jrnd  was  haunted  by  th«*  of  the  murdered 

I Mariamne,  until  disorder  of  the  mind  brought  on  disorder  of 
body,  which  led  to  temporary  deranfement.  — MiLMA>.j 
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A SPIRIT  PASS'D  BEFORE  ME. 

FROM  JOB. 

A sriRiT  lous'd  before  me  : I beheld 
The  face  of  Immortalitjr'uuveiril^ 

I>eep  s!eep  came  down  on  every  ej-c  aave  mine  — 
And  there  it  stood,  — all  formless  — but  divine : 


Alonx  my  bones  the  creepiiv;  flesh  did  quake ; 

And  as  my  damp  hair  stiffen'd,  thus  it  siuke : 

**  Is  man  more  just  than  God  ? Is  man  more  pure 
Than  he  who  deems  even  Seraphs  insecure  ? 
Creatures  of  clay  — vain  dwellers  in  the  dustl 
The  moth  sunives  you,  and  arc  ye  more  just  ? 
Things  of  a day  1 you  wither  ere  the  night, 
Heedless  and  blind  to  Wisdom's  wasted  light  1 " t 


&omt0ti(  1816. 


FARE  THEE  \VELL.  ' 


Al-u  1 they  have  been  friend*  in  youth  ; 

Out  vhikppring  tongue*  can  poison  truth  ; 

And  eon^UtU'y  live*  In  realm*  alMve  ; 

And  lilr  i*  thorny  ; and  yuiith  t»  tain  : 

And  to  tie  wroth  with  mie  we  lure. 

Doth  work  like  madoeu  in  the  brain ; 

• • • • • 

But  never  either  found  another 
To  free  the  hollow  heart  from  p.'ilaing— 

They  *t»od  aloof,  the  *<*arB  remaining. 

Like  clUf*  which  had  liren  rent  asunder  ; 

A dreary  sea  now  flow*  l>etween. 

But  neither  he.it,  nor  froat.  nor  thunder. 

Shall  wholly  do  away,  I ween. 

The  marks  of  Uiat  which  orve  hath  been.** 

CoLKKilx>K'«  i'khtfaM. 


Frrk  thee  well ! and  If  fo.  ever, 

Still  for  ever,  fare  thee  well ; 

Even  though  unforgiving,  never 
'Golmt  thee  shall  my  hoirt  rebel. 

Would  that  breast  were  bart‘d  bt‘forc  thee 
Where  thy  head  so  oft  hath  lain. 

While  that  placid  sleep  came  o'er  thee 
Which  thou  ne'er  caiist  know  again ; 

Would  that  breast,  by  thee  glanced  over. 

Every  inmost  thought  could  show  ! 

Then  thon  wuuldst  at  last  dlM^over 
'Twas  not  well  to  spurn  it  so. 

r 

Though  the  worhl  for  this  commend  thee  — 
Though  it  smile  upon  the  blow, 

Even  its  pnd»es  must  oiTend  thee, 

Founded  on  another's  woe : 

Though  my  many  faults  drfliced  me. 

Could  no  other  arm  be  found, 

Than  the  one  which  once  embraced  me. 

To  inflict  a cureless  wound  ? 

I [The  Hebrew  Mrlodlet,  though  obviously  Inferior  to  Lord 
Byron's  other  work*.  dUpi»y  a «kili  in  versification  and  a 
mastery  in  dirtJon,  which  would  have  raised  an  Inferior  artiit 
to  the  very  summit  ofUUtincUoo.  — Jerragv.] 

* [It  W.OS  alKHtt  the  middle  of  April  that  his  two  celebrated 
copiec  of  ver»e«.  *' Karr  thee  well,’*  and  “A  Sketch."  RUtie 
their  appenraru'e  in  the  iirwsfiai'eri ; and  while  the  latter 
poem  was  generally,  and,  it  mu*t  l>e  owned.  Justly  condemned, 
Bi  a sort  m literary  .v«cauU  on  on  obscure  feinale,  whose  situ* 
arirm  ought  to  have  placed  her  At  much  Acjoco/A  hi*  satire,  as 
the  uiidignifleit  mode  of  hi«  attack  certainly  raised  her 
it.  with  regard  to  the  other  [loem,  oplulons  were  a good  deal 
more  divided.  To  many  it  appeamf  a (train  of  true  conjugal 
tenderness,  — a kind  of  apneal  which  no  woman  with  a heart 
could  resist;  while,  tqr  others,  on  the  contrary.it  WMcun- 
•tderevi  to  be  a mere  showy  eflflision  of  sentiment,  as  difficult 

for  real  feeling  to  have  protiiuv^  as  it  was  easy  fur  I'ancy  and 
art,  and  altogether  unworthy  of  the  deep  inlcrcsts  involved  in 
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Yet,  oh  yet,  thysoif  deceive  not; 

Love  may  sink  by  slow  decay, 

But  by  sudden  wrench,  believe  nt>t 
Hearts  can  thus  be  torn  away : 

Sini  tlilne  own  its  life  retalncth— > 

.Still  must  mine,  though  bleeding,  beat ; 

And  the  undying  thought  which  ;>aimth 
I*  — that  we  no  more  may  meet. 

Thc'io  are  words  of  deeper  sorrow 
Than  the,  wall  above  the  dead ; 

Both  shall  live,  but  every  morrow 
Wake  us  frtim  a widow  ’d  bed. 

And  when  thou  would  fkilace  gather, 

When  our  chlld'a  first  arernts  flow. 

Wilt  thou  teach  her  to  say  ••  Father  ! ** 

Though  his  care  she  must  forego  ? 

When  her  little  hands  shall  press  thee. 

When  her  lip  to  thine  is  prc'.s'd. 

Think  of  him  whose  prayer  shall  bleast  thee, 
Think  of  him  thy  love  haul  Idess'd  ! 

.Should  her  lineaments  resemble 
Those  thou  never  more  may'st  see. 

Then  thy  heart  i#lH  softly  tremble 
With  a pulse  yet  true  to  me. 

All  my  faults  perchance  thou  knowest. 

All  my  madness  none  can  know  ; 

All  ray  ho;>es,  where’er  thou  goest. 

Wither,  yet  with  thet  they  go. 

Every’  feeling  hath  been  shaken  ; 

Pride,  which  not  a world  could  bow, 

Bows  to  thee— by  thee  foncaken. 

Even  my  soul  forsakes  me  now : 

the  fuhjret.  To  thi*  Utter  opinion  I confess  my  own  to  bare 
at  Cr»l,  Btrongiy  incHnwl ; and  tuepicious  as  I cmild  m«  help 
thinking  the  sentiment  that  could,  at  Buch  a moment.  Irdulge 
in  *ui'h  ver*e*.  the  toBte  that  promptnl  or  Bancthmed  their 
publicallan  appeared  to  me  even  Btlll  more  qt;e*tiunab!e.  On 
reading,  however,  hU  oam  account  of  all  the  circtimBtA»c«*  in 
the  MemorawU.  I found  that  on  both  ptiinti  I had.  in  com* 
inon  wiih  a large  ;»ortion  of  the  public,  d«iiw  him  fnjmtice. 
He  there  deicribed.  and  in  a manner  whoM  Binrerity  there 
• a*  noitoubitug.  the  aweil  of  lender  recollertiont  unwr  the 
influence  of  which,  a*  he  aat  oue  night  muilng  in  his  »m«1y, 
these  stanzas  acre  produml,— the  leoTB,  as  he  s^i  foiling 
fast  over  the  p.i|wr  as  he  wrote  them.  Neither  did  It'aimcar 
from  that  acc<>uot.  to  have  ijeen  from  am-  wt*h  nr  intention  of 
hi*  own.  Init  through  the  injtullcfous  teal  of  a friend  whom  he 
hail  suffered  to  t^eacopy.  that  the  ver*e*  met  the  wilvHc 
eye.  — M«kiRR.  The  a(q>earaiice  of  the  .MS.  eotiflrms  IhU 
account  of  the  ctrrunnuinces  under  which  it  was  writtco  It 
is  blotted  all  over  with  the  marks  of  tears.] 
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] But  'tbi  done  — all  wordi*  are  idle  — 

I Wonin  from  me  are  vainer  still » 

‘ But  the  thuui^bts  wc  cannot  bridle 
Force  their  way  without  the  wilt 

1 Fare  thee  well  I — thus  {lisun{te<^ 

* > Tom  from  every  nearer  tie,  ' ^ 

, Sear’d  in  heart,  and  lone,  and  bllKhted,  > 

More  than  thU  1 scarce  can  die. 

March  17»  1SI9. 


A SKETCH.  1 


“ Honeit  — hon««t  laeo  I 
If  thff*  thou  be'tt  a oeTll.  I can  Dot  kill  thee.'* 

SHAasraAsa. 


* Boay  in  the  garret.  In  the  kitchen  bred, 

I Promoted  thence  to  deck  her  mistreM*  head  ; 

I Next  — for  some  gracious  service  unexpress’d, 

I And  from  its  wages  only  to  be  guess’d  — 

I Raised  from  the  toilette  to  the  table,  — where 
I Her  wondering  betters  wait  behind  her  chair. 

With  eye  unmoved,  and  forehead  unabash’d. 

She  dines  from  off  the  plate  she  lately  w;uh’d. 

1 Quidk  with  the  tele,  and  ready  with  the  lie  — 
i The  genial  confUlante,  and  general  spy  — 

Who  could,  ye  gods  1 her  next  empUtyment  guess  — 
An  only  Infant's  earliest  governess ! 

She  Uught  the  child  to  read,  and  taught  so  well. 

That  she  herself,  by  teaching,  Icam’d  to  spell. 

An  adept  next  In  penmanship  she  grows. 

As  many  a nameless  slander  deftly  shows : 

I What  she  had  made  the  pupil  of  her  art, 

I None  know  — but  that  high  Soul  secured  the  heart, 

I And  panted  for  the  truth  U could  not  hear, 

I With  longing  breiwt  and  undcluded  ear. 
j Foil’d  was  perversion  by  that  youthful  mind. 

Which  Flatter)’  foid'd  not — Baseness  could  not  l»Hnd, 
I)l^'elt  infect  not  — near  Contagion  soil  — 

Indulgence  weaken  — nor  Example  siwil  — 

: Nor  master’d  Science  tempt  her  to  look  down 

i On  humbler  talents  with  a pitying  frown  — 

Nor  Genius  swell  — nor  Beauty  render  vain — 

Nor  tuvy  rulBc  to  retaliate  pain  — 

Nor  Fortune  change  — IMde  raise  — nor  Passion  bow, 
j Nor  Virtue  teach  nusterity  — till  now. 

I Serenely  purest  of  her  sex  that  live, 
j But  wanting  one  sweet  weakness  — to  forgive, 

! Too  shock’d  at  faults  her  soul  can  never  know, 

She  deems  that  all  could  be  like  her  below ; 

I Foe  to  all  vice,  yet  hardly  Virtue’s  friend, 
j For  Virtue  pardons  those  she  would  antend. 

But  to  the  theme: — now  laid  aside  too  long, 

The  baleful  burthen  of  this  honest  song  — 

I Though  all  her  former  functions  are  no  more, 

I She  rules  the  circle  which  she  served  before. 

I If  mothers  — none  know  why  — before  her  quake ; 

If  daughters  dread  her  for  the  mothers’  sake ; 

If  early  habits — those  false  llnk-s  which  bind 
At  times  the  loftiest  to  the  meanest  mind — 

* f“  1 »ond  ymi  my  la*t  night’s  dream,  and  request  to  h.sve 
fl<tv  copiet  struck  off.  for  private  df»tribuUon.  IwtihMr. 
tadlirJ  to  look  At  them.  They  are  from  life.’*—  /.orj  ^yron 
to  Vr.  .VKrrnjr,  March  30, 

• [ In  flrtt  draught  — ‘‘wellerlns."  — **  I doubt  aNmt  * wel- 
j tering.’  We  «ay  ‘ weltering  in  blotxl ; * but  do  not  they  al»o 
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Have  given  her  power  too  deeply  to  Instil 
The  angry  essence  of  her  deadly  will ; 

If  like  a snake  she  steal  within  your  walls,  j; 

Till  the  black  slime  betray  her  as  she  crawls;  ) 

If  like  a viper  to  the  heart  she  wind,  || 

And  leave  the  venom  there  she  did  not  find ; , 

l^ltet  marvel  that  this  hag  of  hatred  works  ^ | 

Eternal  evil  latent  as  she  lurks,  | 

To  make  a Pandemonium  where  she  dwells,  | 

And  reign  the  Hecate  of  dumcbtlc  hells  ? | 

Skill’d  by  a touch  to  dt'cpcn  scandal's  tints  { 

With  all  the  kind  mendacity  of  hints,  [smiles — 
While  mingling  truth  with  falsehood  — sneers  with  | 
A thread  of  candour  with  a web  of  wiles ; 

A plain  blunt  show  of  briefly. spoken  seeming,  I! 

To  hide  her  bloodies  heart’s  soul'bardcn’d  scheming;  l| 
A Up  of  lies  — a face  form’d  to  conceal ; 1 

And,  without  feeling,  mock  at  all  who  feel : j 

With  a vile  mask  the  Gorgon  would  disown ; 

A cheek  of  |tarchment  — and  an  eye  of  stone.  f 

Mark,  how  the  channels  of  her  yellow  blood 
(K>ze  to  her  skin,  and  stagnate  there  to  mud,  , 

Cased  like  the  centipede  in  saffron  mall, 

Or  darker  greenness  of  the  scorpion’s  scale  — 

(For  drawn  from  reptiles  only  may  we  trace 
Congenial  colours  in  that  soul  or  face)  — 

Look  on  her  features  ! and  behold  her  mind 

As  in  a mlm>r  of  itself  defined : : 

IxK)k  on  the  picture  I deem  it  not  o’erchargfd  — 

There  is  no  trait  which  might  not  be  enlarged : j 

Yet  true  to  **  Nature’s  journeymen,”  who  made  i 

This  monster  when  their  mistress  left  off  trade — jj 

ThU  female  dog-star  of  her  little  sky,  j! 

Where  all  beneath  her  influence  droop  or  die.  '\ 

t)h  ! wretch  without  a tear  — without  a thought. 

Save  joy  above  the  ruin  thou  host  wrought  — 

The  time  shall  come,  nor  long  remote,  when  thou 
Shalt  feci  far  more  than  thou  inflictest  now;  , 

Feel  for  thy  vile  R-If-lovlug  self  in  vain,  j 

And  turn  thee  howling  In  unpitied  pain.  j 

May  the  strong  curse  of  cru.’*h’d  affections  Light 
Bac  k on  thy  bosom  with  reflected!  blight  I * 

And  make  thee  In  thy  Icptwy  of  mind  j 

A-s  loathsome  to  thyR-lf  a»  to  mankind  ! 

Till  aU  thy  sclf-thoughts  curdle  into  hate. 

Black  — as  thy  will  for  others  would  create : | 

Till  thy  hard  heart  be  ralcincd  into  dust,  , 

And  thy  soul  welter  lu  its  hideous  crast 
Oh,  may  thy  grave  be  sleepless  as  the  bod. 

The  widow’d  couch  of  fire,  that  them  hast  spread  1 ! 

Then,  when  thou  tiln  wouldat  weary  Heaven  with 

prayer,  ! 

I>x)k  on  thine  earthly  victims — ami  desiKiIrl 
Down  to  the  dust !— and,  as  thou  rotfst  away,  j 

Even  worms  shall  perish  on  thy  jKjlsonous  day. 

But  for  the  love  I frire,  and  still  mu.st  liear. 

To  her  thy  malice  from  all  ties  would  tear — 

Thy  name  — thy  human  name — to  ever)’  eye 
The  climax  of  all  scorn  should  hang  on  high, 

Exalted  o'er  Ihy  less  abboir'd  compeers  — 

And  festering*  In  the  infamy  of  yesrs, 

March  29.  1918. 

' u»c ' weltering  In  Ihe  wind,*  * weltering  on  a gibbet  ? ‘ 1 bare 
nn  dictionary,  m)  look.  In  the  mean  time,  I have  put  ‘ re«>  I 

l lering  ; ’ which,  perhap*.  In  any  ca»e  1»  the  lK*»t  word  of  the 

I two.  Shak>peare  hat  It  often,  and  I do  not  think  it  too  tCniug 
for  the  litfure  In  thl«  Ihinit.  Quirk  ! quick  I quick  1 quick  r*  ; 

I —lA/ni  Byrvn  to  3/r.  Murray,  April  2.]  I; 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


I STANZAS  TO  AUGUSTA.  » 

WttrH  all  around  gn-w  drear  and  dark, 

I And  reason  tulf  withheld  her  ray.^ 

Anti  hope  but  shed  a dyinx  siuirk 
Which  more  luLtled  ni)  lonely  way ; 

In  that  deep  midnight  of  the  mind, 

And  that  internal  strife  of  heart. 

When  dre.*idinx  to  lie  deem'd  too  kind. 

The  weak  desimir— the  cold  depart ; 

When  fortune  chaiiffvd  — and  love  dotl  far. 

And  hatred's  shafts  flew  thick  and  fast. 

Thou  wert  the  »o!iUtr>'  star 

Which  rose  and  st't  not  to  the  last. 

Ob  1 blest  bo  thine  unbroken  light ! 

That  watch'd  me  as  a Mraph's  eye, 

I And  stood  between  me  and  the  night, 

i For  ever  shining  sweetly  nigh. 

And  when  the  cloud  upon  us  came, 

WTilch  strove  to  blacken  o'er  thy  ray  — 

Then  purer  spread  its  gentle  flame. 

And  dash'd  the  darkness  all  away. 

Still  may  thy  spirit  dwell  on  mine, 

And  teach  It  what  to  brave  or  bnw»k  — 

I There's  more  In  one  soft  word  of  thine 
Than  In  the  world’s  defied  r»  buke. 

Thou  stood'st,  as  stands  a lovely  tree. 

That  still  unbroke,  though  gently  bent, 

I Still  waves  with  fond  fidelity 

lU  boughs  above  a monument. 

The  winds  might  rend  — the  skies  might  pour. 
But  there  thou  wert — and  still  wouldKt  be 

Devotctl  In  the  stormiest  hour 

To  shed  thy  vreeptng  leaves  o’er  me. 

But  thou  and  thine  shall  know  no  blight, 

I Whatever  fate  on  me  may  fall ; 

I For  heaven  in  sun^hlne  will  ret|uite 

The  kind — and  Ibee  the  mo:<t  of  all. 

I Then  let  the  ties  of  b;ifflc»I  love 

} Be  broken  — thine  will  never  bre.^k  ; 

Thy  heart  can  feel — but  wlU  iiot-move; 

1 Thy  soul,  though  soft,  wlU  never  ^Uake, 

iAnd  these,  when  sU  was  lost  U^ide, 

' Were  found  amt  still  are  fix'd  in  thee ; — 

And  Waring  still  a breast  so  tried, 

I Earth  is  no  dcseit — rv'n  to  me. 


1 STANZAS  TO  AI:GUSTA.« 

j Tmoogm  the  day  of  my  destiny's  over, 

^ And  the  star  of  my  fate  hath  declined,* 

> [The  Poet's  siUer,  the  llonouralile  Mrs.  I..elgh.  — These 
. stanzas tW  pArting  tribute  to  her,  «hose  uiishMeo  tender- 
ues*  hail  tM*vn  the  author's  sr>le  cotu<il.*itioii  during  tlie  crisis 
> ^duTuesUr  mltery  — .were,  we  bcliere.  the  Ust  verses  written 
‘ Lord  B)Toit  Id  Eugland.  in  a note  to  >fr.  Kugers,  dateU 
' April  KUh.  he  says,  — " Mr  sUter  is  now  with  me.  and  leaves 
(own  to'tnorrow  : we  sh^tl  not  meet  again  for  some  time  at 
all  events.— (freer  aiwl.  under  these  nrcumiunces.  I Crust 
to  stand  excused  to  you  and  Mr.  Shertdati.  for  Udue  unable  to 
wait  upon  him  this  erenlng.'*  On  the  the  Poet  took  a 
, last  leave  o(  hU  naUre  ctiuotry.] 

' * (These  beautiful  verses,  to  exprcMlre  of  the  writer's 

wounded  fechnst  at  the  momeat,  were  written  In  ^uly^.  at  the 
CaiTipaime  Dtoaitt.  near  Ovnrva.  and  transmitted  to  England 
I for  pubUcatlou.  w ith  sutiie  other  pieces.  Be  careful,”  he 


\ Thy  soft  heart  rcfu.ncd  to  discover 

The  faults  which  so  many  could  find  ; 

Though  thy  soul  with  my  grief  was  acquainted, 

It  shrunk  nut  to  shore  it  with  me. 

And  the  love  which  my  spirit  hath  painted 
It  never  bath  found  but  in  thet. 

Then  when  nature  around  me  is  smiling,  | 

The  last  smile  which  an^wen  to  mine, 

1 do  not  believe  it  beguiling, 

Because  it  reminds  me  of  thine  i 
And  when  winds  are  at  war  with  the  ocean. 

As  the  breasts  I believed  in  with  me,  | 

If  their  billows  excite  nn  emotion,  I 

It  is  that  they  bear  me  fVom  ihee. 

Though  the  rock  of  my  lost  hope  is  shiver'd,  ^ 
And  its  fragments  are  sunk  in  the  wave,  | 

Though  I feel  that  my  soul  is  deliver'd  i 

To  pain  — It  sbull  not  l>e  its  slave. 

There  is  many  a pang  to  pursue  me : 

They  may  crush,  but  they  shall  not  contemn  — 
They  may  torture,  but  shall  not  subdue  me  — 

*Ti5  of  ihft  that  I think  — not  of  them.* 

Though  human,  thou  didst  not  deceive  me,  i 

Though  woman,  ihou  didst  not  forsake. 

Though  loved,  thou  furliorest  to  grieve  rae,  \ 

Though  slander'd,  Lhou  never  couldst  shake; 
Though  trusted,  thou  didst  not  disclaim  me. 

Though  parted,  it  was  not  to  fly. 

Though  watchful.  *t  was  not  to  defame  me, 

Kor,  mule,  that  the  world  might  belie.* 

Yet  1 i lame  not  the  world,  nor  despise  It,  | 

Nor  the  war  of  the  many  with  one  ; | 

If  my  soul  was  not  fitted  to  prixe  it,  : 

T WHa  folly  not  sooner  to  shun : | 

And  if  dearly  ib.at  cinir  hath  cost  me,  I 

And  more  than  1 once  could  foresee,  d 

1 have  found  that,  whatever  it  l(^t  me. 

It  could  not  deprive  me  of  Mre. 

Froni  the  wreck  of  the  pa>t,  which  hath  perivh’d, 
I’hus  much  I at  least  may  recall. 

It  hath  taught  me  that  what  I most  cherish'd 
De.'kcn  ed  to  be  dearest  of  all : 

In  the  desert  a fountain  is  •springing. 

In  the  wide  wa-^tc  there  still  Is  a tree, 

And  A bird  In  the  solitude  ringing, 

Which  sjiraks  to  my  apirU  of  t/oe.  , 

July  34.  ISIA  jj 

KriSTI.E  TO  AUGUSTA.* 

Mr  sister  ! my  sweet  sbter  I If  a name 
Dearer  and  purer  were,  It  should  be  thine;  I 

Mountains  and  sea.s  divide  us,  but  I claim  | 

No  tears,  but  tenderness  to  answer  mine : 

^ says,  *'  In  printing  the  itantai  brfdnnfne.  * Thouyh  th«  day  of 
I luydettluy 's.'*c..  «hk-b  1 think  well  oi  as  acomposiUofl.''] 

* (•'  Thouffh  the  days  of  my  glory  are  over. 

And  the  sun  of  my  bune  bath  det  Uned.”  — MS  ] I 

* [**  There  U many  a pang  to  poriue  me. 

And  many  a peril  tu  ftem  : * 

*]*h<r  may  torture,  bttt  shall  not  subdue  me , ■ 

They  may  crush,  but  they  sliall  out  contenm.” — MS.]  | 
['*  Thmifh  watchful.  H was  but  to  reclaim  me,  ; 

Kor,  inent,  to  sanction  a Be.”  — MS.] 

* f These  stanzas — “ Than  which,”  says  the  Qrtarlcrly 
Kerfew.  fur  January,  IMl,  “there  is,  perhaps,  nothing  niora 
mournfully  and  desolately  beautirul  In  the  whole  range  of  : 
l.ord  Byron's  poetry”— were  alio  written  at  Diodotl ; and  |> 
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00  «herc  I will,  to  mo  thou  art  thr  same  — 

A loved  regret  which  1 would  not  resign. 

There  yet  are  two  thing*  in  my  destiny,  — 

A wurid  to  roam  through,  and  a home  with  thee. 

The  first  were  nothing  — had  I still  the  last. 

It  were  the  haven  of  niy  happiness  j 
But  other  claims  and  other  ties  thou  hast. 

And  mine  Is  not  the  wish  to  make  them  less. 

A strange  doom  Is  Ihy  father’s  son's,  and  past 
Recalling,  a*  it  ties  beyond  redress ; 

Reversed  for  him  our  grandsire’s  * fate  of  yore,  — 

He  had  no  rest  at  sea,  nor  I on  shore. 

If  my  Inheritance  of  storms  hath  been 

In  other  elements,  and  on  the  rocks 

Of  perils,  overlook’d  or  unforeseen,  I 

1 have  sustain’d  my  share  of  worldly  shocks,  I 
The  fault  was  mine ; nor  do  I seek  to  screen  1 
My  emirs  with  defomive  paradox  ; 

1 have  been  cunning  in  mine  overthrow. 

The  careftd  pilot  of  my  proper  woe. 

Mine  were  my  faults,  and  mine  be  their  reward. 

My  whols  life  was  a contest,  since  the  day 
That  gave  tno  being,  gave  roe  that  which  marr’d 
The  gift,  — a faU-,  or  will,  that  walk’d  astray ; 1 

And  1 at  times  have  found  the  struggle  hard. 

And  thought  of  shaking  off  my  bonds  of  clay  : 

But  now  1 lain  would  for  a time  sursdve. 

If  but  to  see  what  next  can  well  arrirc. 

Kingdoms  and  empires  in  my  little  day 
I have  outlived,  and  yet  I am  out  old  ; 

And  when  1 look  on  this,  the  petty  spray 
Of  my  own  years  of  trouble,  which  have  roll’d 
Like  a wild  bay  of  breakers,  melts  away  ; 

Something — 1 know  not  what  — docs  still  uphold 
A spirit  of  slight  pjitlence  ; — not  in  vain, 

Even  for  its  own  sake,  do  wc  purch.ise  pain.  | 

Perhaps  the  workings  of  defiance  stir 
Within  me,  — or  perhaps  a cold  di'^pair, 

. Drought  on  when  IIU  habitually  recur, — 

I Perhaps  a kinder  clime,  or  purer  air, 

I (For  even  to  this  may  change  of  soul  refer, 

I And  with  light  armour  we  may  learn  to  liear,) 

I Have  taught  me  a stninge  quiet,  which  was  nut 
' The  chief  companion  of  a calmer  lot. 

I feel  almost  at  limes  as  I have  felt 
In  happy  childhood  ; trees,  and  flowers,  and  brooks, 
Which  Jo  remember  me  of  where  I dwelt 
j Kre  my  young  mind  was  sacriflce<t  to  books, 

I Come  as  of  yore  upon  me,  and  can  melt 
I My  heart  with  recognition  of  their  looks ; 

And  even  at  moments  I could  think  I sec 
I Some  living  thing  to  love  — but  none  like  thee. 

sent  home  at  the  time  for  publication.  In  case  Mrs.  Leigh 
ihouM  nmctlon  It.  " There  U."  he  ».ny*,  **  amongu  the^ina- 
nuscrlpt*  an  Eplnle  to  my  SUter,  on  »hkh  1 nhould  »i»h  her 


optniun  to  be  coiuuUeil  before  pubHciUion  ; If  »he  objecU.  of  , 
worse  omit  It.”  On  the  »th  of  October  he  write*,—  Mr 
lifter  haa  decided  on  the  omuiloo  of  the  Unei.  L'pim  thii  I 

riint.  her  option  will  i>e  followed.  A*  I hate  no  cow  ofth^em,  | 
request  that  you  will  preserve  one  for  me  lu  MS. ; 1 i 

never  can  remember  a line  of  that  nor  any  otitn  i^p^Uon  , 
of  mine.  God  help  met  if  I proceed  In  thli  acribbllng,  I shall 
hsve  frittensd  away  my  mind  before  I ajn  thirty  ; but  poKnr  u 
at  time*  a real  relief  to  me.  1’o.morrow  I am  for  Italy.  The 
BpUtle  was  flrit  given  to  the  world  In  1830.] 

' [Admiral  Byron  was  remarkable  for  never  making  a 
voyage  without  a tempest.  Ho  was  known  to  the  Mtlors  by  ; 
the  facettous  name  of  ” FouLwealher  Jack.  j 


Here  arc  the  Alpine  landscapes  which  create  I 

A fund  for  contemplation  ; — to  admire  j 

Is  a brief  feeling  of  a trivial  date  ; i 

But  something  worthier  do  such  scenes  inspire  : | 

Here  to  be  lonely  is  not  desolate,  i ! 

For  much  1 view  which  I could  most  desire,  j 

And,  above  all,  a lake  1 can  behold  4 

Ixivelier,  not  dearer,  than  our  own  of  oM.  ! 

Oh  that  thou  wert  but  with  me  ! — but  I grow 
The  fool  of  my  own  wishes,  and  forget 
The  solitude  which  I have  vaunted  so 
Has  lost  its  praise  in  this  but  one  regret ; 

There  may  be  others  which  I less  may  show  \ — 

I am  not  of  the  plaintive  mood,  and  yet  ! 

I feel  an  ebb  In  my  philosophy,  j 

I And  the  tide  rising  in  my  idter’d  eye. 

i I did  remind  thee  of  our  own  dear  Lake,  3 . 

By  the  old  Hall  which  may  be  mine  no  more.  | 
Leman’s  is  fair  ; but  think  not  I forsiike 
The  sweet  remembrance  of  a dearer  shore  : | 

Sod  havoc  Time  must  with  my  momon*  make, 

Ere  tJutt  or  thou  can  fade  these  eyes  before  ; 

Though,  like  ail  things  which  1 have  loved,  they  are  > 
j Resign'd  for  ever,  or  divided  far.  | 

The  world  Is  all  beforv  me ; I but  a.sk 
Of  Nature  that  with  which  she  will  comply  — j 
It  Is  but  In  her  summer’s  sun  to  bask,  I 

To  mingle  with  the  quiet  of  her  sky,  | 

To  sec  her  gentle  ftice  without  a iniuk,  i 

.And  never  gaze  on  it  with  apathy.  i 

She  was  iny  enriy  friend,  and  now  shall  be  j 

My  sister — till  I look  again  on  thee.  | 

I can  reduce  all  feelings  but  tliU  one  ; I 

And  that  I would  not ; — for  at  length  1 see  ! 

Such  scenes  as  those  wherein  iny  life  iH  gun.  < 

I The  earliest — even  the  only  icilhs  fur  me  — i 
I Had  1 but  sooner  leamt  the  crmvd  to  shun, 

I had  been  better  than  I now  c;m  l>e  ; 

The  p-tsslons  which  have  torn  me  would  have  >lei»t ; 
/had  not  suffer'd,  and  thon  ba<Ut  not  wept.  i 

With  false  Ambition  what  had  I to  do? 

Little  with  Lom’,  and  le;o.t  of  all  w ith  Fame ; 

And  yet  they  came  unsouglit,  and  with  me  grew. 
And  maile  me  ail  which  they  can  make — a name. 
Yet  this  was  not  the  end  I did  pursue ; 

Surely  1 once  btheld  a nobler  aim. 

But  all  is  over. — I am  one  the  more 
To  baffled  millions  which  have  gone  before. 

And  for  the  future,  this  worlil's  future  may 
From  me  dciisand  but  little  of  my  care  ; 

I have  outlived  myself  by  nuiny  a day; 

Having  sur>*lvcd  so  many  things  that  were : 

*'  But,  though  It  were  tempeft>to««’d. 

Still  ills  Ijark  cuuld  nut  be  U»t.” 

. I H*  returned  safely  from  the  wreck  of  the  Wager  (in  Anton's 
I voyage),  and  circumnavigated  the  world,  many  years  alter,  as 
I commander  of  a similar  eapedltioo.] 

I * The  Lake  of  Ncwitead  .\bbey.  [Thus  described  in  Don 
1 Juan  : — 

^ Before  the  mansion  lay  a lucid  Lvke. 

Broad  as  traiuparent,  deep,  uid  ftesbly  fed 
By  a river,  which  Iti  lohen'd  way  dtit  taao 
' In  currents  through  the  calmer  wati  r spread 

Around : the  wild  fuwl  neiUed  In  the  I rake 
^ And  sedges,  brooding  111  their  liqulil  Iml ; 

The  woods  sloped  downwards  to  its  tir  nk.  and  stood 
I With  their  greeu  facet  fix'd  upon  the  I ood.”  J 
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My  years  have  lM.*en  no  slumber,  but  the  prey 
(>f  ceaseless  vigils  ; for  1 had  the  share 
Of  life  which  inijrht  have  nu*d  a centurj’. 
Before  its  fourth  in  time  had  |>ass'd  me  by. 

And  for  the  remnant  which  may  be  to  come 
1 am  content;  and  for  the  past  I feci 
Not  thankli^ss,  — for  within  the  crowded  sum 
Of  stnif5Rlea,  happiness  at  times  would  steal. 
And  for  the  pre-^ent.  I would  not  Iwnumb 

My  feelings  further Nor  shall  I conceal 

That  with  all  this  I stiU  can  look  around. 

And  worship  Nature  with  a thought  profound. 

For  thee,  my  own  sweet  sister,  in  thy  heart 
I know  myself  secure,  as  thou  In  mine ; 

We  were  and  arc  — I am.  even  as  thou  art  — 
Beings  who  ne’er  each  other  can  resign  ; 

It  is  the  some,  together  or  a]>art, 

From  life’s  commencement  to  Its  slow  dci  line 
We  are  enrwinctl  — let  death  come  slow  or  fast, 
The  tie  which  bound  the  Hrst  endures  the  last 


I LINES 

^ OK  IICAKIKC  THAT  LAOV  BYBOK  WAS  ILU  1 

.\ko  thou  wert  sad — yet  1 was  not  with  thee  ; 
j And  thou  wert  sick,  and  yet  I was  not  near; 

I Methoueht  that  joy  uu<l  health  alone  could  be 
, Where  I was  noi  — and  pain  and  sorrow  herd 
And  Is  it  thus?  — it  h as  I foretold. 

And  shall  l>c  more  so : for  the  mind  recoils 
Ui»on  It.sclf,  and  the  wrc<‘k’d  heart  lies  cold. 
While  heaviness  collects  the  shatter’d  s}mu1s. 

It  is  not  in  the  storm  nor  in  the  strife 

We  feel  l>enumb’d,  and  wish  to  l»e  no  more. 
But  In  the  after-slIencc  on  the  shore, 

' When  all  Is  lost,  except  a little  life. 

I 1 am  too  well  avenged  ! — but 't  w.xs  my  right ; 
^^'hateV^  my  sins  might  lie,  t/»oH  wert  not  wul 
T<i  1)0  the  Nemesis  w ho  should  requite  — 

Nor  did  Heaven  cb(M)se  so  near  an  iiistrumetit. 
I Mercy  U for  the  merciful  I — if  thou 
i Jifi-st  Utu  of  such,  ’twill  Ih’  nr(*onlcd  now. 


Thy  nights  are  Ixinish’d  from  the  realms  of  sleep  1 — 
Yes  I they  may  (latter  thee,  but  thou  shall  feel 
A hollow  Agony  which  will  not  heal, 

For  thou  art  pillow’d  on  a curse  too  deep ; 

Thou  hast  sown  in  my  sorrow,  and  must  reap  . 

The  bitter  harvest  In  a woe  as  real ! * 

I have  had  many  foes,  but  none  like  thee ; 

For  'gainst  the  rest  myself  I could  defend. 

And  l>o  avenged,  or  turn  them  into  friend ; 

But  thou  in  safe  implacability 
Hadst  nought  to  dread  — In  thy  own  weakness 
shielded, 

And  In  my  love,  which  hath  but  too  much  yielded. 

And  spared,  for  thy  sake,  S4)mc  I should  not  spare ; 
And  thus  upon  the  world  — trust  in  thy  truth, 

And  the  wild  f:imc  of  my  ungovem’d  youth  — 

On  things  that  were  not,  and  on  things  that  are 

Even  upon  such  a basis  hast  thou  built 
A monument,  whose  cement  hath  been  guilt  1 
The  moral  Olytemnestra  of  thy  lord. 

And  hew'ii  down,  with  an  unsuspecte<l  sword. 
Fame,  peace,  and  hope — and  all  the  lM*lier  life 
Which,  but  for  this  cold  treason  of  thy  he.irt. 
Might  still  have  risen  from  out  the  grave  of  strife. 
And  found  a nobler  duty  than  to  part. 

But  of  thy  virtues  didst  thou  make  a vice, 
Trafficking  with  them  in  a purpose  cold. 

For  prc^o'Ut  anger,  and  for  future  gold  — 

And  buying  other’s  grief  at  any  price. 

And  thus  once  enter’d  into  crookeil  ways. 

The  early  truth,  which  w.is  thy  proper  praise, 

Did  not  still  walk  tx^sidc  thee— but  at  times 
And  with  a bivast  unknowing  its  own  crimes. 

Deceit,  averments  Incompatible, 

Equivocations  and  the  thoughts  which  dwell 
In  Janus-spirits — the  signitleant  eye 
Which  learns  to  lie  with  silence  — the  pretext 
Of  prudence,  with  advantages  annex’d  — 

The  acquiescence  in  all  things  which  tend. 

No  matter  how,  to  the  desired  end  — 

All  found  a place  in  thy  philosophy. 

The  means  were  worthy,  and  the  end  Is  won  — 

1 wouhl  not  do  by  thee  as  thou  hast  tlone ! * 

SrpteiQjxT,  1M(>. 
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I • [Thrw  rrr»e«  were  written  iminedUtely  after  the  failure 
I of  the  neautl.ition  for  » recf>nriHiitinn  before  I.ord  Hvrun  left 
; Switxrrlainl  for  It^lr.  but  were  not  Inti'ndi-d  for  tlir  piiblir 
• eve;  a*.  ho«r»er.  iKry  lion*  recently  found  thrir  *ay  into 
: rlriiil.ulon.  we  iiiriudr  ih<-tn  in  tliU  cullection.] 

I * ['*  I.ord  Dyron  had  at  IraM  (bis  much  to  say  for  himself. 

I that  hr  «A»  not  the  flr-t  tu  make  hi*  domestic  ditfrrrnri'' a 
I tujiir  of  luihltr  diiwuftsbHi.  On  the  contrary,  be  saw  hinnelf. 
ere  am'  (art  but  thr  nno  undi^jruikctl  and  tunalbic  unr  was, 
or  Could  b<-  known,  held  up  etertwhere,  and  by  e%erT  nrt 
I of  malice,  a*  the  most  infainmi*  of  men,  — because  he  had 
' jtarte  I from  hi*  wife,  tie  eaqubitlvcly  scndtbc : he  mas 
woundc^l  at  onre  by  a tleiU'and  arrows  ; and  all  this  with  the 
mo't  perfect  and  indlgoanl  knowUil^'c.  Ihut  of  all  who  were 
a<«.dlinir  Idin  mU  ouf'  knew-  Bnsibiiv  of  the  real  merits  of 
the  case.  lJul  he  right,  thcn,ln*nublishlnji  tho*e  squU»s  and 
tir.wlr^?  No.  rertjunly;  it  would  have  lieen  nobler.  Iietter. 
wi»rr  far,  to  bare  utterly  scorned  the  a»*.uilt»  of  such  ene- 
mies. and  taken  no  notliv.  of  any  kind,  of  tbeto.  But,  le*- 
I cause  this  young.  hnt>bloo.led.  irrxid,  p.atrlclan  ptwt  did 
not,  amidst  the  exarcrlwiuon  of  feidbigs  wbli  h hr  could  not 
controi,  art  In  prrciM'ly  the  most  diguiiirxl  and  of  all 

possible  manners  of  iw-lioti,  — are  we  entitli-sl.  Is  the  world 
I At  Urcp  entitled,  to  li«ue  a br*vvJ  sruitencc  of  vituperative 
condemnation?  Do  ter  anow  all  (hat  he  hiwl  sulTere«r<  — 
have  »cr  imag'nation  enmigti  to  comprehend  w hat  he  sufferrKi, 
unrlrr  cirrumstanrea  such  at  these  'f  — have  rrr  been  lfn*d  III 
similar  drrunitlantvt,  whether  we  couM  feel  the  wound  un« 

; D'ticbin^'y.  and  keep  the  weapon  (uiieicent  In  the  lumd  that 
' tmnli'eil  w 1th  all  the  exciteinr-ius  of  insulted  privacy,  bonrwir, 
attd  faith  * I.et  | eonie  consider  fur  a moment  whal  It  is  tluit 
I timy  demand  whs’it  tWy  insist  U{wm  a poet  of  Byron's  clast 

a 
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alutainlng  altogether  from  expressing  In  his  works  anything 
of  his  own  f<'<‘lings  In  regard  to  anything  that  irame^iUcly 
concerns  hU  own  history.  We  tell  him  In  every  (wisslble  form 
and  fhaiM*.  that  the  gfrjt  and  distinguishing  merit  uf  his 
poctrj'  U the  Intense  truth  with  which  that  jajetry  expresses 
ills  own  personal  fsvlings.  We  encstunige  him  In  every  poa-  • 
sihle  way  to  dissest  his  own  heart  for  our  emertaimncnl  — I 

wc  tempt  him  hy  every  bribe  most  llksdy  ti)  act  lowcfftillv  on  | 

a young  ansi  linagin  itive  man,  to  plunge  into  the  darkest 
drjiths  of  seir-knoM'Icdge ; tu  maiitcn  his  brain  with  eternal 
ss'lf-siTiiiiiiics.  to  find  hli  pride  and  his  pVaaure  In  «hat 
others  shrink  from  as  torture  — we  tempt  him  to  Indulge  in 
these  dattgermis  exsTcises.  until  they  obviously  jicquire  the 
power  of  lending  him  to  the  very  brink  of  frcniy wc  tempt 
him  to  find,  and  to  see  in  this’ perilous  vix'--uiun.  the  staple  ' i 
of  his  existence,  the  food  of  his  amldtlnn,  the  scry  essence  of  J 
hU  glory,  — and  the  moment  that,  by  haldts  of  trtr  own 
creating,  at  least  of  utir  own  encouroipni:  and  confiimiog.  he  is  : I 
carried  one  single  step  Ivyond  what  we  ba(>pcn  to  approve  of. 
we  turn  round  with  ah  the  birtemess  of  spleen,  and  reproach 
him  With  ihe  unmanliness  of  entertaining  the  public  wlih  his  . 
feelings  in  regard  to  hU  separation  from  his  wife.  Tim  was  I 
tnilv  the  conduct  of  a fair  and  liberal  public  1 To  our  view  j, 
of  the  matter.  Lord  UyTon,  treated  as  ne  had  l»ceo.  tempted  ‘ 
as  he  had  (>e4>n.  and  tortured  amt  insulted  as  he  was  at  the  . 
moment,  did  no  more  forfeit  hts  ciiaractcr  Isy  writing  what  ■ 

he  did  write  upon  th.it  unhappy  occasion,  than  a.-iuthrr  man,  I 
under  rimiinstanres  of  the  same  nature,  wcmld  have  done, 
by  telling  something  of  his  mind  about  It  to  an  Intimate 
friend  across  the  (ire.  The  public  had  forced  him  into  the 
habits  of  familiarity,  ami  they  rccrlved  his  confidence  with 
uothing  but  anger  and  scorn.''—  LocRiuaT.] 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHT  HON.  R.  B.  SHERIDAN.'  i 

SrOKEN  AT  nRl-ET-LANK  TBEATES.  < 
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I Whek  the  last  sunshine  of  expiring  day 
' In  summer's  twilight  weeps  Itself  away. 

Who  hath  not  felt  the  softn<*si  of  the  hour 
Sink  on  the  heart,  as  dew  along  the  flower  f 
' With  a pure  feeling  which  absorl>s  and  awes 
j While  Nature  makes  that  melancholy  pau.se, 

I Her  breathing  moment  on  the  bridge  where  Time 
j'  Of  light  and  darkness  forms  an  arch  sublime. 

Who  hath  not  shared  that  calm,  so  still  and  deep, 
j The  voiceless  thought  which  would  not  speak  but  weep, 
1;  A holy  concord  — and  a bright  regret, 

I j A glorious  sympathy  with  suns  that  set  ? 
j!  'TIi  not  harsh  sorrow  — but  a tenderer  woe, 
Nameless,  but  dear  to  gentle  hearts  below, 

1 Felt  without  bitterness  — but  full  and  clear, 

I A sweet  dejection  — a transparent  tear, 

^ (Imntx'd  with  worldly  grief  or  selfish  stain, 
j Shed  without  shame and  secret  without  pain. 

il 

. I Even  as  the  tenderness  that  hour  instils 
;[  When  Summer's  clay  declines  along  the  hills, 

. So  feels  the  fulne-<i  of  our  heart  and  eyes 
\S  hen  all  of  Genius  which  can  perish  dies. 

A mighty  Spirit  U eclipsed  — a I^owcr 

Hath  pass'd  from  day  to  darkness  — to  whose  hour 

of  tight  no  likeness  is  bequeath'd — no  name, 

Focu-*  at  once  of  all  the  rays  of  Fame  1 
' The  flash  of  Wit  — the  bright  Intelligence, 

The  Iwam  of  Song — the  blaze  of  Eloquence, 
j S«‘t  with  their  Sun— but  still  have  left  l)chind 
j The  enduring  produce  of  immortal  Mind ; 

Fruits  of  a geni^  mom,  and  glorious  noon, 

' A deathless  part  of  him  who  died  too  soon. 


But  small  that  portion  of  the  wondrous  whole,  : 

These  s|>arkling  segments  of  that  circling  soul,  J 

Which  all  embraced — and  lighten'd  over  all,  i' 

To  cheer — to  pierce  — to  please  — or  to  appal. 

From  the  charm'd  c*ouncil  to  the  festive  board,  I 

Of  human  feelings  the  unbounded  lord  ; 

In  whose  acclaim  the  loftiest  voices  \ied,  [pride.  | 
The  praised  — the  proud  — who  made  his  praise  their  | 
When  the  loud  cry  of  trampled  Hindustan  > 

Arose  to  Heaven  in  her  appeal  from  man, 

His  was  the  thunder  — his  the  avenging  rod. 

The  wrath  — the  delegated  voice  of  God  I 
^liicfa  shook  the  nations  through  hi.s  lips  — and  blazed 
Till  vanquish'd  senates  trembled  as  they  praised.  ‘ I 
And  here,  oh  ! here,  where  yet  all  young  and  warm. 
The  gay  creations  of  his  spirit  charm. 

The  matchless  dialogue — the  deathless  wit, 

Which  knew  not  what  it  was  to  Intermit;  ■ 

The  glowing  portniits,  fresh  from  life,  thut  bring  j 
Home  to  our  hearts  the  truth  from  w hich  they  spring ; 
These  wondrous  beings  of  his  fancy,  wrought  i 

To  fulness  by  the  flat  of  his  thought,  | 

Here  In  their  first  abode  you  still  may  meet,  | 

Bright  with  the  hues  of  his  Promethean  heat;  I 

A halo  of  the  light  of  other  days, 

Which  still  tlie  splendour  of  Its  orb  betrays.  ' 

But  should  there  be  to  whom  the  fatal  blight 
Of  failing  Wisdom  yields  a base  delight,  U 

Men  who  exult  when  minds  of  heavenly  tone  j; 

Jar  In  the  mu4c  which  was  bom  their  own,  j 

Still  let  them  i>au!>e — ah  I little  do  they  know 
That  what  to  them  H'cm'd  Vice  might  be  but  Woe.  ^ ! 


* [Mr.  Shi’rMan  dicsl  the  7th  of  Julv.  1916.  and  IhU  mo- 
nody wa*  wriio-n  at  DloilaU  on  the  lith.  at  the  requert  of 

' Mr.  Dougliu  Kimuiird.  **  1 dul  u well  u I cuiilu.’'  says 
I#ord  Myrun,  **  buC  where  1 h.wp  niH  my  choice.  1 precend  to 
, anxwcr  'for  nothing.*'  A proof-»hn«*t  of  the  poms,  with  the 

I word*  •’  by  request  of  a friend  ’*  In  the  titicpage,  haring 

I I n-.tchcd  bira,  — " I ro»jtir«t  you,”  he  says,  ” to  espunae  that 
' same,  unless  you  please  to  will.  * by  a iarion  of  quaUCy.’  or 

* of  w it  and  humour.*  it  U sad  trash,  and  miut  have  been 
dune  tu  maVo  it  ridiculous.*’] 

• [.Sheridan's  own  nnmoily  on  Oarrick  was  spoken  from  the 
same  board*,  by  Mrs.  V.'ites,  In  March,  l7P.h  **  Oue  day.” 

‘ s.iys  I<4*rd  Hymn.  **  1 s.tw  him  take  It  up.  He  lightesl  iq>on 
! ' tlie  iletlication  to  the  l>nvrager  lowly  Sfieticer.  Un  seeing  it. 

• ' hr  flew  Into  a rage  and  exelalnio«l, ' that  It  must  be  a forgery, 

I as  he  h.sd  never  deilh  ated  anything  of  hli  to  such  a «l-Al 

e-oitlng,'  Ac- Ac and  so  he  went  on  for  half  an  hour 

ahiising  hi*  own  deilirAthm,  nr  at  le.ut  the  fdtjert  of  it.  If 
j all  writer*  were  ('qually  sincere.  It  would  be  ludicrous.**^ 

I Jtynm  Diary,  \'^‘2\.) 

. J [Sfie  Kox.  Burke,  and  Pitt's  eulogy  on  Mr.  Sheridan’s 
i sneeeh  on  the  cliargrs  exhibited  against  .>lr.  llaslliigs  in  tho 
' llmisf  of  Commons.  Mr.  PIU  untreated  the  House  to  aibmirn, 
to  give  time  for  a calmer  mnslderallon  of  the  qtuAiinn  than 
eouhi  then  iwcur  after  the  immediate  eflVct  of  that  oratluo.  — 
*•  Hefure  roy  departure  from  Kngland.”  says  Hibbon.  **  1 was 
present  at  the  august  s}»ectJM'lc  of  .Mr.  Ha*tiiig«*»  trial  is  West- 
mlttster  Hall.  U Is  not  my  province  to  absolve  or  condemn 
the  governor  of  India;  but  Mr.  Sheridan's  eloqiienee  dr- 
mandetl  my  applause ; nor  could  1 hear  wuhout  emotloii  the 
personal  compiiment  which  he  |»aid  nio  In  the  presence  of 
the  HritUh  nation.  This  display  of  genius  biased  four  sue- 
cesilve  dars.”  Ac.  On  »>elng  asked  by  a brother  Whig,  at 

I I the  conclusion  of  the  spooch,  how  bo  cane  to  compliment 


Cibhon  with  the  epithet  '•  lumlnons,”  Sheridan  answered.  In  ! 
a half  whisper.  ” I said  * eolitroinous.'  ”]  | 

* [”  I he.ard  Sheridan  only  once,  and  that  briefly ; hut  I | 

liked  his  Toice,  hi*  manner,  and  bis  wit.  lie  is  the  only  j 
one  of  them  1 ever  wished  to  hear  at  greater  lenglh.”—  J 
Bynm  Diary,  iH'il.]  ,, 

* ["Once  I saw  Sheridan  cry,  after  a splendid  dinner.  T '| 

harl  the  honour  of  sitting  next  him.  Tne  acr.v«lon  of  hit  i 
te.irs  was  some  uMenration  or  other  upon  the  of  the 

sturdiness  of  the  Whip  in  misting  aftli-e  and  ktn'ping  to  . 
their  prindple*.  Sherld.ui  turiiiHl  round:  — ' Sir.  It  Is  e.x»y 
for  iny  laird  O.  or  Earl  U.  or  Marquis  B.  or  lo'trd  H..  wllh  ' 
thousands  upon  thousands  a year,  some  of  it  either 

derived  or  mhfriUd  In  sinecure  or  arquisitions  from  the  imt'lu;  ii 
I money,  to  hn.-v«t  nf  their  patriotism  and  keep  aloof  from  * 

temptation:  but  the*'  do  not  know  from  what  temptation  1 

j those  have  krfit  ahxif  who  Inul  equal  pride,  at  least  equal 
I talents,  and  not  unequal  passions,  and  nevertheless  knew  not  '. 

In  the  e^rsc  of  thdr  lives  what  it  was  to  h.ive  a shilling  of  ' 

! thdr  own.'  And  in  saying  this  he  wept.  I have  more  than 

’ once  heard  him  say,  * that  be  never  had  A shilling  of  his  own.' 

To  be  sure,  ho  roiurived  to  extract  a goovl  many  of  other 
people’s.  In  IMI\  1 found  him  at  my  lawyer's.  After  mu- 
tual greetings,  he  retired.  Before  recitrrinK  to  my  own  busi- 
ness, 1 covild  not  help  inquiring  tlial  of  Sheridan.  * Oh,'  re- 
plied the  attoniey,  ‘ the  usual  thing  I tu  slave  olT  an  action.’— 

* Well,'  said  I, ' and  what  do  you  mean  to  do?'—*  Nothing  at 
all  for  the  nresent,’  said  he:  'would  you  have  us  pr<Kced 
Against  old  sherry  ? what  would  l*e  the  u«*  of  It  ?*  and  here 
he  began  laughing,  and  going  over  Sheridan's  good  gifts  erf 
conversation.  Such  was  Sheridan  I he  could  soften  an  attor- 
ney! There  ho.*  been  nothing  like  It  since  the  days  of  Or- 
pheus.”—//gre*  Diary,  19'Zl,]  * 
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Hard  Is  his  fate  on  whom  the  public  ga*e 
Is  fix’d  for  ever  to  detract  or  praise  ; 

Repose  denies  her  requiem  to  his  name, 

And  Folly  loves  the  martyrdom  of  Fame. 

The  secret  enemy  whose  sleepless  eye 
Stands  sentinel — accuser — judge— >and  spy. 

The  foe  — the  fool  — the  jealous  — and  the  vain. 

The  envious  who  but  breathe  in  others'  puin, 

Behold  the  host  1 delighting  to  deprave, 

\\Tio  track  the  steps  of  Glory  to  the  grave, 

Watch  every  fault  that  daring  Genius  owes 
Half  to  the  ardour  which  its  birth  bestows. 

Distort  the  truth,  accumulate  the  lie, 

And  pile  the  pyramid  of  Calumny  I 

Thew  are  his  portion  — but  If  join’d  to  those 

Gaunt  Poverty  should  league  with  deep  Di>case, 

If  the  high  Spirit  must  forget  to  soar, 

And  stoop  to  strive  with  Misery  at  the  door,  ♦ 

To  soothe  Indignity  — and  face  to  face 
Mi?et  sordid  Rage  — and  wrestle  with  Disgrace, 

To  find  in  Ho|>e  but  the  renew’d  caress, 

The  serpent-fold  of  further  Faithlessness  : — 

If  such  may  be  the  ills  which  men  assail. 

What  man'cl  If  at  last  the  mightiest  fail  ? 

Breasts  to  whom  all  the  strength  of  feeling  given 
Bear  hearts  electric  — charged  with  fire  from  Heaven, 
Black  with  the  rude  collision,  Inly  tom, 

By  clouds  surrounded,  and  on  wbirlwindf  borne, 


Driven  o'er  the  lowering  atmosphere  that  nurst 
Tlioughts  which  have  turn'd  to  thunder  — scvrvhy 
and  burst.  * 

But  far  fW)ni  us  and  from  our  mimic  scene 
Such  things  should  be— if  such  have  ever  l»cvn  ; 
Ours  lie  the  gentler  wish,  the  kinder  task. 

To  give  the  tribute  Glory  need  not  ask, 

To  mourn  the  vanish'd  beam,  and  add  our  mite 
Of  pndse  in  payment  of  a long  delight 
Ye  Orators  ! whom  yet  our  councils  yield. 

Mourn  for  the  veteran  Hero  of  your  field  I 
The  worthy  rival  of  the  wondrous  Three  /* 

WTiose  wonls  were  sparks  of  Immortality  ! 

Ye  Bards  I to  w hom  the  Drama's  Muse  is  dear. 

He  was  your  Master — emulate  him  here  I 
Ye  men  of  wit  and  social  eloquent^ ! * 

He  was  your  brother—  bear  his  ashes  hence  T 
While  Powers  of  mind  almost  of  bonndlos  range,  ^ 
Complete  In  kind  — as  various  In  their  change, 
While  Eloquence — Wit — Toesy  — and  Mirth, 

That  hunibItT  Uumionlst  of  care  on  Karth, 

Survive  within  our  souls  — while  lives  our  sense 
Of  pride  in  Merit’s  proud  prc-emlneucr. 

Long  shall  we  seek  his  likeness — long  in  T.*un, 

And  turn  to  all  of  him  which  may  remain, 

Sighing  that  Nature  fonn'd  but  one  such  man, 

And  broke  the  die  — in  moulding  Sheridan. 

DlocLiti.  July  17.  1816. 


I. 

Oca  life  Is  twofold : Sleep  hath  its  own  world, 

A boundary  between  the  thing*  misnamed 
Death  and  existence : Sleep  hath  its  own  world, 

.Vnd  a wide  realm  of  wild  reality. 

And  dreams  In  their  developement  have  breath, 

And  tears,  and  tortures,  and  the  touch  of  joy; 

They  leave  a weight  uixjn  our  waking  thoughts 
They  take  a weight  from  off  our  waking  toils 

* (Thi»  wa«  not  fiction.  Only  a few  day*  before  hi*  death. 
.‘‘hcrlcUn  wrote  ihu*  to  Mr.  llogcr*  : — • I am  absolutely  un- 
done and  broken-hearted.  They  arc  Koing  to  pul  the  raxiict* 
out  of  nindovr,  and  bre.ik  Into  Mr*,  s.'a  room  and  taXe  me: 
J.XV.  will  remove  alt  diflicuity.  For  GoU*i  aake  let  me  »ee 
you  !"  Mr.  Moore  was  the  Itnmeillale  irarer  ot  the  required 
turn.  Till*  was  written  on  the  16th  of  May.  On  the  14th  of 
July.  hhcHiian's  remain*  were  deposited  in  Westminster 
Abbey.  — his  nail-bearers  being  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  the 
Karl  of  Lauderdale,  Karl  MuljtTave,  the  Lord  Bishop  of 
London,  Lord  HijUand.  and  Karl  SfHnicer.] 

* Abandon'd  bv  the  skies,  whose  beams  hare  nurit 
Their  very  thuuders,  lighten  — s«.-vrcb  — and  burst." 

MS.) 

* Fos  — Pitt  — Burke.  ["  W’hen  Fox  wa*  asked,  which  he 
thought  the  best  *|wch  he  had  ever  heard,  he  replied.  ‘ She- 
ridan's on  the  im(*eachnient  of  H.'wtliiffs  to  the  House  of 
Commons.  When  he  made  it.  Foi  advised  him  to  speak  it 
over  again  in  Westminster  Hall  on  the  trial,  a*  nothing  better 
could  be  maile  of  the  lubjeet:  but  Sheridan  nusde  hit  new 
spt*cch  as  different  as  posiihle,  and,  according  to  the  t>est 
iudget.  very  inferior,  notwithstanding  the  paneg^c  of  Burke, 
whn  earlalraed  during  the  delivery  of  some  p^sages  of  it  — 
' There,  that  is  the  true  style — something  between  poetry  and 
prose,  and  better  than  either.’"— .Rgrow  ZHory.  {from  Lord 
HoUond,'\  IRZi.j 

* ("  In  soany  1 have  met  Sheridan  frequently.  He  waa  su- 
^rbl  1 have  seen  him  cut  up  Whitbread,  quit  Mjwlame  dr 
Stacl,  annihlUtq  ('niman.  and  do  little  less  by  some  others  of 
good  fame  and  ability.  1 have  met  him  at  all  place*  and  partie* 


They  do  divide  our  being;  they  l>ccomc 
A portion  of  ourstdvc*  a.*  of  our  time, 

And  look  like  henUds  of  eternity ; 

They  pass  like  spirits  of  the  past,  — they  speak 
Like  siby  ls  of  the  future ; they  have  }K>wcr— 

The  tyranny  of  pleasure  and  of  pain ; 

They  make  us  what  we  were  not  — what  they  will. 
And  shake  us  with  the  vision  that’s  gone  by. 

The  drt'od  of  vanUh’d  shadows  — Are  they  so? 

— at  U’hitehall  with  the  Mt-lt'oume*.  at  the  Marquli  of  Tavi- 
ilftck'*,  at  Buhlnt's  thpaurtiotieeri.at  Sir  Humphry  Davy's,  at 
Sam  Hogers’s  — In  short,  in  inokt  kinds  of  cuinpanv.  and 
always  found  him  convivial  <uid  delighlAil."—  Bj/rvn  htarp, 

* T'  I..ord  Holland  tf>ld  me  a mrioui  picceof  seutltnrntallty 
In  Soeridan.  The  other  night  we  were  all  dullvrritig  our 
respeclire  and  various  opinluis  upon  him  and  other  kommet 
m<%T>juan*,  and  mine  was  this : — ' Whatever  Sheridan  has 
done  or  chosen  to  Jo  has  liren  nor  ezeetlence  alwavs  the  fv/t 
of  Its  kind.  He  Im  wiitten  the  best  emnedy  (brhoul  fur 
Srandal\  the  best  drama  (in  mv  nilml,  far  twvond  that  St. 
r.iles'i  lampoon,  the  Beggars'  Opera),  the  be»t  farce  (the 
Critic— It  is  only  too  good  for  a farce),  and  the  b«l  »idrrss 
( Monologue  on  Carrick),  and.  to  crowm  all.  delivered  the  very 
best  oration  (the  famous  Begum  speech)  ever  conceived  or 
heard  in  this  country.'  Someljoly  told  Sheridan  tbir  the  neat 
day.  and,  on  hearing  It,  he  burst  into  tear*  ! Poor  Brlnslev  1 
If  they  were  tears  of  pleasure.  I would  rather  bare  said  Ihc^ 
few.  but  most  sincere,  words,  thau  bate  wnllen  the  111*1,  or 
made  his  own  celebrated  philippie.  Kay.  hi*  own  comedy 
never  gratified  me  more  than  to  hear  that  he  had  derived  a 

roument'i  gratification  from  any  praise  of  mine." Bvrom 

Diarjf,  Dec.  17.  1613.] 

• [In  the  first  draught  of  this  poem,  Lord  Byron  had  en- 
titled U " The  Drtfimsf."  Mr.  M«x>re  *ays.  *•  It  cost  him  manv 
a tear  in  writing,"  and  justly  characterise*  It  as  “the  mn«t 
mournful,  as  well  a*  plrturesque  ' story  of  a wandering  life’ 
that  ever  came  from  the  pen  and  heart  of  man."  It  was 
composed  at  Diodati,  In  July 
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I I»  DOC  the  ptat  sll  shadow  ? What  arc  they  ? 
j Creations  of  the  mind  ? — The  mind  can  make 
I Substance,  and  people  planets  of  its  own 
I With  beinfts  briithter  than  have  been,  and  jdve 
A breath  to  forms  which  can  outlive  all  flesh. 

1 I would  recall  a vision  which  1 dream'd 
; Perchance  in  sleep  — for  In  itself  a thought, 

I A slumbering  thought,  is  capable  of  years, 

{ And  curdles  a long  life  into  one  hour. 

IL 

' I saw  two  beings  in  the  hues  of  youth 
: Standing  upon  a hill,  a gentle  hill, 

I Green  and  of  mild  declivity,  the  last 
! As  ’I  were  the  cape  of  a long  ridge  of  such. 

Save  that  there  was  no  sea  to  lave  its  base, 

But  a meat  living  landscape,  and  the  wave 
I Of  woods  and  coniflclds  and  the  abodes  of  men 
I Scatter’d  at  intervals,  and  wreathing  smoke 
; Arising  from  such  rustic  ro*>fs;  — the  hill 
j;  Was  crown’d  with  a peculiar  diadem 
I Of  trees,  In  circular  array,  so  fix’d, 

) Not  by  the  sport  of  nature,  but  of  man : 

I These  two,  a maiden  and  a youth,  were  there 
■ \ Gazing — the  one  on  all  that  was  beneath 
Fair  as  herself— but  the  boy  gaze<i  on  her; 

And  both  were  young,  and  one  was  beautiful : 

I And  both  were  young — yet  not  alike  in  youth. 

' As  the  sweet  moon  on  the  horizon’s  verge, 

I The  maid  was  on  the  eve  of  womanhood ; 

I The  boy  had  fewer  summers,  but  bis  heart 
j Had  far  outgrown  his  years,  and  to  hU  eye 
There  was  but  one  beloved  face  on  earth, 

And  that  was  shining  on  him  : he  had  look'd 

Upon  it  till  it  could  not  pass  away ; 

fie  hail  no  breath,  no  being,  but  in  hers : 

She  was  hU  voice ; he  did  not  speak  to  her. 

But  tremblcil  on  her  words ; she  was  his  sight,  > 

For  his  eye  follow’d  hers,  ami  saw  with  hers, 

Which  colour'd  all  his  objects:  — he  had  ceased 
To  live  within  himself;  she  was  his  life, 

■ The  ocean  to  the  river  of  hU  thoughts# 

' Which  terminated  all : upon  a tone, 

Ij  A touch  of  hers,  his  blooil  would  ebb  and  flow, 
i'  And  his  cheek  change  tempestuously  — his  heart 
j Unknowing  of  Its  cause  of  jigony. 

Ij  But  she  in  thi*$c  fund  feelings  had  no  share: 

•'  Her  sighs  were  not  for  him ; to  her  he  was 
I Even  as  a brother  — but  no  more;  ’twas  much, 

1 For  brotherlcss  she  was,  save  in  the  name 
I Her  infant  friendship  had  l»estow'd  on  him; 

I Herself  the  solitary  >clon  left 
j Of  a time-honour’d  race.  * — It  was  a name  [why? 
\VTilch  pleased  him,  nnd  yet  pleased  him  not — and 
TItne  taught  him  a deep  answer — when  she  loved 
I Another ; even  now  she  loved  another, 

I And  on  the  summit  of  that  hill  she  stood 

> [ — — *•  she  was  hii  «lRht. 

j For  never  did  he  t«m  his  glance  until 

‘ Her  uwti  had  led  by  gazing  on  an  obiect.”— ^HS.] 

* ( See  antr,  p.  3>M — “ Our  union,”  said  Lord  Byron  In 
1S3I , “ would  hare  healed  feuds  In  which  blood  hod  been  shed 
by  our  fathers — U would  hare  joined  lands,  bri>od  and  rich.— 

i:  It  wmild  hare  joined  at  least  one  heart  and  two  persons  not 
j|  lll-matrhfil  in  yearsfsbe  Is  two  years  my  elder)  — and — and 
. — and->whai  has  been  the  result  t‘‘] 

* f The  picture  whU-h  I.ord  Byron  has  here  drawn  of  his 
youthful  lore  shows  how  genhu  and  feeling  can  elerate  the 

' realities  of  this  life,  and  glre  to  the  commortest  rrents  and  ob- 
jects an  imdring  lustre.  The  old  ball  at  Anncslcy,  under  the 
name  of  the  “ antique  oratory.”  will  long  call  up  to  fancy  iho 
**  iDalden  and  the  youth”  who  once  stood  in  It ; while  the 


Looking  afar  if  yet  her  lover’s  steed  ' 

Kept  pace  with  her  expectancy,  and  flew. 

III.  I 
A change  came  o’er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

There  was  an  ancient  mansion,  and  before 
Its  walls  there  was  a steed  caporisou'd : 

WHhln  an  antique  Oratory  stood 

The  Boy  of  whom  1 spake ; — he  was  alone, 

And  pale,  and  pacing  to  and  fro:  anon 
He  sate  him  down,  and  seised  a pen,  and  tmce>l 
Words  which  1 could  not  guess  of;  then  he  IcanM 
His  bow’d  bead  on  his  bonds,  and  shook  as  'twei'e 
With  a convulsion  — then  arose  again. 

And  with  his  teeth  and  quivering  hands  did  tear 
What  be  had  written,  but  be  shed  no  tears.  3 
And  he  did  calm  himself,  and  flx  hU  brow 
Into  a kind  of  quiet : as  he  fiaused. 

The  Lady  of  his  love  re-enter’d  there ; 

Iftie  was  serene  and  smiling  then,  and  yet  i; 

She  knew  she  was  by  him  beloved,  — she  knew. 

For  quickly  comes  such  knowledge,  that  hb  heart 
Was  darken’d  with  her  shadow,  and  she  saw  | 

That  he  was  wretched,  but  she  saw  not  all.  * 
ilc  rose,  and  witli  a cold  and  gentle  grasp 
He  took  her  hand ; a moment  o'er  his  face  1 

A tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts  I 

Was  traced,  and  then  it  &dcd,  os  it  came ; 

He  dropp'd  the  hand  he  held,  and  with  slow  steps 
Retired,  but  not  as  bidding  her  adieu. 

For  they  did  part  with  mutual  smiles ; he  pa:>s'd 
From  out  the  massy  gate  of  that  old  Hall, 

And  mounting  on  his  steed  be  went  hU  way ; 

And  ne'er  rcpa&s’d  that  hoary  threshold  mure.  '■ 

IV.  , 

A change  came  o’er  the  spirit  of  my  dream.  I 

The  Boy  was  sprung  to  maubnod  : In  the  wilds 

CH“  fiery  dimes  he  made  himself  a home, 

And  his  soul  drank  their  5unl)car.:s  : he  was  girt 
With  strange  and  dusky  aspects;  he  was  not 
Himself  like  what  he  h.*id  been  ; on  the  sea  | 

And  on  the  shore  he  w:is  a wanderer ; i 

There  wa-s  a ma<«s  of  many  Images  | 

Crowded  like  waves  upon  me,  but  he  was  * 

A part  of  oil ; and  in  the  lost  he  lay  I 

Reposing  from  the  noontide  sultriness,  j 

Couch'd  among  fallen  columns,  in  the  shade 
Of  ruin'd  walls  that  hod  survived  the  names  i 

Of  those  who  rear'd  them ; by  his  sleeping  side  M 

Stood  canu-U  grazing,  and  some  goodly  sticds  I 

Were  ftsten’d  near  a fountain ; and  a man 
Clad  In  a flowing  garb  did  watch  the  while,  | 

While  many  of  his  tril>e  slumber’d  aninnd : 

And  they  were  canopied  Ijy  the  blue  sky,  { 

So  cloudless,  dear,  and  purely  beautiful,  | 

That  God  alone  was  to  be  seen  in  Heaven. 

Image  of  the  •*  lover’*  iteed.”  though  suggested  by  the  unro-  | 
mandc  raer-irmund  of  Nottingh.-im,  w ill  not  the  Irti  romliire 
to  the  genrru  rharm  of  the  irrne.  and  share  a portion  of  th.tt 
light  which  only  Getiius  could  shed  over  it.~-M><oaz.] 

* ("  I hail  long  been  In  love  with  M.  A.  C.,  and  never  told 

it,  though  ike  hj^  dlicovered  it  without.  I recoUert  my  seiu- 
atioos,  but  cannot  dfucritie  them,  atid  it  !i  as  — 

Diaty,  1^22.] 

* [This  Is  true  keepin^  — Mn  F.astem  picture  perfect  in  Its  i 

foreground,  and  dlitanre,  and  sky,  and  uo  part  of  which  Is  so  ' 
dwelt  upon  or  LdKmrcd  at  to  obicun;  the  principal  figure.  It  ! ! 
ll  often  In  the  slight  and  almost  impemn>llble  touches  that  |{ 
the  hand  of  tlie  master  Is  shuwm,  and  that  a single  spark,  j i 
struck  firora  hli  fancy,  lightens  with  a loog  train  of  Ulumina-  i 
tJoD  that  of  the  reailcr — Six  WsLita  Scott.]  ' ! 

li 


A cbar^  came  o>r  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

The  of  his  love  was  wrd  with  One 
Who  did  r.ot  love  her  Ijcttcr  : — In  her  home, 

A thousand  leagues  from  his,  — her  native  home. 
She  dwelt,  be^tlrt  with  growing  Infancy, 

Daughter.:  and  sons  of  ^auty,  — but  behold  ! 
t'lwn  her  (nee  there  wai  the  tint  of  grief, 

The  Mettled  shadow  of  an  inward  strife, 

And  an  unquiet  drooping  of  the  eye. 

As  if  its  lid  were  charged  with  unshed  tears. 

What  could  her  grief  be  ?— -she  had  all  she  loved. 
And  he  who  had  so  loved  her  was  not  there 
To  trouble  with  bad  hopes,  or  evil  wish, 

Or  Ul-repress  d affliction,  her  pure  thoughts. 

What  could  her  grief  1>c  ? — she  had  lovc<l  him  not, 
Nor  given  him  cause  to  deem  himself  beloved, 

Nor  could  he  be  a part  of  that  which  prey’d 
Upon  her  mind  — a spectre  of  the  pasL 


A chaitge  came  o’er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

The  Wanderer  was  return’d.  — I saw  him  stand 
Bi'forr  an  Altar — with  a gentle  bride; 

Her  face  was  fair,  but  was  not  that  which  made 
The  Starlight  of  his  Boyhood ; — as  he  stood 
Kven  at  the  altar,  o'er  his  brow  there  came 
The  selfsame  aspect,  and  the  quivering  shock 
That  In  the  antique  Oratory  shook 
His  h(»som  In  it*  RoUtude ; and  then  — 

As  in  that  hour  — a moment  o’er  his  face 
The  tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 
Was  traced — and  then  it  faded  as  It  came. 

And  he  stood  calm  and  quiet,  and  he  spoke 
The  fitting  vows,  but  heard  not  his  owp  words 
And  all  things  reel’d  around  him ; he  could  see 
Not  that  which  was,  nor  that  which  should  have  been — 
But  the  old  mansion,  and  the  accusKim’d  hall, 

And  the  remember’d  chambers,  and  the  place. 

The  day.  the  hour,  the  sunshine,  and  the  shade, 

AH  things  pertaining  to  that  place  and  hour, 

And  her  who  was  his  destiny,  came  back 

And  thrust  themselves  between  him  and  the  light : 

What  business  had  they  there  at  such  a time  ? ' 


A change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

The  Lady  of  his  love  ; — Oh  ! she  was  changed, 

A*  by  the  sickness  of  the  soul ; her  mind 
Had  wander'd  fn>m  its  dwelling,  and  her  eyes. 

They  had  not  their  own  lustre,  but  the  look 
>^’hJch  is  not  of  the  earth  ; she  was  become 
The  queen  of  a fantastic  realm  ; her  thoughts 
Wore  combinations  of  di^ointed  things  ; 

And  forms  Imitalpable  and  unperceived 
Of  others'  sight  familiar  were  to  hers. 

I And  this  the  world  calls  freni)' ; but  the  wise 
Have  a far  deeper  madness,  and  the  glance 
Of  melancholy  is  a fearful  gift ; 

What  is  it  but  the  telescope  of  truth  ? 

Which  strips  the  distance  of  it*  fantasle*. 

And  brings  life  near  in  utter  nakedness. 

Making  the  cold  reality  too  real  I < 

vni. 

A change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

The  Wanderer  was  alone  as  heretofore. 

The  beings  which  surrounded  him  were  gmie. 

Or  were  at  war  with  him ; he  was  a mark 
Fur  blight  and  desohillon,  compass'd  round 
With  llatrcti  and  Contention  ; Pain  was  mix'd 
In  all  which  was  served  up  to  him,  until, 

Like  to  the  Pontic  monarch  of  old  days,  3 
He  fed  on  tx)i>ou5,  and  thc>'  had  no  power, 

But  were  a kind  of  nutriment ; he  lived 
Through  that  which  hail  been  death  to  many  *nen. 
And  made  him  friends  of  mountains  : with  the  stars 
Anil  the  quick  Spirit  of  the  Universe 
He  held  his  dialogues  ! and  they  did  teach 
To  him  the  magic  of  their  mysteries ; 

To  him  the  liook  of  Night  was  ojien’d  wide. 

And  voices  from  the  deep  abyss  reveal'd 
A man’cl  and  a secret  — Be  it  so. 

( IX. 

' My  dream  was  past ; it  had  no  ftirthcr  change, 

I It  was  of  a strange  order,  that  the  doom 
j Of  these  two  creatures  should  l»e  thus  traced  out 
f Almost  like  n reallt)’  — the  one 
To  end  in  madness  — both  in  mlH*ry.  * 

\ July.  IKK). 


Zi)t  Itamnit  of  raisjso.’ 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

At  Ferrara,  In  the  Llbnir)’,  are  presen-ed  the  ori- 
ginal MSS,  of  Tasso's  Glerusalemme  and  of  Guarinl’s 

> (This  touehing  picture  agrees  closely,  in  many  of  tl«  dr- 
eum>tanc(-s,  with  llrron'i  own  proie  acriKint  of  the 
wed'ting  In  his  Mtrtnoranda ; In  which  he  describes  hlmidf 
ai  waking,  on  the  morning  of  his  mArrUge.  with  the  most 
melanrhuiy  reflections,  on  seeing  bis  wedding-suit  spre-vl 
uni  before  him.  In  the  same  mood,  he  wandered  about  the 
grounds  alone,  till  he  was  summone<l  fur  the  ceremony,  and 
joined,  fur  the  first  time,  on  that  day,  his  IwSde  and  her 
family.  He  kneit  down  — he  repeated  the  words  after  the 
dergymv) ; hut  a mist  was  before  his  ryes  — Ids  thoughts 
were  elsewhere  t and  he  was  but  awakened  by  the  congnUu* 
l.-dlons  of  the  bystanders  to  find  that  be  was  — married.— 
Muosr.) 

• (**  For  It  bec<imes  the  telescope  of  truth. 

And  shows  ui  all  things  naked  ai  they  are.*'—  MS.] 

3 Mithrldates  of  Poutua. 


P;i.*tor  Fido,  with  letter*  of  Tn«so,  one  from  Titian  | 
to  Ariosto,  and  the  ink^tmd  and  chair,  the  tomb  ! 
and  the  hou*e,  of  the  latter.  But,  a.*  mUftrrtunc  has  { . 
a greater  Interest  for  |K>->terity,  and  little  or  none  fur  I 

* [This  poem  Is  written  sriih  great  beauty  and  genius—  ' 
hilt  Is  extremely  painfUI.  We  rnnnoc  maintain  nur  accut- 
tomesl  tone  of  levity,  or  even  speak  like  calm  literarr  ju.lgni  > 
in  the  mUUt  of  these  agonising  trares  of  a wounded  an«l  ills-  I 
lemiKTcd  spirit.  Even  our  sulmiration  is  swallowed  up  tn  a 


most  painftil  feeling  of  pity  and  of  wouder.  It  is  imp«>s»ll4e 
to  mistake  these  for  fictitious  sorrows,  rnmiired  up  fur  the 
purpose  of  poetical  effect.  There  is  a dreadful  tone  of  sin- 
errity,  and  an  energy  that  cannot  be  counterfeited,  in  the 


expressicm  of  wretchedness,  and  alien.atlon  from  hUinan-kliKl. 
which  occurs  in  every  line  of  this  poem.  — Jirratv .] 

* [In  a moment  of  dissatisfaction  with  himself,  or  during 
tome  melanrhniy  mood,  when  liii  soul  felt  the  « orthlessness 
of  fame  and  glory,  I..ord  Byron  Uild  the  world  that  hit  utuse 
shmild,  for  a lung  season,  ihruuil  herself  bi  tmUtude  (see 
antr,  p.  460.) ; and  every  true  lover  of  gculus  Uliicnied  that 
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j the  cotemporar)',  the  cell  where  Tiisso  was  confined 
' in  the  hospital  of  St.  Anna  attracts  a more  Axed 
attention  than  the  rcshience  or  the  monument  of 
Ariosto  — at  lead  It  had  this  effect  on  me.  There 
are  two  inscriptions,  one  on  the  outer  K^tte,  the 
second  over  the  cell  Itaelf,  Inviting,  ^nneces^arily, 
the  wonder  and  the  indignation  of  the  spectator. 
Ferrara  is  much  decayed  and  depopulated ; the 
cu-sile  still  exists  entire  ; and  I saw  the  court  whore 
Parlsina  and  Hugo  were  beheaded,  acconling  to  the 
{ tonal  of  Gibbon,  t 


Uamrnt  of  Osoo- 


il  «■ 

' Ix>xo  years ! — It  tries  the  thrilling  frame  to  bear 
' And  caglc-spirlt  of  a child  of  Sing  — 

\ hsr  lofty  muilc  was  to  erase.  But  there  was  a tide  in  his 
spirit  obeying  the  i.iws  of  its  nature,  and  not  to  Ur  coRtrollnl 
' br  any  human  will.  “VChen  he  said  that  he  tobesilrnt, 
j|  hi:  l<M)krd.  (M^rhans.  Into  the  inner  regions  of  his  soul,  and 
j saw  there  a dim,  nard.  and  rheerless  wasu*.  like  (he  sand  of 
I the  sea-shore  ; but  the  cblieal  wares  of  (uusion  in  due  course 
li  retume«l.  and  the  scene  was  restoretl  to  iU  former  beauty 
I arid  iiiaKnlticmce,  — its  foam,  its  spleniiours,  and  Its  thuuder. 

The  iuln<I  of  a mlKhly  poet  cannot  submit  even  to  chains  of 
I,  its  own  iinptMing:  when  it  fi-cU  mo>t  enslaved,  esen  then, 

I |•rrllapt,  Is  it  about  to  become  most  ; and  one  iudd<ii 
(lash  may  raise  it  from  the  darkiieti  of  Its  dest.otHlency  mi  to 
(lie  pure  air  of  uiUroutiied  confldencr.  U required,  theremrr, 
but  small  kiiuwlnlge  of  human  luture,  to  assure  ourselves 
1 that  the  obligation  under  which  Lord  Byrun  ha<l  laid  himself 
could  not  bind,  atxl  that  the  notriit  spirit  within  him  would 
laugh  to  scorn  w hatever  dared  to  curb  the  freniy  of  its  ow  n 
I inspirations. 

L It  was  not  long,  therefure.  till  he  again  came  forth  In  his 
'i  perfect  strength,  and  eserdsed  that  dominion  over  our  spirits 
which  is  truly  a power  Uxi  noble  to  be  possessed  without 
■ being  wielded.  ITiough  all  hli  heroes  are  of  one  family,  yet 
' are  they  a noble  lund  of  brothers,  whose  countenances  and 
' whose  souls  are  stroagly  distinguished  br  peculiar  charac* 

, lertilics.  Each  per^nage,  as  be  advances  before  us,  remliKls 
us  of  some  other  being,  whose  looks,  thoughts,  words,  and 
I deeds  had  troubled  us  by  their  wild  and  perturb^  griuideur. 

I But  though  all  the  tame,  yet  are  they  all  straiigtdy  different. 

Wa  hail  eaih  surressive  existence  with  a pruloundcr  sym- 
{ pathy ; and  we  arc  lost  .In  w^mdor,  in  fear,  and  in  sorrow,  at 
, the  Inlinitely  varied  stniggles,  the  endless  and  agonising  mu- 
iliriratlons  oY  the  human  (uusions,  as  they  drive  along  throusb 
' every  gale  and  avenue  of  th«  soul,  darkening  or  brightening. 

. elevating  or  laying  prostrate. 

' From  such  agitating  and  terrific  plitures.  It  is  delightful  to 
turn  to  those  compositions  In  which  Lord  Byron  has  allowed 
his  soul  tci  sink  down  into  g>-ntler  and  more  ordinary  fevlinirs. 
.Many  beautiful  and  pathetic  strains  have  flowed  from  nis 
heart,  of  which  the  tenderness  is  as  touching  as  the  ^andcur 
of  hit  nobler  works  is  agitating  aiwl  suhIJme.  To  those,  in- 
deed. who  looked  deeply  into  nit  poetry,  there  never  was  at 
any  time  a want  of  pathos ; but  it  was  a pathos  so  subduing 
I ami  so  profound,  (h.at  even  the  poet  himself  seemed  afraid  of 
I being  delivered  up  unto  it ; luy,  he  s(«med  ashamesi  of  being 
: overcome  by  emotions,  which  the  gloomy  pride  of  bis  tnud- 
lert  often  vainly  strove  to  scorn ; and  he  dashed  the  weak- 
ness  from  his  heart,  and  the  tear  from  bis  eyes,  like  a man 
siMideuly  assailed  by  feelings  which  be  wlsliet]  to  hide,  and 
which,  though  true  to  hts  luture.  were  Inconsistent  with  the 
character  which  that  mysterious  nature  bod  been  forced,  as 
In  self-defence,  to  assume. 

But  there  is  one  poem  in  which  he  has  almost  wholly  laid 
aside  all  remembrance  of  the  darker  and  stormier  |>ass1ons  ; 
in  w hich  tlie  tone  of  hts  spirit  and  his  voire  at  once  is  changed, 
and  where  be  wiio  seemed  to  care  only  for  agonies,  and  re- 
morse, and  despair,  and  death,  an<l  insanity,  in  all  their  most 
: appalling  forms,  sht>ws  that  b«  has  a heart  that  ran  feed  on 
j the  iHirest  sym^iathies  of  our  nature,  and  deliver  Itself  up  to 
I the  sorrows,  the  sadness,  and  the  melancholy  of  humbler 
soul*.  The  **  I’risoner  of  Chllloa’*  is  a poem  over  which 
I Infancy  has  shed  its  first  mysterious  tears  for  sorrows  so 
I alien  to  its  own  happy  iimoceucv,  — over  which  the  gentle, 
j pure,  and  pious  soul  of  Woman  lias  brooded  with  inefEablr, 
and  yearmng.  and  bursting  tenderness  of  affection.  — and 
I over  which  old  Age,  almoit  IfMvened  from  tills  world,  has 
I bowr«l  his  hoorv  head  in  delighted  apurobatluu  of  that  fra- 


I..ong  years  of  outnufe,  calumny,  and  wrong;  |i 

IinputsNl  madness,  prisun’d  solitude, | 
And  the  mind’s  canker  in  iu  savage  mood,  j 

When  the  impatient  thirst  of  light  and  air 
Parches  the  heart ; and  the  abhorred  grate,  | 

Marring  the  sunbeams  with  its  hideous  shade,  I 

Works  through  the  throbbing  eyeball  to  the  brain.  Ii 
With  a hot  sense  of  heaviness  and  {laln ; 

And  bare,  at  once.  Captivity  display'd 
Stands  scoffing  through  the  never-opi-n'd  gate. 

Which  nothing  through  its  bars  admits,  save  day. 

And  tasteless  food,  which  1 have  eat  alone 

Till  its  unsocial  bitterness  b gone  ; I 

And  I can  banquet  like  a bea.st  of  prey, 

Sullen  an<l  lonely,  couching  in  the  cave 
W’liich  b my  lair,  and  — it  may  be  — iny  grave. » 

.\ll  thb  hath  somewhat  worn  me,  and  may  wear, 

But  must  bo  borne.  I stoop  not  to  despair; 

For  1 have  battled  with  mine  agony. 

And  made  me  wings  wherewith  to  overfly 

tcrnol  love,  whose  beauty  and  aimplicity  fling  a radiance  over  ‘ 
the  earth  he  Is  aliout  to  le.tve,  and  exiiibit  our  fldU-ii  natur* 
in  near  approximation  to  the  glories  of  Us  ultiin;iie  destiny,  i 
The  **  I.ouneut  ‘*;H}*kessev  much  of  the  tenderness  and  iiathos  | 
of  the  “ Prisoner  of  C'hllloii.**  laird  Byron  tuis  not  deiiveretl  ‘ 
himself  unto  any  one  wild  aivl  fearful  vision  of  the  imprisoned  i 
Tasso. h«  lias  Dot  dared  to  allow  hUukelf  to  rujih  forward 
with  headlong  passion  into  the  horrors  of  his  dungeon,  aud 
to  ileKTibe,  a*  he  could  fearftilly  have  done,  the  conflict  and 
anmy  of  his  utlrnnuvt  despair, — but  he  shows  ui  the  p-usd 
sitting  tn  his  ceil,  and  singing  there — a low,  melancholy, 
wailing  Lament,  sometimes.  Indeed,  bordering  on  utter  wretch- 
ediiesi,  but  oftcner  partaking  iff  a settled  grier.  orcokioiutUy 
siibduM  into  mournful  resignation,  cheeresl  by  delightful  re-  , 
membrances,  and  elevated  by  the  confident  nope  of  ou  iin-  j 
mortal  fame.  His  is  the  gathered  grief  of  many  years,  over  j 
which  hi*  soul  has  hroodod,  till  she  nas  In  some  measure  lost  I 
the  power  of  niiserv  ; and  this  soliloquy  Is  one  which  we  con 
believe  he  might  have  uttered  to  himself  any  morning,  or 
noon,  or  night  of  his  solitude,  as  he  seemed  to  be  half  com- 
muning with  his  own  heart,  and  half  addressing  the  car  of 
that  human  nature  from  which  he  was  shut  out.  but  of  w hh  h 
he  felt  the  cuntluual  and  abiding  presence  within  his  imagin- 
ation. — FRorusoB  Wilson.] 

> (The  original  MS.  of  this  poem  Is  dated,  **  The  Apen-  I 
nines,  April  'io.  HI7."  It  was  written  in  consequence  of  I 
Lord  Byron  having  visited  Ferrara,  for  a single  day,  on  his 
way  to  Florence.  In  a letter  from  Borne,  he  sayt  — “ The  | 

• Lameut  of  Tasso.’  which  1 sent  from  Horeore,  has.  I truit, 
arrived.  1 look  upon  it  .vs  a ‘ These  be  ^>d  rhymes  ! ' as 
Fo|>e'i  papa  said  to  him  when  he  was  a boy/']  I 

■ [Tasso's  biographer,  the  Abate  Serassi.  has  left  it  wi(h-  ' 
out  doubt,  that  the  first  cause  of  the  piwrt's  punishment  was 
his  desire  tn  be  necosiunallv.  or  altogether,  free  from  his  ser- 
vitude at  the  court  of  Alfonso,  tn  1M5,  Tasso  resolved  to 
visit  Rome,  and  enjoy  the  in<ltilgence  of  the  jubilee : “ and 
this  error."  says  the  Abate,  " increasing  the  suspicion  alrrjuty 
entertain^,  that  he  was  In  search  of  another  service,  was  tho 
origin  of  his  misfortunes.  On  his  return  tu  Ferrara,  the  Duke  ' 
refused  to  admit  him  to  an  audience,  and  h«  was  repulsed  from 
the  bouses  of  all  the  dependants  of  the  court : and  not  one  | 
of  the  promise^  which  the  Cardinal  Albarm  hati  olHaincJ  for 
him  were  carried  into  effect.  Then  It  was  that  Tasso — after 
having  suffered  these  hardships  for  some  time,  seeing  himself 
constantly  discountenanced  by  the  Duke  atwl  the  Princesses  .j 
abandoned  by  hit  friends,  and  deritled  by  his  enemies  — c<>ul«l 
no  longer  contain  himself  within  the  bounds  of  modcraLion,  o 
but,  riving  vent  to  his  choler,  pubilcly  broke  forth  Into  tii«  ,| 
most  Injurious  expressions  imaginable,  both  against  the  Duke  1 > 
and  all  the  house  of  Rste,  cursing  his  past  service,  and  re-  [ 
iractlng  all  the  praises  he  had  ever  given  In  his  verses  to 
those  princes,  or  to  any  Imlivldiul  connet  ted  with  them,  de- 
claring th.it  they  were  all  a gong  of  poltroons,  (ngrate*.  and  > 
scoundrel*  (tajUronl,  Ingrati.  e ribaJdi).  For  this  offence  he 
was  arrrstctl.  enndnetesi  to  the  hospital  of  St.  Aim.o,  and 
cnnfltted  in  a solitary  cell  oi  a madman."  — SeaAssi,  f 'Ua  <Ul 
Tasso.] 

3 [In  the  Hospital  of  St.  Anna,  at  Ferrara,  (hey  show  a 
cell,  over  the  door  of  which  is  the  following  inscription  : — 

'*  KispettiUe,  O posterl,  la  eelebritk  dl  quesla  staiisa,  dove 
Tonpiato  Tasso.  Infermo  pih  dt  Iristesza  ch«  delirio,  dl- 
teniito  dimord  anni  vli.  mesi  II,.  scrisse  verse  e prose,  e fd 
rimesso  in  llberU  wt  Instansa  della  ciltd  di  Bergamo,  nel 
giuroo  vl.  LugUo,  ISgfi."— The  dungeon  is  below  ue  ground 
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The  narrow  circus  of  my  dungeon  wall. 

And  freed  the  Holy  Sepulchre  from  thrall ; 

And  rvveird  among  men  and  things  divine. 

And  pour'd  my  spirit  over  Palestine, 

In  honour  of  the  sacred  war  for  Him, 

The  God  who  was  on  earth  and  is  in  heaven, 

For  he  has  strengthen’d  me  .in  heart  and  limb. 

That  through  this  sufferance  I might  be  forgiven, 

I have  employ’d  my  penance  to  record 
How  Salem's  shrine  was  won,  and  how  adored. 

II. 

But  this  is  o’er  — my  pleasant  task  Is  done : — * 

M>*  long.sustainlng  friend  of  many  years  ! 

If  I do  blot  thy  final  page  with  tears. 

Know,  that  ray  sorrows  have  wrung  from  me  nonc- 
Bul  thou,  my  young  creation  ! my  soul’s  child  ! 
Which  ever  playing  round  me  came  and  smiled. 

And  woo'd  roc  from  myself  with  thy  sweet  sight. 
Thou  too  art  gone — and  so  is  my  delight : 

And  therefore  do  I weep  and  inly  bleed 
With  this  last  bruise  uiwn  a broken  reed. 

Thou  too  art  ended  — what  is  left  me  now  ? 

For  1 have  anguish  yet  to  bc:u* — and  how  ? 

I know  not  that  — but  in  the  innate  force 
Of  my  own  spirit  shall  be  found  resource. 

I have  not  sunk,  for  I had  no  remorse. 

Nor  cause  for  such  ; they  call’d  me  mad  — and  why  ? 
Oh  Leonora  I wilt  not  thorn  reply  ? 3 
1 was  indeetl  delirious  in  my  heart 
To  lift  my  love  so  lofty  as  thou  art ; 
t But  still  ray  frtmzy  was  not  of  the  mind  : 

I I knew  my  fault,  and  feel  my  punishment 
Not  less  because  I suffer  it  unbent. 

That  thou  wert  l>eautiful,  and  I not  blind. 

Hath  been  the  sin  which  shuts  me  from  mankind ; 

I But  let  them  go,  or  torture  as  they  will. 

My  heart  can  multiply  thine  image  still ; 
i Successful  love  may  sate  ItMrlf  away  ; 

The  wretched  are  the  faithful ; 't  Is  their  fate 
To  have  all  feeling,  save  the  one,  decay, 

And  every  passion  into  one  dilate, 

As  rapid  rivers  into  ocean  pour ; 

But  ours  Is  fathomless,  and  hath  no  shore. 

floor  of  the  hotpital,  and  the  Uaht  prn^tratpi  through  Iti 
grated  window  from  a •mall  yard,  vhirh  teema  to  have  been 
common  to  other  celU.  It  U nine  paeet  long,  between  Atc 
and  »tx  wide,  and  about  seven  feet  high.  The  bedttead.  to 
they  tell,  has  been  carried  off  piecemeal,  ainl  the  dour  b^f 
rut  awiijr.  by  the  devotion  of  those  whom  *'  the  verse  and 
prrj*e’’  of  the  prisoner  have  brought  to  Ferrara.  Thepoet  was 
conAned  in  this  room  from  the  middle  of  March  1.^79  to  De- 
cember 1 5A0,  w hen  he  was  removed  to  a contiguous  apartment 
much  Larger,  In  which,  to  uic  his  own  expressioos,  he  could 
'*  philosophise  and  walk  about."  The  InscriptiMi  is  incorrect 
as  to  the  Immediate  cause  of  his  enlargement,  which  was 
promised  to  the  city  of  Bergamo,  but  was  carried  into  effect 
at  the  intercession  of  Don  Vincenco  Consaga,  Prince  of 
Mantua — Hobhocs*.] 

• [The  opening  lines  bring  the  poet  before  us  at  once,  as  if 
the  door  of  the  dungeon  was  thrown  open.  From  this  bitter 
complaint,  hnw  nohlr  the  uncoiiquered  bard  rises  into  calm, 
and  screuc,  and  dlgnlAed  exuit.'Uion  over  the  beauty  of  **  that 
young  creation,  his  soul's  child,"  the  Gieriiialemme  Li- 
iterata.  The  exultation  of  conscious  genius  then  dies  away, 
and  we  behold  him.  " bound  tietween  distraction  and  disease." 
no  Umger  in  an  inspired  mood,  but  sunk  into  the  lowest  pro- 
stration of  human  misery.  There  is  sumethlng  terrible  In 
this  transition  frum  divine  rapture  U>  degraded  agony.  — 
WlLSOH.} 

* (In  a letter  written  to  bis  friend  Scipio  Gonsaga.  shortly 
after  his  conArwment.  Tasso  exclaims  — Ah.  wretched  me  I 
I had  designed  to  write,  besides  two  eole  p<jeins  of  most  noble 
argument,  four  tragtdiev.  of  which  I had  formed  the  plan.  1 
h.id  sciiemed.  too.  many  works  in  prose,  on  sutdeots  tne  most 
lofty,  and  most  useful  to  human  Uic  ; 1 had  designed  to  write 


Above  me,  hark  ! the  long  and  maniac  cry 
Of  minds  and  bodies  in  captivity. 

And  bark  i the  lash  and  the  Increasing  howl. 

And  the  half-inarticulate  blasphemy  I 

There  be  some  here  with  worse  than  frrniy  foul. 

Some  who  do  still  goad  on  the  o’er-Iabuiir'd  mind. 

And  dim  the  little  light  that ’s  left  behind 
With  needless  torture,  as  their  tyrant  will 
Is  wound  up  to  the  lust  of  doing  ill : * j 

With  these  and  with  their  victims  am  I class'd,  j 

'Mid  sounds  and  sights  like  these  long  years  have  ii,Tss'd ; 
'Mid  sights  and  sounds  like  these  my  life  may  close: 

So  let  it  be  — for  then  I shall  repose.  I 

I 

IV.  I 

I have  been  patienf,  let  me  lie  so  yet ; ' 

I had  forgotten  h.ilf  I would  f«)i^et,  i 

But  it  revives  — Oh  ! would  it  were  my  lot  r 

To  be  forgetful  as  I am  forgot ! — I 

Feci  I not  wroth  with  those  who  bade  me  dwell  I 

111  this  vast  lasar-bouse  of  many  w<ws  ? I 

Where  laughter  Is  not  mirth,  nor  thought  the  mind. 
Nor  words  a language,  nor  ev'n  men  mankind ; 

\Micre  cries  reply  to  curses,  shrieks  to  blows. 

And  each  Is  tortured  in  hU  separate  hell  — 

For  we  arc  crowdnl  In  our  solitudes—.  [ 

.Many,  but  each  divided  by  the  wall,  , 

Which  echoe.s  Madness  in  her  bablding*  moods ; j 

While  all  can  hear,  none  heed  his  neighbour’s  ca'.l  — 
None  I save  that  One,  the  verii*st  wreleh  of  ail,  * ' 

WTio  was  not  made  to  l»e  the  mate  of  these,  ! 

Nor  bound  between  Distraction  and  Disease. 

Feel  I not  wroth  with  tlu>se  who  placet]  mo  here  ? | 

WTio  have  debased  me  In  the  minds  of  men,  I 

Debarring  me  the  usage  of  my  own, 

Blighting  my  life  in  best  of  its  career, 

Branding  my  thoughts  as  things  to  shun  and  fear?  * 
Would  1 not  pay  them  back  these  pangs  again,  ‘ 

And  teach  them  Inward  Sorrow’s  stifletl  groan  ? 

The  struggle  to  lie  calm,  and  cold  di>tre^ 

Which  undermines  our  Stoical  succesv  ? 

No  ] — still  too  proud  to  be  vindictive  — I 
Have  pardon'd  princes'  insults,  and  would  die. 

philosophy  with  eloqupnee.  In  such  a manner  that  thtrre  might 
remain  of  me  an  eternal  memory  in  the  wurlU.  Alas  ! I had 
ex[)erte<l  to  close  my  life  with  glory  and  renown;  but  now, 
oppressed  by  the  burden  of  i«  many  raloiaitles,  I have  lust 
every  provp-'ct  of  ropuUtion  and  of  hon«»ur.  The  fear  of  per-  ' 
petual  Imprisonment  increases  my  tncUncholy ; the  iiKllfr- 
nities  which  I stiflV'f  augment  It ; and  the  squalur  of  my  beard, 
my  hair,  and  habit,  the  sordidness  ami  filth,  exceedingly 
annoy  tne.  Sure  am  I,  that,  If  »hk  who  so  little  ha*  corre- 
sponunl  to  my  attarhmciit— If  she  saw  me  lii  such  a state, 
and  In  such  affliction  — she  would  have  tome  compassiuii  oo 
me."  — Opert,  t.  x.  p.  387. J 

• (For  nearly  the  first  year  of  hli  confinement  Tas«o  en- 
durra  all  the  horrors  of  a solitary  cell,  and  was  under  the  rare 
of  a gaoler  whose  chief  virtue,  although  he  was  a port  and  a 
man  of  letters,  was  a cruel  obedience  to  the  commands  of  hU 
prince.  Ills  name  was  .Agoitino  Mosti.  Tasso  says  of  him. 
in  a letter  to  bis  sister,  " M usa  mcco  ogni  sorte  di  ngore  ed 
inumanltd."  — lloDnuLti] 

* [This  fearful  picture  is  finely  contrasted  with  that  which 

Tasso  draws  of  himself  In  youth,  when  nature  wd  meditati«m 
were  forming  his  wild,  romantic,  and  impassioned  genius. 
Indeed,  the  great  excellence  of  the  " l.ament"  consists  In  the 
ebbing  and  flowing  of  the  noble  prisoner's  soul  ; — his  feelirigs 
often  come  suddenly  from  afar  off.  — sumetimes  gentle  airs 
are  breathing,  and  then  all  at  once  arise  tlie  storms  and  tem- 
pest,^ the  gloom,  though  black  as  night  while  It  endures, 
gives  way  to  frequent  bursts  of  radiance,  —and  wlien  the  wild 
strain  Is  closed,  our  pity  and  commiseration  are  blended  with 
a sTistaining  and  elevating  sense  of  the  grandeur  and  tnasewtv 
of  hli  character.  — WiLsoB.]  ' 
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THE  LAMENT  OF  TASSO. 


Tes,  Sister  of  my  Sovereign  ! for  thy  sake 
I weed  all  bitterness  from  out  my  breast, 

' It  hath  no  business  where  thou  art  a guest : 

{ Thy  brother  hates  — but  I can  not  detest ; ^ 

Tbou  pitiest  not  ~ but  1 can  not  forsake. 

V. 

I Look  on  a love  which  knows  not  to  despair,  ’ 

But  all  imquench'd  Is  still  my  better  part, 

Dwelling  deep  in  my  shut  and  silent  heart, 

I As  dwells  the  gather'd  lightning  in  Its  cloud. 
Encompass'd  with  Its  dark  and  rolling  shroud. 

Till  struck,— forth  flies  the  alUethereal  dart  I 
And  thus  at  the  collii^ion  of  thy  name 

The  vivid  thought  still  flashes  through  my  frame, 
And  for  a moment  all  things  as  they  were 

I I Flit  by  me ; — they  are  gone  — 1 am  the  same. 

I And  yet  my  love  without  ambition  grew ; 

I knew  thy  state,  my  station,  and  1 knew 

; > A Princess  was  no  love-mate  fur  a bard  ; 

' I told  it  not,  I breathed  it  not,  it  was 

I I SuRicient  to  itself,  its  own  reward ; 

' And  if  roy  eyes  reveal'd  it,  they,  alas  1 
, Were  punish'd  by  the  silentness  of  thine. 

And  yet  1 did  not  venture  to  repine. 

Thou  wert  to  mo  a cry'stal-glrded  shrine, 

Worsbipp'd  at  holy  distance,  and  around 
Hallow’d  and  meekly  kiss'd  the  saintly  ground  ; 

' Not  for  thou  wert  a princ(>s$,  but  that  Love 
Hail  robed  thee  with  a glory,  and  array'd 
Thy  lineaments  in  beauty  that  kUsmay'd  — 

I Oh  ] not  dismay’d  — but  awe<l,  like  One  above  I 
I And  in  that  sweet  seventy  there  was 
! A something  which  all  softness  did  surpass — 

I know  not  how  — thy  genius  master’d  mine  — 

I My  star  stood  still  before  thee : — if  it  were 
I Presiumptuous  thus  to  love  without  design. 

That  sad  fatality  bath  cost  me  dear ; 

But  tbou  art  dearest  still,  and  I should  be 
Fit  for  this  cell,  which  wrongs  me  — but  for  thee. 
The  very  love  which  lock'd  me  to  my  chain 
Hath  lighten'd  half  Its  weight ; and  for  the  rest, 
Though  heavy,  lent  me  vigour  to  sustain, 

And  look  to  thee  with  undivided  breast, 

I And  foil  the  Ingenuity  of  Pain.  * 

TL 

It  is  no  marvel  — from  my  very  birth 

My  soul  was  drunk  with  love,  — which  did  pervade 

And  mingle  with  wbate'er  I saw  on  earth  ; 

Of  objects  all  inanimate  I made  * 

Idols,  and  out  of  wild  and  lonely  flowers. 

And  rocks,  whereby  they  grew,  a paradise, 

> [Kot  long  afler  bts  tmprifonmrat,  Tomo  appealed  to  the 
mercy  of  Alftmio.  In  a oansone  of  great  beauty,  couched  in 
terms  so  respectful  atwl  pathetic,  as  must  have  moved,  it 
might  be  thought,  the  severest  bosom  to  relent.  The  heart  of 
I Alonso  was.  however,  (mpregnahlotothe  appeal ; and  Tasso, 

I in  another  ode  to  the  princesses,  whose  pity  no  Invoked  bi  the 
name  of  their  own  mother,  who  had  herself  known,  If  not  the 
like  horrors,  the  like  solitude  of  imprisonment,  and  Wttemess 
of  soul,  made  a similar  appeal.  " Considered  merely  as 
poems,”  says  Black.  ” these  cansonl  are  extremely  heauti- 
ibl ; but.  u we  contemplate  them  as  the  productions  of  a 
mind  dlsea^,  they  form  Important  documents  In  the  his- 
tory of  man.”  — /.(Ar  Tomo,  vol.  II.  p.  40».] 

* (As  to  the  indinorence  which  the  Princess  U said  to  have 
exhibitMl  for  the  misfortunes  of  Tasso,  and  the  little  effort 
she  made  to  obtain  his  liberty,  this  Is  one  of  the  negative  ar- 
guments founded  on  an  by^besls  that  may  be  easily  dt*- 
stroy^  by  e thousaiul  others  equally  plausfbie.  Was  not  the 
Priuceu  anxious  to  avoid  her  own  ruin  ? In  taking  too  warm 
i an  interest  for  the  poet,  did  she  not  risk  destroying  herself, 
I without  saving  him  7 — Foscolo.] 


Where  I did  lay  me  down  wUhin  the  shade 
Of  waving  trees,  and  dream'd  uncounted  hours. 
Though  1 was  chid  for  wandering ; and  the  wise 
Shook  their  white  aged  heads  o'er  me,  and  said 
Of  such  materials  wretched  men  were  made. 

And  such  a truant  boy  would  end  In  woe. 

And  that  the  only  lesson  was  a blow ; 

And  then  they  smote  me,  and  I did  not  weep. 

: But  cursed  them  In  my  heart,  and  to  my  haunt 
j Return'd  and  wept  alone,  and  dream'd  again 
> The  visions  which  arise  without  a sleep. 

I And  with  my  yean  my  soul  began  to  pant 
With  feelings  of  strange  tumult  and  soft  pain  ; 

And  the  whole  heart  exhaled  into  One  Want, 

But  undefined  and  wandering,  till  the  day 
I found  the  thing  I sought— and  that  was  thee ; 

And  then  I lost  my  being,  all  to  be 
Absorb’d  In  thine  ; the  world  was  past  away ; 

Thou  didst  annihilate  the  earth  to  me  l 

VII. 

I loved  all  Solitude  — but  little  thought 
To  spend  I know  not  what  of  life,  remote 
From  all  communion  with  existence,  save 
The  maniac  and  his  tyrant;  — had  I been 
Thvlr  fellow,  many  years  ere  this  had  seen 
My  mind  like  theirs  corrupted  to  Its  grave.  * 

But  who  bath  seen  me  writhe,  or  heard  me  rave  7 
Perchance  in  such  a cell  we  suffer  more 
Than  the  wreck'd  sailor  on  his  desert  shore ; 

The  world  is  all  before  him  — mine  U Aerr, 

Scarce  twice  the  space  they  must  accord  my  bier. 
What  though  Ae  perish,  he  may  lift  his  eye, 

And  with  a dying  glance  upbraid  the  sky  ; 

1 will  not  raise  my  own  in  such  reproof, 

Although  *tb  clouded  by  my  dungeon  roof. 

VIII. 

Tet  do  I feel  at  times  my  mind  decline,^ 

But  with  a sense  of  its  decay : 1 see 
Unwonted  lights  along  my  prison  shine. 

And  a strange  demon,  who  is  vexing  me 
With  pilfering  pranks  and  petty  pains,  below 
The  feeling  of  the  healthful  and  the  five ; 

But  much  to  One,  who  long  bath  suffer'd  so, 

Sickness  of  heart,  and  narrowness  of  place. 

And  alt  that  may  be  borne,  or  can  debase. 

I thought  mine  enemies  had  been  but  Man, 

But  Spirits  may  be  leagued  with  them — all  Earth 
Abandons  — Heaven  forgets  me ; — in  the  dearth 
Of  such  defence  the  Powers  of  Evil  can. 

It  may  be,  tempt  me  fiirther, — and  prevail 
Against  the  outworn  creature  they  assail. 

* CTasso'i  profound  and  unconquerable  love  for  Leonora, 
luiulnlng  lltelf  without  hope  throughout  years  of  darkness 

' and  solitude,  breathes  a moral  dignity  over  ul  his  sentiinenu, 
and  we  feel  the  strength  and  oower  of  his  noble  spirit  in  the 
' un-upbraiding  devotewesa  ofhls  |>assion.  — Wiuon.] 

* My  mind  like  tbeirs  adapted  to  Its  grave.”  — MS.] 

’ (”Nor  do  1 lament,”  wrote  Tasso,  shortly  after  bis  con- 
finement. ”tbat  my  heart  Is  deluged  with  almost  constant 
misery',  that  my  head  Is  alvrays  heavy  and  often  painful,  that 
my  tight  and  hearing  are  much  impaired,  and  that  all  my 
' frainels  become  spare  and  meagre  ; but.  passing  all  tliis  witfi 
I a short  sigh,  what  1 would  bewul  is  the  Infirmity  of  my  mind. 
I My  mind  sleeps,  not  thinks  ; my  fancy  is  chill,  and  forms  no 

tilcuirrs;  tny  negligent  tenses  will  no  longer  fundsh  the 
triages  of  things ; my  hand  is  sluggish  in  writing,  and  my  pen 
I seems  as  if  it  shrunk  from  the  ofilce.  I feel  as  if  1 were 
; chained  In  ail  my  operations,  and  as  if  I were  overcome  by  an 
unwonted  numbueas  and  oppressive  stupor.”  — Cipere,  t.  Till. 
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MTiy  In  this  furnace  Is  my  spirit  proved. 

Like  steel  in  temperin;^  Are  ? because  I loved  ? 
Because  1 loved  what  not  to  love,  and  see, 

VS'as  more  or  less  than  mortal,  and  than  me. 

IX. 

I once  was  quick  In  feeling — that  Is  o'er ; 

My  scars  arc  callou-s  or  I should  have  dash’d 
My  brain  against  these  bars,  as  the  sun  flash’d 
In  mockery  through  them;  — If  I bear  and  bore 
The  much  I have  recounted,  and  the  more 
A^Tiich  hath  no  words,  — 'tia  that  1 would  not  die 
And  sanction  with  selLslaiighter  the  dull  lie 
I Which  snared  me  here,  and  with  the  brand  of  shame 
Stamp  Madness  deep  Into  my  memory, 

And  woo  Compassion  to  a blighted  name, 

Sealing  the  sentence  which  my  foes  proclaim. 

' No — it  shall  be  immortal ! — and  1 make 
A future  temple  of  my  present  cell, 

Which  nations  yet  shall  visit  for  my  sake.* 

While  thou,  Ferrara  J when  no  longer  dwell 
The  ducal  chieCi  within  thee,  shalt  fall  down, 
i And  crumbling  piecemeal  view  tby  bcartbless  halls, 


A poet's  wreath  shall  be  thine  only  crown,  — 

A poet's  dungeon  thy  most  far  renown, 

While  strangers  wonder  o’er  thy  unpeopled  wall’s  J* 
And  thou,  Leonora  t thou  — who  wert  ashamed 
That  such  as  X could  love  — who  blush'd  to  hear 
To  less  than  monarchs  that  thou  couldst  be  dear. 
Go  1 tell  thy  brother,  that  ray  heart,  untamed 
By  grief,  years,  weariness — and  It  may  be 
A taint  of  that  he  would  impute  to  me  — 

From  long  Infection  of  a den  like  this. 

Where  the  mind  rots  congenial  with  the  abyss, — 
Adores  thee  still;  and  add  — that  when  the  tfiwcrs 
And  battlements  which  guard  his  joyous  hours 
Of  banquet,  dance,  and  revel,  are  forgot. 

Or  left  untended  in  a dull  repose, 

I This  — this  — shall  be  a conjH'crated  S|>ot ! 

But  Thou — when  all  that  Birth  and  Bi'auty  throws 
Of  magic  round  thee  Is  extinct  — shalt  have 
One  half  the  laurel  which  o'enhades  my  grave.  * 

No  power  in  death  can  tear  our  names  apart. 

As  none  In  life  could  rend  thee  from  my  heart. 

Ye«,  Leonora  I it  shall  Itc  our  fate 
To  be  entwined  fur  ever — hut  too  late  2^ 


0be  on  l^tnifc,' 


I. 

Oh  Venice!  Venice!  when  thy  marble  walls 
Are  level  with  the  waters,  there  shall  l)c 
! A cr>'  <jf  nations  o’er  thy  sunken  halls 
> \ loud  lament  along  the  sweeping  sea ! 

If  r,  a northern  wanderer,  win*p  for  thee. 

What  should  thy  sons  do?  — anything  bi.t  weep: 

And  yet  they  only  murmur  in  their  sleep. 

In  contrast  with  their  fathers — as  the  slime, 

I The  dull  green  ooie  of  the  rmallng  deep, 

I Is  with  the  dashing  of  the  spring*t1de  foam 
j That  drives  the  sailor  shlplc«s  to  his  home, 
j Are  they  to  those  that  were ; and  thus  they  erwp, 

I Crouching  and  crab-like,  through  their  sapping  stn*ets. 
j Oh  ! agony  — that  centuries  should  reap 

No  mellower  harvest  I Thirteen  hundretl  years 
Of  wealth  and  glory  turn'd  to  dub^t  and  tears ; 

I [-milch  [ j •hJI  rUlt  for  Dlf  MS.] 

* [Th<we  who  Imlulge  In  the  dream*  of  earthly  rctrltHitlon 
I will  olwerve,  that  the  cruelty  of  Alfonso  wa«  not  left  without 
* U»  reronuH'nse,  eecn  in  hU  own  perwm.  He  survived  the  af- 
fection of  hi*  (dhjecu  and  of  his  dependant*,  who  deserted 
him  at  hU  death  ; and  suffpreti  hi*  IkkIv  to  be  interred  with- 
out princely  or  decent  btmour*.  Hi*  lari  wi*he»  were  ne*- 
lectetl;  histesiamonl  cauirelled.  Ills  kinsman.  l).in  Cwsar, 
shrank  from  the  escomrouniration  of  the  Vatican,  and.  after  a 
short  struggle,  or  rather  sustwnse.  Ferrara  paiswt  away  for 
ever  from  the  dominion  of  the  hmuc  of  Esle.  — Hooaoi**.] 

I > [In  July.  1!S«6.  after  a confinement  of  more  than  seven 
tear*.  Ta»»o  wa*  released  from  hU  dungeon.  In  the  hope  of  : 

' ri-crUIng  hU  mother's  dowry,  and  of  again  beholding  hi*  si*-  I 
U-r  Cornelia,  he  shortly  after  viilied  NapU**.  where  hi*  pre-  | 
' teiire  wa*  welmmid  with  every  deroonurailon  of  eiteem  and 

I ailmiration.  Bring  on  a vUit  at  Mola  cli  Gaeta,  he  reerivtd 
; I the  following  remarkdde  tribute  of  respect,  Marco  di  Sclarra, 

I I the  nntorioni  captain  of  a numerous  troon  of  liandilll.  hearing 

I I where  the  great  pr*el  » a*.  sent  to  compliment  him,  and  of- 
' i fertd  him  n«d  onlv  a free  passage,  but  prcAectitm  hy  the  way. 

ami  asiitrc*!  him  that  he  and  hU  fidlower*  would  be  proud  to 
' execute  hU  ordcra.  See  Manso,  f'ita  del  Ta$»v,  p.  S19.} 

I * [The  "plMuii  rat  of  imaginatfon  " hai'e  been  explalxsed 
I-  


I .Vnd  every  monument  the  stronger  meets. 

Church,  palace,  pillar,  as  a mourner  greets ; i 

.\nit  even  the  Lion  all  subdued  appears,  ^ 

.And  the  harsh  sound  of  the  barbarian  drum,  \ 

With  dull  and  dally  dissonance,  repeats  j 

; The  echo  of  thy  tyrant’s  voice  along  | 

The  soft  waves,  once  nil  musical  to  song. 

That  heaved  beneath  the  muonlight  with  the  throng 
t)f  gondolas  — and  to  the  bu-vy  hum 
Of  cheerful  creatures,  whose  most  sinful  dceils 
Were  but  the  ovcrlK*ailng  of  the  heart, 

.And  flow  of  too  much  happiness  which  n(v<]« 
l';u‘  aid  of  age  to  turn  its  course  ajiart 
Fr*»m  the  luxuriant  and  voluptuou'^  llooil 
j Of  sweet  senKitlon*.  liatlllni^  with  the  hl*n».l. 
i But  these  are  better  than  the  glt»omy  crroiN, 

I The  weeds  of  nations  in  their  la.'t  dec.i>, 

and  justified  by  Addicon  In  pro*e,  and  bj'  Akentide  In  vcr*e: 
but  (here  arc  inoments  of  real  life  when  it*  mi*«riet  aivi  its 
tMTccwItic*  seem  to  overpower  aod  dcriroy  them.  The  h»*- 
of  mankiTHl.  however,  funiishe*  proof*  that  tm  bodily 
lufiering,  no  adverve  cirtnimklAncei,  operating  on  our  ma- 
terial nature,  will  cMingulsh  the  s|grii  of  imagiiuiiim.  J'er-  i 
hap*  there  ii  no  iiittanre  of  this  so  very  allerttng  aod  to  very  j 
•ublimp  a*  the  case  of  Tasto.  They  w no  have  teen  the  diuk,  I 
hurror-itriking  duiigcon-hule  at  Ferrara,  hi  which  be  was  | 
cuufinod  seven  years  umler  the  Imputation  of  madnest,  wilt 
have  had  this  truth  Impressed  upon  their  heart*  in  a maum  r 
never  to  be  erased.  In  this  vault,  of  which  the  sight  nulu  s | 
the  hardest  heart  shudder,  the  poet  employed  hlmwlf  In  li-  I 
nist.ing  and  rom*rtmg  his  immortal  epic  (xscni.  Lord  Byrua  s ' 
'*  Ijunent"  on  this  sulycrt  is  as  subUme  and  proft>und  a les- 
t«)n  in  morality,  ami  In  the  picture*  of  the  recesses  of  tiie 
human  soul,  as  it  is  a prcMiurtion  mn*t  eloquent,  most  pathetic, 
most  vi^rotis,  and  most  elevating  among  the  gifts  of  the 
Muse.  The  bosom  which  is  not  touchevi  with  it — the  fancy 
which  Is  not  wanm'd,...-the  undertunding  which  is  not  eo- 
lightened  and  oxaltetl  by  U.  Is  not  fit  for  human  intercourse. 

If  I.ord  Byron  had  written  nothing  but  this,  to  deny  him  the 
praise  of  a ^and  poet  would  have  been  flagrant  lujustke  or 
gniss  stupidity. — DxYOoas.J 

* [This  Ode  was  transmitted  ftom  Venice,  in  1819,  along 
with  *'Maarppa.”J  j 
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When  Vice  walks  forth  with  her  unsoltcn'd  terrors* 
And  Mirth  U madness*  and  but  smiles  to  slay; 

And  Hope  is  nothing  but  a false  delay, 

The  sick  man's  lightning  half  an  hour  ere  death, 
When  Faintness,  the  last  mortal  birth  of  Pain, 

And  apathy  of  limb,  the  dull  beginning 

Of  the  cold  staggering  race  which  Death  is  winning. 

Steals  vein  by  vein  and  pulse  by  pulse  away ; 

Yet  so  relieving  the  o'er-tortured  clay, 

To  him  apt>cars  renewal  of  his  breath, 

And  freedom  the  mere  numbness  of  his  chain  ; 

And  then  be  talks  of  life,  and  how  again 
He  feels  his  spirits  soaring  — nlbclt  weak, 

And  of  the  fresher  air,  which  be  would  seek  ; 

And  as  be  whi^ipers  knows  not  that  he  ga»p«. 

That  his  thin  finger  feels  not  what  it  clasps. 

And  so  the  film  com<*s  o’er  him  — and  the  disxy 
Chamber  swims  round  and  round  — and  shadow busy. 
At  which  be  vainly  catches,  llit  and  gleam, 

Till  the  last  rattle  chokes  the  strangU*<l  scream. 

And  all  is  ice  and  blackness — and  the  earth 
That  which  it  was  the  moment  ere  our  birth. 

I n. 

j There  b no  hope  for  nations ! — Search  the  page 
I Of  many  thousand  years the  dally  scene, 

! The  flow  and  ebb  of  each  recurring  age, 

! The  everUsting  to  be  which  hath  6een, 

I Hath  taught  us  nought  or  little : still  we  lean 

j On  things  that  rot  beneath  our  weight,  and  wear 
Our  strength  away  in  wresUing  with  the  air; 

For  ‘I  is  our  nature  strikes  us  down : the  beasts 
Slaughter'd  in  hourly  hecatombs  for  feasts 
Are  of  as  high  an  order — they  must  go  [slaughter. 
Even  where  their  driver  goads  them,  though  to 
Ve  men,  who  pour  your  blood  for  kings  as  water. 
What  have  they  given  your  children  in  return  ? 

A heritage  of  sers  itude  and  woes, 

A blindfold  bondage,  where  your  hire  is  blows. 

Wbat!  do  not  yet  the  red-hot  ploughshares  bum, 
O'er  which  you  stumble  in  a false  ordeal, 

And  deem  this  proof  of  loyalty  the  ren/; 

Kissing  the  hand  that  guides  you  to  your  scars. 

And  glorying  as  you  tread  the  glowing  bars  ? 

All  that  your  silt's  have  left  you,  all  that  Time 
Bequeaths  of  free,  and  History  of  sublime. 

Spring  from  a different  theme! — Yc  sec  and  read, 
Admire  and  sigh,  and  then  succumb  and  bleed ! 

Save  the  few  spirits  who,  despite  of  all, 

And  worse  than  all,  the  sudden  crimes  engender’d 
By  the  down-thundering  of  the  prison-wall, 

And  thirst  to  swallow  the  sweet  waters  tender’d. 
Gushing  from  Freedom’s  fountains — when  the  ciawd. 
Madden'd  with  centuries  of  drought,  arc  loud. 

And  trample  on  each  other  to  obtain 
The  cup  which  brings  oblivion  of  a chain 
Heavy  and  sore,  — in  which  long  yoked  they  plough  d 
The  sand,  — or  If  there  sprung  the  yellow  grain, 

'T  was  not  for  them,  their  necks  were  too  much  Ixiw'd, 
And  their  dead  palates  chew’d  the  cud  of  p:dn ; — 
Yes!  the  few  spirits  — who,  despite  of  d(*cds 
Which  they  abhor,  confound  not  with  the  cau.H* 
Those  momcntaiy  starts  from  Nature’s  laws. 

Which,  like  the  pestilence  and  earthquake,  smite 
But  for  a term,  then  pass,  and  leave  the  earth 
' With  all  her  seasons  to  repair  the  blight 
I Witii  a few  summers  and  again  put  forth 

I 


Cities  and  generations  — fkir,  when  free  — 

I'  For,  1*yraiuiy,  there  blooms  no  bud  for  thee ! 

m. 

Glory  and  Empire  I once  upon  these  towers 
With  Freedom — godlike  Triad  1 how  yc  sate ! 

The  league  of  mightiest  nations,  In  those  hours 
When  Venice  was  an  envy,  might  abate. 

But  did  not  quench,  her  spirit;  in  her  fate 
All  were  enwrapp'd : the  feasted  moiurchs  knew 
•Vnd  loved  their  hostess,  nor  could  learn  to  hate. 
Although  they  humbled  — with  the  kingly  few 
The  many  felt,  for  from  all  days  and  cliiiU'S 
She  was  the  voyager's  worship ; — even  her  crimes 
Were  of  the  softer  order— bom  of  Ixive, 

She  drank  no  blood,  nor  fatten'd  on  the  dead, 

But  gladden’d  where  her  harmless  conquests  spread ; 
For  these  restored  the  Cross,  that  from  above 
Hallow'd  her  sheltering  banners,  which  incessant 
Flew  between  earth  and  the  unholy  Crescent, 

Which,  if  it  waned  and  dwindled,  Earth  may  thank 
The  city  it  has  clothed  in  chains  which  clank 
Now,  creaking  in  the  ears  of  those  who  owe 
The  name  of  Freedom  to  her  glorious  struggles ; 

Yet  she  but  shares  with  them  a common  woe, 

And  call'd  the  **  kingdom"  of  a conquering  foe, — 

' But  knows  what  all  — and,  most  of  all,  ice  know 

j M'ith  what  set  gilded  terms  a tyrant  Juggles  ] 

I 

1 iV. 

; The  name  of  Commonwealth  Is  past  and  gone 
O'er  the  throe  fractions  of  the  gnaning  glol>e ; 
Venice  is  cnish'd,  and  Holland  deigns  to  ouii 
A sceptre,  and  endures  the  purple  rot»e  ; 

If  the  free  Switier  yet  bestrides  alone 
HU  chainless  mountains,  'tis  but  fur  a time, 

For  tyranny  of  late  is  cunning  grown. 

And  in  its  own  good  season  tramples  down 
The  sparkles  of  our  allies.  One  great  clime, 
vigorous  offspring  by  dividing  ocean 
Arc  kept  apart  and  nursed  in  the  devotion 
Of  Freedom,  which  their  fathers  fought  for,  and 
Bequeath'd  — a heritage  of  heart  and  hand. 

And  proud  dUUncUon  from  each  other  land, 

Whose  sons  must  bow  them  at  a monarch's  motion, 
As  if  his  senseless  sceptre  were  a wand 
Full  of  the  magic  of  exploded  science  — 

.Still  one  great  clime,  In  full  and  free  defiance. 

Yet  rears  her  crest,  unconquer'd  and  sublime, 

Aboii*e  the  far  Atlantic  I — She  has  taught 
! Her  F>au-brethren  that  the  baught)’  flag, 

The  floating  fence  of  Albion’s  feebler  crag. 

May  strike  to  those  whose  red  right  hands  have  iMUght 
[tights  cheaply  earn'd  with  blood. — Still,  still,  for  ever 
; Better,  though  each  man's  lifc-blooil  were  a river, 

I That  it  should  flow,  and  overflow,  than  creep 
Through  thousand  laxy  channels  in  our  veins, 
Damm'd  like  the  dull  canal  with  locks  and  chains, 
.\nd  moving,  as  a sick  man  In  his  sleep, 

Three  paces,  and  then  faltering  : — Iwtter  be 
Where  the  extinguish'd  S]iartans  still  are  free. 

In  their  proud  charnel  of  Thcrmopyl®, 

: *rhan  stagnate  in  our  marsh,  — or  o’er  the  deep 
j Fly,  and  one  current  to  the  ocean  add, 

1 One  spirit  to  the  souls  our  fathers  had. 

One  freeman  more,  America,  to  thec  I 
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BYRON’S  WORKS. 


^Horgantt  l^ggiort 


OF  PULCI.« 


I ADVERTISKMENT. 

1 The  MorKunU*  Mahore,  of  ihc  tifsl  canlii  of  which 
I this  translation  is  oficml,  (lividcH  with  the  Orlando 
I Innamorato  the  honour  of  having  formeil  and  sug- 
[ gestctl  the  style  aitd  storj'  of  Ariosto.  The  great 
defects  of  Boianlo  were  his  treating  too  seriously  the 
narnitives  of  chivalry,  and  his  harsh  style.  Ariosto,  ' 


in  his  continuation,  by  a judicious  mixture  of  the 
gaiety  of  Pulci,  has  avoided  the  one ; and  Bemi,  in 
hU  peformatinn  of  Bolarda’s  poem,  h.^  corrcctwl  the 
other.  Pulci  may  be  considered  a&  the  precursor 
and  model  of  BemI  alb^thcr,  as  he  h.xs  partly  been 
to  .\riasto,  however  inferior  to  both  his  copyists.  lie 
is  no  less  the  founder  of  a new  style  of  poetry  very 
lately  sprung  up  in  England.  1 allude  to  that  of 


• (The  following  translation  was  exeeutetl  at  navfnna,  »nw»oU<m;  *j»j  tf  l wane  *!«?•  <wi  of  ilw  H*bi  Twa4,  on* 


1 1 In  February.  It'iU,  and  first  uw  the  light  in  the  pagpi  ot  the 
1 1 unfortunau-  journal  ealleil  *•  The  LiUrral.”  The  merit  of 
|i  it.  as  Lord  llyron  orer  and  over  states  in  his  letters.  eon«lslj  , 
i In  the  wofMlerfuI  rtrburn  pro  eerAo  closeness  of  the  version. 
It  was.  in  fact,  an  exercise  of  skill  In  this  art.  and  cannot 
be  fairly  estim^iNl,  without  continuous  reference  to  ttie  uri' 
gin^  iCilian.  which  the  rca<lcr  will  therefore  now  find  placed 
mrptwhe  to  the  text.  Those  who  want  fill  Information,  and 
clear  philosophical  sic«*.  as  to  the  origin  cf  the  Kumantir 
Poetry  of  the  Italians,  will  do  well  to  read  at  length  nn  .irticle 
on  that  subject,  from  the  j>en  of  the  late  l>o  Foscolo,  Itj  the 
forty-secoml  number  of  tlie  Quarterly  Review.  Weextrar; 
from  it  the  passage  in  which  that  k-.irm-d  writer  applies  him- 
aelf  more  partlciiiArly  to  the  Morjrante  of  Pulci.  Alter  show- 
ing that  ail  the  ports  of  this  class  adopttsi  ns  the  emundwork 
of  their  fictions,  the  old  wild  materfd*.  which  hml  for  age* 
formed  Uio  stock  In  trade  of  the  profei.te.1  stiTY’-lcllers.  — In 
those  <liyt  a clas<  of  {>ers<in«  holding  the  s.nnie  place  in  (?hris- 
trinlom.  and  more  est*ecially  in  lt.ily,  which  their  hrotlicra 
still  maintain  all  ov«r  tlic  bast,— Foscolo  thus  proceeds : — 

**  The  rouomary  ficm*  at  Use  rsirstise  sil  find  a elare  In  remsntie 
: MI  h are  ihe  wiilenl.ou*  rrlWrtioet  hj  U>«  raaiim 

wtsk-n  he  Imx  ju*i  or  arUinc  In  BiiUti|i.Uiu<i  cf  0v<^  which  hr  to 

abnui  to  trials,  and  whirii  the  vt>  rji-te:ite  a*«a)r.  n|<pn*  «hm  he  muniM 
hU  rerllatinnr ; hto  ot  tin  own  m^(t«  av  sinti  the  atia>rk«  »f  ntals 

InttMle;  and  hh  formal  leat«-tatincchrn  hr  |auia(rom  hit  audimrr,  and 
bitllea  Lhern  to  meet  him  airiin  on  tha  morrow.  Thu  mrthnd  of  wti^lnjt 
nprwrh  lamlon  nflhr  |•arm  i«  a far^ainie  smon«  llie  rwnamir  pnet«  i who 
cwrwia.iilt  fimdi  th<-lr  raniua  with  • diiUih,  of  which  llio  wutUv  may  tarji 
I Inii  the  (Wat  to  unlf.mn. 

I ' All*  altro  canto  ?«  Citiyaenlirc, 

Re  air  altro  canto  mi  rerrrto  a udir*.'— .\aiarro. 

I Or  at  the  end  of  another  canto,  acconliag  to  Haniiictoin't  iracadadon,— 

' 1 now  cut  <4f  abrui>Or  hrre  nir  rhjroc. 

Ami  kcct>  m«  tale  onto  SAOther 

1 " The  fomt*  and  maieriali  of  ihewi  fn^olar  siorlfa  were  ado|«(od  by 

writera  tit  a Mi|anor  rial.,  who  con'iderM  the  «ulaar  taliw  of  thair  |ind«. 
pewitra  at  hkx't*  of  iiiitldr  finely  tintel  amt  ranrcaied  te  thv  hand  of  ns< 

I lure,  tmt  whiih  (niithi  attool  a ntaUrrySere,  whim  wurkel  nnd 

tnlKhnl.  The  romau'.k-  j«wl*  treated  Ihc  u-ndltlon.'iry  (Snlma  tui!  aa 
tonic  did  tt>e  Icgendi  inTrntel  bi  the  monk*  to  mvnuln  iheir  maetcry 
I srrr  wri^  minji.  H,- f irinrat  them  inU  a (•oc'ii.  * hirh  tni  aihc  (he  adini- 
. raiinn  cf  rrery  affeanri  nan-m;  Imi  Dante  s.a(  I’etrsTra  wife  pD«t*,  who, 
thi>UKh  unifcr*all\  irlehrated,  were  not  tin;tiT-al|»  under.tnod.  Tlw 
Imrnrd  found  ennilmiiieni  m writing  remmenU  uiaot  thrtr  (wwin^:  hut  llw 
nation,  wiihniit  etwn  cairydiikx  ihe  hiuhiT  ranks,  knew  t'lem  only  by 
nime.  .SI  the  heirtnnini;  tof  t*H-  hfleentb  rermiry.  a few  ebu-urw  auihora 
heenn  to  write  rnmaiMwa  In  nrw  and  in  rh;mc,  taking  for  thetr  >«bjcci 
the  wan  of  4'Iisrlr*n>enc  ano  Orlande,  or  (ometimn  the  sdimtamof 
.ynhiir  anil  t.hc  Knkhia  of  the  ib'und  Table.  Thnc  wokt  were  to 
{■iradog.  that  Ihe»  wire  raiihUr  mulniditat:  but  the  b«H*  of  romance 
ramt  littW  alanal  Mjlcor  cervtfKailim,  - they  (ought  for  odrerKum,  snd 
cnciianimml.,  and  niirvclev  U'e  iMnv  obtain  U VaH  a iwrtjal  ci{>la><atJ‘m 
I sf  the  rai'id  decline  cf  lialian  jwwtry,  aJid  ihc  atHadns  rerruptbm  of  (he 
Ita'-an  langiiajtr,  whi.h  tia.k  ularc  immcdisirly  after  the  Oeaih  of  I'e* 
trsivh,  and  which  Moi-eedcd  from  t«d  to  wnne  until  (he  era  cS  lair.-naa 
dr-  .VoUri. 

**  it  w»»  (h«n  that  TulcJ  rompmed  bit  .Vonnnic  for  the  amuMrrimt  ef 
' Mitdormt  Loemta,  the  riKSher  of  lorwnso:  and  bewail  torertie  II  at 
Uhlr  toFlrlno.and  To  i-.laa.  and  I^r««uo,Mid  the  other  I'lMn.iGv  rharac* 
trr»  who  then  fliairtoh#^  at  KSorwice  ret  Pulci  sdhemt  ttricUy  to  the 
odcinai  plan  of  the  pomttar  (lory  Irllcri : and  if  hfi  (uo'evuin  have  ttn- 
beiltotwd  them  to  that  they  rwn  (carcrlt  be  r«K«ir>tted.  It  b cerutn  that  in 
no  othor  poem  can  they  U>  found  to  nnuinc  and  nstlre  at  In  ihc  'l"r- 
ronte.  nicS  occommudsted  hlmwli,  ihoagh  igioritody,  t®  theccniuiof 
Ida  vgej  clawkwJ  taeie  and  Mwnd  rrl’lrlwn  l>««ar>  to  perrod.  and  great 
r^eatuun  were  making  b«  the  koasticd  in  wparaie  hato<wtr«l  truibfriMn 
Uir  rhaoi  nf  fthlc  and  tndiumi:  ao  that,  though  Pain  inirudured  the 

I moM  eitwtajftm  fUdet.  Iw  *fi«wtad  lo  cofopJa^n  of  the  errors  of  ^ prMc 

I crtvotA  * 1 grirte,'  he  said. ' for  my  eniperiw  tTtarteinagn*:  fof  I tec  that 
hu  htotory  has  licen  ttsdly  written  and  vane  underttood.’ 

' R M mto  rorto  tmperador  is*  Inrrcbtw ; 
k?  itata  <|we»ta  Itioefa,  a guel  cb*  to  rcggio, 
tb  Carlo,  mole  IntoM  e trriua  peggio.' 

*'  And  whilvl  he  quotet  the  great  Mttotloh  leoAtr>le  Amino  with  re-  | 
aped,  he  profeiaei  le  iMtlete  the  authorliT  of  ibr  hot*  ArrhbHhof  Turpbi, 
who  to  alto  one  of  the  herooa  of  the  poem.  In  aniMTtrr  poauge,  where  he 
tmliatet  the  apotogSet  of  the  ttary-teuer,,  he  maket  a niraa  allatoon  lo  the 
taou  of  hto  uMlIence.  ' ) know,*  he  tay,. ' that  1 tnau  pm  red  trralgM- 
forward,  and  oat  Ml  a Aulic  Iw  In  ihc  coeme  ef  my  Uie.  1 hit  la  net  a 


*'  i'tiU  i't  reraiticalion  to  retBarkably  fluent.  Vet  he  to  defictoM  In  imr. 
kidy:  Idt  Unguage  It  ptar*,  and  hit  exnrcmtont  flow  oaturaUi,  bat  hw 
phraoet  are  abrupt  and  uuroaeeilcd.  and  be  (ntqismtl'  wriiet  uegrojsma-  [ 
tkallo.  Hu  itipnir  ilegrneratet  imo  harthneatj  and  hu  lore  of  broHy  ■ 
pren-nt*  the  derelopommt  of  hi*  poetical  Imagiry.  He  Lwort  all  the 
tnarkiof  rudegentut;  he  was  eapoUr  of  (Micaie  plcaasntrt.  yet  hit  tnUUa  i 
•rrnwially  Iwtier  and  tr«R«.  llUhuntour  nrrer  anw«  frotn  pojiis,  bat  ' 
from  uitegpertcd  tituaiiont  tarungly  c-mlraated.  Ihe  hmpnor  I'harle-  ! 
rnagne  (cnu-ncet  King  MaisUiu*<d  Hiwunto  Mhongetl  for  nigh  Ueaaoa j 
ana  A rchtuahop  Tur^  kindly  oHen  fdt  aerticm  on  the  occoaMi. 

* E*  dlMe ; !•  re*.  .Manibo.  the  tu  muoja 
Do»<r  tu  ordinasli  U tradiniento. 

Dtota  Vurptno;  lo  eogbo  fare  II  boja. 

Carlo  rUp^ . Ed  So  ton  lien  conteoto 
Oie  tia  traiiato  di  <{uetil  <iue  rani 
E’ufKca  tanta  oun  le  unte  manl.* 

**  Here  we  hare  an  emperor  tajieriniending  the  eiecuiienofaking,  who 
b Kaiumi  iit  1^  prewnrr  of  a raot  multitude,  all  at  whm  are  greatly  rdi- 
fled  at  b^iolding  ananhlitdiop  uflktaiiiig  m the  (haradet  of  a fintoher  of 
the  law.  IMmrthU  adrwaiurr  took  place,  Caraibira  tiad  devpati-iied  w> 
ambaatoduf  to  the  emperor,  compUining  of  the  Uumeful  conduct  of  a 
whked  Paladin,  who  had  tednerd  the  primew*  hit  datigtiter.  The  oral uT 
don  twN  iwoumi  Itimtolf  with  nioderw  dlpicrnahc  cuuiimy. 

* Maonn  t’  abbtita  cotne  irailiiorr, 

U dltle'.le  e ingluito  Impi. radon- ! 

A Csradoru  e (taio  teniro,  <)  Carla, 

Ot'arlo!  UCarlo!  (e  itniUra  U iiuta) 
lie  la  lua  r<ine,  che  n-wi  puol  negoilo, 
lie  la  wa  (igUa  c«a  diaonnti.’ 

**  ’OCharlet,*  be  rrsed,  • Chartet,  Ch  tries  ' ’—and  as  he  cHod 
Hr  tb'Kik  hik  head  .•  *s  mil  cwmpUmi  I bring 
Of  thatiKflil  artt  which  cannot  t>e  denied  i 
King  t'aradiiee  hat  atcrruineil  llie  thing, 

Wbuh  > oirket  muiwottr  pru«rd  and  tenfled 
lly  hitrrs  footn  rear  own  tide  of  the  waiee 
tUspming  itie  Wutioigr  of  hia  dauglrfer.’ 

'*  Such  tcenet  mw  aiqwar  mrk-«  hat  urarge ; but  Candceo't  err.Cawcy, 
and  Ihe  esemUonof  King  Martohut,  ere  tobi  in  ttnet  coofoentitvmtte 
iKitSont  of  the  common  jieopic,  and  at  they  inwet  itkU  be  drwribnl  if  «e 
wtthod  to  Imitate  the  peputar  MiVy-iellers.  If  Pain  he  ncrmkmahy  ' 

Antd  and  delicAfe,  hit  inauheH  cf  amenitr  mktdied  from  the  nallanat  cho- 
racier  of  the  Slorenitne*,  and  the  rvriral  of  Intrrs.  But  at  the  tame  time, 

WK  mu«  trace  to  national  ehararxer,  and  lo  the  Inlluenre  m hi>  datJ«  cmik- 
pankww,  the  tiufl* MMkerk  whkh.  in  the  oviiiion  of  forel(pk«e«,  fri^««ntJ>  da« 
gram  the  poem.  M.fbnguHie  haaertoletoed  Puli-I  hi  the  uiuai  tiyle^his 
< ountriiziea.  He  altrihutet  modem  mantwn  l«  ancient  llmta.  and  take* 

It  f>«  granted  that  tha  indiridoaU  of  every  other  nation  think  and  mrt  (ika 
modem  PmKhmett.  On  ihrw  primiplwi,  ha  ronclodes  that  Polcl.  boah 
with  mpei't  to  bit  rnbjcct  and  to  hit  made  uT  treating  It,  intended  onir  ta 
write  burlroque  poetry ; beeauae.  os  ha  uyt,  ueb  bsfltoonw  coaid  oot 
hare  lawn  Iniroducod  intoacMnpuaitlanrKiMl  to  l,«r«t)ro  de'  Bdodici  and  - 
hit  enlightened  guevtr,  tf  the  aailsor  hod  Intended  to  be  la  eamett.  In  the  < 
(in'- portrait  tif  Loectifagirm  by  Mchiarcih  at  iheend  of  hit  Flomnitw 
hui.toy.  the  httiArla-i  cmxplaliuthat  betook  more  ptcafure  in  the  ceanptrTr 
uf  j * itt,  and  iM^oont  than  Imaeroed  un-b  a man.  It  it  a little  tn^w'.w 
that  bened-tto  X’archi,  a cantemborary  hiMorlan,  mtker  t}^  tanve  twen- 
pltlnt  nf  MachiaTeili  hirnarlf,  InAroit,  rna»y  kniovn  anevdmr*  of  -Xlacbia- 
trill,  no  leo  than  hKfwgKue  pteem,,  prove  that  n wat  onlv  «|>en  he  was 
acting  thettMewnan  that  he  wuhni  to  be  grave;  and  ttiM  becould  laugh 
hk<-  uthrr  men  when  he  laid  a.Me  hit  dignili.  Wr  da  not  think  b* 
«.«»  In  the  womg.  But,  whBterrf  npintnn  may  be  formad  antlwtabje^ 
we  Ukslt  yet  be  forced  lo  onu-luda  that  great  men  may  be  compeltod  lo 
bl.io'c  th«  maonert  of  thiir  time*,  wlihoiii  twii’g  aide  to  withtta^  theft 
Inllaevtor.  la  uUier  rvtpcru.  theioem  cf  I’ulct  to  terfooi,  tunh  Irt  tobynx 
and  In  lone.  And  here  «v  thall  repeat  a p-irral  etwwrntion,  whkh  w« 
•iSive  our  rwodci-t  to  apfdy  to  all  <nc  romantic  poemt  at  the  ttoliam  — 
T4at  tX*tr  comic  hamumr  oiitrt  /him  fW  (vwfrajf  le'wwm  IMe  <«ws(a«l  ew. 
Wotrowre  o/  (Sc  ofriUn  to  •ttcre  to  Vtr  J.ir^  ewf  ndjorts  tkt  p-pofgr 
etoro-fWlm,  cod  iKf  made  of  (Sc  euNtc  (owe  Ay  tito  gntow  •/  tk*m 

n'ri!tr$  to  reader  rock  lairrcehug  anJ  itiAlimf. 

'•  Tbit  Umple  eiucidation  cf  the  c«u-ea  of  the  imrica]  rhoracter  «f  the 
Mcwgor.te  bat  been  o««vt*Jk(d  by  the  critin  : and  lhr>  have  iberHure  dto< 
puMi  with  great  earrvnenrai  during  (be  lad  two  rentgriea,  whMhirr  (He 
Morganw  to  written  tn  > «l  or  enmeat;  and  whether  PuJcl  to  not  on 
ath«>i,  who  wrote  in  eerw  for  Uy>npnw>p«rtneafa>-e<tlngat  oil  rctigton. 
Mr.  Mteieole  Incline*,  in  bto  Orlando  m Kanceteaiira.  lu  the  oMumwi  of 
M.  frmgwfnf,  that  ibe  Mnrgmte  it  decidedly  lo  be  constderrd  at  a bur- 
Imduc  poein,  and  a satire  against  |h«  Chmutn  rritgtom.  Vet  Mr.  Mer1> 
role  bimieif  acknowledge*  that  It  to  wound  up  with  a tragical  cdfect,  Md 
dignihed  hr  rrlbrinui  mntiriteni ; and  to  rhrrefnrw  forced  lo  * leora  Um 
quMtvn  antcoigto  the  uneaplainnl.  arvd  iwthjap*  inetldicoWe,  phenoomM 
cf  the  human  mind.’  If  a tlallar  gundton  had  n<a  Iwvn  olrtwcir  devid^ 
both  |tt  rtganj  to  NKtStpoorr  and  to  AllMe.  it  might  be  trill  a>ub>««t« 
(itoputc  wheOwr  the  lonnar  Imondrd  to  write  tragedies,  and  whether  th« 
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the  In^rnloua  Whistlecraft.  The  serimia  jiofms  <m 
Ronrt"«r.Ulps  In  the  Sitmc  Inm^uaije,  and  more  j«ar- 
tlcxilarl^  the  excellent  one  of  Mr.  Merivale,  are  to 
be  trac(^  to  the  jwrne  source.  It  has  never  yet  been 
decided  entirely  whether  Pulci’s  intention  was  or 
was  not  to  deride  the  ndljdon  which  l^^  one  of  hU 
fevourite  topics.  It  appenrs  to  me,  that  such  an  in- 
tention would  have  been  no  less  haiardous  to  the 
poet  than  to  the  priest,  pirtlrularly  In  that  a^;e  and 
countr>- ; ami  the  ijenniH>»lon  to  pnhUsh  the  j>oem, 
and  Us  ret'eplion  among  the  classics  of  Italy,  prove 
that  it  neither  wa.s  nor  is  j-o  intcri)retcd.  l*haf  he 
intended  to  ridicule  the  monastic  life,  and  suffeivd 
his  imagination  to  play  with  the  simple  dnInc.'S  of 
bis  convertwi  giant,  seems  evident  cnmich ; but 
surely  it  were  as  unjust  to  accuse  him  <»f  imdlgion 
on  this  account,  as  to  denounce  Fielding  for  bis 
Parson  Adams,  Barnabas,  Thwackum,  Supple,  ami 
the  Ordinary  In  Jonathan  Wild,  — or  Scott,  for  the 
exquisite  use  of  hLs  Covenanters  in  the  **  Talcs  of 
^ my  landlord.” 

; In  the  following  translation  I have  used  the  li!>crly 
of  the  original  with  the  projKir  names  ; as  Pulci  uses 
j (f.in.  OaneUun,  or  Ganelione : Carlo,  Curlumagnu,  or 
] Carlomaiw  ; Romlcl,  or  Rondello,  tsc.,ns  it  sulU  his 
' convenience ; so  has  the  translator.  In  »)lher  respects 
1 the  version  la  faithful  to  the  best  of  the  translator’s 


I Mhcr  did  M m«wi  ti>  M«  hfrocG  It  b i (Mn^  th«t.  vith 

, rt-K  ltd  U>  sTMt  «r.trr<,  thr  war  h«4  b>  ii.«  funarutr  IntfT. 

, of  thr  cww  ral  txaly  at  who, on  h <x\a*(on,.  f.wm  tht,r 

with  -rM  rrvdiiWi  and  vKh  (•«  tw-Judl.*#  |i  an  the  miin. 
Vltit  I'olit  if  litfle  r<ad.  aid  bw  am  I,  liitit  known.  UV  arr  toki  It, 
i .Sir.  (iifl  * (he  ^Itt . ‘if  JUkiruM*  tt  rv'loK)  aiv  dUctMued  in  lha 

will.  atk«rc«<>ra<nth’0  franloni  ahkh  «a»hnutd  l iMirne  l«  b>c 
aJinvRtlHT  reniotwftam  the  tpirit  uT  the  rilirwnth  r«w>inr«.’  Mr.  M.tlrale 
lu  \1 . (immena.  who  fellow*  Voltaire.  And  (he  pllll«^r^er  at  Vemej, 

wi  n waf  alwat*  hMimcupIn  allqaaner,  (or  allin  a«iin,tChrtMianii.,roi. 
IcCK-d  all  tlvewTltrt-irafvfiinirnif  PuUi,  u|mm>  which  heramn>emt,l  m hU 
own  war.  Hui  it  tronlr  Mnre  the  CooDCil  Trent,  that  anj  do«W  which 
micht  i'w  ratwii  on  a ra  ixiow*  ducina  cxpwvd  an  author  to  Dm  rharjc*  nf 
wliiUi,  In  the  iiftcwnih  evntur,,  a CaUioile  ndabt  Ui  »inrrrHr 
ileTout,  and  jai  allow  hiRiicIf  a ccrun,  dricrae  iif  l•mulle  b,  ih«»t»K>i-al 
doaiit.  At  one  and  the  caiim,  ilnve  the  PInreminck  niiehi  well  Wlier-  in 
th*  (lotprl  ai»d  laufit  a>  a feictorU  divudtjr:  (<w  it  «na  caacilr  a(  d>ik 
era  that  licet  liad  been  tp«rt*b’0  ^ ‘t**  nwanoraliW  onumreTsiev  li,t«r«t 
the  irtwereniadreaef  theenarem  and  wc«un  <:.urrhe«.  Orec-k  an<t  I.a(i<i 
|.|.te<|n  (/OKI  r»er7  cwnerofl  brutcndiom  tuad  aafeniUeil  U I'lwrerMe  far 
the  iiurpoce  »f  U7>nr(  •Owltur  ll>eT  mwld  paaiUj  ynderatand  eich  other; 
and  wlnm  thn  tMiirrinl,  Omt  hated  ewh  otiw-r  «one  than  before.  At  ihe 
rrry  tune  wWn  r'-iei  was  canpeMng  hii  Moreante,  the  rlerirr  at  riurence 
Vn>tmc<l  a^AiiMl  the  earoniinuntciuom  prufWMinctfi  hr  hicluf  IV., and 
with  exirnkumu  hr  whkh  lu»  hulinm  waa  anatltematiml  in  kta  nim. 
liunnic  thew  pracri,Iwia%  an  arrhhirho^  rootk  lt:tl  of  Udnir  a pae*!  enjia- 
f'l-T.woa  hAM.'ol  (riOiciwe  of  ilw  wii.dnwi  ol  ihe  Korrmnient  |>ala(-eat 
Fturmre  i (hi*  event  nva*  have  Miscoded  to  thiki  Itie  Idea  uT  ronrenintf 
anotlirt  c.iilibi*h^>  Into  a hangman.  The  mmam  c iNWt*  auhci  tnitd 
liter arj  aiul  MientUi ul>*er*ati->iM  fur  Ihe  trlri  «I  >liKt«A*lor>*  wf  (he  M‘ie* . 
lellrr*.  111!'  -a*  a ur>t(  iinpiorrmenl i and  althifian  U wn«  not  okU 
manaced  Ur  I'uU  I.  tef  lie  |imrou  u>  with  much  cunnur  IncMlrnlal  mailer. 
In  aiKalnr  'id*  |,hilcMi(>hkil  fOrtid  and  I'uniempnrary  .tlaiiaw  I’almlcrl.  he 
eapUiiir  (Ttr  •iirtinct  ui  l.rute*  h;  a bold  hj|«llt^*  — he  *u)>|AMe«  that  they 
are  aninuitnl  l>*  eril  r{nni*.  Thb  idea  cdfriM  Ui  the  (l>er>l(i|tiank 

of  Ihe  Rfieeiith  century ; Util  U evdied  moeh  orthodtia  indlpiation  wh«^ 
Father  Hvu.{Trmt.  a Ptmt  h mona.  hrou^i  it  furward  aa  a mw  theory  <4 
hirown.  Mr  Merterle,  aAer  uUerrinit  shat  PulcldiedUef.nethedbcovery 
of  Amvr-ica  br  Criliutibus  t}u<wr*  a pataaM  ' which  wtli  l>cc(<mr  a very  ia- 
uweMinc  document  fiw  Ihe  pfula*(,(d>k-u  hlMartaii.'  We  ftee  it  In  hit 
iiroM  iraiuUiton : — ' The  water  It  level  liiMui^  U*  whida  rifenl,  allhmch, 
like  itw  eanh,  II  haa  ihe  fom  of  a aloUe.  Mankind  in  thuo*  lurei  were 
much  mote  Utnorant  than  now.  Ifrrcute*  wuuld  Uha*h  at  thu  dev  fur 
bar.na  hud  l<i>  r»tunuM-  V««*el»  will  mkmi  pa»t  far  tey.ekd  them.  They 
ma<  *<>on  reach  anuther  lirmU]i6er«>  bevenre  every  Uut>«  to'CMlt  to  lU  renir*  i 
m I ke  manner  a*,  bv  a divine  niyt'err,  the  wnh  It  lutjwmded  in  the  eddit 
efihrvlAtii  here  below  an*  ctilm  and  emptfoa,  whkh  were  anctent.  The 
tnh.ilHianu  of  tlujte  teclant  were  rali«*l  Antiiudn.  They  have  plaot*  and 
arUmaIr  aa  writ  a>  you,  and  wage  wuv  at  well  aa  yott. kferfank,  c.  ur. 
ft.  tvO.  he. 

" The  more  we  cnmlder  t1<e  trarev  of  tncient  fctrnce.  whkh  break  in 
iraiuMvit  daihet  through  thedarknef*  <d  the  m>dale  ago*,  and  whitb  cra- 
dually  re-dluminaled  the  hoeicon,  the  more  ahall  we  be  di«}MMd  to  adopt 
Ihe  hypothran  MCxolrd  hr  Hailiy.  and  tuppoetod  by  him  r*lih  Kdaitiro 
Ptoi^uence.  tie  matrrtairieal  lhat  all  ibe  acquirement*  of  the  l.roetf  and 
HOTaiM,  had  been  tranMniUed  to  (Iwm  a*  Cie  wreck*  and  frajtmeni*  of  Ibe 
knowl.v|jtr  oner  p<HMru.'d  Uy|wtmc<al  natinna,  by  empire*  at  tMgea  and 
pIiI'uw|4h^.  who  wrre  afVerwanl*  awepi  from  dre  f*ee  of  the  pl»he  by 
■ante  orerwhalmlnd  c*l**irwj»l-»‘.  Ilk*  thorri  may  be  roTMidmd  a*  ei- 
iravagBut;  but  if  the  Ihmry  fwoducuon*  at  the  Koman*  were  not  yet 
ritani,  tl  would  teem  IncrvUiUr,  tiMit,  after  the  lap*e  at  a few  eentantw, 
(be  CivtUvation  of  the  Aadu*tan  age  could  lure  twen  MKcwederl  in  Italy  bv 
•orh  harbaritv.  The  tuliMn  were  «>  igiMrant.  that  they  futiEtM  utetr 
bmilr  name* ; and  before  i)(e  eleventh  ceotury  Individuala  vrere  known 
only  iij  (hetr  Chrtatian  name*.  They  l,ad  an  indwUnct  idea,  tn  the  aiwidlw 
age*,  at  iho  rxbtcnce  of  U'O  antipHAle* ! but  U wa*  a rominiMwnce  of  an- 
CMvrt  k'vow  ledge.  Dante  ha*  IndKAied  the  number  and  Miirmiof  the  alar* 
co*npa*ing  the  pda,  ron«ic;ia>ien  of  the  Atuttal  hrmlvvitere.  At  Uie  Mine 
Uine  he  trlli  u«,  that  >*lwn  l.ucifer  wa*  harlnl  from  the  rclrettal  rrgtcati, 
the  arcb-derV  tranahanl  Ihe  glob*  | half  bU  body  remained  on  our  Ml*  or 
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abllity  In  combining  his  IntcrprrUtion  of  the  one 
language  with  the  not  very  easy  task  of  reducing  It 
to  the  same  versitication  in  the  other.  The  reader, 
on  coinjiaring  it  with  the  original,  is  rcquestetl  to 
remember  that  the  antiqtmcd  language  of  Pulci, 
however  pure,  is  not  easy  to  the  generality  of 
Italians  themselves,  from  Its  gvat  mixture  of  Tuscan 
proverbs  ; and  he  may  therefore  be  more  indulgent 
to  the  present  attempt.  How  far  the  translator  has 
succeeded,  and  whether  or  no  he  shall  ronllnue  the 
work,  are  questions  which  the  public  will  decide. 

He  was  induced  to  m.ake  the  experiment  partly  by 
his  love  for,  and  partial  intercourse  with,  the  Italian 
language,  of  which  it  is  so  ea'.y  to  ae«iulre  a slight 
knowledge,  and  with  which  it  is  so  nearly  lm{ioetslb!c 
for  a foreigner  to  become  accurately  ctinverwint.  | 
The  Itidion  language  is  like  a capricious  Ikcauty,  | 
who  aax>nb  her  smiles  to  all,  her  favours  to  few,  ' 
and  somtliraes  least  to  those  who  have  courted  her  | 
longest.  The  translator  wished  also  to  present  In 
an  tnglish  dn*ss  a part  at  least  of  a imxtu  never  yet 
rendered  into  a northern  hvnguage ; at  the  same 
time  that  it  has  been  the  original  of  fome  of  the 
most  celebrated  productions  on  this  sit!'*  (jf  the 
Alps,  as  well  as  of  those  recent  exiKTiments  in 
poetry  In  EugUnd  which  have  licen  alreMiy  men- 
tioned. 


tlw  rvnin*  nf  iIh>  r.trth,  end  hwlf  «n  the  oth«r  tid*.  The  iSork  given  m t j 
the  eartli  Uv  In*  f£  1 drove  a grwvc  portion  of  th*  waive*  nf  On-  nerwit  in  the  ' I 
Mntthvm  h(vni.|-hiTr,  and  only  utiv  h'gb  mounUln  mniUtwvl  : 

upon  whi.h  iM-ite  ptwe*  hi*  purgatory.  A*  Ih-  fell  <if  l.ueiftt  Kapp^wd  i 
UTvre  iIh'  ( rv.i'i'H]  it  A<Min.  (I  1*  evUlnti  ihvt  Djik*  did  not  adnoi  tluat  1 1 
th*'  uTuihern  hemivC'hvrr  ban  artr  born  intudjilvd  ; ■•ut,  ahnoi  thin,  *vwrt  < 
*ft<  f ward*.  I'rtran  b,  whn  wa*  tictUT  vrrvad  lu  the amrimt  wnu-r*.  •vtiiurid 
to  hint  that  Um  *un  *hnnr  u|,on  iiMirult  « he  a««*  onknewa  tu  u*. 

' Ndta  kiagion  ehr  il  od  raptde  Inchtna 
A'er*'  oci'tdmu-.  e ch«  II  dl  ne>rii>  vola 
A gvvile  cite  di  U fun*  I*  aapvtia.' 

"In  Ihe  rmr*v  rt  half  a eenlury  after  Petrarch,  another  *lrp  wu  gained.  ' 
Thertiklvnceut  ewramipoilv* WB*fully  drinon«ltaU<l.  FuUi  rat«««  a dtvij  | 
to  annoitncw  the  fact : but  il  had  l«m  taitghi  to  huti  by  hi.  frlA>w<til«en  '■ 
I'anlo  I'nwani  III.  an  evrelUnl  awr.winmvr  and  maihemidJcUtn,  who  wrote 
In  h.>  old  agw  la  Cl.rui  ’plier  l.'uhirnUu,  rabnning  Mm  to  utMlrrtake  hu 
rtpcviuijn.  .t  few  «tanra*  have  Uiwn  (ranxUtrd  hy  Mr.  Slenrale,  wnh 
MHIM  >Urbl  vanaikin*.  wMch  do  iwt  wrung  ih*  cnMn*l.  They  may  tw 
runuit>'TMl  a*  a vpcv i inm  M Pulci’*  Mwt^.  when  h*  wtiiav  with  unagtnatlon 
andfeeUng,  Uriando  btii*  ferrvril  to  ra*  dying  bon*. 

* Mil  fajihfut  *ie«vi.  that  lorg  had  wnvnl  btm  well 
In  pr  ire  atwl  war.  now  ctotM  hi*  languid  «ye. 

KniwI  tl  at  hit  foH,  and  wrm’d  to  *ay ' Famwvll  ' 
i're  Umoihi  thoe  to  ilw  dnaiorvl  mr,  and  die.  ’ 

Orlarhio  fell  amr*  lti<  torrow*  *wim 
U Urn  he  b*>wld  bU  Ibiiliaitnro  li* 

Sir,irh‘it  nti  the  Aeid.  that  RyvtaJ  fount  hmUk*,  j 

biitIdi'J  bu  UmN.  and  cold  hi*  irarllke  prid* : 

And,  * O my  rnnch  luvad  Meed,  ray  gencruu*  frlHtd, 

Companion  of  my  better  year*  i * h*  Mid  ; 

' .Vm  Itarr  I hted  to  ace'io  lad  an  end 
Of  all  thy  Unit,  aiwi  thy  tirave  *pirit  il«d. 

O uanSun  me.  tf  e’er  1 did  ofTnwt 

With  hatly  w-fong  that  mlM  and  faithful  headl  *» 

Ju«  titen,  hi*  eye*  a momewUry  itghi 

Haabd  quick ; ^ thtsi  cloMd  agiun  in  mdle**  night. 

" Wlwm  Orlando  U csplrinc  on  th*  field  of  battle,  an  angri  drwcwnd*  t* 
him,  and  prutni***  that  Alda  hi*  wife  khall  Join  bun  in  panuh**.  I 

' ftrtghi  with  ctrmal  yewih  atKl  fadefam  bloom, 

Th.nc  AldAbeU*  thou  (halt  behWd  atxa  mere, 

Pxrtakov  of  a Mm*  b*y<ml  the  lotnb 
With  ber  whom  SinU'*  holy  htlU  adonr, 

Crr^wn'd  wHh  frewh  flnw«r*,  wivw*  rMour  arwl  perfume 
Surpaa*  whai  Spring**  rt*b  bn*om  evwr  l<or«  — 

'i'hy  nwurmng  widow  h«tc  «h*  *rili  renuiln. 

Aitd  b*  in  HeavMi  thy  joyfnl  ■poate  again. 

*'  WhiUt  the  tool  of  Orlando  wM  *aar>ng  tohM*en,  a *«ft  and  pUb*t|«i 
kraiu  wa*  Mud.  and  anjte-kc  voiew*  }oineil  In  relcwUal  lumoony.  t h*y 
*ang  th*  ina  m,  ‘ When  l»rael  went  wai  of  Kgypi ; ' and  th*  linger*  wer* 
kxwwn  to  M MifpJ*  from  the  crerahling  of  their  wHtgv 

* Pol  *i  MDil  con  aa  ewAi  dole*  e fioco 

Om  armonla  mb  iI  aoavi  iiccenil  > 

Ch*  ben  pare*  d'  angahcl  itromcniJ.  I 

• a • » » • 

* la  rr*f*  Itrmtt,  cantar,  de  Xff/fta,  i 

Henttto  fu  dagll  angMI  Mdenne  j 

t‘h*  d conebhe  al  tmnofar  >r  prone. ' 

w lUnie  hw  iTv*m«al  |Kv*aagc»  fraro  (he  Vulgate  In  hi*  DIvIna  Cotnra*dla : ! 

and  Petrarch,  the  wma  rMtgtou*  of  poet*,  quota*  Scrrptuie  even  wImvi  be 
UcouiUng.  Vet  liiey  were  not  accoved  at  impiety.  Nelihrr  did  Puki  incur 
th*  daiigrr  of  a poMhuitoui  cacommunkatMM  unlll  afeer  the  Ke&vmaUoa, 
whHi  Piu*  V*.  la  Uominican.  wlw,  wa*  lamed  Into  a taim  hy  a *uhacoti*nt 
pu|ie)  promotod  th*  welfarv  of  holy  rrMthw  rhurcb  byhomlng  a few  wicked 
took*,  aiul  hanging  a few  iroaUwonie  atithoe*.  The  notUni  that  Fukl 
WM  In  iheeakMT  of  herevy  InQuem-ad  Ihe  optnion  of  Milton,  who  only 
Mieaks  ^ Ih*  Morgante  a*  a * tutalfnl  romance.'  Milton  oaa  analmu  i* 
u*«v«  that  CatboUc  writan  had  iidkulad  popithdlvbw*,aad  tbal  tbellibk* 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


£l  ftlorgante  fHaggtorr. 


srtie  ^organtc  itlaggiorr. ' 


CANTO  PKIMO. 


CAWTO  THE  PlfUT. 


Im  prlncipio  era  if  Verbo  apprrsso  a Dio  ; 
Ed  era  Mdio  11  Verbo,  c ’I  Verbo  lul : 
Questo  era  nel  principio,  &1  parer  mio ; 

£ nulla  »i  puo  far  sanza  costui : 

Pcro,  jfiusto  Sl^or  l)enl«no  e plo, 
Mandami  solo  un  de  rH  anRell  tui, 

('he  m‘accoini»aRni.  e rcchimi  a memoria 
Una  famosa  antioa  e dcRna  storia. 


I In  the  beginning  was  the  Word  next  God ; 

God  was  the  Word,  the  Word  no  less  was  he ; 
ThU  was  in  the  beginning,  to  my  mode 

Of  thinking,  and  without  him  nought  could  be : 
Therefore,  Just  Lord  1 from  out  thy  high  abode. 
Benign  and  pious  bid  an  angel  flee, 

One  only,  to  be  my  companion,  who 

Shall  help  my  famous  worthy,  old  sung  through. 


E tu  Vergine,  flglla,  e madre,  e sposa 
I>i  quel  Signor,  chc  ti  dette  le  chiavo 
Del  delo  e dell*  abisso,  e d*ognl  cosa, 
(^uel  di  che  Gabriel  tuo  ti  dl«e  Ave ! 
IVrche  tu  se*  de’  tuo*  sen.!  pictosa. 
Con  dolce  rime,  e stil  grato  e soave, 
AJuta  I versi  miel  benlgnamente, 

E *nflno  al  fine  allumina  la  mente. 


I And  thou,  oh  Virgin!  daughter,  mother,  bride 
I Of  the  same  Lord,  who  gave  to  you  each  key 
Of  heaven,  and  hell,  and  everything  beside, 

The  day  thy  Gabriel  said  “ All  hall  I**  to  thee. 
Since  to  thy  servants  pity  *s  ne’er  denied, 

With  flowing  rhymes,  a pleasant  style  and  free. 
Be  to  my  verses  then  benignly  kind. 

And  to  the  end  illuminate  my  mind. 


Era  ncl  tempo,  quando  Fllomcna 
Con  U Borella  si  lamcnta  e plora, 

Chc  si  ricorda  di  sua  antica  pena, 

E pe’  boschcttl  Ic  ninfe  innamora 
E Febo  il  Cairo  tcmperalo  mcna, 

Chc  1 suo  Fetonte  1*  ammaestra  oncora ; 
Ed  appariva  appunto  all’  orizzunto, 

Tal  che  Titon  si  graflUva  la  fronte. 


I ’ Twas  In  the  season  when  sad  Philomel 
I Weep*  with  her  sister,  who  rememlien  and 
Deplores  the  ancient  woes  which  both  befell. 

And  makes  the  nymphs  enamour’d,  to  the  band 
Of  Phaeton  by  Phorbus  loved  so  well 

HU  car  (but  temper’d  by  hia  sire's  command) 
Was  given,  and  on  the  horizon’s  verge  just  now 
Appear'd,  so  that  Tithonus  scratch'd  hii  brow ; 


Quand’io  varai  la  mla  barchetta,  prima 
Per  ubbidir  chi  sempre  ubbldir  debbe 
I.A  mente,  e fatJearsi  in  prosa  e in  rima, 
E del  mio  Carlo  Imperador  m’  increbbe ; 
Chc  so  quanti  la  penna  ha  posto  in  cima, 
Che  tuttl  la  sua  gloria  prevarrebbe : 

K stita  quella  istoria,  a quel  ch’  1*  veggiu, 
Di  Carlo  male  intesa,  e scritta  peggio. 


V^Tien  I prepared  my  bark  first  to  obey. 

As  it  should  still  obey,  the  helm,  my  mind. 
And  carry  prose  or  rhyme,  and  this  my  lay 
Of  Charles  the  EmiKTor,  whom  you  will  find 
By  several  pens  already  praised ; but  they 
Who  to  dlflTusc  hU  ^ory  were  inclined, 

For  al)  that  I can  see  in  prose  or  verse. 

Have  understood  Cliarles  badly,  and  wrote  worse. 


Diceva  giii  Llonardo  Arctino, 

Chc  s’egli  avesse  avuto  scrittor  degno, 
Com’egU  ebbe  un  Ormanno  il  suo  Pipino 
Ch'avcs-ic  diligenzla  avuto  c Ingcgno; 
Sarebbe  Carlo  Magno  un  uom  divino  ; 
Pcro  ch'egll  eW>e  gran  vittorie  e regno, 

E fece  per  la  chiesa  o |ht  la  fede 
Certo  assai  plu,  che  non  si  dice  o crede. 


I..conardo  Arctino  said  already. 

That  If,  like  Pepin.  Charles  had  hod  a writer 
Of  genius  quick,  and  diligently  steady. 

No  hero  would  In  hUtory  look  brighter ; 

He  in  the  cabinet  Ivlng  always  ready, 

And  in  the  field  n most  victorious  tighter. 

Who  for  the  chun-h  and  Christian  faith  had  uTought, 
Certes,  far  more  than  yet  is  said  or  thought. 


ii  dcflta,  itMir  (t«<pi>nn(  rv|i«n<A.ntv,  the  tcOntmt*  ■ hich  h« 
>«»  apon  k'xn'  </  inrm,  and,  Aimvr  all,  Oic  that.  nr«v1th. 

Ucif  tVlr  and  it«  punt<iin.a,ii,  ihvy  rfOun  th<-  ^randavr  and  (dt- 


•t  the  hatlle  at  }U<n<e*fa*te«.  IntHettca  oftianat'on,  hi*  irdw.  hi*  * 

patienre,  hU  ohaO/iar*.  hi,  dlMbmilacion,  hi*  aircrtrd  bamiliM,  At<d 
hr,  inrthawMlblr  (roart*  of  lnt(i,;-j<  . ara  adfnirai.l,  def  clad : .'nd  KH 
character  caiiatJluta^thei  I arf  aid  iirct  featerc  h<  tV-  |Mnr>ii.  4 h^Tlan'MCne 
U a wrinh,*  ipanarcl’.  Imt  e-oU;  e Ik<t>  Urlando  >•  a rrai  hnw.  chjiaie 
and  d^tnl*re«tn),  and  nha  lichb  in  pMd  eameat  f*<r  Um  HCaiiarMMn  of 
the  fall!'.  He  bj|it<ir*  lie  rlaiii  Atnrrania,  vho  ararwda  hten 

liSr  a fiUhful  Miuire.  1 here  1*  aiMHhrr  a>wu.  w1,o»«  name  i,  Mai^utu. 
Morpinte  tall.  In  artth  M *rfcuUe : rnd  the)  l•F,«tlle  ,n«m  Innihnv  Mar. 

Biltc  n a «er,  in6del  Ki'ttir  ivad;  laccnlrM  hi,  failixav  and  hill  ter,. 

e ««4«  all  a tauglilna.  ,ea<ler%.  irtanis  drtUs  ukI  iMVue*  i and  te  Ar.i.haa 
Ms  career  by  lau^^hlnf  till  he  butMt.*]  . 

» [*•  About  the  Morpante  Mapgfore,  I won’t  ha»r  a l!ae  , 
omittfKi.  It  niAjr  rlrrulate  or  It  ni.iy  uni,  but  all  the  crUkitm  I 
on  earth  aha’ii'l  toiK-h  « line,  anln*  U l»e  lM>eauir  it  it  Imtilr 
translated.  Now  you  lay,  and  I say,  an«l  others  say,  that  the  t 
tr.mtUtion  is  a gotnl  one.  and  so  it  thall  go  to  pre»s  as  it  Is.  ] 
Pulci  f»ful  anstrrr  fc»r  hit  own  irr*'ligum  : I antwer  for  tuo  i 
trantlatlnn  only.” — 7,ord  Jtyron  to  Mr.  Murra:/.  1«2'. — 

” Why  don't  you  publish  my  rolci.— Uie  bett  iLlng  1 cicr  • 
wrote.”— 7S.  iJWI.j  I 


Diu  • by  Cooglc 


MORGANTE  MAGGIORE. 


Oianlisi  uicora  a san  LIberatore 
QuelU  badia  U iiressu  a Jilanoppcllo, 

Gill  ne  gU  Abbriusi  fatta  p«r  suo  onore, 
Dove  fu  la  battaglia  e '1  gran  llaggdlo 
D*  un  re  pagan,  che  Carlo  imperadore 
Uccise,  e tanto  del  buo  popol  fello : 

K veded  tante  ossa,  e tanto  11  Bonno, 

Che  tutte  in  Giusaffia  poi  si  vedranno. 


Ma  11  mondo  deco  e Ignorante  non  preua 
Lc  8ue  virtu,  com’  io  vorrel  vcderc : 

E tu,  Fiorenza,  de  la  sua  grandezza 
Pouicdl,  e Mmpre  potral  poBsedere 
Ogni  ooatume  ^ ogai  gcntilrzaa 
Che  %i  potease  aquistare  o avpre 
Col  senno  col  te$oro  o con  la  landa 
Dal  nobil  sanguc  e venuto  dl  Francia. 

vnL 

Dodici  paladin!  aveva  In  corte 
Carlo ; e*l  plii  savio  a foinoBo  era  Orlando : 
Gan  traditor  lo  coodiiase  a la  morte 
In  Bondavalle  un  trattato  ordinando ; 

1^  dove  il  como  lond  tanto  forte 
Dopo  la  doloroea  rotta,  quando 
Nc  la  sua  cotnroedia  Dante  qui  dice, 

£ roettelo  con  Carlo  in  del  felice. 


Tou  still  may  see  at  Saint  Liberatore 
The  abbey,  no  great  way  from  Manopell, 

Erected  In  the  Abruzd  to  hU  glory, 

Because  of  the  great  battle  in  which  fell 
I A pagan  king,  according  to  the  story. 

And  felon  people  whom  Charles  sent  to  hell : 

I And  there  arc  bones  so  many,  and  so  many, 

Near  them  Oiusaffii’s  would  seem  few,  If  any. 

VU. 

But  the  world,  blind  and  ignorant,  don’t  prize 
I Uis  virtues  as  I wi»h  to  see  them : thou, 

I Florence,  by  his  great  bounty  don't  arise, 

I And  bast,  and  may  have,  if  thou  wUt  allow, 

' All  proper  customs  and  true  courtesies : 

Whate’er  thou  bast  acquired  from  them  till  now, 
i With  knightly  courage,  treasure,  or  the  lance, 

I Is  sprung  from  out  the  noble  blood  of  France. 

TXKL 

Twelve  paladins  bad  Charles  in  court,  of  whom 
The  vrisest  and  most  famous  was  Orlando ; 

Him  traitor  Gan  conducted  to  the  tomb 
In  Roncesvalles,  as  the  villain  plann’d  too. 

While  the  bom  rang  so  loud,  and  knell’d  the  doom 
Of  their  sad  rout,  though  be  did  all  knight  can  do ; 
And  Dante  in  his  comedy  has  given 
To  him  a happy  seat  wiUi  Charles  in  heaveiL 


Era  per  Fisqua  quella  dl  natale : 

Carlo  la  corte  avea  tutU  in  Parigi : 
Orlando,  com’  lo  dico,  11  prindpale 
Ewi,  il  Danese,  Astolfo,  e Ansulgl : 
Fannosi  feste  c cose  trionfkle, 

£ molto  celebravan  San  Dionlgi ; 
AngioUn  dl  Bajona,  ed-divieri 
Vera  venuto,  c’l  gentil  Bcrlinghicrl. 


*Twas  Christma$>day ; in  Paris  all  his  court 
Charles  held  ; the  chief,  I say,  Orlando  was. 

The  Dane ; .\stolfo  there  too  did  resort. 

Also  Ansulgl,  the  gay  time  to  pass 
In  festival  and  in  triumphal  sport. 

The  much-renowD’d  St.  Dennis  being  the  cause ; 
Angtolln  of  Bayonne,  and  Oliver, 

And  gentle  Bclinghlerl  too  came  there : 


Eravi  AtoUo  ed  Avino  ed  Ottone, 

Di  Normandia,  Riccardo  Paladlno, 

K'l  savlo  Namo,  e'l  vecchio  Salamone, 
Gualtler  da  Monlione,  e Baldovino 
Ch  ’em  tlgliuol  del  tristo  Ganellone. 
Troppo  lieto  era  H figUuol  di  Pipino  ; 
Tanto  che  s|)esso  d'all^rezaa  geme 
Veggendo  tutti  i paladin!  iniieme. 


' Avollo,  and  Arino,  and  Othone 

Of  Nonnindy,  and  Richard  Paladin, 

Wise  Hamo,  and  the  ancient  Salamone, 

Walter  of  Lion's  Mount  and  Baldovin, 

Who  was  the  son  of  the  sad  Ganellone, 

Were  there,  exciting  too  much  gladness  in 
The  son  of  Pepin : — when  his  knights  came  hither, 
lie  groan’d  with  Joy  to  see  them  altogether. 


Ma  la  FOTtuna  attenta  sta  nascosa. 

Per  guastar  sempre  clascun  nostro  effetto : 
Mcntre  che  Carlo  cosi  si  riposa, 

Orlando  govemava  in  fotto  e in  detto 
corte  e Carlo  Magno  cd  ognl  cosa : 

Gan  per  luvidla  scoppia  U maladetto, 

£ cominciava  un  di  con  Carlo  a dire : 
Abbfaun  noi  sempre  Orlando  ad  ubbldlre  ? 

XU. 

Io  bo  creduto  mille  volte  dirtl : 

Orlando  ha  In  se  troppa  presunzione : 

Nol  ^am  qui  conti,  re,  ducbl  a scrvirtl, 

K Namo,  Ottone,  Uggieri  e Salamone, 

Per  onorarti  ognun,  per  ubbldirti : 

Che  costui  abbl  ognl  reputaxiune 
Nol  soiTenrem ; ma  slam  deliberati 
Da  un  fanciulio  nun  csser  govemati. 


' But  watchful  Fortune,  lurking,  takes  good  hee«l 
Ever  some  bar  ’gainst  our  intents  to  bring : 

^\'hile  Charles  reposed  him  thus,  In  word  and  deed, 
Orlando  ruled  court,  Charles,  and  ever}*tbing ; 
Curst  Gan,  with  envy  bursting,  had  such  need 
To  vent  fals  spite,  that  thus  with  Charles  the  king 
One  day  he  openly  began  to  say, 

Orlando  must  we  always  then  obey  ? 

XIL 

A thousand  times  1 *ve  been  about  to  say, 

Orlando  too  presumptuously  goes  on ; 

Here  arc  we,  counts,  kings,  dukes,  to  own  thy  sway, 
Homo,  and  Otho,  Ogicr,  Solomon, 

Eich  have  to  honour  thee  and  to  obey ; 

But  he  has  too  much  credit  near  the  throne. 
Which  we  won't  suffer,  but  are  quite  decided 
' By  such  a boy  to  be  no  longer  guided. 

I I 3 
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xin. 

Tu  cominciastl  Insino  in  A5pramontr 
A dar^U  a int«ndrr  che  fusse  ga«liardo, 

E facc”t!>c  gran  cose  a quella  fonte  ; 

Ma  sc  non  fuvc  etato  U buon  Gbcrardo, 

10  so  che  la  vittoria  era  d*  Almonte : 

Ma  egl:  ebbe  scmpre  rocrhio  a lo  stendardo : 
Cbc  si  roIe\*n  quel  dl  corooarlo : 

Qucsto  c colul  ch‘  ha  merllato,  Carlo. 

XW. 

Sc  t1  ricorrta  glA  scndo  in  Giinsrogna, 
t^uanilo  e’  W venne  la  gcntc  di  Spagna, 
n popol  de’  crlslianl  avca  vergogn.!. 

Sc  non  mostrara  la  sua  turn  niagna. 

11  ver  conrien  pur  dir,  quando  c’  bi^f^a: 
Sappi  ch*  ognuno  impenidor  «t  lagna  t 
Quant’  lo  jtcr  me,  ripa.<sero  que’  monti 
Ch’  io  passai  *n  qua  con  scssaotaduo  conti. 

XV. 

La  t\ia  grandcxza  dispcn«ar  si  \aiole, 

K far  che  ciascun  abbl  la  sua  parte : 
l.a  coric  tutu  quanta  »e  nc  duole : 

Tu  crcMll  che  costul  sia  forse  Martc  ? 

Orlando  un  glomo  udi  qucste  parole, 

Che  si  sedeva  soletto  In  dUpartc : 
Dispiacquegli  dl  Gan  que!  che  diceva ; 

Ma  motto  piu  chc  Carlo  gU  crcdcra. 


XUI. 

**  And  even  at  Aspramont  thou  didst  begin 
To  let  him  know  be  was  a gallant  knight. 

And  by  the  fount  did  much  the  day  to  win ; 

But  I know  tpho  that  day  had  won  the  tight 
If  it  had  not  for  good  Gberardo  been  ; 

The  victor)'  was  Almonte’s  else ; hU  sight 
He  kept  u]H»i  the  standard,  and  the  laurels 
In  fact  and  fairness  are  his  earning,  Charles. 

xrv. 

“ If  thou  remembercst  being  in  Gascony, 

When  there  advanced  the  nations  out  of  Spain, 
The  Christian  cause  had  sutTer’d  shamofully, 

Had  not  hU  valour  driven  them  buck  again. 

Best  speak  the  truth  when  there’s  a n-aMtn  why: 
Know  then,  oh  Kmperorl  that  all  complain  : 

.■Vs  for  myself,  I shall  repass  the  nrounrs 
O'er  which  I cross'd  with  two  and  sixty  counti. 

XV. 

**  *T  is  fit  thy  grandeur  should  dlspfn>t‘  relief. 

So  that  e.ich  here  tnay  have  his  part. 

For  the  whole  court  is  more  or  less  iu  erief: 

Perhaiis  thou  deem’st  this  lad  a M;:ri  in  heart  ? ” 
Orlando  one  day  heard  this  speech  in  i>ricf, 

As  by  himself  it  clianced  he  sate  a^Kirt : 

Di'ipleased  he  was  with  Gau  because  he  said  It, 

But  much  more  still  thatCharles  should  give  him  credit. 


XVL 

E voile  con  la  spada  uccider  Gano  ; 

Ma  nivieii  in  quel  mezzo  si  misc, 

E Durlindana  gll  trxsse  di  mano, 

E ro'i  11  me'  che  seppe  gli  dirise. 

Orlando  si  sdegnu  con  Carlo  Mano, 

E poco  men  che  quivl  non  I’  ucclse ; 

E dipartissl  dl  Parigi  solo, 

E scoppla  e 'mpazza  dl  sdegno  e dl  duoto. 


XVL 

And  with  the  sword  he  would  have  murder'd  Gan, 
But  Oliver  thrust  in  between  the  jMlr, 

And  from  bis  band  extracted  Durllndan, 

And  thus  at  length  they  separated  were. 
Orlando,  angr>'  too  wdtb  Caiioman, 

Wanted  but  little  to  have  slain  him  there ; 

Then  forth  alone  from  Paris  went  the  chleC 
And  burst  and  madden'd  with  disdain  and  grieL 


XVIL 

Ad  Ermcllina  mogile  del  Danese 
Tolse  Cortana,  e pol  tolse  Rondello ; 

E 'n  verso  Brara  il  suo  cammin  pol  prose. 
Alda  la  bella,  come  vide  quello. 

Per  abbracctarlo  Ic  bracclu  distese. 

Orlando,  che  ismanito  area  it  crn'clUn 
Com’  ella  disae : ben  >tnga  il  mlo  Orlando : 
OU  voUe  in  su  la  testa  dar  col  brando, 

XVIII. 

Come  colul  che  la  furla  conslglia, 

Egli  pareva  a Gan  dar  veramente . 

Alda  la  bclla  si  fe'  muraviglla  : 

Orlando  si  mvvldc  prestatnmtc : 

E II  sua  5po«a  pigliava  la  briglla, 

E scese  dal  caval  subltamentc : 

Ed  c^i  cosa  narrax’a  a costel, 

£ riposossi  alcun  giomo  con  lei. 


XVIL 

From  Ermcllina,  consort  of  the  Dane, 

He  took  Cortana,  and  then  took  Rondcll, 

.Vnd  on  toxrards  Brara  prick’d  him  o’er  the  plain  ; 
] And  when  she  saw  him  coming,  Aldabellc 
Stretch'd  forth  her  arms  to  clasp  her  lord  again  : 

I Orlando,  In  whose  brain  ali  was  not  well. 

I As  “ Well  onic,  my  Orlando,  home,”  she  said, 

I Koised  uu  his  sword  to  smite  her  on  the  head, 

[ XVIIL 

Like  him  \ fury  counsels ; his  revenge 
On  (ian  in  that  rash  act  he  seem'd  to  take, 
Wliiih  .Vliiabclia  thought  extremely  strange; 

Hut  xHtn  Orlando  found  bintscif  awake; 

And  hi'  spouse  took  his  bridle  on  this  change. 
Ami  he  dismounted  fh>m  bis  horse,  and  .spake 
Of  everything  which  {lass'd  without  demur, 

( \nd  then  rc]»osed  himself  some  days  with  her. 


I 


XIX. 

Pol  si  parti  iwrtatu  dal  furore, 

E tormlno  p.is>are  In  Pxgunia  ; 

E mentre  che  cavalca,  il  rraditorc 
Di  (Jan  M'mpre  ricorda  per  la  via : 

E cav.'ilcando  il’  uno  in  altro  errorr. 

In  un  dcHcrto  Iruova  una  l»adia 
In  luughi  oscuri  e imcsi  loittani, 

Ch'  era  a’  confln'  tra  cristiani  e paganL 


XIX. 

Then  full  of  wrath  departed  from  the  place. 

And  far  as  pagan  countries  roam'd  astray, 

And  while  he  rude,  yet  still  at  every  pace 
The  trail* >r  Oan  remember'd  by  the  svay ; 

And  wamiering  on  in  error  a long  simce,  i 

An  ablK’y  which  in  a lone  desert  lay,  i 

'Mici't  gleii'  oh>eure,  and  distant  lands  he  found, 

>Vhicb  form'd  the  Christian's  and  the  pagan's  bound,  i i 
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XX. 

L'  nbatc  hi  chinmava  Chiamtnonte, 

Era  lirl  (!l>icv:M>  'I'Angtante: 

i Di  a la  l>a4'ia  v’era  uii  graji  monte» 

Dove  abiuiva  alcun  Hero 
I>e’  quuli  uDo  area  nomc  Paa^unonte* 

L'  altro  AI«l>a$tro,  c *1  tcrzo  era  Moi^onte : 
Con  ccrte  frombc  gittavan  da  alto, 

Hti  ogni  dl  facevan  qualcbe  assalto. 

XXI. 

I inonachcttl  non  potlcno  uscirc 

Del  monistcro  o per  legne  o per  ncque : 
Orlando  picchia,  e non  volleno  aprln*, 

Fin  die  a I’nbatc  .1  la  fine  pur  piacque; 
Entrato  drenfo  comiiiciava  n dire, 

Come  colui.  che  di  Miiria  gia  naeque 
Adora,  ed  era  cristlan  hatterzato, 

1 K com*  egU  era  a la  badia  arrh'ato. 

XXII. 

DN«:*  1'ab.ate:  il  hen  venuto  sia 

Di  quel  ch'io  ho  volcntler  ti  darvmo* 

Poi  die  tu  cmli  al  figliuoi  di  Maria ; 

E la  c.iuion.  cavaUer,  tl  diremo, 

Acciu  che  non  1‘imjmtl  a viUanla, 

IVr.’ho  a Tcnfrar  rvilstcnau  faceino, 

E non  tl  voile  .-iprir  quel  monachetto : 
j Coil  Intcrvicn  chi  vlvc  con  sospetto. 

XXIII. 

Quando  cl  vennl  a!  prindpio  abttare 
t^ucste  montagne,  bcnche  slcno  oH.'ure 
Come  tu  vetli ; jiur  si  polea  sfcm* 

Sunza  sosiK'tt'j,  ch*  ell’  eran  sicurc ; 

S<d  da  Ic  Here  t’avcvi  a giiardare  ; 

[ Femoci  spn.s^o  di  bruttc  paure ; 

Or  cl  blsognu,  50  vogllarno  starcl. 

Da  le  bestic  dlmcstiche  guardarcl. 

XXIV. 

Qu  stc  cl  fan  piuttosto  stare  a segno 
Solid  appai'iti  tre  fieri  gigantl, 

Non  so  di  qud  paese  o di  qua!  regno, 

Ma  mollo  son  ferocl  tutU  quantl: 

La  fona  e '1  inalv<dcr  giiint'a  lo'ngegno 
8a>  che  piiu  '1  tutto  ; e noi  non  slam  bustanti ; 
i^uefti  periurban  »»  I’onulon  nostra, 

! Che  non  so  plu  che  far,  s'altri  not  mostra. 

I XXV. 

ji  GU  antlchl  padri  nosirl  nel  desertb, 
i Se  le  lor  opre  santc  erano  c giustc, 

il  Del  ben  servir  da  Dio  n'avcan  buon  merto; 

INe  creder  sol  vivessin  dl  locuste  : 

Piovea  dal  del  la  mannn,  questo  e certo ; 

Ma  qul  convicn  chc  spesso  assaggi  e gustc 
Sassl  che  plovon  dl  sopra  quel  monte, 

: ■ Che  gettano  Alabastro  c Passamonte. 

|1  X.XVI. 

;i  E *1  terzo  ch’e  Morgantc,  assal  plu  flero, 
j Isveglie  c pinl  c faggi  e crrrl  e gli  oppi, 

I E gettngU  infill  qui : questo  e pur  vero ; 

P Non  pits-rf)  far  die  d'lru  non  Iscoppl. 

Mentre  die  jiarlan  cos)  In  clmitcro, 
ij  Un  sasso  i»ar  die  Hondcl  quasi  sgroppl ; 

I Che  da'giganti  giu  venne  da  alto 

Tanto,  ch’c’  presc  sotto  il  tetto  un  salto. 


XX. 

The  abbot  was  call'd  Clermont,  and  by  blood 
Descended  from  Anglante:  undercover  | 

Of  a great  mountain's  brow  the  abbey  stood. 

But  certain  savage  giants  look’d  him  over ; 

One  Passamont  was  foremost  of  the  brood. 

And  Alabaster  and  Morgantc  hover 
Second  and  third,  with  cerrain  slings,  and  throw  I 
In  dally  jeopardy  the  place  below.  | 

XXI.  I 

The  mouks  could  pa»‘s  the  convent  gate  no  more,  I 

Nor  leave  thdr  cdl-i  for  water  or  for  wood ; | 

Orlando  knoik'd,  but  none  would  ope,  before  , 

Unto  the  prior  It  at  length  seem’d  gixal ; ' 

Enter’d,  he  said  that  he  was  taught  to  adore  1 

Him  who  was  bom  of  Msirj  ’s  holiest  blood,  I 

And  was  baptized  a Christian  ; and  then  ahow’d  j 
How  to  the  abbey  he  bad  found  his  road. 

XXII. 

Said  the  abbot,  “ You  are  welcome;  what  is  mine  j 
We  give  you  freely,  since  that  you  believe 
With  us  in  Mary  Mother’s  .Son  divine ; [ 

•And  that  you  may  not,  cavalier,  conceive  [ 

The  cause  of  our  <lelay  t»>  let  you  in  i 

To  be  rU'ticity,  you  thall  receive  1 

The  reason  why  our  gate  wa.«i  barr’d  to  you: 

Thus  those  who  In  suspicion  live  must  do.  j 

XXIII. 

“ ^v^len  hither  to  Inhabit  first  we  came 

These  mountains,  allx  it  that  they  are  obscure, 

As  you  perceive,  yet  without  fear  or  blame 
They  seem’d  to  promise  an  asylum  sure: 

From  savage  brutes  alone,  too  fierce  to  tame, 

’Twas  fit  our  quiet  dwelling  to  secure  ; 

But  now,  if  here  we’d  stay,  we  needs  must  guard 
Against  domestic  lieasts  with  watch  and  ward. 

XXIV. 

“ These  make  us  stand.  In  fact,  upon  the  watch ; 

For  late  there  have  apix-ar’d  three  giants  rough ; 

What  nation  or  what  klngilom  bore  the  hatch  | 

I know  not,  but  they  are  all  of  savage  stuff;  ‘ 

When  force  and  malice  with  some  genius  match,  j 
You  know,  they  c.an  do  all—  ice  are  not  enough : 

.And  these  so  much  our  orisons  derange,  il 

I know  not  what  to  do,  till  matters  change.  || 

XXV.  ]l 

“ Our  ancient  fathers  living  the  desert  In,  }’ 

For  just  and  holy  works  were  duly  fed  ; | 

Think  not  thej’  lived  on  locusts  sole,  ’tis  certain 
That  manna  was  rain’d  down  from  heaven  instead ; 
But  here ’t  is  fit  wc  keep  on  the  alert  In  [bread. 
Our  bounds,  or  taste  the  stones  shower’d  down  for  [ 
From  off  yon  mountain  daily  raining  faster. 

And  flung  by  Passamont  and  Alabaster. 

XXVI. 

“ The  third,  Morgante,  ’s  savagest  by  far ; he  ! 

Plucks  up  pines,  beeches,  poplar-trees  .and  oaks  I 
And  flings  them,  our  community  to  bury  ; 

Ami  all  that  I can  do  but  more  provokes.”  [ 

While  thii.s  they  parley  in  the  cemetery,  [ 

A stone  from  one  of  their  gigantic  strokes,  ' 

A^Tiich  nearly  crush’d  Bondell,  came  tumbling  orer. 

So  that  he  took  a long  leap  under  cover. 

Ii4 
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XXVII. 

Tlrnti  drento,  cavalier,  per  Dio, 

DUse  r abate,  chc  la  manna  casca. 

Risponde  Orlando:  cars  abate  mio, 

CMtui  non  vuol  chel  mio  caval  piu  pa«ca : 
Veggo  che  lo  guarrebbe  del  restln  : 

Quel  aaato  par  che  dl  buon  braccio  naaca. 
Rispose  U santo  padre:  io  non  t'lnganno, 
Credo  cbe  *1  monte  un  giomo  gitteranno. 

XXVIII. 

Orlando  govemar  free  Rondello, 

E ordinar  per  se  da  colazlune : 

Pci  disse : abate,  io  voglio  an  dare  a quello 
Che  dette  al  mio  caval  con  quel  cantone. 
Disse  r abate : come  car  fratello 
ConsigUerotti  aanta  paulone  ? 
lo  ti  sconforto,  baron,  di  tal  gita ; 

Cfa*  io  BO  cJie  tu  vl  lasceral  la  vita. 

XXIX. 

Quel  Passamonte  porta  In  man  tre  dardl : 

Chi  fVombe,  chi  baston,  chi  munafhuti ; 
Sal  cbe  gigantl  plu  di  noi  gagliardi 
Son  per  ragton,  che  son  anco  plil  glusti ; 

£ pur  ee  vuol  andar  A che  ti  guardi, 

Che  questi  son  vlllan  molto  e robusd. 
Rlspose  Orlando : lo  lo  vedro  per  certo ; 

Fxi  awiusBi  a ptd  su  pel  deserto. 


0 


xxvn. 

**  For  God-sake,  cavalier,  come  in  with  speed ; I 

The  manna ’s  £dling  now,**  the  abbot  cried.  I 

**  This  fellow  does  not  wish  my  horse  should  feed. 

Dear  abbot,**  Roland  unto  him  replied.  i 

“ Of  yestivenesi  be  *d  cure  him  had  he  need ; I 

That  stone  seems  with  good  will  and  aim  applied.**  | 
The  holy  father  said,  *'  I don't  deceive  ; | 

They  *U  one  da>*  fling  the  mounuio,  I believe."  i| 

XXVIII.  j 

Orlando  liade  them  take  care  of  Rondello,  i 

And  also  made  a breakfast  of  hU  own : j 

**  Abbot,"  he  said,  “ I want  to  find  that  fellow 
Who  flung  at  my  good  horse  yon  comer  stone." 

Said  the  abbot,  **  Let  not  my  advice  seem  shallow ; 

As  to  a brother  dear  1 speak  alone ; 

1 would  dissuade  you,  baron,  from  this  strife, 

As  knowing  sure  that  you  will  lose  your  life.  i 

XXIX.  I 

**  That  Passamont  has  in  his  hand  three  darts — j 
Such  slings,  clubs  ballast-stones,  that  yield  you  | 
must ; I 

You  know  that  giants  have  much  stouter  hearts 

Than  us,  with  reason,  in  proportion  just : ' 

If  go  you  will,  guard  well  against  their  arts,  ' 

For  these  are  very  barlKirous  and  robust."  ! 

Orlando  answer’d,  **  This  I 'll  see,  be  sure. 

And  walk  the  wild  on  foot  to  be  secure. " | 


XXX. 


Disse  Tabate  col  segnarlo  In  fronte : 

Va,  cbe  da  Dio  e me  sia  benedetto. 
Orlando,  pol  che  salito  ebbe  U monte 
SI  dlrlzzo,  come  1*  abate  detto 
GU  avea,  dove  sta  quel  Passamonte ; 
n quale  Orlando  veggendo  soletto, 
Molto  lo  squadra  dl  drlcto  e davante , 
Poi  domando,  se  star  volca  per  fante  ? 

XXXL 

E*  prometteva  di  farlo  godere. 

Orlando  disse : pazso  Saraclno, 

Io  vengo  a te,  com*  e dl  Dio  volere. 
Per  dartl  mortc,  e non  per  ragaszino ; 
A*  monad  suol  fatto  hai  dlsplacere ; 
Non  pud  pid  comportartl  can  mastlno 
Questo  gigante  armar  si  corse  a fUria, 
Quando  sent!  ch’e*gU  diceva  ingiuria. 


The  abbot  sign'd  the  great  cross  on  his  front, 

" Then  go  you  with  God*  s benbon  and  mine : **  i , 
Orlando,  after  he  had  scaled  the  mount,  r 

As  the  abbot  had  directed,  kept  the  line  ' 

Right  to  the  usual  haunt  of  Passamont;  jl 

Who.  seeing  him  alone  in  this  design,  | 

Survey’d  him  fore  and  aft  with  eyes  obwrrant,  , 

Then  ask'd  him,  **  If  be  wish'd  to  stay  as  servant  > " i 

XXXL  {! 

And  promised  him  an  office  of  great  eaw.  ! 

But,  said  Orlando,  *'  Saracen  insane  I ] 

I come  to  klU  you.  If  it  shall  so  please  1 

God,  not  to  serve  as  footboy  in  your  train  ; ] 

You  with  his  monks  so  oft  have  broke  the  peace  ' 

Vile  dog!  *t is  past  his  patience  to  sustain."  j 

The  giant  ran  to  fetch  his  arms,  quite  fiirious,  I 

When  he  received  an  answer  so  injurious,  I 


X.XXIl 

E rltomato  ove  aspettava  Orlando, 

II  qual  non  s'  era  partito  da  bomba ; 
Subito  vrnne  la  cord.i  girando, 

£ lascla  un  two  andar  fuor  dc  la  fhmiba, 
Che  In  su  la  testa  giugnea  rotolando 
Al  conte  Orlando,  e rcimetto  rlmbomba; 
E'cailde  per  la  pena  tramortito; 

Ma  pill  che  morto  par,  tanto  i stordltc. 

XXXIII. 

Passamonte  penso  che  fuase  morto, 

£ disse ! io  voglio  andarmi  a disarmare : 
Questo  poltron  per  chi  m'  aveva  scorto  ? 
Ma  Cristo  1 tuol  non  suole  abbandonare, 
Massiroe  Orlando,  ch’  cgU  arebbe  11  torto. 
Mcntre  it  gigante  I*  armc  va  a spogUare, 
Orlando  in  questo  tempo  st  risente, 

E rivocait  e la  forsu  e la  mente. 


XXXII. 

And  being  return'd  to  where  Orlando  stood,  i 

Mlio  had  not  moved  him  from  the  spot,  and  swinging  | 
The  cord,  he  hurl'd  a stone  with  strength  so  rude,  ) 

As  show'd  a sample  of  his  skill  In  slinging ; I 

It  roll'd  on  Count  Orlando's  helmet  good  ' 

And  head,  and  set  Iwth  head  and  helmet  ringing. 

So  that  he  swoon'd  with  pain  as  if  he  died. 

But  more  than  dead,  he  seem'd  so  stupified. 

XXXIII.  ' 

Then  Passamont,  who  thought  him  slain  outright. 

Said,  “ I will  go,  and  while  he  lies  along. 

Disarm  me : why  such  craven  did  I fight  ? ** 

But  Christ  his  servants  ne’er  abandons  long. 

Especially  Orlando,  such  a knight. 

As  to  desert  would  almost  be  a wrong.  I 

While  the  gi.nnt  goes  to  put  off  his  defiances,  L 

Otiando  has  recall'd  his  force  and  senses  : II 
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XXXIV. 

E fcridd  forte : glgante,  ove  Tai  ? 

Bea  ti  penuatl  d*  averml  ammazsato ! 

Vulglti  a drieto,  che,  t*  ale  non  hal, 

Non  puoi  da  me  fu^r,  can  rinnegato : 

A tradlrncnto  ingiuriato  m’  hal. 

Donde  U gigante  allor  mararlgliato 
SI  volse  a Urieto»  e riteneva  11  pas90 ; 

Pol  si  chino  per  tor  dl  terra  un  saaso. 

XXXV. 

Orlando  avea  Cortana  ignuda  In  mano  ; 

Trassc  a la  testa : e Cortana  tagliava : 

Per  mesao  U teschlo  parti  del  pagano, 

£ Paasamontc  morto  rovlnava : 

£ nel  cadere  il  superbo  e rillano 
Oivotamentc  Macon  bestemmlava ; 

Ma  mentre  che  bcstemmla  U crudo  e acerbo» 
Orlando  ringraiiava  11  Padre  e 1 Verbo. 

XXXVL 

Dicendo : quanta  graala  oggi  m'  ha*  data ! 
Sempre  tl  sono,  o signor  mio,  tenuto; 

Per  te  conoaco  la  vita  sal\*ata ; 

Pero  che  dal  gigante  era  abbattuto : 

Ogni  cosa  a ragion  fiu  mUurata; 

Non  val  nostro  poter  Sanaa  U tuo  ajutu. 
Piiegotl,  sopra  me  tenga  la  mano* 

Tanto  che  ancor  rltorni  a Carlo  Mano. 

XXXVIL 

Pol  ch*  ebbe  questo  detto  sen'  anddo. 

Tanto  cbe  trouva  Alohastro  pid  basso 
Che  si  sforsava,  quando  e*  lo  trovde, 

Dl  sveglier  d*  una  rlpa  fuorl  un  masso. 
Orlando,  comV  giunse  a quel,  gridde  » 

Cbe  jicaiii  tu,  ghiotton,  glttar  quel  sasso  ? 
Quando  Alabastro  questo  grldo  Intende. 
Subitamente  la  sua  frombu  prende, 

XXXVIII. 

E'trasse  d'una  pletra  molto  grossa, 

Tanto  ch’ Orlando  bUognd  schcimtsse  ; 

Che  se  1*  avessc  gfunto  la  percossa, 

Non  bbognava  U medico  venisse 
Orlando  adoperd  poi  la  sua  possa ; 

Ncl  petUgnon  tutta  la  spada  missc : 

E morto  cadde  questo  babalone, 

K non  dlmcntlcd  )>erd  Macone. 

XXXIX. 

Horgante  areva  al  suo  modo  un  palagio 
Fatto  di  fhksche  e di  schegge  e dl  terra: 
Quivl,  secondo  lul,  si  posa  ad  agio ; 

Quivi  la  notte  si  rinebiude  e serra. 

Orlando  plcchia,  e damgli  disagio, 

Pcrchc  il  gigante  dal  sonno  si  sferra; 
Vennegll  aprir  come  uita  cosa  matu ; 
Ch’un’aspra  visionc  ave%'a  fatto. 

XL. 

E’gll  parea  ch'  un  ferocc  serpeme 

L*  avea  assallto,  e chiamar  Macometto  ; 

Ma  Macometto  non  valea  niente : 

Ond’  c*  chlamava  Gesd  benedetto  j 
E liberato  1'  avea  ilnalmente. 

Venne  alia  porta,  ed  ebbe  cosl  detto ; 

Chi  bursa  qua  ? pur  sempn*  borbottando. 

Tu  '1  sapral  tosto,  gli  lisposc  Orlando. 


XXXIV. 

And  loud  be  shouted,  '*  Giant,  where  dost  go  ? 

Thou  thougbt'st  roe  doubtless  fur  the  bier  outlaid ; 

To  the  right  about  — without  wings  thou  'rt  too  slow 
To  fly  my  vengeance — currish  renegade  I 
Twas  but  by  treachery  thou  laid'st  me  low.” 

The  giant  his  astonishroeut  betray'd. 

And  turn'd  about,  and  stopp'd  his  Journey  un, 

Aud  then  be  stoop'd  to  pick  up  a great  stone. 

XXXV. 

Orlando  had  Cortana  bare  in  band  ; 

To  split  the  head  in  twain  was  what  he  schemed : 
Cortana  clave  the  skull  like  a true  brand. 

And  pagan  Passamont  died  unredeem'd, 

Yet  harsh  and  haughty,  as  be  lay  he  bann'd. 

And  most  devoutly  Macon  still  blasphemed  ; 

But  while  his  cnide,  rude  blasphemies  he  heard, 

Orlando  thank’d  the  Father  and  the  Word,— 

XXXVL 

Saying,  “ What  grace  to  me  thou  ’st  this  day  given  1 
And  I to  thee,  oh  Ivord  I am  ever  bound. 

I know  my  life  was  saved  by  thee  from  heaven. 

Since  by  the  giant  I was  fairly  down'd. 

All  things  by  thee  are  measured  Just  and  even  ; 

Our  power  without  thine  aid  would  nought  be 
I pray  thee  take  heed  of  me,  till  I can  [found : 

At  least  return  once  more  to  Carloman.” 

XXXVIL 

And  having  said  thus  much,  he  went  his  way  ; 

And  Alabaster  he  found  out  below, 

! Doing  the  very  best  that  in  him  lay 

To  rout  firom  out  a bank  a rock  or  two. 

I Orlando,  when  he  reach’d  him,  loud  ‘gan  say 

**  How  think’st  thou,  glutton,  such  a stone  to  throw?” 

I When  Alabaster  heard  his  deep  voice  ring, 

I He  suddenly  betook  him  to  bis  sling, 

' XXXVIIL 

I And  hurl'd  a fragment  of  a size  so  large, 

I That  if  it  had  In  fact  fUlflU'd  its  mission, 

I And  Roland  not  avail'd  him  of  Ms  targe, 

I There  would  have  been  no  need  of  a physician. 

I Orlando  set  himself  In  turn  to  charge, 

I And  in  hb  bulky  tiosom  made  incision 
) With  all  his  sword.  The  lout  fell ; btit  o'erthrown,  he 
I However  by  no  meai;s  forgot  Macone. 

XXXIX. 

Morgante  had  a palace  In  hb  mode, 

Composed  of  branches,  logs  of  wood,  and  earth. 

And  stretch'd  himself  at  ease  In  this  abode. 

And  shut  himself  at  night  within  hb  berth. 

Orlando  knock'd,  and  knock’d  again,  to  goad 

The  giant  from  his  sleep  ; and  he  came  forth  ' 

The  door  to  open,  like  a craiy  thing, 
i For  a rough  dream  had  shook  him  slumbering. 

I XL. 

' He  thought  that  a flerce  serpent  had  attack'd  him } 
j And  Mahomet  he  call’d  ; but  Mahomet 
I Is  nothing  worth,  and  not  an  instant  back'd  him  ; 

I But  praying  blessed  Jesu,  he  was  set 
At  liberty  from  all  the  fears  which  rack'd  him  ; 

And  to  the  gate  he  came  with  great  regret — 

“ Who  knocks  here  ?**  grumbling  all  the  while,  said  he. 
j That,”  said  Orlando,  *•  you  will  quickly  see, 

. — = — — - ^ 
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I XLl. 

I Vcnjfo  per  farti,  come  a’  luo'  fraUllK 
I Far  de’  pcccati  tuol  la  pcnitcnzia, 

I I>a*  monaci  raandato,  cattlvelU. 

I Come  state  d dlvina  providenzia; 

I r«l  mid  ch' arete  fatto  a torto  a quelii, 

£ dato  in  riel  cosi  questa  sentenzia ; 

I Sappi,  che  freddo  gk  piu  ch’  un  pllastro 

I Lasciato  bo  Fassamonte  e 1 tuo  Alabastro. 

XLir. 

Disse  Morgante;  o ca>'alicir. 

Per  lo  tim  Dio  non  mi  dir  villania: 

‘ Di  grazia  il  nome  tuo  vorrei  zai»ere ; 

Sc  sc’  Crlstian,  <ieh  diUo  in  c(»rtcfiia- 
Risp<^*se  Orlando : di  cotal  nmsticre 
, Contenterotti  per  la  feile  mia:  \ 

Adoro  Cristo,  ch*  d Signor  verace ; 

‘ E puoi  tu  adorarlo,  se  ti  place. 

XLIII. 

ZUs|K»c  U Saracin  con  umil  vocc : 

To  ho  fatto  UUA  strana  vi«iione, 

Che  m’assallva  un  ser]>cnte  feroce  : 

Non  ml  ralcva  |>or  chlamar  Macone ; 

Onde  ai  tuo  Dio  cbe  fu  contilto  in  croce 
I Ilivolid  pre^to  la  mia  intenzione  : 

I £'  mi  soccorse,  c ful  Kberu  e sano. 

[ E son  disposto  al  tutto  osser  Cristiano. 

XLIV. 

Rhposc  Orlando : baron  giusto  e pio, 

Se  questo  buon  rolcr  terra!  ncl  core* 

L’  anima  tua  ara  quel  vero  Dio 
Che  ci  pud  sol  gradir  d’  ctemo  onore : 
i E $’  tu  vorral,  sand  compagno  mio, 

I E amerotti  con  perfetto  amorc  : 

I or  idoU  vostrl  son  bugiardl  e vaui : 

i II  vero  Dio  d lo  Dio  de'  Cristiani. 

i 

j XLV. 

j Venne  questo  Signor  sanza  peccato 
Ne  la  sua  madre  vorginc  puizclla : 

Se  conosce^i  quel  Signor  beato, 

I Sanaa  *1  qua!  non  residcnde  sole  o Stella, 

• Aresti  gia  Macon  tuo  rinnegato, 

£ la  sua  fedc  iniqua  ingiusta  e felbi ; 

DatteazaU  ol  raio  Dio  di  buon  talentn. 

' Morgmite  gli  risposo:  io  son  (»ntenta 

XLVL 

E corse  Orlando  sublto  abbraedare  : 

OrUindo  gran  carezzc  git  facea, 

E disse:  a la  badia  ti  vo’  menare. 

Morgantc,  ondianci  presto,  respondea : 

Co*  monaci  la  iJm:o  d vuol  fare. 

De  la  qual  cosa  Orlando  in  se  godea, 

Dlcendo ; fratel  mIo  divoto  e buono, 
lo  TO  che  cbicgga  a 1’  abate  perdono. 

XLVII. 

Da  pol  che  Dio  rallumlnato  t*ba, 

Ed  acettato  per  la  sua  umiltade ; 

Vuold  che  tu  ancor  usi  umilta. 

I Disse  Morgantc ; per  la  tua  bontade, 

Foi  che  il  tuo  Dio  mio  sempre  omai  sari, 

I Dimmio  del  nome  tuo  la  veritade, 

J i Pvd  di  me  disjK>r  puoi  »I  tuo  eomando ; 

II  Ond’c’  gU  disse,  com’cgll  era  Orlando. 

0=^ 


XLI.  [ 

**  I ctimc  to  preach  to  you,  os  to  your  brothers,  j 

Sent  by  the  miserable  monks — repcntmcc; 

For  l*n>\idence  divine,  In  you  and  others 

Condemns  the  evil  done  my  new  acquaintance. 

*T  is  writ  on  high  — your  wrong  must  pay  another’^ ; 

From  heaven  itself  is  issucil  out  thU  sentence. 

Know  tlicn,  that  colder  now  than  a pilaster 
I leit  your  Passamont  and  Alabaster." 

XLII. 

Morganto  said,  “ Oh,  gentle  ca\^licr ! 

Now  by  thy  Gctd  say  me  no  villany  ; 

The  favour  of  your  name  1 fain  would  hear. 

And  if  a Christian,  speak  for  courtesy." 

Replied  Orlando,  “ So  much  to  your  ear 
I by  my  faith  disclose  contentedly ; 

Christ  I ailore,  who  is  the  genuine  Lord, 

: And,  If  you  please,  by  you  may  be  adored.  *’ 

XLIIL  i 

The  Saracen  rejoin'd  In  bumble  tone, 

**  1 have  had  an  extraordinary  vbion  ; 

A ravage  serpent  fell  on  me  alone, 

And  Macmi  would  not  pity  my  condition;  { 

Hence  to  thy  God,  who  for  ye  did  atone  j 

Upon  the  cross,  preferr’d  1 my  |>oUUon ; 

HU  timely  succour  set  me  safe  and  free, 

' .vnd  I a Christian  am  disposed  to  t>e.** 

I XLIV. 

, Orlando  answer'd,  **  Baron  just  and  pious. 

If  this  good  wish  your  heart  can  really  move 
To  the  true  God,  you  will  not  then  deny  us 
Eternal  honour,  you  will  go  above, 

.\nd,  if  you  please,  os  friends  we  will  ally  us, 

And  I wUl  love  you  with  a perfect  love. 

Your  idols  are  vain  liars,  full  of  fraud  : 

The  only  true  God  U the  ChrUtiun’s  God. 

XLV. 

” The  Lord  descended  to  the  virgin  breast 
Of  Mar>'  Mother,  sinless  and  divine; 

If  you  acknowledge  the  Redeemer  blest. 

Without  whom  neither  sun  nor  star  can  shine. 

Abjure  had  Macou’i  false  and  felon  test. 

Your  reneg^o  god,  and  worship  mine, 

Baptize  yourself  with  zeal,  since  you  reijent-*' 

To  which  Morgantc  answer’d,  “ I’m  content." 

XLVL 

And  then  Orlando  to  embrace  him  flew. 

And  made  much  of  his  convert,  as  he  cried, 

“ To  the  abiiey  I will  gladly  marshal  you. " ' 

To  whom  Morgante,  “ Let  us  go,"  replied  ; j 

**  I to  the  friars  have  for  peace  to  sue. " 1 1 

Which  thing  Orlando  heard  with  inward  pride,  , 

•Sfiylng,  “ My  brother,  so  devout  and  good.  I 

Ask  the  abbot  pardon,  as  1 wish  you  would : I 

li 

XLVn.  II 

Since  God  has  granted  your  illumination,  I 

Accepting  you  in  mercy  for  his  own, 
numllUy  should  be  your  first  oblation."  !| 

Morgante  said,  **Forgoodness’sake,  make  known — It 
Since  that  your  God  Is  to  be  mine — your  station. 

And  let  your  name  in  verity  be  shown ; 

Then  will  I everything  at  your  command  do."  I 

On  which  the  other  said,  he  was  Orlando.  j 

I 
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XLVIII. 

1 Diue  U gt^nte : Osu  benedettA 

Per  mlUe  volte  rinirraxiato  tia  ; 
Sentito  t‘  ho  nomar,  baron  perfetto. 
Per  tutti  i tempi  de  la  vita  mia : 

1 £,  com’io  dmi,  ftcmprrmal  sugttvtto 

K«9cr  ti  VO*  prr  la  tua  gagliardia. 
Insieroe  molte  co»e  rutionaro» 

£ 'q  verso  la  badia  pol  s'  inviaro. 

XLVIII.  1 

**  Then,”  quoth  the  giant,  **  blessed  be  Jesu  il 

A thousand  times  with  gratitude  and  praise ! || 

Oft,  perfect  liaron  J have  I heard  of  you  i 

Through  all  the  different  perloils  of  my  days  : 

And,  as  1 said,  to  be  your  vassil  too 

1 wish,  for  your  great  galbmtry  always."  1 

Thus  reasoning,  they  continued  much  to  say,  j 

And  onwanis  to  the  abbey  went  their  way. 

XLLX. 

E i>er  la  via  da  que'  giganti  moitl 
OrUindo  con  Morgante  si  raglona : 

Do  la  lor  mortc  vo*  che  U confortl  i 
K pol  che  place  a Dio,  a me  ponlona ; 
1 A'  monad  avean  fatto  millc  torti ; 

E la  no»lra  wrrlttura  aperto  suona. 

1 n ben  rcmiincrnto,  e*l  mal  punlto; 

^ E inai  non  ha  questo  Signor  falllto. 

XLLX. 

And  by  the  way  about  the  giants  dead 

Orlando  with  Morgante  reason’d  : *•  Be,  ' 

For  their  decease,  1 pray  you,  comforted ; 

And,  since  It  Is  God's  pleasure,  |>arflon  me ; 

A thousand  wrongs  unto  the  monks  they  bred,  j 

And  our  true  Scripture  soundeth  openly,  i 

Good  is  rewarded,  and  chastised  the  ill,  j 

Which  the  Lord  never  faileth  tu  fulfil : | 

L. 

Pero  cb'egll  ama  la  giustizia  tanto, 

Che  vuul,  chc  sempre  il  suo  gmdicio  morda 
Ognun  cb'  abbi  peccato  tanto  o quanto } 

1 £ cosi  il  ben  ristorar  si  riconla: 

1 £ non  saria  senia  giustlzia  santo  : 

1 Adunque  al  suo  vder  presto  t'accorda ; 

1 Che  debbe  (^uo  voler  quel  che  vuol  questo, 

1 Ed  accordarsi  volentierl  e presto. 

I-.  i 

**  Because  his  love  of  justice  unto  all  ; 

Is  such,  he  wills  his  judgment  should  devour  i 

All  who  have  sin,  however  great  or  small  j 1 

But  good  he  well  remembers  to  restore. 

Xor  without  ju.sdce  holy  could  we  call  | 

Him,  whom  1 now  require  you  to  adore.  1 

All  men  must  make  his  will  their  wishes  sway,  '■ 

And  quickly  and  spontamoiisly  obey. 

LL 

! E sonsi  i noftri  dottori  accordati, 

Plgliando  tutti  una  conclusione, 

Che  que  che  son  nel  del  glorillcatl, 
S'avessin  nel  pensier  coropasslone 
1 De'  mUeri  parenti  che  dannatl 

1 Sod  nc  lo  in/emo  in  gran  confostone, 

La  lor  fdldta  nulla  sarebbe ; 

1 £ vedi  che  qui  ingiusto  Iddio  parrebbe. 

LL 

“ And  here  our  doctors  arc  of  one  accord, 

Coming  on  this  point  to  the  same  conclusion, 

That  in  their  thoughts  who  prai-ic  in  heaven  the  Lord 
If  pity  e’er  was  guilty  of  intrusion 
For  their  unfortunate  relations  stored 

In  hell  below,  and  damn'd  in  great  confusion. 
Their  happiness  would  be  reduced  to  nought. 

And  thus  unjust  the  Almighty's  self  be  thought 

, Ln. 

Ma  egU  anno  posto  in  Gesu  ferma  spene ; 

1 E tanto  pare  a lor,  quanto  a lui  pare ; 

Il  Affcrman  do  ch'e'fis,  che  facet  twne, 

1 1 E che  non  possi  in  nessun  modo  errare : 

ji  Sc  padre  o madre  e udl‘  cteme  prne, 

Di  questo  non  si  poMon  conturbare : 

! Che  quel  che  place  a Dio,  sol  place  a loro : 

Questo  s'osscrva  ne  reteroo  coru 

LIL 

*•  But  they  In  Christ  have  firmest  hope,  and  all 
Which  seems  to  him,  to  them  too  must  appear 
Well  done ; nor  could  it  otherwise  befall ; 

lie  never  can  in  any  purpose  err. 

If  sire  or  mother  suffer  endless  thrall. 

They  don’t  disturb  themselves  for  him  or  her  j 

>'Tiat  pleases  God  to  them  must  joy  inspire ; 

Such  is  the  observance  of  the  eternal  choir." 

1 LIII. 

1 Al  savio  suol  bastar  pochc  parole, 

Disse  Morgante  ; tu  il  potrai  vedcre, 
De*  mid  fratelH,  Orlando,  se  ml  duole, 
E s’  lo  m'  accordero  dl  Dio  al  volcrc. 
Come  tu  di'  chc  in  del  ser\ar  si  suole  : 
Morti  co’  morti ; or  pensiam  di  gudere ; 
lo  VO  tagllar  le  mani  a tutti  quanti, 

E porterolle  a que’  monad  santi, 

Lin. 

**  A word  unto  the  wise,”  Morgante  said, 

” Is  wont  lo  be  enough,  and  you  shall  see  1 

How  much  I grieve  about  my  brethren  dead  ; 

And  if  the  will  of  God  seem  good  to  me. 

Just  as  you  tell  me,  *tis  in  heaven  obey’d  — 

Ashes  to  ashes, — merry  let  us  be  I 
I will  cut  off  the  hands  from  both  their  trunks, 

And  carry  them  unto  the  holy  monks. 

LIV. 

Acc16  ch'  ognun  sia  piu  sicuro  e certo, 

' Com'  e'  son  morti,  e non  abbln  paura 

Andar  solettl  per  questo  deserto  ; 

{ E perebe  veggan  la  mla  mentc  pura 

A quel  Signor  che  m'ha  il  suo  regno  aperto. 
K tratto  fuur  dl  tenebre  tl  ovura. 

E poi  taglio  Ic  man!  a’  due  fratelli, 

■ E lasdagll  a ie  here  ed  agli  uccelll. 

7l- , 

LIV. 

*»  So  that  all  persons  may  be  sure  and  certain 

That  they  are  dead,  and  have  no  further  fear  i 

To  wander  solitary  this  desert  in,  j 

And  that  they  may  perceive  my  spirit  clear 
By  the  Lord’s  grace,  who  hath  withdrawn  the  curtain  i 
Of  darkness,  making  his  bright  n alm  appear."  i 

He  cut  his  brethren’s  hands  off  at  these  words. 

And  left  them  to  the  savage  beasts  and  birds. 

i 
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LV. 

A la  badia  iiulcme  se  ne  vanno, 

Ovc  r abate  a<<al  diibbloso  aspetta: 

I monaci  che'l  fatto  ancor  non  sanno, 
Correvano  a 1' abate  tuttl  iu  fretta, 

Dicendo  paurost  e pien*  d’affanno. 

Volete  Yol  costul  drento  ai  raelta? 

Quando  1' abate  vedeva  11  gigante, 

Si  turbo  tutto  ncl  primo  sembiante. 

LVI. 

Orlando  che  turbato  cusi  11  vede, 

Gli  disse  pirato:  abate,  datti  pace, 

Queato  e Crlstlano,  e In  Crtsto  nostro  erode, 
£ rinnegato  ha  11  suo  Macon  fhllace. 
Morgante  i monchcrin  moatru  per  fode, 
Come  1 giganti  clascun  morto  glace ; 

Donde  1*  abate  rlngraxlavla  Iddio. 

Dlcendo ; or  m*  hal  contento,  Signor  mio. 

LVII. 

E rlsguardava,  e squad rava  Morgante, 

La  sua  grandexsa  e una  volta  e due, 

£ pol  gli  dlsse : O famoso  gigante, 

Sappl  ch'  io  non  mi  marevigiio  piue, 

Che  tu  sTcgllessi  e gittassi  ic  planto, 

Quand’  lo  rfguardo  or  le  fattcxzc  tuc : 

Tu  saral  or  perfetto  e rcro  amico 
A Cristo,  quanto  tu  gli  eri  nirnico. 

LVIIL 

tin  nostro  apostol,  Saul  gia  chlamato, 

Persegui  molto  la  fode  dJ  Cristo  . 

IJn  giomo  pol  da  lo  splrto  Inflammato, 
Pcrch^  pur  ml  pcrscgul  ? dissc  Cristo ; 

£’  si  rawide  allor  del  suo  (iccoito 
Ando  poi  predicando  sempre  Cristo ; 

£ fotto  c or  de  la  fede  una  tromba. 

La  qua!  per  tutto  risuona  c rimbomba. 

LIX 

Cosi  farai  tu  ancor,  Morgante  mlo : 

£ chi  t'emenda,  d scritto  nel  Vangrlo, 

Che  maggior  festa  fa  d‘un  sedo  Iddto, 

Che  dl  novantanove  altri  lU  In  cielo: 
lo  ti  conforto  ch'c^i  tuo  dlsio 
Rivolga  a quel  Signor  con  glusto  xelo, 

Che  tu  saral  felice  in  sempltcmo, 

Ch'eri  perduto,  e dannato  all'  Inferno. 

LX. 

E grande  onore  a Morgante  faccra 
L* abate,  e molti  di  si  son  post! : 

IJn  giomo,  come  ad  Orlando  pUerva, 

A spasso  in  qua  e in  Iu  si  sono  andati : 
L’abate  in  una  camera  sua  aveva 
Molto  arraadure  e certl  archl  appiccati : 
Morgante  glicne  placque  un  che  ne  vedc  i 
Onde  e'  ael  citue  bench'  oprar  ool  erode. 

LXI. 

Area  quel  luogo  d'acqua  rarestiat 
Orlando  dlsse  come  buon  fratello : 

Morgante,  to’ che  di  placer  tl  sia 

Andar  t>er  1’  acqua ; ond*  e'  rlspose  a quello : 

Comanda  do  che  vuol  che  fatto  sia ; 

E p<r«esi  In  Lspalla  un  gran  tlnello, 

Ed  avviossl  la  verso  una  fonte 

Dove  soica  her  sempre  apple  del  monte. 


LV. 

Then  to  the  abbey  they  went  on  together, 

Where  waited  them  the  abbot  In  great  doubt. 

'Fhe  monks,  who  knew  not  yet  the  fact,  ran  thither. 
To  their  superior,  all  in  breathless  rout. 

Saying  with  tremor,  “ Please  lo  tell  us  whether 
Tou  wish  to  have  this  person  in  or  out  ? " 

The  abbot,  looking  through  upon  the  giant, 

Tuo  greatly  fear'd,  at  first,  to  be  compliant 

lAI. 

Orlando,  seeing  him  thus  agitated. 

Said  quickly,  **  Abbot  be  thou  of  good  cheer ; 

He  Christ  believes,  as  Christian  must  be  rated, 

And  hath  renounced  his  Macon  false ; ” which  here 
Morgante  with  the  hands  corroborated, 

A proof  of  both  the  giants'  fate  quite  clear : 
Thence,  with  due  thanks,  the  abbot  God  adort*d, 
Saying,  **  Thou  hast  contented  me,  oh  Lord  1 ** 

LVIL 

He  gazed  ; Morgante's  height  he  calculated. 

And  more  than  once  contemplated  hU  xtxe ; 

And  then  he  said,  “ Oh  giant  celebrated  1 
Know,  that  no  more  my  wonder  will  arise. 

How  you  could  tear  and  fling  the  trees  you  late  did. 
When  I behold  your  form  with  my  own  eyes, 

I You  now  a true  and  perfect  friend  will  show 
1 Yi>ur»olf  to  Christ,  as  once  you  were  a foe. 

LVIIL 

I **  .Vnd  one  of  our  apostles,  Saul  once  named, 

' Long  persecuted  sore  the  fait^i  of  Christ, 
j Till,  one  day,  by  the  Spirit  being  inflamed, 

‘ Why  dost  thou  persecute  me  thus  ?'  said  Christ  j 
And  then  from  his  offence  be  was  reclaim'd. 

And  went  for  ever  after  preaching  Christ, 

And  of  the  faith  became  a trump,  w hose  sounding 
O'er  the  whole  earth  Is  echoing  and  rebounding. 

LIX. 

**  So,  my  Morgante,  you  may  do  likewise  r 

Ho  who  repents — thus  writes  the  Evangelist 

Occasions  more  n^tdeing  in  the  skies 
Than  nlnety>nlne  of  the  celestial  list 
You  may  be  sure,  should  each  desire  arise 
With  just  seal  for  the  Lord,  that  you  11  exbt 
Among  the  happy  saints  fur  evermore ; 

But  you  were  lost  and  damn'd  to  hell  before  !** 

LX. 

And  thus  great  honour  to  Morgante  paid 
The  abbot : many  days  they  did  repose. 

One  day,  as  with  Oriando  they  both  stray'd. 

And  saunter'd  here  and  there,  where'er  they  chose. 
The  abbot  show'd  a chamber,  where  array'd 
Much  armour  was,  and  hung  up  certain  bows ; 
And  one  of  these  Morgante  for  a whim 
Girt  on,  though  useless,  he  believed,  to  him. 

LXL 

There  being  a want  of  water  in  the  place, 

Orlando,  like  a worthy  brother,  s^d, 

**  Morgante,  I could  wish  you  in  this  case 
To  go  for  water.”  You  shall  be  obey'd 
In  all  commands,”  was  the  reply,  “ straightways.” 
UiKMi  his  shoulder  a great  tub  he  laid. 

And  went  out  on  hU  way  unto  a fountain. 

Where  he  was  wont  to  drink  bek>w  the  mountain. 
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LXIL 

Olunto  1 la  fbnte,  $enU  un  gran  fracoMO 
D1  sublto  venir  per  U furesta : 

Una  aaetta  cavo  del  turcasio, 

Poaela  a Tarco,  ed  alsava  la  testa ; 

Eeco  apparire  un  gran  gregge  ol  posso 
D1  pord,  e ranno  con  molta  tempesta ; 

E airiTomo  alia  fbntana  appunto 
Donde  11  glgante  d da  lor  sopraggiuntu. 
LXllL 

Morgante  a la  Tcntura  a un  sactta; 

Appunto  ne  Torecchio  lo'ncamava : 

£>a  raltm  lato  passo  la  vcnvtta ; 

Onde  11  cinghial  giil  morto  guinbcttava; 

Un  altro,  quasi  per  fhme  vendetta, 

I Addosso  al  gran  gigante  Irato  andava ; 

^ ! E perchu  e*  glunse  troppo  tosto  al  varco, 

I Non  fu  Morgante  a tempo  a trar  con  Tarco. 

LXIV. 

Vedendod  venuto  U porco  ado«Mi, 

OU  dette  in  su  la  testa  un  gran  punxonc  > 

Per  niodo  chc  gl'infranse  Instno  a I'osso, 

£ morto  allato  a quell* altro  lu  pone : 

Oil  altri  pord  veggendo  quel  percosso, 

Si  misson  tutti  In  fuga  pel  vallone ; 

Morgante  si  levo  il  tincllo  in  coUo, 

Ch*era  pien  d'acqua,  e non  si  rauovc  un  croUo. 

‘ LXV. 

I Da  Tuna  spalla  11  tincllo  avea  posto, 

I Da  Taltni  I pord.  e spacciava  il  tenvno; 

I £ torna  a la  badia,  ch‘i^  pur  di^coato, 

Ch’una  gocclola  d'acqua  non  v.a  In  seno. 
Orlando  chc'l  vedea  tomar  si  tosto 

Co’  pord  morti,  e con  quel  vaso  pieno ; 
Haravigllossl  chc  sia  tanto  forte ; 

Cosl  r abate ; e spalancan  Ic  porte. 

LXVI. 

I monad  veggendo  I'acqua  frrsca 
Si  rallegromo,  ma  pib  de*  cinghlali ; 

Ch'ogni  animal  si  rallegra  de  I'csca ; 

E posano  a dormire  1 brevlali : 

Ognun  s'afTanna,  e non  jiar  che  gl*  incresca, 

I Acdd  che  questa  came  nun  s’insali, 

I £ che  pol  secca  sapesse  dl  victo : 

' £ la  dlgiune  si  restomo  a drieto. 

< LXVIL 

I E femo  a scoppla  corpo  per  un  tratto, 

I I £ scufflan,  che  paricn  de  I'acqua  usdti ; 

. ' Tanto  chc'l  cane  sen  dulera  c 1 gatto, 

Che  gli  o>sl  rlinancan  troppo  pulltL 
L’ abate,  pol  che  molto  onoro  ha  fatto 
A tutti,  un  di  dopo  questl  coovltl 
Dette  a Morgrmte  un  destrier  molto  bcUo, 

Che  lungo  tempo  tenuto  avea  quello. 

LXVTII. 

Morgante  In  su  'n  un  prato  U caval  mrna, 

£ vuol  chc  corra,  e che  (heel  ognl  pruova, 

£ pensa  chc  di  ferro  abbl  b schicna, 

O forse  non  ci\<lwa  schlacdar  I’uova : 

Questo  caval  s*  acco^cia  per  la  pena, 

E scopyia,  e *n  su  la  terra  si  ritruova. 

Dicca  Morgante;  lleva  su,  roiaonc; 

E va  pur  punzccchiando  co  lo  sprunc. 

* (**  GII  dette  In  im  la  testa  un  grsn  punsotie/'  It  Is  strange 
that  Puti-i  sliuuld  have  li(erall)'  anticipated  the  technical 
' terms  nfmv  old  Trii.'nd  and  master,  Jackson,  and  the  art  n hich 
[ he  hss  carried  to  Us  highest  pitch.  '*JpimcAiomiAeJUiitt,’'or 
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LXIL  i 

Arrived  there,  a prodigious  noL«e  he  bears,  I 

Which  suddenly  along  the  forest  spread ; I 

Whereat  from  out  his  quiver  he  prepares 

An  arrow  for  his  bow,  and  lifts  his  head ; | 

And  lo  1 a monstrous  herd  of  swine  appears,  > 

And  onward  rushes  with  tempestuous  tread, 

And  to  the  fountain’s  brink  precisely  pours ; 

So  that  the  giant 's  Join'd  by  all  the  boars. 

LXni. 

Morgante  at  a venture  shot  an  arrow. 

Which  pierced  a pig  precisely  in  the  car, 

'And  pass’d  unto  the  other  side  quite  thorough ; 

So  that  the  boar,  defunct,  lay  tripp'd  up  near. 

I Another,  to  revenge  bis  fellow  farrow, 
j Against  the  giant  rush'd  In  6erce  career, 

I And  reach’d  the  iiassage  with  so  swift  a foot, 

Morgante  was  not  now  in  time  to  shoot 
LXIV. 

Perceiving  that  the  pig  was  on  him  close. 

He  gave  him  such  a punch  upon  the  head, 
floor'd  him  so  that  he  no  more  arose, 

Smashing  the  very  bone  ; and  be  fell  dead 
Next  to  the  other.  Having  seen  such  blow'is  { 

The  other  pigs  along  the  valley  fled ; i 

Morgante  on  his  neck  the  bucket  took,  | 

EuU  from  the  spring,  which  neither  swerved  nor  shook. 
LXV. 

The  tun  was  on  one  shoulder,  and  there  were  I 

The  hogs  on  t’other,  and  be  brush’d  apace 
On  to  the  abbey,  though  by  no  means  near,  i 

Nor  spilt  one  drop  of  water  in  his  race.  I 

Orlando,  seeing  him  so  soon  appear  || 

With  the  dead  boars,  and  with  that  brimful  vase,  j ^ 
Marvell'd  to  see  his  strength  so  vcr>-  great ; i 

So  did  the  abbot,  and  set  wide  the  gate.  | ^ 

LXVI.  ! 

The  monks,  who  saw  the  water  fresh  and  good, 

Rejoiced,  but  much  more  to  perceive  the  porh  ; j 
All  animals  arc  glad  at  sight  of  food : 

They  by  their  breviaries  to  sleep,  and  work 
I With  greedy  pleasure,  and  in  such  a mooil, 

' That  the  flesh  needs  no  salt  beneath  their  fork. 

I Of  rankness  and  of  rot  there  Is  no  fear. 

For  all  the  fasts  are  now  left  In  arrear. 

LXVIL 

As  though  they  wish'd  to  burst  at  once,  they  ate  ; 

And  gorged  so  that,  as  if  the  bones  had  been 
I In  water,  sorely  grieved  tbe  dog  and  cat, 

I Perceiving  that  they  all  were  pick'd  too  clean. 

I Tbe  abbot,  who  to  all  did  bonour  great, 
j A few  days  after  this  convivial  scene. 

I Gave  to  Morgante  a fine  horse,  well  train'd, 

I Which  be  long  time  had  for  himself  maintain’d. 
Lxvra. 

I The  horse  Morgante  to  a meadow  led, 

I To  gallop,  and  to  put  him  to  the  proof, 
i Thinking  that  be  a back  of  iron  had, 
j Or  to  skim  eggs  unbruke  was  light  enough  ; 
j But  the  hoi^e,  1‘inking  with  the  pain,  fell  deiuJ, 

And  bur»t,  while  cold  on  earth  lay  head  and  hoof.  | 
Morgante  said,  Get  up,  thou  sulky  cur  I" 

And  still  continued  pricking  with  the  spur. 

•‘aptmeJi  in  lAeAead."  — “ un  punzouc  In  »u  la  — U 

the  exort  nml  frcqu<nit  nhrasc  of  our  bett  pugUbti,  «hu  llttlo  ' 
dream  that  they  are  tolling  the  purest  Tum'ou.  j 
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1 LXIX. 

LXIX.  1 

1 Ma  finalmente  convien  ch'  egli  emontc, 

But  finally  he  thought  fit  to  dismount,  1 

£ dissc : io  son  pur  leggier  come  penna. 

And  said,  “ 1 ara  as  light  as  any  feather,  ! 

Ed  e scopplato ; che  ne  di*  tu,  conte  ? 

And  he  ha.s  burst ; — to  this  what  say  you,  count  ? **  | 

Rispose  Orlando : un  arborc  d’  antenna 

Orlando  answer'd,  Like  a ship's  mast  rather 

Mi  par  piuttostu,  e la  gaggia  la  fronte : 

You  seem  to  me,  and  with  the  truck  for  front : j 

Lascialo  andar,  chc  la  fortuna  accenna 

Let  him  go ; Fortune  wills  that  we  together  1 

Che  meco  applede  ne  venga,  Morgante. 

Should  march,  hut  you  on  foot  Morgante  still." 

Ed  Io  co»l  verra,  disse  11  gigantc. 

To  which  the  giant  answer’d,  “ So  I will.  . 

hXX. 

! 1 

LXX.  j 

Quando  serd  mesticr,  tu  ml  Yodral 

“ When  there  shall  be  occasitui,  you  will  see  } 

ComMo  ml  proverd  nc  la  battagiia. 

How  I approve  my  courage  in  the  fight.”  ji 

Orlando  di>se : io  credo  tu  faral 

Orlando  said,  “ 1 really  think  you’ll  lie,  {1 

Come  buon  cavalier,  sc  Dio  ml  vaglia ; 

If  it  should  prove  God’s  will,  a goodly  knight ; 

1 Ed  anco  me  dormir  non  mireral : 

Nor  will  you  napping  there  discover  me. 

Di  questo  tuo  caval  non  te  nc  cagUa: 

But  never  mind  your  horse,  though  out  of  sight  I 

Vorrebbesi  portarlo  in  qualchc  busco ; 

’Twci*c  best  to  carry  him  Into  some  wi*od,  1 

Ma  ll  modo  ne  la  via  nun  ci  conosco. 

If  but  the  means  or  way  I understood.” 

j LXXI. 

LXXI. 

Disse  ]1  gigantc : Io  il  porterd  ben  io, 

The  giant  said,  “ Then  cairy  him  I will. 

Da  poi  chc  portar  me  non  ha  voluto. 

Since  that  to  carry  me  be  was  so  slack  — 

1 Per  render  ben  per  mal,  come  fa  Dio ; 

To  render,  as  the  gods  do,  good  fur  ill ; 

Ma  VO*  chc  a porlo  additsso  ini  dia  iguto. 

But  lend  a hand  to  place  him  011  iny  back.” 

1 Orlando  gU  dicea:  Morgante  inio, 

Orlando  answer’d,  ” If  my  coun^<'l  still 

5'al  mio  comiglio  U sarai  attenuto. 

May  weigh,  Morgante,  do  not  undei*take  , 

1 Questo  caval  tu  non  ve  '1  porteresti. 

To  lift  or  carry  this  dead  courstT,  who, 

i Che  ti  fara  come  tu  a liii  facesti. 

.\s  you  have  done  to  him,  will  do  to  you.  j | 

LXXIl. 

i| 

LXXII.  jj 

I Quarda  chc  non  facessc  la  vendetta. 

“ Tiike  care  he  don’t  revciicc  himself,  though  dead,  *1 

1 Come  fcce  gla  Ncsso  coal  morto ; 

As  Nessus  did  of  old  beyond  ^11  cure.  j 

Non  so  se  la  sua  istoria  hai  0 letta  ; 

I don’t  know  If  the  fact  you ’ve  heard  or  read  ; 1 j 

' E’  ti  fara  scop]ilar ; dattl  conforto. 

But  he  will  make  you  burst,  you  may  be  sure.”  ll 

Dis-sc  Morgante ; ajuta  ch’  io  me  '1  metta 

“ But  help  him  on  iny  back,”  M«irg:inU*  Mid,  *' 

1 Addosso,  c i>oi  vodral  s’lo  ve  lo  jx-rtn ; 

" -Ami  you  shall  see  what  weicht  I can  cnduri'. 

lo  portcrei,  Orlando  mlo  gentile, 

In  place,  my  gentle  Roland,  of  tliL  palfrey,  j 

Con  le  cumpane  la  quel  campanile. 

With  ail  the  bcUs,  I’d  carry  yonder  belfry.”  1 

1 Lxxiri. 

LXXIII. 

Disse  r abate : il  campanil  v’  e bone  ; 

The  abbot  said,  “ The  sU'cplc  may  do  well. 

Ma  le  campam*  voi  1‘avete  rotlo. 

But,  for  the  bells,  you 've  broken  them,  I wot.” 

DIccJi  Morgante,  c’  ne  porton  le  pcnc 

Morgante  answer’d.  “ I^et  them  lay  in  hell 

Color  chc  morti  son  la  In  quelle  grolte ; 

The  penalty  who  lie  dead  in  von  grot ; " 

£ Icvossi  il  cavallo  In  su  Ic  schicne, 

And  hoisting  up  the  horse  from  where  he  fell, 

£ disse:  guarda  s'lo  sento  di  gottc. 

He  said,  “ Now  look  if  1 the  gout  have  got. 

Orlando,  nelle  gambe,  e s'  lo  lo  t>osso ; 

Orlando,  in  the  legs  — or  if  I have  force ; ” — 

£ fe'  duo  salti  col  cavallo  addosso. 

And  then  he  made  two  g:iznbols  with  the  horae. 

LXXIV. 

LXXIV.  ( 

Era  Morgante  come  una  monUgna : 

Morgante  was  like  any  mountain  fi'amed  ; 1 

Sc  (hcea  questo,  non  c maravigUa  t 

So  If  he  did  this,  ’t  is  no  prodigy ; 1 

Ma  pure  Orlando  con  scco  si  lagna ; 

But  secretly  himself  Orlando  blamed, 

1 rcrchc  pur  era  omai  di  sua  famlgUa ; 

Because  he  was  one  of  hU  family ; 

Temenxa  avea  non  plgUasse  mairagniL 

And  fearing  that  he  might  lie  hurt  or  maim'd. 

On’  altra  volta  costul  riconsiglia : 

Once  more  he  IkuIc  him  lav  his  burden  by  : 

Posalo  ancor,  nol  portarc  al  dcserto. 

“ Put  down,  nor  bear  him  further  the  desert  In." 

Dbse  Morgante : il  porterd  per  certo. 

Morgante  said,  “ I'll  carr>  him  for  certain.”  j 

1 LXXV. 

LXXV. 

1 E poitollo,  e gittollo  in  luoeo  strano. 

He  did ; and  stow’d  him  In  some  nook  away,  1 

E tomd  a la  badia  subitamente. 

And  to  the  abbi^v  then  return’d  with  speed.  1 

Diceva  Orlando : or  chc  piu  dimoriano  ? 

Orlando  said,  “ Why  longer  do  we  stay  ? ! 

Morgante,  qul  non  facctam  nol  niente ; 

Morgante,  here  is  nought  to  do  indeed.” 

£ prese  un  giomo  1’ abate  per  raano, 

The  abbot  by  the  hand  he  took  one  day,  Ij 

£ disse  a quel  raolto  dlscretamente. 

And  said,  with  great  respect,  he  had  agreed  •' 

Che  vuol  partir  de  la  sua  reverenria. 

To  leave  bis  reverence ; but  for  this  decision  1 

E domandava  c perdono  e Ucensia. 

1 He  wish'd  to  have  his  pardon  and  permisaico.  1 
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LXXVt 


£ de  rU  onor  riecvuti  <Lt  qiiestl, 

Quftlche  volta  potendo,  aru  buon  merito ; 

E dice : lo  intcndo  ristorare  c presto 
I per»i  giomi  del  tempo  prcterito : 

E*  son  pill  dl  che  llcenzla  arel  chiesto, 
Benlgno  padre,  se  non  ch’  io  mi  perito ; 

Kon  so  mostrarvi  quel  che  drento  sento ; 
Tanto  vl  veggo  del  mio  star  contento. 

LXXVII. 

Io  me  ne  porto  per  sempre  nel  core 
E* abate,  la  badia,  questo  deserto ; 

Tanto  ▼’  ho  posto  In  picdol  tcmi>o  amore ; 
Rendavi  su  nel  del  per  ine  boon  merto 
t^uel  vero  Dio,  quello  ctemo  Signore, 

I Che  vi  serba  11  suo  regno  al  fine  a|)crto : 

I : Not  aspottiam  vostra  bcnedizlone, 

Raccomandiamd  a le  vostre  orazione. 

LSLXVllL 

Quando  T abate  il  contc  Orlando  intefle, 

I lUnteueri  ncl  cor  per  la  dolceua, 

Tanto  fenor  ncl  petto  gli  accese  ; 

< E dUse : cavalier,  se  a tua  prodezza 

' Non  so  no  stato  benigno  e cortese, 

I Come  couviemi  a la  gran  gcntUlezza; 

I Che  so  cbe  cio  cb'  i'  ho  fatto  c stato  poco, 

! Incolpa  la  ignorauzia  nostra,  e il  loco. 

I LXXIX. 

1 Noi  ti  i>otreiao  di  messe  onorarc, 

I Dl  predicbe  dl  laude  e {>atemostrt, 

I Piuttosto  che  da  cena  o deslnare, 

^ O d'altri  convcnevol  che  da  chiostrl: 

I Tu  m*hai  dl  to  si  fatto  innamorare 

Per  mllle  alte  eccellenxic  chc  tu  inostri ; 

Ch*io  me  ne  vengo  ove  tu  andral  con  teco. 

E d'  altra  iiarte  tu  rest!  qul  ineco. 

LXXX. 

Tanto  ch’a  questo  par  o)ntra(ldizlone ; 

; Ma  50  cbe  tu  sc’  savio,  e ’ntendi  c gusti, 

E intend!  il  mio  parlar  i^cr  discrizione  ; 

De*  beneflg  tuoi  pietosi  e glustl 
I Benda  il  Signore  a te  niunerazione. 

Da  ctii  mandate  in  queste  sclve  fusti ;« 

Per  Ic  drtu  de!  qual  Uberi  damo, 

I E grazie  a lui  c u tc  noi  nc  rendiamo. 

! LXXXI. 

Tu  d hai  salvato  l‘anima  e la  vita  : 

' Tanta  perturbaziun  gia  quo'  giganti 

I Cl  detton.  che  la  strada  era  smarrlta 

Da  ritrovar  Gesu  con  git  allri  santi : 

Perd  troppo  ci  duol  la  tua  partita, 

£ sconiujlati  rcstiam  tutti  quanti ; 

Nd  ritener  possiamti  i mcsl  c gli  annl : 

Che  tu  non  se*  da  vestir  questi  panni, 

Lxxxir, 

Ma  da  portar  la  landa  e Pannaduni : 

E puossi  meritar  con  owa,  con»e 
Con  questa  enppa  ; c Icggl  la  scrittura  : 
Questo  gigantc  al  cfd  drizzd  le  some 
1 Per  tua  virtu ; va  in  pace  a tua  ventura 

' Chi  tu  ti  sin,  ch*  io  non  ricerco  11  nome ; 

Ma  dlrd  sempre,  a’  io  son  domandato, 

Ch'  un  angiul  qui  da  Dio  fussi  mandate. 

- — , — 


The  honours  they  continued  to  receive 
Perhaps  exceeded  what  his  infriU  claim’*] ; 

He  said,  **  I mean,  and  quickly,  to  retrieve 

The  l<»t  days  of  time  past,  which  may  be  blanu  d ; 
Some  days  ago  1 should  have  ask’d  your  leave, 

Kind  father,  but  I really  was  ashamed, 

And  know  not  how  to  show  my  sentiment, 

Ho  much  1 see  you  with  our  stay  content. 

LXXVII. 

“ But  In  my  heart  1 bear  through  every  clime 
The  abbot,  abbey,  and  this  solitude  — 

So  much  I love  you  in  so  short  a time  ; 

For  me,  from  heaven  reward  you  with  oU  good 
'The  Cod  so  true,  the  eternal  Lord  sublime  ! 

Whose  kingdom  at  the  last  hath  open  stood.  , 
Meantime  we  stand  ex[)ectant  of  your  blessing. 

And  recommend  us  to  your  prayers  with  pressing.** 

LXXVIII. 

Now  when  the  abbot  Count  Orlando  heard. 

Ills  heart  grew  soft  with  inner  tendenios, 

Such  fervour  in  his  bosom  bre«l  each  word ; 

And,  “ Cavalier,**  he  said,  If  1 have  less 
Courteous  and  kind  to  your  great  worth  appear'd. 

Than  fits  me  for  such  gentle  bloo<l  to  cxprca.*, 

1 know  I have  done  too  little  In  thU  care; 

Hut  blame  our  ignorance,  and  this  jK»or  place. 

LXXIX. 

“ We  can  indeed  but  honour  you  with  masses, 

And  sermons  thanksgivings,  and  pater-nost;  is 
Hot  suppers,  dinnen  (fitting  other  places 
In  verity  much  rather  than  the  cloisters); 

But  such  a love  for  you  my  heart  embraces, 

For  thousand  virtues  which  your  Ikjsoju  fosuxs. 

That  wheresoe'er  you  go  I too  shall  be. 

And,  on  the  other  part,  you  n*st  with  me. 

LXXX 

“ This  may  involve  a seeming  contradiction ; 

But  you  I know  are  sage,  and  feel,  and  taste. 

And  understand  my  speech,  with  full  conviction. 

For  your  just  pious  deeds  may  you  be  graced 
With  the  Lord's  great  rewani  and  lienediction. 

By  whom  you  were  directed  to  this  waste : 

To  his  high  mercy  Is  our  freedom  due. 

For  which  we  render  thanks  to  him  and  you. 

LXXXI. 

•*  Vou  saved  at  once  ^jUT  life  and  soul : such  fear 
The  giants  caused  us,  that  the  way  was  lost 
By  which  wc  could  pursue  a fit  career 
In  search  of  Jesus  and  the  saintly  ho«t ; 

And  your  departure  breeds  such  sorrow  here, 

That  comfortless  we  all  are  to  our  cost ; 

But  months  and  years  you  would  not  sbiy  in  ;-loth, 

Kor  are  you  form’d  to  wear  our  sober  cloth ; 

LXXXII, 

•*  But  to  bear  arms,  and  wield  the  lance ; indeed. 

With  th«e  as  much  is  Umie  as  with  this  cowl ; 

In  proof  of  which  the  Scrii»tures  you  may  rcajl. 

ThU  giant  up  to  heaven  may  licar  bis  soul 
By  your  compastsion  : now  in  j>eacc  proem!. 

Tour  .^tite  and  name  I seek  not  to  unroll ; . 

But,  if  I'm  ask’d,  this  answer  shall  be  given. 

That  here  an  angel  was  sent  down  from  heaven.  [ 
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LXXXIII. 

Se  e*  e armailum  o cosa  cbc  tu  vogUa, 

Vattene  In  sambra  e pigllane  tu  itmi, 

£ cuoprl  a qiic^to  gigantc  le  scoglia. 

Rbposc  Orlando : sc  armadura  avessi 
Prima  che  nol  uscbsim  de  U soglia, 

Che  questo  mio  compagno  dlfendejui : 
Questo  accetto  lo,  e sarammi  placere. 

Disse  r abate  : venttc  a vedere. 

LXXXIV. 

E in  certa  camcretta  entrati  sono, 

Che  d'armadure  vecchle  era  copiosa  ; 

Dice  r abate : tutte  ve  Ic  dono, 

Murgante  va  rovLstandu  ogni  cosa ; 

Ma  solo  un  certo  sbergo  gU  fu  buuno, 

Ch'  avra  tutU  la  moglia  rugginosa  : 
Manivigllossi  che  to  cuopra  appunto  : 

Che  mai  piu  gnun  f<»rsc  glten’  era  aggiunto. 

LXXXV. 

Questo  fu  d'un  gigante  smi^urata, 

Ch  ’a  la  badia  fu  morto  per  antico 
Dal  gran  Milon  d'Angrantc,  ch’  arrivato ; 

V’  era,  s' appunto  que»ta  Istoria  dlco  ; 

£d  era  ne  le  miira  istoriato, 

Come  e’  fu  morto  questo  gran  nimicot 
Che  free  a la  badia  gU  lunga  guerra : 

£ Milon  v’ti  com’  e'  I'abliatte  In  terra. 

LXXXVI. 

Veggendo  questa  Istorla  il  conte  Orlando, 

Fra  DUO  cor  disse : o Dio,  che  sal  sol  tutto, 
Come  venne  Milon  qul  capitando, 

Che  ha  questo  gigante  qul  distnitto  ? 

E lesse  certe  lettre  lacrimando, 

Che  non  pote  tenir  piu  li  viso  asciutto, 
Com'  io  dlro  ne  la  seguentc  istoria  : 

Di  mal  vi  guardl  il  Re  de  I'alta  gloria. 


LXXXlll. 

If  you  want  armour  or  aught  else,  go  in. 

Look  o'er  the  wardrobe,  and  take  what  you  choose. 
And  cover  with  It  o'er  this  giant's  fkln." 

Orlando  answer’d,  **  If  there  should  lie  loose 
Some  armour,  ere  our  journey  we  begin, 

Which  might  be  turn'd  to  my  companion's  use. 
The  gift  would  be  acceptable  to  me." 

The  abbot  said  to  him,  " Come  in  and  see." 

LXXXIV. 

And  in  a certain  closet,  where  the  wall 
Was  cover'd  with  old  armour  like  a cru<it. 

The  ablK)t  said  to  them,  *♦  I give  you  all." 

Morgante  rummaged  piecemeal  from  the  dust 
The  whole,  which,  save  one  cuirass,  w*os  too  small. 
And  that  too  had  the  mail  inlaid  with  ru&t 
They  wonder'd  bow  It  fitted  him  exactly. 

Which  ne’er  has  suited  others  so  compactly. 

LXXXV. 

’T  was  an  immeasurable  giant's,  who 
By  the  great  Milo  of  Agrante  fell 
Before  the  abbey  many  years  ago. 

The  story  on  the  wall  was  figured  well ; 

In  the  last  moment  of  the  abbey's  foe, 

Wlio  long  bad  waged  a war  implacable : 

Precisely  as  the  war  occurr'd  they  drew  him. 

And  there  was  Milo  as  be  overthrew  him. 

LXXXVI. 

Seeing  this  history,  Coimt  Orlando  said 

In  his  own  heart,  **  Oh  God,  who  in  the  sky 
Know’st  all  things  1 how  was  Milo  hither  led  ? 

W’ho  caused  the  giant  in  this  place  to  die  } " 

And  certain  letters,  weeping,  then  he  read. 

So  that  he  could  not  keep  bis  visage  dry,  — > 

As  I will  tell  In  the  ensuing  story. 

From  evil  keep  you  the  high  King  of  glory  l 


“ ’Tl*  the  aurtiet  of  life  (dtes  me  mjstical  lore. 

And  coming  ertmU  cut  Uidr  shadow*  before.” 

• CAMeasi.t.. 


DEDICATION. 

Lady  ! If  for  the  cold  and  cloudy  clime 

Where  I was  bom,  but  where  I would  not  die, 

Of  the  gn‘at  Poet-Sire  of  Italy 
I dare  to  build  the  imitative  rhyme. 

Harsh  Bunic  copy  of  the  South’s  sublime. 

Thou  art  the  cause ; and  howsoever  I 
Fall  short  of  his  immortal  harmony. 

Thy  gentle  heart  will  pardon  me  the  crime. 

> [This  Poem,  which  Ix>rd  Byron,  in  sending  it  to  Mr. 
Murray,  called  **  the  best  thing  he  had  ever  dune,  if  not  tra- 
in/fUnMr,"  was  written,  in  the  siimmrr  of  Inl9,  at 
■ — ” ttiat  place 

Of  old  renown,  once  in  the  .Ailrln)  sea. 
lt.rrenna  1— where  from  D.inte‘s  sarrr^  tomb 
He  had  to  oft,  m many  a rrrse  declares, 

Drawn  inspiration.”  — KociSR.*. 

The  PrephecT,  howes-er.  W'as  first  published  in  May.  la'Jl. 
It  Is  dediratrcl  to  (he  Countess  Cuirdoll,  who  thus  describes 
the  origin  of  its  cotnwttilloa  j — “ On  my  de|>arture  from 
Venice,  Lord  Uyr<Mi  had  promised  to  come  and  see  me  at 


Thou,  In  the  pride  of  Bc.vuty  and  of  Vouth, 

Spukest ; and  for  thee  to  speak  and  l>e  obey'd 
Arc  one ; but  only  in  the  sunny  South 

Such  sounds  are  utter'd,  and  such  charms  dla» 
play'd. 

So  sweet  a langunce  from  so  fair  a mouth  — 

Ah  I to  what  efiort  would  it  not  persuade  ? 

lUrenna,  Jime  21.  1919. 


' Karcnna.  Dante's  tomb,  the  classical  pine  wood  *,  the  reUes 
! of  antiquity  which  are  to  be  found  in  that  place.  afTonif<d  a suf- 
I Arienl  pretext  for  me  to  bivite  him  to  come,  and  for  him  to 
accept  my  Inviuiiun.  lie  came  io  the  month  of  June,  |RI9, 
arriving  at  Rarenna  on  the  day  of  the  (estivai  of  the  Corpus 
j Domini  Being  deyriveJ  at  this  time  of  his  books,  his  hor*». 
’ ar>d  all  that  occuph'd  him  Xt  Venice,  I l>egg«<d  him  to  Kratifv 
1 me  hr  writine  something  oo  the  subject  ol  Dante  ; and.  with 
hU  usual  facility  and  rapidity,  he  composed  his  I’rophMy.'*} 


0^ 


[•  “ Twas  in  a gtovt  of  ipreading  pines  he  strayed.**  *c. 

Davua.'x's  Thfodorr  and  iforsona  ] 
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PREFACE. 


In  the  couree  of  a vUit  to  the  cit^  of  Ravenna  in 
the  summer  of  1619,  it  was  suggested  to  the  author 
that  having  composed  something  on  the  subject  of 
Tasso’s  conflnement,  he  should  do  the  same  on 
Dante's  exile,  — the  tomb  of  the  poet  forming  one  of 
the  principal  objects  of  interest  in  that  city,  both  to 
the  native  and  to  the  stranger. 

**  On  this  hint  I spake,'*  and  the  result  has  been 
the  following  four  cantos,  in  terra  rima,  now  offered 
to  the  reader.  If  they  are  understood  and  approved, 
it  is  my  purpose  to  continue  the  poem  in  various 
other  cantos,  to  its  natural  conclusion  in  the  present 
age.  The  reader  is  requested  to  suppose  that  Dante 
addresses  him  in  the  interval  between  the  conclusion 
of  the  Divina  Commedla  and  his  death,  and  shortly 
before  the  latter  event,  foretelling  the  fortunes  (•( 
Italy  In  general  In  the  ensuing  centuries.  In  adopU 
Ing  this  plan  I have  had  In  my  mind  the  Cassandra 
of  Lycophron,  and  the  Prophecy  of  Nereus  by 
Horace,  as  well  as  the  Prophecies  of  Holy  Writ 
The  measure  adopted  Is  the  terza  rima  of  Dante, 
which  I am  not  aware  to  have  seen  hitherto  tried  In 
our  language,  except  it  may  be  by  Mr.  Hayley,  of 
whose  translation  I never  saw  but  one  extract  quoted 
in  the  notes  to  Caliph  Vathek ; so  that — if  I do  not 
err— ‘this  poem  may  be  considered  as  a metrical 
experiment  The  cantos  are  sboit,  and  about  the 
same  length  of  those  of  the  poet  whose  name  1 
have  borrowed,  and  most  probably  taken  in  vain. 

Amongst  the  inconveniences  of  authors  In  the 
present  day,  it  is  difficult  for  any  who  have  a name, 
good  or  bad,  to  escape  translation.  I have  had  the 
fortune  to  see  the  fourth  canto  of  Childe  Harold 
translated  Into  Italian  vend  sciolti, that  U,  a poem 
written  in  the  Spnuerean  iiama  into  biank  rerse, 
without  regard  to  the  natural  divisions  of  the  stanxa 
or  of  the  sense.  If  the  present  poem,  being  on  a 
national  topic,  should  chance  to  undergo  the  same 
fote,  I would  request  the  Italian  reader  to  remember 
that  when  I have  failed  in  the  imitation  of  his  great 
**  Padre  Alighier,”  I have  tailed  in  imitating  that 
which  all  study  and  few  understand,  since  to  this  very 
day  it  is  not  yet  settled  what  was  the  meaning  of  the 
allegory  in  the  first  canto  of  the  Inferno,  unless 
Count  Marchetti's  Ingenious  and  probable  conjecture 
may  be  considered  as  having  decided  the  question. 

He  may  also  pardon  my  failure  the  more,  as  I am 
not  quite  sure  that  be  would  be  pleased  with  my 
success,  since  the  Italians,  with  a pardoxuble  nation- 
ality, are  particularly  jealous  of  all  that  U left  them 

> [Dante  was  bom  In  Florence  in  May,  1965.  ol 

an  ancient  and  honourable  family.  In  the  early  part  of  bit 
life  he  nlned  tome  credit  In  a military  character,  and  dlstin- 
futahea  himself  by  hU  brarery  in  an  actloa  where  the  Ho- 
rentlne*  obtained  a signal  rictory  orcr  the  dtisens  of  Arezio. 
He  became  still  more  emirveni  by  the  acqulstUon  of  court 
honours  ; and  at  the  age  of  thirtr>bTe  he  rose  to  be  one  of  the 
chief  ma^strates  of  Florence,  when  that  dignity  was  conferred 
hr  the  suffrages  of  the  |>enple.  From  this  exaJtatloo  the  poet 
himself  datM  his  principu  misfortunes.  Italy  was  at  that 
time  distracted  by  the  •'intending  Uctlons  of  the  Ghibcllnes 
and  OuHpbs,  — among  the  latter  Dante  took  an  active  part. 
Id  one  or  the  proscriptions  he  was  baitithed,  his  possessions 
confiscated,  and  ho  died  In  exile  in  Bocevcio  thus  de- 

scribes his  person  and  manners:—**  He  was  of  the  middle 
stature,  of  a mild  disposition,  and.  from  the  time  be  arrived  at 
manhood,  grave  In  hU  maimer  and  deportment.  HU  clothes 
were  plain,  and  his  dress  always  conformable  to  his  years: 
his  fare  w.as  long;  hU  nose  aquiline ; his  eyes  rather  large 

I than  otherwise.  Ills  complexion  was  dark,  melancholy,  ar^ 
peiulre.  In  bis  meals  he  was  extremely  moderate ; In  Ills 

© 


a«  a nation  — their  literature;  and  in  the  present 
bltterncM  of  the  classic  and  romantic  w&r,  arc  but 
ill  disposed  to  permit  a foreigner  even  to  approve  or  ' 
imitate  them,  without  finding  some  fkult  with  hh  j 
ultramontane  presumption.  I can  easily  enter  into 
all  this,  knowing  what  would  be  thought  in  England  ! 
of  an  Italian  Imitator  of  Milton,  or  if  a translation  of  i 
Monti,  or  Pludcmonte.  or  Arid,  should  be  held  up 
to  the  rising  generation  as  a model  for  their  fhture  ' 
poetical  essays.  But  I perceive  that  I am  deviating  « 
into  an  address  to  the  Italian  reader,  when  my  [ 
business  Is  with  the  English  one ; and  be  the)*  few  or  I 
many,  I must  take  ray  leave  of  both.  I 


C(»c  Vropfirrp  of  Dante.' 


CANTO  TOE  Finrr. 


ONCt  more  in  man's  frail  world  ! which  1 had  left 
So  long  that  twas  forgotten  ; and  I feel  | 

The  weight  of  clay  ag^n,  — too  soon  bereft  I 

Of  the  immortal  vision  which  could  heal  I 

My  earthly  sorrows,  and  to  God's  own  skies  j 

LUt  me  that  deep  gulf  without  repeal. 

>Miere  UU  my  ears  rung  with  the  damned  cries  | 

Of  souls  In  hopeless  bale  ; and  from  that  pla^'e 
Of  leaser  torment,  whence  men  may  arise 
Pure  firom  the  fire  to  jdn  the  angelic  race ; 

Midst  whom  my  own  bright  Beatrice  > bless 'd  ! 

My  spirit  with  her  light ; and  to  the  base  I 

Of  the  eternal  Triad  I flnt,  last,  best.  | 

Mysterious,  three,  sole,  tn&nite,  great  God  I | 

Soul  universal  I led  the  mortal  guest,  j 

Unblasted  by  the  glory,  though  he  trod  l 

From  star  to  star  to  reach  the  almighty  throue.  i 
Oh  Beatrice  ! whose  sweet  limbs  the  sod 
So  long  hath  press'd,  and  the  cold  marble  stone. 

Thou  sole  pure  seraph  of  my  earliest  love,  i 

Love  BO  Ineffable,  and  so  alone,  ! 

That  nought  on  earth  could  more  my  bosom  move,  | 
And  meeting  thee  in  heaven  was  but  to  meet 
That  without  which  my  soul,  like  the  arklcss  dove,  | 
Had  wander'd  still  in  search  of,  nor  her  feet 
Relieved  her  wing  till  found : without  thy  light 
My  paradise  had  still  been  lnc<»nplete.  > 

Since  my  tenth  sun  gave  summer  to  my  sight 
Thou  wert  my  life,  the  essence  of  ray  thought, 

Ixived  ere  I Iwew  the  name  of  love^,  and  bright 

manner!  most  courteous  and  Hvll ; md,  both  In  public  and 
private  life,  be  wa«  adniirahly  decorous."] 

^ The  reader  is  requested  to  adopt  the  Italian  pronunciatioii 
of  Beatrice,  sounding  all  the  syllaMes. 

* **  Che  sol  per  le  belle  opre 

Che  fanon  in  Clelo  il  sole  e 1’  altre  itelle 
Dentro  dl  lui'  $i  crede  U Paradim>, 

Cost  ae  guard!  Bio 

Pensar  ben  dM  ch'  ogni  terren*  plac'erc;" 

Cantone,  In  which  Dante  describee  the  person  of  Beatrice, 
Strophe  third. 

* [According  to  Boccaccio.  Dante  wu  a lover  long  before 

he  was  a soldier,  ami  his  |uutum  for  the  Beatrice  nhom  be 
has  immortalised  commenced  wliile  he  was  In  his  nlntii  year, 
and  she  in  her  eighth  year.  It  is  said  that  their  (Irst  lumiivg 
was  at  a banquet  in  the  house  of  Folco  I’ortluaro.  her  father  ; 
and  certain  It  is,  that  the  tmpre«,lon  then  made  «ni  the  sus. 
reptibie  and  constant  heart  of  Dante  was  not  obUtenOed  by 
her  death,  which  happened  after  an  Interval  of  sixteen  veaik 
— Cast.]  ' 

II 
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I No,  — she  denied  me  what  was  mine  — ray  roof, 


i Still  in  these  dim  old  eyes,  now  overwrought 

With  the  world's  war,  and  yean,  and  banishment, 
.'^d  tears  fur  thee,  by  other  woes  untaught ; 

For  mine  is  not  a nature  to  be  bent 

By  tyrannous  faction,  and  the  brawling  crowd, 

And  though  the  long,  long  conflict  bath  been  spent 
In  vain,  and  never  more,  save  when  the  cloud 
Which  overhangs  the  Apennine  my  mind’s  eye 
Pierces  to  fancy  Florence,  once  so  proud 
Of  me,  can  I return,  though  but  to  die, 

Unto  my  native  soil,  they  have  not  yet 
Quench'd  the  old  exile's  spirit,  stem  and  high. 

But  the  sun,  though  not  overcast,  must  set. 

And  the  night  cometh ; I am  old  in  days. 

And  deeds,  and  contemplation,  and  have  met 
Destruction  face  to  face  in  all  his  ways. 

The  world  hath  left  me,  what  It  found  me,  pure, 
And  if  1 have  not  gather’d  yet  its  praise, 

I sought  It  nut  by  any  baser  lure; 

Man  wrongs,  and  Time  avenges,  and  my  name 
May  form  a monument  not  all  obscure. 

Though  such  was  not  my  ambition's  end  or  aim, 

To  add  to  the  valn*glorious  list  of  those 
Who  dabble  in  the  pettiness  fame, 

And  make  men's  fickle  breath  the  wind  that  blows 
Their  sail,  and  deem  It  glory  to  be  class'd 
With  conquerors,  and  virtue's  other  foes, 

In  bloody  chronicles  of  ages  past. 

I would  have  had  my  Florence  great  and  free ; i 
Oh  Florence  1 Florence  I unto  roe  thou  wast 
Like  that  Jerusalem  which  the  Almighty  He 

Wept  over,  “ but  thou  wouldst  not ; ” as  the  bird 
Gathers  Its  young,  I would  have  gather'd  thee 
Beneath  a parent  pinion,  badst  thou  heard 
My  voice ; but  as  the  adder,  deaf  and  fierce. 
Against  the  breast  that  cherish'd  thee  was  stirr'd 
Thy  venom,  and  my  state  thou  didst  amerce, 

And  doom  this  body  forfeit  to  tbc  fire. 

Alas  I bow  bitter  is  bis  couDtr>  '8  curse 
To  him  who  for  that  country  would  expire. 

But  did  not  merit  to  expire  by  her. 

And  loves  her,  lores  her  even  in  her  Ire  t 
The  day  may  come  when  she  will  cease  to  err, 

Tbc  day  may  come  she  would  be  proud  to  have 
The  dust  she  dooms  to  scatter,  and  transfer  ^ 

Of  him,  whom  she  denied  a home,  the  grave. 

But  this  shall  not  be  granted  ; let  my  dust 
Lie  where  it  falls  ; nor  shall  the  soil  which  gave 
Me  breath,  but  in  her  sudden  fury  thrust 
Me  forth  to  breathe  elsewhere,  so  reassume 
My  indignant  bones,  because  her  angry  gust 
Forsooth  is  over,  and  repeal'd  her  doom  ; 

* *'  L’  UiUio  che  m*  i (Uto  onor  ml  tegna 

• • • • • 

Cadrr  tra'  6 pur  dl  lodr  degno.*' 

Sunmrt  Dmir, 

In  which  he  repreAciit*  night,  ClcDertuicy.  and  Temperance 
u banUheti  from  among  men,  and  acokiag  refuge  froui  Lure, 
who  inbablti  hb  bosoic- 

* “ L't  »1  qui»  prodiclonim  iillo  tempore  la  forllain  dlctl 
communis  p^  en'rlt,  lalii  perreniem  igne  amitmratmr,  tic 
yt$od  wtoriatur.'*  Scemd  sentence  of  Florence  against 

• and  the  fourteen  accused  with  him.  The  I^in  is  worthy  of 
the  sentence. —[On  the  I'jth  of  January,  ISOi.  Dante  was 
mulcted  eight  thousand  lire,  and  cundcmticd  tu  two  years’ 
banishment  ; and  in  case  Uie  fine  was  not  his  goods  were  ■ 
to  be  cunflscAterl.  On  the  elrvcnth  of  March,  the  same  year,  ; 

I he  was  sentenced  to  a punishment  dtie  only  to  the  must  tie*.  ! 

! Derate  of  malefactors.  Tbc  decree,  that  he  and  his  asMsciates  | 

I In  ealle  should  be  burned.  If  they  Cell  Into  the  hands  of  thrir  , 
«Dent>es.  vat  first  discorered.  In  iTtX  by  the  Conte  Ludovico 


{ And  shall  not  have  what  is  not  hers  — my  tomb, 
i Too  long  her  armed  wrath  hath  kept  aloof 

The  breast  which  would  have  bled  for  her.  the  heart  I 
That  beat,  the  mind  that  was  temptation  proof; 

The  roan  who  fought,  toil’d,  travell’d,  and  each  part 
Of  a true  dtisen  fulfill'd,  and  saw  | 

For  his  reward  the  Gueirs  ascendant  ait  I 

Pass  his  destruction  even  into  a law. 

These  things  arc  not  made  for  forgetfulness, 

Florence  shall  be  forgotten  first ; too  raw 
The  wound,  too  deep  the  wrong,  and  the  distress  | 
Of  such  endurance  too  prolong'd  to  make 
My  pardon  greater,  her  injustice  less. 

Though  late  repented  ; yet— yet  for  her  sake 
I feel  some  fonder  yearnings,  and  for  thine. 

My  own  Beatrice,  1 would  hardly  take 
Vengeance  upon  the  land  which  once  was  mine,  | 
And  still  is  hallow'd  by  thy  dust's  return,  | 

Which  would  protect  the  murderess  like  a shrine, 
And  save  ten  thousand  foes  by  thy  sole  um.  | 

Though,  like  old  Marius  ^ from  Mintunue's  marsh  \ 
And  Carthage  ruins,  my  lone  breast  nmy  bum  I 
At  times  with  evil  feelings  hot  and  banh, 

And  sometimes  the  last  pangs  of  a vile  foe 
Writhe  In  a dream  before  me,  and  o'erarch 
My  brow  with  hopes  of  triumph,  — let  them  go ! 

Such  are  the  last  infirmities  of  those 

W'bo  long  have  suffer'd  more  than  mortal  woe. 

And  yet  being  mortal  still,  have  no  repose 
But  on  the  pillow  of  Revenge — Revenge, 

Who  sleeps  to  dream  of  blood,  and  waking  glows 
W’ith  the  oft^baffled,  slakele&s  thirst  of  change. 

When  we  shall  mount  again,  and  they  that  trod 
Be  trampled  on,  while  Death  and  Ate  range 
O’er  humbled  heads  and  sever’d  necks— -Great  God ! 
Take  these  tboughU  from  me — to  thy  bands  1 yield 
3Iy  many  wrongs,  and  thine  almighty  rod 
W’Ul  fail  on  those  who  smote  me, — be  my  shield  1 
As  thou  hast  been  in  peril,  and  in  pain, 

111  turbulent  cities,  and  the  tented  field  — 
la  toil,  and  many  troubles  borne  In  vain 

For  Florence.  < — I appeal  from  her  to  Thee ! 

Thee  whom  1 late  saw  In  thy  loftiest  reign. 

Even  in  that  glorious  vision,  which  to  see 
And  live  was  never  granted  until  now. 

And  yet  thou  bast  permitted  this  to  roe. 

Alas  1 with  what  a weight  upon  my  brow 

The  sense  of  earth  and  earthly  things  ctxne  back. 
Corrosive  passions,  feelings  diUl  and  low. 

The  heart's  quick  throb  upon  the  mental  rack. 

Long  day,  and  dreary  night ; the  retrospect 

SarioU.  See  Tirabotchl,  whore  the  seotence  U given  at 
lefi|^.] 

> rinder  the  pretence  of  opposing  the  power  of  SylU. 
Manus,  who  had  been  five  times  elected  to  the  consulship, 
aimed  at  the  sorereiKn  power.  Stapyllon  says,  that  the 
Mintumian  fens,  in  w hich  he  was  discovered  by  Sylla'i  emU* 
saries,  were  in  SwiUerlandl  For  this  accurate  niece  of 
topofniphy,  he  was  indebted  to  the  old  scholiast.  The  spot, 
however,  lies  on  the  right  hand  of  the  ferry  of  Garlgliano,  as 
you  go  from  Rome  to  Naples.  — Girroan  J 

* [In  one  so  highly  endoweil  by  nature,  and  so  consummate 
by  Instrtsctlon,  we  truiy  well  vympaUuse  with  a resentment 
which  exile  and  poverty  rendenm  fNirpetually  fresh.  Rut  the 
heart  of  Dante  was  naturaik  tnuibl^,  and  cvm  tender  ; his 
poetry  it  full  ot  comparisons  from  rural  life  ; and  the  sincerity 
of  his  early  passion  for  Be.urice  plercn  through  the  veil  of 
allegory  that  turruunds  her.  But  the  memory  of  his  injuries 
pursued  him  Into  the  immensity  of  eternal  light  ; and  in  the 
company  of  saiiiis  aiul  angels,  fill  unforgiving  spirit  darkens 
at  tbc  name  of  h'lorcocc!.  — Hsllam.J 
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Of  hilf  A MDtury  bk>ody  and  block. 

And  the  fhdl  few  years  I may  yet  expect 
Hoary  and  hopeless,  but  less  bard  to  bear, 

For  I have  been  too  long  and  deeply  wreck’d 
On  the  kme  rock  of  desolate  Despair, 

To  lift  my  eyes  more  to  the  passing  sail 
Which  shuns  that  reef  so  horrible  and  bare  ; 

Nor  raise  ray  v<dcc — for  who  would  heed  ray  wail  ? 

1 aro  not  of  this  people,  nor  this  age. 

And  yet  my  horplngs  will  unfold  a tale 
Which  shall  preserve  these  times  when  not  a page 
Of  their  perturbed  annals  could  attract 
An  eye  to  gate  upon  their  civil  rage. 

Did  not  my  verse  embalm  full  many  an  act 

Worthless  os  they  who  wrought  it : tU  the  doom 
Of  spirits  of  my  order  to  be  rack'd 
In  life,  to  wear  their  hearts  out,  and  consume 
Their  days  in  endless  strife,  and  die  alone ; 

Then  future  thousands  crowd  around  their  tomb. 
And  pilgrims  come  from  climes  where  they  have 
known 

The  name  of  him  — who  now  is  but  a name. 

And  wasting  homage  o'er  the  sullen  stone, 

Spread  his  — by  him  unheard,  unheeded — fame 
And  mine  at  least  bath  cost  me  dear  ; to  die 
is  nothing ; but  to  wither  thus  — to  tome 
My  mind  down  from  its  own  infinity 
To  live  In  narrow  ways  with  little  men, 

A common  sight  to  every  common  eye, 

A wanderer,  while  even  wolves  con  find  a den, 

Ripp'd  from  oU  kindred,  fh>m  all  home,  all  things 
That  moke  communion  sweet,  and  soften  pain 
To  feel  me  in  the  solitude  of  kings 

Without  the  power  that  makes  them  bear  a crown — 
To  envy  every  dove  his  nest  and  wings 
Which  waft  him  where  the  Apennine  looks  down 
On  Amo,  till  be  perches,  it  may  be, 

Within  my  oU  Inexorable  town. 

Where  yet  my  boys  ore,  and  that  fatal  sbc.i 

Their  mother,  the  cold  partner  who  bath  brought 
Destruction  for  a dowry  • — this  to  see 
And  feel,  and  know  without  repair,  hath  taught 
A bitter  lesson  ; but  It  leaves  me  free  : 

I have  not  vilely  found,  nor  basely  sought, 

They  made  on  Exile  — not  a slave  of  me. 


CANTO  THE  SECOND. 

Till  Spirit  of  the  fervent  days  of  Old,  [thought 
When  words  were  things  that  came  to  pass,  and 
Flash'd  o’er  the  future,  bidding  men  behold 
Their  children's  children's  doom  already  brought 

> This  lady,  whose  name  was  Geptma,  sprung  fVoni  one  of 
Ibe  most  powerful  Guelf  families,  named  DonatL  Como 
Donati  was  the  prlndpai  adversary  of  the  Ghlbellines,  She 
is  described  as  being  “ 4dmodum  morosa,  ui  de  Xantmpc 
Soeratit  j>kHt*»09hi  eopjpmt  tcriptntn  cue  Irgfmus,"  acrnniln;; 
to  fUannoizo  Manettl.  But  Uoturdo  AretTno  b icandalised 
with  Doccoce,  in  hU  life  of  Dante,  fur  uying  that  tlterary  men 
should  not  marry.  **  QuI  il  Boccaccio  nun  ha  pasienta.  e dice, 
le  TTK^ll  ester  contraHe  agli  studj : c non  il  rlcorda  che 
crate  11  pin  noblle  lilosofu  che  mai  fosse,  ebbe  moKlie  e fl. 
gliiioll  e uflkl  della  Repubblica  Della  sua  CUii  ; e Arittutele 
che,  Ac.  Ac.  ebbe  due  mngli  In  varj  tempi,  ed  ebbe  IlitUuuii.  e 
rkchetse  assaL  — B Marco  Tuino  — e Catnnc->  e Varrone, 
~e  .Seneca — ebbero  moglip,"  Ac.  Ac.  It  U odd  that  honest 
Lionardo't  examples,  with  the  exception  of  Seneca,  and.  for 
any  thiu  1 Imow,  of  Aristotle,  are  not  the  most  relicitous. 
Tully’t  Terentia,  and  Socrates'  Xantippe,  by  no  means  con- 
tributed to  their  husbands'  happiness,  whatever  they  might 


Forth  from  the  abyaa  of  time  which  is  to  be, 

The  chooe  of  cventi,  where  lie  half-wrought 
Shapes  that  must  undergo  mortality; 

What  the  great  Seera  of  Israel  wore  within. 

That  iplrit  was  on  them,  and  is  on  me, 

And  iC  Cassandra-like,  amidst  the  din 

Of  conflict  none  will  hear,  or  hearing  heed 
This  voice  from  out  the  Wilderness,  the  sin 
Be  theirs,  and  roy  own  feelings  be  my  meed, 

The  only  guerdon  I have  ever  known. 

Host  thou  not  bled  7 and  boat  thou  still  to  blec^ 
Italia  ? Ah  I to  roc  such  things,  foreshown 
With  dim  sepulchral  light,  bid  me  forget 
In  thine  irreparable  wrongs  my  own  ; 

We  can  have  but  one  country,  and  even  yet 

Tkou'rt  mine — my  bones  shall  be  within  thy  breast, 
My  soul  within  thy  language,  which  once  set 
With  our  old  Roman  sway  In  the  wide  West ; 

But  I will  moke  another  tongue  arise 
As  lofty  and  more  sweet.  In  which  express’d 
The  hero's  ardour,  or  the  lover's  sighs, 

Shall  find  alike  such  Mundi  for  every  therae 
That  every  word,  as  brilliant  as  thy  skies, 

Shall  realise  a poet's  proudest  dream, 

And  moke  thee  Europe's  nightingale  of  song ; 

So  that  oU  present  speech  to  thine  shall  seem 
The  note  of  meaner  birds,  and  every  tongue 
Confess  Its  barbarism  when  compared  with  thine. 
This  shalt  thou  owe  to  him  thou  didst  so  wrong,  , 
Thy  Tuscan  Bard,  the  banish'd  Ghibelline, 

Woe  ! woe  I the  veil  of  coming  centuries 
Is  rent, — a thousand  years  which  yet  supine 
Lie  like  the  ocean  waves  ere  winds  arise, 

Heaving  In  dark  and  sullen  undulation. 

Float  from  eternity  into  these  eyes  ; [tfon, 

The  vtonns  yet  sleep,  the  clouds  still  keep  their  ito- 
The  unborn  carthqiuikc  yet  is  In  the  womb. 

The  bloody  chaos  yet  expects  creation, 

But  all  things  are  disposing  for  thy  doom  ; 

The  elements  await  but  for  the  word, 

**  I<et  there  be  darkness  1 ” and  thou  gruw'st  a tomb  ! 
Yes ! thou,  so  beautifhl,  shalt  feel  the  sword, 

Thou,  Italy  I so  frir  that  Paradise, 

Revived  in  thee,  blooms  forth  to  man  restored : 

Ah  t must  the  sons  of  Adam  lose  it  twice  ? 

Thou,  Italy  I whose  ever  golden  fields. 

Plough'd  by  the  sunbeams  solely,  would  suffice 
For  the  world’s  granary ; thou,  whose  sky  heaven  giUli 
With  brighter  stars,  and  robes  with  deeper  blue ; 
Thou,  In  whose  pleasant  places  Summer  builds 
Her  palace.  In  whose  cradle  Empire  grew, 

And  foim'd  the  Eternal  City’s  ornaments 
From  spoils  of  kings  whom  freemen  overthrew ; 
Birthplace  of  heroes,  sanctuary  of  saints, 

as  to  tfaeir  philosophy Cato  jtave  away  hli  wife — of  Varro’s 
we  know  nothing  — and  of  Seneca's  onljf  that  she  waa  dlapoiod 
to  die  with  him,  but  revorereo,  and  lived  several  years  after- 
wards. But,  lays  Llnnardo,  L'  uomu  % antmale  errdr.  se- 
condo  place  a tutti  I Olnsofl.'*  And  thence  concludes  that  the 
greatest  proof  of  the  antmoTi  c/pi«m  is  **  U prima  conglOQ- 
sione,  daJla  quale  multipUrala  nasce  ,a  CittA’^ 

* (The  violence  of  Gemma's  temi»er  proved  a source  of  the 
bitU'rcst  suffering  to  Dante ; and  In  that  passage  of  the  In- 
feroo,  whore  ooe  of  the  characters  says  _■ 

' La  flera  moglie  piO  ch'  altro,  ml  nuoce, 

* me.  my  wife. 

Of  savage  temper,  more  than  aught  beside. 

Hath  to  this  evil  brought,' 

his  own  conjugal  unhapplneis  must  have  recurred  forcibly  and 
painfully  h>  hu  mind.  — Csav.] 

K k 2 


500 


BYRON’S  WORKS. 


Where  earthly  then  heavenly  glory  made 
Her  home  i thou,  all  which  fondest  fancy  paints. 
And  finds  her  prior  vision  but  portray'd 

In  feeble  colours,  when  the  eye  — ftom  the  Alp 
Of  horrid  snow,  and  rock,  and  shaggy  shade 
Of  desert-loving  pine,  whose  emerald  scalp 

Nods  to  the  storm  — dilates  and  dotes  o'er  thee. 
And  wistfully  Imploresi,  as  twere  for  help, 

To  see  thy  sunny  fields,  my  Italy, 

Nearer  and  nearer  yet,  and  dearer  still 
The  more  approach'd,  and  dearest  were  they  free. 
Thou  — thou  must  wither  to  each  tyrant’s  will : 

The  Goth  hath  been, — tbeOerman,  Frank,  and  Hun 
Are  yet  to  come.  — and  on  the  Imperial  hill 
Ruin,  idready  proud  of  the  deeds  done 

By  the  old  barbarians,  there  awaits  the  new. 
Throned  on  the  Palatine,  while  lost  and  won 
Rome  at  her  feet  lies  bleeding ; and  the  hue 
Of  human  sacrifice  and  Roman  slaughter 
Troubles  the  clotted  air.  of  late  so  blue, 

And  deei)em  Into  red  the  saflYon  water 

Of  Tiber,  thick  with  dead  ; the  helpless  priest, 

And  still  more  helpless  nor  less  holy  daughter. 
Vow'd  to  their  God,  have  shrieking  fled,  and  ceased 
Their  ministry : the  nations  take  their  prey, 
Iberian,  Almain,  Iximbard,  and  the  beast 
And  bird,  wolf,  vulture,  more  humane  than  they 
Are ; these  but  gorge  the  flesh  and  lap  the  gore 
Of  the  departed,  and  then  go  their  way ; 

But  those,  the  human  savages,  explore 
All  paths  of  torture,  and  insatiate  yet. 

With  Ugolino  hunger  prowl  for  mure. 

Nine  moons  shall  rise  o’er  scenes  like  this  and  set ; > 
The  chiefless  army  of  the  dead,  which  late 
Beneath  the  traitor  Prince’s  banner  met. 

Hath  left  its  leader's  ashes  at  the  gate  ; 

Had  but  the  royal  Rebel  Ilve<l,  i>erchance 
Thou  hadst  been  spared,  but  his  involved  thy  fate. 
Ohl  Rome,  the  spoiler  or  the  spoil  of  Franco, 

From  Brennus  to  the  Bourbon,  never,  never 
Shall  foreign  standard  to  thy  walls  ads'ance. 

But  Tiber  siiall  become  a mournful  river. 

Oh  ! when  the  strangers  pass  the  AUn  and  Po, 
Crush  them,  ye  rocks!  floods  whelm  them,  and  for 
Why  sleep  the  idle  avalanches  so,  [ever  I 

To  topple  on  the  lonely  pilgrim’s  head  ? 

Why  doth  Eridanus  but  overflow 
The  peasant's  hars’est  from  his  turbid  bed  ? 

Were  not  each  barbarous  horde  a nobler  prey  ? 
Over  Cambyscs’  host  the  desert  spread 
Her  sandy  ocean,  and  the  sea  waves'  sway 

Roll'd  over  Pharaoh  and  his  thousands,  — why. 
Mountains  and  waters,  do  ye  not  as  they  ? 

And  you,  ye  men  I Romans,  who  dare  not  die, 

Sons  of  the  conquerors  who  overthrew 
Those  who  o’erthrew  proud  Xerxes,  where  yet  Ue 
The  dead  whose  tomb  Oblirion  never  knew. 

Are  the  Alps  weaker  tlian  Tbermopyla*  ? 

Their  pa.sses  more  alluring  to  the  view 
Of  an  invader  ? is  it  they,  or  ye, 

That  to  each  host  the  mountain-gate  tmbar. 

And  leave  the  march  in  peace,  the  passage  free  ? 
Why,  Nature’s  self  detains  the  victor's  car, 


Q 

CANTO  11«  II 


And  mak<»  your  land  impregnable.  If  earth 
Could  be  ao ; but  alone  she  will  not  war, 

Tet  aids  the  warrior  worthy  of  bis  birth 

In  a soil  where  the  mothers  bring  forth  men: 

Not  to  with  those  whose  souls  are  little  worth ; 

F(Mr  them  no  fortreM  can  avail,  the  den 
Of  the  poor  reptile  which  preserves  its  sting 
Is  more  secure  than  wails  of  adamant,  when 
The  hearts  of  those  within  are  quivering. 

Are  ye  not  brave  ? Tes,  yet  the  Ausonlan  soil 
Hath  hearts,  and  hands,  and  arms,  and  hosts  to 
Against  Oppression ; but  bow  vain  the  toU,  [bring 
While  MIU  Division  tows  the  seeds  of  woe 
And  weakness,  till  the  stranger  reaps  the  spoil ! 

Oh  1 my  own  beauteous  land  I so  long  laid  low, 

So  i(Hig  the  grave  of  thy  own  chUdren'i  hopes. 

When  there  Is  but  required  a single  blow 
To  break  the  ch^n,  yet  — yet  the  Avenger  stops, 

And  Doubt  and  Discord  step  ‘twixt  thine  and  thee, 
And  Join  their  strength  to  that  which  with  tbes 
What  Is  there  wanting  then  to  set  thee  free,  [copes ; 
And  show  thy  beauty  In  Its  fullest  light  ? 

To  make  the  Alps  impassable ; and  we. 

Her  sons,  may  do  ^Is  with  one  deed Unite. 

I 

CANTO  THE  THIRD.  ! 


Feom  out  the  mass  of  never-dying  ill,  [Sword,  I 
The  Plagtie,  the  Prince,  the  Stranger,  and  the 
Vials  of  wrath  but  emptied  to  reflU 
And  flow  again,  1 cannot  all  record 

That  crowds  on  my  prophetic  eye : the  earth 
And  ocean  written  o'er  would  not  afford 
Sp.ice  for  the  annal,  yet  it  shall  go  forth ; 

Yes,  ail,  though  not  by  human  pen,  is  graven. 

There  where  the  flifthest  suns  and  stars  have  birth. 
Spread  like  a banner  at  the  gate  of  heaven, 

The  bloody  scroll  of  our  millennial  wrongs 
Waves,  and  the  echo  of  our  groans  U driven 
Athwart  the  sound  of  archangellc  songs. 

And  Italy,  the  martyr’d  nation's  gore, 

Will  not  In  vain  arise  to  where  belongs 
Omnipotence  and  mercy  evermore ; 

Like  to  a harpstring  stricken  by  the  wind. 

The  sound  of  her  lament  shall,  rising  o’er 
The  seraph  voices,  touch  the  Almighty  Mind. 

Meantime  I,  humblest  of  thy  sons,  and  of 
Earth's  dust  by  Immortality  refined 
To  sense  and  suffering,  though  the  vain  may  scoff, 

And  t)Tants  threat,  and  meeker  victims  bow 
Before  the  storm  becatise  its  breath  Is  rough. 

To  thee,  my  country  1 whom  before,  as  now, 

I loved  and  love,  devote  the  mournful  lyre 
And  melancholy  gift  high  powers  allow 
To  read  the  future ; and  If  now  my  fire 
Is  not  as  once  it  shone  o'er  thee,  forgive  ! 

I but  foretell  thy  fortunes  — then  expire  ; 

Think  not  that  1 would  look  on  them  and  live, 

A spirit  forces  roc  to  see  and  speak,  ' 

And  for  my  guerdon  grants  not  to  survive ; ii 

My  heart  shall  be  pour'd  over  thee  and  break  : II 


^ Sre  “ Sacco  dl  Roma.”  gencraJlf  attrUiuted  to  Gtilcci- 
ardini.  There  it  another  written  by  a Jacopo  Uwmaiinrte.  — 
The  nririnal  MS.  of  the  Latter  « ork  U preserved  in  the  Roral 
.tbrary  at  L'ariji.  It  la  entitled.  **  Kagguaglio  .Starko  di  tutto 
r occorto,  fiorno  per  xlurno.  ncl  Sacco  di  Koma  dell  anno 


MDXXVII,  tcritto  da  Jacopo  Bumaasarte,  xentlluomo  Sara-  I 
ralnlateae,  rhe  v1  ai  trorO  preaente.'*  An  edition  of  it  was  | 
printed  at  Cologne  In  17!^  to  which  is  prefixed  a gpoealogy  ! 
of  the  Buonaparte  famUy.]  | 


f.l ^ ■ - - ” — ■ 

CANTO  III.  THE  PKOPHECY  OF  D.\NTE.  SOI  J 


Yet  for  a moment,  ere  I must  resume 
Thy  table  web  of  sorrow,  let  mr  take 
Over  the  fleams  that  fla-th  athwiirt  thy  gloom 

A fofter  glimpse ; aome  ttara  thine  through  thy 
And  many  meteors,  and  above  thy  tomb  [night. 
Leant  sculptured  Beauty,  which  Death  cannot  blight: 
And  from  thine  ashes  boundless  spirits  rise 
To  give  thee  honour,  and  the  earth  delight ; 

Thy  soii  shall  still  be  pregnant  with  the  wise, 

The  gay,  the  ieam'd,  the  generous,  and  the  brave. 
Native  to  thee  os  summer  to  thy  skies, 

Conquerors  on  foreign  shores,  and  the  far  wave,  • 
Discoverers  of  new  worlds  which  take  their  name ; * 
For  thtt  alone  they  have  no  arm  to  save, 

\ And  all  thy  ri‘com|tenae  is  in  their  fame, 

A noble  one  to  them,  but  not  to  thcr — 

^haU  they  be  glorious  and  thou  still  the  same  ? 
Oh  I more  than  these  illustrious  far  shall  be 
The  being  — and  even  yet  he  may  l>e  bom  — 

'The  mortal  taxiour  who  shall  set  thee  tree. 

And  see  thy  diadem,  so  changed  and  worn 
I By  fresh  barbarians,  on  thy  brow  replaced  ; 

And  the  sweet  sun  replenishing  tby  mom, 

Thy  moral  mom,  too  long  with  clouds  defaced, 

Ami  nnxinns  vapours  from  Avemus  risen, 

Such  as  all  they  must  breathe  who  are  debased 
By  servitude,  ami  have  the  mind  in  prison. 

Yet  through  thU  centuried  eclipse  of  woe 
Some  Voices  shall  be  heard,  and  earth  shall  listen ; 
Poets  shall  follow  in  the  path  I show, 

And  make  it  broader:  the  same  brilliant  sky 
Which  cheers  the  birds  to  Ming  shall  bid  them  glow, 
And  raise  their  notes  as  natural  and  high ; 

Timcfui  shall  be  their  nuinliers ; they  shall  sing 
Many  of  love,  and  some  of  Ulierty, 

But  few  shall  soar  upon  that  eagle's  wing. 

And  look  in  the  sun's  face  with  eagle's  gase, 
i All  free  and  fearless  as  the  feather'd  king, 
j But  dy  more  near  the  earth ; bow  many  a phrase 
I .*^uhllme  shall  lavish'd  be  on  some  small  prim  e 
In  all  the  prodigality  of  praise  ! 

And  language,  eloquently  filse.  evince 

The  harlotry  of  genius,  which,  like  beauty. 

Too  oft  forgets  its  own  self-reverence, 

I And  looks  on  prostitution  as  a duty. 

He  who  once  enters  In  a tyrant's  hall*  - 
At  guest  U slave,  bis  thoughts  become  a lxx>ty. 
Ami  the  first  day  which  sees  the  chain  enthral 
A captive,  tecs  his  half  of  manhood  gone — > < 

The  soul's  emasculation  saddens  all 
His  spirit ; thus  the  Bard  too  near  the  throne 
Quails  from  bis  inspiration,  bound  to  filea»r,-^ 
How  sorvite  is  the  task  to  please  alone  1 
To  smooth  the  verse  to  suit  his  sovereign’s  ease 
And  royal  leisure,  nor  too  much  prolong 
Aught  wve  hLs  eulogy,  and  find,  and  sciac, 

Or  force,  or  forge  fit  argument  of  song  ! [bles. 

Thus  trammell'd,  thus  condemn'd  to  Flattery's  tre- 
Ile  toils  through  all,  still  trembling  to  be  wrong : 
For  fear  some  noble  thoughts,  like  heavenly  rebels, 
Should  rise  up  In  high  treason  to  his  brain. 

He  sings  the  Athenian  spoke,  with  pebbles 
In 's  imiuth,  lest  truth  should  stammer  thro'  his  strain. 

* Alrx&mler  of  Parma.  SjHnnlft.  Pc«rar*,  Eiifrnc  of  Satoy, 
Mnntrcitrco. 

* Columbu*.  Amcrti-ui  Vctpaaiiu.  S.'h.^UUri  Cabot. 

* A from  tljo  tragiHUotw,  wi.h  which  Pnm|K“y 

tut>k  Irat  V ul  ConieUawn  vtiU'i  iiigthc  boot  in  « lilch  he  «s* tUin. 


But  out  of  the  long  file  of  sonneteers 
'There  shall  be  some  who  will  not  sing  in  vain. 

And  he,  their  prince,  shall  rank  among  my  peers,* 

And  love  shall  be  hb  torment ; but  hii  grief 
Shall  make  an  Immortality  of  tears. 

And  Italy  shall  hail  him  as  the  Chief 
Of  Poet-lovers,  and  hU  higher  song 
Of  Freedom  wreathe  him  with  as  green  a leaf.' 

But  in  a farther  age  shall  rise  along 

The  banks  of  Po  two  greater  still  than  he ; 

The  world  which  smiled  on  him  shall  do  them  wrong 
Till  they  are  ashes,  and  repose  with  me. 

The  first  will  make  an  epoch  with  his  lyre. 

And  fill  the  earth  with  feats  of  chivalry : 

His  ^cy  like  a rainbow,  and  his  fire. 

Like  that  of  Heaven,  immortal,  and  his  thought 
Borne  onward  with  a wing  that  cannot  tire;  i 

Pleasure  sbaU.  like  a butterdy  new  caught, 

Flutter  her  lovely  pinions  o'er  his  theme. 

And  Art  itself  seem  into  Nature  wrought 
By  the  transparency  of  his  bright  dream.  — 

The  second,  of  a tenderer,  ndder  mood, 

Shall  iiour  his  soul  out  o'er  Jerusalem ; 

He,  too,  shall  sing  of  aims  and  Christian  blood  i 

Shed  where  Christ  bled  for  roan  ; and  his  high  harp 
Shall,  by  the  willow  over  Jordan's  flood, 

Revive  a song  of  Sion,  and  the  sharp 
Conflict,  and  final  triumph  of  the  brave 
And  pious,  and  the  strife  of  bell  to  warp 
Their  hearts  from  their  great  purpose,  until  wave 
Hie  red-cross  banners  where  the  first  red  Cross 
Was  crimson’d  from  bis  veins  who  died  to  save, 

Shall  be  his  sacred  argument ; the  loss 
Of  years,  of  favour,  fVee<iom,  even  of  fame 
Contested  for  a time,  while  the  smooth  gloss 
Of  courts  would  slide  o'er  his  forgotten  name. 

And  call  captivity  a kindness,  meant 
To  shield  him  from  Insanity  or  shame. 

Such  shall  he  his  meet  guerdon  I who  was  sent 
To  be  Christ's  I-aureate — they  reward  him  well ! 
Florence  dooms  me  but  death  or  banishment, 

Ferrara  him  a pittance  and  a ccU, 

Harder  to  bear  and  less  deserved,  for  I | 

Had  stung  the  factions  which  I strove  to  quell ; 

But  this  meek  man,  who  with  a lover's  eye  | 

Will  look  on  earth  and  heaven,  and  who  win  deign  i 
To  embalm  with  his  celestial  flattery 
As  poor  a thing  as  e'er  was  spawn'd  to  reign, 

Whut  will  he  do  to  merit  such  a doom  ? 

Perhaps  hell  /ore,  — and  is  not  love  In  vain 
Torture  enough  without  a living  tomb  ? 

Yet  it  wrill  be  »o — he  and  bis  compeer. 

The  Bard  of  Chivalry,  will  both  consume 
In  penury  and  pain  too  many  a year, 

And,  dying  In  despondency,  b^ueath 

To  the  kind  world,  which  scarce  will  yield  a tear, 

A heritage  enriching  all  who  breathe 

With  the  wi>alth  of  a genuine  poet's  soul, 

And  to  their  country  » redoubled  wreath, 

Unmatch’d  by  time ; not  Hellas  can  unroll 

Through  her  olympiads  two  such  names,  though  one 
Of  hen  be  mighty  ; — and  is  this  the  whole  i 

Of  such  men's  destiny  beneath  the  sun  T ^ i 

: 

I 4 The  Terse  oud  scndninit  art  taken  frain  Homer.  | 

1 » Petrarch. 

• [**  Why  l«  it  net  osar)-  to  adopt  the  Inrldlous  and  totfeom-  I 
mon  prarcire  uT  «H)(hing  the  transcendent  talents  of  Ariosto  I 
and  Ta»*o  iu  ojt|K>sltf,  and  as  it  were  coatendlog,  scales?  ! 
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BYRON’S  WORKS. 


CANTO  IJI, 


Must  all  the  finer  thoturhto,  the  thriltlni^  sense. 

The  electric  blood  with  which  their  arteries  run. 
Their  body's  self-tuned  soul  with  the  Intense  I 

Feeliiyt  of  that  which  is,  and  fancy  of 
That  which  should  be,  to  such  a recompense  j 
Conduct  ? shall  their  brhrbt  plumage  on  the  rough  j 
Storm  be  still  scatter'd  ? Tes,  and  it  must  be  ; 
For,  form'd  of  far  too  penetrable  stuff, 

These  birds  of  Paradise  but  long  to  flee 

Back  to  their  native  mansion,  soon  they  find 
Earth's  mist  with  their  pure  pinions  not  agree, 

And  die  or  are  degraded ; for  the  mind 
Succumbs  to  long  infecdoo,  and  despair. 

And  vulture  passions  flying  close  behind,  i 

Await  the  moment  to  assail  and  tear ; I 

And  when  at  length  the  winged  wanderers  stoop,  | 
Then  is  the  prey-birds'  triumph,  then  they  share  i 
The  spoil,  o'erpower'd  at  length  by  one  fell  swoop.  I 
Tet  some  have  been  untouch'd  who  leam'd  to  bear,  ' 
Some  whom  no  power  could  ever  force  to  droop. 
Who  could  resist  themselves  even,  hardest  care  I 
And  task  moat  hopeless  ; but  some  such  have  been, 
And  if  my  name  amongst  the  number  were,  I 
That  destiny  austere,  and  yet  serene. 

Were  prouder  than  more  dassling  (kme  unbless’d  ; 
The  Alp's  snow  summit  nearer  heaven  is  seen 
Than  the  volcano’s  fierce  eruptive  crest,  | 

>^’hose  splendour  from  the  black  abyss  is  flung. 
While  the  scorch’d  mountain,  from  whose  burning 
breast 

A temporary  torturing  flame  Is  wrung. 

Shines  for  a night  of  terror,  then  repels 

Its  fire  back  to  the  hell  from  whence  it  sprtmg, 

The  hell  which  in  ita  entrails  ever  dwells. 


CANTO  THE  FOUIITH. 

MAiTT  are  poets  who  have  never  penn’d 
Their  inspiration,  and  perchance  the  beet : 

They  felt,  and  loved,  and  died,  but  would  not  lend 
Their  thoughts  to  meaner  beings ; they  compress’d  | 
The  god  within  them,  and  rejoin’d  the  stars 
Unlaurell'd  upon  earth,  but  far  more  bless’d 
Than  those  who  are  degraded  by  the  jars 
Of  passion,  and  their  frailties  link’d  to  fame. 
Conquerors  of  high  renown,  but  full  of  scars. 

Many  are  poets,  but  without  the  name, 

For  what  Is  poesy  but  to  create 

Reader  ! If  you  hare  already  hid  the  delight  of  perutlog  the 
last  production  of  Lord  Byron's  muse,  how  must  you  have 
admired  those  exquisitely  beanilful  and  stTcettna  [>ortralture< 
of  the  two  matchless  poets  which  rmsclude  the  third  canto  of 
the  ' ProphccT  of  Dante!'  We  there  see  them  contrasted 
without  such  tnvldioiu  comparison,  or  depraciatJon  of  the  tme 
to  exalt  the  other ; and  characterised  In  mimhers,  itrle,  and 
sentiment,  so  wonderfully  fhsn/crfise,  that  — mastering  our 
uncongenial  language,  and  habitual  modes  of  thought  as  well 
as  expression  — they  seem  to  have  been  inspired  by  the  very 
genius  of  the  inarrirabile  Dante  himseIC"  — GLENBiaviE, 
Jlicetardetto,  p.  10&.} 

* The  cupola  of  St  Peter's. 

* [**  If.**  says  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  "the  high  admiration  and 
esteem  in  which  Michael  Angelo  has  been  held  by  all  nations, 
and  in  all  ages,  should  t«  put  tn  the  account  of  prejudice,  it  . 
must  still  he  granted  that  those  prejtMlicrs  could  not  hare  [ 
been  eniertaine<1  without  a cause  : the  ground  of  our  prejudice  i 
then  becomes  the  source  of  our  admiratkm.  But  from  what- 
ever it  proceeils.  or  whatever  It  U called.  It  will  not,  I hope, 
be  tho;ight  presumptuous  In  me  to  ap(>*uir  In  the  train.  I ran- 
ikA  say  of  nil  imitators,  but  of  his  admirers.  I have  taken 
another  course,  one  more  suited  to  my  abilities,  and  to  the 
taste  of  the  times  in  which  I live.  Yet,  however  unequsi  1 


From  ovrrfoeling  good  or  111 ; and  aim 
At  an  external  life  beyond  our  fate, 

And  be  the  new  Prometheus  of  new  men, 

Bestowing  lire  from  heaven,  and  then,  too  late. 
Finding  the  pleasure  given  repaid  with  pain,  ! 

And  vultures  to  the  heart  of  the  bestower,  ' 

Who,  having  lavish’d  bis  high  gift  In  vain,  j 

Lies  chain'd  to  his  lone  rock  by  the  sea-shore  ? j 

So  be  it ! we  can  bear.  — But  thus  all  they  j 

Whose  intellect  Is  an  o'erma^teiing  power  ' 

Which  still  recoils  from  its  encumbering  clay  I 

Or  lightens  it  to  spirit,  whatsoe’er  j 

The  form  which  their  creations  may  essay. 

Are  bards  ; the  kindled  marble's  bust  may  wear  I 
More  poesy  upon  Its  speaking  brow  : 

Than  aught  less  than  the  Homeric  page  may  bear ; j 
One  noble  stroke  with  a whole  li/o  may  glow. 

Or  deify  the  canvas  till  it  shine 
With  buuty  so  surpassing  all  below, 

That  they  who  kneel  to  idols  so  divine 

Break  no  commandment,  fur  high  heaven  Is  there 
Transfused,  transfigurated  ; and  the  Hue 
Of  poesy,  which  peoples  but  the  air 

With  thought  and  beings  of  our  thought  reflected. 
Can  do  no  more : then  let  the  artist  share  | 

The  palm,  he  shares  the  peril,  and  dgjccted  j 

Faints  o'er  the  labour  unapproved  — Alas  i I 

Despair  and  Genius  are  too  oft  connected. 

M’ithin  the  ages  which  before  me  pass  ' 

Art  shall  resume  and  equal  even  the  sway 
W’hich  with  Apetics  and  old  Phidias 
She  held  In  Hellas’  unforgotten  day. 

Te  shall  be  taught  by  Buin  to  revive 
The  Grecian  forms  at  IcAst  from  their  decay. 

And  Roman  souls  at  last  again  shall  live 
In  Roman  works  wrought  by  Italian  bands. 

And  temples,  lufUer  than  the  old  temples,  give  > 

New  wonders  to  tlu*  world  ; and  while  still  stands  [ 

The  austere  Pantheon,  Into  heaven  shall  soar  ^ 
A dome  1,  its  image,  while  the  base  expands 
Into  a fane  surpas-iag  all  before, 

Such  as  all  flesh  shall  flock  to  kneel  in  : ne'er 
Such  sight  bath  boon  unfolded  by  a door 
\n  this,  to  which  all  nations  shall  repair 

And  lay  their  sins  at  this  huge  gate  of  heaven. 

And  the  bold  Architect  unto  whose  care 
The  daring  charge  to  raise  it  shall  be  given. 

Whom  all  arts  shall  acknowledge  as  their  lord,  ^ 
Whether  into  the  marble  chaos  driven 
HU  chisel  bid  the  Hebrew  at  whose  word 

feel  mr^elf  to  that  attempt,  were  1 now  to  bejrtn  the  world 
axaln.  1 a-ould  tread  in  the  steps  of  that  great  roaster.  To 
kU(  the  hem  of  h!s  garment,  to  catch  the  sllghteit  of  his  per- 
fections, would  he  glory  ai^  distinction  enough  for  an  am- 
bitious man."  — hia  JosavA  Kstnolos’s  Discourgr$,  voL  tt. 
p.  21&3 

^ The  statue  of  Moses  on  the  monument  of  Julius  IL 
SONETTO 

Di  Giovanm  Battuta  Zappi. 

Chi  b costul.  che  In  dura  pietra  scoUo. 

Siede  rigantc ; e le  plu  Ulustri,  e coute 
Opre  dell'  arte  avvanza,  e ha  rive,  e pronte 
Ijh  lahbr.-t  si.  che  le  parole  ascolUi  ? 

Quest'  b Most! ; ben  nir  *1  dkeva  It  foUo 
OtMir  del  mento,  e '1  dnppio  raggio  In  frocite. 

b Most.  q«iaitdo  scmKlea  del  monte, 

K gran  parte  del  Numc  area  nrl  voltu 
Tal  era  allor,  elie  le  sonanti,  e vasic 
Arqu*'  el  sospese  a s«  d'  intomo.  e tale 
Qu»<io  il  mar  chluse,  e ne  R tomba  altruL 
n vui  sue  turbe  un  rio  xltrllo  alzaste  * 

Alzata  avesle  Imago  a quests  eguale  • 

Cb'  era  men  fallo  I'  adurar  roitul. 
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land  left  Effypt,  atop  the  wav«  In  atone. 

Or  hues  of  Hell  be  by  hla  pencil  pour'd 
Over  the  damn’d  l>cfore  the  JudKinenUthrone,  i 
Such  as  I saw  them,  such  as  all  shall  see. 

Or  hmea  be  built  of  ^ndcur  yet  unknown. 

The  stream  of  hl«  great  thoughts  shall  spring  from  me,  - 
The  Ohibelllne,  who  traversed  the  three  realms 
Which  form  the  empire  of  eternity. 

Amidst  the  clash  of  swords,  and  clang  of  helms. 

The  age  which  I anticipate,  no  less 
Shall  be  the  Age  of  Beauty,  and  while  whelms 
Calamity  the  nations  with  distress, 

The  genius  of  my  country  shall  arise, 

A Cedar  towering  o'er  the  Wlldcmess, 

Lovely  in  all  its  branches  to  all  eyes, 

Fra^nt  as  fhir,  and  recognised  afor. 

Wafting  its  native  incense  through  the  skies. 
Soven'igns  shall  pause  amidst  their  sport  of  war, 
Wean’d  for  an  hour  ftx»m  bIoo<l,  to  turn  and  gaxe 
On  canvas  or  on  stone ; and  they  who  mar 
All  beauty  upon  earth,  compell'd  to  praise. 

Shall  feel  the  power  of  that  which  they  destroy; 
And  Art’s  mistaken  gratitude  shall  ratn* 

To  tyrants  who  but  take  her  for  a toy 
Emblems  and  monuments,  and  prostitute 
Her  charms  to  pontiffs  proud  3,  who  but  employ 
The  man  of  genius  as  the  meanest  brute 
To  bear  a burthen,  and  to  s^ne  a need. 

To  sell  his  labours,  and  his  soul  to  boot. 

Who  tolls  for  nations  may  l>e  poor  indeed, 

But  free ; who  sweats  for  monarehs  is  no  mure 
Than  the  gilt  chamberlain,  who,  clothed  and  fee'd. 
Stands  sleek  and  sUvi>h,  bowing  at  his  door. 

Oh,  Power  that  rulcst  and  inspircst ! how 
Is  It  that  they  on  earth,  whose  earthly  power 

[’*  .\nd  who  U he  that,  shaped  In  sculptured  stone, 

Stu  itiant-llke  ? item  momimefU  uf  art 
Uoparallel’d  while  language  seema  to  itart 
From  bU  prompt  lip*,  and  we  hii  precepts  own  ? 
>»TUMoae»;  by  nil  heard's  thick  honour*  known, 

And  the  twin  beam*  that  from  his  templos  dart ; 

'T  it  Moses  ; seated  on  the  mount  apart. 

Whilst  (vt  the  Godhead  o'er  his  foatiire*  shone 
S'K'h  ortce  he  look'd,  when  orcstn't  sounding  wave 
Suspended  hung,  and  such  amidst  the  storm, 

When  o’er  hU  o>es  the  reHuertt  waters  roar'd. 

An  idol  calf  his  followers  did  cngrarc  ; 

But  had  they  raised  this  awe.comTnanding  form. 

Then  had  they  with  less  guilt  thrlr  work  adored.** 

Koocr*.] 

' The  lost  Ju4lgment.  In  (he  Slitine  Chapel.  — f"  It  is  oh. 
vious.  throughout  Michael  Angelo's  works,  that  the  poetical 
mind  of  Dante  InHuenced  hU  feelings.  The  demons  in  the 
Lost  Judgment,  with  oil  their  mixe^  and  various  passions, 
may  llnd  a prototype  In  ' I-a  I)iTin.t  Comtnedla.’  The  figure* 
rising  from  the  grave  mark  his  study  of  ’ L’Infhmo  e il  Pnr. 
goloHo  ;*  and  the  subject  of  the  Braren  .Serpent,  In  the  Slstlne 
Chapel,  must  remind  every  reader  of  canto  xxv.  doll'  Inferno, 
where  the  flying  serpents,  the  wrilhlngs  ar»d  contorl!<i:»j  of 
the  human  body  from  envenomed  wounds,  are  described  with 
pathos  and  horror  ; and  the  exeruHon  of  Haman.  in  the  op- 
posite angle  of  the  same  ceiling.  Is  doubUeos  designed  from 
theoe  lines,  — 

' Pol  ploTve  dentro  all*  aha  fantasia 
L'n  croclftsio  dispettosn  e flero 
N'olla  S(ia  vista,  c cotal  si  morla. 

Inlomo  ed  esso  era  T grande  Atiuero 
Ester  SUA  spota.  c '1  giu«to  M.irdocheo, 

Che  fu  ml  dire  cd  al  far  cosi  'ntcra*  ’*  — Dcfpa.] 

* I have  read  somewhere  r|f  1 do  not  err,  for  1 cannot  re- 
collect where,)  that  Dante  was  so  great  a favourite  of  Michael 
Angelo's,  that  he  had  designed  the  w hole  of  the  llivina  Com. 
media  ; btit  that  the  vulumo  containing  these  studies  was  lost 
by  sea. — (“Michael  Angelo**  copy  of  Dame.’*  lays  Duppa, 
*‘ was  a Urge  ffdui,  with  Ijunllnn^s  cotnmentarr  ; and  upon 
the  bruiid  margin  of  the  leave*  he  designed,  with  a pm  and 
Ink,  all  the  interesting  lubjeels.  This  bmk  was  possess^  by 
Antonio  Montaiiti.  a sculplf)r  and  arehUert  of  Florence,  who, 
being  appointed  architect  to  St.  Peter's,  removed  to  Rome, 


I Is  Ukest  thine  in  heaven  In  outward  show, 

! I^east  like  to  thee  in  attributes  divine, 

Tread  on  the  universal  necks  that  bow, 

And  then  assure  us  that  their  r1i?hts  are  thine  ? 

And  how  Is  it  that  they,  the  sons  of  fiimc. 

Whose  inspiration  seems  to  them  to  shine 
From  high,  they  whom  the  nations  oficst  name, 

Must  pa.<s  their  days  in  penury  or  pain. 

Or  step  to  grandeur  through  the  paths  of  shame 
And  wear  a deeper  brand  and  gaudier  chain  ? 

Or  if  their  destiny  be  bom  aloof 

From  lowliness,  or  tempted  thence  in  vain. 

In  their  own  souls  sustain  a harder  pnx>f, 

The  inner  war  of  pa.sslons  deep  and  fierce  ? 
Florence ! when  thy  harsh  sentenoe  rued  my  root 
1 loved  thee  ; but  the  vengeance  of  tny  verse, 

The  hate  of  Injuries  which  every  year 
Makes  greater,  and  accumulate.*  my  curse. 

Shall  live,  outliving  all  thou  boldest  dear. 

Thy  pride,  thy  wealth,  thy  freedom,  and  even  that. 
The  most  Infernal  of  all  evils  here. 

The  sway  of  petty  tyrants  In  a state ; 

For  such  sway  is  not  limited  to  kings, 

And  demagogues  yield  to  them  hut  in  date. 

As  swept  off  sooner ; in  all  deadly  thing*. 

Which  make  men  hate  themselves,  and  one  another. 
In  discord,  cowardice,  cruelty,  all  that  springs 
From  Death  the  Sin.bom’s  incest  with  his  mother, 
In  rank  oppreMion  in  its  rudest  shape, 

The  faction  Chief  is  but  the  Sultan's  brother. 

And  the  worst  despot's  far  les.*  human  a)>c : 

Florence  1 when  this  lone  spirit,  which  so  long 
Team’d,  as  the  captive  toiling  at  escape. 

To  fly  back  to  thee  in  despite  of  wrong. 

An  exile,  saddest  of  all  prisoners  ^ 

and  shipped  his  cfTects  at  Leghorn  for  Clvlta  Vecchla.  among 
which  was  this  edition  uf  Dante:  lu  the  voyage  the  vesw 
foundered  at  sea.  and  U was  uofortuiutely  lost  In  the  wrodL"] 

* See  the  treatment  of  Michael  Angelo  by  Julius  II.,  and 
his  neglect  by  LcoX.  — [Julius  II.  wo*  no  souner  seot^  on 
the  papal  throne  than  he  was  surrounded  hr  men  of  genius, 
and  Mieharl  Angelo  was  among  the  first  invited  to  his  court. 
The  pope  had  a ;»er«onal  att.%chmcnt  to  him,  and  conversed 
with  him  upon  ever)*  itibjert.  as  well  as  sculpture,  with 
foniliiarity  and  frlendshlu ; and.  that  he  might  visit  him  fre- 
quently, and  with  perfect  conrenlence,  caused  a covered 
bridge  to  be  mode  irotn  the  VatU-an  palace  to  his  sttsdy,  to 
enable  him  to  puss  at  all  times  without  being  observed.  On 
paring  his  rlsJt  one  nomhig,  Michael  Angelo  was  rudely 
internipted  br  thu  person  in  waiting,  who  said.  “ I hive  on 
order  not  to  let  you  enter.”  Michael  felt  with  indlgrtoUoa 
this  unmerited  disgrace,  and,  in  the  warmth  of  resentment, 
deilred  htio  to  tell  the  Pope,  “ from  that  time  forward.  If  his 
Iluliness  should  want  him,  he  should  hare  to  seek  him  In 
another  place  On  Ms  return  home,  he  ordered  his  servants 
to  sell  the  frimlture  In  bis  house  to  the  Jews,  and  to  follow 
him  to  Florence.  Himself,  the  tame  evening,  took  post,  and 
arrived  at  Pn^bonxl  cootlc.ln  Tutcony.  before  he  rested.  Tbe 
Pope  difpAtcned  five  courier*,  with  orders  to  conduct  hhn 
back : but  he  was  not  overtaken  until  he  was  In  a foreign 
state.  A reconciliation  was,  however,  a few  months  after,  ef- 
fected at  Bologna,  through  the  mediation  of  the  gonhUonk-re. 
As  Michael  Angelo  enter^  the  presence  ohamU'r.  the  Pope 
gave  him  on  askouce  look  of  displeasure.  oikI  after  a short 
pause  saluted  him,  **  In  the  stead  of  your  ertming  to  us,  you 
seem  to  have  expected  that  wc  should  wait  upr<n  yn\L” 
Michael  Angelo  replied  with  submission,  that  hU  error  aro*e 
from  too  hastily  feeling  a disgrace  that  he  was  uncomHous  of 
raerlting.  and  noped  nis  Holine**  would  pardon  what  was 
past.  Ti«e  Pope  thereupon  gave  him  hi*  benediction,  and  re- 
stored him  to  his  frlen'lvhlp.  The  whole  retgn  of  l.eo  X.  was 
a blank  In  (he  life  of  Mich.'vel  Angelo.  — Dt'rra.] 

* [In  his  **  CmivUo,”  D.mte  speak*  uf  his  banishment,  and 
the  poverty  and  distres*  which  nttemle<l  it,  in  very  ofTm  ting 
term*.  “ Alsu  !”  s-dd  he,  **  had  it  pleased  the  Dispenser  of 
the  Universe,  that  the  occAsion  of  thi*  excuse  had  never  ex- 
isted ; th.ai  ncithc-  others  h.irt  committed  wrung  against  me. 
nor  I suATer'd  unjustly;  siiirrml.  1 say,  the  punishment  of 
exile  and  of ; orerty ; since  it  was  the  pleasure  of  the  dtlsent 
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! bus  the  whole  world  for  ft  dungeon  rtrong, 

Spxs  mounUlnty  ind  the  hoiijon's  verge  for  ban, 
^^'hlch  »but  him  from  the  tole  small  spot  of  earth 

Where whatsoe’er  his  fiite^he  still  were  hers, 

llh  country's,  and  might  die  where  be  bad  birth  — 
Florence  1 when  this  lone  spirit  shall  return 
To  kindred  spirits,  thou  wilt  feel  my  worth, 

And  seek  to  honour  with  an  empty  urn 
The  ashes  thou  shall  ne'er  obtain  > — Alas  I 
**  What  have  I done  to  thee,  my  people  ? ” ^ Stem 
Arc  all  thy  dealings,  but  in  this  they  pass 
The  limits  of  man's  common  malice,  for 

nf  that  fair«tC  and  most  renowned  daofhter  of  Rome.  Flo> 
rence,  to  esst  me  forth  out  of  her  sweet  bosom.  In  which  1 
hnd  my  birth  and  nourishment  even  to  the  ripeness  of  my 
age,  and  in  which,  with  her  good-will,  I desire,  with  all  my 
heart,  to  rest  this  wearied  spirit  of  mine,  and  to  terminate  the 
time  allotted  to  me  on  earth.  Wandering  over  almost  every 
part,  to  which  this  our  language  extendi,  I have  gone  about 
(ike  a mendicant,  shoving  against  my  will  the  wound  with 
which  fortune  has  smitten  me,  and  which  it  often  Imputed  to 
hit  Ul-deserving  on  whom  It  is  inflicted.  1 have,  indeed, 
been  a vessel  without  sail  and  without  steerage,  carried  about 
to  divers  ports,  aird  roads,  and  shores,  by  the  dry  wind  that 
springs  out  of  sad  poverty,  and  have  appeared  before  the 
ryes  of  many  who,  perhaps,  from  some  report  that  had  reached 
them,  had  Imagined  me  of  a different  lortn  ; in  whose  sight 
not  only  my  person  was  disparage*!,  but  every  actloa  of  mine 
became  of  lew  value,  as  well  already  performed,  as  those 
which  yet  remained  for  me  to  attempt.”] 

* [About  the  year  1816,  the  friends  of  Dante  succeeded  In 
obtaining  his  restoration  to  his  country  and  bis  possessions, 
on  condition  that  he  should  pay  a certain  sum  of  money,  and. 
entering  a church,  there  avow  nimtelf  guilty,  and  ask  pardon 
nf  the  republic.  The  following  was  his  answer,  on  this  occa- 
sion. to  one  of  bis  kinsmen  From  your  letter,  which  I 
rrrelved  with  due  respect  and  affection,  f observe  how  ranch 
you  hate  ai  beiirt  my  reetnratlon  to  my  country,  lain  bound 
to  you  the  more  gratefkillr,  that  an  exile  rarely  finds  a friend, 
nut,  after  mature  consideration,  1 muit,  by  my  answer,  dis- 
appoint the  wishes  ot  some  little  minds ; and  I confide  In  the 
jucigment  to  which  your  impartiality  and  prudence  will  lead 
you.  Your  nephew  and  mine  has  wrinen  to  me,  what  Indeed 
had  been  mentioned  by  many  other  friends,  that  by  a decree 
('rmremlng  the  exiles,  I am  allowed  to  return  to  Florence, 

Crovided  I p»j  a certain  sum  of  money,  and  submit  to  the 
umiliatlon  of  asking  and  receiving  absolution  3 wherein,  my 
Father,  I see  two  propositions  that  are  ridiculous  md  Imper- 
tinent. 1 speak  of  the  impertinence  of  those  who  mention 
such  rnnditioas  to  me:  for  In  your  letter,  dictated  by  judg- 
ment and  discretion,  there  is  no  such  thing.  Is  such  an 
invitation  to  return  to  his  country  glorious  for  Dante,  after 
suffering  In  exile  almost  fifteen  years  ? Is  it  thus,  thm,  they 
would  recompense  innocence  which  all  the  world  knows,  and 
the  labour  and  fatigue  of  unmnitting  study  ? Far  from  the 
man  who  is  familiar  with  philosophy  be  the  senseless  tMuie- 
ness  of  a heart  of  earth,  that  could  do  like  a little  sdoUst,  and 
imitate  the  infamy  of  some  others,  by  offering  himself  up  as 
it  were  in  chains  Far  feom  the  man  who  cries  lUoud  for 
justice  this  compromise,  by  his  money,  with  his  persecutors  1 
No,  my  Father,  this  is  not  the  way  that  shall  leaa  me  back  to 
my  country.  But  I shall  return  with  hasty  steps,  If  you  or 
any  other  can  open  to  me  a way  that  shall  not  derogate  from 
the  fame  and  honour  of  Dante ; but  if  by  no  such  way  Flo- 
rence ran  be  entered,  then  Florence  I shall  never  enter. 
What ! shiill  I not  everywhere  enjoy  the  tight  of  the  tun  and 
stars  ? and  may  I not  seek  and  contemplate.  In  every  comer 
of  tha  earth  under  the  canopy  of  heaven,  consoling  and  de- 
Ilghlftil  troth,  without  first  rendering  myself  inglorloui,  nay 
Infamout.  to  the  people  ojk)  republic  of  Florence  ? Brud,  I 
hope,  will  not  fall  me.”  Yet  he  continued  to  experience 
“ Mow  salt  the  savour  It  of  others’  bread. 

How  hard  the  passage  to  descend  and  climb 
By  otbers'  stairs  I ’ 

Tlis  coutilrymen  persecuted  even  his  memory:  he  wiu  ex- 
communicated after  death  by  the  Pope.] 
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All  that  ft  citlgen  could  be  1 wu ; 

Balaed  by  thy  will,  all  thine  in  peace  or  war, 

And  for  this  thou  hast  warr'd  with  me.— *T  U done : 
I may  not  overleap  the  eternal  bar 
Built  up  between  us,  and  will  die  alone. 

Beholding  with  the  dark  eye  of  a seer 
The  evil  days  to  gifted  souls  foreshown. 

Foretelling  them  to  those  who  will  not  hear. 

As  In  the  old  time,  till  the  hour  be  come 
When  Truth  shall  strike  their  eyes  through  many 
a tear. 

And  make  them  own  the  Prophet  in  bis  tomb.  ^ 

* ” R scrisse  pld  volte  non  tolameote  a partfcolari  cilUdini 
del  re^mrnto,  ma  ancora  ol  popolo.  e Intra  I’  altre  una 
Epistula  assai  lunga  cbe  coming : — ‘ Popmte  mi,  fwitf  feci 
tibi  r ’ " — Vita  di  Dante,  tcritta  da  Lionardo  Arftino. 

’ [Dante  died  at  Ravenna  In  1331,  in  the  palace  of  his  pa- 
tron. Guido  Novello  da  Polenta,  who  testified  his  sorrow  £d 
respect  by  the  sumptuousness  of  his  obsequies,  and  by  giving 
orders  to  erect  a monument,  which  he  did  not  live  to  com- 
plete. His  countrymen  thawed,  too  late,  that  they  knew  the 
value  of  what  they  had  lost.  At  the  begluning  of  the  next 
century,  they  entreated  that  the  mortai  remains  of  their 
Illustrious  dtisen  might  be  restored  to  them,  and  deposited 
among  the  tombs  of  their  fathers.  But  the  people  of  Ra- 
venna  were  unwilling  to  part  with  the  tad  and  hmourable 
memorial  of  their  own  hospitality.  No  better  success  at- 
tetMled  the  subsequent  negotiations  of  the  noreottnes  for 
the  tame  purpose,  though  renewed  under  the  auspices  of 
Leo  X.,  and  conducted  trough  the  powerful  of 

Michael  AnMio. 

Never  did  any  poem  rise  so  suddenly  Into  rtodee,  after  the 
death  of  its  author,  as  the  DlvinaCommedia.  About  the  year 
I3.V),  Giovanni  V'tsconti,  Archbishop  of  Mtiasi,  selected  six  of 
the  most  learned  men  in  Italy, — two  divines,  two  phUoao- 
pbers,  and  two  Florentines,  — and  gave  them  In  charge  to 
contribute  thdr  joint  endeavours  towards  the  cam^latkm  of 
an  ample  comment,  a copy  of  which  Is  preserved  In  the  t 
rentiao  library.  At  Florence,  a public  ledure  was  founded 
for  the  purpose  of  explaining  a pom.  which  was  at  the 
time  the  boast  and  the  disgrace  of  the  city.  The  decree  for 
this  institution  wm  passed  In  1373 ; and  in  that  year  Boccacrlo 
was  appointed,  with  a salary  of  a hundred  florins,  to  deiiver 
lectures  In  one  of  the  churues  on  the  first  of  their  poets. 
The  example  of  Florence  was  speedily  followed  by  Boloi^. 
Pisa,  Piacenxa,  and  V'enice.  It  Is  only  within  a few  years 
that  the  merits  of  this  great  and  origlnsj  poet  were 
to  and  made  known  in  this  country.  Ana  thb  teems  to  be 
owing  to  a translation  of  the  very  pathetic  story  of  Count 
UgolTno ; to  the  judicious  and  splrUad  summary  given  of  this 
poem  In  the  31st  section  of  the  History  of  EngUsb  Poetry ; 
and  to  Mr.  Hayley's  translations  of  the  three  caotoe  of  the 
Inferno.  ” Dsmte  believed.”  says  Ugo  Fos^o.  **  sK«s,  bU 
sufferings  on  earth,  he  atoned  for  the  errors  humanity  — 

* Ma  la  bontk  dlvina  ha  si  gran  bracria, 

Clie  prende  ci^  ehe  si  rivolge  a lal.' 

* So  wide  arms 

Hath  goodness  infinite,  that  it  receives 
All  who  turn  to  it.’  — 

And  he  seems  to  address  Heaven  in  the  attitude  of  a wor- 
shipper, rather  than  a suppliant.  Being  convinced  ' that 
Mao  Is  then  truly  happy  when  he  freely  exercises  all  his 
energies.’  he  walked  through  the  world  vUh  an  assured  step. 

‘ keeping  bis  vigils  ' — 

* So  that  nor  night  nor  slumber  with  close  stealth 
ronrey'd  from  him  a single  step  In  ^1 
The  t^ngs  on  of  time.' 

He  collected  the  opinions,  the  follies,  the  vicissitudes,  the 
miseries,  and  the  passions  that  aritate  mankind ; and  left 
behind  him  a monument,  which,  «hUe  It  humbles  us  by  the 
representation  of  our  own  wretchedneu.  should  m^e  us 
glory  that  we  partake  of  the  same  nature  with  such  a mjui, 
and  encourage  us  to  make  the  best  use  of  our  fleeting 
existence.”] 


i. 
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FRANCESCA  OF  RIMINI 


jFratu(0ta  of  Ijlimini.* 


DANT£.  L’INFERNO.  » 


FROM  THE  INFERNO  OF  DANTE. 


Siinc  la  tcm  dove  nata  M 

Su  la  marina,  dove  U Po  diacende. 

Per  aver  pace  coi  aei^uaci  sui. 

Amor,  che  al  cf>r  ffcntil  ratio  *'  apprende, 

Prese  costul  ddla  l>eUa  persona 

Che  mi  fu  tulLa;  e II  modo  ancor  m'offrnde. 

Amor,  che  a nutlo  amato  amar  perdona. 

Ml  prese  del  costul  placer  si  forte, 

Che,  come  vedi,  ancor  non  m*  abbandona ; 

Amor  eondusse  no!  ad  una  morte : 

Calna^  atlende  cbi  Ln  vita  ct  spense  : ^ 


what  U gmerallr 
epiKMio  in  the  Dii 


’ [This  traniUtion,  f>f  what  U gmerallr  con«(dered  the 
TDMt  exquialteir  pathetic  eplKido  in  the  Dirioa  ComtnsdU. 
was  executed  In  March.  at  tUrenna.  where,  just  tive 


irioa  Co iM media. 


I centurim  before,  and  in  the  rery  house  In  which  the  unfortU' 
I nar»  lady  was  horn,  Dante's  poem  had  been  composed. 

I In  mitljntlon  of  the  crime  of  Francesca.  Boccaccio  relates, 

I that  “ Guido  engaffed  to  mrc  his  daughter  In  marriage  to 
I La^otto,  the  eldest  son  or  hit  enemy,  the  master  of  liiminl. 
l4tncioCto,  who  was  hideously  dcfomied  in  countenance  and 
figure,  roiTsaw  that,  if  he  nmented  himself  to  person,  he 
should  be  rejected  by  Ihe  lady.  He  therefore  resolved  to 
marry  her  by  proxy,  artd  sent  as  his  representative  his  younger 
brother,  Faoio,  the  handsomest  and  most  accomplished  man 
In  all  Italy.  Francesca  saw  Paolo  arrive,  and  Imagined  she 
beheld  her  Aiture  husband.  That  mistake  was  the  com- 
meocement  of  her  passion.  The  friends  of  Guido  addressed 
him  In  strong  remonstrances,  ao'l  ronumfol  predictions  of 


the  dangers  to  which  he  exposed  a daughter,  whose  high 
»irlt  would  never  brook  to  be  sacrificed  with  impunity.  Out 
Oiiido  was  no  longer  in  a condition  to  make  war  s and  the 


necessities  of  the  politician  overcame  the  feelings  of  che 
father.*' 

In  transmitting  hU  version  to  Mr.  Murray,  Lord  Byron 


such  people.  1 have  done  it  Into  cramp  EngUsh.  fine  for 
line,  and  rhyme  for  rhyme,  to  ti7  the  possibility.  If  It  is 
published,  publish  It  tritk  the  originaL" 

In  one  of  the  poet’s  M 9.  Diaries  we  find  the  following  pas- 
sage : — •*  JanuaiT  39.  1831.  past  midnight— one  of  (he  clock. 
I have  been  reading  Frederick  Schleml  ('  Lectures  on  the 
History  of  Literature,  Ancient  and  Modem,')  till  now,  and 
I can  make  out  nothing.  He  evidentiv  shows  a great  power 
of  words,  but  there  is  nothing  to  be  taxen  hold  of.  He  Is  like 
Haxiitt  in  English,  who  UUk$  pimptet ; a red  and  white  cor- 
ruption rising  up<in  linie  imitation  of  mountains  upon  mam), 
but  containing  nothing,  and  discharging  nothing,  except  tneir 
own  humours.  I like  him  the  worse  (that  is.  Schlegel),  be- 
cause he  always  seems  upon  the  ver«  of  meaning ; and.  to  I 
be  goes  down  like  sunset,  or  melts  like  a rainbow,  leaving  a 
rat^r  rich  confusion.  Of  Dante,  he  sen,  that  * at  no  time 
has  the  grratest  and  most  oationid  of  all  Italian  P^ts  ever 
been  much  the  fovourlte  of  his  countrymen  1’  *T  is  false. 

; There  have  been  more  editors  and  commentators  (and  imita- 

, tors  ultimately)  of  Dante  than  of  all  their  poets  ^t  together. 

I AW  a favourite  I Why,  they  talk  Dante  — write  Dante— and 
think  and  dream  Dante,  at  this  moment  ( IK3I },  to  an  excess 
which  wrould  he  ridiculous,  hut  that  be  deserves  It.  He  san 
also  that  Dante's ' chief  defect  Is  a wont,  in  a word,  of  gentle 
fiMllngs.'  Of  gentle  feelings  I— and  Francesca  of  nimlni  — 
and  the  father’s  'eelings  in  Ugolino  — and  Beatrice  — and 
' La  Pla : * Why.  there  is  a gentleness  in  Dante  beyond  all 
mtleneis.  when  he  Is  tender.  It  is  true  that,  treating  of  the 
Christian  itades,  or  Hell,  there  Is  not  much  scope  or  site  for 
gentleness:  but  who  but  Dsnte  could  have  Introduced  any 
* gentleness  ‘ at  all  into  Hell  ? Is  there  any  In  Milton's  ‘t  No 
— and  Dante’s  Heaven  Is  all  love,  and  glory,  and  majesty.’* 
This  translation  was  first  published  in  1830.j 
* [Ptancesca.  daughter  of  Guido  da  Polenta.  I.ord  of  Ra- 
venna and  of  Cervla.  was  given  by  her  fother  in  marrlace  to 
Lanciotto.  son  of  MaUteata,  Lord  of  Rimini,  a man  of  extra- 
ordinary courage,  but  deformed  in  his  person.  His  brother. 


The  land  where  I was  bom  ^ kits  by  the  seas, 

I Upon  that  shore  to  which  the  Po  descends, 

' With  all  his  followers,  in  search  of  pence. 

I lA)ve,  which  the  gentle  heart  soon  apprehends, 

I Seised  him  for  the  fair  person  which  was  ta'en  * 

From  me,  and  me  even  yet  the  mode  offends. 

I Love,  who  to  none  beloved  to  love  again 
I Remits,  seised  me  with  wish  to  please,  so  strong, 

I That,  as  thou  secst,  yet,  yet  It  doth  remain, 
i Love  to  one  death  conducted  us  along. 

But  Caina  waits  for  him  our  life  who  ended  : " 

Paolo,  who  unhappily  po<tc««rd  thoio  gracca  which  the  hus- 
iMind  of  Francesca  waitunl,  engaged  her  affirctiuns  ; and  bring 
Uiken  In  adultery,  they  wore  both  put  to  death  by  the  enraged 
I-aociotto.  The  interest  of  this  pathetic  narrative  li  much 
increaseil,  when  it  is  recollected  that  the  father  of  this  unfor- 
turuue  lady  was  the  beloved  friend  and  generous  protector  of 
Dante  during  his  Utter  days.  See  ant^,  p.  A04..  and  also 
('.anto  xxvll,  of  the  InferDo,  where  Dante,  speaking  of  Ra- 
venna, says  — 

l,‘  aquila  da  Polenta  U si  cova, 

SI  clw  Girria  ricopre  co'  suol  vanni. 

There  Polenta's  eagle  broods. 

And  In  his  brood  eircumfcrcnce  of  plume 
< O’ershadows  Cervia.  (^aet. 

Guido  was  the  son  of  Ostasio  da  Polenta,  and  made  himself 
master  of  Ravenna  in  In  1322,  be  was  deprived  of  bU 

>l•rere{gnty.  and  died  at  Bologna  In  the  year  following.  He 
U enumerated,  by  Tiraboschl,  among  the  poets  of  his  time.] 

> Ravenna. 

* [Among  Lord  BjTon’i  unpnbllshed  letters  we  find  the 
following:  — 

' **  Varied  readings  of  the  translation  from  Dante. 

Seised  him  for  the  fair  person,  which  in  its 
Bloom  was  U'en  from  me.  yet  the  muile  offends. 
or. 

Seised  him  for  the  (air  form,  of  which  in  its 
Bloom  I was  reft,  and  yet  the  mode  offends. 

Love,  which  to  none  beloved  to  love  remits, 
rwilb  mutual  wish  to  please) 

Seised  me<  with  wish  of  pU-Julng  him  >so  strong. 

C with  the  desire  to  please  3 
That,  as  thou  see'st.  not  yet  th^  passion  quits,  Ac. 

You  will  find  these  readings  vary  from  the  MS.  1 sent  you. 
They  are  closer,  but  rougher  : tame  which  Is  liked  best  ( or. 
If  you  like,  print  them  as  variatloos.  They  are  all  close  to 
the  text"  — Bj/rxm  LetiertJ] 

* [From  Cain,  the  first  fratricide.  By  Calnk  we  are  to 
understand  that  part  of  Use  Inferno  to  whiefa  murderers  are 
condemn^.] 

^ [The  whole  history  of  woman's  love  Is  as  highly  and 
completely  wrought,  we  think,  in  these  few  lines,  as  that  of 
JuIlH  in  the  whole  tragedy  of  Shakspeare.  Francesca  Im- 
putes the  passion  her  brother-in-law  conceived  for  her,  not 
to  depravity,  but  nobleness  of  heart  in  him,  and  to  her  own 
lovelinesa.  With  a mingled  feeling  of  keen  sorrow  and  com- 
placent naivetf,  she  says  she  was  fair,  and  that  an  Igtw>- 
minioui  death  robbed  him  of  her  beauty.  She  confesses  that 
she  loved,  because  she  was  beloved.  — that  charm  had  deluded 
her ; and  she  declares,  with  transport,  that  Joy  had  not  aban- 
don^ ber  even  in  hell  — 

” placer  s)  forte, 

Che,  come  vcdl.  ancor  non  m’  abbandona.” 

It  is  thus  th.nt  Dante  unites  perspicuity  with  coodseoeu,  and 
the  most  naked  simplicity  with  the  profoundest  observatkra 
of  the  heart.  Her  guilty  luusion  survives  Us  punishment  fcw 
Heaven  — but  vrithuut  a snade  of  Impiety.  How  striking  is 
the  contrast  of  her  extreme  happiness  in  the  midst  of  tor- 
ments that  can  never  cease  ; when,  resuming  her  narrative, 
she  looks  at  her  lover,  and  repeats  with  enthusiasm  — 

*'  Questl.  cbe  rori  da  me  uon  11a  diviso”  — 


BYRO>rS  WORKS. 


Queste  parole  da  lor  d fur  porte. 

Da  ch'  io  Intesi  quell*  anime  oflente 
China!  11  vlso.  e tanto  U tenni  baiio 
Fin  che  11  Pocta  ml  disse ; *♦  Che  pense  ? ” 
Quando  ri>«po$i  Inconxmindai : **  Ahi  ' 

Quanti  dole!  pcn»1er,  quanto  desio 
Mono  awtoro  al  doloroso  j>a«ao  I ** 

Pol  mi  rivoUi  a loro,  e pariai  lo, 

E cuminciai : Francesca,  i tuoi  martiri 
A la^rlmar  ml  fanno  tristo  c pio. 

Ma  dimmi : al  tempo  de*  dulci  sospiri 
A che,  e come  concedette  Araorc 
Che  conosccste  ! dubbiosl  desirt  ? 

Ell  ella  a me  ; msfun  nug^lor  dolore 
Che  ricordarsi  del  tempo  fi-lice 
NcUa  mk3oria  > ; e do  $a  11  too  dottore, 

Ma  se  a conoscer  la  prima  radice 

Del  nostro  amor  tu  hai  cotanto  afTctto 
Karo  ■*  come  colui  che  piantre  c dice. 

No!  lexttcvajno  un  durno  per  diletto 
Di  Lancillutto  come  Amur  lo  strinK  : 

Soli  craramo,  c senza  alcun  su^petto. 

Per  piu  flate  gli  occbl  ci  sospinse 
Quetla  lettura,  e scolorocci  11  viso ; 

Ma  solo  un  punto  fu  quel  che  ci  dn«c. 
Quando  leggemmo  I!  dislato  lito 
K^scr  baciato  da  cotanto  amante. 

Quest!,  che  m;d  da  me  non  fla  dlvlso, 

La  bocca  ml  bocid  tutto  treroante : 

Galeotto  fu  11  Ubro,  e chi  lo  scrisse  — 

Quel  giomo  piu  nun  d leggemmo  avante 
Mentre  che  I'uno  ipirto  questo  disse, 

L'altro  piangeva  si  che  dl  pictade 
lo  Venn!  men  co«i  com’  lo  morisse, 

E caddi  come  corpo  roorto  cade. 

She  nererthelfti*  riot*  on  ti>  relieve  her  brotbe r-lo-Uw  from 
all  imputation  o(  haviuji  icdtiwl  her.  Alone,  and  uncoiisdooa 
of  ihelr  danger,  they  read  a lore*»tory  together.  They  gazed 
U(H)n  each  other,  pale  with  emocuni ; but  the  (cerct  of  their 
mutual  puflon  never  escaped  their  tips  : — 


" Per  plO  date  gll  octhi  ei  *o»pln»e 
Qitellii  lettiira,  e scoloroeel  11  vita  ; 

Ma  tolo  un  punto  fu  qual  che  rJ  viiise.** 

The  de«erIpUon''or  two  haftpy  lorers  In  the  »tory  was  the  ruin 
nt'  Francesca.  It  was  the  nunanec  of  Lancilot  and  Geuerra, 
wife  of  Arthur,  King  of  Kngland:  — 

**  Quaado  leggemmu  11  dUiato  riso 
Fsser  luiclato  da  <-otanto  amaiite, 

Qufsli,  che  mai  da  me  non  fla  divtso 
La  bocca  mi  tiarib  tuUo  tremante.'* 

After  this  avowal,  ihe  hasient  to  complete  the  picture  with 
otto  touch  which  covert  her  with  coofution  — 

**  Quel  giurnn  pii^  non  ri  Irggemino  arartte." 

She  utters  not  another  word  t — and  yet  we  farury  her  before 
US.  with  her  downcast  and  glowing  looks ; whilst  her  lover 
stai>ds  by  her  side,  listening  In  silence  and  In  tean.  Dante. 
tiMi,  who  hall  hitherto  questioned  her,  no  longer  ventures  to 
Inquire  In  what  manner  her  liuvtMitd  had  |Hit  her  to  death  : 
itut  Is  so  overawed  by  pity,  that  he  sinks  Into  a swoon.  Nor 
is  this  to  l»e  conddered  as  merely  a poetical  cx.spgrT«tioB.  | 
Tlie  |HM>t  had  proitabiy  known  her  when  a girl,  bheonlng  In 
innocence  and  beauty  under  the  paternal  rcM)f.  I'his,  we 
think,  is  the  true  arroum  of  the  overwhelming  sympathy  i 
with  which  her  form  overpowers  him.  Tlie  eplsole,  too. 
w as  written  bv  him  in  the  very  house  in  which  she  was  bom. 
and  in  which  be  had  himself,  daring  the  last  ten  years  of  hit 
eille,  found  a constant  asylum.  — Macsi  lav. 

'*  1 p.'m  each  day  where  Dante's  bones  are  laid ; 

A little  cupola,  more  neat  than  solemn, 

Proteiis  his  (lust.  ->liut  reverence  here  Is  paid 
To  the  Itanrs  tomb,  and  not  the  warrior  s rnluinn  : i 

The  time  mutt  come  when,  iKrtb  alike  decar'd,  I 

The  chieftain's  trophy,  and  the  poet’s  volume.  j 

Will  sink  where  lie  the  songs  and  wart  of  earth,  ! 

Before  PeiUlet'  death,  or  Jfoiner's  birth  ” 

Don  Juan,  Canto  Ui.] 

' t**  tn  Omni  adversitate  fortunw  InCelicUsimum  germs  fn* 
fortunli  eft  fustse  felicem."— BbrnSss.  Dante  hMwtelf  toDa  ut. 


These  were  the  accents  utter’d  by  her  tongue.  — 
Since  1 flnt  listen’d  to  these  souls  offended, 

I bow’d  my  Ttsage.  and  so  kept  it  till — [^beiMkd, 
What  thlnk'st  thou?”  said  the  hard  ; when  1 uxb- 
And  recommenced  : “ Alas  I unto  such  Ul 

How  many  sweet  thoughts,  what  strong  ccsUsk«» 
Led  these  their  evil  fortune  to  fulfil  t '* 

And  then  I turn’d  unto  their  side  my  eyes. 

And  said,  **  Francesca,  thy  sad  destinies 
Have  made  me  sorrow  till  the  tears  arise. 

But  tell  me,  in  the  season  of  sweet  sighs, 

By  what  and  bow  thy  love  to  passion  rose. 

So  as  his  dim  desires  to  recognise  ? ” 

Then  she  to  me ; “ The  greatest  of  all  woes 
Is  to  remind  us  of  our  happy  days  * 

In  ml.«iery,  and  that  thy  teacher  knows.  * 

But  if  to  learn  our  passion's  first  root  preys 
Vpon  thy  spirit  with  such  sympathy, 

I will  do  even  as  he  who  weeps  and  says.  ^ — 

\Vc  read  one  day  for  pastime,  seated  nigb, 

Of  Lancilot,  how  love  enchain'd  him  too. 

1 We  were  alone,  quite  unsuspiciously. 

. But  uft  our  eyes  met,  and  our  cheeks  In  hue 
j .\11  o'er  discolour’d  by  that  reading  were ; 
j But  one  point  only  wholly  us  o'erlbrcw ; ^ 

' When  wc  read  the  long-sigh'd>for  smile  of  her, 
j To  be  thus  kiss'd  by  such  devoted  lover,  o 
j He  who  from  me  can  be  divided  ne’er 
I Kiss’d  ray  mouth,  trembling  In  the  act  all  over. 

I .Accursed  was  the  book  and  he  who  wrote ! 

' That  day  no  further  leaf  we  did  uncover.  ” 
j AViiilf  thus  one  spirit  told  us  of  their  lot, 

1 The  other  wept,  so  that  with  pity’s  thralU 
1 swoon’d  05  if  by  death  I had  been  smote. 

And  fell  down  even  as  a dead  body  falls.  ^ 

tbat  Buetiui  ami  (’u'cm  lie  .AmicilU  were  the  two  Grit  books 
tlut  etigogeU  hl»  atu-iiuoii.j 

5 ["In  some  of  the  editions  It  li  • dirb,’  in  ytber*  ‘ fkro;* 
I — an  evvcntlal  lUflimenco  berween  • sating'  amt  ' doteg.’ 
’ w hich  1 know  not  how  b>  decide.  .Atk  Fo»colo.  The  d ' d 
' cxIUtons  drive  me  mod."  — Lu$d  Byron  to  Mr.  .V.] 

I > [One  of  the  Knights  of  .Arthur's  Kuund  Table,  and  the 
I lover  of  tienevra,  celebrated  in  romance.  See  Sotubey's 
; “ King  Arthur,*'  vat.  1.  p.  .^:i.  WblUker,  the  hUtorlAn  of 
j ^fonrhcvler,  makes  out  for  the  knight  bulb  a local  habitation 
1 and  a tk-une.  **  The  name  of  Lom-rlot,'*  he  says.  “ Is  an  sp- 
iH'Ihuicn  truly  Urltish.  nod  signiBcalive  of  royalty:  Lance 
I tielng  a Celtic  term  [or  a s(iear.  and  Leod,  t.od.  or  Lot.  inv> 

I |iurting  a people.  He  was  tAm^forc  (1)  a BrUish  sovereign  ; 

I usd  since  lie  is  drnuinloali'd  l.AiKei^  of  the  l.ake.  perhaps 
j (!)  he  mided  at  Cixxium.  in  Uie  rrgiois  Linniv,  and  was  tne 
! intiTurrh  of  Lancasiilfr  ; as  the  kmgs  of  Crrones,  living  at 
' brima,  on  the  forest  of  Morvro.  are  generally  drumoinaled 
uivereigns  of  Mi>rvea  i or.  morv  pro|wrly.  was  King  of 
: Clieshtre,  and  resided  at  Fooi.ton  LancebiC.  in  the  but>dred 
j of  Wirrail."  See  also  Eilis'*  Sptcin>ens  of  Ccorir  Romozsce*. 
I voU.  p.^1.) 

I ^ ['*  In  mliery  md  ^ j Ihy  troch.r  Ildow.’*—  MS.] 

I • ["  I •'•■{do'miij"'''’”'’**"’*  “f*  MS-1 
[ I C"  Dmnn.t»ln‘<»>lru-{”;,7hrcll  '’-''®  > 

I " (•■Tobctbmkl,.'dby,uchJ*''^^]loTrr,"-MS.] 


* [The  episode  of  Fronceeea  of  Rimini  is  thus  truislated 
by  Cary:  and  It  Is  only  juiUce  to  Lord  Byron  to  ^v«  the 
passage  here,  in  order  to  show  bow  he  sttcfceded  Tn  over* 
coming  all  die  dlihcullics  of  rliyme,  with  which  Mr.  Cary 
does  not  grapple : — 

'*  ' The  land  that  gave  me  birth 
Is  situate  un  the  roast,  where  To  descends 
To  rest  In  •wnan  with  hi«  sequent  streams. 

**  * Love,  that  in  ^utle  heart  is  qukkly  learnt. 
Entangled  him  by  UuU  fair  form,  fHiu  me 


I “ Nltnlum  ne  crede  colori.”  — Viactu 

: O tnitt  noC,  jf!  beautiful  creaturei,  to  hue, 

i Tboufh  your  A«if  wer«  u red  ai  your  $tockmg$  arc  bimr. 


fiti.  Hold,  my  good  fHcod,  do  you  know  , 

Whom  you  speak  to  ? * 

TVn.  Right  well,  boy,  and  so  docs  “ the  Row ; ” < 1 

You’re  an  author — a i»oet — | 

IhJL  And  think  you  that  I ^ 

Can  stand  tamely  In  silence  to  hear  you  decry 
The  Muses? 

Tra.  Excuse  me : I meant  no  ofTence 
To  the  Nine ; though  the  number  who  make  some 
pretence 

To  their  hvours  U such but  the  subject  to  drop, 

I am  just  piping  hot  Atnn  a publisher's  shop, 

(Next  door  to  the  pastry-cook's;  so  that  when  I 
Cannot  6nd  the  new  volume  I wanted  to  buy 
On  the  blblioiwlc’s  shelves,  it  Is  only  two  paces. 

As  one  flnds  every  author  in  one  of  those  places:) 
Where  I just  had  been  skimming  a charming  critique,  1 
So  studded  with  wit,  and  so  sprinkled  with  Greek  I ! 
Where  your  friend  — you  know  who  — has  just  got  | 
such  a threshing,  | 


ECLOGUE  FIRST. « 

I Jjindon—  Before  the  Door  of  n Lecture  Boom, 

Enter  Tracy,  meeting  IxKCU 
j M.  You  're  too  late. 

' Trti.  Is  it  over  ? 

i Ink,  Nor  will  be  this  hour. 

But  the  benches  are  cramm'd  like  a garden  in  flower, 
< With  the  pride  of  our  belles,  who  ^ve  made  it  the 
^bion ; [passion  " 

So,  instead  of  “ beaux  arts."  we  may  say  la  beBe 
" For  learning,  which  lately  has  takcu  the  lead  in 
The  world,  and  set  all  the  flne  gentlemen  reading. 

II  7Va.  I know  it  too  well,  and  have  worn  out  my 

I patience 

[ With  studying  to  ftudy  your  new  publications. 

I There  *s  Vamp,  Scamp,  and  Mouthy,  and  Wordswords 
I and  Co.  i 

\.  With  their  damnable-— 


Ta'cd  la  tudi  cruel  tort,  as  grieret  me  ttUI : 

J^e.  that  denial  takes  from  none  beloved. 

Caught  me  with  pleating  him  to  patting  well. 

That,  at  thou  teett,  he  yet  detorti  me  not. 

Love  brought  ua  to  one  death : Caina  waits 

The  toiil.  who  tpiU  our  life.’  Such  were  their  word* ; 

At  he^ng  which  downward  1 bent  my  lookt. 

And  held  them  there  to  long,  that  the  Bard  cried  : 

* viliat  art  thou  pooderiog  y ’ 1 In  aniwer  thua : 

* Alat  I by  what  tweet  thoughti.  what  fond  detIre. 
Mutt  they  at  length  to  that  111  patt  Itave  reach'd ! ' 

**  Tbeo  turning,  1 to  them  my  speech  addreea’d, 

And  tbut  began : ' Francesca ! your  tad  fate 
Even  to  tears  my  grief  and  pity  morea. 


But  tell  me ; In  the  time  of  your  tweet  tight. 
By  what,  and  bow  Love  granted,  that  ye  anew 
Your  yet  uncertain  witbM  ? ’ She  rolled : 


' No  greater  grief  than  to  reraerober  days 
Of  joy,  when  misery  it  at  hand.  That  aena 
Thy  learn 'd  initructor.  Yet  to  eagerly 
If  thou  art  bent  to  know  the  primal  root 
From  whence  our  love  gat  being,  I wlU  do 
At  one.  who  weept  and  tcUt  bit  tale.  One  day, 

For  our  delight,  we  read  of  Lancelot, 

How  him  love  thrall'd.  Alone  we  were,  and  no 
Suspicion  near  ut.  OfUimet  by  that  reading 
Our  ^et  were  drawn  together,  and  the  hue 
Fled  from  our  alter'd  ebiwk.  But  at  one  point 
Alone  we  fell.  When  of  that  smile  we  read. 

The  wished  nnlle,  to  rapturously  kita'd 
By  one  to  deep  hi  love,  then  be.  who  ne'er 
From  me  shall  separate,  at  once  my  Ups 
All  trembling  kita'd.  The  book  and  writer  both 
Were  love's  purvevori.  In  ita  Utavet  that  day 
We  no  more.'  While  thus  one  spirit  spue. 

The  other  wall'd  to  lorcly.  that  heart.ttruck, 

I.  through  compaaiion  fkintlng.  teem'd  not  far 
Prom  death,  axid  like  a corse  fell  to  the  ground.** 

The  story  of  France  tea  and  Paolo  It  a great  favourite  with 
the  Italians.  It  U noticed  by  all  the  hUtorians  of  Ravenna. 
Pei  arch  introducei  it,  in  hit  Trionfi  cF  Amore,  among  hit 
eaanipici  of  calamitous  passion ; and  Tataonl.  in  hit  Secchia 
I Rapita,  rrpreaentt  Paolo  Malatetta  at  leading  the  troops  of 
Rimini,  and  doKribet  him,  when  mounted  on  hit  charger, 
at  contemplating  a golden  sword-chain,  presented  to  him  by 
I Francesca:  — 


' Rimini  vien  con  la  bandirra  setta, 
Guida  mlUe  cavalli,  e mllle  Eantl  — 


I 


HalU  donata  al  ditpartir  Francceca 
1/  aurea  catena,  k cui  la  ipada  appends. 

La  vl  miruidu  ^ mitero,  e rinfrescA 
Quel  foco  ofTOor,  che  I*  anlma  gll  acemde, 

Quanto  ccrca  fuggir,  tanto  ■'  Invetca.** 

To  him  Francesca  nve  the  golden  chain 
At  parting-time,  from  which  hit  iword  was  hung  ; 
Ilie  wretched  lover  gated  at  it  with  pain. 

Adding  new  pangt  to  those  hit  heart  had  wrung ; 
T^  more  he  sought  to  By  the  luscious  bane, 

I^c  firmer  he  was  bouud,  the  deeper  stung.*'] 

I [This  trific,  which  l^ord  Byron  has  himself  designated 
as  a " mere  bufiToonery.  never  meant  for  pubUcatiou,”  was 
written  in  IRV),  and  first  appeared  in  **  The  Liberal.’*  I'he 
personal  allusions  in  which  it  abounds  are,  for  the  most  part, 
sufficiently  intelUgible ; and,  with  a few  exceptions,  to  good- 
humoured.  that  the  parties  coocerned  may  be  expect^  to 
jdn  in  the  laugh.} 

* t*‘  About  the  year  1761.  K was  much  the  fkshion  for 
several  ladles  to  have  evening  assemblies,  where  the  fair  sex 
might  participate  In  conversation  with  literary  and  ingenious 
men.  animatM  by  a desire  to  please.  These  societies  were 
denominated  Dlue^Mtoeking  Cntbt ; tbe  origin  of  which  title 
being  little  known,  it  may  be  worth  while  to  relate  it.  One 
of  the  most  eminent  members  of  those  societies,  when  they 
first  commenced,  was  Mr.  StUlingfieet,  whose  dress  was  re- 
markably grave,  and  la  particular  it  was  observed  that  he  wore 
blue  stockings.  Such  was  the  excellence  of  his  conversation, 
that  bis  absence  was  felt  as  so  great  a loss,  that  it  used  to  be 
said.  * We  can  do  nothing  without  the  blue  ttocktn$$  and 
thusby  degrees  tbetiUe  was  established."  — Bo*weU,  vol.  vili. 
p.  66.  Sir  William  Forbes,  in  bis  Life  of  Dr.  Beattie,  says, 
that  a forplgner  of  distinction  bearing  the  expression, 
translated  it  literally,  ' But  Bleu,'  by  which  these  meetings 
came  to  be  distinguished.  Miss  Hannah  More,  who  was 
herself  a member,  has  written  a poem  with  the  title  of  ’ Bat 
Bleu.'  In  alliuion  to  this  mistake  of  the  foreigner.  In  which 
she  has  characterised  most  of  the  eminent  personages  of 
which  it  was  composed."] 

* (See  the  stansas  on  Messrs.  Wordsworth  and  Southey  In 
Don  Juan,  canto  tU.] 

4 [Pat«moster-row  — long  and  still  celebrated  as  a rery 
baxaar  of  booksellers.  Sir  Walter  Scott  **  hitches  into 
rhyme”  one  of  the  most  important  linns  — that 

" or  Longman.  Hurst.  Rees.  Orme,  and  Brown, 

Our  utbers  of  the  Row,”] 
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That  it  is,  as  the  phrase  goes,  extremely  » 

What  a beautiful  word  t 

ink.  Very  true ; 'tls  so  soft 

Anil  so  cooling  — they  use  it  a little  toe  eft; 

Ami  the  papers  have  got  it  at  kist  — hut  no  matter. 
So  they 've  cut  up  our  friend  then  ? 

Tra.  Not  left  him  a tatter  — 

Not  a rag  of  his  present  or  past  reputation. 

Which  they  call  a dUgrace  to  the  age  and  the  nation. 
IiJt,  I 'm  sorry  to  hear  this ! for  friendship,  you 

know [so. 

Our  poor  friend !— hut  I thought  It  would  terminate 
Our  friendship  is  such,  1 11  read  nothing  to  shock  it. 
You  don’t  happen  to  have  the  Review  in  your  pocket? 

7Va.  No;  1 left  a round  dozen  of  authors  and  others 
(Ver>'  sorry,  no  doubt,  simv  the  cause  Is  a brother’s) 
All  scrambling  and  jostling,  like  so  many  imps, 

And  on  fire  with  lmi»atlem‘v  to  get  the  next  glimpse. 
ink.  Let  us  join  them. 

Tra.  W'hat,  won’t  you  return  to  the  lecture? 
Ink.  Why  the  place  Is  so  cramm'd,  there 's  itot 
room  for  a spectre. 

Besides,  our  friend  Scamp  to-tlay  so  ul»unl  — 

Trn.  How  can  you  know  that  till  you  hear  him  ? 
Ink,  1 heurrl 

Quite  enough ; and,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  my  retreat 
Was  from  his  vile  nonsen«e,  no  less  than  the  heat. 
TVtt.  I have  had  no  great  loss  then  ? 

Ink.  Loss  ! — such  a palaver ! 

I 'J  Inoculate  sooner  my  wife  with  the  slaver 
Of  a dog  when  gone  rabid,  than  listen  two  hours 
To  the  torrent  of  trash  which  around  him  he  pours, 
Pump’d  up  with  such  cfTort,  disgorged  with  such  labour, 

Tliat come — do  not  make  me  speak  ill  of  one’s 

neighbour. 

Tra.  I make  you  I 

Ink.  Yes,  youl  I said  nothing  until 

You  compcll’d  me,  by  speaking  the  truth 

TVrt.  To  speak  iU  f 

Is  that  your  deduction  ? 

Jmk.  Wlien  s|>caking  of  Scamp  ill, 

I certainly /0//01C,  not  set  an  example. 

The  fellow's  a fool,  an  impostor,  a zany. 

Tra.  And  the  crowd  of  to*day  shows  that  one  fool 
makes  many. 

But  we  two  will  be  wUe. 

ink.  Pniy,  then,  let  us  retire. 

Tra.  I would,  but 

ink.  There  must  be  attraction  much  higher 

Than  Scamp,  or  the  Jew’s  harp  he  nicknames  his  lyre, 
To  call  you  to  thU  hotbed, 

Tra.  1 own  it — 'tistrue  — 

A fair  lady 

ink.  A spinster  ? 

Tra.  Miss  LUac ! 

lak.  The  Blue  t 

The  heiress  1 

Tra.  The  angel  I 

ink.  The  devil ! why,  man, 

Pniy  get  out  of  thU  hobble  as  fast  as  you  can. 

Vuu  wed  with  Miss  Lilac  1 ’t would  l>e  your  perdition: 
She's  a poet,  a chymist,  n mathematician. 

Tra.  I say  she ’s  an  angel. 

' [Thii  rant  phra«e  was  first  uird  in  the  Edinburgh  Re* 
vlrw  — probaid)  hjf  Mr.  Jeffrey.] 

• (•'  Her  fse«wHte  srienre  was  the  fm»hrmatlcal — 
lit  short  sht:  was  a waikliig  cmicui.'ition. 


Ink.  Say  rather  an  auyie. 

If  you  and  she  marry,  you  II  certainly  wrangle.  * 

1 say  she’s  a Blue,  man,  as  blue  as  the  ether. 

Tra.  And  is  that  any  cause  for  not  coming 
together? 

Ink.  Humph ! 1 can’t  say  I know  any  happy  alliance 
Which  has  lately  sprung  up  from  a wedlock  with 
science. 

She’s  so  learned  in  all  things,  and  fond  of  concerning 
Herself  In  all  matters  connected  with  learning. 

That 

Tra.  What  ? 

Ink.  I perhaps  may  as  well  hold  my  tongue ; > 

But  there’s  five  hundred  people  can  tell  you  you’re  , 
wrong. 

Tra.  You  forget  I,ady  Lilac’s  as  rich  as  a Jew. 

Ink.  Is  it  miss  or  the  rash  of  mamma  you  pursue  ? 
7Vo.  Why,  Jack,  I *11  l>c  frank  with  you — something 
The  girl’s  a fine  girl.  [of  both. 

Ink.  And  you  frcl  nothing  loth 

To  her  good  lady-mother’s  reversion ; and  yet 
Her  life  Is  as  good  as  your  own,  1 will  bet. 

Tra.  lA’t  her  live,  and  as  long  as  she  likes;  I 
demand  [hand. 

Nothing  more  than  the  heart  of  her  daughter  and 
Ink.  Why  thnt  heart's  In  the  inkstand  — that  hand  i 
on  the  pen.  I 

Tra,  A propos — WUl  you  write  me  a song  now  ' 
and  then  ? 

Ink.  To  what  purpose  ? | 

Tra.  You  know,  my  dear  friend,  that  in  prose  j 
My  talent  Is  decent,  as  far  as  it  goes ; j 

But  in  rb)Tnc : 

ink.  You  ’re  a terrible  stick,  to  be  sure,  i; 

Tra.  I own  It:  and  yet.  In  these  times,  there’s  no 

lure  |i 

For  the  heart  of  the  fair  like  a sran»  or  Iavo;  || 

And  so,  as  I can't,  will  you  furnLh  a few?  ' 

Ink.  In  your  name  ? | 

Tra.  In  my  n.arae.  I will  copy  them  out,  ^ 

To  slip  Into  her  hand  at  Ihe  very  next  rout 
I ink.  Art  you  so  far  ad^'anced  as  to  hazard  thU  ? 

I Tra.  ''"hy. 

Do  you  think  me  subdued  by  a Blue-stocking's  eye. 

So  fiir  as  to  tremlile  to  tell  her  In  rhyme 
What  I 've  told  her  in  prose,  at  the  least,  as  sublime  ? 
Ink.  As  suiUime  ! If  It  l>e  so,  no  need  of  my  Muse. 
Tra.  But  consider,  dear  Inkel,  she 's  one  of  the 
“ Blues." 

Ink,  As  sublime  I— Mr.  Tracy— I’ve  nothing  to  say. 
Stick  to  prose— As  sublime  ! I — but  I wish  you  go^ 
day*  [wTWig ; 

Tra.  Nay,  stay,  my  dear  fellow  — consider — I’m 
I own  It;  but,  prithee,  comiH»sc  me  the  song. 

Ink.  As  sublime  ! ! 

Tra.  I but  used  the  expression  In  haste. 

Ink.  That  may  be,  Mr.  Tracy,  but  shows  damn’d 
bad  taste. 

7V«.  I own  it  — I know  It  — acknowledge  it — what 
Can  1 say  to  you  more  ? 

Ink.  I see  what  you’d  be  at: 

You  disparage  ray  parts  with  Insidious  abu-w,  [uv*. 
Till  you  think  you  can  turn  them  best  to  your  own 

Mi*»  Edgeworth**  noreU  (li'pping  from  their  corerz, 
Muraiity'*  prim  perKmiflratit'ft 
Bui  — oh  I ye  lortl*  of  lA.lle«  Intrllrctual, 
tnfonn  u*  tnily,  have  they  nut  ben*i>«t  k H you  all  ?" 

ihm  Jttim,  CauU>  i.] 
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7Va.  And  is  Uut  not  a sign  I respect  them  f 
Ink.  Why  that 

To  be  sure  makes  a difTercace. 

7Va.  I know  what  is  what : 

And  you,  who  *re  a roan  of  the  ftay  world,  no  less 
Than  a poet  of  t’  other,  nuy  easily  fucss 
That  I never  could  mean,  by  a word,  to  offend 
A genius  like  you,  and  moreover,  my  Mend. 

Imk.  No  doubt;  you  by  this  time  should  know 
what  is  due 

To  a roan  of  --  but  come — let  us  shake  bands. 

7Vd.  Tou  knew, 

And  you  know,  my  dear  fellow,  how  heartily  I. 
Whatever  you  publish,  am  ready  to  buy.  [for  sale ; 

/nk.  That's  my  bookseller's  business;  I care  not 
Indeed  the  best  poems  at  first  rather  fail. 

There  were  Renegade's  epics,  and  Botherby's  plays,  ^ 

And  my  own  grand  romance 

7Va.  Had  its  full  share  of  praise. 

I myself  saw  it  pufTd  in  the  **  Old  Girl's  Review."* 
/nk.  What  Review?  [Trevoux;”* 

7Va.  *T  is  the  English  “ Journal  de 

A clerical  work  of  our  Jesuits  at  home. 

Have  you  never  yet  seen  It  ? 

Ink.  That  pleasure 's  to  come. 

Tra.  Make  haste  then. 

/nk.  Why  so  ? 

TVo.  I have  heard  people  say 

That  it  threaten'd  to  give  up  the  g^o$t  t'other  day. 
/nk.  Well,  that  is  a sign  of  some  gpirit. 

Tra.  No  doubt. 

Shall  you  be  at  the  Countess  of  Ftddlecome's  rt>ut  ? 
/nk.  I’ve  a card,  and  shall  go : but  at  present,  as 
soon  [the  moon 

As  friend  Scamp  shall  be  pleased  to  step  down  foom 
( V*bcre  he  seems  to  be  soaring  in  search  of  his  wits), 
And  an  interval  grants  ftom  his  lecturing  fits, 

I'm  engaged  to  the  Lady  Bluebottle's  collation. 

To  partake  of  a luncheon  and  ieam’d  conversation : 
Tis  a sort  of  re-union  for  Scamp,  on  the  days 
Of  his  lecture,  to  treat  him  with  cold  tongue  and 
praise. 

And  I own,  for  my  own  part,  that  *t  is  not  unpleasant.  I 
Will  you  go?  There's  Miss  Lilac  will  also  be  present 
Tn.  That  **  metal's  attractive." 

/nk.  No  doubt—  to  the  pocket. 

Tra.  Tou  should  rather  encourage  my  passtou  than 
shock  it 

But  let  us  proceed ; for  I think,  by  the  hum 

/nk.  Very  true ; let  us  go,  then,  before  they  can 
come. 

Or  else  well  be  kept  here  an  hour  at  their  levy, 

On  the  rack  of  cross  questions,  by  all  the  blue  bevy. 
Hark  ! Zounds,  they  11  be  on  us ; I know  by  the  drone 
Of  old  Botherby's  spouting  ex-cathedra  tone. 

Ay  I there  he  Is  at  it  Poor  Scamp ! better  join 
Your  friends,  or  he  11  pay  you  hack  In  your  own  coin. 
TVo.  All  Mr ; *t  U but  lecture  for  lecture. 


/mA.  That 's  clear. 

But  for  God's  sake  let's  go,  or  the  Bore  vrlll  be  here. 
Come,  come:  nay,  I’m  off.  \^Erit  Ikkil. 

7V^  You  are  right,  and  I 'll  follow ; 

'Tis  high  time  for  a “ Sie  me  eervavit  Apollo.*'* 

And  yet  we  shall  have  the  whole  crew  on  our  kibes. 
Blues,  dandles,  and  dowagers,  and  second-hand  scribes, 
; All  flocking  to  moisten  tbeir  exquisite  throttles 
With  a glass  of  Madeira  at  iduly  Bluebottle's. 

[Exit  Taaev. 


ECLOGUE  SECOND. 

An  Apartment  in  ike  Houee  of  Ladt  BLOiaoTTi.K 
A Table  prepared. 

Sir  Richard  Blukrottlx  sofas. 

Was  there  ever  a roan  who  was  married  so  sorry  ? 
Like  a fool,  I must  needs  do  the  thing  In  a hurry. 
My  life  is  reversed,  and  my  quiet  destroy'd ; 

My  days,  which  once  pau'd  in  so  gentle  a void,  * 
Must  now,  every  hour  of  the  twelve,  be  employ'd : 
The  twelve,  do  1 say  ? — of  the  whole  twenty- four, 

Is  there  one  which  I dare  call  my  own  any  more  ? 
What  with  driving  and  visiting,  dancing  and  dlnlng,« 
What  with  learning,  and  teaching,  and  scribbling, 
and  shining 

In  science  and  art,  1 11  be  cursed  if  1 know 
Myself  from  my  wife ; for  although  we  are  two, 

Yet  she  somehow  contrives  that  all  things  shall  be  done 
In  a style  which  proclaims  us  eternally  one. 

But  the  thing  of  all  things  which  distresses  me  more 
Than  the  bills  oi  the  week  (though  they  trouble  me 
sore) 

Is  the  noroerous,  humourous,  backbiting  crew 
Of  scribblers,  wits,  lecturen,  white,  black,  and  blue. 
Who  are  brought  to  my  bouse  as  an  inn,  to  my  cost— 
For  the  bill  here,  it  seems,  is  defray 'd  by  the  host  — 

No  pleasure  1 no  leisure  t no  thought  for  my  pains, 
But  to  hear  a vile  Jargon  which  aildles  my  brains : 

A smatter  and  chatter,  glean’d  out  of  reviews. 

By  the  rag,  tag,  and  bobtail,  of  tilbse  they  call " Blurs  ; " 

A rabble  who  know  not But  soft,  here  they  come ! 

Would  to  God  I were  deaf  I as  I 'm  not,  I'U  be  dumb. 

Enter  Ladt  BLuraorTLi,  Miss  Lilac,  Ladt  Blux- 
MOUMT,  Me.  Bothkebt,  Inkkl,  Tract,  Mj&s 
Masaeikx,  and  otkere,  with  Scamf  the  Leeturtr, 

Ladp  Bind).  Ah ! Sir  Richard,  good  morning : 

I 've  brought  you  some  friends. 

5'iV  Rich.  {how$, and  a/terwarde  aeide.)  If  friends, 
they  're  the  first 

Ladtf  Blueb.  But  the  luncheon  attends. 

I pray  yc  be  seated,  **  none  dr/monie.*' 

Mr.  Scamp,  you  're  fotigued ; take  your  chair  there, 
next  me.  [ They  all  tit. 


I * [klettrs.  Southey  and  Sotheby.] 

* [“  Hy  Cmndmother's  Review,  the  British."  This  heavy 
I Journal  has  since  been  gathered  to  Its  grandmothers-j 

I • [The  '*  Journal  dc  Trevoua  " (In  fifty.stx  volumes)  Is  one 
I of  the  moat  curlcms  collections  of  literary  gossip  In  the  world, 
and  the  Poet  paid  the  Rritlsh  Review  an  extravagant  com- 
I plhnent,  when  he  made  this  comparison.) 

* r**  Sotheby  is  a good  man  — rhymes  well  (If  not  wisely) ; 
hut  Is  a bore,  lie  s^zes  you  by  the  button.  Ooe  night  of  a 
rout  at  Mrs.  Hope's,  he  Had  fastened  upon  me  .—  (something 

' about  Agamemnoa,  or  Urestes,  or  some  of  his  plays)  out* 


withstanding  my  symptoms  of  manifest  distreu  — (for  I was 
in  love,  and  just  nicked  e minute  when  neither  moChen,  nor 
husbends,  nor  rivals,  nor  gossips  were  near  my  then  idol, 
who  was  beautiful  as  the  statues  of  the  gallery  where  we 
stood  at  the  Urae.  Sotheby,  I say.  had  seised  upon  me  liy 
the  button  and  the  heart-strings,  and  spared  neither.  Wif- 
liam  Spencer,  who  likes  fun,  and  don't  dislike  mischief,  saw 
my  case,  and  coming  up  to  us  both,  took  me  by  the  hand,  and 
pathetically  bade  me  farewell ; * fur.'  said  he.  * 1 see  It  Is  ail' 
over  with  you-’  SoUu-by  then  went  his  way:  ‘ tie  pte  ter» 
vovii  Apoilo.'  Byron  Diary,  lh2l.) 
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Sir  Rich.  (a$iiic. ) If  he  does,  his  fatigue  U to  come. 
Ladjf  Btueb,  Mr.  Tracy 

Lady  Dlucmount — Miss  LUac.— be  pleased,  pray,  to 
place  ye ; 

And  you,  Mr.  Botherby  — 

Both.  Ob,  my  dear  ladyt 

1 ©'wy. 

iMdtf  Blutb.  Mr.  InkcU  1 ought  to  upbraid  ye : 
You  were  not  at  the  lecture. 

M.  Excase  me,  I was  ; 

But  the  heat  forced  roe  out  in  the  best  part  — alas  I 
And  when — 

Lad^  Blueh.  To  be  sure  it  was  broiling ; but  then 
You  have  lost  such  a lecture } 

Both.  The  best  of  the  ten. 

Tra.  How  can  you  know  that  ? there  are  two  more. 
Both,  Because 

I defy  biro  to  beat  thU  day's  wondrous  applause. 

The  very  walls  shook. 

Ink,  Oh,  if  that  be  the  test. 

I allow  our  friend  Scamp  has  this  day  done  his  best 
Miss  Lilac,  permit  me  to  help  you;  — a wing? 

Mi$i  LiL  No  more,  sir,  I thank  you.  Who  lectures 
next  spring  ? 

Both,  IMck  Dunder. 

ImJt.  Thatis,  ifhe  Uves. 

Aft'ss  LiL  And  why  not  ? 

Ink.  No  reason  wbatercr,  save  that  he 's  a sot 
Lady  Bluemount ! a glass  of  Madeira? 

Lady  Bluem,  With  pleasure. 

/nJt  How  does  your  friend  Wordswords,  that 
Windermere  treasure  ? 

Does  he  stick  to  his  lakes,  like  the  leeches  be  sings, 
Anri  their  gatherers,  as  Homer  sung  warriors  and 
kings? 

Lady  Bluem.  He  has  just  got  a place. 

Ink  As  a footman  ? 

Lady  Blnem.  For  shame  I 

Nor  profane  with  your  sneers  so  poetic  a name. 

Ink.  Nay,  1 meant  him  no  evil,  but  pitied  his 
master; 

For  the  poet  of  pedlars  *t  were,  sure,  no  disaster 
To  wear  a new  livery ; the  more,  as  is  not  [coat 
The  first  time  be  tuu  turn'd  both  his  creed  and  his 
l^y  Bluan.  For  shame ! I repeat  If  Sir  George 
could  but  hear 

Lady  Bludt.  Never  mind  our  friend  Inkel ; we  all 
know,  my  dear,  ' 

’Tis  his  way. 

Sir  Rick.  But  thU  place 

Ink  Is  perhaps  like  friend  Scamp's, 

A lecturer's.  [Stamps : ** 

Lady  Bluem,  Excuse  me  't  is  one  in  **  the 
He  is  made  a collector.  < 

Tra.  Collector  1 

Sir  Rich.  How  ? 

Mit$  Lil.  What  ? 

Ink,  1 shall  think  of  him  oft  when  I buy  a new  bat : 

There  his  works  will  appear 

Lady  Blnem.  Sir,  they  reach  to  the  Ganges. 

Ink  I sha'nt  go  so  far  — 1 can  have  them  at 
Grange's.  9 

* nVordtworth  collector  of  stamps  for  Cumberland 
and  Wcotmoreiand.] 

^ Oranim  Is  or  was  a (amoas  pastry*cook  and  fruiterer  in 
Piccaiinij:. 

I • T'*  When  1 bclonjed  to  the  Drary  Lane  Committee,  the 
I number  of  plays  upon  the  sbelres  were  about  five  hundred. 


Lady  Blneb.  Oh  fle  ! 

Afiss  Lil.  And  for  shame  ! 

Lady  Bluem.  You're  too  bad. 

Both.  Very  good  I 

Lady  Bluem.  How  good  ? 

Lady  Blueb.  He  means  nought — *tis  hU  phrase. 

I Lady  Bhum.  He  grows  rude 

! Lady  Blueb.  He  means  nothing ; nay,  ask  him. 

I Lady  Bhum.  Pray*  I did  you  mean 

What  you  say  ? 

Ini.  Never  mind  if  he  did ; 't  wiD  be  seen 

That  whatever  he  means  won't  alloy  what  be  says. 
Both.  Sir? 

Ink.  Pray  be  content  with  your  portion  of  praise ; 
*T  was  In  your  defence. 

Both.  If  you  please,  with  subininioa, 

I can  make  out  my  own. 

Ini.  It  would  be  your  perdition. 

While  you  live,  my  dear  Botherby,  never  defend 
Yourself  or  your  works ; hot  leave  both  to  a friend. 
A propos  — Is  your  play  then  accepted  at  last  ? 

Botk  At  last? 

Ini.  Why  1 thought— that's  to  say— there  hit 
pass'd 

A few  green-room  whispers,  which  hinted— yon 
know 

That  the  taste  of  the  actors  at  best  is  so  so.  < 

Botk  Sir,  the  green-room's  In  rapture,  and  so's 
the  Committee. 

Ink  Ay  — yours  are  the  plays  for  exciting  our 
« pity  [mind," 

And  fear,"  as  the  Greek  says : for  **  purging  the 
1 doubt  If  you  11  leave  us  an  equal  behind. 

Botk  I have  written  the  prologue,  and  meant  to 
have  pray'd 

For  a spice  of  your  wit  in  an  epilogue's  aid. 

Ini.  Well,  time  enough  yet,  when  the  play 's  to  be 
play'd. 

Is  it  cast  yet  ? 

Both,  The  actors  are  fighting  for  parts. 

As  Is  usual  In  that  most  litigious  of  arU. 

Lady  Blueb,  We  11  all  make  a party,  and  go  the 
^$t  night. 

TVo.  And  you  promised  the  epilogue,  InkeL 
Ink  >’ot  quite. 

However,  to  save  my  friend  Botherby  trouble, 

111  do  what  I can,  though  my  paius  must  be  double. 
Tra.  Why  so  ? 

Ink  To  do  justice  to  what  goes  before. 

Both.  Sir,  I 'm  happy  to  say,  1 have  no  fean  on 
that  score. 

Your  parts,  Mr.  Inkel,  arc  ■ 

Ink  Never  mind  mjim  f 

Stick  to  those  of  your  play,  which  is  quite  your  own 
line. 

Lady  Bluem.  You’re  a fugitive  writer,  I think, 
sir,  of  rhymes  ? 

Ini,  Yes,  ma'am ; and  a fugitive  reader  sometimes. 
On  Word«words,  for  instance,  I seldom  alight. 

Or  on  Mouthey,  his  friend,  without  taking  to  flight. 
Ijody  Blum.  Sir,  your  taste  Is  loo  common : but 
time  and  posterity 

Mr.  Sothebjr  ohllidnRijr  offrrrd  us  kll  hU  trarediM.  and  | 
pleagrd  rnyaelf.  and  — noiwithcLnnriinK  many  •qiiabblc's  wKh 
my  brethren  — did  ffet  Ivan  acreptrd.  read  and 

the  part*  dUtributed.  But  lu  I io  the  very  heart  of  th« 
matter,  ujpoa  some  teptd^nft  oo  the  part  of  Keaa,  or  warmth 
on  that  of  the  author.  Sotheby  withdrew  hU  — 

Dwr^.  l««.J  * ' 
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will  right  these  great  men,  and  this  age's  sercrity 
Urcome  its  reproach. 

M.  I Ve  no  sort  of  objectloR, 

So  I ‘m  not  of  the  party  to  take  the  infection, 
i Lady  Dlutb.  Perhaps  you  hare  doubts  that  they 
i ever  will  takt  f 


Ink.  Not  at  all ; on  the  contrary,  those  of  the  lake 
Have  taken  already,  and  still  will  continue 
To  take  — what  they  can,  from  a groat  to  a guinea. 
Of  pension  or  place ; — but  the  subject  'a  a bore. 
l^dy  Bluem.  Well,  sir,  the  time's  coming. 

Ink.  Scamp ! don't  you  feel  sore  ? 

j What  say  you  to  this  ? 

[ .^camp.  They  have  merit,  I own ; 

Though  their  system’s  absurdity  keeps  it  unknown. 
Ink.  Then  why  not  unearth  it  In  one  of  your 
lectures  ? 

Scamp.  It  is  only  time  past  which  comes  under 
my  strictures. 

Lady  Blueb.  Come,  a truce  with  all  tartness ; ~ 
the  joy  of  my  heart 

Ls  to  see  Nature's  triumph  o'er  all  that  is  art. 

Wild  Nature ! — Grand  Shakspcarc  t 

Both.  And  down  Aristotle  ! 

iMdy  Blurm.  Sir  Gw»rgc  I thinks  exactly  with 
Lady  Bluebottle : 

And  my  Lonl  Seventy-four  2,  who  protects  our  dear 
Bard, 

And  who  gave  him  hU  place,  has  the  greatest  regard 
For  the  poet,  who,  singing  of  pedlars  and  asses,? 

Has  found  out  the  way  to  dispense  with  Parnassus. 
Tra.  And  you.  Scamp  I — 

Scamp.  1 needs  must  confess  I'm  embarrass'd. 
Ink.  Dont  call  ui>on  Scamp,  who's  already  so 
harass'd 

With  old  $choolsi  and  new  schooUt  and  no  Mchools, 
and  all  schools. 

Tra.  Well,  one  thing  Is  certain,  that  tome  must 
be  fools. 

I should  like  to  know  who. 

Ink.  And  I should  not  be  sorry 

To  know  who  arc  not:  — it  would  save  us  some 
worry. 

Lady  Blueb.  A truce  with  remark,  and  let  no- 
thing control 

This  ” feast  of  our  reason,  and  flow  of  the  souL" 

Oh  ! my  dear  Mr.  Botherby ! s)-mpathLse  ! — I 
Now  feel  such  a rapture,  1 'm  ready  to  fly, 

1 feel  so  elastic — “ so  buoyant — so  buoyant  /"  * 

Ink.  Tracy  I open  the  window. 

Tra.  I wish  her  much  joy  on't. 

I rrhe  late  Sir  George  Beamnoot— a constant  friend  of 
Mr.  Wonlswoith.] 

I ? [It  was  not  the  present  Earl  of  Lonsdale,  but  James, 

' the  first  carl,  who  offered  to  build,  and  completely  fUmlsh 
I artd  man.  a ship  of  seventy-four  guns,  towards  the  close  nf 
the  Ametlr/in  war,  for  the  service  of  hU  country,  at  fats  own 
expense hence  the  soubriquet  In  the  text.] 

* p*  We  learn  from  Horace.  * llotner  sometimes  sleeps 

We  feel,  without  him,  Wordsworth  sometimes 
wakes,  — 

To  show  with  wh.1t  complacency  he  creeps. 

With  his  dear  ’ trngeoners,'  around  his  lakes, 
lie  w'ishes  for  * a boat'  to  sail  the  deeps  — 

Of  ocean  ? — No,  of  air ; and  then  he  makes 
Another  outcry  foe  * a little  boat.* 

And  drivels  seas  to  set  It  well  .iflMi. 


Both.  For  (rod's  sake,  my  Lady  Bluebottle,  check 
not 

Thb  gentle  emotion,  so  seldom  our  lot 

Upon  earth.  Give  It  way ; 'tis  an  Impulse  which  lifts 

Our  spirits  from  earth  ; the  sublimest  of  gifts ; 

For  which  poor  Prometheus  was  chain'd  to  his 
mountain : 

Tis  the  source  of  all  sentiment  — feeling's  true 
fountain  ; 

'Tis  the  Vision  of  Heaven  upon  Earth  : 'tis  the  gas 
Of  Uie  soul : 't  is  the  seising  of  shades  as  they  pass. 
And  making  them  substance:  't  is  something  divine 
Ink.  Shall  I help  you,  my  Mend,  to  a little  more 
wine  f 

Both.  I thank  you ; not  any  more,  sir,  till  I dine. 
Ink.  A pn  pus  — Do  you  dlue  with  Sir  Humphry  ? 
trvday  ? 

TVa.  I b/^uld  think  with  Duke  Humphry  was 
more  in  your  way. 

Ink.  It  might  be  of  yore ; but  we  authors  now  look 
To  the  Knight,  as  a landlord,  much  more  tbar^  the 
Duke. 

The  truth  is,  each  writer  now  quite  at  his  ease  Is, 
And  (except  with  his  publisher)  dines  where  be 
please^. 

But  'tis  tiuw  marly  five,  and  I must  to  the  Park. 

7Va.  And  111  take  a turn  with  you  there  till  'tis 
.\^nd  you.  Scamp  — [dark. 

Scamp.  Excuse  me  ! 1 must  to  my  notes, 

For  my  lecture  next  week. 

Ink.  lie  must  mind  whom  he  quotes 

Out  of  **  Elegant  Extracts." 

Lady  Blueb.  Well,  now  we  break  up  ; 

But  remember  Miss  Diddle^  invites  us  to  sup. 

Ink.  Then  at  two  hours  past  midnight  we  all  meet 
again. 

For  the  sciences,  sandwiches,  hock,  and  champagne  I 
Tra.  And  the  sweet  lobster  salad  I 
Both.  I honour  that  meal ; 

Fur  'tis  then  that  our  feelings  most  genuinely — feeL 
Ink.  True ; feeling  is  truest  then,  for  beyond 
question ; 

1 wb^  to  the  gods 't  was  the  some  with  digestion  I 
Lddy  Biueh.  Pshaw  I — never  mind  that ; for  one 
moment  of  feeling 
Is  worth — God  knows  what. 

Ink,  'Tis  at  least  worth  concealing 

For  itself,  or  what  follows But  here  comes  your 

carriage. 

5’i'r  Rich,  {aside).  I wish  all  these  people  were 
d — — d srith  my  marriage  1 [^Exeunt. 

*'  * PedUri,' and 'boats.*  and  * waggon*  !'  Oh  1 re  •bodes 
Of  Pope  and  Dryden,  are  we  come  to  thii  r 
That  tr.uh  of  »uch  sort  not  alone  evades 
Contempt,  hut  from  the  bathiM*  vast  ahvis 
Floats  scumlike  uppermo«t.  and  these  Jack  Cad^ 

Of  sense  and  song  above  your  graves  may  hiss  — 
The  ' little  boatman  * and  his  ' reter  licit ' 

Can  safer  at  him  who  drew  ' Arhlcuphcl ! ' *' 

Don  Juan,  Canto  Ul.) 

* Fact  from  life,  with  the  trords. 

* [The  late  Sir  Humphry  Davy,  President  of  the  Royal 
Society.] 

* ["^e  late  Miss  Lydia  While,  whose  hoipUable  ftinctiona 
hare  not  yet  been  supplied  to  the  circle  of  I.ondon  artists  and 
literati— on  accomplished,  clever,  and  truly  amiable,  but  very 
eccentric  lady.  Tne  name  in  the  text  amid  only  have  beSA 
suggested  by  the  jingling  resemblance  it  bean  to  Lydia.] 
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€f)e  Ti0ion  of  Siutygmtntt 

BY  QUEVEDO  REDIVIVU8.  > 

fVOOMTBD  IT  THE  COMPOStTtON  SO  IKTITLED  BY  THB  AtmiOB  OF  '*  WAT  TYLKA.” 


**  A Daniel  come  to  Judgment  I jm.  ■ Daniel ! 

I Uiauk  tbe«,  Jew,  for  teaching  me  tliat  word.” 


PRfcfACE. 

It  hBth  been  wUeljr  utld,  that  **  One  fool  nuiki's 
manr  ;**  and  It  bath  been  poetically  observed, 

” That  fooU  rush  In  where  angels  fear  to  tread.”^  Popr. 

If  Mr.  Southey  had  not  rushed  in  where  be  had 
no  business,  and  where  he  never  was  before,  and 
never  will  be  again,  the  following  poem  would  not 


have  been  written.  It  U not  Impoatlble  that  it  may 
be  at  good  as  hU  own,  seeing  that  It  cannot,  by  any 
spedes  of  stupidity,  natural  or  acquired,  be  worte. 
The  gross  flattery,  the  dull  impudence,  the  rene- 
gade Intolerance  and  impious  cant,  of  the  poem  by 
the  author  of  Wat  Tyler,”  are  something  to  stu- 
pendous as  to  form  the  sublime  of  himself con- 

taining the  quintessence  of  hit  own  attribute*. 


> fin  ISll.  Mr.  Southey  published  a piece,  (n  English  hexa- 
meters, entitled  **  A Vision  of  Judgment  s ” and  which  Lord 
Bjroo.  In  criticising  it,  laughs  at  as  *'  the  Apotheosis  of 
George  the  Third.”  In  the  preface  to  this  poem,  after  some 
obscrratlons  on  the  peculiar  style  of  iu  versifleatton.  Mr. 
Southey  introduced  the  following  remarks : — 

**  I Sfii  »«<l  t<rir»  thM  the  pnMk  arc  pmllwlr  lnlo\«rwi|  of  tuch  Inno- 
TMMna  s not  tom  m (baa  lh«  peealacc  uo  of  onj  fborign  fa^tmi.  whrther 
offappm  or  eoncfnlcncc.  Would  ihM  tbli  lllctan  lntol«raik-«  ovrcufuli-r 
ihr  Influence  of  o mkct  MgrBcnl,  and  rcflanM  iha  moraJ«  more  than 
ihc  maanor  of  a cwnpaufttoa  j iho  nniH  rMbrr  thaw  tho  farm  ! U««ld 
that  t<  worm  fllroctod  i^(wn«  those  mon*tro«w  corablnation*  <«  horror*  at*d 
tnnafcm,  VotlnTM  and  Irnpte'f,  vlih  ohich  Kn(ll*h  poctr;  haa,  tn  owr 
d.tt.  Afat  b*«n  |«.>llai«d  * rue  itmc*  than  half  a Ccwturj  llioratnrc 

had  boon  dtaUnfuiibcfl  be  IM  moral  purtt<i.lho«Wort,  and.  In  Its  turn,  ih* 
rauv.otaa  loipcofcmoni  in  national  raaitBcra.  A fath^mkchl,  vlthcmi  ag- 
I'Tc  hen  lion  ot  cell,  have  pal  Into  tho  haod,  oC  hh  ctuldrm  an;  boob  «hi<» 
lisood  from  tho  prem.  If  U did  not  boar,  oithcr  in  lu  tlilo  pajpo  or JWiil* 
TMCO,  mamfcit  nfitt  that  II  «a«  Imcndod  at  famitarc  for  Uw  brothrl. 

1 here  oat  no  danger  hi  an*  oort  which  boro  Iho  narao  oF  o reanoctablo 
pul^iiher,  or  wot  la  bo  arocured  ol  any  rmpr'^hle  hoobiriliT**.  Thu  waa 
)ianic«'arty  the  cho  wflh  retard  to  o«r  pnetry.  It  I*  now  no  hmcee  ao : 
and  woe  to  UvM*  by  whom  Iho  oflenee  cometh  1 Tho  creator  ilie  lalenu 
of  Ihr  otfetHler,  iho  C***'*'  h hU  foilt,  and  Iho  more  endarmc  will  bo  hM 
*hamo.  Wbothot  li  tio  thai  the  law,  are  in  ihoriMotem  anaUo  lo  abato  an 
rtil  of  ihit  nvaentiudo,  or  whether  it  he  that  ihe*  are  remt.^*  adminlstervit, 
i»u1  wHh  aarh  Iniortico  that  tho  retohrlly  of  anotTmiWr  wt«ot  a«  a pri*Uo«e 
whrrrhy  heu(>taln,  iinpaniK,  InditlduaU  ate  beaind  lecwnixlor  that  m.-h 
pem>cia«*  worb*  wnaU  notikor  be  pabiUhoU  nor  wnitcn,  if  they  were  dU- 
r>.Mt>c«d  at  they  nii^t,  and  entcht  to  bw,  by  oublw  frelinx  : every  perron, 

I bere<ee*,  who  purr  haem  such  boaha,  or  adoUU  thorn  Into  hU  houto.  pro. 
mwet  Iho  mierhief.  and  tboroby,  aa  Cw  oa  tat  him  Uaa,  becaroat  an  atdor 
and  abetior  of  the  mmo. 

“ The  poWicatloa  of  o taarfriooa  book  It  ono  of  tho  vorv  offimcoa  which 
ran  bo  tommliieil  a«aln«  the  welI4Minc  of  *orioty.  It  u a «tn,  lo  the 
r<nM«tuencwa  e<  whkh  ao  llmtta  can  be  aaatcaod,  and  tboae  roMoqaettrea 
ao  after  repentanew  in  Iho  wrMrr  ram  mooter arv  Wheterer  reniurre 
cnn«r«e*KW  he  mar  feel  when  hit  hoar  coroe*  (and  rome  It  mutt !)  will  be 
of  no  avail.  The  poicnonrv  of  a death  -hod  rrpeMaocw  coan«  cancol  tme 
row,  at  tho  iKoBtanda  which  ore  cent  atirael ; and  a*  lone  aa  It  COTUinuev 
tu W read,  *o  Iona  ta  ho  tho  pander  of  povienly,  and  to  long  ta  ho  hooptnf 
«p  tnidi  apon  Ho  mmiI  In  porpotHal  arrumoUitMn. 

**  f here  rernarkt  are  not  more  *e*efe  than  the  ofTonro  dotervwa.  rren 
whon  appidvl  to  Ihnao  ImmoraJ  trnem  who  hive  net  bmti  lOnwinu*  of  any 
r>d  intentian  iA  Ihetf  wrlltn«*,  who  aouhl  la  knew  lodteo  ■ lilllo  leritr,  a 
iiiilr  wamilh  of  colewrinjj,  and  ao  Amh,  in  that  lewt  at  lanipiatte  with 
w irh  men  ttima  oeer  thetr  favourite  eirw*,  and  deceive  themwive*.  What 
then  vftnald  he  «al.l  of  thrno  for  whom  the  theochtloMnna  and  tno(>ne'y 
w tntnn  louth  can  no  I'W^trr  bo  pkwlod,  but  who  bare  wnllen  in  lubeT 
miniiooi  and  with  doUt.er*te  purpuvof  — Mon  ^ dtioa-ed*  heart*  artd 
. • air  ,ve<l  <<nAein*il>ma.  who,  formlnc  a t*Memaf  oHrxmiv  totuki  the>Ta«n 
u i'.  ippr  rna*«e  of  ronooct,  ha*0  rebeiieo  aatalnat  the  hoiie-t  ordinance*  nf 
h imui  «a*r,etv,  and  hatinc  that  reeeal*«l  reiidon  whkh.  with  all  ibetr 
rfl.ctt  ami  loavadoe*,  thev  are  anaUlecnUrvIv  lo  ilMhelieie.  labour  lotnake 
other*  u iiiiarrabk  aa  tboRiveivea.  by  infertins  them  with  a moral  vttuo  i 


• '**  Atirnmi  pnrtir  In  orani  pootArvm  tncnlo  viri  fo-TiiM  prnM  : In  noa-  ' 

tr.t  td  vidJmia*  ct  vMlemot : ne^ite  allu<  evt  error  a reeiUte  kinjtJu*  ' 

m irna  nufmia  matmt*  neceourio  rwrrtunyo  rliUa,  hreundv  pleri^tiw  ' 

p-ihaUem  ptirouia,  1*1  maikirnltate,  Ull  tcnorantlA;  etapium  ali^urm  in*  ' 
eciiiwnl  itvii  morum^oe  r<iia  notaium.  nec  Inbcerum  uunam  nrr  in  hbrl*  ; 
nimdn  paroahi,  cum  uipam,  prvdkant.  occspani.  amp’ertantur.  H 
tn<e  « alu{«antulata  veilet  corrix-rr,  al  Mtiure  mrve  paulahain,  m ferrido 
lnor-i*a  ienperaro,  tl  moral  lonullum  Inirepenere,  turn  Inc****  nrwrto  t|uid  , 
n <vre  epicwm.  $a«Srag<nta  annov  nata*.  Motuderti.  I«(verant  veto  ' 
rr'-ricMli*  non  indicari  virw*.  Impatlentiaia  ao  imbrcilli'ate  mw  ddfVrroi 
«X»'tran>  a kvi  homime  ft  tneonatante  iBolia  fan  Me  vrribt  pnair  plusqaam  ! 
nwlinrria.  nihil  rwmpwaitum,  ardauv^wtentiim  **.-  >avaa><M  l*andoe,  far 
C>Utm  mpar  t’«a  hoTMO  .Vroveok.  **  'PtH  noa*,  which  la  hall  of  flno  rri- 
lu  • remark*  *«d  altiktnit  ihoaffhta  Mtrhoaa  • eaioewed,  reached  me 
fioiti  i'lM,  «iliile  ihe  pTM*  of  the  prevreu  v>>awi  waa  l<eforo  nve.  Of  lu 
luitMvr  (Ihe  anihur  of  (ieiur  anil  Coam  Joiianl  I will  oaly  aay  m Uih  piace, 
that,  le  have  obtain**!  hi*  apprubation  aa  a pair*,  and  pawewal  h>*  fy*pnd* 
vhip  a*  a Btan,  will  be  rr*neuibtwed  anvoax  the  honoun  of  m*  'Ifa.  when  I 
Ihe  |wiiy  enmirio*  of  tht*  x»r**railot>  will  be  Awfotton,  and  lu  ephotacta)  i 
repuUUonaahaU  bate  poo^  away.'— «r.  XoaXAty'f  aaOr-l  • i 


*"•*  * 7^  arhoal  which  they  have  tet  op  may  yoipaily 
be  calud  the  hotank  erlwol  t far  though  thalr  pooductlana  beuatho  tho 
■ptflt  of  BoiUl  In  tboir  laacivioas  pnru.  and  tho  twMi  of  Molocb  ta  thota 
loothMme  imafea  of  amiclurs  and  horror,  which  (bo*  dolixhi  ta  roproMUt. 
the*  are  awwe  •^tactall*  charartertaed  ^ a ISatank  mirM  of  pride  nad 

xs’.ThTCtJi.;'"''  aj;;,-*.,— - 

" Thu  fwU  ta  ^ttknl  w «H1  a*  tooral.  for  Irulaed  moral  Mid  poUaicnl 
ovittarcInoopanMy  conrtarted.  Tnd*  ha.  It  boon alBnnod  by  oneri oar 
abket  oaa  ctewew  raaayie**,  that  • iho  dootrwciloa  of  nremmeau  nay 
bo  pro  veal  and  dealaced  from  (ho  xenoraj  cenmipKaa  of  uo  Mhlom'  Man* 
non,  M a dirwt  and  nararal  rawae  Ihrrvof.  bv  a demarutrailen  aa  certain  aa 
My  In  the  mathovnauca.’  Thnv  la  no  maaln,  mcoo  fte«tusntly  «rt farced  b* 
Marhtavrili,  than  (ha*  where  the  manner*  of  a peofdt  aio  fonoraU*  cm- 
ntpiad,  Ihor*  the  xovommont  cannM  Imi#  folnltt,  - a truth  which  ail  hfa. 

eaomUlflei ; md  there  ta  no  nmtw  whereby  that  oorrirption  can  b*  a# 
aurek  Mid  ra^ly  dUFuted,  aa  by  potmaUiyi  (he  waten  af  lUotuiutw. 

“ Let  mlan  of  tho  ttaio  look  to  thia,  in  tuae  ! But,  to  oao  tho  worda  of 
floathry,  If  ’ w jdtyeiciaaM  Ihtak  the  b«M  way  of  cunW  ■ dboMO  ta  ta 
ooMprr  II,  — (ho  Leed  in  mercy  propan  tho  klraitaai  M talfbv.  whai  M« 
by  miracle  only  cm,  prevent ! ' 

“ '«'•  spelaiD  ta  oAnd  Aw  Umoo  ronMba.  The  M^eet  led  to  them  { miS 
rraaion  of  tatroducinx  Ihevn  waa  wUMnxfy  taken,  bocMUo  It  ta  the 
duty  of  every  wta.  whose  opInMvn  may  have  any  taftwonco,  ta  cnoM  tho 
lU-in  and  aim  at  ihoec  writon  who  are  Latounag  is Mtbvart  lh*  frnnilMli— 
of  hnman  vIrm  and  ^ human  hnppfnMa.*’ 

Lord  Bproa  rejoined  ts  follows : — 

**  Mr.  Hwthoy.  ta  hit  pta««  peefam  ta  a pom  wSims  kinMhoniy  ta  ao 
htrmleis  at  the  vsditlon  of  Wat  Tylar,  boeasso  It  ta  mally  ahoura  with 
(hat  ttaroro  (Wodertion.  call,  upon  Iho  * kfldatur*  m wsA  W it, ' H the 
totaratiMi  of  auch  writinx*  tad  to  Ihe  FreoA  Hevriotk*,-  mf  mch  wyU. 
inx*  aa  Wat  Tvlor.boi  as  ihnar  of  (he*  Aataatc  Rchosl.'  Thtalaiwln«t 
and  Mr.  Soaihoy  know.  It  ta  bo  not  troa.  Keen  FrMveh  wrltor  of  aay 
Reettom  w«  peraocuted ; Vohalre  Mta  Hsuncaa  woco  oiUoa.  MwwiHinl 
and  IHdcrM  were  aont  to  the  UasH’*,  and  • perpaioai  war  wm  wMd  wKh 
the  whotacias  by  the  eataiinx  detpottam.  1.,  the  nett  place,  tho  S'ronrh 
hrroiabon  waa  am  occasioned  by  any  wrirlnfs  whstauever,  hot  iniw  have 
occirred  had  no  aorh  wriucs  over  oztatod.  It  is  the  CMhJsn  to  MtrltMto 
every  thine  to  the  rnmeh  Rovoluitan.  and  (h*  rrench  lUvoioiien  to  ovevy 
Hung  batt  ka  real  eaaae.  That  caaie  ta  obviota*  . the  goeenamcm  *smM 
tasmech,  and  tho  peoede  ctmld  nrlthcrgtavRor  loar  owre.  Wlthoottha. 
the  UKyciepodtata  fnl«ht  have  written  theta  Aoxera  otf  wtdwat  (ho  occur- 
rence  of  a ainglo  alceraitan.  AimI  Ihe  BogfoS  revoltahm  — (th#  Arw,  1 
meanj  — what  was  It  occammed  bvS  The  furitaor  ware  ntrely  as  oiw 
and  iBortl  as  Wealey  ov  hi,  btognuhor  f Acta  — acta  on  tho  y«n  of  gaW^ 
ment,  and  mot  wriimgs  axalnst  umib,  have  miril  the  pata  coneultloM. 
and  are  trsding  ta  the  foiurv. 

**  I took  open  voch  as  inevltatOo,  thsagh  ao  revotationita  i | wtah  to  am 
the  KrvCllah  coastiiuUen  roatared,  and  „ 


and  naturally  one  by  lomner,  wKh  the  grvoief  part  «f  my  pooamt  pcooofty 
n Iho  ftarxU.  what  l>ave  / io  gain  by  a rovolotaon  > Ferltafa  1 have  wmoo 
o loio  in  every  wav  iban  Mr.  hoothey,  with  all  hit  piMm  and  preMMfhr 

rinegiTlca  ami  sboer  into  tho  barcom.  But  that  a rovoiwtScn  b iJMVitatao. 

rvywot.  7T>e  xarominoni  mayrtuh  over  tho  reptoaiSan  af  petty  tomaktai 
ihovo  are  imt  (ho  receding  wa*M  repal*ed  and  beeSen  Sm  a momoni  oa  tho 
abore,  while  the  gvwat  Udo  ta  Mill  rofling  on  and  xaintag  gnand  wtah  ovoty 
brrabvr.  Mr.  henithoy  acruaea  ui  of  attacking  rvlIxiM  of  tho  coastae  i 
and  b he  ahettinx  It  by  writing  live*  of  ITMiryf  (W  nude  <f  w«ahlp 
I*  merriy  dmtroicd  br  arKdhrr.  There  ne-er  waa,  nor  evor  will  bo.  a 
coantry  wIthiMt  a rclixion.  We  thall  be  told  af  Troawe  again  r tioi  It  wm 
sni,  Parb  and  a frantic  party,  which  fiw  a moanont  uphrid  (heir  dogntatk 
nananwo  af  thosytaltanthrspy.  The  church  of  Bagland.  If  owrrilmwB. 
win  Iw  swept  awar  by  (he  aevtartan*  and  not  hy  tho  acoptta.  aro 

loo  wiM,  loo  wril  Infaemed,  lao  cmala  of  their  own  Imnirmt  Imponancw 
ta  iherealtmoftnaoe.evertainbmH  toiheitnpiMyofdsab*.  Thttr  raov 
be  a Crw  *(Kh  dllUdrvw  apeculxor*.  Uke  wai.^  la  the  pata  aunbaana  i 
human  roooan,  Inti  thary  are  vetry  few ; and  their  oplnkn*,  wiihoai  an- 
thwtaa^  M appeal  to  th«  pawimt,  can  never  gain  peeataytea— unl^ 

Indeed.  th*y  are  pertveuted  - tbar,  ta  be  vure.  wllf in  aa*  ihlnx- 

c Mr.  Sowtho*,  with  a cowardly  fwodiy.  euulU  owe  (he  aaiticluaSiri 
* dooth-bwl  rcwentance'  of  Ihr  ob)a^  of  hi*  dlillbe:  and  tadulooa  hlmarif 
In  a ptaoaant ' VlUan  of  Jodement  * In  fwww  a*  weU  m veew.^U  of  bta- 
ptao*  IwuMdonce-  W'hat  Mr.  (tauthey**  aenosttana  wr  ear*  may  be  in  tho 
Bwftai  OMmeix  of  leaving  this  date  a*  ettalovww.  neither  he  nor  we  can  pee- 
lend  ta  dtcide.  In  can.mon,  I |>reauiDC,  wi-n  nvM  in«n  of  anv  redertioB, 
I have  no*  watted  No  a * doaih-bed  • M tenorH  of  many  af  mv  nctlstia,  iwta- 
arithotandtag  (he  'dlabotkal  prkie*  which  thta  piiifbl  rnuadlii  in  ho  ran. 
omr  wotiM  iatpoio  ta  thoM  nbsacora  Mot.  WlMther  upon  the  whole  the 
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.1  So  much  for  hU  poem  — a word  on  ht«  prr&ee.  | 
}i  In  this  preface  it  has  pleased  the  ma^animous 
1 1 Ijaureate  to  draw  the  picture  of  a supposed  **  Satanic 
I School,”  the  which  he  doth  recommend  to  the  no- 
il tk*c  of  the  legUlaturc ; thereby  adding  to  his  other 
[|  laurels  the  ambition  of  those  of  an  informer.  If  there 


I > food  cr  erll  oT  my  daadt  may  prrpcmWrale  ta  not  ht  m#  tfi  a>««nkin  ; Uni 
, at  n.j  mMTu  and  Itavr  U>m  rriatrr,  1 thati  Itinit  mjr  nrrtmt 

dethn^t-to  itn  Mtenwo.  |ira««d.  if  nn «-««»«,)  tltu  I,*  In  tny  tJemv, 

ha«r  ilanr  roor*  r*al  fiiod  In'  any  «n«  Kivrn  tetr,  •ini'a  1 «a*  Iwtmi*,  ilian 
. Mr.  >outhc7  in  lh«  ahoir  rtwnr  of  id*  abiOinx  a»«l  tHrmoat  ni.mtcv. 
I IMTV  art  artrral  attMwi*  to  «hkli  I t'M  look  Ihw  k «llh  an  ^nnril  ptulr, 
not  to  S*  dtmt»d  hy  th«  ralumnin  o(  a Mfritne.  Thtrv  arc  (xbtr.  lo 
vhich  1 lecur  «iih  torrov  and  nqionianc*  ; but  Iho  adt  mrt  of  mg  Ilf.- 
I vhlrh  Mr.  Snutht*  CAB  ha«r  any  raaj  kr.naW^,  A*  It  wa»  onr  wliw-ti 
I lmai|thl  tn«  In  noniArt  »lth  a n««r  cenne-Uon  of  huoon  (Mr.  Colvndd<pj. 
did  1.0  lUtltanrair  to  ihAI  ronnaetwn  ne'e  to 

*'  I mm  not  tcnoruit  of  Mr.  Soinhoy**  cAluntnio*  on  a difTcrnK  oeraalon, 
them  to  bo  tuth,  nhith  ho  tc*lirrv*l  abroad  un  Ma  r^m  from 
dwlirrrlAr^  aninat  mr  And  utha-r*  : iNr*  liars  donr  blm  no  foud  In  thl* 
•arid:  and  tf  liU  crrid  bo  iSa  ricld  eno,  ibry  •III  do  biai  Ion  in  tho  noit. 
WIlii  iU«  ‘ dntih  licri  ' may  bt.  It  U iMt  mr  protincs  to  prrdii-ttt ; In  lain* 
Httls  It  with  bia  Maker,  aa  1 mud  do  with  mine.  TVts  Utnnmhlnit  at 
«n<r  liailK-rou*  and  biArphsmou*  In  ihU  amarud  t.rlbl4rr<'f  all  work  uiiinc 
downtodral  damtiauun  and  dotrutilun  tit<nn  hit  f.lbawi  rr.rturM.  alilt 
W'ai  TyUr.  ihs  .\|iniKr<«Mf  cf  (ieorct  ihr  Third,  and  Ihr  Kl«nrt  on  Marlin 
tho  r««aHdo,  all  arulllrtl  lo|{V(lM.-r  iii  hi*  wrUirta  dck.  Otrr  of  hb  romuta. 
tlon.  aiiiwart  lo  bv  a I atin  nn<«  from  a work  ol  a Mr.  I.and/w,  iho  auehor 
of'  Ocrur,*  whoao  frlcndthip  Cur  Hoitrt  SovUit*  will.  It  Ktin*.  * bs  an  hca* 
no«r  i«  him  whon  Uat  rphrmoral  dittraln  and  ryihrmcTal  rstigiatlcan.  of 
thsday  ais  f.>iv<iti*n.’  1 for  «u*  nrithwr  «mry  him  * tho  filondal.lp,'  nor 
the  gWy  m TtfT'^Itjn  «hlrht*  to  aceriio  fn>m  it.  Ilka  Mr.  ThrlurMn’*  fur- 
tunr.  In  thr  third  and  ^rth  irmcratlon.  ThI.  frimdnhlp  aili  ywobably  hr 
aa  moiiwaUa  m hi*  own  opln,  which  (ml  qwoerd  to  him  bm  or  twoirs 
roar*  .scu  In  ' l^!«Uih  KarrU')  I'orwm  raid  * would  t«  rrmomhf-rrd  whtn 
bu«n«r  and  Vlr(il  an  farpitua.  — and  not  till  Ibsiv.'  for  tbs  praaaMt  1 
laavc  him." 

Mr.  Southrjr  was  not  dlaposeil  to  IK  this  pa.ti  unantwered. 
Hr,  on  the  .Vn  of  Jamutry,  »ddn-s*ed  to  the  Kditor  of 
the  Lofiiion  Courier  a letter,  of  which  we  ihall  quote  *11  that 
> is  of  ImporUnee : — 

, **  1 come  at  once  to  hi#  I.«nUhlpN  rhare*  afalnM  >"*•  blowlnc  aw  ay  the 

abnwr  with  which  It  la  froihrd,  ana  eraporatlnic  a a'rone  acid  ui  wtiirh  it  ta 
Wiapanded.  The  mIditBm  uim  appear*  (o  br,  that  * Mr.  >»uthey,  on  hit 
retum  from  Hwlurrinnd  (In  Inl7|,  •ratterrd  alitiad  caZummei,  knowinw 
ihrin  M h«  atich,  tfalivu  Lord  VjmB  and  others'  To  Ihu  1 reply  with 
m 4irrvl  *n4  ^rniol. 

" If  1 had  bawn  told  in  that  fuuntry  that  Ixad  llyron  hid  turned  Turk, 
or  Stook  of  I,a  Trappe,  that  hr  had  famiihrd  a Sorrm,  or  mdowrd  an 
hmpiul,  t rokihl  hare  ibotidht  the  accoamt,  wbkHerer  ti  had  lawn,  pew- 
aible,  and  repeated  It  acrordinidy  l pamlng  It,  aa  H had  twen  taken,  in  the 
email  ebance  of  eonrenaitnn,  llw  no  rmire  t)>an  it  wa*  worth.  Jn  |1,|* 
maimer  1 mlaht  hare  apoken  of  him.  aa  of  IWnn  (renunh  *.  the  litren 
.Mania  Ihe  Indian  Ju|qdrr»,  or  anr  other  maTr  of  the  Uirie  hclnf. 
“niore  w»a  tM  reaaon  for  any  uarttralar  driicao  mi  any  11011  In  tpeaklnf  of 
III*  L^irdrMp ' and.  Indeed,  I Uiould  hare  thouffhi  any  thinf  o')  Ich  itiiuhi 
be  tvi>art«d  of  him,  wou  d hare  tfijufwd  hU  chataettr  aa  Unbi  aa  thr  *>ory 
wrhirn  *D  ereatlr  annoyed  l.ord  Keeper  (iuildfiwd,  tiuti  hr  had  ilrbiena 
rhinocetcB-  He'niay  ride  a rhinncero.,  aiwl  lbou|Cli  errry  tioily  wouM  starr, 

' Bn  Mie  woBid  wonder,  itni  oiakinit  no  livi|ulry  rcmcOTninx  him  whrn  I 
waa  abroad,  becauie  1 Celt  bo  ruriiKity,  I hoard  nnihina.  and  had  n-whirur 
to  repeat.  WTim  ] rpeke  of  wondrti  le  my  friend*  otkI  Bci|uainttn<c  on 
my  rWam,  tl  wa*  cf  Ine  fl«init-tree  at  AlpriBchl,  and  thr  rti-ivii  th.<w*and 
ritiiina  at  not  of  lawd  Hyren.  1 aoufht  (ur  no  oalrr  tubjeci 

than  Ht.  Urtnla. 

■*  Ones,  aiwl  enJy  once,  in  connectlcw  with  flwIltcTland,  1 hare  alludrd 
to  hi*  I.wxl.hln  ; and,  aa  the  posass  waa  r«rtail«*l  m the  I'rcu.  I take  thia 
I oppertwBitr  Of  miorinf  It.  In  trie  * ^artcrly  Heri.-w.'  ttwakire  isci- 
d nfoUy  of  iho  Jan^au,  I aald,  * it  waa  thr  *>-ene  wlwr*  I.ord  liyrun't 
mot  tlw  iWril  and  buihrd  him~  thourh  the  l>rrt|  niwtt  hate 
wiin  hi*  raw*e  Iwfi're  anr  irtbuaal  In  thl*  world,  nr  thr  nrit.  If  he  had  not 
p'.Fwded  iDorefrebty  furbiiiiarilihan  Ida  adtocale,  la  a cauie  of  canocUa- 
alH>n.  rrer  pleaded  hir  him.’ 

**  With  regard  to  the  ' other*.’  whom  hia  f.ardthip  aocti»e*  me  cf  rs- 
I hiiumatitw,  I •u)<tMwo  he  allude*  10  a party  of  hh  fri.Tidi,  wtrioe  name*  I 

' fiiund  writicn  In  the  Allaicn  at  Mont-Anrert,  with  an  arowal  of  Alhetsm 

. annned.  In  (irt«k.  and  an  Indignant  cstntttM'm  la  thr  »axr«e  lanauaar, 
vrxlamrwih  li.j  Thot#  name*,  with  that  avowal  and  the  caumeiii,  { 
tranwriti**!  ht  my  note-honk,  ana  *pr>ke  nf  the  ctr>uni«anrc  on  my  return. 
If  1 had  pnSllthrd  H,  the  ice*>''rnvan  In  qumtb-n  wowM  not  h««w  thoturhi 
himartf  tiandrred.  by  harinc  that  rvcordMl  uf  him  which  be  )iaa  ao  ofren 
iwt-o**l*d  of  hlm«Hf. 

'*  The  many  oppr'i^'rlota*  appeUallon*  whkh  tawd  ilyron  hat  heerowed 
Upon  Biv.  I !(•*«,  aa  I And  thetn,  wiih  the  |iraitai  which  be  bat  beuowad 
upon  himtrlf. 

‘ How  eadly  ii  a noble  tpitli  dlwcm'd 
Frcm  harih  and  *uipl>uruu*  matter  lhai  flir*  out 
In  comaeoetiea,  make*  a n^ie,  and  iltt.k* ! ' 1).  Javans. 

Hat  I am  arruaionted  to  n>rh  ihini:* ; and.  *o  far  ffran  irritatinc  mr  are 
the  enetniri  who  ate  wch  weapona,  iltat,  when  t brat  «<f  ti>e<r  attack*,  it 
l»  *on>eMtl*(a«'ll«»  to  think  they  hare  (h«»  «niph>'«f  the  me  unui*  which 
mn<t  have  tw  n rmulnyed  «oii'rwh>-rr,  and  could  not  hare  lawn  rltrecied 
asainti  any  peno-i  whom  tt  vmiid  jr  mole<t  or  Injarr  leu.  The  riper, 
h»werer  renomnua  in  purpose,  la  harmim*  ta  elfei  t.  wbilo  it  U Idting  at 
the  Ale.  ft  t«  artdom.  Indeed,  that  I watieawnnl,  or  a thouchf . upon 
thoae  who  are  twrprluany  aa*allin<  me.  Ibil  aUuirrinf,  ai  I liu,  the  |wr- 
wsvaiiiiBi  which  diMfrace  our  ■■urretit  Uterature,  and  irme  fmtn  coniro- 
Tcny  aa  1 an,  both  by  priaeiple  and  InclinaHan,  I mak*  no  ptofrmUai  of 


• (H«rtsi  Geramh,  . a fiennan  Jow,  who,  f.»r  «ome  time  etcited  moch 
pwhtir  attmtion  in  tjondan  by  the  rttnraesnee  of  hi*  drwm.  IWinc  very 
troul.l«*oti>e  and  metiarlna  In  ik-mandinp  remaiMraiion  fmm  (iorempuent, 
for  a pnimial  he  had  made  ft  ensafinit  a iandr  nf  Croat  troop*  in  the 
aernce  m Cnfiand,  he  waa,  ia  Iklli,  aent  out  of  the  country  under  the 
a'len  act.] 

t fThe  ~ Green  Man  * wa*  a popular  afrorpiere,  ae  railed  from  Ihe  her*, 
who  ••»*  rrerr  thin*  green,  hat,  glom.  Ac.  Ac.1 
I (.Mr.  T.  U.  Stmllq  titaimi  hla  naoM,  with  the  addttten  of  SSmc,  in 
thia  albura.] 
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rxi»ts  anywhere,  excepting;  in  his  imagination,  such 
a School,  Is  he  not  suthcit’iUly  anncil  against  it  by 
his  own  InteniiC  vanity  ? The  truth  is,  that  there 
I are  certain  writers  whom  Mr.  S.  imuginch,  like 
I SiTub,  to  have  *'  talked  of  him ; fur  they  laughed 
i consumcdly.  ” < 


rwm-m*i»tanc«.  When  the  ofTence  and  the  nffendrr  are  iuch  aa  In  call 
lor  the  whip  and  the  branding-ltMi,  it  ho*  Uwtt  both  wcit  and  fdi  Uiai  I ! 
ca.)  Mdicl  them.  * ' 

“ Lord  Kyronh  present  eiarsrlwtlon  la  pridentty  pruduerd  hr  an  inrir*  I 
•Ion  of  iM*  kind  —not  by  hmr*ay  reiwirts  of  my  cceirsrsatUm,  &iwr  y<ar* 
agw,  iransmittrd  him  fioiu  klngland.  The  cau«r  mar  !«  fuiind  In  o’nain 
rrmarka  upon  the  Satanic  wbi^  uf  pwtry.  mitajRrd  in  m;  (OrfM-e  to  ihe 
' V lUiin  <f  Jiidgmeiit.'  U rll  s-  uht  It  W fur  laest  Ityron  if  iw  could  look  ! 
ba.k  upon  any  uf  hi*  w(itii>ics.  with  aa  mwrh  tatnfattlun  as  I diaji  alway* 
do  uiua  what  is  there  nud  1*  Ih  it  flagitious  (chonJ.  Mans  prfwmi,  ar^l 
pirsnU  mprtully.hax  et|>e*wird  ihrir  gmiiiud*  to  me  >'««  fsasin^  applitvl  I 
the  brand<n*-lmn  utwre  II  was  *0  richls  desersed.  I'h*  E''li>t«tr*l<  He-  I 
riewrr.  Indrwd.  wl  h thwllMituHir.lde  ferlin*  b*  which  hlsrniitisii  . air  w> 
peculiarly  disfiniiuisfaed,  suiqwnsin*  Ihr  remark*  ihrixieUe*.  t,a  iii-|>iitcd 
them  whnily  In  ent.  on  iiiy  |.*n.  I give  him,  in  Uim  bisiaoc. , full  • rsrbt 
for  swiccriiy:  I Mtle<r  he  wu  equally  InrsMlje  of  conifrThri  din<  a w nr- 
thief  DKiUee,  Of  of  inrentiiqi  a w<w>e:  a*i«i  as  1 have  never  rersiir^  ■ ndAl 
tu  ta)>Mw,  In  an*  ioManrw,  hu  fit  ful  tnalcs,ii««.e,  I ihxrik  hint  f,.i  1.  < i-g, 
in  this,  *irlpM*l  U bare  hlmarlf,  and  • ahlUlcd  it  in  Us  haUl,  naknt.aiMl  im-  I 
dt<*ui>a*l  iMirmily.  i 

'*  l-iTii  Hyrwn,  I.ke  hi*  encomiast,  ha*  not  rentured  to  living  the  maltrr  ’ j 
of  thew  aniinsdrmicm*  Inio  view.  Hr  (iinceals  Ihr  fwt,  tlxk  Uiry  are  ) 
directed  against  -he  ainhon  of  bla>phmitsu»  r*n>l  >a*<  iTpei,  |.o.k*  . agal.ta 
men  who,  not  («inirm  with  indul*ing  ll•*tr  own  net*.  taU-ur  to  n>ake 
Mhm  the  >lare«  of  aen-uality,  lik-  them*elfe*;  agamM  puliiic  pari'm, 

• ho,miasUng  <m«vlr  with  lrw<ln«.-)is,  sock  at  once  to  deuren  the  rvnnni 
of  social  oed.r,  and  In  tarry  prufination  and  iwiluUutt  into  priv.*U  CamiUe*, 
and  into  the  hearts  of  individual*. 

" III*  i,cndsliip  ha*  thought  it  not  unWotning  In  him  to  call  me  a 
terUd'ler  rf  all  work.  lei  il*  word  tfftMtf  i«m:  It  U an  aptwIMiiun 
which  will  not  sill  k.  like  that  of  fke  .soraMc  ecL.V.  Hut,  If  a tcribldM, 
how  am  I uise  of  uf/  wwrkF  I wIM  tell  Ixml  ti>ron  what  | hare  swf 
«criUded— - what  kind  of  work  1 ha«e  wnf  dune.  I hare  n.-r«e  {wiUithad 
llheis  upoo  inr  friend*  .snd  arquBintante,  e*urn«d  ms  »orrr.w  fur  ihn*o 
libeh,  anti  eai'erl  them  In  during  a nw-sd  of  b-tivr  mind  — and  Ihets  rv- 
iMied  them,  s>h«nt  ih*  esll  spirit,  whkh  for  s time  had  b>ns  < *st  out.  IihI  i 
returned  and  takrn  powewiMin,  wiih  serers  othn-.,  more  w|,  k<d  titan  him-  ' 
*eir.  1 hare  nrvrf  alHiwsI  the  powtr.  of  whkh  every  author  li  In  tumo 
dogrre  ptmsuwd,  to  wtwnd  the  •haiatler  of  a man,  or  Ur  bwnti  of  a 
wontan.  I hare  nesi-r  tml  Into  the  siet'-d  a bonk  to  which  I did  twit  riaiw 
to  aflii  mr  name  ; or  whk'h  1 fcsiwd  lo  ctaim  in  a ruuri  of  jiisii,...,  if  * 
wereiHrsicd  hr  a ktsarisli  ItotAwtlrT.  | hare  never  manvfsi-iortvl  riimiiuiw 
far  Ihe  bnubef.  Ntwie  of  /krsr  rk/ngr  have  I tlorse;  none  uf  the  foul  w<irk 
In  which  liieranirF  it  |H-rvrrted  to  ihe  Injury  of  ntaiiklntl.  Mtluiwlsirw 
cirwn ; there  U no  'dimneil  Vfirn'  uptw  ihsen  — no  hunt,  whtcli'all  iho 
perfumiB  of  Aralda  will  nm  tweetm.' 

Of  the  wnek  wlikfr  1 k4>e  done.  It  leeomM  me  not  hrre  to  *|wak,  tare 
only  a*  reUen  to  thr  Satanic  Khc«).  ana  It*  roeyidiia-ti*,  the  auibur  of 
' Dim  Juan.'  1 hare  held  up  that  school  to  labile  lieitwtatMin,  as  eni  mk* 
to  the  reItgKm,  the  Indlltill.wvt,  and  Use  dansr«>ic  mttfab  tf  llw  rounlrr. 

I hare  gimt  them  a drstgttsliw  k>  wkick  tkcir/ewwdn'  eni/  Irmiitr  aastr-re, 

I hste  tent  a tione  ftum  mr  ding  which  ha*  sinilim  llw-tr  (wi'lath  In  the 
foectwad.  I hat*  fittened  bis  iismr  upon  the  giUM>>,  for  rrpru*<h  and 
ignominy,  aa  long  as  It  tltall  nstlure.  — T k>  it  down  who  can  '■ 

"itn*  wved  of  advice  to  Lofd  Mrron  before  I c«mt  lude.  - When  heat- 
tack*  me  again,  let  it  be  in  rheme.  Kc*  lUMr  who  hM  so  little  i-ommanrt  «sf 
hlmieir.  It  will  be  a great  srlrantage  ihat  Ms  irni)>rr  stusuM  h.  oMigsd  lo 
liwprwae.  And  while  he  may  tiill  Induls'e  in  the  tame  mnktteM  andvi- 
nilenee  of  iosolt,  the  metre  wUl,  la  some  d.  gyre,  i«s,n  to  le**en  iu  vui- 
faruj.* 

Idjrd  Byron,  without  waiting  for  the  rltsalng  hint  of  the 
foregoing  letter,  ha«l  alreatiy  **  att.itkc«l"  Mr.  .Southey  **  In 
rliyroe.”  On  Uctolwr  1.  IHitl,  he  mj»  to  Mr.  Mutjre,— 

"1  have  written  about  «iily  danri*  of  a)Kwm,  In  orUve  siaitras  ftti  the 
Pakldyle.  whkh  iliefi-dtinKiUiland  think  was  insenitd  h.  \VhMlrcr..n 
- It  h a*  old  as  the  bin*,  in  lialy),  called  * 11te  VIdnn  nf  Judgment,'  by  i 
yuevedn  nedlvivu..  In  thh  It  Is  my  intention  to  put  tlw  *aid  Oeorgr'* 
Apathcosl*  In  a M'hig  polni  of  view,  not  forgeuiiu  U*  IW  LaBrraie,  for  i 
hU  preface  and  hb  usher  demerits.'*  I i 

lAiril  Byron  had  proceeded  lotne  length  In  thepcrfomiAnee  .j 
thu«  annniinrrd.  lieforeMr.  Son!he)'  i letter  to  the  "(.’oiirier” 
fell  into  hit  liarwU.  On  keeing  It.  hit  (.ordahip'i  feeling*  | 
were  ao  exdted.  that  he  could  not  wait  for  revenge  In  ink- 
thed.  but  on  the  Inttant  dc«patched  a cartel  of  mortal  de-  [ 
fiance  to  the  Poet  Laureate,  through  the  medhim  of  Mr.  jl 
Uoiigiu  Khinaird,  — to  whom  he  thui  writes,  February  C.  I 
1H22:—  ! 

" I hare  CM  Rowihcy*!  pmarsded  rciily  i what  remain*  to  hr  done  1*  to 
call  hbn  out.  Thr  qwfwdon  is,  wMjld  b*  eonsw  ’ fw,  if  hr  would  not,  the  I 
whole  thing  would  appear  rkik  ulotss.  if  1 w m tniakta  lung  aral  rkp<  luire 
Joumrj  to  BO  mirp-ww.  You  n.wd  br  mr  ».-r<ind.  and,  a*  such,  1 wl*h  (» 
cunsuli -ow.  I ainds  to  you  atovp  writ  virsad  m Ihr  duvita,  or  rnonnma.  ’ 
rhia.  fif  course  1 shall  cume  to  XngtaB<l  as  pflrairly  a*  pcnsIMc,  aisd  Irav* 
it  <*up|as>ln(  tliM  I wa*  iho  *unlvn>  I In  the  same  mannrr.-  haring  no otlww 
st[^i  whkh  e aid  bring  n<«  Into  Uta*  counny  ncrpt  to  actiW  quarTrls  , 
Bcctimuiatcd  during  lit)  abatiK'w.*  ; 

Mr.  Kinnaird.  juillv  apprrriatlng  the  momentary  exacer- 
bation under  which  Lord  Byron  nail  written  the  challenge  . 
which  this  letter  encloned.  and  billy  aware  how  ah»urd  the'  I 
w hole  tiuiinesi  would  arrm  to  hli  dUtaiit  frientl  after  the  lapse  1 
of  •uch  a (serlotl  aa  must  intervene  before  the  return  of  p<irt  j 
from  Kftwk-k  to  K.iveima,  pm  lAtrd  Byron**  w.*irlike  mitsive 
aside;  and  It  never  wai  heard  of  by  Mr.  Southey  until  after  t 

the  death  of  lia  author.  Meantime  I-ord  Byron  had  con-  ; 

llimcd  hU  •’  attack  in  rhj-me  " — and  hts  ••  Vl»lon  uf  Judg-  | 

nihiit,’*  after  tnrlTectual  m-gotlatlon*  with  varifuj*  niihlHhi  ra  ! 

In  I.ondon,  at  length  saw  the  light  In  1S22,  in  Uie  page*  of 
the  unfortunate  " Liberal.”]  ' 


Dig.l  jcd  by  Goodie 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


1 think  1 know  enough  of  most  of  the  writers  to 
whom  he  is  supposed  to  Allude,  to  Assert,  that  they,  | 
In  their  individual  capacities,  have  done  more  good, 
in  the  charities  of  Life,  to  their  fellow-creatures,  in 
any  one  year,  than  Mr.  Southey  has  done  barm  to 
himself  Uy  his  absurdities  in  his  whole  life ; and  this  ; 
U saying  a great  deal.  But  I have  a few  questions 
to  ask. 

Istly,  Is  Mr.  Southey  the  author  of  “ Wat  Tyler**T 

2«Uy,  Was  he  not  refuse«l  a remedy  at  law  by  the 
highot  Judge  of  his  beloved  Kngland,  because  it 
was  a blasphemous  and  seditious  pubUeation  ? > 

;idly,  Was  he  not  entitled  by  William  Smith,  In 
full  parilaracnt,  *•  a rancorous  nnegailo  **?  * 

4lhly,  Is  he  not  poet  laureate,  with  his  own  lines 
on  Martin  the  n'gtdde  staring  him  in  the  face?3 

And,  Sthly,  Putting  the  ft»ur  preceding  Items  to- 
gether, vrlth  what  conscience  dnre  he  call  the  atten- 
tion of  the  laws  to  the  publications  of  others,  be  they 
what  they  may  ? 

I say  nothing  of  the  cowardice  of  such  a pro- 
ceeding; its  meanness  spe.aks  for  Itwdf;  but  I wish 
to  touch  upon  the  mu/ite,  which  Is  neither  more  nor 
less  than  that  Mr.  S.  has  been  laughed  at  a little  in 
some  recent  puldicatlons  as  he  was  of  yore  in  the 

Antl-jacohin*’  by  his  present  patrons,  s Hence  all 
this  **  skimble-scamble  stuff  ” about  *'  Satanic,"  and 
•o  forth.  However,  it  Is  worthy  of  him — quali$ 
ah  iHccpio." 

It'  there  U any  thing  obnoxious  to  the  political 
opinioas  of  a portion  of  tlie  ptiblic  in  the  following 
poem,  they  may  thank  Mr.  Southey.  He  might 
have  written  hexameters,  as  he  lias  written  every- 
thing else,  for  aught  that  the  writer  cared  — had 
they  l>ecn  upon  another  subject.  But  to  attempt  to 
canonise  a monarch,  who,  whatever  were  his  house- 
hold virtues,  was  neither  a successful  nor  a patriot 
king. inasmuch  as  several  years  of  his  reign 
passed  in  war  with  America  and  Ireland,  to  say  no- 
thing of  the  aggression  upon  France,  — like  all  other 

' [In  1951,  when  Mr.  Southry  applied  to  the  Cm«rt  of 
Chanri^  for  an  Injunction  to  restrain  the  pubUcallon  of 
**  Wat  Tyler."  Lord  Chancellor  Klilon  pronounced  the  fol- 
lowing Judgnifut : — “ I bare  lookc^l  into  all  the  alBdavits. 
and  hare  read  the  book  ittelf  The  bill  goe«  the  length  of 
atating.  that  the  work  was  rompotol  by  Mr.  S<Mitiiey  In  the 
year  17$+l ; that  It  Is  his  nan  production,  and  th.nl  it  has  t*ecii 
pubU*h(d  by  the  defendant*  without  his  sanction  or  aulho  Ity  { 
and  therefore  seeking  an  account  of  the  prolits  wiiiih  luve 
arisen  fr<MU.  and  an  lidunrtinn  to  restrain,  the  publication.  I 
hare  examin<^  the  cases  that  I have  been  aide  to  meet  with 
containing  precedents  for  Injuacltuns  of  this  nature,  and  I 
And  (bat  they  all  proceed  upon  the  ground  of  a title  to  the 
property  In  the  plauttilT.  On  this  head  a distinction  lias  In'cii 
t^en.  to  which  a contideraMe  weight  of  authority  attaches, 
supported,  as  it  is,  by  the  opinion  oi  Lord  Chief  Justice  Lyre ; 
who  has  expressly  Udd  it  down,  that  a person  cannot  recover 
in  dam^ures  for  a work  which  is.  in  its  nature,  ealculateil  to  do 
Injury  to  the  public,  t’pon  the  same  priiiriule  this  etmrt  re- 
fused an  injunction  In  the  case  of  Walcot  (I'cter  Pindar) 
**  e.  Walker,  inasmuch  as  he  could  ztot  hare  recovered  da- 
mages In  an  action.  After  the  (Villen  consideration.  I remain 
of  the  same  opinion  as  (hat  which  I entertained  In  deciding 
the  case  referrt^  to.  Taking  all  the  drrumstances  into  roy 
conilderallun.  it  apj>e«rs  to  me.  that  I cannot  grant  this  In- 
junction, until  after  Mr.  Southey  shall  have  estAlillshod  his 
right  to  the  property  by  aetloo.'*  — Ityunrlioo  refused  J 
* ■ (Mr.  WllUam  Smltli,  M P.  for  Norwich,  made  a virulent 
attack  on  Mr  S<mthey  In  the  House  of  Commons  on  the  isth 
of  March,  IHi;,  and  the  l.aureate  replied  by  a letter  in  the 
Cflsir+er.) 

* 'Among  the  effbstons  of  Mr.  Southey's  Juvcidle  muse,  we 
knd  this 

**  InscnpOon  for  the  Apartment  In  Chepstow  Castle,  where 
Hsmry  Martin,  the  Regicide,  was  tmpriiooed  tiilrty  years. 

**  For  thirty  years  secluded  from  mankind 
Here  Marlin  lin|v>r'(L  Uftea  hare  these  waits 


exaggeration,  necewuily  begets  opputlUon.  In 
whatever  manner  he  may  be  sjioken  of  in  this  new 
“ VUkm,”  his  public  career  will  not  be  more  favour- 
ably transmitted  by  history.  Of  his  private  virtues 
(although  a little  expensive  to  the  nation)  then;  can  | 
be  no  doubt. 

With  regard  to  the  supernatural  per+onages  treated  | 
of,  I can  only  say  that  I know  as  much  about  Uiem, 
and  (as  an  honest  man)  have  a better  right  to  talk 
of  them,  than  Robert  Southey.  I have  also  treated 
them  more  tolerantly.  The  way  in  which  that  poor 
insane  creature,  the  Laureate,  deals  about  his  Judg- 
ments in  the  next  world,  is  like  his  own  Judgment 
in  this.  If  it  was  not  completely  ludicrous,  it  would 
be  something  wor+c.  1 don’t  think  that  there  is  much 
mure  to  say  at  present. 

QUEVEDO  REDIVIVUS. 

P.S. — It  is  possible  that  some  reailers  may  oI>- 
Ject,  In  these  ottectionable  times,  to  the  freedom 
with  which  saints,  ungeU,  and  spiritual  perMins  dLs- 
course  In  this  “Vision."  But,  fur  precedents  upon 
such  polnt-s  I must  refer  him  to  Fielding's  ••  Journey 
from  this  World  to  the  next,"  and  to  the  Visium  of 
myself,  the  said  Quevrdo,  in  Spanish  or  translated. 
The  reader  is  also  re<| nested  to  observe,  that  no 
doctrinal  tenets  are  insisted  u}»un  or  discussed  ; that 
the  person  of  the  Deity  is  carefully  withheld  from 
sight,  which  is  more  than  can  i>e  said  for  the 
Laureate,  who  hath  thought  pn>j>er  t<>  make  him  tdk, 
not  “ like  a school  divine,"  but  like  the  unscholarlike 
Mr.  Southey.  The  whole  action  j+as>^  on  the  out- 
side of  heaven;  and  Chaucer’s  Wife  of  Bath,  ru!ci*s 
.Morgante  Maggiore,  Swift's  Tale  of  a TuK  and  the 
other  works  above  referred  to.  arc  cases  In  point  of 
the  freedom  with  which  saints  may  be  per- 
mitted to  converse  in  works  not  intended  to  be 
serious.  Q.  R. 

* « * Mr.  Southey  being,  as  he  says,  a good  Chri.w- 
tlan  and  vindictive,  threatens,  I understand,  a reply  to 

Echo'd  hU  footsteps,  as  with  even  tread 
He  paced  around  (lii  priton.  Not  to  hUn 
Did  Nature's  fair  varieties  exist ; 

He  never  saw  the  sun's  delightful  bsarns ; 

Save  when  through  yon  high  bars  he  pour'd  a sail 
And  broken  ^lendour.  Dost  thou  a»k  his  crime  ? 
lie  had  rrbflrd  aftatnti  the  A'mg.  and  tat 
Jh  Jud^ent  on  Ann  ; for  his  ariiinit  mind 
Shaped  gnoiUlest  plans  of  happiness  on  earth. 

And  i>eai-e  and  liberty.  Wild  drearas  ! but  such 
As  Plato  loved  ; such  as,  with  holy  seal. 

Our  Milton  aorshipp’d.  Blessed  Iuf;>es  I awhile 
From  man  wtlhhrUl,  even  to  the  latter  days. 

When  Christ  shall  come,  and  ail  things  be  fUlliird.**J 

* [The  following  Imitation  of  the  Inscrfjition  on  the 
glciue's  Apartment,  written  by  Mr.  Canning,  appeared  Id  the 

“ Inscription  for  the  Door  of  the  Csdl  In  Newgate,  w here 
Mrs.  Brownrigg,  the  'Prendce-cide,  was  confined, 
previous  to  her  execution. 

•*  For  one  long  term,  or  ere  her  trial  came. 

Here  Brownrlpg  linger'd.  Often  have  these  cells 
Echo'd  her  blasphemies,  as  w ith  shrlli  voire 
She  scream'd  for  fresh  genera.  Not  to  her 
Did  the  blithe  Grids  of  Tolhill,  or  thy  street, 

St.  (Hies,  its  fair  varieties  ex|>and  : 

Till  at  the  last  in  siowr -drawn  cart  she  went 
To  execution.  Dost  thou  ask  her  crime  ? 

SAe  trif/rp'd  tw/nfo/e  'prm/iret  to  death. 

And  kid  them  in  the  cval-hoie.  For  her  mind 
Shaped  strirtest  plans  of  discipline.  Sage  schemrt  ! 

Suen  as  Lymrgus  (augbt.  when  at  the  sbriiie 

Of  the  Ortiiyan  goddess  he  (MUie  rtog 

Tlie  little  Spartans  ; such  as  erst  cliastiseii 

Our  Milton,  when  at  college-  For  this  art 

Did  Hrownrigg  swing.  Harsh  laws  1 But  tiiresh.i]]  com*. 

When  France  shall  reign. and  laws  be  all  repeal'd.'*] 
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this  oar  tniwer.  It  U to  be  hoped  that  bU  vlslonar)- 
faculties  will  In  the  mean  time  have  acquired  a little 
more  jud^ent,  properly  si>  called ; otherwise  he 
will  got  biinsclf  Into  new  dilemmas.  These  apostate 
Jacobins  furnish  rich  rejoinders.  Let  him  take  a ■ 
specimen.  Mr.  Southey  laudeth  grievously  “ one  | 
Mr.  Landor,"  who  cultivates  much  ^private  renown 
In  the  shape  of  Latin  verses ; and  not  long  ago,  the  ' 
poet  laureate  dedicated  to  him.  It  appeareth,  one  of 
his  fugitive  lyrics,  upon  the  strength  of  a poem 
called  Gebir.  Who  could  suppose,  that  in  this  same 
Gebir  the  aforesaid  Savage  Landor^  (for  such  is 
his  grim  cognomen)  putteth  Into  the  Infernal  regions 
no  less  a person  than  the  hero  of  his  friend  Mr. 
Southey's  heaven,  — yea,  even  George  the  Third  I j 
See  how  personal  Savage  bccomcth,  when  he  < 
bath  a mind.  The  following  is  his  portrait  of  our 
bite  gracious  sovereign : — 

tPHnee  (IrWr  haring  descended  Into  the  Infernal  rej,dnn«.  the 
Charles  of  )iU  royal  auceiturc  are.  al  hi « requert,  called  up  tu 
bU  riew ; and  he  exclaims  to  bU  gho»lly  guide)  — 

**  Aroar.  what  wretch  that  nearest  ua?  what  wretch 
1l  that  with  eyebrow*  white  and  ilantlng  brow? 

Liilco  I him  vonder.  who.  bound  down  kUptoe. 

Shrink*  yelling  from  that  *word  there,  engine-bung. 

1 le  too  amongit  my  arice*ton  I 1 hate 
The  dei|>ot.  but  the  daiurd  1 deipUe. 

Wa*  be  our  countryman  ? " 

“ Alas.  0 king  ! 

Iberia  boro  him.  but  the  breod  accurst 
Inrlcment  winds  blew  blighting  from  north-east.’* 

'•  He  was  a warrior  then,  nor  fear'd  the  g*»»Ui  ?" 

“ Gebir,  he  fear'd  the  demons,  not  the  gods, 

Tbou^'li  them  indeed  hii  dally  fare  adored  ; 

And  was  no  warrior,  yet  the  thcnisand  lives 
Squander'd,  a*  stone*  to  exervUe  a sUiig, 

And  the  tame  vrueUy  and  cold  caprice — 

Ob  madness  of  mankind  1 address'd*  adored  t — 

Geliir,  p.  3S. 

I omit  noticing  some  edifying  Ithn>haUics  of  Sa- 
vagius,  wishing  to  keep  the  proper  veil  over  them, 
if  his  grave  but  somewhat  indiscreet  worshipper  will 
suffer  It ; but  certainly  these  teachers  of  “ great 
moral  lessons'*  are  apt  to  be  found  in  strange 
company. 


Cftc  Viflion  of  gjubgairnt. 


Saikt  Prraa  sat  by  the  celestial  gate; 

His  keys  were  rusty*  and  the  lock  was  dull. 
So  little  trouble  had  been  given  of  late ; 

Not  that  the  place  by  any  means  was  full, 
But  since  the  Gallic  era  “ eighty-eight " 

The  devils  had  U'en  a longer,  stronger  pull. 
And  **a  pull  altogether,**  as  they  say 
At  sea — which  drew  most  souls  another  way. 

n. 

The  angels  all  were  singing  out  of  tunc, 

And  hoarse  with  having  little  else  to  do, 
Excepting  to  wind  up  the  sun  and  moon. 

Or  curb  a runaway  young  sur  or  two, 


Or  wild  coU  of  a comet,  which  too  soon 
Broke  out  of  bounds  o’er  the  ethereal  blue. 
Splitting  some  planet  with  its  playful  tall. 

As  boats  are  sometimes  by  a wanton  whale. 

i III. 

' The  guardian  seraphs  had  retired  on  high, 

I Finding  their  charges  luist  all  care  below ; 
TerrvstrUl  business  fill'd  nought  in  the  *ky 
Save  the  recording  angel's  black  bureau; 

Who  found,  indeed,  the  facts  to  multiply 
With  such  rapidity  of  vice  and  wo, 

That  be  had  stripp'd  ufi’both  his  wings  in  quillSf 
And  yet  was  in  urrear  of  human  ills. 

! IV. 

His  business  so  augmented  of  late  years, 

That  he  was  forced,  against  his  will  no  doubt, 
(Ju-sl  like  those  cherulw,  c.irthly  minister^,) 

Fur  some  resource  to  turn  himself  atwut. 

And  claim  the  help  of  his  celestial  peers. 

To  aid  him  ere  he  should  be  quite  woni  out. 

By  the  Increased  demand  fur  bis  remarks : 

Six  angels  and  twelve  saints  were  named  his  clerks. 

V. 

This  was  a handsome  board — at  least  fi>r  heaven ; 

And  yet  they  had  even  then  enough  to  do, 

.So  many  conquerors’  cars  were  daily  driven, 

So  many  kingdoms  fitted  up  anew ; 

Each  day  too  slew  Its  tbou:»ands  six  or  seven, 

Till  at  the  crowning  carnage,  Waterloo, 

They  threw  their  pens  down  in  divine  disgust  — 
The  page  was  so  besmear'd  with  blood  aud  dust. 

VI. 

This  by  the  way ; ’tis  not  mine  to  record 

What  angeU  shrink  from:  even  the  very  devil 
On  this  occasion  bis  own  work  abhorr'd. 

So  surfeited  with  the  infernal  revel : 

Though  he  himself  hail  shan>en'd  every  sword, 

It  almost  quench'd  his  innate  thirst  of  evil 
(Here  Satan's  sole  good  work  deserves  Insertion  — 

*T  is,  that  he  has  both  generals  in  reversion. ) 

VIL 

l^et’s  skip  a few  short  years  of  hollow  peace. 

Which  peopled  earth  no  better,  hell  as  wont, 

And  heaven  none  — they  form  the  tyrant's  lease. 
With  nothing  but  new  names  subsc*rUi<‘d  u)>on 't ; 
'Twill  one  day  finish:  meantime  they  increase, 

**  W’ith  seven  heads  and  ten  boms,"  and  all  In  front. 
Like  Saint  John's  foretold  boast ; but  ours  are  burn 
Less  formidable  in  the  head  than  hum. 

VIII. 

In  the  first  year  of  freedom's  second  dawn  * 

Died  George  the  Third  ^ ; although  no  tyrant,  one 
Who  shielded  tyrants,  till  each  sense  withdrawn 
Left  him  nor  mental  nor  external  sun  : 

! A better  farmer  ne'er  brush’d  dew  from  lawn, 

A worse  king  never  left  a realm  undone  1 
He  died — but  left  his  suluects  still  behind. 

One  half  as  mad — and  *t other  no  less  blind. 


» (Walter  Sarxire  Landor.  F»q..  author  of  Count  Julian,  which  the  revolutionary  iplrlt  broke  out  all  over  the  toulh  of 
a tragedy  — “ Imaginary  Converwtion*.”  In  three  series  — Eurojie.j 

and  variotu  other  works,  was  an  early  friend  of  Mr.  Southey.  , nerhani.  the  reader  will  thank  us  for  iranscrlblae 


and  dUfrrenre  «>f  politics  had  never  di»lur)>ed  their  perst  ual 
feeUngi  towards  each  other.  Mr.  Landor  had  long  resided  in 
Italy.) 

* [George  HI.  died  the  80th  of  January,  1 1420. a year  lo 


> [Here,  perhaps,  the  reader  will  (hank  us  fur  transcribing 
a lew  of  Mr.  Southey's  hexameters : ~- 

liwuch  n«(  In  ihuugtti,  I ctond  t^«  virdow.  brhoSiUna 
UoMiMa,  tod  lake,  ami  vate;  Um  vaUey  dUrvbvti  of  lU  vanlurti 
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He  died  I — his  deftth  made  no  great  stir  on  earth ; 

His  burial  made  some  pomp ; there  was  profusion 
Of  velvet,  gilding,  brass,  and  no  great  dearth 

Of  aught  but  tears — save  those  shed  by  collusion. 
For  these  things  may  be  bought  at  their  true  worth } 
Of  elegy  there  was  the  due  Infusion  — 

Bough^i  also ; and  the  torches,  cloaks,  and  banners, 
Heralds,  and  relics  of  old  Gothic  manners, 

X. 

Form’d  a sepulchral  melodrame.  Of  all 

The  fools  who  flock’d  to  swell  or  see  the  show. 
Who  cared  about  the  corpse  ? The  funeral 

Made  the  attraction,  and  the  black  the  woe.  [pall ; 
There  throbb’d  not  there  a thought  which  plerc^  the 
And  when  the  gorgeotu  coffin  was  laid  low. 

It  seem’d  the  mockery  of  hell  to  fold 
The  rottenness  of  eighty  years  in  gold.  * 

XI. 

$0  mix  his  body  with  the  dust  1 It  might 
Return  to  what  it  must  far  sooner,  were 
The  natural  compound  left  alone  to  fight 
Its  way  back  Into  earth,  and  fire,  and  air  i 
But  the  unnatural  balsams  merely  blight 
What  nature  made  him  at  bis  birth,  as  bare 
As  the  mere  miUlun’s  base  unmummied  clay  — 

Tet  all  his  spices  but  prolong  decay. 

XIL 

He’s  dead  — and  upper  earth  with  him  has  done ; 

He's  burled;  save  the  undertaker’s  bill, 

Or  lapidary  scrawl,  the  world  is  gone 
For  him,  unless  he  left  a (Jerman  will ; 

But  where’s  the  prof’tor  who  will  ask  his  son  ? 

In  whom  his  qualities  are  reigning  still. 

Except  that  household  virtue,  mo^t  uncommon, 

Of  constancy  to  a bad,  ugly  woman. 

XHL 

**  God  save  the  king  I **  It  Is  a large  economy 
In  God  to  save  the  like ; but  If  he  will 
Be  saving,  all  the  better ; for  not  one  am  I 
Of  those  who  think  damnation  better  still : 

I hanlly  know  too  if  not  quite  alone  am  I 
In  this  small  hope  of  bettering  future  ill 
By  circumscribing,  with  some  slight  restriction. 

The  eternity  of  bcU’t  hot  jurisdiction. 

XIV. 

I know  this  Is  unpopular ; I know 

’Tls  blasphemous;  I know  one  may  be  damn'd 
For  hoping  no  one  else  may  e’er  be  so ; 

1 know  my  catechism ; 1 know  we  arc  cramm'd 

That  w 1 Maod.  th«  which  avhil*  frnm  Ita  vsminf  had 

Smi  hath  it*  iM(«  *4TUa,  tim  i.!  rvM.  t thmugh  ihv  tllanc*  wf  awning. 

*T  i*  a d«ap  dall  *ound,  ihat  k h^a;  and  moumful  at  all  umo, 

For  It  tall*  r< BKiataiin  alway*.  Kui  haaatar  (hi.  4a« 

Ftll  on  (ha  romciM*  aar  il*  daapar  and  inournlullar  Impawt. 

Ya«(  In  thf  hrari  Hvonk  ; Ibr  Oil*  wa*  tha  da*  whan  the  hara’d. 
Biwaklnf  hu  wand,  thowld  proalaun.  Ihat  i.taaaia  our  Kina  waa  d»> 

paftad. 

Thaw  art  raiHuad ! t ctiad : (hr  aottl  It  (ial|aar*d  from  bondafp ! 

Tbow.  who  b.ia  Uln  *o  long  hi  mamal  and  altti^  darfcaa**. 

Than  art  In  Timdar  baaaan  I iht  plar*  k In  llcM  and  In  ^ory. 

rom*.  and  cwhoUl ! — mHltoMchi  a turtling  from  tha  twllgcht 
A’wwar'di  anti  thatwwliho  | a wnke  a*  of  liahhiina. 

With  a *ound  Ilka  tha  nuhlng  oTwImk,  oa  tha  rotring  m wattn. 
ir  fnint  wlthotit  It  rama.  I knaw  im*.  m twddtn  iha  trliurai 
t k 1/  tha  brain  itiwlf  to  tha*  urong  (hUh  hvl  atpandatl 
All  Ik  aiactria  antrev  Of  ttranglh  *nd  of  Ihow]^  It  bcrcA  tM| 
Haartng,  and  tight,  and  tanaa  ««ra  giair.'* 

hiwmaT**  KW«t  ^ Jad^.'wnf  ) 

1 I **Bo  bt  the  oniaan  onfortfd,  ralird  I mj  head  In  ehrdknea. 

And  In  a rialt  I fouitd  (Harad.  »rch*d  oara  on  all  tlda*. 

Md  law  wai  that  iKitMa  t4  tht  dead.  Arawad  tl  ware  totf.na. 


with  the  best  doctrines  till  we  quite  o’erflow ; 

I knowtbatall  save  England'schurch  havestaaram’dg 
And  that  the  other  twice  two  hundred  churches 
And  synagogues  have  made  a damn'd  bad  purchase. 

. XV. 

God  help  us  all  1 God  help  me  too  t I am. 

(rod  knows,  as  helpless  as  the  devil  can  wish. 

And  not  a whit  more  difficult  to  damn, 

Than  Is  to  bring  to  land  a late-book'd  flah, 

Or  to  the  butcher  to  purvey  the  lamb ; 

Not  that  I’m  fit  for  such  a noble  dish, 

As  one  day  will  be  that  immortal  fry 
Of  almost  every  body  bom  to  die. 

XVI. 

Saint  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate, 

And  nodded  o’er  his  keys ; when,  lo  l there  came 
A wondrous  noise  he  had  not  heard  of  late  — 

A rushing  sound  of  wind,  and  stream,  and  flame; 
In  short,  a mar  of  things  extremely  grvat. 

Which  would  have  made  aught  save  a saint  exclaim ; 
j But  he,  with  first  a start  and  then  a wink. 

Said,  **  There’s  another  star  gone  out,  1 think  !** 

! xvn. 

I But  ere  he  could  return  to  his  repose, 

I A cherub  flapp’d  his  right  wing  oVr  his  eyes  — 

At  which  Saint  Peter  yawn’d,  and  rubb’d  his  noae : 

**  Saint  porter,”  said  the  angel,  “ prithee  rise !” 
Waving  a goodly  wing,  which  glow'd,  as  glows 
An  earthly  peacock’s  tail,  with  heavenly  dyes; 

To  which  the  saint  replied,  “ Well,  what  *t  the  mafer  ? 
Is  Lucifer  come  back  with  all  this  clatter?” 

XVIII. 

No,”  quoth  the  cherub ; « George  the  Third  is 
dea/l."*  [apostle; 

” And  who  i*  George  the  Third?”  replied  the 
♦*  ffhat  Gtorpe?  vhat  Third9"  “ The  king  of 
England,”  said 

The  angel.  *•  Well  I he  won’t  find  kings  to  jortle 
Him  on  his  way ; but  does  he  wear  his  head  ? 

Because  the  last  wc  saw  bore  hiul  a tustle. 

And  ne’er  would  have  got  into  heaven’s  good  graces. 
Had  be  not  flung  his  head  in  ail  our  faces. 

XIX. 

He  was,  if  I remember,  king  of  France ; * 

That  head  of  his,  which  could  not  keep  a crown 
On  earth,  yet  ventured  In  my  face  to  advance 
A claim  to  those  of  martyrs  — like  my  own : 

If  I had  had  my  sword,  ns  I had  once 

When  I cut  ears  oiT,  I had  cut  him  down ; 

But  having  but  my  *ey*.  and  not  my  brand, 

1 only  knock'd  his  head  fVom  out  his  hand. 

B-tch  Ib  Ik  idckB.  knd  pBlIt.  and  arm,  intd  fenaril  SatrfeRMmk, 
ef  T.nltn  d;^,  re'^iniiuf  tMr  buB*  nBfwttd ; 

Hluunr.  tl*id  Mill.  if  frnh  tbr  t<Rich  of  th«  '(inner: 

Kor  WM  (hr  Olnjce.  n«r  the  iroMni  heoiderf,  iwnith W 

Wbenre  rame  the  hgihl  wberebt  that  jiIm:*  cd  <Uk^  oov  «lmo««f*d  > 
For  ihcTr  ■«»  no  f*e.  — ko.  tnbt.i 

S ("O'er  theadamamine  (aira  an  ante'  Uoud  on  the  iBirwnit. 

He!  he  neitKn’d,  KlotrOmrice  at  Krvtand  r««neih  le  JodiinifM  ! 

Il««r  lMM*m  '■  Ye  An«rk  I Heal*  at  the  fSoni  and  (he  \V  >tkrd 
W'hom  tt  eoncainis  anend  ' Thon  MeU,  brine  S>eth  KU  orettwr,  ’ 

At  (hr  tnnorout  aBtrimont  WM  utter'd,  the  %Vind*.  ohii  were  walrina. 
Ihrre  II  abroad  Dire'  Hearm  ; and  Hell,  in  her  nrthermoM  cwmrtv 
Hevd  and  obej'd  In  di«ma?. 

A rnBliKudmeet  army 

Came  at  the  avfel  rail.  In  MmMdrrtr  InThnintr, 

Tier  B<rrr  imt  th«7  took  Ihrir  P****  aloft,  in  (he  dirtanr*. 

Far  aa  the  ddht  imitd  plerre,  that  tlorl»«H  nampiuty  t'  t«rrn>A. 

From  (lie  »kirn  of  (W  (hiniiiiK  mrmbty,  a aS^peer 
Kov'  in  the  blue  serene,  and  merinc  eoward  U tlce>>ki'4. 

TakMK  a damer  form.*'  — fkd.] 

s (Louia  XVI.,  guillotined  in  Jutuary,  17?S.  j 
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XX. 

\ **  And  then  he  set  up  such  a headless  howl, 
j That  all  the  saints  came  out  and  took  him  in ; 

And  there  he  sits  by  St.  Paul,  check  by  juwl ; 

That  fellow  Paul  — the  parvenu  1 The  skin 
Of  Saint  Dartholomew,  which  makes  his  cowl 
In  heaven,  and  upon  earth  redeem'd  bis  tin, 

So  as  to  make  a martyr,  never  sped 
Better  than  did  this  weak  and  wooden  bead. 

I XXI. 

**  But  had  it  come  up  here  upon  its  shoulders. 

There  would  have  been  a different  tale  to  tell : 

The  fellow.feeling  In  the  taints  beholders 
Seems  to  have  acted  on  them  like  a spell ; 

And  so  this  very  foolish  head  heaven  solders 
Back  on  its  trunk : it  may  be  very  well. 

And  teems  the  custom  here  to  overthrow 
i Whatever  has  been  wisely  done  below." 

XXIL 

The  angel  answer’d,  **  Peter  I do  not  pout : 

The  king  who  comes  has  head  and  all  entire, 

And  never  knew  mneb  what  It  was  about  — 

Ue  did  03  doth  the  puppet  — by  Its  wire. 

And  will  be  judged  like  all  the  rest,  no  doubt : « 

I My  business  and  your  own  Is  not  to  Inquire 
Into  such  matUTs,  but  to  mind  our  cuc~ 

I Which  Is  to  act  as  wc  are  bid  to  da” 

XXIII. 

While  thus  they  spake,  the  angelic  caravan, 

I Arriving  like  a rush  of  mighty  wind, 

Cleaving  the  fields  of  siwce,  os  doth  the  swan 
Some  silver  stream  (say  Ganges,  NUe,  or  Inde, 

Or  Thames,  or  Tweed),  and  ’midst  them  an  old  man 
With  an  old  soul,  and  both  extremely  blind, 

' Halted  before  the  gate,  and  in  his  shroud 
Seated  their  fdlow*traveller  on  a cloud.  ' 

XX^^^ 

But  bringing  up  the  rear  of  thU  bright  host 
A Spirit  of  a different  aspect  waved 
HU  wings  lik^  thunder-clouds  above  some  coa.Ht 
Whose  barren  beach  with  frequent  wrecks  is  |>aved ; 
j His  brow  was  like  the  deep  when  temi)est-toss*d ; 

Fierce  and  unfathomable  thoughts  engraved 
I Eternal  wrath  on  bis  immortal  fkee. 

And  where  he  gaxed  a gloom  pervaded  space. 

I XXV. 

As  he  drew  near,  he  gaxed  upon  the  gate 
Ne’er  to  be  enter'd  more  by  him  or  Sin, 

1 I**  ThMi  I lh»  Kinc.  Ptntn  a clood  vhlch  r»Tar*(I  Oia  paiwiwiit 

Ml,  i^trrciKi  fu«ii  uvtow:  hr,«m«ird  hi*  fiwv  dlrFcin), 

Hn*vp««rd  ht**TM  iMUomwt)  ht.  •mi*  w*v«  n* 

I ('•*,#,111,  on«  Mf><|iriMfh'al  lo  imrt  him  with  jcF,ful  ohHmru*} 

' il*  wfmn,,  hi  an  hoar  (if  «rnc,  Omt  Ukaataln  bvmiTKl  0* 

U hon  ill,  vtmnmk  miMi,  and  hi*  mntutortnur.  ooniMi^ait.  [im?.. 
Th«m  '■  *ald  (he  Manarch,  I>«t*  f Thou,  ?••(  i>v*i , Munnitm'd  befbee 
a*  hi*  wahiti'ii  mind  to  the  «eal  of  the  cownUr  rercruil, 

WOiai  of  ht)  S.m,  h«4ot;‘<l.  n h*t  i-ouoe  tn  the  I'nner  had  been  tUlva’d  ^ 
Htght  In  hi»  Kalhm'i  a«-p*  hath  the  fOttm  trud,  waa  the  an*««r  ’ 

Pirni  hath  he  proved  and  «t*c.  at  a time  when  •(•bnoaa  or  error 
Would  have  Mink  ua  Ml  Uiamr,  and  to  nun  have  hwriad  tu  Itcadlan*.  — 
)*•«(«  ta  olitain'it  then  at  iMt.  «tih  *aflet^  and  honour  t the  M orvurn 
Ctivd,  and  he  claap'tl  hlahainl.,»  1 thanh  ihm,  U rMerlOtl  Xaihar 
Peace  Hath  hren  won  bv  the  ,waeil.  the  Calthihl  minMer  aukutEt'ih 
Pam  hath,*  is*.  <—  SolTuiv  . ] 

* f^Ree  Captain  Sir  Kdward  Parry’e  Vojraite.  In  ISI9-30,  for 
the  l)Urovery  of  a Nurth-wrai  TMtsaae. — “I  bcUere  (t  U 
alrmwt  impo&sibir  for  wards  to  give  an  Idea  of  the  beauty  and 
' variety  which  Ihti  mairniflcent  phenomenon  displayed.  The 
luminous  arch  had  broken  Into  Irregular  masses,  streaming 
with  much  ranldUy  in  dilferenidirrctinns,  varylug  continuaHy 
in  iiha|>e  and  Imen'sl,  and  extending  themselves  from  nurtli, 
by  the  east,  to  north.  At  one  lime  a part  of  the  arrh  near  the 

tenich  was  bent  Iom)  convolutluos  rcsembltng  those  uf  a snake 
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With  such  a glance  of  supernatural  hate,  l| 

As  made  Saint  Peter  wish  himself  within;  | 

He  patter'd  with  hU  keys  at  a great  rate,  I 

And  sweated  through  his  apostolic  skin : 

Of  course  his  perspiration  was  but  ichor, 

Or  some  such  other  spiritual  liquor. 

XXVI. 

The  very  cherubs  huddled  all  together, 

Like  biitls  when  soars  the  falcon  ; and  they  felt 
A tingling  to  the  tip  of  every  feather. 

And  form’d  a circle  like  Orion's  licit  [whither 
Around  their  poor  old  charge;  who  scarce  knew  ,| 
His  guards  bad  led  him,  though  they  gently  dealt  ' 
With  royal  manes  (fur  by  many  stories,  ‘ 

And  true,  we  learn  the  angels  all  are  Tories).  '| 

XXVII. 

As  things  were  lo  this  posture,  the  gate  flew 

Asunder,  and  the  flashing  of  its  binges  i' 

Flung  over  space  an  universal  hue  I 

Of  many-colour'd  flame,  until  its  tinges  ! 

Beach’d  even  our  speck  of  earth,  and  made  a new 
Aurora  borealis  spread  its  Olnges  ' 

O'er  the  North  Pole ; the  same  seen,  when  Ice-bound, 

By  Captain  Parry’s  crew,  in  **  Melville’s  Sound.”*  '| 

xxvin. 

And  fkom  the  gate  thrown  njien  Issued  beaming 
A beautiful  and  mighty  Thing  of  Light,  * 

Radiant  with  glory,  like  a banner  streaming  , 

Victorious  from  some  world-o'erthruwing  fight : 

My  poor  comparisons  must  needs  be  teeming 

With  earthly  likenesses,  for  here  the  night  !| 

Of  clay  obscures  our  best  conceptions,  saving  ' 

Johanna  Southcote  or  Bob  Southey  raving.  j 

XXIX.  ' 
’Twas  the  archangel  Michael ; all  men  know 

The  make  of  angels  and  archangels,  since 
There’s  scarce  a scribbler  has  nut  one  to  show. 

From  the  fiends'  leader  to  the  angels’  prince;  j 

There  also  are  some  altar-pieces,  though  . 

I really  can’t  say  that  they  much  evince  , 

One’s  Inner  notions  of  immortal  spirits  ; 

But  let  the  connoisseurs  explain  their  merits.  il 

XXX.  ' 
Michael  flew  forth  In  glory  and  In  good  ; 

A goodly  work  of  him  from  whom  all  glory 
And  good  arise  ; the  portal  past  — he  stuUl ; 

Before  him  the  young  cherubs  and  saints  hoary  — ' 

in  motion,  and  undulating  r<)r>id1y.  an  appearance  which  we  ! I 
had  not  befure  ot»ervcd.  'I  nc  end  toward*  the  north  wa*  | 
ol*o  bent  like  a ihephcrd'n  crook.  The  unual  pale  light  uf  the  I 
aurora  itroDalj  resembled  that  producetl  by  the  cutobusliun  ‘ 
of  phosphorus ; a very  slight  tinge  of  red  was  nutlcvd  on  this  > 
ocrailon.  when  the  aurora  was  most  vivid,  but  do  other  co-  i 
lour*  were  visible.**  P.  I3A.] 

a [*'  Tbo*  a*  heipake.  Ihs  •urraanilHig  ipoev  dtUtwl;  j 

Ovgr  hvaU  I kah- >iJ  l>w  InlMHU  rU»«v  ; benaath  u* 

l^v  (liv  *oIh1  vxiianw  of  the  Hnnifrent  .pread  like  a pavvmMl  t I 

NVSvr*,oeTw  I look'd,  there  «••  iwhl  ami  arMiiid  tne; 

)lrt*hU'*l  U *enn'4  in  tlw  East,  vher,  the  .Nr*  JeruuUlu  KUtlcT'd.  i 
Emtnent  on  a hkll.  there  Moe>l  the  CetevliaJ  Cll;  t 
Beaming  afar  >t  *hene ; it*  toven  and  cu|wla.  rtMng 

in  ibeair  Mticne,  with  the  brtithinnw  of  (oid  in  the  hjrnat  e. 

Where  «in  tlxnr  Iweaiiih  the  »|>}rvMU>ur  »aj  inteiiw  and  satewvNru . 

]‘an  vlib  a Aerter  and  a *hen  ({uick  iirmuleM,  nHC!«n. 

I.ike  Uw  Uumkttjt  bjropoa;  and  turret*  and  |Hanaclra  ^wrkM, 

Pla.rinii  in  Jet*  'e  llttit,  eith  a dJamenddlke  jchvr^  roruat-ant. 

Itrawtng  near,  1 behaid  altai  trvrr  the  pmal  «••  vrlUvo  :* 
Thl*btheOaUi,*'ate.-..V(>vTHST.| 

* [Johanna  Southcote.  the  aged  lunatic,  who  fiincied  heraelf, 
and  was  Iwbeved  by  many  thousand  followers,  to  Iw  » ith  child 
of  a new  MesiUh,  died  in  Itild.  There  is  a ruU  accuuiti  ui 
her  In  the  Miiarterly  Review,  vul.  xxiv.  p.  4!f6.]  m 

1.  I 3 ll 


0. 


518 


BYIION’S  WOKKS. 


1 


(I  say  t/oung,  bc^^ng  to  be  unflcrstootl 

By  looks,  not  years;  and  should  be  ver)’  sony 
. To  state,  they  were  not  older  than  St  Peter, 

But  merely  that  they  seem’d  a little  sweeter). 

, XXXI. 

The  cherubs  and  the  saints  bow’d  down  before 
That  arch-anRelic  hierarch,  the  first 
[ Of  essences  angelical,  who  wore 
j The  aspect  of  a god  ; but  this  ne’er  nursed 
1 Pride  in  his  heavenly  bosom.  In  whose  core 
1 No  thought,  save  for  his  Master's  service,  durst 
' Intrude,  however  glorifleil  and  high  ; 

] He  knew  him  but  the  viceroy  of  the  sky. 

I XXXII. 

He  and  the  sombre,  silent  Spirit  met  — 

I They  knew  each  other  both  for  good  and  111 ; 

I Such  was  their  power,  that  neither  could  forget 
j Ills  former  friend  and  future  foe ; hut  still 
There  was  a high,  immortal,  proud  regret 
In  eithcr’s  eye,  as  if  ‘twere  less  their  will 
Than  destiny  to  make  the  eternal  years  [spheres. 
Their  date  of  war,  and  their  “ champ  clos  **  the 

XXXIII. 

But  here  they  were  in  neutral  space  : we  know  • 
From  Job,  that  Satan  hath  the  power  to  pay 
A heavenly  visit  thrice  a year  or  so ; 

And  that  “ the  sons  of  God,”  like  those  of  clay. 
Must  keep  him  company  ; and  we  might  show 
From  the  same  book,  in  hosv  polite  a way 
The  dialogue  Is  held  U'tween  the  Powers 
Of  Good  and  Evil  — but ’t  would  take  up  hours, 

XXXIV. 

And  this  is  not  a theologic  tract. 

To  prove  with  Hebrew  and  with  Arabic, 

If  Job  be  allegorj’  ur  a fact. 

But  n true  narr.itlve ; and  thus  I pick 
From  out  the  whole  but  such  and  such  an  act 
As  sets  addc  the  slightest  thought  of  trick. 

'Tls  over)'  tittle  true,  l>eyond  suspicion, 

And  accurate  as  any  other  vision. 

XXXV. 

The  spirits  were  In  neutral  spare,  before 

The  gate  of  heaven  ; like  eastern  thresholds  Is 
The  place  where  rx*ath’s  gnind  cau«e  ts  argued  o’er, 
An<l  souls  des(»atch‘d  to  that  world  or  to  this  ; 

.■Vnd  thcn*fore  Michael  and  the  other  wore 
A civil  aspect:  though  they  did  not  kiss, 

Yet  still  between  his  Darkness  and  his  BrightU'-'S 
There  pass'd  a mutual  glance  of  great  politeness. 

XXXVI. 

The  Archangel  bow'd,  not  like  a mo«len»  beau. 

Bat  with  a graceful  orienlal  bend, 

Pressing  one  radiant  arm  ju->t  where  Ik  Uiw 
The  heart  In  good  men  Is  supposed  to  tend  ; 

He  turn'd  as  to  an  e<|ual,  not  too  low, 

Htit  kindly ; Satan  met  bis  ancient  friend 
With  more  hauteur,  as  might  an  old  <.'a*itllian 
Poor  noble  meet  a mushroom  rich  civilian. 

XXXVII. 

He  merely  Itent  his  diabolic  brow 

An  instant ; and  then  raising  it,  he  stood 

I **  No  «^nt  In  th^  ermriw  nf  hit  reUgloo*  wairfnrr  was 
more  tentible  of  the  uiih^ppy  fatlure  of  pious  reaoirm  than 
Dr.  Johnson  : he  taW  one  uay . talking  to  an  ac<)uainUfico  on 


In  act  to  assert  his  right  or  wrong,  and  show 

Cause  why  King  George  by  no  means  could  or  should 
Make  out  a case  to  be  exempt  from  woe 
Eternal,  more  than  other  kings,  endued 
With  better  sense  and  hearts  whom  history  mentions 
\>'ho  long  have  '*  paved  hell  with  their  good  lntea> 
tiuns.  •’  > 

XXXVIII. 

Michael  began : **  What  wouldst  thou  with  this  man, 
Now  dead,  and  brought  before  the  I^ord  ? What  ill 
Hath  be  wrought  since  his  mortal  rac*e  began. 

That  thou  canst  claim  him  ? Speak  ! and  do  iby  will. 
If  it  be  Just : if  in  this  earthly  span 
He  hath  been  greatly  ^llog  to  fulfil 
HU  duties  as  a king  and  mortal,  say, 

And  he  Is  thine ; if  nut,  let  him  have  way.** 

XXXIX. 

“ Michael  1 ’*  replied  the  Prince  of  Air,  “ even  here. 
Before  the  Gate  of  him  thou  servest,  must 
I claim  my  subject:  and  will  make  appear 
That  as  he  was  my  worshipper  in  dust. 

So  shall  he  be  in  spirit,  although  dear 

To  thee  and  thine,  because  nor  wine  nor  lust 
Were  of  hU  weaknesses ; yet  on  the  throne 
He  reign'd  o’er  millions  to  serve  roe  alone. 

XL. 

**  Ix>ok  to  OKr  earth,  or  rather  mine ; it  was, 

Once,  wore  thy  master’s : but  I triumph  not 
In  thU  pour  planet’s  conquest ; nor,  alas  t 
Need  be  thou  servest  envy  me  my  lot : 

With  ail  the  myriads  nf  bright  worlds  which  pass 
In  worship  round  him,  he  may  have  forgot 
Ton  weak  creation  of  such  paltry  things: 

I think  few  worth  damnation  save  their  kings,— 

XLI. 

**  And  these  but  as  a kind  of  quit-rent,  to 
Assert  my  right  as  lord  ; and  even  had 
1 such  an  Inclination,  ’t  were  (as  you 

Well  know)  superfluous;  they  are  grown  so  bad, 
Tliat  hell  has  nothing  better  left  to  do 

Than  leave  them  to  themselves ; so  much  more  mad 
An«l  evil  by  their  own  Internal  curse. 

Heaven  cannot  moke  them  better,  nor  1 worse. 

XLII. 

“ Ix>ok  to  the  earth,  I said,  and  say  again  : 

When  thU  old,  blind,  mad,  hilpk'ios.  we.ik,  poi»r 
wonn 

Bfgjin  In  youth’s  first  bloom  and  flush  to  reign. 

The  world  and  he  Uith  wore  a dUTerent  form. 

And  much  of  earth  and  sUI  the  watery'  plain 

Of  ocean  call'd  him  king : through  many  a storm 
. His  Lies  had  floated  on  the  abyss  of  time  ; 

For  the  rough  virtues  chose  them  for  their  clime. 


I 


XLIII. 


“ He  came  to  his  sceptre  young ; he  leaves  It  old  ; 
I>ook  to  the  shite  in  which  he  found  bis  realm, 

[ And  left  it ; amt  bis  ano:il$  too  behold, 

IIow  to  a minion  first  he  gave  the  helm  ; 

! How  grew  upon  hia  heart  a thirst  for  gold. 

The  lieggar’s  vice,  which  can  but  overwhelm 
The  meanest  hearts ; and  for  the  rest,  but  glance 
Thine  eye  along  America  and  France. 

this  sul^ert,  ‘Sir,  hell  is  paved  with  good  Intentions.*  **~ 
BitfttvU.  Tol.  V.  p.  3iOS.  ed.  Is35.] 
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XLIV. 

**  *T  b true,  be  was  a tool  from  first  to  lut 
(I  bare  the  workmen  safe);  but  as  a tool 
So  let  him  be  consumed.  From  out  the  past 
Of  ages,  since  mankind  have  known  the  rule 
Of  monarebs  — from  the  bloody  rolls  amai^'d 
Of  sin  and  slaughter — from  the  Carsars’  school. 
Take  the  worst  pupil ; and  produce  a reign  [slain. 
More  drench'd  with  gore,  more  cumber’d  with  the 

XLV. 

••  He  ever  srarr'd  with  freetlom  and  the  free : 

Nations  as  men.  home  subjects,  foreign  foes. 

So  that  they  utter'd  the  word  * Liberty  J’  [Whose 
Found  George  the  Third  their  Arst  op|H>nent. 
History  was  ever  stain'd  as  bis  will  be 
With  national  and  individual  woes  7 
I grant  his  household  abstinence  ; I grant 
U^s  neutral  virtues,  which  most  monarchs  want; 

XLVL 

•*  I know  he  was  a constant  consort ; own 
He  was  a decent  sire,  and  middling  lord. 

All  this  is  much,  and  most  upon  a throne ; 

As  temperance,  if  at  Apiclus'  board, 
li  more  than  at  :>n  anchurite’s  siipi>cr  shown. 

I grant  him  all  the  kindest  can  accord  ; 

.\nd  thb  was  well  for  him,  but  not  for  those 
Millions  who  found  him  what  oppression  chose. 

XLVIL 

“ The  New  World  shook  him  off ; the  Old  yet  groans 
Beneath  what  he  and  hU  prepared,  if  not 
Completed  : he  leaves  heirs  on  nuiny  thrones 
To  all  his  vices,  without  what  begot 
Com;ta.ssion  for  him  — his  tame  virtues ; drones 
Who  sleep,  or  despots  who  have  now  fon?ot 
A li'sson  which  >hall  be  re<taught  them,  wukc 
Upon  the  thrones  of  earth  ; but  let  them  ((uake  t 

XLVIIL 

Fh*e  millions  of  the  primitive,  who  hold  [|'lorr«l 
The  faith  which  makes  ye  great  on  earth,  Im- 
A puTi  of  that  \TLst  all  they  held  of  old,  — 

Freedom  to  worship— not  alone  your  I..ord, 
Micbael.  but  you,  and  you.  Saint  Peter  I Cold 
Must  be  your  souls,  if  you  have  nut  abhurr'd 
The  foe  to  Catholic  participation 
In  all  the  license  eda  Christian  nation. 

XLIX. 

*•  True ! he  allow’d  them  to  pray  God  t but  as 
A consequence  of  prayer,  refused  the  law 
\\'hich  would  have  plac^  them  upon  the  same  liase 
With  those  who  did  not  hold  the  wdnts  In  awe.” 
But  here  Saint  Peter  startl'd  from  his  place. 

And  cried,  “ Vou  may  the  prisoner  withdraw ; 

Ere  heaven  shall  ope  her  portals  to  thb  Guelph, 
While  i am  guard,  may  1 be  damn'd  myself! 

“ Sooner  will  I with  Cerlwrus  exchange 
My  office  (and  Aij  b no  sinecure) 

* [George  lll.'i  determinatioa  against  the  Catholic  claims.] 

|[  fh*  rvalon, 

* HM'ry  sna  tnl)ih«rmw  clou<1*  ro-rd  on,  amt  ctrcl«. 

Th*»«  »tih  tt>*  NptriM  »rr„r«i,  w»  c«n«^UU  dMknM* 

Wtre  tW  Soal»  at  WVttd,  who.  wUhi)  kn  c«iit  ■•mI  error, 

Chew  iho  MTTlcr  t4  «tn,  anti  now  w*r»  ahMiUHl  ttn  wm«*^ 

ChanM  at  lo  ihrm  brnmihi  fM  anwntfth  t 

T<  r*.  In  Ihrir  *rU  (houchu  ami  d«Ur«>  uT  imioimt  «na>lrw, 

Knr,.  Anri  haw.  anri  Wa  phrminJi  ra»».  “*<>  rrmnrw  «n«r>]|ing, 
Caimiril  a hali  wibm,  l«  wKU  h all  nuic-r  aitllfiian. 

So  rt  aUo*(W4  th«  m ghf  l«  derm  iJ  a mi^aalan  a#  tormawl. 


Than  see  thb  royal  Bedlam  bigot  range 

The  axure  fields  of  heaven,  of  that  l»e  sure  !" 

**  Saint  t”  replied  S:itan,  **  you  do  well  to  avenge 
The  wrongs  be  made  your  satellites  endure ; ^ 

And  if  to  this  exchange  you  should  be  given, 

111  try  to  coax  our  Cerberus  up  to  heaven.” 

LL 

Here  Michael  interposed : •*  Good  saint ! and  devil ! 

Pray,  not  so  fast ; you  both  outrun  dlM.*retion. 

Saint  Peter  1 you  were  wont  to  be  more  civil : 

Satan  ! excii.se  thb  warmth  of  hb  expression, 

And  condescension  to  the  vulgar's  level : 

Even  saints  sometimes  forget  themselves  In  session. 
Have  you  got  more  to  say  7 No.  ” — “ If  you  please. 

I'll  trouble  you  to  call  your  witnesses.** 

LIL 

Then  Satan  turn’d  and  waved  hb  swarthy  hand, 
Which  stlrr'd  with  its  electric  qualities 
Clouds  farther  off  than  we  can  understand. 

Although  wc  find  him  sometimes  in  our  skies ; 
Infernal  thunder  shook  both  sea  and  land 
In  all  the  planets,  and  hell's  batteries 
Let  off  the  artillery,  which  Milton  mentions 
As  one  of  Satan's  most  sublime  inventions.  < 

LIII. 

Thb  was  a signal  unto  such  damn'd  souls 
As  have  the  privilege  of  their  domnutiun 
Extended  &r  beyond  the  mere  cootrub 

Of  worlds  past,  present,  or  to  come ; no  station 
Is  theirs  particularly  in  the  rolls 

Of  hell  assign'd  ; but  where  their  inclination 
Or  business  carries  them  in  search  of  game. 

They  may  range  freely  — being  damn’d  the  same. 

LIV. 

They  are  proud  of  this  — as  very  well  they  may. 

It  being  a sort  of  knighthood,  or  gilt  key 
Stuck  In  their  loins*  ; or  like  to  an  **  entru" 

Up  the  back  stairs,  or  such  free-ma*onry. 

I Ixirrow  my  comparisons  fn»in  clay, 

Being  clay  myself.  Let  nut  those  spirits  be 
Offcndeil  with  such  base  low  likcncv^es ; 

We  know  their  posts  are  nobler  for  than  these. 

LV. 

When  the  great  signal  ran  from  heaven  to  hell*  — 
About  ten  million  times  the  dUtance  reckon’d 
From  our  sun  to  Its  earth,  as  we  can  tell 

How  much  time  It  takes  up,  ewn  to  a second, 

For  every  ray  that  travels  to  di«|)cl 

The  fogs  of  London,  thniugh  which,  dimly  beacon’d. 
The  weathercocks  are  gUt  some  thrice  a year, 

If  that  the  tumimer  b not  too  severe : * — 

LVI. 

I say  that  I can  tell  — ’twas  half  a minute; 

I know  the  solar  beams  take  up  more  time 
Ere,  pack'd  up  for  their  journey,  they  begin  it; 

But  then  their  telegraph  b less  sublime, 

Al  thr  trifv  flf  tTw  rlwMl,  ihv  rriiwT*  of  Tknrkww*  w»r*  m«rvliail*dj 
IhfniT  ripj  wKlrin  wwt  wln^t  unri  irwrulmt  f«t«. ; 

And  in  ilw  tliM-k  ilwr*  .rnMndwi  ■ n uimou*  afwa«r, 

KaClnc,  and  fury,  wkl  <b«l  tht  wha<*  rievv  riAfS*'4"a 

KolCd  illw  ■ oouMmI  w»,  With  n wMlenod  • manUbld  ammon.*' 

tHST-l 

s [A  gold  nr  (riU  key.  peeiiing  from  below  the  skirU  of  the 
coal,  marks  a lord  chamberlain.] 

* [An  alltitinn  to  Horace  Walpoir’i  expreislon  Id  aletter 
**  The  suniincr  has  set  in  with  iu  uMvat  acverflw.’’] 
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nVRONS  M^OUKS. 


li  And  If  they  ran  a race,  they  would  not  win  It 

'Galntt  Satan’s  couriers  iKuind  for  their  own  dlroe. 

' The  s\m  takes  up  some  years  for  every  ray 
i To  reach  Its  goal — the  devil  not  half  a day. 

||  1.VH. 

j ITimn  the  verge  of  space,  alvmt  the  sUc 
(tf  half-a-cruwn.  a little  siieck  appear’d 
!!  (I’ve  seen  a something  like  it  in  the  skies 
i in  the  xivgean,  ore  a squall);  it  near'd, 

, And.  growing  bigger.  t(K>k  another  guise ; 

I lake  an  aerial  ship  It  tack'd,  and  steer'd. 

Or  ifcM  steer’d  (I  am  doubtful  of  the  grammar 

Of  the  last  phrase,  which  yiakes  the  stanxa  sUni« 
mcr ; — 

j LVni. 

I ' But  take  your  choice) ; and  then  It  grew  a cloud ; 

<1  And  so  it  was>— a cloud  of  witnesses.  i 
But  such  a cloud ! No  land  e'er  saw  a crowd 
,|  Of  locusts  numerous  as  the  heavens  «iw  these  ; 

! ' They  shadow’d  with  their  myriads  sp;ice  ; their  loud 

I I And  varied  crle*  were  like  those  of  wild  geese 
(If  nations  may  be  liken'd  to  a g<vHc). 

I And  realUrd  the  phrase  of  **  hell  broke  loose." 

I UX. 

I Here  crash’d  a sturdy  oath  of  stout  John  Bull, 

1 Who  damn'd  away  his  eyes  as  heretofore  ; 
j There  IbuJdy  bntgued  •*  By  Jasus  • " — « What  ’«  your 
Ij  wuU?'*  [swore 

The  tempt'mte  Scot  exclaim’d : the  Fn-nch  ghost 
In  certain  terms  I >ha’n’t  translate  In  full, 
j As  the  first  coachman  will ; ami  'midst  the  war, 

I The  voice  of  Jonathan  was  heard  to  express, 

' **Our  pr»-sldent  U going  to  war,  I guess." 

' LX. 

Besides  there  were  the  Spaniard,  DuJeh,  and  Dane ; 

In  short,  .nn  universal  shoal  of  sh:uies, 

From  Otahelte's  isle  to  Salisbury  I’laln, 

Jt  Of  all  climes  anil  profissions,  ) c*3irs  ami  trades, 

I Ready  to  swear  against  the  gtKMl  king’s  reign, 
ji  Bitter  as  clubs  In  cards  are  agaiu^t  spades ; 

! All  summon'd  by  this  grand  “ subjxrna,"  to 
Try  if  kings  mayn’t  Ik  damn’d  like  me  or  you. 

LX  I. 

When  Mich.iel  saw  this  host,  he  first  gnor  pale. 

As  angels  can  ; next,  like  Italian  twilight, 

1 [**  On  ft»r{vru(r«n  1\tw»  hv  thM  •urrnoi.ilrh 

S*m,l  the  «Mil  of  tiM*  King  In  frtnti  (hr 

VHI'd  «Uh  rti-fw  oC  liehl  : And  tH'h’ml  «iu  (he  ti’«.  Ine>«  ni  tl->rkne«: 
When  the  mttnret  ww  Mn«n,  anal  (he  .Snc*l  msilr  (•r»C'ai».>t  .m  — 
!>■.  where  (he  K ii>e  * ’ Cvme  hirnacit,  re  Im>  «rraiK»  linn  ! 

ranh  fr<Kn  Ihe  IwnJit'mJ  a llem-wt  ran<«  M (he  rTUntnori*. 

It  «ai  it>»  S^nrii  by  whern  hi,  tiahinw*  r>‘lc(i  had  U*rr  irrMihlrd; 

L krr«  in  f'lTm  un.-uulh  to  the  hidnitH  l«bd,  whnm  tmlla 
(l.iei.;  hr  Wii'ty  nertkeei  lir  tiel'uh  deturrnru  nhurdon’d,  t 

mkih  hi<rti4ert  e,  of  de>:ruiiian  ami  tornirr. 

Manr. herded  tmi  mreirttreit  ttw  I lerwl ; rrilh  nmnlreh M fares 
Nu'nhrrVe.*  bertid  rati  rteet  lu  all  runimitr,  and  tntlerr, 

Ami  * It '<  nundwrtei.ir.ni'ha  ahieh  err.*  (i.l'il  ei'h  lie. a.  ettli  arr-vei. 
t'ia>n.nm  atore  «■  heranie,  a r4nfit.t.te  r/ ttirtnih-iit  >m<es 
Xf  ilealicitnirr,  and  b atant  tonguer,  and  etiwTnn.  h>r«e.  : 

An4  an  tire  hahhuh  nf  rmaelit*  raorxla  (he  mtrhtt‘>ttl.  ,/ farOim,  — 
rti^i<rtn,  Inaatlnl  Kish's  r<rtT«ien>n,  and  Wat.  and  0|<|'t«?-<r’>i 
LeanUj  enounced  wart  bmtrl."  — wi  Tiiai  .J 


nf  Jiid  . .nr-.l  ' I.  un^irot  mraVt  ajwifaric  |•a''nt.  The  awetOon  a HI  .tret!-  * 
Ihm*  unit  • *tr>  do  ma  reriantpt  wMI  >r  (le  in-iwwl  *if  lt»*  miMl.  ISnf  ne 
ntwr  ta  the  arre'cTent  aw*  nf  kacttal  namer  and  tSmei  A batlrviue  of  ihincr 
aw  >rr(,  whether  Ini.-nlMinaJ  at  i><>(.  K (•fu'airrtiera.  To  ainOr  tlw 
of  hetivante  In  a 'n'l  etiwa  riw'*>r,-»hwr  i,  in  |rr.ifBn*  it.  The  niummii.  .rf 
pea.cf  am  llte  Mnce.  Ihmidh  m a mtinwa  e **•  I'  * <d 

aarred  ’hmati.  ,S  aH  arti  which  owne  o in  lee  the  laline  «4  lliwt*.  nar»e 
in  rain  ate  artr  nf  ptofan^waa.  Arrawdinc  tn  thta  rtrSi>i|l.m  of  tire  w<rr.t, 
(he  I awtt  at^r  ' nf  .ltH>j(mieit  ‘ H a |iai-m  ftnarlr  and  unpatdrnati 


He  turn’d  all  colours^— as  a iKactX'k’s  tall, 

Or  suuH't  streaming  through  a Gothic  skyllg'ht 
In  some  oil!  abbey,  or  a trout  not  stale. 

Or  diitaot  lightning  on  the  hurixon  by  night. 

Or  a fresh  rainljow,  or  a grand  review 
Of  thirty  regiments  In  red,  green,  and  blue. 

LXIL 

Then  he  address’d  himself  to  Satan : “ Why  — 

My  good  old  friend,  for  such  1 derm  you,  though 
Our  difTcrent  parties  make  us  fight  so  shy, 

I ne’er  mist.ike  you  for  a ftersonai  foe ; 

Our  difference  is  pttlUiciU^  and  I 

Trust  that,  whatever  may  occur  below. 

You  kntiw  my  great  respect  for  you:  and  this 
Makes  me  regret  whate’er  you  do  amiss -» 

LXIIL 

**  Why,  my  dear  Lucifer,  would  you  abuse 
My  call  for  wit-nessc*  ? I did  not  mean 
That  you  should  h.Tlf  of  earth  and  hell  produce; 

’Tis  even  sujKrfiuous,  since  two  honest,  clean. 
True  testimonies  are  enough  : we  lose 
Our  time,  nay,  our  eternity,  between 
The  accusal  ion  and  defence  : if  we 
Hear  both,  'twill  stretch  our  Immortality." 

LXIV. 

Satan  replied.  •'  To  me  the  matter  Is 
Indifferent,  in  a personal  point  of  view; 

I can  have  fifty  better  souls  than  this 

With  far  less  trouble  than  we  have  gone  through 
Alreatly  ; and  I merely  argued  his 

Late  majesty  of  Britain’s  case  with  you 
I’iKm  a point  of  form ; you  may  dUpo«.e 
Of  him ; I *ve  king*  enough  below,  God  knows ! " 

LXV. 

Thus  s]K)ke  the  Demon  ? (late  call’d  “ multifart-d" 
By  multo-scribbling  Southey).  •*  Then  we’U  call 
One  or  two  persons  of  the  myriads  placed 
Around  our  congrew,  and  dlsjKnsc  with  all 
The  rest,"  quoth  Michael:  **  Who  may  be  so  graceil 
Astus}Kak  fiCbt  ? there  *s choice  enough  — who  sltnll 
It  Ik  ? " Then  Satan  answer’d.  There  arc  many ; 
But  you  may  choose  Jock  Wilkes  as  well  as  any." 

LXVL 

A merrj’,  cock-eyed,  curious-looking  sprite 
r])Oii  the  instant  started  from  the  throng, 

t ( - ■ *'  Hat  whm  h,  itniiri  In  ihv  Pimtiw*. 

Then  ww  ti>r  Ktfnd  itumajNltibouipt  wtUt  iirnwwUiKw  •• 

ment ; 

Andthv  Ovw  matf.  aad  :hr  IItm.  vbifb  htd  .catiefd 

n a-Hl  »(«i  ■ 


wOtll. 


« fk,f 


WrrtrhnI  and  vwlifj  wnils  nhw*  new  lltrir  a«Ml»fli>  f H‘b*r«  r»ww 
Arw  inwit^nt  m>  nml>  ef  old  «l  m^ndwr  « 

W hiwe  Ui«  |.mmc«w  of  pwbiU'  ,liw«  aiut  fitedom  f 
WhiT*  lit,  ^1  o,  BMl  (hr  HNrr,  aiNl  the  iliriat,  >br  riireioan'd  lnm-tl,e. 
( nJumni,  f.  MtMwrI,  fraud,  and  Ibe  whniw  amRiuaiOei,  of  ma’irw  f 
Wrrirlir<l  and  ,vit(.  Minis,  Um>  aooct  M (be  fanr  of  ibnr  Sovc«-ian, 
I'enw  MO.  amJ  trlf  ronclomnV : cwnfranttd  vilti  htmOMr]  bad  injun^ 
At  the  Jud4[nMni.MM  * (lie;  Maod.”— Merracf-] 


Oiwn  iwHnc  trrr1lctmi«l  and,  UuWed.  (ba  pmf.wanManf  (be  mms  iwm*« 
atiwps  fnw»i  ihw  ludioriwi,  {W.atu<'^  bjt  itw  bml  (ad*  arid  imhaciin  • of 

(Im>  ^rfijmi  >nrn,  tut  wMch  h<a  inrcnrhim  arc  rkwrl;  nut  answeratia. 
Uhaicit-r  Idw-ititw  a ihmS  ms;  Haim  lo  tske.  hi  r*iw«amiaiian«  |s<ril; 
allrcMCiral,  wi'h  the  l«*l*iUr  rwaliik,  rd  the  weOd  t«  •wnw,  the  'cnn 
faiiius  of  ^lUraJ  m«1  h*«,  >n  UtH  ln«4anc»,  carTwd  Sir.  houUw,  At  tw- 


^Waiw.  Air.  Hnaih*)',  IniMiiivA  was,  ••  arc  welJ 


I,  srxt  unpi 
t•crMMHlcd, 


tra,Tw(iMlir  final  juil«niwiM,  an.1  la  c iwiTwn  the  awful  tnlmnal  uf  H,n*,n 
H>lo  a draw|nc-roun>  !r-nw,  wl.rtc  ha.  iha  I'ort  laninrair,  takas  u|insi  Iimii- 
iHf  lapla,  t ha  part  of  a bwH  In  walilne,  (WCMtitin^  nnc  (iaurwart  woril., 
. . . aftre  anochar  m klw  hand*  tat  pcumeCkiA  ^ what  Utwuld  be  crate  i,, 

*tT7  tar  Indicd,  lunwd  tofa«cw.“| 
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THE  VISION  OF  JUDGMENT. 


Dress’d  In  a fashion  now  forgotten  quite ; * i 

For  all  the  fashions  of  the  flesh  itick  long 
By  people  In  the  next  world ; where  unite 

All  the  costumes  since  Adam’s,  right  or  wrong, 
From  Eve’s  fig-leaf  down  to  the  iwttlcoat. 

Almost  as  scanty,  of  days  less  remote. 

LXVU. 

The  spirit  look’d  around  upon  the  crowds 

Assembled,  and  exclaim’d,  My  friends  of  all  i 
The  spheres,  we  shall  catch  rold  amongst  the>e  clouds  i 
So  let’s  to  business  ; why  this  genend  call  ? 

If  those  are  freeholders  I see  In  shrouds, 

And  ’tU  for  an  election  that  they  bawl. 

Be  hold  a candidate  with  untum’d  coal  I 
Saint  Peter,  may  I count  upon  your  vote  ? " 

LXVIII. 

Sir,"  replied  Michael  “ you  mUtakc  ; these  things 
Are  of  a farmer  life,  anu  what  we  do 
Above  is  more  august ; to  judge  of  kings 
Is  the  tribunal  met;  so  now  you  know." 

« Then  I presume  those  gentlemen  with  wings,” 

Said  Wilkes,  “ are  cherubs ; and  that  soul  below 
Iwooks  much  like  George  the  Third,  but  to  my  mind 
A good  deal  older  — Bless  me  I Is  he  blind  ? ” 

! LXIX. 

He  Is  what  you  behold  him,  and  his  doom 
■ Depends  upon  his  deeds”  the  Angel  said, 
j •*  If  you  have  aught  to  arraign  In  him,  the  tomb 
I Gives  license  to  the  humblest  beggar’s  bead 
To  lift  itself  against  the  loftiest” — ” Some,” 

Said  Wilkes,  •*  don’t  wait  to  see  them  laid  In  lead, 
For  such  a liberty  — and  I,  for  one, 

Have  told  them  what  I thought  beneath  the  sun.” 

! LXX. 

“ yAhwe  the  sun  rci»cat  then,  what  thou  hast 

To  urge  against  him,"  said  the  Archangel.  **  'Hiy," 
Rc|)lied  the  spirit,  since  old  scores  are  post. 

Must  I turn  evidence?  In  faith,  not  I. 

Besides,  1 beat  him  hollow  at  the  last 

With  aU  his  Lords  and  Commons  in  the  sky 
I don’t  like  ripping  up  old  stories,  since 
His  conduct  was  but  natural  In  a prince, 

! LXXI. 

**  Foolish,  no  doubt,  and  wicked,  to  oppress 
I A poor  unlucky  devil  without  a shilling ; 

I . But  then  I blame  the  man  himself  much  less 
I Tlum  Bute  and  Grafton,  and  shall  be  unwilling 

^ |f  th*S»rr’>rW, 

lllm  bj  lh«  riM(  ii/Su  ut>!htue,  I kii«w  M Ihr  lirrbruMi 
I U hui»  i1«  miihtiikiMi;  Po|<w>>(r  hrbl  far  Uk'T  >Jo4  «nd 

1.^1  of  Mwrwir  m hr*  rt*v.  hui  »■©«  •••  ih*l  cowu-nnnrr 
Whnv  •woltnn  t4  fatf  or  of  Uwutic  iMil  n«m  berp  «l<nrf>'d  ; 

IfiOne  bW  afaAhM ; awl  •hrrw'i  mplli* 

One*  Hiui  hece  «an>  tn  Oilnf  «ltH  wit  nnd  bilurtt*  hmiiwrM. 

Imp  how  ckn-p  • K>oom  ih«ir  maMamfa)  viprwwron  tud  mMOm  : 
it  now  lb*t  not  favra  ■ tnirt<nw  mal^ant, 

Nm  with  r«iJ  intmi.  he  hrmt  chown  inr  wr*ir*  »f  >*>C 
Hwi  oT  hU  own  ifaUfM  0>c  d.re.  with  tinnwHo. 

T holrli  b?  ^H«hnewim«»*d.  «*k1  Bo«ht  tnM  m(<ht  fallow 

Could  he  ple-wJ  tn  onij  eiruor  * m trf  hnwnrt*  ’ 

t'ouM  he  hide  (he  t»Un,t  at  hi*  fnlh ; or  hope  to  *tone  tar 
wlwe»«lloMr«KUwrre*h«.et. 

Jiwurreeiinw  Ple»wd.  *nd  the  owut  oC  woe*  (h*i  hod  fetlow’d ! 

' lW€«on(*nddl*hij<iilt,llkeihei*wthof«hedreKTin. 

I ‘ Me  h*l  w**n  on  (he  ■ nub  I «h*J  **•»**  *»ren'd  Iwyond  (he  Atfantle  ( • 

I Thentelnn«oT*lhiTth.*«htlon,t*»«0.reepti*non. 

t'ranre  h*«l  rrreiTni  Ihe  teed*,  and  r»>*pW  ihe  hrw«e*l  «f  hormr*! 

I , Where  — where  .hmakl  ilw  pladue  be  »(*>‘d  f Oh,  nwwt  le  be  ptded 

II  Thre  rfell  w»uUUi  bid*,  who  tee  Boltmi  tetheetU 

TtwT  bt  thHr  «tt‘H  h»»e  niwl.  iw  9rrl  to  Ihetr  lnn,e  upbr^lop ! 

I'  Hob  UtnOd  netchoiMr  hui  know,*  fae. - hot tHWi.J 

I • t'*Oor  new  wiwUI  h»  Ke*wT»ll«  th»  rredli  of  hs<rln||  SrM  Hehtnl  (he 
fareh  eia.hwa»lollluin»nalr,  and  e»wi  »et  In  ■ We*e.  the  Sne,*  l’»"  « 

, Kwrwi  m I think  (hr  ArO  «int  w*»  *nrrk.  mmI  U.e  Sro  tp*rk  rnrii.id. 
I bj  UwTiwtriei  Jehi.  H'llket,  * fa*  yw»  t>a(oro.  In  h Um#  of  prxrfeieid 


! To  see  him  punish’d  here  for  their  excess,  jj 

Since  they  were  both  damn’d  long  ago,  and  tllll  In 
Their  place  below:  for  me,  1 have  forgiven,  ^ 

And  vote  hU  • habeas  corpus’  Into  heaven."  I 

LXXII. 

*'  WUkes,”  said  the  Devil,  ” I understand  all  this ; 

You  turn’d  to  half  a courtier  ere  you  died, « j 

And  seem  to  think  it  would  not  be  amiss 
I To  grow  a whole  one  on  the  other  side 
' Of  Charon’s  ferry ; you  forget  that  Ais  (j 

Reign  Is  concluded ; whatsoe'er  betide,  1 

He  won't  be  sovereign  more:  you *vc  lost  your  labour,  I 
For  at  the  best  he  will  but  be  your  neighbour. 

LXXIII. 

However,  I knew  what  to  think  of  It, 

When  I beheld  you  in  your  jesting  way. 

Flitting  and  whispering  round  al>out  the  spit 
Whore  Belial,  upon  duty  for  the  day. 

With  Fox’s  lard  was  basting  WjUlam  Pitt, 

His  pupil;  I knew  what  to  think,  I say  : 

That  fellow  even  In  hell  breeds  farther  Ills ; i 

111  have  him  one  of  his  own  bills.  { 

LXXIV. 

**  Call  Junius  I ” * From  the  crowd  a shadow  st.-Uk’d, 
And  at  the  name  there  was  a general  squeeze, 

So  that  the  very  ghosts  no  longer  walk'd 

In  comfort,  at  their  own  aerial  ease,  I 

But  were  ill  ramm'd,  and  jamm’d  (but  to  l>e  hoik’d,  ; 
As  we  shall  sec),  and  Jostled  hands  and  knees.  ' 

Like  wind  compress'd  and  pent  within  a bladder. 

Or  like  a human  colic,  which  Is  sadder.  | 

LXXV.  ! 

The  shadow  came  — a tall,  thin,  grey-halr'd  figure,  i 
That  look’d  as  it  had  been  a shade  on  earth  ; 

Quick  in  its  motions,  with  an  air  of  vlgr>ur, 

But  nought  to  mark  Its  breeding  or  Its  birth : 

Now  it  wax’d  little,  then  again  grew  bigger. 

With  now  an  air  of  gloom,  or  savage  mirth  ; 

But  as  you  gazed  upon  its  featim>!i,  they 
Changed  every  ln.stant — to  trAo/,  none  could  say. 
LXXVL 

The  more  intently  the  ghosts  gazed,  the  less 

Could  they  distinguish  wboM;  the  features  were ; 

The  Devil  hlnisctf  seem’d  puzzled  even  to  guess ; 

They  varied  like  a dream  — now  here,  now  there; 
And  several  people  swore  from  out  the  press. 

They  knew  him  perfectly ; and  one  could  swear 
He  was  his  father : upon  which  another 
Was  sure  be  was  his  mother’s  cousin’s  brother : 

* [For  the  poHtlral  hUtory  of  John  Wilke*,  who  died  ch»m- 
V*rUin  of  the  etty  of  London,  we  most  refer  to  any  hi*tor>  of 
the  reign  of  r,eorgn  111.  His  {•rufll^nte  personal  rhararter  is 
abundantly  dlsplAyisl  in  the  coUixtiun  of  tils  Icticri.pubMshed  ; 
by  Oil  cfotigAtrr/ since  bis  death.]  | 

S I**  Who  0>*  oUwr  t«.  h>*  camrsde  tn  ctiiU  >rnd  In  nffadna, 

fa  Ow  nrmC  tlk«  tiun,  *n<t  itirtnking  likr  him  fnira  Uw  md  f ' 
U«  l4t«0c*  U**d,and  *ho(  htv  *m-«i  tntUrknm*! 
b*nd(S«<t*<^  be  p*M‘d  («  ihe  RTS**,  vd,  Ic^OnR  Itehlfid  him 
Nostiw*  work*  <m  MrTh,  sna  th«  pr«t  of  «n  e*ii  nam|>i«. 

Went  (0  ite  world  beio^,  wherr  no  uficnrc*  are  I'lditvn. 

M vkM  hml  h*  he«n  lit  hU  lif*.  and  now  a tisot  ortioii, 

K>*«ti«d  Tfund  his  hwsd.  Nid  stmtlUi'd  hH  Ik-aTuro*  fu*  *TFr. 

N|ps«hlrw  «b*  slanderer  nooH,  ami  Mim'd  hSt  far*  from  th«  Monarch. 

Iron-bmiiwt  a*  tl  v»s  . • • •»  ttuumwiriaM,  drmdhjl 

(Vuoii  <e  Ui«  to  conuuoM  jptlU  (a  iW  «}S  of  (be  lojurwd.*'  — heoTtisv.) 

pmcWi  the  milraa  rntrO  (nT  men.  depriTed  of  nher  ohjrrts  of  pobllr  oarnv 
ait},  aeit^  wilh  **Ui(«  on  those  cpMMtnn*  which  were  U«n  witalMl  vkti 
•e  rriBch  *iolet>c*  in  Rn|:1a»d.  'ourhlriR  Ov  rWh(*  ^ ll>*  t***t‘^  an^it  th« 
y»F***iiii>ei>(.  MXl  !>•«  na’ar*  if  power,  llie  nid  at  the  fadHIral  drama  «a« 

In  faTOOr  at  wh^i  was  talird,  aiM  In  some  mperts  woa.  the  Iibert7  ef  (be 
, peopla.  Knowniml  b}  the  *mrcn*  at  this  Rtwat  r«(n«Han.  the  curtain 
f wa.  no  sooner  Uivp|H-d  on  th*  arm*  oS  Kstfepe.  Ihvi  nn*  artnes  haAimert 
la  raise  U BRatn  In  Amertra.  and  to  Rlre  the  wohl  a new  pU},  hlBnilrl} 

I tnarclmsreating  and  OMire  hrilliaBl  Uksn  ibe  Ars(.*->-SI.  Htnaao.) 


BVHONS  WORKS. 


LXXVII. 

Another*  that  he  waa  a duke*  or  knight. 

An  orator,  a lawyer,  or  m pHest, 

A nabob,  a man-midwife  * ; but  the  wight 
Mysterious  changed  his  countenance  at  least 
As  oft  as  they  their  minds:  though  in  full  sight 
He  stood*  the  puxxle  only  was  increased  ; 

The  man  was  a phantasmagoria  In 
lllmself— be  was  so  volatile  and  thin.  ^ 


Lxxvni. 

The  moment  that  you  h?»d  pronounced  him  one. 
Presto  I his  face  changetl,  and  he  was  another ; 
And  when  that  change  was  hardly  well  put  on* 

It  varied,  till  I don’t  think  his  own  mother 
(If  that  he  had  a mother)  would  her  son 

Have  known,  he  shifted  so  from  one  to  t’other; 
Till  guissing  from  a pleasure  grew  a task* 

At  this  epistolary  **  Iron  Mask."* 


LXXIX. 

For  sometimes  he  like  Cerberus  would  seem  — 

**  Three  gentlemen  at  once”  (as  sagely  says 
Good  Mrs.  Malapnip);  then  you  might  deem 
That  he  was  not  even  one ; now  many  rays 
Were  flashing  round  him  ; and  now  a thick  steam 
Hid  him  from  sight  — like  fogs  on  !.ondon  days: 
Now  Uurke,  now  Tofjkc,  he  grew  to  i>eople‘s  fancies, 
And  ct-rtes  often  like  Sir  Philip  Francis.  * 


LXXX. 

I’ve  an  hypothesis  — ‘tls  quite  my  own; 

I never  let  it  out  till  now,  for  fear 
Of  doing  people  harm  about  the  throne, 

And  iiOuring  some  minister  or  peer, 

On  whom  the  stigma  might  perha|>s  be  blown ; 

It  is — my  gentle  public,  lend  thine  earl 
Tis*  that  what  Junius  we  are  wont  to  call 
Was  really,  truly,  nobody  at  i<'l. 


LXXXI. 

I don’t  see  wherefore  letters  should  not  be 
Written  without  hands,  since  wc  dally  view 


* r Among  the  Tarioiu  persons  to  whom  the  Letters  ol 
Junius  have  \»rn  attributed  we  find  the  Duke  of  Porttaod. 


Lord  (inirm  Sackville,  Sir  Philip  Kronrii,  Mr.  liurke.  .Mr. 
Dunnina,  me  llev.  John  Home  Touke,  Mr.  Iiu,;h  Boyd,  Ur.  I 


WUcuut.Ac.j  I 

* f“  I don’t  know  what  to  Ihluk.  Why  shiHiId  Jiiiiitis  ho 
dead?  If  suddenly  anoylexnd.  would  he  rest  In  hit 
without  sending  his  t4«'>.c*  to  shout  in  the  ears  of  ;K>steri(y, 
'Junius  was  X.  Y.  Ksq.  buriwl  In  the  parish  of  • • • • *.' 
Hnt*jr  hti  manuimrtil,  ye  churrhwardens ! Print  a new 
•dltiun  of  his  ].etlers,  ye  hookM-ili-rs  ! lm|K>isible,  — the  man 
miul  be  adtre.  and  will  never  die  without  the  disclosure.  I like 
him  ; — he  »aa  a good  hater." lhary,  Nov.  JSJ3, 
Sir  Philip  KraiM'is  died  in  Dec.  iMlji.] 


[The  mystery  of  " I'homme  au  masque  de  fer."  the  ever-  ■ 
Uttliig  putrle  of  the  last  rentury,  has  at  leneth.  In  general  ' 
opinion,  been  deared  up.  by  a Fretirh  work  published  in  | 
and  which  formed  the  1>m1b  of  an  entertaining  one  in  Kngliih  | 
by  Lord  Dover.  See  Quarteriy  Kepietr,  vol.  axxiv.  p.  l&.j 

* [That  the  work  enlltleil  " The  Identity  of  Juuiiii  with  a 
distlnnUhed  Living  Character  established''  proves  Sir  Philip 
Kranm  to  be  Junius,  we  will  oot  affinn ; but  this  we  can 
safely  assert ; that  it  accumulates  such  a mass  of  drcumstantlal 
evidence  as  renders  it  extremely  ditficult  to  believe  tw  is  not, 
and  that.  If  so  many  coinrideocea  shall  be  found  to  have  mis- 
led us  In  this  case,  otir  faith  in  all  conrlusinns  drawn  from 
prcMfi  of  a similar  kind  may  henceforth  be  shaken.  _ Mack- 
IMTOSH.) 

* [The  well-known  motto  of  Junius  Is,  " Stai  nomiM 
mmbru."^ 


e [••  rwiitn,! 
TtihnS  *• 

Back  tmji 


Wv  ?•  dwmh  > nlMl  the  mnlUbevd  PMoen  In  sneer  t 
I j*  then  b;  «h«m«  la  Oinneti  (be  trrtn  <4  <re«ir  umaitcw  r 
la  jtmt  dfvwt  — And  aiUt  hwitbW  jCgsntic 


Them  written  without  heads ; and  books,  wc  see. 
Are  flll'd  as  well  without  the  latter  too: 

And  really  till  we  fix  <n  somebody 

For  certain  sure  to  tlalm  them  a<  his  due, 
Their  author*  like  the  Niger’s  mouth,  will  bother 
'The  world  to  say  if  there  be  mouth  or  author. 


LXXXIL 

“ And  who  and  what  art  thou  ? ” the  Archangel  said. 

“ For  that  you  may  consult  my  ttUe-|)agc*" 

Replied  this  mighty  sh:tdow  of  a shade : 

" If  1 have  kept  my  secret  half  an  age, 

I scarce  shall  tell  It  now.”— « Camt  thou  upbraid,” 
Continued  Michael,  “ George  Rex,  or  allege 
Aught  further  ? " Junius  answer’d,  “ You  had  belter 
First  ask  him  for  his  answer  to  my  letter : 


LXXXI  1 1. 

“ My  charges  upon  record  will  outlast 
The  bra-ss  of  both  his  epitaph  and  tomb.” 

“ Rei>ent’st  thou  not,”  said  Michael,  « of  some  past 
Kxaggerallon  ? something  which  may  d(x>m 
Thyself  If  fal.se,  as  him  if  true  ? Thou  wa^t 
Too  bitter  — is  It  not  so  ? - In  thy  gloom 
Of  passion  ? ” — « Passion  I ” cried  the  phantom  dim* 
**  1 loved  my  country*,  and  I hated  him. 


I LXXXIV, 

1 " What  I have  written,  I have  written : let 
! The  rest  be  on  bis  head  or  mine  I”  So  spoke 
Old  *•  Nominis  Umbra  ^ ” and  while  speaking  yet. 
Away  he  melted  In  celestial  smoke. 

Then  Satan  said  to  Michael,  **  Don’t  forget  [Tooke, 
To  call  ('.eorge  W.ashington  ?,  and  John^  Home 
And  Franklin;” — but  at  this  time  there  was  heard 
A cry  for  room,  though  not  a phantom  stirr'd. 


LXXXV. 

At  length  with  jostling,  elbowing,  and  the  aid 
Of  cherubim  ap|»inted  to  that  post, 

The  devil  .\sinodcus  to  the  circle  made 
His  way,  and  look’d  as  If  bis  journey  cost 


th*«*  ftleO,  In 

iluri  d t>H»n  »ll  AbroMt,  f«  into  ih«  wIwUuniu*  Harknr.*. 

►om  of  tw  I AnA  jr.  ,«  hl«ndw  1 lurw  r« 

*nd  brar  (n  mind  ihM  •fi«t  dmih  (hrt«  n juitc'i'Mib 

W biflinif,  kwsj  they  dr*  I Nor  I*.,*  di.l  Ik  i«rj.  ivlnd. 

trv^  ilji.CTjw!d*l«rvbr.tao^  b,  . wimvwt  nh.rt! 

!?*!*?  **S"*!i**i? ■ •***'  *fMi  ihBA.Icr 

\ arilthi  .v«¥l  aloft  amid  lltr  orrutnuUlr  h|»t  knrw>, 

ViMivr'.i  luinmaimariunt.  and  l«>tind  Ihr  I miUxfnhrr 
Druv*  Uw  himnv  how  «'  ; ihr,  h<»  line  and 

rvUprKleitu«<W«ni«ib*tr<l«loroM|d»r«  »fe»i»lMii.ir.-_lV>cviirT.l 
' f _ . ^ " *f  b>  ifdi  cf  ihr  thttndrr 

n tw«Td  hr<ni^  lh«  Mictur 


u‘*ii  ‘ivorevoT  Knalwid  waodnh  mjudvm.o.! 

HrU  hath  b^  dvinl.  In  hb  . ho  c«i  rwvh  ilrro.^  0 1,|«, 

Corn*  ycIwriK*  him  no«,  aud  Acrutr  or  mImoJm  him  ! ^ ^ 


S«aw  then  who  adtwi««d  j and  mot*  Irom  ih«  tkim  «t  iltv 

Pydr^whoh-dVoi^arromp^^  their  parifirotlon, 

i^tfvd  of  ih*  IHm  •l*rrw.ih  thv  w of  ih«  mind  b rJowdod. 

Ttiry,  in  ihrtr  t«(tvr  Uair.  m*  oU  itiino  rlear-  . . 

i)jw  .loBe  rrrn^o  d,  lihcw  tl«  mw  hod  mlr«d  to  ehrtr  nation  • 

HlfitUy  hr  had  M(<ud,  vtd  .n«  ontnnmd  luxl  in  dlanr« 

WHh  a »ir«dy  tnlrw,  irKudrd  the  fw*  uf  the  .Vonsuh. 

ThoORhiral  aohllr  he  : — 

' Here  then  M iheUatr  • I Hrawm  we  are  ••  mu  the  doirlti 
in  hf*  ppt«»ed  to  eoi-h  oOkvT  ^ * 


Heiwoen^atlaol.  N«  umoepawl  for  the 
Wron  1 ] fw  wr  hod  fwAb  «w/Ui,ed  ml  enmit,,  rendenne 
Koch  to  rorh  (hot  Jowke  whkh  r*  h from  r^cb  had  w wlAoldwi. 
^the  emnoaf  evtnti.  to  Owe  1 teem'd  t»  a HtM, 

Th«  a l^ranl  to  tmi  - m Mrnvly  d„ti,  drrsmwwn.'r  rale  men 
•I’*?  ranfoundrd  ' 

H odimfion  . the  klonart-h. ' well  hon  t»«w  tiwken.  and  tni 


ww  toaw  iiKtn  u tne  mult  oTthr  rnniest 
•”*  *'f  and  foUehoral, 

K iBdled  and  fed  the  dame ; hot  vevtly  they  have  Uo  k truerdon. 
Tn«o  and  1 ore  ftfe  from  a4lH)ne.'  •. 


When  (hat  wtihdrrw,  th-  Mcmarrh  around  Ihr  aawmblv 
Look’d,  bnl  none  ck*  uum  lorth,*  Ac...  /bd.J 


THE  VISION  OF  JUDGMENT.  ^S3 


! l Some  trouble.  When  his  burden  down  he  laid, 

! I “ What 's  this  ? ” cried  Michael ; **  why,  't  is  not  a 
j ghost  ? ” 

j “ t know  it,"  quoth  the  incubus ; but  he 
I Shall  be  one,  if  you  leave  the  alTair  to  me. 

LXXXVI. 

, Confound  the  renegado  t 1 have  sprain'd 

My  left  wing,  he's  so  heavy ; one  would  think 
I Some  of  his  works  about  his  neck  were  chain’d. 

But  to  the  point ; while  hovering  oVr  the  brink 
Of  Skiddaw  > (where  as  usual  it  still  min'd), 

I saw  a tafier,  far  below  me,  wink, 

And  stooping,  caught  this  fellow  at  a libel— 

No  less  on  history  than  the  Holy  Bible. 

LXXXVII. 

•*  The  former  Is  the  devil’s  scripture,  and 
The  latter  yours,  good  Michael  t so  the  adair 
Belongs  to  all  of  us,  you  understand. 

I snatch’d  him  up  Just  as  you  see  him  there, 

And  brought  him  oif  for  sentence  out  of  hand : 

I've  scarcely  been  ten  minutes  in  the  air  — 

' At  least  a quarter  it  can  hardly  be : 

' 1 dare  say  that  his  wife  U still  at  tea." 

I LXXXVIIL 

, Here  Satan  said,  *'  I know  this  man  of  old, 

And  have  expected  him  for  some  time  here  ; 

A sillier  fellow  you  will  scarce  behold. 

Or  more  conceited  in  his  petty  sphere : 

I But  surely  it  was  not  worth  while  to  fold 
I Such  trash  below  your  wing,  Asmodcus  dear : 

We  had  the  poor  wretch  safe  (without  being  bored 
j With  carriage)  coming  of  his  own  accord. 

I LXXXIX. 

j •*  But  since  he's  here,  let’s  see  what  he  h.^•  done." 

' “ Done  I"  cri«*d  Asmodeus,  ” he  antldixites 

The  ver)'  business  you  are  now  upon. 

And  scribbles  as  If  hca<i  clerk  to  the  Fates. 

I Who  knows  to  what  his  ribaldry  may  run, 

I j When  such  an  ass  as  this  like  Babmm's,  prates  ? " 
i “ Let 's  hear,"  quoth  Michael,  “ what  he  has  to  say ; 

; You  know  we’re  bound  to  that  In  every  way.” 

I;  xc. 

Now  the  bard,  glad  to  get  an  audience,  which 
r By  no  means  often  was  his  case  below. 

Began  to  cough,  and  hawk,  and  hem,  and  pitch 
I His  voice  into  that  awful  note  of  woe 
To  all  unhappy  hearers  within  reach 

Of  poets  when  the  tide  of  rhyme's  in  flow , 

But  stuck  flist  with  his  first  hexameter. 

Not  one  of  ail  whose  gouty  feet  would  sUr. 

XCI. 


And  Michael  rose  ere  he  could  get  a word  I 

Of  all  his  founder’d  verses  under  way.  [nest  — 
And  cried,  For  God’s  sake,  stop,  my  friend  1 'twere 
iVoji  2>t,  non  hominei — you  know  the  resL’*«  | 

XCIL  j 

A general  bustle  spread  throughout  the  throng. 

Which  seem'd  to  bold  all  verse  in  detestation  ; 

The  angels  bad  of  course  enough  of  spng 
When  upon  service ; and  the  genemtion 
Of  ghosts  had  heard  too  much  in  life,  not  long  ! 

J^fbre,  to  profit  by  a new  occasion ; [what ! 3 | 

The  monarch,  mute  till  then,  excUdm'd,  **  Whail  { 

Pye  * come  again  ? No  more  — no  more  of  that ! ” i 

XCIII.  j 

The  tumult  grew  ; an  universal  cough 
Convulsed  the  skies,  as  during  a debate, 

When  Castlereagh  has  been  up  long  enough 
(Before  be  was  first  minister  of  state, 

1 mean  — the  i/upes  hear  note) ; some  cried  **  Off,  eff  1 ” 

As  at  a firce ; tilt,  grown  quite  desperate. 

The  bard  Saint  Peter  pray’d  to  interpose  j 

(Himself  an  author)  only  for  his  prose. 

XCIV. 

The  varlet  was  not  an  llUfavour'd  knave  ; 

A good  deal  like  a vulture  in  the  face. 

With  a hook  nose  and  a hawk’s  eye,  which  gave 
A smart  and  shari>er-Iooking  sort  of  grace 
To  his  whole  asj)cct,  which,  though  rather  grave, 

Was  by  no  means  so  ugly  as  his  case ; | 

But  that,  indeetl,  was  hoitelcss  as  can  be,  I 

Quite  a poetic  felony  **  de  m." 

XCV.  . 

Then  Michael  blew  his  trump,  and  still'd  the  noise 
With  one  still  greater,  as  is  yet  the  mode 
On  earth  besides;  except  some  gnunbling  voice, 

Which  now  and  then  will  make  a slight  inroad 
Upon  decorous  silence,  few  will  twice 

Lift  up  their  lungs  when  fairly  overcrow’d; 

And  now  the  burd  could  plead  his  own  bad  cause,  | 
With  all  the  attitudes  of  self-applause. 

XCVL 

He  said  — (I  only  give  the  heads)  — he  said, 

He  meant  no  harm  in  scribbling ; 't  was  his  way  | 
Upon  all  topics;  ’t  was,  besides^  his  bread. 

Of  which  he  butter'd  both  sides;  't  would  dehy  j 
Too  long  the  assembly  (he  was  pleases!  to  dn*ad). 

And  take  up  rather  more  time  than  a day.  j 

To  name  his  works  — he  would  but  cite  a few  — | 

“ Wat  Tyler”  — “ Rhymes  on  Blenheim  " — « Wa-  j ! 

terloo. " ( 

xeviL  ; 


I 


But  ere  the  spavin’d  dactyls  could  be  spurr’d 
Into  recitative,  in  great  dismay. 

Both  cherubim  and  seraphim  were  heard 

To  murmur  loudly  through  their  long  array ; 

> [Mr.  Southey’s  residence  is  on  the  shore  of  Oerwent- 
water,  near  the  mountain  Skiddaw.] 
s Mcdkwrfbus  esse  poetis 

Not)  Df,  uon  homines,  non  concessere  columnw.'*.-//or4>ci*.] 

* [The  king’s  trick  of  repeating  his  words  in  this  way  was 
.1  fertile  source  of  ridicule  to  Peter  Pindar  (Dr.  Wolcot)  for 
example  — 

*•  TN*  rofMoarint  tnonArrh.  (o  Uke  bnuh 

Amldis  tit*  rFKinxnii  cf  d«Mh, 

.S'er*  turn'd  to  Wbiibrvoii  «ilh  c>unpl)icvMe  round { 

And,  nWrni,  ihot  luMmu'd  th*  tom  at  Ihut 
* WliHhrvad,  ii  'I  nvr  ? I benr,  1 Kr«r, 

Vou  'rc  of  in  •netent  flimH}  — mwnn'd  — 


He  had  written  praises  of  a regicide ; 

He  bad  written  praises  of  all  kings  whatever; 

He  bad  written  for  republics  far  and  wide. 

And  then  against  them  bitterer  than  ever ; 

WhM  f Wltai } l*m  told  (hat  nta  *n  a Hmb 

Of  Pjn.  the  famou*  frJIow  P«in  s 

Wlutt,  H’liUbruad.  b It  inw  ulwu  pMplu  aa;  * 

Hon  at  a rmindhaad  are  ^ h«  > b*  ^ tua  ? 

T1tirtl«th  of  Januar,  dcm'i  you  fr«d  f 

jw»  ant  cnifi  bead,  you  ant  calf*  bend ! * *1 

• [Henry  James  Pyp,  the  predecessor  of  Mr.  Southey  In  the 
poet-Uurr.iteshin.  died  in  IHI3.  He  was  the  author  of  many 
works,  besides  nis  ofllrial  Odes,  among  others  *'  AllVed.'*  ,m 
epic  poem— oil  of  which  hate  been  long  since  deftinct.  PS  e 
«as  a man  of  good  family  in  Berkshire,  sat  some  time  in  par- 
liament, and  was  eminently  respectable  in  evert-  thing  but  bis 
poetry.) 
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nVllON  S WORKS. 


For  pantiwmcy  he  once  had  cried 

Aloud,  a scheme  less  moral  than  ’twas  clever ; 
Then  grew  a hearty  anll-jacobln  — 

Had  turn'd  his  coat— and  would  have  turn'd  his  skin. 

XCVIII. 

He  had  sung  against  all  battle's,  and  again 
In  their  high  praise  and  glory ; he  had  call'd 
Reviewing  > “ the  ungentle  craft,"  and  then 
Become  as  base  a critic  as  e’er  crawl'd  — 

Fed,  paid,  and  pamper'd  by  the  very  men 

By  whom  his  muse  and  morals  had  been  maul'd : 
lie  hul  written  much  blank  verse,  and  blanker  prose. 
And  more  of  both  than  anybody  knows. 

XCIX. 

He  had  written  Wesley's  life : — here  turning  round 
To  Satan,  ” Sir,  I 'm  ready  to  write  yours, 

In  two  octavo  volumes,  nicely  bound. 

With  notes  and  preface,  all  that  most  allures 
The  pious  purchaser;  and  there ’s  no  ground 
For  fear,  for  I can  choose  my  own  revlcwen; 

So  let  me  have  the  proper  documents, 

That  1 may  add  you  to  my  other  saints.” 

C. 

Satan  bow'd,  and  was  silent  **  Well,  If  you, 

With  amiable  modesty,  decline 
My  offer,  what  says  Michael  ? There  arc  few 
^Vhosc  memoirs  could  be  render'd  more  divine. 
Mine  is  a pen  of  all  work ; not  so  new 

As  it  was  once,  but  I would  make  you  shine 
Like  your  own  trumpet  By  the  way,  my  own 
Has  more  uf  brass  in  It,  and  Is  os  well  blown. 

CL 

••  But  talking  about  trumpets,  here ’s  my  Vision  I 
Now  you  shall  judge,  all  people ; yes  you  shall 
Judge  with  my  judgment,  and  by  my  decision 
I Bo  guided  who  shall  enter  heaven  or  full.  ^ 

I 1 settle  all  these  things  by  intuition, 

I Times  present,  past,  to  come,  heaven,  hell,  and  all, 

I • See '*  Life  of  Henry  Kliko  White.*’ 

t i”  L<n  «p  'Mir  h«vb,  7«  OalM  t and  ««  rrntMiRff  Prrtal*, 

, Rr  ^ Itft  up  ! For  la  I aj^oriAvd  MonMi:h  approacJimh. 

0»r  «ho  Pi  rtchtvouonew  rc4|^M,  «nd  r^uricniklf  piToraM  l>i«  i^of'e. 

' Who  arc  Oitse  Uiai  a«Mt  him  within  S«.%au.  iitv  lMi*«r<t, 

Him  I knrw  . Thou,  too,  O mai.  titm  Cliia, 

KicoUmt  wrrt  therw  ‘ «twl  thr  bTMhrr^  IwoaUAtl  iplriL 

Tliarv  loo  041  h«  oTiho  loblo  mail,  Ui«  Krro  et  CrvM), 

.Lion.liwancd  Rtchaml  wan  ihrro.  rodoal«taM#  warrM. 

J UH  thr  Mrtrt  iiT /ktfireii  — 

AlAoii.  than  wSofo  nr>  prtnro  viili  lorUrr  IntHUvt  ftiAml. 

Bode  i hohOd,  who,  ht»abl«  and  h->ly, 

BHonr  tika  a Unctr  <iar,  aarma  in  a nlwht  of  darknaai. 

Ro:<fi  al«o  wa*  t>Mrr.  tha  matr.ittiu  rnu  t 

Ttww,  loA.  Falhwr  Chaticrr  1 M«,  and  drJiahlMl  la  •**  Ihr*  — 

Aod  Ohaki|war«.  wIm  in  onr  hrotti  for  himoHr  hath  aormplrr. 

A train  whom  tMurrr  dot;  aitraciod, 

Thm-iah  th«  Gaia  nf  OUw  ramr  (oath  lo  wrienma  thWr  Aorrr*wn. 

Man*  o«Tv  the;,  and  al<n<xii  aU.  Cunaplriaout  amand  ihnn 
W uifa  wa*  mmi  and  tna  hoiman  who  MI  on  tlw  ihorvt  of  Owh/h««.* 
And  iha  mtahit  Mtutcian  of  tn-rmaair  f,  ourt  br  adaptian, 

W'ho  boMd  In  the  klrif  h(*  mumSrmt  pwpd  arid  iiatron  — 

Thara,  loo,  Wmlpj,  I law  and  Inrw  — And  Rtirka  I bwhrld  lh«Tp. 

H*fw,  oharr  wronc*  ar«  fiwciron,  watOir  Inpirad  Maalinm  bmhlr  hint  | 
I'hora  wa*  our  Ulr-Uol  Qu«w,tbie  natl«m'*  raampla  of  virtMT." Sir. 

HtKTMa*.] 

* Alfonao,  ipo«kine  of  the  Ptolecnesn  <yttetn.  tald.  tlut 
“ hod  he  teen  consulted  at  the  rrcatlun  of  the  world,  he  would 
bare  ipared  the  Maker  some  absurdities." 

• .t«*  .Aubrey's  acrount  of  the  apparitJoo  which  dliappeared 

"with  a curious  perfume  and  a ororf  rtuUtdtotu  /f/-mag;"or 
sew  the  " Anttifuary.*'  toI.  I.  p.  As  the  vldon  shut 

hU  Tnlume.  a >tr.ain  of  dftinh^fui  music  seemed  to  tiU  the 
apartment  " — The  usual  time,"  says  Grose,  "at  which 
choiti  make  their  appearance  Is  midtiighl,  and  scldum  before 
h is  dark  ; thnu^rh  some  amUdnus  spirits  have  tioen  salti  to 
appear  even  by  day-ll^ht ; hut  of  this  there  are  few  instances, 
and  those  mostly  ghosts  who  had  been  laid,  and  whose  terms 
of  confinement  were  expired.  I cannot  Icam  th-U  ghusta 

* Cook.  4 IlindoU 


Like  king  Alfonso.  * ^^Tion  I thus  sec  double* 

I save  the  Ddty  some  worlds  of  trouble." 

CII. 

I lie  ceased,  and  drew  forth  an  MS. ; and  no 
Persuasion  on  the  part  of  devils,  or  saints, 

Or  angels,  now  could  stop  the  torrent ; so 
I He  read  the  first  three  lines  of  the  contents; 

, But  at  the  fourth,  the  whole  spiritual  show 
! Had  vanish'd,  with  variety  of  scents, 
j Ambrosial  and  sulphureous,  as  they  sprang, 

I Like  lightning,  off  from  bis  **  melodious  twang. 

CIIL 

Those  grand  heroics  acted  as  a spell : 

The  angels  slopp'd  their  ears  and  plied  their  pinions  ; 
The  devils  ran  howling,  deafen’d,  down  to  hell ; 

. The  ghosts  fled,  gibbering,  for  their  own  doml- 
(For  ’tls  not  yet  decided  where  they  dwell,  [nions^ 
And  I leave  every  man  to  his  opinions) ; 

Michael  took  refuge  in  his  trump  — but,  lo  I 
His  teeth  were  set  on  edge,  he  could  not  blow  | 

CIV. 

Saint  Peter,  who  has  hitherto  been  known 
For  an  imt>ctunus  saint,  upraised  his  keys, 

And  at  the  fifth  line  knock'd  the  jK>et  down  ; ^ 

Who  fell  like  Phaeton,  but  more  at  ease, 

Into  his  lake,  for  there  he  did  not  drown  j 
A different  web  being  by  the  Destinies 
Woven  for  the  Laureate's  final  wreath,  whene’er 
Reform  shall  happen  either  here  or  there. 

CV. 

He  first  sank  to  the  bottom — like  his  works. 

But  soon  rose  to  the  surface — like  himself; 

For  all  corrupted  things  are  buoy'd  like  corks,® 

By  their  own  rottenness,  light  as  an  clf. 

Or  wisp  that  flits  o’er  a morass  ; he  lurks. 

It  may  be.  still,  like  dull  iKwks  on  a shelf, 

In  his  own  den,  to  scrawl  some"  Life"  or  **  Vision,"? 
As  Wcibom  sa>-5 — “ the  devil  turn'd  precisian." 

cany  Uperi  In  Ihclr  hands,  u they  are  sometimes  depleted. 
Draksiiix  chains  Is  not  the  fashion  of  Knglish  ghosts  ; chains 
and  blar K v estmenU  bring  chiefly  the  accoutrements  of  foreign 
spectres  seen  in  arbitrary  governments ; dead  or  alive,  Kn« 
gllsh  spirits  are  free.  During  the  narration  of  Us  business,  a 
ghost  must  by  no  means  be  Interrupted  by  questions  of  any 
kind:  Its  narration  tseing  completed.  It  vanishes  away,  fre. 
quently  In  a flash  of  light ; in  which  case,  some  ghosts  h.nve 
been  so  considerate  as  to  desire  the  party  to  w hom  they  a;»- 
peared  to  shut  their  eves:  — sometime*  lu  dc|>arture  Is  at- 
tended with  motl  dehgktful  music."] 

i 1“  Whnt  I hohrM  (h«m  m*H,  the  itnire  nfnR  ml  o'rTCamv  mat 
And  »b««  wlih  hsfp  BfKl  *«k«  ih«  I<nkI  ixisjuinslu  of  wrkenia 
FIllM  ih«  tr>Sdrr  »ky,  k.  |h»  hswn  r(im|v«n«  enirr*4 
;n<r«ul>  Ih*  K*«»ssn«w  l> tics.  I,  tino,  fm-'d  l«  eoief  — 

Hui  U»r  v.-ixhi  rf  thr  Ivo.1t  wtihlvU  ms.  - 1 (tootl'd  lo  th*  founuin, 
Ma*r  t«  drink  therKf.  and  to  pw  *at»  all  ihvi  ranht*. 

ISarfcnsw  cams  arsr  nw  then  si  the  chiVing  loach  odUis  vaier. 

And  mjt  fi-si  mdhoaehi  *unk,  and  t lirit  t>rsri)«Mis.  M*ri|n», 

Tbsn  I swnks,  and  Misld  ihs  mrwntsina  in  loillghi  k.sfwv  nw, 
bilk  and  dbono!  and.  inUiol  of  ihs  raptufou*  *mic4  oTIwwmsIn, 
Hssrd  the  l«ll  frain  «h*  tws  I Toti  I through  ihc  ukvicw  ef 

sTtning,  *_  SiK  TR  a « . ] 

• A drowned  boily  lies  at  the  bottom  till  rotten;  it  then 
floats,  as  most  peo|>Ie  know. 

7 [Southey’s  Vliimi  of  Judgment  appears  lo  ui  lo  be  an  lll- 
judird.  and  not  a well-executed  w<»rk.  It  certainly  has  added 
nothing  to  the  repuution  of  lU  author  in  any  respeet.  The 
nobleness  of  hU  motive  dors  not  atone  for  the  irnliiicretion  of 
putting  it  Into  so  reprehensible  a form.  JliUon’s  example 
will,  perhaps,  be  ploailcd  in  hi*  vlndir.-ttJ«» ; but  Milton  alone 
has  ever  founded  a fiction  on  the  basis  of  rerel.'ktton,  without 
degrading  his  subject.  He  alone  has  suceerded  in  carrying 
I his  readers  into  the  spiritual  world.  No  other  attempt  of  the 
I kind  has  ever  anpeared  that  ran  f»e  read  aifhout  a constant 
I fcllng  of  something  like  burlesque,  and  a wish  that  the  Tar- 
I tarus  arid  Klvsium  of  the  idolatrous  Greeks  should  still  betlie 
j bell  aiMl  the  heaven  of  poetry.  A smile  at  tljc  pucrilltlea,  and 


At  for  the  reM,  to  come  to  the  conclusion 
Of  this  true  dream,  the  telescope  Is  Rone 
\%Taich  kept  my  optics  free  from  all  delusion, 

And  ibow’d  me  what  I in  my  lam  have  shown ; 

a Jauffh  at  the  ah«iirdllT  of  the  poet,  mlpht  then  be  enjoTed  br 
the  reader,  without  ah  »ppreh«n«U>n  that  he  wai  Ruliiy  of 
profanttr  In  airlnfi  it.  MiUrtn  ha*  been  IdwruHt  by  the  int»t 
jiuUdou*  crith*»,  «n<l  hli  wannest  ailmirrri,  forcxpreiuJni:  the 
c«mtt*el*  of  Klemal  Wisdom,  and  the  derrci>*  iif  Almijchty 
P.mer.  by  wortU  assinned  to  the  Drily.  It  offendi  a«.niiiit 
jMW^lral  prnprlftv  at.d  poelltal  proljablhly.  It  U Impossible 
lu  develTp  ourseUrs  into  a momentary  and  poetical  belief 
that  wouU  imtcwnled  from  the  Holy  Spirit,  except  on  the 
warrant  of  InspiralUni  luelf.  It  U here  only  that  Milton  fail*, 
and  here  Milton  »ometimei  *hock«  The  languaKc  and  cm>- 
: duct  awribed  by  Milton  to  hli  inferior  *plriti.  atTord  »o  well 
I with  our  wmeeption*  and  belief  re»f>ectlni  their  nature  a>»d 
I exi*tetHe,  that  in  many  phires  we  for-et  that  they  are,  in 
any  re.j>ort,  the  crrarurei  of  Imapdnalion.  The  bU«iihemlc» 
of  Milton'*  devil*  offend  not  a plou*  ear,  be*rati»r  they  are 
devil*  who  utter  them.  Nor  are  we  displeated  wUli  the  jK>et  • 
pretumpilon  in  feijrnlnR  lanRiURe  for  hearenly  spirits,  beeanse 
It  UaUiiffUAite  th.u  lift*  the  soul  to  heaven  j and  we  nmro 
than  believe,  we  know  and  fevd.  that,  whatever  ntay  be  the 
nature  of  the  lanmiagc  of  anKels,  the  lan*.nui;e  of  the  in>et 
* truly  interpret*  their  »nitlment*.  The  words  are  human  ; 
but  the  truth*  they  expre**.  and  the  doelrloe*  they  teach,  are 
divine.  Nolhinff  of  the  same  kind  can  be  *.iid  of  ai*y  other 
I fable,  serious  or  IvnUcrous,  piou*  or  profane,  that  h.is  yet  been 
written  in  any  age  or  Ungua^te — Biacitrood, 
i [The  “ VliioD  of  Jiidjjmrnl”  appeared,  as  has  been  a]> 

' ready  said,  in  “The  Lilseral  “ — a Joiimai  which.  consistluK 
chivoy  of  piece*  by  the  late  Mr.  HaxtiU  and  Mr.  I.,elgh  Hunt, 
was  not  saved  from  ruin  by  a few  conlrlb»»tion*.  some  of  the 
hi?lic«t  merit,  by  I^rd  Byron.  In  his  work,  etilillwl  “ I,ord 
I Byron  and  hi*  CmUemporarie*."  Mr.  Hunt  assaulted  the  dead 
poet,  w Ith  reference  to  this  unhappy  Journal ; and  his  charre* 
were  thus  taken  to  pieces  at  the  tune  in  the  tjuaricrly  lie- 
vtov : — 

I “ Mr.  Hunt  describe*  himself  as  pre*sed  l»y  I.rf»rd  Byron 
into  the  undertakinsT  of  that  hapless  magMine : I.onl  Byron, 
mi  the  contrary,  rourcseiit*  himself  as  urged  to  the  service  by 
I the  Messrs.  Hunt  theiii*«-lvr*.”  c.  R. 

“ ‘f'renoa.  Oct.  9th,  ItrJ.  — I am  afraid  the  Journal  I'r  abad 
business,  and  won't  do.  but  In  It  I am  sarriftriiig  myself  for 
others.  / can  have  no  advantage  in  it  I believe  the  brolArrt 
Wwit/i  to  be  honest  men  : I am  sure  that  they  are  i>oor  ones; 
they  have  not  a Nap.  They  yretted  mr  to  mgaRt  in  this 
toork,  and  m on  cerV  hour  i coaJCMfcd ; *fiW  I thtxU  not  repent 
tf  t condo  them  the  least  scre/cc.  I have  done  all  I ran  for 
I^lgh  Hunt  since  he  came  here,  but  it  is  alinoal  useless:  hi* 
wife  is  U1 ; hi*  six  children  not  verv  tractable  ; and  in  aff.iir* 
of  this  world  he  hlrnsHf  •*  a perfect  child.  The  death  of 
Shelley  left  them  totally  aifroiiml ; and  1 could  not  see  thmi 
In  such  a state  without  mln|r  the  common  fe«  of  hu- 
manity, and  what  means  were  In  ray  power  to  set  u.«m  aflo.it 
again.' 

“Again  — Mr.  Hunt  represent*  Lord  Byron  as  dropping 
his  connection  with  ‘ The  Libenvl.’  partly  because  bis  frlumli 
at  home ( Messrs.  Moore,  Hobbouse.  Murray,  Arc-ltold  hliu  It 
was  a ditcretluable  one,  and  {urtly  because  the  business  did 
not  turn  out  lucrative. 

“ * It  Is  a mistake  to  suppose.  tl«at  he  was  not  inainir  In- 
fluencetl  by  the  expecuiloii  of  profit.  He  expected  very  Urge 
retuni*  from  ' The  LUicral.'  Ucjwicrs  in  these  «Uys  need  not 
l*e  told,  that  periodical  works  which  have  a large  sale  are  a 
mine  of  wealth  : I^rd  Byron  had  calculated  that  matter  well. 
Lord  Huron  and  kn  Contnnporancs.  p.  V). 

” • The  failure  of  the  Urge  profits  — the  non-appearance 
of  the  golden  vision#  he  had  ImAed  for.  of  tlie  Kdin^irgh  or 
Quarterly  returns  — of  the  solid  and  splendid  proof*  of  this 
new  country,  whUh  he  should  conquer  in  the  regions  of  no- 
toriety. to  the  fUtziing  of  all  iiien's  eyes  and  his  own — this 
it  was  —this  wru  the  bitter  disappointmeut  which  made  him 
determine  to  give  way.'  — /i«f.  p.AI. 

“ Now  let  us  hear  Ix»rd  Byron  Idinself:  — 

‘ Genoa,  ‘Jbr*  jatb.  DW They  will,  of  course,  attribute 

motives  tff  all  kinds  ; UU  1 sliall  u<»t  alwndon  * man  like 
Hunt  because  he  U unfortunate.  Why.  I could  have  no 
pecuniary  motives,  and.  least  of  all.  in  coiiuection  with 
Hunt.'  . , . . 

*•*  Genoa.  10»"<5Mh.  1«W.  — Now  do  you  see  what  you 
and  your  friend*  do  by  yinir  Inludidous  nMlenes*?  actually 
cement  a sort  of  coniiotlion  which  you  strove  to  preveot. 
and  which,  hod  the  Hunts  prospered,  would  not.  in  all  pfo- 
b,xliimr.  have  continued.  As  It  Is,  I will  not  quit  thi^  In 
their  ilversUv,  though  It  should  cost  me  character,  fame, 
'money,  and  ll.e  usual  et  cetera.  MyoridnoJ  moUve*  1 al- 
ready  explained  ; (in  the  letter  which  you  thought  proper  to 


All  1 ww  farther,  In  the  la.«t  ctmfu»lon, 

W.^a,  that  King  George  allpii'd  into  heaven  foV 
one ; 

And  when  the  tumult  dwindled  to  a calm, 

1 left  him  practising  the  hundredth  p»alni.  l 

show ;)  they  *re  the  fr*<  one*,  and  1 aWde  by  them,  as  I teJI 
you,  and  1 told  I/eigh  Hunt,  when  he  qucitbmed  me  on  the 
subject  of  that  letter.  He  was  vlcdeiitly  hurt,  and  never  will 
forgive  me  at  the  bottom ; but  i cannot  help  that.  I never 
Tneanl  to  m.ike  a parade  of  it ; but  If  he  chose  to  qumiiim 
me,  1 ctmlil  only  answer  the  plain  truth  ; and  I confess,  t did  . 
not  see  any  thing  In  the  letfer  to  hurt  him.  unh-si  I said  he  , 
was  ••  a bwe."  which  I dou'l  remcmlwr.  Hail  this  Jminial  \ 
gone  on  well,  and  i could  have  aided  to  make  it  better  for 
them.  I should  then  have  left  them  after  a safe  plintage  off  a 
lee  shore  to  make  a prosperous  voyage  by  themselves.  As  it 
it.  1 can't,  and  would  rsot  if  1 could,  leave  them  among  the 
breakers.  As  to  any  community  of  ft'cHng,  thought,  or 
upinlon,  between  Iwtgh  Hunt  and  me,  there  I*  little  or  none. 
We  meet  rarely.  hariUy  ever ; but  1 think  him  a good-prin- 
cipled and  able  man,  and  must  do  as  I would  be  done  by." 

The  Reviewer  proceeds  to  comment  on  Mr.  Hunt's  general 
abuse  of  Lord  Byron's  manners,  habits,  ami  conversaliun  : 

*•  The  witness  U.  In  nur  opinion,  dliqiialifled  to  give  cvf-  i 
denre  upon  any  such  tubjivU : his  book  proves  him  to  be  | 
equally  Ignorant  of  what  manners  are,  and  Incuir.pctent  to  I 
judge  what  tnouners  ought  to  be:  his  elaborate  |Mirlrallure  i 
uf  ins  own  habits  is  from  beprlnnlng  to  end  a very  rarlt  ature  of  I 
absurdity  ; and  the  man  w ho  w role  this  biwk,  studh’usly  cast.  ! 
as  the  w'huio  language  of  it  is.  In  a free-and-easy,  convrrsa-  [ 
tional  tone,  has  no  more  right  to  deiklc  about  thecunversathm  ' 
uf  such  a man  as  I.nrd  Byron,  than  hjui  a perl  apprentice  to  | 
pronounce  er  cathedra  — from  his  onc-shllling  gallery,  tn  w It  i 
— on  the  rtl.ilogneof  a polite  comedy.  We  con  easily  believe,  I 
that  loird  Byron  never  talke>l  his  best  when  this  was  his  | 
Companion.  We  tan  also  believe,  that  Lord  Byron's  serious  • 
conrerwtion,  even  in  It*  lowest  tone,  was  often  unintelligible 
to  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt.  We  are  morallr  certain,  that  in  such  - 
company  Lord  Byroa  talke>l,  very  often  Indeed,  for  (he  mere  ; 
purpose  of  amusing  himself  at  the  expense  of  his  i^orant.  i 
fanbutir,  l.ack-a-daisiral  miest  ; that  he  considered  the  Mag-  | 
nus  Apollo  of  I'arailise  Ilow  as  a precious  butt,  and  acted 
accordingly.  Wc  therefore  consider  Mr.  Hunt's  evideuie  a* 
absolutely  inadmissihlq.  on  strung  yrrrhrnrnary  grounds.  But 
what  are'  we  to  say  tn  It.  when  we  find  It,  a*  we  do,  totally 
and  diamctrirally  at  variance  both  with  the  subsUnce  and 
complexion  nf  I.ord  Byron's  epistolary  corre*ponde:ire  ; and 
with  the  oral  icstlmunle*  uf  men  whose  lolenu.  originally 
su|ierinr  beyond  all  possibility  of  meMiircmenv  to  Mr.  Hunt’s, 
have  N-en  matured  and  |)erfe>  ted  by  study.  l>olb  of  bonk*  and 
men.  such  as  Mr.  Hunt  never  even  dreamed  of;  who  had 
the  ailvantage  of  meeting  loird  Uyroo  on  terms  of  perfect 
equality  to  iul  intents  and  purpose*  t and  who.  qiiallhed.  as 
they  pfoboltly  were,  above  any  uf  thrir  mntr'mporarie*.  to  | 


appreciate  la>rd  Byron,  whether  a*  a port,  or  a*  a man  of 
high  rank  and  pre-eminent  fame,  mingling  In  the  world  In 
society  sitch  as  he  ought  irever  to  have  sunk  lielow,  ail  w ith 


one  voice  pronounce  an  opinion  exactly  ami  In  every  par- 
ticular. as  w ell  as  Imiking  tn  things  broadly  ar>d  to  the  general 
effect. the  reverse  uf  that  which  tnl*  unworthyajid  ungr,T.tcful 
dependant  has  thought  himself  justlfli'sl  In  promulgating,  on 
the  plea  of  a i>emiry  wliich  no  Ia>rd  Byron  mrv  1*  e*  to  relieve  ? 
It  is  too  bail,  that  he  who  ha*.  In  his  own  personal  conduct, 
as  well  as  In  his  writings,  so  initch  to  answer  for  — who 
abused  great  np|>ortuniries  and  great  talents  so  lamentably  — 
who  sinned  so  deeply,  both  against  the  society  to  which  he 
belongeil  and  the  literature  In  which  his  name  will  ever  hold 
a splendid  place  — it  Is  really  too  bad.  that  T,ord  Byron,  in 
addition  to  the  grave  condemnation  of  men  able  to  ai>prwlate 
bulb  his  merits  and  his  demerits,  and  well  dilposcu  to  think 
mure  In  sorrow  than  in  anger  of  the  worst  errors  th.it  ex- 
isted along  with  so  much  that  was  excellent  and  nuble— It 
is  by  muc  h too  b.ul.  that  this  groat  man's  glorious  though 
roclanchuly  metnoiy 

* Must  also  bear  the  vile  attacks 
Of  ragged  curs  and  vulgar  hacks  * 
whom  he  fed  : — that  his  bones  must  be  scraped  up  from  their 
b^  of  repose  to  be  at  ome  grlaned  and  howled  over  by  crea- 
ture* who,  even  in  the  least  hjeiia-like  of  their  mooHi*.  can 
touch  nothing  that  maukind  would  wish  to  respect  without 
polluting  it." 

Mr.  M'V>re's  Verses  on  Mr.  Hunt's  work  must  not  M 
emitted  here : — 

'•  Next  w •fk  will  be  published  (a*  ‘ Live*  ’ are  the  rage) 
The  whole  Heiiitniscences,  wonfrous  and  strange, 
or  a small  puppv-dog  that  lived  onee  In  the  cage 
Uf  the  late  noble  lion  at  Lxelrr  'Change. 

“ Though  the  dog  is  a dog  of  the  kind  thev  call  * sad.* 

'T  U a puppy  that  much  tn  good  brevding  preU  'tda : 
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Zf)t  sagt  of  UroiijcJ 

OR,  {;.\RMEN  SECULARE  ET  ANNUS  HAUD  .MIR.ABILIS.' 

*•  lmp«r  Con^etsuj  Achilli.*' 


I. 

Tut  good  old  times” — all  times  when  old  are 
good  — 

Are  gone ; the  present  might  be  if  they  would  ; 
Great  things  have  been,  and  are,  and  greater  still 
Want  little  of  mere  mortals  but  their  will : 

A wider  space,  a greener  field,  is  given 

To  those  who  play  their  “ tricks  before  high  heaven.” 

I know  not  if  the  angels  weep,  but  men 

Have  wept  enough  — for  what  ? — to  weep  again  ] 


II. 


Though  Alexander’s  urn  a show  be  grown 
On  shores  he  wept  to  conquer,  though  tuiknown-» 
How  vain,  bow  worse  than  v^aln,  at  length  appear 
The  madman's  wUh,  the  Marcdonlan's  tear  t 
He  wept  fur  worlds  to  conquer — half  the  earth 
Knows  not  hU  name,  or  but  hb  death,  and  birth. 
And  desolation ; while  bb  native  Greece 
H.ith  all  of  desolation,  save  its  peace. 

He  “ wept  for  worlds  to  conquer  !”  he  who  ne'er 
Conceived  the  globe,  he  panted  not  to  spare  1 
With  even  the  busy  Northern  Isle  unknown, 

Which  holds  his  um,  and  never  knew  hb  throni.  * 


. All  is  explixled be  it  good  or  bad. 

''  Reader  t remember  when  thou  wert  a lad. 

Then  Pitt  was  all ; or,  If  not  all,  so  much, 

' His  ver>’  rival  almost  deem'd  him  such.  * 

, We,  we  have  seen  the  intellectual  race 
! Of  giants  stand,  like  Titans  face  to  face  — 

Athos  and  Ida,  with  a da.>ihing  sea 
I Of  eloquence  Itctwecn,  which  flow'd  all  free. 

As  the  deep  billows  of  the  wEgi*an  ru:ir 
Betwixt  the  Hellenic  and  the  Phrygian  shore. 
But  where  arc  they — the  rivals  ! a few  feet 
Of  sullen  earth  divide  each  winding  sheet.  * 
j How  peaceful  and  how  powerful  b the  grave, 

; \Mtich  bushes  all ! a calm,  unslormy  wave, 
N'lilch  oversweeps  the  world.  The  theme  b old 
Of  **  dust  to  dust ; ” but  half  its  tale  untold  : 
Time  tempers  not  Its  terrors — still  the  worm 
I Winds  its  cold  folds,  the  tomb  preserves  its  form, 
Varied  above,  but  still  alike  below ; 

The  um  may  shine,  the  ashes  will  not  glow, 
Though  Cleopatra’s  mummy  cross  the  sea 
O'er  which  from  empire  she  lured  Anthony  ^ 


I III. 

' But  where  b he,  the  modem,  mightier  fiir,  ! 

. Who,  bom  no  king,  made  monarchs  draw  bb  car;  | 

I The  new  Sesostris,  whc«e  unharness’d  kings,  > : 

Freed  from  the  hit,  believe  themselves  with  wings,  i 

And  spurn  the  dust  o’er  which  they  crawl'd  of  late,  I 

Chain’d  to  the  chariot  of  the  chieftain's  state  ? I 

Yes ! where  is  he,  the  champion  and  the  child  i 

Of  all  that’s  great  or  little,  wise  or  wild  ; [thnmes; 
Whose  game  was  empires,  and  whose  stakes  were 
Whose  table  earth  — whose  dice  were  human  bones? 

I ik-hold  the  grand  result  In  yon  lone  Isle,^ 

I And,  as  thy  nature  uiges,  weep  or  smlie. 

Sigh  to  behold  the  eagle's  lofty  ragv 
lU'duced  to  nibble  at  his  narrow  cage  ; 

Smile  to  survey  the  queller  of  the  nations 
Now  dally  squabbling  o'er  dUputed  rations; 

I Weep  to  perceive  him  mourning,  as  he  dines,  ! I 

I O’er  curtail’d  dishes  and  o’er  stinted  wines ; I 

I O’er  petty  quarreb  upon  petty  things.  | 

Is  thb  the  man  who  scourged  or  feasted  kings  ? 1 1 


And  few  dogt  have  such  opportunities  had 
Of  knoving  how  Uoos  behave — among  fiieuds. 

“ Haw  that  animal  eats,  how  he  moves,  how  he  drinks. 

Is  all  noted  down  by  this  Boswell  to  small ; 

1 And  *1  it  plain,  from  earh  sentence,  the  puppy-dog  thinks 
I That  the  lion  was  no  such  great  things  sifter  all. 

•'  Though  he  roar'd  pretty  well  — this  the  puppy  allows  — 

It  was  all,  he  savs,  burrow'd  —all  second-hand  ruar ; 
And  he  vastly  prefers  hi*  own  little  bow-wows 
* To  the  loftiest  war-note  the  lion  could  pour. 

, **  *Tis,  indeed,  as  good  fun  at  a Cynie  could  ask, 
j To  see  how  this  cockney-hrea  setter  of  rabbits 
>[  Takes  gravely  the  lord  of  the  forest  to  t.’uk, 

I And  judges  of  lions  by  puppy -dog  habits. 

• ^ Nav,  fed  as  he  was  (and  this  makes  it  a dork  case) 

With  sops  every  day  from  the  lion's  own  pan. 

He  lifts  ui>  his  leg  at  the  noble  beast’s  carcaas. 

And — ooes  all  adog,  so  diminutive,  can. 
j **  nowever.  the  book  'i  a good  l>ook.  being  rich  In 
I Ksamples  and  warnings  to  lions  high-bred. 

How  they  suffer  small  mongreily  curs  In  their  kitchen. 
Who'll  feed  on  the^n  living,  and  foul  them  when  dead."} 

I 1 (This  poem  was  written  by  l.,ord  Byron  at  Genoa,  in  the 
early  part  of  the  year  1*«!13;  and  publnhed  in  London,  by 
j Mr  John  Hunt,  lu  authenticity  was  much  disputed  at  the 
I Cime.] 


• [Mr.  Fox  used  to  say  — " / never  want  a word,  but  Pitt  1 1 

rtever  wants  rAe  word."}  i 

I * [The  grave  of  Mr.  Fox,  in  Westminster  Abbey,  1$  within  | 
eighteen  Inches  of  that  of  Mr.  Pitt.  — ! ! 

**  Where  — taming  thought  to  human  pride  I—  I 
The  mighty  chiefs  sleep  side  by  side.  i 

Drop  u|H>n  Fox's  grave  the  tear,  f 

'T  will  trickle  to  his  rival's  bier  : | 

O’er  Pitt's  the  mournful  requiem  sound. 

And  Fox's  shall  the  notes  rebouud. 

The  solemn  echo  seems  to  cry-  — 

* Here  let  their  discord  with  them  die  ; 

SjKok  not  for  those  a separate  doom.  i 

\^om  fate  mode  brothers  in  the  tomb  ; 

But  search  the  laisd  of  living  men. 

W'here  wUt  thou  dnd  their  Uke  again  ? ’ " j 

Sib  Waltkb  Scott.] 

* [A  sarcophagus,  of  breccia,  supposed  to  have  cont.nined  t j 

the  dust  of  Alexoitdcr,  which  ramc  intu  (he  possession  of  the 
KnglUh  army,  in  conH’quenceofthecapitulatinnof.Alevan-  1 
drla,  in  February,  IBi'3,  was  presented  by  George  111.  to  the 
British  Museum.]  i 

S [Sesostris  is  said,  by  Diodorus,  to  have  bad  his  chariot 
I raw  D by  sdgbt  vanquished  sovereigns : — 

**  High  on  his  car  Sesostris  struck  my  view. 

Whom  fceptor'd  slaves  in  gulden  haineM  drew  t 
His  bonds  a bow  and  pohdcil  jav'lin  noLd. 

His  giant  limbs  are  arm'd  in  scales  of  gold." Pori.] 

• fSl.  Helena.] 
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Behold  the  scales  In  which  his  fort\ine  hanKs, 

A Burf^n’s*  statement,  and  an  earl's  > harangue*  I 
A bust  delay’d  a book  refus’d,  can  shake 
I’he  sleep  of  him  who  kept  the  world  awake. 

Is  this  Indeed  the  tamer  of  the  grrat, 

Now  slave  of  all  could  tease  or  irritate  — 

The  paltry  gaoler-*  ami  the  prying  spy, 

The  staring  stranger  with  hts  note>book  nigh  ? * 
Plunged  in  a dungi'on,  he  had  still  been  gre.'it ; 

How  low,  bow  Utile  was  this  middle  state, 

Btiwi-en  a prison  and  a i>alace,  where 

How  few  could  (eel  fur  what  he  had  to  bear  1 

Vain  his  complaint,  — ray  lord  presents  his  bill, 

HU  food  and  wine  were  doled  out  duly  still ; 

Vain  was  bU  sickness,  never  was  a cUme 
So  free  from  homicide — to  doubt 's  a crime ; \ 

And  the  sUfT  surgeon,  who  maintain'd  his  caOH.*, 
Hath  lost  his  pbee,  and  gain'd  the  world's  applause.^ 
Hut  smile  — though  all  the  pangs  of  brain  and  heart 
Disdain,  defy,  the  lardy  aid  of  art ; 

Thougli,  save  the  few  fond  friends  and  imaged  face 
Of  that  fair  buy  his  sire  shall  ne'er  embrace. 

None  stand  by  bU  low  bed  — though  even  the  mind 
He  wavering,  which  tong  awed  and  awes  mankind ; 

' SmQe  — for  the  fetter'd  eagle  breaks  hts  chain. 

And  higher  worlds  than  this  are  his  again.  7 


That  name  shall  hallow  the  ignoble  shore» 

A talisman  to  all  save  him  who  bore : 

The  fleets  chat  sweep  before  the  eastern  blast 
Shall  hear  their  sea-boya  hail  It  from  the  mast; 
>^'ben  Victory's  Gallic  column  shall  but  rise, 

Like  Pompey's  pillar,  In  a desert’s  skies. 

The  rocky  isle  that  holds  or  held  hU  dust, 

Shall  crown  the  Atlantic  like  the  hero’s  bust, 

And  mighty  nature  o'er  bis  obsequies 
Do  more  than  niggard  envy  still  denies. 

But  what  arc  these  to  him  ? Can  glory's  lust 
Touch  the  freed  spirit  or  the  fetter’d  dust? 

Small  care  hath  he  of  what  his  tomb 
Nought  If  he  sleeps  — nor  more  If  he  exists: 

Alike  the  bctter>si-cing  shade  will  smile 
On  the  rude  cavern  of  the  rocky  Isle, 

As  if  hU  ashes  found  thdr  latest  home 
In  Rome's  Pantheon  or  Gaul's  mimic  dome. 

He  wants  not  thU;  but  France  shali  feel  tbc  wkiit 
Of  this  U*t  conMjbition,  though  so  scant: 

Her  honour,  fame,  and  faith  demand  hU  boues, 

To  rear  above  a pyramid  of  thrones ; 

Or  carried  onward  in  the  battle's  van, 

To  form,  like  Guesclin’s^  dust,  her  tali'<:nan. 

But  be  It  a*  it  is  — the  time  may  come 

His  name  shall  beat  the  alarm,  like  ZUku's  drum.  ^ 


How,  if  that  soaring  spirit  still  retain 
A conscious  twilight  of  his  blaz'uig  rvign. 

How  must  he  smile,  on  looking  down,  to  s>ce 
The  little  that  he  was  and  s<»iu(ht  to  be  I 
What  though  his  name  a wider  empire  found 
Than  his  ambition,  though  with  scarce  a bound ; 
Though  liRt  in  glory,  deepest  in  reverse, 

He  tasted  empire’s  blessings  and  its  curse ; 

Though  kings,  rejoicing  in  their  late  estrape 
From  chains,  would- gladly  be  tfuir  tyrant's  ape  ; 
How  must  be  smile,  and  turn  to  yon  tone  grave, 
The  proudest  sea-mark  that  o’ertops  the  wave  I 
What  though  bis  gaoler,  duteous  to  the  last, 

Scarce  deem'd  tbc  coffin’s  lead  could  keep  biro  fast. 
Refusing  one  poor  line  along  the  lid. 

To  date  the  birth  and  death  of  all  it  hid ; 


Oh  heaven  1 of  which  he  was  In  power  a feature ; 
Oh  earth  I of  which  he  was  a noble  creature  ; 

Thou  isle ! to  he  remember’d  long  and  wrll. 

That  saw’st  the  unfledged  eaglet  chip  his  shell  t 
Ve  Alps,  which  view'd  him  In  his  dawning  flights 
Hover,  the  victor  of  a hundred  tights  J 
Thou  Rome,  who  saw’st  thy  Ctesar's  deeds  outdone  1 
Alas  I why  pass'd  he  too  the  Rubicon  — 

The  Rubicon  of  m.an*s  awaken’d  rights. 

To  herd  with  vulgar  kings  and  para.dt(*s  ? 

Egypt  1 from  whose  all  dateless  tombs  arose 
Forgotten  Pharaohs  from  their  long  reiK»e, 

And  shook  within  their  pyramids  to  hear 
A new  Cambyscs  thundering  in  their  ear ; 

While  the  dark  shades  of  forty  ages  st(*od 
Like  startled  giants  by  Nile’s  famous  flood; 


* {Mr.  Barry  O'Meara.]  * [Karl  Bathurst.} 

^ [The  bust  of  his  son.]  * [Sir  Hudson  Love.j 

* [Captain  Basil  Hall's  interesting  account  of  his  interriew 
with  the  ex^emperor  occurs  in  hts  **  Voyage  to  Loo<cboo."] 

* [The  rircumilances  under  which  Mr.  O'Meara's  dis- 
miss from  his  MalvstT's  service  ttxjk,  place  will  suffice  to 
show  bow  littie  " tbc  stiff  surgeon"  mcrttcil  the  applause  of 
Lord  Brroii.  In  a tetter  to  the  Admiralty  Board  by  Mr.  O'  M., 
dated  tHt.  IH|H,  there  occurred  the  folluwiiig  paragraph  : 
— “ In  the  third  iDCerriew  Mhich  Sir  Hudson  Lowe  had  with 
Napoleon  Buonaparte,  in  May.  IAI6.  he  propoMd  to  the  latter 
to  scud  me  away,  and  to  replace  me  by  Mr.  Baxter,  who  had 
been  several  yevs  surgeon  in  the  Corsican  Rangers.  Falling 
in  this  attempt,  he  adopted  the  resolution  of  montfcstloc  great 
confidence  In  me,  by  loading  me  with  civilitlns,  invltmg  me 
constantly  to  dine  with  him,  conversing  for  hours  together 
with  me  alone,  both  In  hts  own  house  and  grounds,  and  at 
Longwood,  either  in  my  own  room,  or  undei  the  trees  and 
elsewhere.  On  some  of  these  oerasJom  he  marie  to  me  ot>- 


•ervatlons  upon  the  benefit  which  would  result  to  Kurnt>c 
fritm  the  death  of  Napoleon  Uunnaparte  t of  which  event  tie 
■poke  in  a manner  which,  considering  his  Situation  and  mine. 


.Secretary  of  St.ite.  or  to  their  loirdships.  An  overture  so 
monstrous  in  Itself,  and  so  deeply  involving,  not  merely  the 
personal  character  of  the  eoTeriior,  but  the  bonmir  of  the 
nation,  and  the  Important  Interest  committed  to  his  charge, 
should  not  have  been  reserved  in  your  own  breast  for  two 
years,  to  be  produced  at  last,  nut  (as  it  would  appear)  f^om  a 
seuse  of  piiblle  duty,  but  In  furtherance  of  your  own  personal 
hostility  against  the  guvemur.  Either  the  charge  Is  in  the 
last  degree  false  and  calumnious,  or  you  can  have  no  possible 
excuse  for  having  hitherto  suppressed  it.  In  either  case,  and 
without  adverting  to  the  gimeral  teiiuur  of  your  rondiict.  as 
stated  in  your  letter,  my  Lords  consider  you  to  be  an  improper 
person  to  continue  in  nis  Mj^jeity's  wu'vk'e  ; and  they  have 
directed  your  name  to  he  erased  from  the  list  of  oantl  sur- 
geons accordingly."  O'Meara  died  In  lS36.j 
' [Buonaparte  died  the  &th  of  Hay,  18S1.] 

" [nites4-lln.  constable  of  France,  died  in  the  midst  of  his 
I triumphs,  before  CiiiteauTseuf  de  llAndon,  hi  13^0.  The 
I Knglish  sarriMin,  which  had  randltinned  to  siirreudrr  at  a 
I certain  uiue,  marched  out  the  day  after  his  death  ; and  (he 


was  iieculiariy  distressing  to  me."— ^ The  Secretary  to  the 
Admiralty  w.xs  instructed  to  answer  in  these  terms  It  is 
Impossible  to  doubt  the  meaning  which  this  passage  was  in- 
tended to  convey  ; and  my  Lords  ran  as  little  douM  that  the 
iiislnuation  is  a calumnlmu  falsehood:  but  if  it  were  true, 
and  if  so  horrible  a suggestion  were  made  to  you.  directly  or 
InslJrectly.  it  was  your  nmnden  duty  not  to  isave  lost  a moment 


Is  commuiilratlug  it  to  the  Admiral  on  the  spot,  or  to  the  ^ forty  ages  behold  you."] 


certain  tiiue,  marched  out  the  day  after  hit  death  ; aitd  the 
commander  respectfully  laid  the  keys  of  (he  fortress  on  the 
bier,  so  that  tt  might  appear  to  mvc  surrendered  to  his 
ashes.} 

* [John  Ztska  — a dlstintruished  leader  of  the  llus«itet. 
It  it  recorded  of  him,  th.it,  in  dying,  he  ordered  hU  skin  to 
be  made  the  covering  of  a drum.  The  Bohemians  bold  his 
memory  in  superstitious  veneration.] 

I [At  the  battle  of  the  pyramids.  In  July,  179*.  Buonaparte 
said,  — " Soldiers  I from  the  summit  oi  yonder  pyramids 
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' Or  fruit)  the  pyramid’*  tall  pinnacle 
Ik'hclU  the  desert  peopled*  as  from  hell* 

, With  clashing  host*,  who  itrcw’d  the  barren  sand 
'I  To  re-manure  the  uncultivated  land  ! 

I Spain  I which,  a moment  mindless  of  the  Cld* 

Ilrheld  hU  banner  flouting  thy  Madrid  I 
Austria  1 which  aaw  thy  twice-ta'en  capital 
Twice  spare<i  to  be  the  traitress  of  his  fall  I 
; Yc  ra(*e  of  Freilcric  I — Frederica  but  in  name 
.\nd  falsehood  — heirs  to  all  except  his  fame : 

Who,  crush’d  at  Jena*  crouch’d  at  Berlin,  fell 
i First,  and  but  rose  to  follow  I Ye  who  dwell 
i Where  Kosciusko  dwelt,  remembering  yet 
!'  The  unt>ald  amount  of  Cutherinc'a  bUxaiy  debt! 

I Poland  ! o'er  which  the  avenging  angel  pass'd, 

! But  left  thee  a«  he  found  thee*  still  a waste, 

; Forgetting  all  thy  still  enduring  claim, 

I Thy  lottetl  people  and  extinguish'd  name, 

' Thy  sigh  for  freedom,  thy  long  flowing  tear, 
li  That  sound  that  crushes  In  the  tyrant’s  i-ar  — 
i'  Kosciuskol  On— on  — on  — the  thirst  of  war 

I Ga.«ps  for  the  gore  of  serf*  and  of  their  caar. 

I I The  half  barbaric  Moscow's  minarets 

II  Gleam  In  the  sun,  but  'tis  a sun  that  sets ! 

1;  Moscow ! thou  limit  of  his  lung  career, 

For  which  rude  Charies  had  wept  hU  froxen  tear 
To  sec  in  vain  — Ae  saw  thee— how  ? with  spire 
I And  palace  fuel  to  one  common  fire. 

, To  this  the  soldier  lent  his  kindling  match* 

To  this  the  peasant  gave  hU  cottage  thatch* 

To  this  the  merchant  flung  his  hoarded  store* 

; The  prince  his  hall  — and  Moscow  was  do  more  i 
I Subttmest  of  volcanos  I Etna’s  flame 
I Pales  before  thine,  and  quenchless  Hecla's  tame; 
Vesuvius  shows  hU  blaxe,  an  usual  sight 
For  gaping  tourists*  from  his  hackney'd  height; 

Thou  stand'st  alone  unrivall'd,  till  the  fire 
To  come,  in  which  all  empires  shall  expire  t 
M 

I Thou  other  element  i as  strong  and  stem. 

To  leach  a lesstm  conquerors  will  not  learn  I — 

I ^Vh^»e  icy  wing  flapp'd  o’er  the  faltering  foe, 

TUI  fell  a hero  with  each  flake  of  snow ; 

How  did  thy  numbing  beak  and  silent  &ng 
Pierce,  till  hosU  perish'd  with  a single  pang  ! 

I In  vain  shall  Seine  look  up  along  hh  banks 
Fur  the  gay  thousands  of  his  dashing  ranks ! 

In  vain  shall  France  recall  beneath  her  vines 
Her  youth  — their  blood  flows  faster  than  her  wine* ; 

I Or  stagnant  In  their  human  ice  remains 
In  frozen  mummies  on  the  Polar  plains. 

I In  vain  will  Italy's  broad  sun  awaken 
; Her  offspring  chiU'd ; Its  beams  are  now  forsaken. 

[ Of  all  the  trophies  gather’d  frotn  the  war, 

I \>  bat  ahall  return  7 — the  conqueror’s  broken  car  t 

• [GnsUvus  .\dolphut  fell  at  the  great  battle  of  Lutssn,  In 
Korember.  1631.] 

* fTbe  Isle  of  Klba  ] 

> I refer  the  reatler  to  the  first  Addrei*  of  Prometheus  in 
' £*rhylus.  when  he  is  left  alone  by  hU  attendants,  and  before 
the  arrival  nf  the  Chorus  of  .Sea-nytnphs.  [Thus  translated 
by  Putter  : — 

••  Ethereal  air.  and  ye  isrift-winged  winds, 

Ye  rivers  springing  from  fresh  founts,  ye  waves* 

1 That  o’fsr  Ih’  liilrrmlnable  ocean  wreath 

. Your  crisped  smiles,  thou  alUprmludng  earth. 

I,  And  (hre,  bright  sun.  I call,  whose  (Uming  urh 

I Views  the  wide  world  btmeath.  see  what,  a god, 

I I suffer  from  the  gods  ; with  what  Oerre  pains. 

I B*rhoId,  what  tortures  fur  revolving  ages 

II 
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The  conqueror's  yet  unbroken  heart  i Again 
The  horn  of  Roland  sounds*  and  nut  in  vain. 

Lutxcn,  where  fell  the  Swede  of  victorj’,  i 
Beholds  him  conquer*  but,  alas  I not  die : 

Dresden  surveys  three  despots  fly  once  more 
Before  their  sovereign, — soverel^  as  before ; 

But  there  exhausted  Fortune  quits  the  field,  I 

And  Leipsic's  treason  bids  the  unvanquish'd  yield  ; 

The  Saxon  jackal  Icavts  the  lion's  side 
To  turn  the  bear’s*  and  wolfs*  and  fox's  guide ; j 

And  backward  to  the  den  of  his  despair  | 

The  forest  monarch  shrinks,  but  finds  no  lair  ! i 

Oh  ye ! and  each*  and  all  t Oh  France  1 who  fnimd 
Thy  long  ftilr  fields*  plough'd  up  as  ho«UIe  ground. 
Disputed  foot  by  foot,  till  treason*  still 
His  only  victor,  frtim  Montmartre’s  hill 
L(X)k'd  down  o'er  trampled  Paris  t and  thou  Isle,* 
Which  seest  Etruria  from  thy  ramparts  smiie* 

Thou  momentary  shelter  of  his  pride. 

Till  woo'd  by  danger,  his  yet  weeping  l)ride ! I 

Oh,  France  I retaken  by  a single  march,  j 

tMiosc  path  was  through  one  long  triumphal  arch  ! I 
Oh,  bloody  and  most  bootless  Waterloo ! 

^^liicb  proves  how  fools  may  have  their  fortune  too, 
Won  half  by  blunder,  half  by  treachery : 

Uh,  dull  Saint  Helen  ! with  thy  gaoler  nigh  — 

Heari  bear  Prometheus  > from  his  ruck  api>oal 
To  earth,  air*  ocean,  all  that  felt  or  feel  1 

His  power  and  glory,  all  who  yet  shall  hear  ' 

A name  eternal  as  the  rolling  year; 

He  teaches  them  the  Ittson  taught  so  long, 

So  oft,  so  vainly  — Icam  to  do  no  wrong  ! 

A single  step  into  the  right  had  made 
This  man  the  Washington  of  worlds  betray'd : 

A single  step  into  the  wrong  has  given 
His  name  a doubt  to  all  the  winds  of  heaven  ; I 

The  reed  of  Fortune*  and  of  thrones  the  rod,  i 

Of  Fame  the  Moloch  or  the  demigod  ; | 

His  country's  Cesar*  Europe's  Hannibal,  I 

Without  their  decent  dignity  of  fall.  j 

Yet  Vanity  herself  hail  better  taught 
A surer  path  even  to  tlic  fkme  he  sought* 

By  pointing  out  on  history's  fruitless  page 
Ten  thousand  conquerors  for  a single  sage. 

While  Franklin’s  quiet  memory  climbs  to  heaven. 
Calming  the  lightning  which  he  thrnce  hath  riven,  { 
Or  drawing  from  the  no  less  kindled  earth 
Freedom  and  peace  to  that  which  boasts  his  birth 
While  Washington 's  a watchword,  such  as  ne'er 
Shall  sink  while  there's  an  echo  left  to  air:  ^ 

White  even  the  Spaniard’s  thirst  of  gold  and  war 
Forgets  Pizarro  to  shout  Bolivar  1 ^ 

Alas  I why  must  the  same  Atlantic  wave 
Which  waited  freedom  gird  a ^'rant’s  grave  — 

I here  muit  struggle  ; such  tnseonilj'  chains 

This  new. raised  ruler  of  the  gnds  derlHNl. 

Ah  me  ] That  grosn  bursts  from  my  Anguish'd  huart. 

My  present  woes  and  future  b>  Itemoan.  — . 

For  favours  shown 

To  mortal  m.*in  I bear  this  weight  of  woe  { **] 

4 [The  weit-koown  motto  oo  a French  medal  of  Franktio 

was  — 

**  Eripuit  corlo  fUlmen,  sceptnimque  tyrannii.**] 

* [‘*  To  be  the  first  man  (not  the  Dictator),  not  the  Srtla. 
but  the  W.uhington.  or  Aristides,  the  leailer  In  taleot'and 
truth.  Is  to  be  next  to  the  Divinity.”  — /fyron  Ih'ar^.] 

• (Simon  Bolivar,  the  liberator  of  Colombia  and  Peru,  died 
at  San  I'edro.  Dec  ember,  1*^)0,  of  an  Ubsess  brought  on  by 
•act!ssive  fatigue  and  exertion.] 
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The  king  of  kings,  and  yet  of  slaves  the  slave, 

Who  bursts  the  chains  of  millions  to  renew 
The  very  frtters  which  his  arm  broke  through. 

And  crush’d  the  rights  of  Europe  and  his  own, 

To  flit  between  a dungeon  and  a throne  ? 

VL 

But  win  not  be  ~ the  spark ’s  awaken'd  — lo  1 
The  swarthy  Spaniard  feels  his  former  glow  ; 

The  same  high  spirit  which  beat  bock  the  Moor 
Through  eight  long  ages  of  alternate  gore 
Revives  — and  where?  In  that  avenging  clime 
^^liere  Spain  was  once  synonymous  with  crime. 
Where  Cortes'  and  Pisairo’s  banner  flew, 

The  infant  world  redeems  her  name  of  “ A'ne."  • 
*Tis  the  old  aspiratiem  breathed  afresh, 

To  kindle  souls  within  degraded  fleah. 

Such  as  repulsed  the  Persian  from  the  shore 
Where  Greece  was  — No  { she  still  Is  Greece  once 
more. 

One  common  cause  makes  myriads  of  one  brca.';l. 
Slaves  of  the  rast,  or  helots  of  the  west ; 

On  Andes'  and  on  Athos’  peaks  unfurl'd, 

The  selfosame  standard  streams  o'er  cither  world : 
The  Athenian  wears  again  Harmodlus'  sword; ' 

The  Chili  chief  abjures  hU  foreign  lord ; 

The  Spartan  knows  himself  once  more  a Greek, 
Young  Freedom  plumes  the  crest  of  each  caciiiUe  ; 
Debating  despots,  hemro'd  on  either  shore, 

Shrink  vainly  from  the  roused  Atlantic's  roar-,  ^ 
Through  Calpc's  strait  the  rolling  tides  advance. 
Sweep  slightly  by  the  half<tamcd  land  of  France, 
Dash  o’er  the  old  S;ianiard's  cradle,  and  would  fain 
Unite  AuscMiia  to  the  mighty  main : 

But  driven  fhim  thence  awhile,  yet  not  for  aye 
Break  o'er  th’  ..Cgran,  mindful  of  the  day 
Of  Salamis! — there,  there  the  waves  arise, 

Not  to  be  lull'd  by  tyrant  victories. 

Lone,  lost,  abandon'd  in  their  utmost  need 
By  Christians,  unto  whom  they  gave  their  creed. 
The  desolated  lands,  the  ravaged  Ule, 

The  foster'd  feud  encouraged  to  beguile, 

The  aid  evaded,  and  the  cold  delay, 

Prolong’d  but  In  the  hope  to  make  a prey;^  — 
These,  these  shall  tell  the  tale,  and  Greece  can  show 
The  false  friend  worse  than  the  infuriate  foe. 

But  this  is  well : Greeks  only  should  five  Greece, 
Not  the  barbarian,  with  his  ma&k  of  peace. 

How  should  the  autocrat  of  bondage  be 
The  king  of  serfs,  and  set  the  nations  free  ? 

Better  still  serve  the  haughty  Mussulman, 

Than  sweU  the  Coisaquc’s  prowling  caravan  ; 

Better  still  toil  fur  mascers,  than  await. 

The  slave  of  slaves,  before  a Russian  gate,— 
Number’d  1^  hordes,  a human  capital, 

A live  estate,  existing  but  for  thrall. 

Lotted  by  thousands,  as  a meet  reward 
For  the  first  courtier  In  the  Ciar’s  regani ; 

>Vhile  their  immediate  owner  never  tastes 
His  sleep,  sans  dreaming  of  Slberl.Vs  wastes : 

Better  succumb  even  U>  their  own  despair. 

And  drive  Che  camel  than  purvey  the  bear. 

' [The  timoui  hymn,  ueribed  to  CalUitratus : — 

“ Cover'd  with  myrtle-wreaths,  1 *U  wear  my  sword 
Likebravn  Harmodlus.  iind  his  patriot  friend 
Ariatoffelton,  who  the  law*  reston^. 

The  tyrant  slew,  sod  bade  ot'presslon  end,"  Ac.  Ac-] 

* [For  the  flrst  authentic  accoanC  of  the  Ruasioa  intrigues 
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But  not  alone  within  the  hoaiiett  clime 
W*herc  Freedom  dates  her  birth  with  that  of  Time, 
.And  not  alone  where,  plunged  In  night,  a crowd 
Of  Incas  darken  to  a dubious  cloud. 

The  dawn  revives;  renown’d,  romantic  Spain 
Holds  back  the  invader  from  her  soil  agaln- 
Not  now  the  Roman  tribe  nor  Punic  horde 
Demand  her  fields  as  lists  to  prove  the  swunl ; 

Not  now  the  Vandal  or  the  Visigoth 
Pollute  the  plains,  alike  abhorring  both  ; 

Nor  old  PeUyo  on  his  mountain  rears 
The  warlike  flithers  of  a thousand  years. 

That  seed  ts  sown  and  reap’d,  as  oft  the  Moor 
Sighs  to  remember  on  his  dusky  shore. 

Long  in  the  peasant’s  song  or  poet’s  page 
Has  dwelt  the  memory  of  Abenccrrsge ; 

The  Z^ri,  and  the  captive  victors,  flung 
Back  to  the  barbiirous  realm  from  whence  they  fprung. 
But  these  arc  gone  — tbelr  faith,  their  swords,  their 
sway. 

Yet  left  more  anti-christian  foes  than  they ; 

The  bigot  monarch  and  the  butcher  priest, 

The  In<]uisitlon,  with  her  burning  feast. 

The  faith's  red  **  auto,”  fed  with  human  fuel. 

While  sate  the  catholic  Moloch,  calmly  cruel. 
Enjoying,  with  inexorable  eye. 

That  flery  festival  of  agony ! 

The  stem  or  feeble  sovereign,  one  or  both 
By  turns ; the  haughtiness  whose  pride  was  sloth : 
The  long  degenerate  noble ; the  debased 
Hidalgo,  and  the  ;>ea<»ant  less  disgraced. 

But  more  degraded  ; the  uni>eopled  realm ; 

The  once  proud  navy  which  forgot  the  helm ; 

The  once  impervious  phalanx  disarray'd ; 

The  idle  forge  that  form'd  Toledo's  blade ; 

The  foreign  wealth  that  flow’d  on  cv’iy  shore, 

Save  hers  who  earn’d  it  with  the  natives'  gore ; 

The  very  language  which  might  vie  with  Rome’s, 
And  once  was  known  to  nations  like  their  homes. 
Neglected  or  forgotten ; — such  was  Spain  ; 

But  such  she  is  nut,  nor  shall  be  again. 

These  worst,  these  home  invaders,  felt  and  fi^tl 
The  new  Numantlne  soul  of  old  Castile. 

Up  { up  again  ! undaunted  Tauridor ! 

The  bull  of  Phaloris  renews  his  roar; 

Mount,  chivalrous  Hidalgo  I not  in  vain 
Revive  tlic  cry  — “ Jngo ! and  close  Spain  I ” ^ 

Yes,  close  her  with  your  armed  bosoms  round, 

And  form  the  Ijarrior  which  Napoleon  found,— 

The  exterminating  war,  the  desert  plain. 

The  streets  without  a tcn.ant,  save  the  slain  ; 

The  wild  sierra,  with  its  wilder  troop 
Of  vulture-plumed  guerrillas,  on  the  stiKtp 
For  their  incessant  prey ; the  desperate  wall 
Of  Saragossa,  mightiest  In  her  fall ; 

The  man  nerved  to  a spirit,  and  the  maid 
Waving  her  more  than  Amazonian  blade;  < 

The  knife  of  Arragon  \ Toledo’s  steel ; 

The  fiimous  lana*  of  chivalrous  Castile ; 

The  unerring  rifle  of  the  Catalan ; 

The  Andalusian  courser  in  the  van ; 

In  Greece,  tn  the  years  alluded  to,  tee  " Gordoti’s  History 
of  the  (iroek  Hcvolutiun  '*  (I<«3}).  »ui.  1.1 

* ["  S«nlUi;n  jr  serra  BspaOa  i " (he  old  SpotiUli  war-cry.] 

* [Sec  anir,  p.  JO.J 

* The  Arrogontana  arc  pemliarir  derterous  In  the  use  of 
this  weapoti,  aiKl  displayed  it  particularly  tn  fumer  Frerseh 

WOTS. 
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The  torch  to  make  a Moscow  of  Madrid ; 

And  In  each  heart  the  spirit  of  the  Cid : — 

Such  have  been,  such  shall  be.  such  arc.  Advance, 
And  win not  Spain,  but  thine  own  freedom,  Fnuicv ! 

VIIL 

But  lo  1 a Congre^  I * What  i that  hallow’d  name 
Which  freed  the  Atlantic  ? May  we  h(H>c  the  some 
For  outworn  Europe  ? With  the  sound  arise, 

Idke  Samuel's  shade  to  Saul’s  monarchic  eyes. 

The  prophets  of  young  Freedom,  summon'd  far 
From  dimes  of  Washington  and  Bolivar ; 

Henry,  the  forest- btim  Demosthenes, 

Whose  thunder  shook  the  Philip  of  the  seas  ; * 

And  stoic  Franklin’s  energetic  shade. 

Robed  in  the  Lightnings  which  his  band  allay’d; 

And  Washington,  the  t>Tant-Umcr,  wake, 

To  bid  us  blush  for  these  old  chains,  or  break. 

But  who  compose  this  senate  of  the  few 
That  should  redeem  the  many  ? HTio  renew 
Thb  consecrate  name,  till  now  assign'd 
To  councils  held  to  bcuefU  mankind  ? 

WTio  now  assemble  at  the  holy  call? 

The  blest  Alliance,  which  says  three  arc  all ! 

An  earthly  trinity  1 which  wears  the  shape 
Of  heaven's,  as  man  is  mimick’d  by  the  ape. 

A pious  unity  I In  pvirpose  one  — 

To  melt  three  fools  to  a Napoleon. 

AVhy,  Egyijfs  gf^ds  were  rational  lo  these  j 
Their  dogs  and  oxen  knew  their  own  degnes. 

And,  quiet  In  their  kennel  or  their  shetl, 

Cared  little,  so  that  they  were  duly  fed ; 

But  Uiese,  more  hungry*,  must  have  something  more, 
The  power  to  bark  and  bite,  to  toss  and  gore. 

Ah  I how  much  happier  were  good  .^Esop's  frogs 
Th.in  wc  I for  ours  are  animated  logs. 

With  p«»nderou#  malice  swaying  to  and  fro. 

And  crushing  natioiu  with  a stupid  blow; 

Alt  duly  anxious  to  leave  little  work 
Unto  the  revolutionary  stork. 

IX. 

Thrice  blest  Vemna ! since  the  holy  three 
With  tholy  imperial  presence  shine  on  thee ; 
Honour'd  by  them,  thy  treachcrom  site  forgets 
The  vauntefl  tomb  of  “ all  the  Capnlets; 

Thy  Scaligcrs  — for  what  was  “ Dog  the  Great," 

“ Can  Grande  (which  I venture  to  translate,) 

* [The  Conete«  of  tb*  Sorerelgm  of  KutiU.  Auvtrit. 
Prus»U,  kc.  «c.  Ac.  which  auenblod  at  Veru&a,  in  the 
autumn  of  1832.} 

’ [Patrick  Henry,  of  Vlrrfnla.  a loaiUng  member  of  the 
Ameriran  Concres*.  died  In  June,  1797.  Lord  Bymn  alludes 
to  his  iamoua  *]>e«M‘h  in  IT&S  in  which,  on  aayintt.  **  Cmvu 
had  his  Brutus  • Charles  the  First  had  his  Cromwell  — 
and  Georco  the  Third Henry  wm  intefruidMl  with 
a shout  of**  Treason!  treaaon  1 l'*>.-but  coolly  finished  the 
sentence  with  — “ George  the  Third  sNujr  prqfit  bp  tketr 
womp/c."] 

* (“  1 have  been  over  Verona.  The  arnphiiheatro  Is  won- 
drrfUl  — tieau  cren  Greece.  Of  the  truth  of  Juliet’s  story, 
they  seem  tenacious  to  a deTreo,  Insisting  on  the  fact— giring 
a date  (1303),  and  showing  a tomb.  It  Is  a plain,  open,  and 
partly  decar^  sarcoplugiis,  with  withered  leaves  In  It,  Id  a 
wild  and  desolate  conventu^  garden,  once  a cemetery,  now 
ruined  to  the  very  Knaves-  The  situation  struck  me  as  rery 
appropriate  to  the  legend,  being  blighted  as  their  lore.  1 
base  brought  away  a few  plere*  of  the  granite,  to  giro  to  my 
daughter  and  mj  nieces.  The  Gothic  monuments  of  the 
Scaliger  princes  plesMed  me,  hut  * a poor  rlrtttoeo  am  1.'  — 
Bpron  LetUn,  So9.  ISIS.] 

* [Cane  I.  I>«Ua  samamed  the  Great,  died  In  IS29 : 
be  was  the  protector  u(  Dante,  who  celebrated  him  at  *’  U 

Gran  Lomberdo.’*} 


To  the»e  sublimer  pugs  ? Thy  poet  too, 

Catullus,  whose  old  laureU  yield  to  new ; » 

Thine  amphitheatre,  where  Romans  sate ; 

.ind  Dante's  exile  shelter’d  by  thy  gate ; 

Thy  good  old  man,  who»c  world  was  all  within 
Tlty  wall,  nor  knew  the  country  held  him  in  ; ® 
Would  that  the  royal  guests  It  ^rd>  about 
Were  so  far  like,  as  never  to  get  out ! 

Ay,  shout  1 Inscribe  I rear  monuments  of  shame. 

To  tcU  Oppression  that  the  world  is  tame ! 

Crowd  to  the  theatre  with  loyal  rage, 

The  comedy  is  not  upon  the  stage ; 

The  show  U rich  in  ribondry  and  stars. 

Then  gaxe  upon  it  through  thy  dungeon  bars ; 

Clap  thy*  permitted  palms,  kind  Italy, 

For  thus  much  tUU  thy  fetter’d  hands  arc  free  t 

X. 

Resplendent  sight  t Behold  the  coxcomb  Czar, " 

The  autocrat  of  waltzes  and  of  war  I 
As  eager  for  a plaudit  as  a realm, 

Ami  just  as  fit  for  flirting  as  the  helm  ; 

A Calmuck  beauty  with  ,i  Cossack  wit. 

And  generoiLs  spirit,  when  ’tis  not  frost-bit; 

Now  half  dK^tving  to  a liberal  thaw, 

But  harden'd  back  whene’er  the  morning 's  raw ; 
With  no  objection  to  true  liberty, 

Except  that  it  would  make  the  nations  free. 

How  well  the  imperial  dandy  prates  of  peace  ! 

How  fain,  if  Greeks  would  ^ his  slaves,  free  Greece  1 
How  nobly  gave  he  back  the  Poles  their  Diet, 

Then  told  pugn-Hclous  Poland  to  be  quiet ! 

How  kindly  would  he  send  the  mild  Ukraine, 

With  all  her  ple.isant  pulks,  to  lecture  Sixdn  ! 

How  royally  show  off  in  proud  Madrid 

His  goodly  person,  from  the  South  long  hid  I 

A bU'Sslng  cheaply  purchased,  the  world  knows. 

By  having  Mascovites  for  friends  or  foes. 

Proceed,  thou  naim*sakc  of  great  Philip’s  son ! 

I>a  Ilarpe,  thine  Aristotle,  beckons  on ; 

.\nd  that  which  Scythia  was  to  him  of  yore 
Find  with  thy  Scythians  on  Iberia’s  shore. 

Yet  think  upon,  thou  somewhat  aged  youth, 

Thy  predecessor  on  the  banks  of  Pruth  ; 

Thou  hast  to  aid  thee,  ^bould  his  lot  bo  thine. 

Many  an  old  woman,  but  no  Catherine.  • 

Spain,  too,  hath  rocks  And  rivers,  and  defiles  — 

The  bear  may  rush  into  the  lion's  toils. 

* [Verona  hat  been  dittlnguLsbed  at  the  cradle  of  many 
iUuttrioui  men.  There  U one  tUll  Urkig : 

Per  eui  la  fama  in  te  cblara  rituona 
Egrrgia.  eccclfta,  alma  Veruoa,— 

1 mean  Ippolito  Phnlcmoiitr.  a port  who  hu  caught  a portion 
of  that  tun  «hote  trttlng  beam*  yet  gild  tho  horitoQ  of  Italy. 
Ills  rural  niecet,  fur  their  chaste  style  of  colouring,  Umr 
repose,  and  their  keeping,  may  be  said  to  be  in  p*wtnr,  what 
the  landscape*  of  t^ude  Lorraine  are  In  picture.  — noti.] 

* [Claudia]}'!  famous  old  man  of  Verona,  **  qoJ  tuburblum 
nunqiiam  egreuut  est.'*—  Tho  Latin  rerses  are  beautifully 
Unitated  by  Cowley : — 

**  Happv  the  man  who  hit  whole  life  doth  bost&d 
Within  th'  encloture  of  hit  little  ground : 

Happy  the  man  whom  the  tame  humble  place 
(Th'  hereditary  cottage  ofhlt  race) 

From  his  first  rising  Infancy  hat  known. 

And.  by  degrees.  seM  gently  Unding  down, 

With  natural  propcnslon,  to  that  earth 

Which  both  preserved  hit  life  and  gave  him  birth. 

Him  no  Iklie  dittaut  UgfaU,  by  Kortuise  set, 

Could  ever  into  foolish  wanderings  get ; 

No  change  of  Consult  marks  to  him  the  year : 

The  change  of  teatont  it  hit  calendar,*'  Ac.  Ac.] 

* (The  Rmperor  Alexander  ; who  died  in  1825.} 

* The  dexterity  of  Catherine  extricated  Pater  (caUad  iba 


THE  AGE  OF  BRONZE. 


Fital  to  Oothi  are  Xeres’  sunny  fields ; > 

Tbink’st  thou  to  thee  Napoleon’s  victor  yields  ? 

Better  reclaim  thy  deserts^  turn  thy  swords 
To  ploughshares,  shave  and  wash  thy  Bashkir  hordes, 
Redeem  thy  realms  from  slavery  and  the  knout. 

Than  follow  headlong  in  the  fetal  route. 

To  infest  the  dime  whose  skies  and  laws  are  pure 
With  thy  foul  legions.  Spain  wants  no  manure  : 

Her  soil  is  fertile,  but  she  feeds  no  (be ; 

Her  vultures,  too,  were  gorged  not  long  ago ; 

And  wouldst  thou  frimish  them  with  fresher  prey  ? 
Alas ! thou  wilt  not  conquer,  bnt  purvey. 

1 am  Dic^encs,  though  Russ  and  Hun 
Stand  between  ’mine  and  many  a myriad's  sun  ; 

But  were  I not  Diogenes,  I *d  wander  i 

Rather  a worm  than  r«cA  an  Alexander ! I 

Be  slaves  who  will,  the  cynic  shall  be  free ; I 

His  tub  bath  tougher  walls  than  Sinope  : | 

Still  will  he  hold  his  lantern  up  to  scan 
The  fece  of  mooarchs  for  an  **  honest  man.  " j 

XI.  I 

And  what  doth  Gaul,  the  alUprolific  land  j 

Of  ne  plut  ultra  ultras  and  their  band 
Of  mercenaries  ? and  her  noisy  eliambers 
And  tribune,  which  each  orator  first  clambers 
Before  he  finds  a voice,  and  when  tls  found. 

Hears  “ the  He  ” echo  for  his  answer  round  ? 

Our  llrllish  Commons  sometimes  deign  to  “ hear !” 

A Gallic  senate  hath  more  tongue  than  ear ; 

Even  Constant,  their  sole  master  of  debate, 

Must  fight  next  day  his  speech  to  vindicate. 

But  this  costs  little  to  true  Franks,  wbo'd  rather 
Combat  than  li-tcn,  were  it  to  their  fether. 

What  Is  the  simple  standing  of  a shot, 

To  listening  long,  and  Interrupting  not  ? 

Though  this  was  not  the  method  of  old  Rome, 

When  Tully  fulmlne<l  o'er  each  vocal  dome, 
Demosthenes  has  sanction'd  the  transaction. 

In  saying  eloquence  meant  **  Action,  action  2 " 

XU. 

But  where's  the  monarch  ? bath  he  dined  ? or  yet 
Groans  bcnc4itb  Indigestion's  heavy  debt  ? 

Have  revolutionary  pat<^  risen, 

And  turn’d  the  royal  entrails  to  a prison  7 
Have  discontented  movements  stirr'd  the  troops  ? 

Or  have  no  movements  follow’d  traitorous  soups  ? 

Have  Carbonaro  ^ cooks  nut  carbonadoed 
Each  course  enough  ? or  doctors  dire  dissuaded 
Repletion  7 Ah  1 In  thy  dgected  looks 
I read  all  France's  treason  in  her  cooks  I 
Good  classic  Louis  ] is  It,  const  thou  say. 

Desirable  to  be  the  “ Desirf*  ? " 


Why  wouldst  thou  leave  calm  Hartwell's  green 
abode,  * 

Apiclan  table,  and  Horatlan  ode. 

To  rule  a people  who  will  not  be  ruled, 

And  love  much  rather  to  be  scourged  Uxan  school’d  7 
Ah  ! thine  was  not  the  temper  or  the  taste 
For  thrones  ; the  table  sees  thee  better  placed ; 

A mild  Epicurean,  form’d,  at  best. 

To  be  a kind  host  and  as  good  a guest, 

To  talk  of  letters,  and  to  know  by  heart 
One  half  the  poet's,  all  the  gourmand's  art : 

A scholar  always,  now  and  then  a wit. 

And  gentle  when  digestion  may  permit  ;~ 

But  not  to  govern  lands  enslaved  or  free ; 

The  gout  was  martyrdom  enough  fbr  thee. 

• xin. 

Shall  noble  Albion  pass  without  a phrase 
I>om  a bold  Briton  In  her  wonted  praise  ? 

“ Arts — arms — and  George— and  glory  — and  the 
Wes  — 

And  happy  Britain  — wealth— and  Freedom's  smiles— 
White  clifTs,  that  held  invasion  fer  aloof— 

Contented  subjects,  all  alike  tax-proof— 

Proud  Wellington,  with  eagle  beak  so  curl’d. 

That  nose,  the  hook  where  he  suspends  the  world  I * 

And  Waterloo — and  trade— and (hush ! not  yet 

A syllable  of  Imposts  or  of  debt) 

And  ne’er  (enough)  lamented  Cartlereagh, 

Whose  penknife  slit  a goose-quIU  t'other  day  — 

And  * pilots  who  have  weather’d  cvrr>*  storm  ’ * ' 

(But,  no,  not  even  for  rhyme's  sake,  name  Re- 
form).’* I 

These  are  tlie  themes  thus  sung  so  oft  before, 

Methlnks  we  need  not  sing  them  any  more ; ! 

Found  In  so  many  volumes  far  and  near, 

There 's  no  occasion  you  should  find  them  here. 

Yet  something  may  remain  perchance  to  chime  | 

With  reason,  and,  whafk  stranger  still,  with  rhyme. 
Even  this  thy  genius.  Canning  : may  permit, 

Who,  bred  a statesman,  still  wast  bom  a wit,  I 

And  never,  even  In  that  dull  House,  couldst  tame  i 
To  unleaven'd  prose  thine  own  poetic  flame  : I 

Our  last,  our  best,  our  only  orator,'*  j 

Even  I can  praise  thee — TV)rie9  do  no  more  j i 

Nay,  not  so  much  ; — they  hate  thee,  man,  because 
Thy  spirit  less  upholds  tlicm  than  It  awes. 

The  hounds  will  gather  to  their  huntsman’s  hollo. 

And  where  he  leads  the  duteous  pack  will  Ibilow ; 

But  not  tor  lure  mistake  their  yelling  cry  ; 

Their  yelp  for  game  is  not  an  eulogy  ; 

Less  fiUthfnl  far  than  the  four-footed  pack, 

A dubious  scent  would  lure  the  bipeds  back.  I 


Great  by  co^1rtesy).  when  surrounded  by  the  Uosiulmaos  e 
the  banks  of  the  river  Pruth. 

> Eight  thousand  mm  had  to  Asturias  marrh'd 
Iteneath  Count  Julian's  banner  ; the  remains 
Of  that  brave  army  which  in  Africa 
So  well  against  the  Mus«ulcnan  made  he.id. 

Tin  sense  of  Injuries  Insupportable, 

And  raging  thirst  of  rengeanre,  oveithrew 


Their  leader’s  noble  spirit.  To  rrvenm 
His  quarrel,  twice  that  number  left  their  bones. 

Slain  In  unnatural  battle  on  the  field 

Of  Xeres,  where  the  serptre  from  the  Goths 

By  righteous  Heaveo  was  reft."— .VtnttAey's  RodgrUk.\ 

* [According  to  Botta,  the  Keapnliton  republicans  who, 
during  the  rel^  of  King  Joachim.  Sed  to  the  recesses  of  the 

Abruisi,  and  there  farmed  a secret  coafederaer,  were  the 
first  thsX  assumed  the  designation,  since  fiunllur  all  over 
It^y,  of  **  Carbonari"  (colliers).] 


I 3 [Tlartwetl,  In  Buckinghamshire— the  residence  of  Louis 
X VIII.,  during  the  latter  years  of  the  Emigration.] 

* **  Naso  suspecdlt  adunco.' — Horace. 

The  Roman  applies  It  to  ooe  who  merely  was  Imperious 
to  his  acquaintance. 

* {“  The  PiU>t  that  weather’d  the  storm  " Is  the  burthen 
of  a song,  In  honour  of  Pitt,  by  Mr.  Canning.] 

* ["  I have  never  heard  any  one  who  fhlfilltd  my  Ideal  of  an 
orator.  Grattan  would  h.ive  been  near  It,  bnt  for  hit  harle- 
quin delivery.  Pitt  I never  heard— Fox  but  once:  and  tben 
ho  struck  me  as  adelMter.  which  to  me  seems  as  different 
from  an  orator  as  an  iinprovisatore  or  a versifier  from  a poet. 
Grey  is  great,  but  U Is  not  oratory.  Canning  Is  sometimes 

I Tiiy  like  one.  Whitbread  was  the  Demosthenes  of  bad  taste 
j and  vul^  vehemence,  but  strong,  and  English.  Holland  Is 
Impressive  ftom  sense  and  sincerity.  Burdett  Is  sweet  and 
silvery  as  Bella)  himself,  and.  1 think,  the  greatest  fewwirito 
In  Paodemooiam,"— B^prois  Diaty,  1S31.] 
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Thj  5addle>|rtrths  urc  not  yet  quite  secure. 

Nor  royal  stallion’s  feet  extremely  sure ; ^ 

The  unwieldy  old  white  horse  is  apt  at  last 
To  stumble,  kick,  and  now  and  then  stick  fast 
With  his  great  self  and  rider  in  the  mud ; 

But  what  of  that  ? the  animal  shows  blood. 

XIV. 

Alas,  the  country  ! bow  shall  tongue  or  pen 
Bewail  her  now  uacountry  gcuUemcn  ? 

The  last  to  bid  the  cry  of  warfare  ccasc, 

The  first  to  nuke  a malady  of  peace. 

For  what  were  all  these  country  patriots  bom  ? 

To  hunt,  and  vote,  and  raise  the  price  of  com  ? 

But  com,  like  every  mortal  thing,  must  fall, 

Kings,  conquerors,  and  markets  most  of  all. 

And  must  ye  fall  with  ever}’  ear  of  grain  ? 

Why  would  you  trouble  Buonapartv’s  reign  ? 

He  was  your  great  Triptolcmus  ; bis  vices 
Destroy'd  but  realms,  and  still  ra:dntaln'd  ydur 
prices  i 

He  amplified  to  every  lord's  content 
The  grand  agrarian  alcbymy,  high  rent. 

^Vhy  did  the  tyrant  stumble  on  the  Tartars, 

And  lower  wheat  to  such  desponding  quarters  ? 

Why  did  you  chain  him  on  yon  Utc  so  lone  ? 

The  man  was  worth  much  more  upon  hi.i  throne. 
True,  blood  and  treasure  boundlessly  were  spilt. 

But  what  of  that  7 the  Gaul  may  bear  the  guilt  ; 

But  bread  was  high,  the  farmer  paid  his  wa; , 

And  acres  told  upon  the  appointed  day. 

But  where  is  now  the  goodly  audit  ale  ? 

The  purse>proud  tenant,  never  known  to  fail  7 
The  farm  which  never  yet  was  left  on  hand  ? 

The  marsh  reclaim'd  to  most  impro^'ing  bud  ? 

The  impatient  hope  of  the  expiring  lease  ? 

The  doubling  rental  7 What  an  evil  *8  peace ! 

In  vain  the  prise  excites  the  ploiu;hman's  skill. 

In  vain  the  Commons  pass  their  patriot  bill ; 

The  landed  interest — (you  may  understand 
The  phrase  much  better  Icaring  out  the  . 

The  land  self-interest  groans  from  shore  to  shore, 

For  fear  that  plenty  should  attain  the  poor. 

I'p,  up  again,  ye  rents  ! exalt  your  notes. 

Or  else  the  mlnlstr)’  '^Hl  lose  their  votes, 

And  patriotism,  so  delicately  nice. 

Her  loaves  will  lower  to  the  market  price ; 

For  ah  I “ the  loaves  and  fishes,"  once  so  high, 

Arc  gone — their  oven  closed,  their  ocean  dry, 

And  nought  remains  of  all  the  millions  spent. 
Excepting  to  grow  moderate  and  content 
They  who  arc  not  so,  had  (heir  turn — and  turn 
.\bout  still  flows  from  Fortune’s  equal  uni ; 

Now  let  their  virtue  be  its  own  reward, 

And  share  the  blessings  which  themselves  prepared. 
.See  these  ingloriotus  Cincinnati  swarm, 

Farmers  of  war.  dictators  of  the  farm ; 

Their  ploughshare  was  the  sword  in  hireling  hands. 
Their  fields  manured  by  gore  of  other  lands  ; 

Safe  in  their  hams,  these  Sabine  tillers  sent 
Their  brethren  out  to  liattJc  — why  ? for  rent ! 

Year  after  year  they  voted  cent,  per  cent,  [rent  1 
Blood,  sweat,  and  tear-wrung  millions — why  7 for 


< frin  the  luidiio  of  Lent  l.on<lotidmy,  in  Ausuct.  Ism, 
Mr.  i'anitintf.  who  had  prr|AreO  lo  «^I  for  a*  tiorrroor- 
made  .Sccr»narjr  of  SUfe  for  I'orrlfn  Affuirt, 
_iiot  mmJi.  (t  «<u  to  the  pcnonAl  uMsfertkni  nf 

Ceoryp  ibe  r«»irth.  or  of  the  hijrh  Tork*  in  the  cabinet. 
He  ilvcU  to  Tcrify  some  of  the  predictions  of  the  |>oet  — to 
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They  roar'd,  they  dined,  they  drank,  they  swore  they 
meant 

To  die  for  England^why  then  live  ? — for  rent  1 
The  peace  has  made  one  general  malcontent 
Of  these  high-market  patriots  ; war  was  rent ! 

Their  love  of  country,  millions  all  misspent. 

How  reconcile  ? by  reconciling  rent  I 
And  will  they  not  repay  the  treasures  lent  7 
No : down  with  evcry'thing,  and  up  with  rent ! 
Their  good,  ill,  health,  wealth,  joy,  or  dlscuntcnU 
Being,  end,  aim,  religion  — rent,  rent,  rent ! 

Thou  sold'st  thy  birthright,  Esau  ] for  a mess ; 

Thou  shouldst  have  gotten  more,  or  eaten  less  ; 

Now  thou  hast  swill'd  thy  pottage,  thy  demands 
.\re  Idle ; Israel  says  the  bargain  stands. 

Such,  landlords  1 was  your  appetite  for  war. 

And,  gorged  with  blood,  >ou  gnunble  at  a scar  ! 
What ! would  they  spread  their  earthquake  even  o'er 
cosh  7 

And  when  land  crumbles,  bid  firm  paper  crash  ? 

So  rent  may  rise,  bid  bank  and  nation  iktU 
And  found  on  'Change  a Fnndling  Hospital  ? 

Lo ! Mother  Church,  while  all  religion  writhes, 

Like  Niobe,  weeps  o'er  her  offspring,  Tithes ; 

The  prelates  go  to  — where  the  saints  have  gone, 

And  proud  pluralities  subside  to  one  ; 

Church,  state,  and  foctlon  wrestle  in  the  dark, 

Toss’d  by  the  deluge  in  their  common  ark. 

Shorn  of  her  bishops,  banks,  and  dividends, 

Another  Babel  soars  — but  Britain  ends. 

And  why  ? to  pamper  the  sdf-H>ek{ng  wants, 

And  prop  the  hill  of  tbeK>  sigrarhtn  ants. 

“ Go  to  these  ants,  thou  sluggard,  and  be  wise ; ** 
Admire  their  patience  through  each  Hicrificr, 

Till  taught  to  feet  the  lesson  of  their  pride, 

The  price  of  taxes  and  <if  homicide ; 

Admire  their  ju-'tlco,  which  would  Wn  deny 
The  debt  of  nations pray,  vho  made  it  high  9 

XV. 

Or  turn  to  sail  l>ctwcen  those  shifting  rocks. 

The  new  Symplcgaclcs the  crushing  Stocks, 

\^'here  Midas  might  again  his  wish  behold 
In  real  paper  or  Imagined  gold. 

Tkat  magic  palace  of  Alclna  shows 
More  wealth  than  Britain  ever  had  to  lose, 

Were  all  her  atoms  of  unleaven  *il  ore, 

And  all  her  pebbles  from  Pactolus'  shore. 

There  Fortune  plays,  while  Rumour  holds  the 

•take. 

And  the  world  trembles  to  bid  brokers  brcalc. 

How  rich  is  Britain not  indeed  in  mines, 

Or  peace  or  plenty,  com  or  oil,  or  wines ; 

No  land  of  Canaan,  full  of  milk  and  honey, 

Nor  (save  in  paper  shekels)  reofly  mouey : 

But  let  us  not  to  own  the  truth  rcfrise. 

Was  ever  Christian  land  so  rich  in  Jews  ? 

Those  parted  with  tbclr  teeth  to  good  King  John, 
And  now,  ye  kings  ! they  kindly  draw  your  own ; 

All  states,  all  things,  all  sovereigns  they  control, 

And  waft  a loan  “ from  Indus  to  the  pole.” 

The  banker — broker — baron* — brethren,  speed 
To  aid  these  bankrupt  tyrants  in  their  need. 


aluindnn  lhe/arnyj»i  pollry  of  hit  pwiocesior — to  break  up 
the  Tory  party  by  a r.>aJition  with  lh«  Whig*— and  lo  pre- 
larr  tlic  u.iy  for  /ii-furm  lii  Parliament.! 

* [The  hi-ad  of  the  kUiutriout  lioiue  of  Montmorenel  has 
been  doti^ated  ••le  pHTnier  baron  CUrttlen  ; hit 
aiicc»tur  tiaiing,  U u »up]XMed,  beua  the  bru  iioi^  convert 
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Nor  these  alone ; Columbia  fieeis  no  less 
Fresh  speculations  follow  each  success ; 

And  phUanthropIc  Israel  detgm  to  drain 
Her  mild  per-centa^e  from  exhausted  Spain. 

Not  without  Abraham’s  seed  can  Russia  march ; 

*T  is  gold,  not  stecl»  that  rears  the  conqueror'^  arch. 
Two  Jews,  a chosen  people,  can  command 
In  every  realm  their  sciipture^proroised  Lmd  : 

Two  Jews  keep  <lown  the  Romans,  and  uphold 
The  accursed  Hun,  more  brutal  than  of  old : 

Two  Jews  — but  not  Samaritans  — direct 
The  world,  with  all  the  spirit  of  their  sect 
What  is  the  happiness  of  earth  to  them  ? 

A congrcM  forms  their  “ New  Jerusalem,” 

Where  baronies  and  orders  both  Invite  — 

Oh,  holy  Abraham  ! dost  thou  sec  the  sight  ? 

Thy  followers  mingling  with  these  royal  swine, 
spit  not  **  on  thdr  Jewish  gaheidlne,” 

But  honour  them  as  portion  of  the  show  — 

( Where  now,  oh  Pope  ! is  thy  foisaken  toe  ? 

Could  it  not  favour  Judah  with  some  kicks  ? 

Or  has  It  ceased  to  **  kick  against  the  pricks  ? ”) 

On  Shylock^  shore  behold  them  stand  afresh, 

To  cut  from  nations*  hearts  their  pound  of  fiesh.” 

XVI. 

Strange  sight  this  Congress  1 destined  U>  unite 
AU  that  *s  incongruous,  all  that  *s  opposite. 

I speak  not  of  the  sovereigns  — they  ’re  alike. 

A common  coin  as  ever  mint  could  strike ; 

But  those  who  sway  the  puppeU,  pull  the  strings, 
Have  more  of  motley  than  their  heavy  kings. 

Jews,  authors,  generals,  charlatans,  combine, 

MTiile  Europe  wonders  at  the  v;i»t  design : 

There  Mcttcmich,  power’s  foremost  {mrasltc, 

C:golcs ; there  Wellington  forgets  to  fight ; 

There  Chateaubriand  forms  new  iiotik'i  of  martyrs ; i 
And  subtle  Greeks  > Intrigue  fur  stupid  Tartars; 
There  Montmorenci,  the  sworn  foe  to  charters,  9 
Turns  a diplomatist  of  great  iVIat, 

To  furnish  articles  for  the  **  Debats  ; ** 

Of  wax  so  certain  — yet  nut  quire  so  sure 
As  his  ribmi^Aal  In  the  “ Monlteur.” 

Alas!  how  could  his  cabinet  thus  err  ? 

Can  peace  be  worth  an  ultnwminister  ? 

He  falls  indeed,  perhaps  to  rise  again, 

**  Almost  as  quickly  as  he  conquer'd  Spain.”  * 

xvn. 

Enough  of  this  — a sight  more  mournful  wooe 
The  averted  eye  of  the  reluctant  muse. 

The  imitcrial  daughter,  the  im{)crlal  bride. 

The  imi>crial  victim  — sacrifice  to  pride ; 


The  mother  of  the  hero’s  hope,  the  boy, 

Tbe  yoimg  Astyanax  of  modem  Troy ; > 

The  stUl  pale  shadow  of  the  loftiest  queen 
That  earth  has  yvt  to  see,  or  e'er  haUi  seen ; 

She  flits  amidst  the  phantoms  of  the  hour. 

The  theme  of  pity,  and  the  wreck  of  power. 

Oh,  cruel  mocker>* ! Could  not  Austria  spare 
A daughter  ? What  did  France’s  widow  there  7 
Her  fitter  place  was  by  St.  Helen's  wave, 

Her  only  ^rone  Is  In  Napoleon's  grave. 

But,  no  — she  still  must  bold  a petty  reign,. 

Flank'd  by  her  formidable  chamlwrlain ; 

The  martial  Argus,  whose  not  hundred  eyes 
Must  wateh  her  through  these  padtry  pageantries.  ^ 
^'hat  though  she  share  no  more,  and  shared  In  vain, 
A sway  surpassing  that  of  Charlemagne, 

Which  swept  from  Moscow  to  the  southern  seas  1 
Yet  still  she  rules  the  pastoral  realm  of  cheese. 

Where  Parma  views  tbe  traveller  resort. 

To  note  the  trappings  of  her  mimic  court. 

But  she  appears  t Verona  sees  her  shorn 
Of  all  her  beams — while  nations  gaze  and  mourn  — 
Ere  yet  her  husband’s  ashes  have  had  time 
To  chill  In  their  inhospitable  clime ; 

(If  e’er  thewe  awfiil  ashes  can  grow  cold  ; — 

But  no,  — their  embers  soon  will  burst  the  mould ;) 
She  comes ! — the  Andromache  (but  not  Radne's, 
Nor  Homer’s, ) — Lo  t on  Pyrrhus*  arm  she  leans  t 
Yes ! the  right  arm,  yet  red  from  Waterloo, 

Which  cut  her  lord’s  half«shatter’d  sceptre  tbrougb. 
Is  offiT’d  and  accepted  I Could  a slave 
Do  more  ? or  less  ? — and  he  In  his  new  grave  ! 

Her  eye,  her  cheek,  betray  no  Inward  strife, 

I And  the  ex-empress  gn»ws  as  ex  a wife ! 

So  much  for  htun.in  ties  In  royal  breasts ! 
j Why  spare  men’s  feelings,  when  their  own  are  jests  7 

[ xvni. 

: But,  tired  of  foreign  follies,  I turn  home. 

And  sketch  (he  group  — the  picture  '$  yet  to  come. 
My  muse  ’gan  weep,  but,  ere  a tear  w:li  split. 

She  caught  Sir  William  Curtis  In  a kilt! 

While  throng’d  the  chiefs  of  every  Highland  clan 
To  hall  their  brother,  Vich  Ian  Alderman ! 

Guildhall  grows  Gael,  and  echoes  with  Erse  roar, 
While  all  the  Common  Council  cry  Claymore  ! ” 
To  see  proud  Albyn’s  tartans  as  a belt 
Gird  the  gross  sirloin  of  a dty  Celt,  • 

She  burst  into  a laughter  so  extreme. 

That  I awoke  — and  lo  1 it  was  no  dream ! 

Here,  reader,  will  we  pause : — if  there  *s  no  ham  in 
This  first — you  ’ll  have,  perhaps,  a second  •*  Carmen.” 


to  Christianity  in  Franrc.  T.nrd  P}Ton  perhaps  alludes  to 
the  wril-known  juke  o(  Talleyrand,  who.  meeting  the  Dnke  I 
ut  Monttnureiici  at  the  s.'vmc  i^ty  with  M.  Kothtchild,  loon 
nfter  the  latter  had  been  enaoNrd  by  the  KmiMTur  of  Austria, 
is  said  to  have  beeged  leave  to  present  H.  U premier  boron 
Jn\J  to  i/.  te premier  bnnm  Ci&itim.] 

> Monsieur  Chateaubriand,  who  has  not  forgotten  the  au- 
thor In  the  minister,  received  a handstnne  compliment  at  Ve- 
runa  from  a literary  suverHgn  i *'  Ah  ! Monslrntr  C..  are  you 
related  tothat  Chateaul>ri.-ind  who  — who— who  has  written 
t^/metbing  7 *'  (ferit  queUjue  thnte  .*  > It  ft  said  that  the  au- 
thor of  .Atala  repentM  him  for  a moment  of  h(s  legltimBry. 

* (Count  Capo  d’Utrias  — afterwards  President  of  Greece. 
The  c<»uiit  was  murdered  in  SefUemher,  l>^l,  by  the  brother 
aod  son  of  a Malnoie  chief  whom  he  had  Imprisoned.] 

* (The  Duke  de  Montmorei»d*I.av:il.] 

* (Front.  Pope’s  verses  on  Lord  Peterborough : — 


And  he.  whose  lightning  pierced  the  tberisn  lines. 

Now  forms  niy  qutneuns.  and  now  ranks  my  rines. 

Or  tames  the  genius  of  the  stnbltnrn  plain. 

Almost  as  quickly  as  he  conquer’d  Spain.*'] 

> (Napoleon  Kranenit  Pharles  Joseph,  Duke  of  Rclchstadt, 
died  at  the  |>alacv  or  SchdnbmnD,  July  Xt,  lb3S,  having  Just 
attained  his  i»enty.(lrst  year.] 

* (Count  Nelpperg,  chitmlierlain  and  second  hushand  to 
Marta*  (.oulsa,  had  but  one  eye.  The  count  died  In  KOI . See 
anti,  p.  4bl.]' 

7 (George  the  Fourth  Is  said  to  have  been  somewhat  an- 


noyra,  on  entering  the  leree-room  at  Holymod  (,4ug. 
in  full  Stuart  tartan,  to  see  only  one  figure  siniilariv  attirea 
(ami  of  similar  bulk) — that  of  .'Ar  \^'flIivn  Curtis.  The  city 
knight  had  every  thing  complete  - even  the  kntje  stuck  hi 
the  garter,  lie  asked  tne  King,  If  he  did  not  tldnk  him  well 
dressed.  "Yes!**  repllcl  hi*  Majesty,  "only  you  have  no 
tpoan  in  yoor  hoot."  Tlie  devourer  of  turtle  had  a oa* 
graving  executed  of  hUnself  in  his  Celtic  attire.) 
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THE  ADIEO. 

WUrrKN  CITDZE  THE  IMTRESSIOX  THAT  TUX  AUTXIOE 
WOULU  SOOK  DIE. 

Adieu,  thou  Hill  ^ I where  early  joy 
Spread  rott*  o’er  my  brow ; 

Where  Science  seeks  each  loitering  boy 
With  knowledge  to  endow. 

Adieu,  my  youthful  friends  or  foes, 

Partners  of  former  bliss  or  woes ; 

No  more  through  Ida’s  paths  we  stray  ; 

Soon  roust  1 share  the  gloomy  cell, 

Wliose  eTcr-slumbering  inmates  dwell 
Unconscious  of  the  day. 

Adieu,  ye  hoary  Regal  Fanes, 

Te  spires  of  Grenta’s  vale, 

Where  Learning  robed  In  sable  reigns. 

And  Melancholy  pale. 

Te  comrades  of  the  JoNiol  hour, 

Te  tenants  of  the  classic  bower, 

On  Cama's  verdant  margin  pbeed, 

Adieu  1 while  meroor}*  still  Is  mine, 

For,  offeringii  on  Oblivion’s  shrine. 

These  scenes  roust  be  ctficed. 

Adieu,  ye  mountains  of  the  dime 
WTiciv  grew  my  youthful  years  ; 

Where  Loch  na  Garr  In  snows  sublime 
HU  giant  summit  rears. 

Why  did  iny  childhood  wander  forth 
From  you,  ye  regions  of  the  North, 

W'lth  sons  of  pride  to  mam? 

Why  did  I quit  ray  Highland  cave, 

Marr’s  dusky  heath,  and  Dee’s  clear  wave. 

To  seek  a Sotheron  home  ? 

Hall  of  my  Sires  t a long  farewell  — 

Yet  why  to  thee  adieu  ? 

Thy  vaults  will  echo  back  my  knell, 

Thy  towers  my  tomb  will  view  j 
The  faltering  tongue  which  sung  thy  fall. 

And  former  glories  of  thy  Hall,  * 

Fon^'ts  Its  wonted  simple  note  — 

But  yet  the  Lyre  retains  the  strings. 

And  sometimes,  on  .Tuolian  wings 
In  dying  strains  ra.iy  float 

Fields  which  surround  yon  rustic  coS 
While  yet  I Unger  here, 

Adieu ! you  arv  not  now  forgot. 

To  retrospection  dear. 

Streamlet’  I along  whose  rippling  surge 
My  youthful  limbs  wen*  wont  to  ui-ge 
At  noontide  heat  their  pliant  course; 
Plunging  with  ardour  from  the  shore. 

Thy  springs  will  lave  these  limbs  no  more, 
l^prlvcd  of  active  force. 

And  shall  I here  forget  the  scene. 

Still  nearest  to  my  breast  ? 

» I HarriYw.]  * TSee  anfJ,  pp.  8Ta.  4ft.'. j 

• fTbe  riter  Crete,  at  SouthwcU.J 


Rocks  rise  and  rivers  roll  betneea 
The  S|)ot  which  passion  blest ; 

Yet,  Mary  «,  all  thy  beauties  seem 
Fresh  as  In  Love’s  bewitching  dn-am. 

To  me  in  smiles  display'd ; 

TIU  slow  disease  resigns  hU  prey 
To  Death,  the  parent  of  decay. 

Thine  image  cannot  fade. 

And  thou,  my  Friend  * ! whose  gentle  love, 

Tcl  thrills  iny  bosom’s  chords. 

How  much  thy  friendship  was  above 
Description’s  power  of  words  ! 

Still  near  my  breast  thy  gift  I wear 
Which  sparkled  once  with  FeeUng's  tear, 

Of  Love  the  pure,  the  sacred  gem  ; 

Our  souls  were  equal,  and  our  lot 
In  that  dear  moment  quite  forgot ; 

Let  Pride  alone  condemn  1 

All,  aU  is  dark  and  cheericas  now  I 
No  smile  of  Love’s  deceit 
Can  warm  my  veins  with  wonted  glow. 

Can  bid  Life  s pulses  be.it ; 

Not  e'en  the  hope  of  fiiture  fome, 

Can  wake  ray  faint,  exhau.ste«l  frame. 

Or  crown  with  foncle«l  wreaths  my  head. 

Mine  is  a short  Inglorious  race, — 

To  humble  In  the  dust  my  fhee, 

And  mingle  with  the  <Icad. 

Oh  Fame ! thou  goddess  of  my  heart; 

On  him  who  gains  thy  pmi«e, 

Pointless  must  fall  the  Spectre’s  ibrt, 

Consumed  In  Glor)’*>  blase ; 

But  me  she  beckons  from  the  earth. 

My  name  obscure,  unmark’d  my  birth. 

My  life  a short  and  vulgar  dream ; 

Lost  in  the  dull,  Ignoble  emwd. 

My  hot>es  recline  within  a shroud. 

My  fate  U I^ethe's  stream. 

When  I repose  bene.ith  the  sod, 

Unhcctled  In  the  clay, 

WTiere  once  my  playful  foobt<*ps  trod. 

Where  now  my  head  mu.«t  lay, 

The  meed  of  Pity  w ill  l«e  shed 
In  dew-dmps  o’er  my  narrow  betl. 

By  nightly  skies,  and  storms  alone ; 

No  mortal  eye  will  deign  to  steep 
With  tears  the  dark  sepulchral  deep 
^V'hich  hldca  a name  unknown. 

Forget  this  world,  my  restless  sprite, 

Turn,  turn  thy  thoughts  to  Heaven ; 

There  must  thou  soon  direct  thy  flight. 

If  errors  are  fonxiven. 

To  bigots  and  to  sects  unknown. 

Bow  down  beneath  the  Almighty's  Throne ; 

[ 

s [Marr  DofT.  5re  ffn/r.  p.  41f».  note-}  j 

^ [Eildlutone,  Uie  Cambndge  rh«iiatcr.  See  onit,  p.  89S.] 
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To  Him  address  thy  trembling  prayer ; 

He,  who  Is  merciful  and  just. 

Will  not  reject  a child  of  dust. 

Although  his  meanest  care. 

Father  of  Light ! to  Thee  I call. 

My  soul  is  dark  within : 

Thou,  who  canst  mark  the  sparrow's  &11, 
Avert  the  death  of  sin. 

Thou,  who  canst  guide  the  wandering  star. 
Who  calm'st  the  elemental  war, 

W’hose  mantle  Is  yon  boumllciis  sky, 

My  thoughts,  my  words,  my  crimes  forgive ; 
And,  since  I soon  must  cca^e  to  live, 

Instruct  me  how  to  die. 

[First  publUhed,  1833.] 


TO  A VAIN  LADY. 

Am,  heedless  girl ! why  thus  disclose 
What  ne’er  was  meant  for  other  cars: 

^Vhy  thu.H  destroy  thine  own  repose. 

And  dig  the  source  of  future  tears  ? 

Oh,  thou  wilt  weep.  Imprudent  maid. 

While  lurking  envious  foes  will  smile. 

For  all  the  follies  thou  bast  said 
Of  those  who  spoke  but  to  beguile. 

Vain  girl ! thy  llng’ring  woes  arc  nigh. 

If  thou  bcliev’st  what  striplings  say ; 

Ob,  fh>m  the  deep  temptation  fly, 

Nor  fall  the  specious  spoiler's  prey. 

Dost  thou  repeat,  In  childish  boast. 

The  wonU  man  utters  to  deceive  ? 

Thy  jicacc,  thy  hope,  thy  all  i^  lost. 

If  thou  canst  venture  to  believe. 

While  now  amongst  thy  female  peers 
Thou  tell'st  agaiu  the  soothing  tale, 

Canst  thou  not  mark  the  rising  sneers 
Duplicity  in  vain  would  veil  ? 

These  tales  In  secret  silence  hush, 

Xor  make  thyself  the  public  gaae ; 

What  modest  maid  without  a blush 
Recounts  a flattering  coxcomb's  praise  ? 

Will  not  the  laughing  boy  despise 
Her  who  relates  each  tbnd  conceit  — 

Who,  thinking  Heaven  is  in  her  eyes, 

Tet  cannot  see  the  sUgfat  deceit  7 

For  she  who  takes  a soft  .delight 

These  amorous  nothings  in  revealing. 

Must  credit  all  we  say  or  write, 

W'bile  vanity  prevents  concealing. 

Cease,  if  you  prize  your  beauty's  reign ! 
Nojealouvy  bids  me  reprove : 

One,  who  is  thus  ftom  nature  vain, 

I pity,  but  I cannot  love. 

Jantiary  15.  1807.  [First  pobtlsked,  1833.] 


TO  ANNE. 

Ok,  Anne ! your  offences  to  me  have  been  grievous : 
'I  thought  from  my  wrath  no  atonement  could  save 
you? 

But  woman  is  made  to  command  and  deceive  us  — 

1 look’d  in  your  face,  and  I almost  forgave  you. 

i 


1 vow’d  I could  ne'er  for  a moment  respect  you, 

Tet  thought  that  a day's  separation  was  long  ; 

When  we  met,  I determined  again  to  suspect  you— 
Tour  smile  soon  convinced  me  suspicion  was  wrong,  j 

I swore,  in  a transport  of  young  indignation. 

With  fervent  c6ntempt  evermore  to  disdain  you : | 

T saw  you  — my  anger  became  admiration ; 

And  now,  all  my  wish,  all  my  bope^  to  regain  you. 

With  beauty  like  yours,  oh,  how  vain  the  contention  t ! 

Thus  lowly  I sue  for  forgiveness  before  you ; i 

.Vt  once  to  conclude  such  a fhiitless  di&sensioo,  | 

Be  fklse,  my  sweet  Anne,  when  I cease  to  adore  you ! 

January  IG,  1807.  [Flrat  publitbed,  1832.] 


TO  THE  SAME.  ! 

Oh,  say  not,  sweet  Anne,  that  the  Fates  have  decreed  | 
The  heart  which  adores  you  should  wUh  to  dissever ; | 

Such  Fates  were  to  me  most  unkind  ones  indeed,  ~ 

To  bear  me  from  love  and  from  beauty  for  ever. 

Your  ftwns,  lovely  girl,  are  the  Fates  which  alone 
Could  bid  me  from  fond  admiration  refValn  ; ' 

By  these,  every  hope,  every  wish  were  o'eithrown. 

Till  smiles  should  restore  me  to  rapture  again. 

As  the  ivy  and  oak,  In  the  forest  entwined. 

The  rage  of  the  tempest  united  must  weather. 

My  love  and  my  life  were  by  nature  design’d  ] 

To  flourish  alike,  or  to  perish  together.  j 

Then  say  not,  sweet  Anne,  that  the  Fates  have  decreed  i 
Your  lover  should  bid  you  a lasting  adieu ; j 

Till  Fate  can  ordain  that  his  bosom  shall  bleed,  j 

His  soul,  his  exLtencc,  are  centred  in  you. 

1907.  [FlritpuUUbcd,  1833.]  ! 


TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  A SONNET  BEGINNING, 

' SAO  U MY  YOO  SAY,  * AND  YBX  KO  TEAB.’  ** 

Tht  verse  Is  “ sad  " enough,  no  doubt : 

A devilish  deal  more  sad  than  witty ! 

Why  we  should  weep  I can’t  find  out. 

Unless  for  thee  wc  weep  in  pity. 

Yet  there  Is  one  I pity  more  ; 

And  much,  alas ! 1 think  he  needs  It ; 

For  he,  I ’m  sure,  will  suffer  sore. 

Who,  to  his  own  misfortune,  reads  It 

Thy  rhymes,  without  the  aid  of  magic, 

May  omee  he  read  — but  never  after : 

Yet  their  effect ’t  by  no  means  tragic. 

Although  by  far  too  dull  for  laughter. 

But  would  you  make  our  bosoms  bleed. 

And  of  no  common  pang  complain 

If  you  would  make  us  weep  indeed, 

Tell  us,  you  ’ll  read  them  o’er  iMpdn. 

March  8,  1807.  {Tint  pahHabed.  1833.] 


ON  FINDING  A FAN. 

lx  one  who  felt  as  once  he  felt. 

This  might,  perhaps,  have  fann’d  the  • 

But  now  bis  heart  no  more  will  melt 
Because  that  heart  is  not  the  same. 

M m 4 
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Ai  when  the  ebbing  flames  arc  low, 

The  aid  which  once  improved  their  light, 
And  bade  them  bum  with  fiercer  glow. 

Now  quenches  all  their  blaze  in  night. 

Thus  has  it  been  with  passion’s  fires  — 

As  many  a boy  and  girl  remembers— 

^\^>lle  ever)’  hope  of  love  expires, 

Extinguish’d  with  the  dying  embers. 

The  JirtU  though  not  a spark  survive, 

Some  careful  hand  may  teach  to  bum ; 

The  laUy  alas  I can  ne'er  survive ; 

No  touch  can  bid  its  warmth  return. 

Or,  If  it  chance  to  wake  again. 

Not  always  doom’d  its  heat  to  smother. 

It  sheds  (so  wayward  fates  ordain) 

Its  former  warmth  around  onothrr. 

[First  pubIUbcd.lS32.] 


I FAREWELL  TO  THE  MLSE. 

; Thou  Powcrl  who  hast  ruled  me  through  infancy's 
j daj-s. 

Young  offipring  of  Fancy,  ’t  Is  time  we  should  part ; 

■ Then  n»e  on  the  gale  this  the  last  of  my  lays, 

1 The  coldest  effualon  which  sprin^i  from  my  heart, 

I 

I This  bosom,  responsive  to  rapture  no  more, 

! Shall  hush  thy  wild  note^,  nor  implore  thee  to  sing ; 

! The  feelings  of  childhood,  which  taught  thee  to  soar, 

‘ Are  watted  far  distant  on  Apathy’s  wing. 

i Though  simple  the  themes  of  my  rude  flowing  L)Tc, 
j Yet  even  these  themes  are  departed  for  ever ; 

I No  more  l>cam  the  eyes  which  my  dream  could  inspire, 
My  visions  are  flown,  to  return,  — alas ! never. 

, When  drain'd  is  the  nectar  which  ghiddens  the  bowl, 

' How  vain  is  the  effort  delight  to  prolong  I 
^^’hen  cold  is  the  beauty  which  dwelt  In  my  viul, 

\ What  magic  of  Fancy  can  lengthen  my  song  ? 

Can  the  lips  sing  of  Love  In  the  desert  alone. 

Of  kisses  and  smiles  which  they  now  must  resign  ? 
Or  dwell  with  delight  on  the  hours  that  are  fl«mn  ? 
Ah,  no ! for  those  hours  can  no  longer  be  mine. 

Can  they  speak  of  the  friends  that  I lived  but  to  love? 

Ah,  surely  affection  ennobles  the  strain  I 
But  how  can  my  numbers  In  sympathy  move, 

When  1 scarcely  can  hope  to  behold  them  again  t 

' Can  1 sing  of  the  deeds  which  my  Fathers  have  done, 

I Anri  raise  my  loud  harp  to  the  fame  of  my  Sires  ? 
j For  glories  like  theirs,  oh,  how  fidnt  is  my  tone  I 
j For  Heroes’  exploits  how  uneijual  my  fires! 

Untouch’d,  then,  my  Lyre  shall  reply  to  the  blast— 
*T  Is  hush'd ; and  my  feeble  endeavours  are  o’er ; 

1 And  those  who  have  heard  it  will  pardon  the  past, 

> When  they  know  that  its  murmurs  shall  vibrate  no 
more. 

• [I.ord  Byron,  on  bU  first  arrival  at  Newstcad,  In  1798, 
planted  an  oak  in  the  ganlra.  and  tKHiiished  the  fancy,  that  as 
the  tree  fiourishnl  so  should  he.  On  revisiting  the  abbey, 
during  Lord  Grey  de  Ituthveo’s  resUtenre  there,  be  found 
the  uak  chokod  np  by  weeds,  and  alin<Ht  deslrnyed  \ — hence 
these  iiites.  Shortly  after  Cutonel  WUdman,  the  prevent 
proprietor,  took  pu«se3\ion,  he  one  d^y  noticed  it.  and  «ald  to 
j th*  •errant  who  was  with  him,  “ Here  is  a fine  young  oak; 
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And  soon  shall  lU  wild  erring  notes  be  forgot. 

Since  early  affection  and  Itn'e  are  o’ercast : 

Oh  I blest  had  my  frte  been,  and  happy  my  lot. 

Had  the  first  strain  of  love  been  the  dearest,  the  last. 

Farewell,  my  young  Muse  I since  we  now  can  ne’er 
meet ; 

If  our  songs  have  been  languid,  they  surely  are  few : 
I«t  us  hope  that  the  present  at  least  will  be  sweet — 
The  present— which  seals  our  eternal  Adieu. 

It07.  [First  pubUsbed,  Itas.] 


TO  AN  OAK  AT  NEWSTEAD. » ! 

You  HO  Oakt  when  1 planted  thee  deep  in  the  ground,  i 
1 hoped  that  thy  days  would  be  longer  than  minej  ; 
That  thy  dork>waving  branches  would  flourish  around, 
And  ivy  thy  trunk  with  its  mantle  entwine.  [ 

Such,  such  was  my  hope,  when.  In  infancy's  years. 

On  the  land  of  my  fathers  1 rear’d  thcc  with  pride: 
They  are  past,  and  1 water  thy  stem  with  my  tears, — 
Thy  decay  not  the  weeds  that  surround  thee  can  ' 
bide. 

I left  thee,  my  Oak,  and,  since  that  fatal  hour, 

.V  stranger  has  dwelt  in  the  hall  of  my  sire ; 

Till  manhood  shall  crown  roe,  not  mine  is  the  power. 
But  his,  whose  neglect  may  have  bade  thee  expire. 

Oh  ! hanly  thou  wert  — even  now  little  care 

:>ligbt  revive  thy  young  head,  and  thy  wounds 
gently  he.il ; 

But  thou  wert  not  fated  affection  to  share — 

For  who  could  suppose  that  a stranger  would  feel  ? 

Ah,  droop  not,  my  Ouk ! lift  thy  head  for  a while ; 

Ere  twice  round  yon  Glor>'  this  pKinet  shall  run. 

The  hand  of  thy  Master  will  teach  thee  to  smile. 

When  Infancy’s  years  of  probation  are  done. 

Oh,  live  then,  my  Oak » tow’r  aloft  from  the  weeds, 
That  clog  thy  young  growth,  and  u^ist  thy  decay. 

For  still  in  thy  bosom  arc  life’s  early  seed*, 

And  still  may  thy  branches  their  beauty  display. 

Ob  ! yet.  If  maturity’s  years  may  be  thine. 

Though  / shall  lie  low  in  the  cavern  of  death. 

On  thy  leaves  yet  the  day>U‘am  of  ages  may  shine. 
Uninjured  by  time,  or  the  rude  winter's  breath. 

For  centuries  still  may  thy  boughs  lightly  wave 
O'er  the  corse  of  thy  lonl  In  thy  canopy  laid  ; 

While  the  branches  thus  gratefully  shelter  his  grave, 
The  chief  who  survives  may  recline  In  thy  shade. 

And  ns  he,  with  his  Itoya,  shall  revisit  this  spot, 

He  will  tell  them  in  wliispers  more  softly  to  tread. 

Oh ! surely,  by  these  1 shall  ne'er  be  forgot : 
Remembrance  still  hallows  the  dust  of  the  dead. 

And  here,  will  they  say,  when  in  life’s  glowing  (>rime, 
Perhaps  he  has  jmur  d forth  hl.s  young  simple  lay, 
And  here  must  he  sleep,  till  the  moments  of  time  ; 
Are  lost  in  the  hours  of  Eternity's  day.  ] 

1807.  [First  pubUobed.  im]  j 

hut  It  must  bo  rut  down,  as  U grows  In  an  improper  place.'*  { 
“ 1 hope  not,  sir,"  replied  the  snatt ; " fw  It's  tlie  one  th.it 
my  lord  was  to  fond  of.  beraute  he  set  It  hlmsoir."  The  Co-  I 
lonel  has.  of  eourus,  taken  every  possible  care  of  It.  It  Is  «1-  ' 

ready  Inquired  after,  by  stmnip'rs.  as  " THi  Uvaon  ota,”  . 
and  promiMHi  to  share,  in  after  times,  the  celebrity  of  Skak-  ' 
speare's  mulberry,  and  Pope's  wlUow.j 
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ON  REVISITING  IIAUKOW.  i 


Hski  once  en^ged  tbe  fttrenger'a  view 

Youn^  Friendship’s  record  simply  traced  ; i 

Few  were  her  wonls,  — but  yet,  though  few. 

Resentment’s  hand  the  line  defaced.  | 

Deeply  she  cut  — but  not  cni$e<l. 

The  characters  were  still  so  plain. 

That  Friendship  once  return'd,  and  gazed, — 

Till  Memory  hail'd  the  words  again. 

Repentance  placed  them  as  befon; ; 

Forgiveness  join'd  her  gentle  name ; ! 

So  fair  the  inscription  seem'd  once  mon*. 

That  Friendship  thought  it  still  the  same.  | 
Thus  might  the  Record  now  have  been? 

But,  ah,  in  spite  uf  Hope's  endeavour,  t 

Or  Friendship's  tears.  Pride  ru*h’d  between,  j 

And  blotted  out  the  line  for  ever ! | 

.September,  1^7.  ' 

..  j 

EPITAPH  ON  JOHN  ADA.MS,  OF  SOUTHWELL. 

A cAaaiza,  who  died  or  DavNEENKEM, 

JoKis  Adams  lies  berC)  of  the  parish  of  Southwell, 

A Carrier  who  carried  his  can  to  his  mouth  well ; 

He  carried  so  much,  and  be  carried  so  fast. 

He  could  carry  no  more-— so  was  rornW  at  last ; 

For,  the  li<iuor  he  drank,  being  too  much  for  one, 

He  could  not  curry  ol!^ — so  he’s  now  curri.oR. 

September,  1S07. 

TO  MY  SON.  2 

Those  flaxen  locks,  those  eyes  of  blue. 

Bright  ns  thy  mother’s  in  their  hue  ; 

Those  rosy  lips,  whose  dimples  piny 
And  smile  to  steal  the  heart  away. 

Recall  a scene  of  former  joy, 

And  touch  thy  fatlier’s  heart,  my  Boy  * 

And  thou  canst  list)  a father's  jiame — 

Ab,  William,  were  thine  own  the  same.— 

No  self-reproach  — but,  let  me  cease  — 

My  care  for  thee  shall  purchase  pence  ; 

Thy  mother’s  shade  shall  smile  In  Joy,  ' 

And  pardon  ail  the  past,  my  Boy ! I 

Her  lowly  grave  the  turf  has  prest,  I 

And  thou  hast  known  a stranger's  brea«t. 

Derision  sneers  upon  thy  birth,  { 

And  yields  thee  scarce  a name  on  earth ; j 

Yet  shall  not  these  one  hope  destroy,— 

A Father's  heart  is  thine,  my  Boy  ! 

Why,  let  the  world  unfeeling  frown,  i 

Must  1 fond  Nature's  claim  disown  ? 

Ah,  no — though  morullsts  reprove,  ; 

I liail  thee,  dearest  child  of  love, 

F.alr  cherub,  pledge  of  youth  and  joy  — 

A Father  guards  thy  birth,  my  Buy  ! 


Oh,  'twill  be  sweet  in  thee  to  trace, 

Ere  age  has  wrinkled  o'er  my  face, 

Ere  half  my  glass  of  life  is  run, 

At  once  a brother  and  a son  ; 

And  all  my  wane  of  years  employ 
In  justice  done  to  thee,  my  Boy ! 

Although  so  young  thy  heedless  sire, 

Youth  will  nut  damp  parental  tire  i 
And,  wert  thou  still  less  dear  to  me, 

While  Helen's  form  revives  In  thee, 

The  breast,  which  beat  to  former  joy. 

Will  ne’er  desert  Its  pledge,  my  Boy  I 

1807.  D'irtt  publUhcd,  1S30.] 


FAREWELL!  IF  EVER  FONDEST  PRAYER. 

FAaewELLl  If  ever  fondest  prayer 
For  other’s  weal  avail'd  on  high, 

31ine  will  not  all  be  lost  In  air, 

But  waft  thy  name  beyond  the  sky. 

'Twere  vain  to  si>eak,  to  weep,  to  sigh : 
oh  ] mure  than  tears  of  blood  can  tell, 
When  wrung  from  guilt's  expiring  eye. 

Arc  in  that  word — Farewell  I — Farewell  * 

These  Ups  are  mute,  these  eyes  arc  diy ; 

But  In  my  breast  and  In  my  brain. 

Awake  the  pangs  that  ]uiss  nut  by, 

The  thought  that  ne'er  shall  sleep  again. 

My  soul  nor  deigns  nor  d.ires  complain, 
Though  grief  and  passion  there  rebel ; 

I only  know  we  loved  In  vain  — 

I only  feel  — Farewell  I — Farewell  1 


BRIGHT  BE  THE  PLACE  OF  THY  SOUL. 

Bright  be  the  place  of  thy  soul ! 

No  lovelier  spirit  than  thine 
E’er  burst  from  its  mortal  control 
In  the  orbs  of  the  blessed  to  shine. 

On  earth  thou  wert  all  but  divine. 

As  thy  soul  shall  immortally  be ; 

And  our  sorrow  may  ceaw>  to  repine, 

>Vben  we  know  that  thy  God  U with  thee. 

Light  be  the  turf  of  thy  tomb  I 
May  Us  verdure  like  emeralds  be : 

There  should  not  be  tbe  shallow  of  gloom 
In  aught  that  reminds  us  of  tbce. 

Young  flowers  and  aii  evergreen  tree 
May  spring  from  the  sjwt  uf  thy  rest : 

But  nor  cypress  nor  yew  let  us  see ; 

For  why  should  we  mourn  fur  tbe  blest  7 

im 


^ Some  years  ago,  when  at  Harrow,  a friend  of  the  author 
engrared  on  a particular  s}K>t  the  names  of  both,  with  a few 
additional  words,  as  a meniorl.-ti.  Afterwarib.  >m  rreeirina 
some  real  or  imagined  Injury,  tbe  author  destroyed  the  frail 


m-ord  before  he  left  Harrow.  On  rerlsitiag  the  place  in 
lH)7,  be  wrote  under  It  these  stanzas. 

» U*  Whether  these  verses  are,  m any  degree,  founded  cm 
fact,  t hare  no  nreurate  means  of  determining.  Fond  as 
Lo^  Byrou  was  of  rocordiug  every  particular  of  his  youth. 


j sufh  an  event,  or  rather  era,  as  Is  hereormniemoratecJ.  would 
I have  beet),  of  all  others,  the  least  Ukolr  to  past  unmrntioned 
by  him ; and  yet  neither  In  conversation  nor  In  any  of  his 
writincs  do  T rnnember  even  an  alltuion  to  it.  On  tbe 
other  hand,  so  entirely  was  all  that  he  wrote,  — making  allow, 
anee  fur  the  emttellUnments  of  fancy,  — the  transcript  of  bis 
actual  life  and  feelings,  that  It  Is  not  ea^  to  suppose  a poem, 
so  full  of  nutuml  tendeniess,  to  have  been  ItiJebted  rur  Ps 
origin  to  imagination  aioue.”— Moon.  But  •««  post.  Don 
Juan,  canto  xvl.  st.dl.j 
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WHEN  WE  TWO  PAHTED. 

Whck  wc  two  i>aitcd 
In  silence  ami  tears, 

Half  broken-hearted 
To  sever  for  years, 

Pale  grew  thy  cheek  and  cold. 
Colder  thy  ; 

Truly  that  hour  foretold 
Sorrow  to  this. 

The  dew  of  the  raorning 
Sank  chill  on  my  brow  — 

It  felt  like  the  warning 
Of  what  I frel  now. 

Thy  vows  are  all  broken, 

An<I  light  Is  thy  fame ; 

I bear  thy  name  spoken. 

And  share  in  its  shame. 

They  name  thee  before  me, 

A knell  to  mine  ear; 

A shudder  comes  o'er  me  — 
Why  wert  thou  so  dear  ? 

They  know  not  1 knew  thee^ 
Who  knew  Uiee  too  well ; — 

Long,  long  shall  I rue  thee, 
Tck>  deeply  to  tell. 

In  secret  we  met-— 

In  lUence  I grieve, 

Iliat  thy  heart  could  forget, 
Thy  spirit  deceive. 

If  I should  meet  thee 
After  long  years. 

How  should  1 greet  thee  ? — 
With  silence  and  tears. 


TO  A YOUTHFUL  FRIEND.  > 

Fxw  years  have  paw'd  since  thou  and  I 
Were  flrmett  friends,  at  least  in  name. 

And  childhood's  gay  sincerity 

Preserved  our  feelings  long  the  nme. 

But  now,  like  me,  too  well  thou  know'st 
WTut  trifles  oft  the  heart  recall ; 

And  those  who  once  have  loved  the  most 
Too  soon  forget  they  loved  at  alL 

And  such  the  change  the  heart  displays, 

So  frail  is  early  friendship’s  reign, 

A month’s  brief  lapse,  perhaps  a day's. 

Will  view  thy  mind  estranged  again. 

If  so,  it  never  shall  be  mine 

To  mourn  the  loss  of  such  a heart ; 

The  fault  was  Nature's  fliult.  not  thine, 

WTiich  made  thee  fickle  as  thou  art 

As  rolls  the  ocean's  changing  tide, 

So  human  feelings  ebb  and  flow ; 

And  who  would  in  a breast  confldc, 

Where  stonny  passions  ever  glow  ? 

* [ThU  copy  of  Torses,  and  that  which  follows,  orighianT 
wpoaml  to  th«  Tolumc  rublithod.  in  hy  Mr.  (now  the 

Right  Hoo.  Sir  John)  llobbouae.  uoder  the  Utl«  of**  Imita* 


)t  boots  not  that,  together  bred. 

Our  chlldbh  days  were  days  of  joy: 

My  spring  of  life  has  quickly  fled  ; 

Thou,  too,  hast  ceased  to  be  a boy. 

And  when  we  bid  adieu  to  youth, 

Sbves  to  the  specious  world’s  control, 

We  sigh  a long  fhrewell  to  truth ; 

That  world  corrupts  the  noblest  soul. 

Ah,  joyous  season  ! when  the  mind 
Dales  all  things  boldly  but  to  lie ; 

When  thought  ere  sisokc  is  unconflued. 

And  sparkles  In  the  placid  eye. 

Not  so  in  Stan's  maturer  years. 

When  Man  himself  Is  but  a tool ; 

When  interest  sways  our  hopes  and  fears, 
And  all  must  love  and  hate  by  rule. 

M’ith  fools  in  kindred  vice  the  same, 

Wc  learn  at  length  our  faults  to  blend  ; 

And  thow,  and  those  alone,  may  claim 
The  prostituted  name  of  friend. 

Such  is  the  common  lot  of  man : 

Can  we  then  'scape  ftx»m  folly  free  ? 

Can  we  reverse  the  general  plan. 

Nor  be  what  all  in  turn  must  be  ? 

No ; fur  myself,  so  dark  ray  fate 

Through  evcr>-  turn  of  life  hath  been ; 

Man  and  the  world  so  much  I hate, 

1 care  not  when  I quit  the  scene. 

But  thou,  with  spirit  frail  and  light. 

Wilt  shine  awhile,  and  pa.<«  away  ; 

As  glow-worms  sparkle  through  the  night. 
But  dare  not  stand  the  test  of  day. 

Alas  i whenever  folly  calls 
iMiere  parasites  and  princes  meet, 

(For  cherish'd  first  in  royal  halls. 

The  welcome  vices  kindly  greet), 

Ev'n  now  thou'rt  nightly  seen  to  add 
One  Insect  to  the  fluttering  crowd ; 

And  still  thy  trifling  heart  Is  glad 
To  join  the  vain,  and  court  the  proud. 

There  dost  thou  glide  from  fair  to  fidr, 

Still  simpering  on  with  eager  haste. 

As  flics  along  the  gay  parterre. 

That  taint  the  flowers  they  scarcely  taste. 

But  say,  what  nymph  will  prise  the  flame 
Which  seems,  as  marshy  vapours  move, 

To  flit  along  from  dame  to  dame, 

An  Ignis- fatuus  gleam  of  love  ? 

What  friend  for  thee,  howe'er  inclined. 

Will  deign  to  own  a kindred  care  ? 

Who  will  debase  his  manly  mind. 

For  friendship  every  fool  may  share  f 

In  time  forbear ; amidst  the  throng 
No  more  so  base  a thing  be  seen ; 

No  more  so  idly  pass  along ; 

Be  something,  anything,  but— -mean. 


lions  and  Translations,  together  with  ortglnal  poems,"  and 
twartng  the  modest  epigraph— “Not  Arc  norMiiu  saw 
Ail.''] 
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LINES  INSCRIBED  UPON  A CUP  FORMED 
FROM  A SKULL.  1 

Start  not — nor  drem  my  spirit  fled 
In  rac  behold  the  only  skull, 

From  which,  unlike  a Uvinj(  head, 

Whatever  flows  is  never  dull. 

I lived,  I loved,  I quafTd,  like  thee  : 

I died ; let  earth  my  bones  resign : 

Fill  up  — thou  canst  not  Irviure  me ; 

The  worm  hath  fouler  than  thine. 

Better  to  hold  the  sparkling  grape, 

Than  nurse  the  earth-wonn’s  slimy  brood ; 

And  circle  In  the  goblet’s  shape 

The  drink  of  gods,  than  reptile's  food. 

^Vherc  once  my  wit,  perchance,  hath  shone, 

In  aid  of  others’  let  me  ^hlne ; 

And  when,  alas ! our  brain?  are  gone. 

What  nobler  substitute  than  wine  ? 

Qualf  while  thou  caast:  another  race, 

WTicn  thou  and  thine,  like  me,  arc  sped. 

May  rescue  thee  from  earth’s  embrace, 

And  rhyme  and  revel  with  the  dead. 

WTiy  not?  since  through  life’s  little  day 
Out  heads  such  sad  effects  proiluce  ? 

Redeem’d  from  worms  and  wasting  clay, 

This  chance  is  theirs,  to  be  of  use. 

Newitrad  Abbey.  IS(M. 


WELL!  THOU  ART  HAPPY.a  I 

Wcu.  t thou  art  happy,  and  I feel 
That  I should  thus  be  hap|iy  too ; 

For  still  my  heart  reganb  thy  weal 
Warmly,  as  it  was  wont  to  do. 

'fhy  husband's  blest — and  ‘twill  impart 
Some  pangs  to  view  bis  happier  lot : 

But  let  them  pass — Oh  I how  my  heart 
Would  hate  him,  if  be  loved  thee  not ! 

MTien  Ute  I saw  thy  favourite  child, 

I thought  my  jealous  heart  would  break ; 

But  when  the  unconscious  infant  smlletl, 

1 kiss'd  It  for  its  mother’s  sake. 

I kiss’d  it, — and  repress’d  my  sighs. 

Its  fotber  in  Its  f;ce  to  see  ; 

• [Lord  Bjron  glT«  the  following  secounC  of  this  eup : — 
•*  The  irardener,  In  digglnir.  dlsrorered  a skull  that  had  pro- 
bably  belonged  to  somo  jolly  friar  or  monk  of  the  abbey, 
about  tbe  time  H was  demonasteried.  Obaerrlng  It  to  be  of 
giant  ilxc.  and  In  a perfect  sute  of  preserTallon,  a strange 
fancy  seised  me  of  having  it  set  and  mounted  as  a drinking 
cup.  1 accoriUngly  sent  it  to  town,  and  It  returned  with  a 
Tery  high  polish,  and  of  a mottle*!  colour  like  tortoiseshell. ” 
it  u now  m the  pOBsesslon  of  Colonel  Wlhlman.  the  pro- 
prietor of  Newstcad  Abliey.  In  several  of  our  elder  drama- 
Cists,  mention  Is  made  of  tbe  custom  of  qiiaOlng  wine  out  of 
•Irallar  cups.  For  example.  In  Dekker’s  “ Nsonder  of  a 
Kingdom,*' TorrentI  says.— 

“ Would  I had  ten  thousand  soldiers*  hnads. 

Their  skulls  set  all  In  silver  ; to  drink  beaUhs 
To  his  confusion  who  first  invented  war.”] 

* r These  lines  wore  printed  originally  in  Mr.  Hohhoose't 

had  been  Invited  to  dine  at  Annesler.  On  the  Infant  daughter 
of  his  fair  hostess  being  brought  Into  the  room,  he  started 
InroluntartlT.  and  with  the  utmost  difficulty  suppressed  Us 
emocioD.  To  tbe  sensations  of  that  moment  we  are  Indebted 
fur  these  beautiful  stansas.] 


But  then  it  had  its  mother's  eyes. 

And  they  were  all  to  love  and  me. 

Mar)’,  adieu  1 I must  away  : 

NV'hile  thou  art  blc&c  I ’ll  not  repine  } 

But  near  thee  1 can  never  stay ; 

My  heart  would  soon  again  be  thine. 

I deem’d  that  time,  I deem’d  that  pride 
Had  quench'd  at  length  my  boyish  flame ; 
Nor  knew,  till  seated  by  thy  side. 

My  heart  in  all,— save  hope, — the  same. 

Yet  wo-s  1 calm : I knew  the  time 

My  breast  would  thrill  before  thy  look ; 
But  now  to  tremble  were  a crime  — 

We  met, — and  not  a ner>’c  was  shook. 

I saw  thee  gaxe  upon  my  face. 

Yet  meet  with  no  confusion  there : 

One  only  feeling  couldst  thou  trace ; 

Tbe  sullen  calmness  of  despair. 

Away ! away  1 my  early  dream 
Remembrance  never  mu?t  awake : 

Oh  ! where  Is  Lethe's  &bled  stream  ? 

My  foolish  heart,  be  still,  ur  break. 

Kovember  S,  UtOH. 


INSCRIPTION  ON  THE  MONUMENT  OF  A 
NEWFOUNDLAND  DOG.  > 

Wifcx  some  proud  son  of  man  return.?  to  earth, 
Unknown  to  glor)’,  but  upheld  by  birth. 

The  sculptor’s  art  exhausts  the  jvomp  of  woe. 

And  storied  urns  record  who  rest  below ; 

^^'hen  all  Is  done,  upon  the  tomb  is  seen. 

Not  what  he  was,  but  what  he  should  have  been : 

But  the  poor  dog,  In  life  the  firmest  friend. 

The  first  to  welcome,  foremost  to  defend, 

Whose  honest  heart  is  still  his  master's  own. 

Who  labours,  fights,  lives,  breathes  for  him  alone. 
Unhonour’d  falls,  unnoticed  all  his  worth. 

Denied  in  heaven  the  soul  he  held  on  earth : 

While  man,  >Tiln  insect ! hopes  to  be  ftjrpiven, 

And  claims  himself  a sole  exclusive  heaven. 

Oh  man  I thou  feeble  tenant  of  an  hour. 

Debased  by  slavery,  or  corrupt  by  power. 

Who  knows  thee  well  must  quit  thee  with  disgust. 
Degraded  mass  of  animated  dust  t 

> This  momuneut  U iilll  s ronipicuoui  ornament  In  the 
garden  of  Nevrttrmi.  Th«  following  U the  iutcriptlon  by 
which  the  verses  arc  preceded : — 

“ K»*ar  thi* 

Are  deposited  the  Keinolni  of  one 
Who  po**e»io>l  lUj-auty  without  Vaully, 

Strength  without  Intolence, 

Courage  without  Ferocity. 

And  all  the  Virtue*  of  Man  w ithout  hU  Vi*»i. 

TTii*  PraJ*e,  which  would  lie  unmeaning  Flattery 
If  Invcribed  over  human  aahet. 

U but  a just  tribute  to  the  Memory  of 
BOATSWAIN,  a Dog. 
ttTio  was  born  at  Newfoundland.  May.  1S08. 

And  died  at  Newstead  Abbey,  Nov.  IH,  IHW.” 

Lord  Byron  thus  anxmunceil  tho  death  of  his  favnurltn  to  bis 
friend  Hodgwn:^**  BoaUwoin  is  dead!  — he  expired  In  a 
state  of  mamieM.  on  the  ISih.  after  lufluring  much,  yet  re- 
taining all  tbe  gentleness  of  bis  nature  to  (he  last ; never  at- 
tempnng  to  do  the  least  Injury  to  any  one  near  blm.  I have 
now  lost  everything,  except  old  Murray.**  By  the  wiU 
executed  In  mil.  he  directed  that  hU  own  body  should  be 
burlod  in  a vault  in  the  garden,  ziear  bis  bithful  uof .] 
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BYUON’S  WORKS. 


I — — 

Thy  lore  U lust,  thy  friendship  all  a cheat, 
j Thy  smiles  hypocrisy,  thy  wonls  deceit  I 
By  nature  vile,  ennobled  but  by  name, 

I Each  kindml  brute  mi^ht  bid  thee  blush  for  shame. 

Ye ! who  perchance  b<‘hulU  this  simple  um, 

I Foss  on  — it  honours  none  you  wish  to  mourn  : 

' To  mark  a friend’s  remains  these  stones  arise  i 
I never  knew  but  one, — and  here  he  lies. 

>>cw*tc.i>d  Abbey,  b'orewber  30,  1800. 


I 

I TO  A LADY,  1 


I OK  BaiKO  assEX)  MY  REASOK  roH  QvrrTiKO  xnolakd 
IN  THE  SPRING. 


When  Man,  expeilM  from  Etlen*s  bowers, 
A moment  |in;?cr’d  near  the  gate, 

Each  scene  recall'd  the  vanish’d  hours. 
And  bade  him  curse  his  future  fate. 


1808. 

And  then  those  pensive  eyes  would  close, 

And  hid  their  lids  each  other  seek. 

Veiling  the  asurc  orbs  below ; 

While  their  long  laslies*  darken’d  gloss 
Seem’d  stealing  o'er  thy  brilliant  cheek. 

Like  raven'i  plumage  smooth’d  on  snow. 

1 dreamt  last  night  our  love  return’d, 

And,  sooth  to  say,  that  very  dream 
Was  sweeter  In  Its  phantasy. 

Than  If  for  other  hearts  I bum’d. 

For  eyes  that  ne’er  like  thine  could  beam 
In  rapture’s  wild  reality. 

Then  tell  me  not,  remind  me  not. 

Of  hours  which,  though  for  ever  gone. 

Can  still  a pleasing  dream  restore. 

Till  thou  and  I shall  be  forgot. 

And  scnsele^a  a.4  the  mouldering  stone 
AMiich  tells  that  we  shall  be  no  more. 


But,  wandering  on  through  dhUnt  dimes. 

He  leamt  to  boar  his  load  of  grief ; 

Just  gave  a ligb  to  other  times. 

And  found  in  busier  scenes  relief. 

Thus,  lady  5 ! will  it  be  with  me. 

And  I must  view  ihy  charms  no  more  ; 

For,  while  I linger  near  to  thee, 

1 sigh  for  all  I knew  before. 

In  flight  I shall  be  surely  wi.se. 

Escaping  from  temptation's  snare ; 

I cannot  view  my  paradise 

Without  the  wish  of  dwelling  therc.3 

December  i,  J808. 


REMIND  ME  NOT,  REMIND  ME  NOT. 

Remind  me  not,  remind  me  not, 

Of  those  beloved,  those  vanish'd  hours. 

When  all  my  sou!  was  given  to  thee ; 
Hours  that  may  never  be  forgot. 

Till  time  unnerves  our  vital  powers. 

And  thou  and  I shall  cease  to  be. 

Can  I forget — canst  thou  forget. 

When  playing  with  thy  golden  hair. 

How  quick  thy  fluttering  heart  did  move? 
Oh  ! by  my  soul,  I see  thee  yet. 

With  eyes  so  languid,  breast  so  fair. 

And  lip%  though  silent,  breathing  love. 


THERE  M AS  A TIME,  I NEED  NOT  NAME. 

TiiEar  was  a time,  I need  not  name. 

Since  it  will  ne’er  forgvitten  be, 

M'hen  all  our  foelingH  were  the  sjime 
As  still  my  soul  hath  been  to  thee. 

And  from  that  hour  when  first  thy  tongue 
Confi-ss'd  a love  which  etiuall’d  mine, 

Though  many  a grief  my  heart  hath  wrung, 
Unknown  and  thus  unfdt  by  thine. 

None,  none  hath  sunk  so  deep  as  this— 

To  think  how  all  that  love  hath  flown ; 

Transient  as  every  foithlcss  kiss. 

But  transient  In  thy  breast  alone. 

And  yet  my  heart  some  solace  knew, 

M'hcn  late  I hcanl  thy  liju  declare. 

In  accents  once  imagined  true, 

Remembrance  of  the  days  that  wi  re. 

Yes ; my  adored,  yet  most  unkiit^i 
Though  thou  wilt  never  love  again. 

To  me  ’tls  doubly  sweet  to  find 
Remembrance  of  that  love  remain. 

Yes  I ’tls  a glorious  thought  to  me, 

Nor  longer  shall  my  soul  repine, 

M hatc’er  thou  art  or  e’er  sbalf  be. 

Thou  hast  been  dearly,  solely  mine. 


MTicn  thus  reclining  on  my  breast, 

Those  eyes  threw  l>ack  a glance  so  sweet. 
As  half  reproach’d  yet  nuHHl  desire, 
And  still  we  near  and  nearer  prest. 

And  still  our  glowing  lips  wuukl  meet. 

As  if  in  kisses  to  expire. 


AND  WILT  THOU  MT.EP  WHEN  I AM  LOW? 

And  wilt  thou  weep  when  I am  low? 

Sweet  lady  { siieak  tho?c  words  again : 

Yet  if  they  grle^'c  thee,  say  not  so 

I would  not  give  that  b^m  pain. 


j * r tn  the  original  MS.  **  To  Mrs.  Miuters.*'  4c.  The 
I rMoer  will  And  a portrait  of  thU  Udy  In  Flndcii's  lllua> 
1 traciotit  of  Byron,  No.  ill.] 

[ • (1**  *be  flrrt  copy,  •*  Thus,  Mary ! ”3 

’fin  Mr.  Hobhoitse's  volitme.  the  line  stood,— >'*  WHh- 
j mjt  a wlih  to  enter  there."  The  following  Is  m extract 
I fTiim  an  tinpiihllrhed  letter  of  ).ord  Hymn,  written  In  I9XS, 
onlr  three  rlays  previous  to  his  lotving.luly  for  Greece:  — 
I (hawnrtn  was  two  years  older  than  mrielf.  She 

t niArrleJ  n man  of  an  ancient  nod  rwsperuhla  huztdy,  but  her 


nrnrriage  was  not  a hapnler  one  than  my  osni.  Her  coTHluet, 
however,  was  irreproachable:  iatt  there  was  not  symp.-tthy 
between  thdr  chararUTs.  I had  not  seen  her  for  many 
«?ars.  when  an  orcaslnn  ofRred.  I was  upon  the  pobt.  with 
her  coaspiil,  of  paylittf  her  a visit,  when  iny  sister,  who  has 
always  hail  more  mfloenre  over  rne  than  any  one  else,  per- 
suacM  me  not  to  do  it.  • For.’  said  she.  • if  you  go  you  will 
fall  In  lowe  again,  and  then  there  will  be  a scene  ; one  step 
will  le.vd  to  MKRher.  et  eela/rrn  tm  iclat'  1 was  gu'ded  by 
those  reasons,  aod  shortly  after  married,  — with  what  turrets 
It  Is  uaeleas  to  say."} 
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My  heart  I*  sart,  my  hopei  arc  gone, 

My  blooil  runs  coldly  through  my  breast ; 

And  when  I perUh,  thou  alone 
Wilt  sigh  above  my  place  of  rest 

And  yet,  metbinks,  a (rleam  of  peace 

Doth  through  my  cloud  of  anguish  shine : 

And  for  awhile  ray  s«)rrow8  cease. 

To  know  thy  heart  hath  felt  for  mine. 

Oh  lady  I blessed  be  that  tear — 

It  for  one  who  cannot  weep  ; 

Such  predous  drops  are  doubly  dear 
To  those  whose  eyes  no  tear  may  steep. 

Sweet  lady  ! once  my  heart  wa.s  warm 
With  every  feeling  soft  as  thine ; 

But  beauty’s  self  hath  ceased  to  charm 
A wretch  created  to  repine. 

Yet  will  thou  weep  when  I am  low  ? 

Sweet  lady  I sp^  those  words  again : 

Tet  if  they  grieve  tboc,  say  not  w — 

1 would  not  give  that  bosom  pain.  ^ 


FILL  THE  GOBLET  AGAIN. 

A SOSO. 

Fii.1.  the  goblet  again ! for  I never  before 
Felt  the  glow  which  now  gladdens  my  heart  to  its  core ; 
Let  us  drink! — who  would  not?— since,  through 
life’s  varied  round, 

In  the  goblet  alone  no  deception  is  found. 

I have  tried  in  Its  turn  all  that  life  can  supply ; 

I have  balk’d  in  the  beam  of  a dark  rolling  eye; 

I have  loved  ! — who  has  not?  — but  what  he-rt  can 
declare, 

That  pleasure  existed  while  passion  was  there  ? 

» [The  Tnelsncholy  which  was  now  jraining  fast  upon  tbs 
roung  poet  * mind  wa»  « source  of  much  unca*ine»»  to  hU 
It  wM  St  IhU  period,  that  the  following  pleasant 
Tortes  were  addreiscd  to  him  by  Mr.  Hobhouse : — 

♦ EPISTLE 
TO  A Yorwo  !<OBt.rM*7«  tN  lOTl, 
lUtLt  generous  youth,  whom  glory’s  sacred  flame 
loipires  and  animates  to  dreds  of  fame  ; 

Who  feel  the  noble  wish  before  you  die 
To  raise  the  finger  of  each  piusor-by: 

' Hall  I may  a future  age  admiring  rlew 
A f alklaiid  or  a Cl.ircndon  in  you. 

nut  as  your  blood  with  dangerous  pusion  boils, 
Beware ! auJ  fly  from  Venus'  stlkm  toils  t 
Ah  ! let  the  head  protect  the  weaker  heart; 

And  Wisdom’s  Algis  turn  ou  Beauty’s  dart. 

♦ • • • • 

But  If'tis  fix'd  that  erery  lord’mnst  p.tlr. 

And  you  and  Newstead  must  mA  want  an  heir. 

I Lose  not  your  p iins.  and  scour  the  country  round. 

To  llnd  a treasure  that  com  ne'er  be  found ! 

Ko  ! take  the  first  Uic  town  or  eourl  alfords. 

\ Trick'd  mu  to  slock  a market  for  the  lords  ; 
i By  chance  perhaps  your  luckier  choke  tnay  Sdl 
I On  oue.  though  wickc«l.  not  the  worst  of  dt ; 

Of»«  though  perlups  as  any  Maawrll  free. 

Yet  scarce  a copy.  CUrlM,  of  thee : 

Not  very  ugly,  and  not  very  old. 

A little  pert  Indeed,  but  not  a scold  ; 

One  that,  in  short,  may  help  to  le.id  a life 
Not  farther  much  from  comfort  than  from  strife ; 

\ Arvi  when  she  dies,  and  disappoints  your  fears, 
il  Shall  leave  s<ime  joys  for  your  declining  years. 

' But,  as  your  early  youth  some  time  allows, 

I Nor  custom  yet  demands  you  fur  a spouse, 


iQ  the  days  of  my  youth,  when  the  heart’#  In  its  ' 
spring,  , 

And  dreams  that  affection  can  never  take  wing, 

I had  friends  1 — who  has  not?  — but  what  tongue 
will  avow. 

That  friends,  rosy  wine ! arc  so  faithful  as  thou  ? 

The  heart  of  a mistress  some  boy  may  estrange. 
Friendship  shifts  with  the  sunbeam  — thou  never 
canst  change ; 

Thou  grow’st  old — who  docs  not? — but  on  earth 
what  appears. 

Whose  virtues,  like  thine,  still  Increase  with  lU  yean  ? 

Yet  if  blest  to  the  utmost  that  love  can  bestow, 

Should  a rival  bow  ilown  to  our  idol  below. 

We  are  Jealous ! — who’s  not?  — thou  hast  no  such 
alloy ; • 

For  the  more  that  enjoy  thee,  the  more  we  ei\|oy. 

Then  the  season  of  youth  and  its  vanities  past, 

For  refuge  we  fiy  to  the  goblet  at  last ; 

There  we  find — do  we  not?  — In  the  flow  of  the 
soul. 

That  truth,  as  of  yore,  Is  confined  to  the  bowL 

When  the  box  of  Pandora  was  open’d  on  earth, 

And  Misery’s  triumph  commenced  over  Mirth, 

Hope  was  left,  — ''as  she  not?  — but  the  goblet  we 
kiss, 

And  care  not  for  Hope,  who  are  certain  of  bliss. 

Long  life  to  the  grajk  I for  when  summer  Is  flown. 
The  age  of  our  nectar  shall  gladden  our  own : 

We  must  die  — who  shall  not?  — May  our  sins  be 
forgiven. 

And  Hebe  shall  never  be  idle  In  heaven. 


Some  hours  of  freedom  may  remain  Ai  yet 
For  one  who  laughs  alike  .w  love  and  debt  ; 

Then,  whv  in  haste  ? put  of?  the  evfl  day. 

And  match  at  youthfiil  comfort*  whilit  you  may ! 

Pause  I nor  so  soon  the  various  bliss  forego 
That  single  souls,  and  such  alone,  can  know: 

Ah  I why  too  early  careless  life  resign, 

Your  morning  slumber,  and  your  evening  wine ; 

Your  loT^  corhpanlon,  and  hi*  easy  talk  i 
Your  Muse,  Invoked  in  ererj’  peaceful  walk. 

What  I can  no  more  ynur  semes  |uternal  please, 

Scenes  sacred  long  to  wise,  unmated  ease  r 
The  pro*i»ect  lengthen’d  o’er  the  distant  down, 

Lvke*.  irkBadow*.  rising  woods,  and  all  your  own  f 
What ! shill  your  Newstead,  shall  your  duUter’J  bowers,  , 
The  high  o’er-hsnglng  arch  and  iremhllnp  towers  f 
Shall  these,  profanrit  with  folly  or  with  strife. 

And  ever  fond,  or  ever  anirry  wife ! 

Shall  these  no  more  confess  a tnanlv  sway. 

But  changeful  woman’s  chauging  whim*  olK*y? 

Who  may,  perhaps,  os  varying  humour  calls, 

Coutroct  your  cloisters  and  o ortlirow  your  walls  ; 

I.et  Kepton  loose  o’er  all  the  .tnclmt  gnniml. 

Change  round  to  sqUiirc,  and  square  convert  to  round  » 
Root  up  the  elms’  and  yews*  too  solemn  gloom. 

And  fill  with  shrubberies  gay  and  green  their  room ; 

Roll  down  the  terr.ite  to  a gny  parterre. 

Where  gravrl'd  walks  and  flowers  alternate  glare; 

And  quite  tr.vnsfhrtn,  In  ev’ry  point  complete. 

Your  gothic  abbey  to  a country  seat. 

Forget  the  fair  one.  and  your  fate  delay ; 

!f  not  avert,  at  least  defer  the  day. 

When  you  beneath  the  female  yoke  shall  bend. 

And  lose  your  set/,  your  umper,  and  yont  friend. 

Trln.  Coll.  Comb.  15KW. 

I In  his  mother's  copy  of  Mr.  Hobhouse’*  volume,  now  be- 
I fore  us,  l.ord  Byron  h.-u  here  written  with  a peucU.— “i 
have  lost  tkt-m  ttlf,  and  $haUn%a  accprdmfilff.  I6ll.  B.”} 


I STANZAS  TO  A LADY  ».  ON  LEAVING 
ENGLAND. 

*Tis  done  — and  shivering  In  the  galo 
The  bark  unfurh  her  snowy  sail ; 

And  whhtllnif  o’er  the  bending  ma<t. 

! Loud  situTi  on  high  the  fresb'ning  blast ; 

{ And  I must  from  this  Lind  be  gone, 
j Because  I cannot  love  but  one. 

! But  couW  I be  what  I have  been, 

j And  could  I »ec  what  I have  seen  — 

j Could  I repose  upon  the  breast 
, Which  once  ray  warmest  wishes  blest — 

I should  ncA  seek  another  zone 
Because  1 cannot  love  but  one. 

! TIs  long  since  14>eheld  that  eye 

I!  ^\'bich  gave  me  bliss  j>r  misery ; 

I And  I have  striven,  but  in  vain, 

' Never  to  think  of  It  again : 

! For  though  I fly  fn>m  Albion, 
j’  I still  can  only  love  but  one. 

||  As  some  lone  bird,  without  a mate, 

( My  weary  heart  1$  desolate ; 

X look  around,  and  cannot  trace 
j One  friendly  smile  or  welcome  face, 

'!  And  ev'n  in  crowds  am  still  alone, 

1 Because  I cannot  los'c  hut  one. 

And  I will  cross  the  whitening 
t And  I will  seek  a foreign  home ; 

1 Till  I forj^t  a false  felr  face, 

I ne’er  shall  find  a rwtlng-place  ; 

My  own  dark  thoughts  I cannot  shun, 

B$tt  ever  love,  and  love  but  one. 

The  poorest,  veriest  wretch  on  earth 
;i  Still  finds  some  hospitable  hearth, 

Ulicre  friendship's  or  love's  softer  glow 
j!  May  smile  in  joy  or  soothe  in  woe ; 

I But  ft’lend  or  Icmau  1 have  none. 

Because  I cannot  love  but  one. 

I go — but  wheresoe’er  I flee 
There  *s  not  an  eye  wUl  weep  for  me ; 

There’s  not  a kiud  congenial  heart. 

Where  I can  claim  the  meanest  part ; 

Nor  thou,  who  ba»t  ray  hopes  undone, 

I Wilt  sigh,  although  I love  but  one. 

! To  think  of  every  early  scene, 

I Of  what  we  are,  and  what  we  ’vc  been. 

Would  whdra  some  softer  hearts  with  woe  — 
i>  But  mine,  alas  I has  stood  the  blow ; 

; Yet  still  beats  on  as  it  begun, 

I And  never  truly  loves  but  one. 

I And  who  that  dear  loved  one  may  be 

Is  not  for  vulgar  eyes  to  see. 

And  why  that  early  love  was  cross'd, 

Thou  know’st  the  best,  I feel  the  most : 

But  few  Uiat  dwell  beneath  the  sun 
Have  loved  so  long,  and  loved  but  one. 

I ‘ve  tried  another’s  fetters  too, 

With  charms  perchance  as  fair  to  view ; 

I * [In  the  original,**  To  Mr».  Masters.”] 

I s rThu*  correrteri  try  Wtnwlf,  In  his  motber*i  copy  of  Mr. 
i IlnbhouM’s  MUcelUny;  the  two  last  Unes  bring  originally  — 

i 


And  I would  fain  have  loved  as  well,  | 

But  some  unoonquerable  spell  j 

ForhaiJc  my  bleeding  breast  to  own  | 

A kindred  care  fur  aught  but  one.  | 

'T  would  soothe  to  take  one  lingering  view,  t 

And  bless  Utce  lu  my  last  adieu ; 

Yet  wbb  Z n<^  those  eyes  to  weep  | 

For  him  that  wanders  o'er  the  deep ; i 

His  home,  bis  hope,  hU  youth  arc  gone,  j 

Yet  still  he  loves,  and  loves  but  one.  > II 

tsoe.  j 

LINES  TO  MR.  HODGSON.  ' 

warrrrN  ox  roam)  the  Lisbon  vacut.  j 

UezzA ! Hodgson,  wc  are  going,  I 

Our  embargo  *s  off  at  last ; I 

Favourable  breezes  blowing 
Bend  the  canvas  o’er  the  mast. 

From  aloft  the  signal ’s  streaming, 

Hark  J the  ikrcwcU  gun  is  fired  ; 

Women  screeching,  tars  blaspheming. 

Tell  us  that  our  time 's  exidrcd. 

Here ’s  a rascal 
Coroe  to  task  all, 

Trying  from  the  custom-house ; 

Tnmks  unpacking 
Coses  cracking, 

Not  a comer  fur  a mouse 
'Scabies  misearch'd  amid  the  racket,  ^ 

Ere  wc  soil  on  tniard  the  Packet. 

Now  our  lx)atmen  quit  their  mooring, 

And  all  hands  must  ply  the  oar ; 

Baggage  from  the  quay  b lowering, 

We’re  impatienu  push  from  shore. 

**  Have  a care  1 that  case  holds  liquor — ; 

Stop  the  boat  — I’m  sick  — oh  Lord  I ** 

**  Sick,  ma’am,  donune,  you  ’ll  be  sicker. 

Ere  you’ve  been  an  hour  on  board.** 

Thus  are  screaming 
Men  and  women, 

Gcmmcn,  ladles,  servants,  Jacks  ; 

Here  entangling. 

All  arc  wrangling. 

Stuck  together  close  aa  wax.  — 

Such  the  genera!  noise  and  racket. 

Ere  wc  ivucb  the  Lisbon  Packet 

Now  we’ve  reach'd  her,  lo  I the  captain, 

■ Gallant  Kidd,  commands  the  crew ; 

Pas.-engers  thdr  berths  are  clapt  In, 

Some  to  grumble,  some  to  spew. 

**  Heyday  I call  you  that  a cabin  ? 

Why  ’tis  haAily  three  feet  square  ; 

Not  enough  to  stow  Queen  Mab  In  — 

\tTio  the  deuce  can  harbour  there  7 ** 

•**  W ho,  sir  ? plenty  — 

Nobles  twenty 

Did  at  once  my  vessel  fUI.**  — 

**  Did  they  ? Jesus, 

How  you  squeeze  tis  ! 

Would  to  God  they  did  so  ztiU  : 

Then  I *d  scajK  the  heat  and  racket 
Of  the  good  ship,  Lisbon  Packet.  ” 

**  Tboash  wherewoe'er  my  bark  may  mil. 

1 lore  Out  (bee,  1 luve  bat  one.”] 
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riclchcrt  Murray  ! Bob*  I where  arc  you? 

Stretch’d  along  the  deck  like  log»  — 

Bear  a hand,  you  jolly  tar,  you  ! 

Here’s  a roi>e’s  end  for  the  dogs, 

Hobhou^  muttering  fearful  curses. 

As  the  hatchwoy  down  be  rolls. 

Now  hU  breakfast,  now  his  verses, 

Vwnits  forth  —•  and  damns  our  souls. 

**  Here ’s  a stauxa 
On  Bragauia  — 

Help “ A couplet? a cup 
Of  warm  water  — " 

**  What’s  the  matter?" 

**  Zounds  1 my  liver's  coming  up  ; 

I shall  not  survive  the  racket 
Of  this  brutal  Lisbon  Packet." 

Now  at  length  we  ’re  off  for  Turkey, 

I»rd  knows  when  we  shall  come  hack  I 
Brecses  foul  and  tempests  murky 
May  imship  us  In  a crack. 

But,  since  life  at  truwt  a jest  is, 

As  philosophers  allow, 
sail  to  laugh  by  far  the  best  is, 

Then  laugh  on  — as  I do  now. 

Laugh  at  all  things 
Great  aud  small  things, 

Sick  or  well,  at  sea  or  shore  ; 

While  we  ’re  quafling. 

Let's  have  laughing  — 

Who  the  devil  cares  for  more?  — 

SoiTic  good  wine ! and  who  would  lack  iu 
Ev’n  on  board  the  Lisbon  l*ackct  ? ® 

Falmouth  June  30,  1*09. 

[ First  published,  1«30.] 


LINES  ■n'KITTEN  IN  AN  ALBUM,  AT  MALTA. 

As  o'er  tnc  cold  Kpulchral  stone 
Some  name  arrests  the  iMser-hy : 

Thus,  when  thou  view'st  thU  page  alone. 

May  mine  attract  thy  petulve  eye  1 
And  when  by  thee  that  name  Is  read. 
Perchance  in  some  succeediin!  year. 

Reflect  on  me  as  on  the  dead. 

And  think  my  heart  b burled  here. 

S«pl«tnbCT  14,  ISC9. 


TO  FIiORENCE.5 

Oh  Lady ! when  I left  the  shore. 

The  distant  shore  which  gave  me  birth, 

I hardly  thought  to  grieve  om-e  more 
To  quit  another  spot  on  earth  : 

* I Lord  Byrou'»  tliree  serrants.] 

» rio  the  letter  In  which  these  IWely  verses  were  enclosed 
Tx)r<'l  Byron  I leave  EnglaDd  TT  * 

■hall  return  to  It  without  pleasure.  I 
. first  convict  seuleoced  to  transportaUon  ; but  I 
1 1 And  have  eaten  no  apple  but  what  was  sour  as  a crab ; and 
' ' thus  ends  my  first  chapter .“J 

» fThese  lines  were  written  at  Malta.  The  lady  to  whorn  they 
weri  addressed,  and  whom  he  anerwanUapoitrwhl^^ 

on  Ih.  thun<t.r.lom.  of  /.ts.  .nd  In  Lhlld.  . 

thus  nwntloswd  In  > l«ler  to  hi.  niothorj—  ThI.  l«tr^ 
commltud  to  Ih.  eh.rg.  of*  rjry  ^traoisllnjuy  Iwly,  wb^ 
TOO  h...  doubllMi  htord  of,  Mr..  Spenrar  Smflb.  of  wh^ 
^.p.  tbe  Msrijul.  dr  SJm  publl.hed  « n«rr«d.r  • f^ 
Turs  MO.  She  has  since  been  .hlpwr^kod:  and  her  life 
^ bm  from  Its  commencement  *o  fertile  ^ 

Incideats,  to  a romance  they  would  appear  boprobable. 


Yet  here,  amidst  this  barren  Isle* 

Where  panting  Nature  droops  the  bead. 

Where  only  thou  art  seen  to  smile, 

I view  my  parting  hour  with  dread. 

Though  far  from  Albion’*  cragg)'  sborc. 

Divided  by  the  dark  blue  main  ; 

A few,  brief,  rolling,  season*  o’er, 

Berchance  1 view  her  cliffs  again : 

But  wheresoe’er  I now  m.ay  roam. 

Through  scorching  dime,  and  varied  sen. 

Though  Time  restore  rac  to  my  home, 

I ne’er  shall  bend  mine  eyes  on  thee : 

On  thee,  in  whom  at  once  conspire 

All  charms  which  heedless  heart*  can  move, 

WTiom  but  to  see  b to  admire. 

And,  oh  : fot^vc  the  word  — to  love. 

Forgive  the  word,  in  one  who  ne’er 
With  such  a word  can  nuire  offend  ; 

And  since  thy  heart  I cannot  shaw. 

Believe  me,  what  1 am,  thy  friend. 

And  who  so  cold  ns  look  on  thee. 

Thou  lovely  wjind'rer,  and  be  less  ? 

Nor  be,  wh.1t  man  should  ever  be. 

The  friend  of  Beauty  in  iUstress  ? 

Ah ! who  would  think  that  form  hwl  pa.ss’d 
Through  Danger's  most  destnictive  path, 

Had  braved  the  death-wing'd  tcmi»est’s  hhiit. 
And  ‘scapcil  a tyrant’s  fiercer  wrath  ? 

Lady  I when  I shall  view  the  wall* 

Where  free  Byzantium  once  arose. 

And  Stamboul's  Oriental  halls 

The  Turkish  tyrants  now  enclose ; 

Though  mightiest  in  tbe  lists  of  fame, 

That  glorious  city  still  shall  be  ; 

On  me  ’twill  hold  a dearer  claim, 

As  spot  of  thy  nativity ; 

And  though  1 bid  thee  now  farewell, 

M'hen  I behold  that  wondrous  scene. 

Since  where  thou  art  I may  not  dwell, 

'T  will  soothe  to  be  where  tliou  Last  beta 
September.  1*09. 


ST.VNZAS 

COMPOSED  DUaiNG  A THUNDER-CTOaM.  * 

Cini.1.  and  mirk  U the  nightly  blast. 

Where  PIndus’  mountains  rise. 

And  angry  clouds  are  pouring  fast 
The  vengeance  of  the  skies. 

She  was  bom  at  CousUntlnople.  where  her  father,  Barrm 
Herb«1.  was  Austrian  atnbassMor ; married  unhappily,  y«  s 
hus  never  been  Itopciurhed  In  point  of  character ; excited  the 
vcncnance  of  Uuonaparie.  hy  uking  a part  In  some  conspi- 
racy ; several  times  risked  her  life ; and  U not  yet  five  and 
twraty.  She  Is  here  on  her  way  to  England  to  join  her 
husband,  being  obliged  to  le.ive  Trieste,  where  she  was  pay- 
tag  a vlsu  to  her  mother,  by  the  approach  of  the  French,  and 
embarks  soon  In  a ship  of  war.  .since  iny  arrival  here  1 have 
had  scareely  a.ny  other  companion.  I have  found  h^  very 
pretty,  very  accomplished,  and  extremely  eccentric.  Buom- 
partc  la  even  now  so  Incenswl  against  her,  th.U  her  life 
^uld  be  to  danger  if  she  were  taken  prisoner  a second 
lime."] 

* [This  thunderstorm  occurred  during  the  nl^t  of  Ite 
Iltb  October,  l»tO.  when  I.ord  Byron’s  guides  had  lost  the 
road  to  ZItta.  near  the  range  of  mount^na  formisrly  called 
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Our  iniidet  are  gone,  our  hope  is  lost. 

And  lightnings,  oi  tbe>*  play. 

But  show  where  rocks  our  path  have  erwt. 

Or  gild  the  torrent’s  spray. 

Is  yon  a cot  I saw,  though  low  f 

When  lightning  broke  the  gloom 

How  welcome  were  its  shade  } — ah,  no  I 
T is  but  a Turkish  tomb. 

Through  sounds  of  foaming  waterfalls, 

I hear  a Toice  exclaim  — 

My  way-worn  countryman,  who  calls 
On  distant  England’s  name. 

A shot  is  fired  by  foe  or  friend  7 
Another  -» 'tls  to  tell 
The  mountain-peasants  to  descend, 

And  lead  us  where  they  dwell. 

Oh  I who  in  such  a night  will  dare 
To  tempt  the  wilderness? 

And  who  ‘mid  thunder-peals  can  hear 
Our  signal  of  distress  ? 

And  who  that  heard  our  shouts  would  rise 
To  try  the  dubious  road  ? 

Kor  rather  deem  from  nightly  cries 
That  outlaws  were  abroad. 

Clouds  burst,  skies  flash,  oh,  dreadful  hour! 

More  fiercely  pours  the  storm  ! 

Yet  here  one  thought  has  still  the  power 
To  keep  my  bo^oin  warm. 

While  wand'ring  through  each  broken  path. 
O'er  brake  and  cra^^  brow  ; 

WTiilc  elements  exhaust  their  wrath, 

Sweet  Florence,  where  art  thou  ? 

Not  on  the  sea,  not  on  the  sea. 

Thy  bark  hath  long  l)een  gone : 

Oh,  may  the  storm  that  iwmrs  on  me. 

Bow  down  my  head  alone  1 

Full  swiftly  blew  the  swift  SIroc, 

W*hen  last  I press’d  thy  lip ; 

.\nd  long  cre  now,  with  foaming  shock, 

Impeli'd  thy  gallant  ship. 

Nf»w  thou  art  safe ; nay,  long  ere  now 
Hast  trod  the  shore  of  Spain  ; 

’Twere  hard  if  aught  so  fair  as  thou 
Should  Unger  on  the  main. 

And  since  I now  remember  thee 
In  darkness  and  in  dread. 

As  in  those  hours  of  revelry 
Which  mirth  and  mu5-ic  sped ; 

I>o  thou,  amid  the  fair  white  walls. 

If  Cadiz  yet  be  free. 

At  times  from  out  her  latticed  halls 
Look  o'er  the  dark  blue  sea } 

Then  think  upon  Calypso's  Lies, 

Endear’d  by  days  gone  by ; 

Pindus.  In  Atlianla.  Mr.  IIol>houie.  who  tud  rode  on  before 
tbe  r«st  of  the  paity.  and  arrived  at  Zitta  jost  m the  even- 
ing set  in,  deirnboi  the  thunder  as  " roaring  without  inter- 
mission. the  orhuet  of  one  peal  not  erasing  to  roll  In  the 
mnnntalns.  before  another  tremrndenu  crash  bunt  over  our 
heads  ; whilst  the  plains  and  the  distant  hills  appeared  in  a 
perpKiud  blare.”  **  The  tempest.”  hesays,  •'  wm  altogether 
trrrlflr,  and  worthy  of  the  Orecinn  Jove.  My  Friend,  with 
the  priest  and  the  servants,  did  not  enter  our'hut  till  three 


To  others  give  a thousand  smilca, 

To  me  a single  ligh.  * 

And  when  the  admiring  circle  mark 
The  paleness  of  thy  face, 

A half-form’d  tear,  a tnioslcnt  spark 
Of  melancholy  grace, 

Again  thou  It  smile,  and  blushing  shun 
Some  coxcomb’s  raillery ; 

Nor  own  for  once  thou  thought'st  on  one, 
Who  ever  thinks  on  thee. 

Though  smile  and  sigh  alike  arc  >'ain, 
^'*hen  sever'd  hearts  repine, 

My  spirit  flics  o’er  mount  and  naio, 

And  mourns  in  search  of  thiuv. 


STANZAS 

wRirrrK  in  rassiNc  the  AMaaaciAH  cuLr. 

Tiirol'cii  cloudless  skies,  in  silvery  sheen. 
Full  beams  tbe  moon  on  Actium’s  cuast: 

And  on  these  waves,  for  Eg>-pt’s  queen, 

The  ancient  world  was  won  and  Icml 

And  now  upon  tbe  scene  I look, 

The  azure  grave  of  many  a Roman  ; 

AVherc  stem  .Vmbition  once  forsook 
His  wavering  crown  to  follow  woman. 

Florence  I whom  I will  love  as  well 
As  ever  yet  was  said  or  sung 

(Since  Orpheus  sang  his  f|Mjiu»e  from  hell). 
Whilst  thou  art  fair  and  I am  young; 

Sweet  Florence  t those  were  pleasant  times. 
When  worlds  were  staked  for  ladles’  eyes; 

Had  bards  as  many  realms  as  rhymes, 

Thy  ebarins  might  raise  new  Antonies. 

Though  Fate  forbids  such  things  to  be 
Yet,  by  thine  eyes  and  ringlets  curl’d  I 

I cannot  1<»«  a world  for  iht-c. 

But  would  not  lose  thee  for  a world 

November  U,  1S09. 


THE  SPELL  IS  BROKE,  THE  CIIAR.M  IS 

flown  * 

wmrrtK  at  athcws,  janlaet  16,  IBIO. 

Thk  spell  is  broke,  the  charm  Is  flown  I 
Thus  U it  with  life’s  fitful  fever : 

We  madly  smile  when  we  should  groan ; 
Delirium  U our  best  deceiver. 

Each  lucid  interval  of  thought 

Recalls  the  woes  of  Nature’s  charter, 

And  he  that  acts  as  wise  men  ought. 

Hut  lives,  as  saints  have  died,  a martyr. 

in  the  morning.  I now  learnt  from  him  that  they  had  loit 
their  way.  and  that,  after  vandering  up  and  ilown  in  toul  ia- 
nprjwoe  of  iheir  prHltion,  they  liad  stopped  at  lut  near  »om« 
Turkish  tombst-.iies  a U*rrent,  whtth  they  saw  by  the 
^shes  oriightntnK.  They  had  lioen  thus  expowd  foroite 
hours.  It  • as  long  before  wc  ceased  to  ulk  of  the  thuuder- 
storm  in  the  plain  of  Zltxa.”) 

' [••  Th«»  .tjniu."  MV,  Mr.  Movrv.  hare  a muilc  hi 
them,  which,  indciK-ndcntlv  of  all  toeaiiliii;,  la  ctichanliiig.''] 


Digitized  by  Google 


1810. 


OCCASIONAL  PIECES. 


545 


\ writtkn  after  swimming  from  sestos 

j TO  ABYDOS.  * 

I If,  In  the  month  *»f  lUrk  Deecraber* 

i I^Hiidcr,  who  was  nli;ht!y  wont 

I (What  maid  wUl  not  the  tale  remember?) 

‘ To  cross  thy  stream,  broad  Hellespont ! 

! If,  when  the  wintr>-  temps-st  roar'd, 

1 He  s(kh1  to  Hero,  nothing;  loth, 

I And  thus  of  old  thy  current  |K)ur’d, 

Fair  Venus  1 how  I pity  both  1 

For  mr,  degenerate  modem  wretch, 
jj  Though  In  the  Rciiial  month  of  May, 

' My  dripping  limbs  I ftUntly  stretch, 

! And  think  I 've  dune  a feat  to-day. 

1 But  since  he  cross'd  the  rapid  tide, 

I According  to  the  doubtful  story* 

t To  woo, — and  — Ia»nl  knows  what  beside, 

, I And  swam  for  Love,  as  1 for  Glory  ; 

*T  were  hard  to  say  who  tired  the  best : 

Sad  mortals ! thus  the  Gods  still  plague  you ! 
He  lo«t  his  labour,  I my  jest ; 

For  he  was  drown'd,  and  1 *ve  the  ague.  ^ 

>Uy9i  1610. 


• ‘ On  the  3d  of  May.  16J0,  while  the  S.iliene  (CanUln 

• nithurit)was  lying  In  the  DardanrIIrt,  Kken- 

I h.  kd  of  that  hh'ate  and  the  writer  of  the«e  rhj-me*  iwun 
I from  the  Koropcan  shore  to  the  Ailatlc— hy  the  by,  frmn 
1 AbydM  to  Se*li>*  would  have  been  more  correct.  The  whole 
I (tUtarce  from  the  nlaee  whence  we  *Urlef!  to  our  landing  on 

ithe  other  ilde.  including  Uic  length  we  were  carried  by  the 
current,  was  computed  hr  those  mt  board  the  frigate  at  up- 
ward*  of  four  English  miles ; though  the  artoal  breadth  Is 
I barely  one.  The  rapidity  of  the  current  U such  that  no  boat 
{ can  row  directly  across,  and  It  may,  in  some  mi'asnre,  be 
estimated  from  the  circumstance  of  the  whole  distance  being 
nrcnniplishrd  by  one  of  the  parties  in  an  hour  and  fire,  and 
j Che  other  In  an  hour  and  ten,  mlnuUs.  The  water  wiis 
I eatremely  cold,  from  the  rnelllnc  of  the  mountain  snows. 

I About  three  w eeki  before,  in  April,  wo  had  made  an  attempt ; 

! hut.  having  ridden  all  the  way  from  the  Troad  the  same 
i morning,  .vtKl  the  water  being  of  an  ley  chilloess,  we  found 
I it  necessary  to  posipono  the  compleiUin  till  the  frigate  an- 

ichored  below  the  caatles,  when  we  swam  (he  straits,  as  Just 
staled ; entering  a ctmsWerahle  war  above  the  European,  and 
laifling  below  the  Asiatic,  fort.  Chevalier  says  that  a young 
Jew  swam  the  same  distance  for  his  mistress;  and  Oliver 
mentions  It*  haring  been  done  hy  a Neapolitan ; but  our  con- 
sul. Tarragtma.  remembered  neither  of  these  circumstanfcs, 
ami  tried  to  dissuade  ni  from  the  attempt.  A number  of  the 
Salwtte’s  crew  wore  known  to  have  ai-compilshcd  a prater 
distance  ; and  the  only  thing  that  surpriitHl  mo  was,  that,  as 
doubts  hafi  l»een  ontertainod  of  the  truth  of  I.eander’l  story, 
DO  traveller  had  ever  endeavoured  (u  ascertain  its  practica- 
bility. 

1 5 [■*  My  companion,”  says  Mr.  Holihouie,  ” had  before 

made  a more  perilous,  hut  less  co'.ohrated  passage ; for  1 re- 
' cuilect  tiut.  when  we  were  in  Portugal,  he  swam  from  Old 
LUbrjn  to  nolem  Castle,  and  having  to  contnid  with  a tide 
and  eounier  current,  the  wiud  blowing  freshly.  w.-is  but  little 
less  than  two  hours  in  crossing.”) 

* {At  Orehomrnus.  whore  stood  the  Temple  of  the  Oraces, 
, 1 was  lompt^  toeaclalm.  ••  Whither  have  the  firaeot  lied  ? ” 

Little  did  lexjkecl  to  fln«l  them  here;  yet  here  comes  one 
' of  them  with  golden  cups  atid  coflte.  and  another  with  a 
book.  The  hook  is  a regi»ter  of  names,  some  of  which  are 
far  sounded  bv  the  voice  of  tame.  Ainong  them  U !a»rd 
Byron's,  eonnccloil  with  some  line*  which  1 here  send  you  — 
If.  W.  WiLUAkta.) 

* rwe  copy  the  following  Interesting  account  of  the  Maid 
of  Athens  rim!  her  family  from  the  late  eminent  artist,  Mr. 
Hugh  Williams  of  KdinburKb’s,  ” Travels  In  Italy,  fJrocee,” 
j Ac  — ” Our  fprr»l,  who  had  gone  before  to  procure  orcom- 
modatlnn.  met  us  at  the  gate,  and  cornluctod  us  to  Theodore 


LINES  WRITTEN  IN  THE  TRAVELLERS’  BOOK 

AT  ORCHOMENCS.  ' 

IN  THIS  BOOK  A TKAVKLLtN  HAD  WIITTEN:—  | 

**  Fair  Albioo,  smiling,  sees  her  son  depart 
Tu  trace  the  birth  and  nursery  of  art : 

Noble  bis  object,  glorious  is  his  aim ; 

He  comes  to  Athens,  and  be  writes  his  name.” 

BENCATIl  WmcR  LORD  BYRON  INsRRTRO  Tilt  FOLLOWING 

The  modest  bard,  like  many  a bard  unknown. 

Rhymes  on  our  names,  but  wi!H'Iy  bides  bis  own  ; 

But  yet,  whoe’er  he  be,  to  say  no  worse, 

His  name  would  bring  more  credit  than  his  rerso.  3 
1810. 


MAID  OF  ATHENS,  ERE  WE  PART. 

cwr  kyari. 

Maid  of  Athens  ere  we  part. 

Give,  oh,  give  bock  my  heart ! 

Or,  since  that  ha.i  left  my  breast, 

Keep  it  now,  and  take  the  rest  1 
Hear  my  vow  before  I go, 

Zshi  fAtv,  0*a;  ^ 

By  those  tresses  unconflned. 

Woo’d  by  each  .-Kgean  wind  J 
By  those  lids  whose  jetty  fringe 
Kiss  thy  soft  checks'  blcKnning  tinge ; 
By  those  wild  eyes  lOte  the  roe, 

Zan  f*cv,  Ta(  aymni. 


Mocrl.  the  ConiiiUna**.  where  we  at  present  live.  ThU  lady 
Is  the  widow  fif  theconvul.  and  has  tliri-e  Invrly  daughters  ; 
the  eldest  cclclir.-ited  for  her  heautr,  and  s>ud  tu  he  the 
* M.iid  of  Athens'  of  T.nrd  Ilyroti.  Their  a{>anmcnt  Is  Im- 
medUtely  opposite  to  ours.  and.  If  you  ccnilit  see  them . as  u e ' 
do  now.  thJuiigh  the  gently  waving  aromatic  plants  befure  I 
our  window,  you  would  leafc  your  heart  In  Athens.  The-  j 
rcRR.  the  Mahlof  ,8thens,  Catlnco.  and  Mariana,  arc  of  middle  ' 
stature.  Ou  the  crown  of  the  head  of  each  It  a red  Albanian 
skull-cap.  with  a blue  tassel  spread  out  and  fastened  down 
like  n star.  Ne.vr  the  edge  or  l>ottnm  of  the  skull-cap  Is  a j 
baudkerchief  of  varlmu  colours  ImiutkI  rwmd  thrir  leinplci. 
The  youngest  wears  her  hair  loose,  falling  on  her  shoulders,  j 
_the  hair  behind  de«*ei>d5ng  down  the  bork  nearly  to  the  j 
w.'dst.  and,  ai  usual,  mixed  with  silk.  The  two  eldest  gene,  j 
rally  have  their  hair  bound,  and  fastened  imder  the  hand-  i 
kerchief,  Their  upper  rol*e  I*  a ;>e!lsae  edged  with  fur.  hang, 
ing  loose  down  to  the  ankles ; t«rlaw  is  a handkerchief  of 
muslin  covering  the  tiotom,  and  terminating  at  the  waist, 
which  is  short ; under  th.Yt.  a gown  of  strii>c<l  silk  or  muslin. 
With  a gore  roioid  the  swell  of  the  loins,  failing  in  front  In 
gracefril  negligence:  — white  stockings  and  rellnw  slippers 
complete  their  attire.  Tho  two  eldest  hare  black,  or  dark,  i 
hair  and  eyes ; thdr  viwee  oval,  and  comrdrxlun  somewhat  i' 
pale,  with  teeth  of  daitllng  whiteness.  Their  cheeks  are  |i 
rounded,  and  noses  straight,  r.ither  inclined  to  aquiline.  I 
The  roungest,  Martaint,  is  very  fair,  her  face  not  so  flr>ely  Jf 
rounded,  but  nos  a gayer  expression  than  her  sisters’,  whose  jj 
countenances,  excrig  when  the  couveraatlon  has  something  | 
of  mirth  in  It,  may  nr  s.ild  to  be  rather  pmsive.  Their  per-  If 
sons  are  elegant,  and  their  manners  pleating  aud  Uulyllke,  h 
such  as  would  be  fascinating  in  any  country.  They  possess  |[ 
very  conitdenible  powers  of  ronversotion,  and  their  minds  || 
seem  to  be  more  instructed  than  those  of  the  Creek  women  t 
In  general.  With  such  atlrartiutii,  it  would,  indeed,  be  re-  |l 
markable,  if  they  did  not  meet  with  great  attentions  from  the  ■ 
travellers  whooccaskmallr  are  resKlent  In  Athens.  They  ilt 
In  the  easteni  style,  a little  reclined,  with  their  litPhs  ga- 
thereil  under  them  on  the  divan,  and  without  shoes.  1'hcir  |i 
ctnplojTnents  are  the  needle,  tomhourlnff.  and  reading.”  •< 
'J'here  is  a beautiful  ensraring  of  the  Maid  of  Athens  In  L 
Finden's  Illustrations  of  Byron,  No.  I.] 

» KomaJc  expression  of  tenderness:  If  I translate  It.  1 
shall  allVout  the  gentlemen,  at  it  may  seem  that  I supposed 
they  could  not ; and  if  I do  not.  I may  affront  the  ladles.  For 
fear  of  any  mlscoostrturtkm  on  the  part  of  the  latter,  I sh.iU 
do  so,  begging  pardon  of  the  learned.  It  means.  ••  My  life, 

1 love  you!”  which  sounds  veryprettllr  la  alt  lan^agn, 
arvd  It  as  much  In  fashion  In  Greece  at  tnls  dar  at.  JuvcimI 
tells  us,  the  two  first  words  were  amongst  the  noman  ladies, 
whose  erutic  expressions  were  all  Ilellenised. 

N n 
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By  that  lip  I Ion;;  to  ta.«te ; 

By  that  xonc*-cucirdcd  wai»t ; 

By  all  the  token-flowers  > that  tell 
What  won!:'  can  never  speak  so  well ; 

By  love’s  alternate  joy  and  woe, 

Z*'<t  f^oZ,  ra;  ayawi. 

Maid  of  Athens  I I am  ffonc ; 

Think  of  me,  sweet!  when  alone. 

Though  I fly  to  I’itainboi,  2 
Athens  hohU  iny  heart  and  soul : 

Can  I cease  to  love  thee  ? No  I 
Ziv  fi9v,  ayxvi. 

Athens,  IHIO. 


THANSLATION 

or  THK  SDRSe’s  T>01K  IX  TIIK  HRDEA  or  EURIFlDtS. 

Oh  how  I wish  that  an  embargo 
Had  kept  in  port  the  ^ood  ship  Argo ! 

Who,  still  unlaunch’d  from  Grecian  docks, 

Had  never  pass’d  the  Axure  rocks ; 

But  now  I fear  her  trip  will  he  a 
Damn'd  business  for  my  Miss  Medea,  &c.  kc.  * 
June,  ISIO. 


MT  EPIT.U»H. 

Toctii,  Nature,  and  relenting  Jove, 

To  keep  my  I.nnp  in  strongly  strove; 

But  Romanelli  was  so  stout. 

He  beat  all  three  — and  Une  It  out.  * 

Oct.  16]0. 


SDBSTITrTE  FOR  AN  EPITAPH. 

KiNn  Reader ! take  your  choice  to  cry  or  laugh ; 

Here  Haroui  lies  — but  where  *s  his  Epitaph  ? 

If  such  you  seek,  try  Westminster,  and  view 
Ten  thouiianil  just  as  flt  for  him  as  you. 

Athen*. 

I In  the  East  (where  l.ailie*  nre  not  tsmsht  to  writo.  Ip»t 
they  ih«nild  scribliie  .afsl/nation* ) flowrn.  etmler*,  pcoblet. 
Ac.  convey  the  seiUlment^  of  the  parlies  by  th.al  mnvcri.il 
deputy  of  Mercnrr  — an  oM  wrnnan.  \ rii*dcr  **  I burn 
fur  ; '*  a hunrh  of  Itowers  (led  willi  hair.  “ Take  me  and 
fly  but  a petiiile  declarei — what  nothing  else  can. 

* Constantinople. 

> 1“  I am  ju«t  come  from  an  f«ji«l!tion  throuph  the  Ho*, 
phorm  to  the  111  irk  Sea  anil  the  ryane.m  SympU'eadei.  up 
I wiiirhUat  1 srramhlnl  with  ns  }trrat  H»k  M ever  (he  Argo- 
natiU  e*ca}M*d  In  their  h<n*.  You  rememlirr  the  liejriiinlaic  of 
1 the  nurie’sdoleln  tlio  >Iwlea.  of  which  1 beg  you  tu  take  the 
following  translation,  dune  on  the  summit.'^  — /.ord  B.  to 
Mr.  Ilenrtf  JJrwry,  June  17.  IHIO.} 

s ['•  I hare  just  escaped  from  a nhy»l>'ian  and  a fever.  Tn 
spite  of  jny  teeth  and  tongue,  the  Fncllsh  cunittl.  my  Tartar. 
Albanian,  dragoman,  forml  a phvsidan  upon  me.  and  In 
three  day*  brought  me  to  the  last  g>«p.  In  thi*  state  1 made 
Riy  epitaph.”—'  /ami  Iltfrtm  to  Mr.  7fi>d|;ftrn.  Oct.  3.  IKin.] 

* [These  lln«^  are  corded  from  a leaf  of  the  original  MS. 
of  the  second  canto  of  “ Childe  Harold.”] 

* [On  thedcpartiire,  In  Julr.  HIO.  of  his  friend  and  fellow- 
tmyeller.  Mr.  ilobhouso,  for  nnglaud.  Ia>rd  Uyron  6xed  his 
hewil-aiurters  at  Athens,  where  he  liail  taken  lialgings  In  a 
Fraiteiscan  convent ; m.>kiiig  occasional  excursions  through 
Attica  and  the  Morea.  ami  emidoying  himself.  In  the  Interval 
of  his  tours,  in  collecting  matcruls  for  those  notices  on  the 
state  of  modem  Greece  which  are  appended  to  the  second 
canto  of  ••  Childe  Harold. ” In  this  retreat  also  he  wrote 

Hints  from  Horace.”  ” The  t'urse  of  Minerva,”  and  “ He- 
marks  on  the  Romaic,  or  Modern  Greek  Language.”  He 
(bus  writes  to  his  mother:  — **  .At  present,  1 do  not  care  to 
venture  a winter's  voyage,  even  If  I were  otherwise  tlrwl  of 
(raveUing:  but  I am  so  convinced  of  the  advantages  of  looking 
at  mankind.  Instead  of  reading  about  them,  and  the  bitter 


LINES  AA  RITTEN  BENEATH  A PICTURE,  > 

Dtar  of^ect  of  defeated  care  ! 

Though  now  of  I^ove  and  thee  bereft. 

To  reconcile  me  with  de«i»atr. 

Thine  image  and  my  tears  arc  left. 

’Tis  s.oid  with  Sorrow  Time  can  cope; 

But  this  I fed  can  ne'er  be  true  ; 

For  by  the  death-blow  of  my  Hope 
My  Memory  immortal  grew. 

Athens,  January.  i^Il.* 


TRANSLATION  OF  THE  FAMOUS  GREEK 

AVAR  SONG,  I 

*'  Ai;^  wa-^ir  rail  'EXAniwr.”  * 

Sons  of  the  Greeks,  arise  ! 

The  glorious  hour  *s  gone  forth, 

.And,  wortby  of  such  tics. 

Display  who  gave  us  birth. 

ciioaus.  I 

Sons  of  Greeks  I let  us  go 
In  arms  against  the  foe. 

Till  their  blood  shall  flow  { 

In  a river  past  our  fix  t. 

Then  manfully  despising 
The  Turkish  tyraiu's  yoke, 

I.<ct  your  country'  see  you  rising, 

And  all  her  chains  are  broke. 

Brave  shades  of  chief*  otul  sages. 

Behold  the  coming  strife  1 
Hellenes  of  jwt  ages, 

Oh,  start  again  to  life  l 

At  the  sound  »tf  my  trmniwt,  breaking  i 

A'our  sleep,  oh.  join  with  me  I i 

And  the  seven-hili’d  » city  seeking,  | 

Filth t,  coiKiucr,  till  we’re  free. 

Son.s  of  Greeks,  Ac. 

cff**ct«  of  »taying  .at  home  with  .ill  the  narrow  prejudices  of 
an  i*I.iudrr,  that  I thitik  there  should  bi-  a l.iw  amongst  us 
to  sood  mtr  young  men  al^roatl,  ior  a term,  among  Uie  few 
al)ie«  our  wars  have  left  us.  Here  I and  hare  conversed 
with,  French,  Italians,  Genmuis,  Danes,  Greeks,  Turks, 
.Amertrani,  Ac.  &e.  Ac. ; atid,  without  losing  sight  of  my  own. 

I can  Judge  of  the  ctnuilri»*s  and  manners  of  others.  Avhro  I 
sec  (he  superiority  of  Kngl.’uid  (whirh,  by  the  by.  we  are  a 
good  deal  mistaken  about  iri  manyChiugs).  I am  pleased;  and 
where  I find  her  Inferior,  I nm  at  least  cnnght<*nivl.  Now, 

I might  hare  stayed,  smokei!  hi  your  towns,  or  fogged  in  your  j 
coimtrv.  a century,  witlinm  lieing  sure  of  this,  andwituout 
acquiring  any  thing  more  useful  or  .amusing  at  home.  I kivp 
no  journjd  ; nor  have  I any  iritentlun  of  «cnbbling  my  travels. 

I have  done  with  autliorsMp  ; and  if.  In  iny  Lost  pnalurtioo,  I 
have  cnnvlnetvl  the  critics  or  the  a orld  I w.a*  »i>methlng  more 
than  they  t(M)k  me  for,  I am  sati«li«'<l ; nor  will  ] haiard  Ui.at 
rsqi'iltitlon  by  .x  future  effort.  It  is  true  I have  some  others 
In  roanuicript.  but  I leave  them  for  those  wbo  come  after 
me  5 and.  If  deemed  worth  publishing,  they  may  serve  to  pro-  I 
long  my  memorv.  when  I myset:  shall  erase  to  remember.  \ 

I have  a famous  bavarian  artUt  taking  some  views  of  Athens.  , ' 
Ac.  Ac.  for  me.  Thi*  will  be  twrier  than  scrilibling  — a 
dissAse  I hoiw  mrself  cureil  of.  I hope,  on  my  return,  to  lead  >' 
a quiet,  recluse  Hfc ; hut  Goil  knows,  atxl  docs  beat  for  us 
all.”] 

7 The  song  Ac.  was  written  by  IHga.  who 

nerUhed  in  the  atreiiipt  U»  rrrnhitlonlse  Greece.  Thu  tram- 
latkm  is  as  literal  as  the  author  could  make  It  In  verse.  It 
Is  of  the  same  measure  as  that  of  the  original.  [While  at 
the  Capuchin  convent.  Lord  Hymn  devntesi  some  hours 
daily  to  the  study  of  the  Itninalc  ; kimI  vaihnis  proofs  of  his 
diligence  w III  be  fmmd  In  tlie  Areewinx.  See  Remarks  on 
the  Romaic  or  Modem  Greek  l.aitguage,  with  Sp^nens 
and  Translations  ] 

> Constantinople.  ” EcriiA*^.” 
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Sparta,  SparU,  why  in  slumbers 
Lethargic  dost  thou  lit*  ? 

Awake,  and  join  Ihy  number* 

With  Athens,  old  ally  ! 

Leonidiu  recalling. 

That  chief  of  ancient  song, 

XHio  saved  ye  oQce  from  falling, 

The  terrible  I the  strom;  ! 

Who  made  that  bold  diversion 
In  old  Thermopjirc, 

And  warring  with  the  Persian 
To  keep  his  country  free ; 

With  his  three  hundred  waging 
The  battle,  long  he  stood. 

And  like  a lion  raging. 

Expired  In  seas  of  Wood. 

Sons  of  Greeks,  &c.  * 


;i  TRANSLATION  OF  THE  ROMAIC  SONG, 

1 1 **  Mri***  fMt  *»r* 

1 1 &C.  * 

j i I EXTtR  thy  garden  of  ruses,  * 
j Beloved  and  fair  !Iaid«'e, 

1 Each  morning  where  Flora  reptnes, 

For  surely  I see  her  In  thee. 

; Oh,  Lovely  t thus  low  I implore  thee, 
i Receive  this  fond  truth  from  my  totjgu. 
Which  utters  its  song  to  adore  thee, 

Yet  trembles  for  what  it  has  sung  5 
A.S  the  branch,  at  the  bidding  of  Natttrr, 

Adds  fragrance  and  fruit  to  the  tr«'e. 

Through  her  eyes,  through  her  every  feature, 

I Shines  the  soul  of  the  young  UakltV. 


I But  the  loveliest  garden  grows  hateful 
J When  Love  ha*  abandon'd  the  bowers  ; 

* Bring  me  hemlock  — since  mine  U ungrat-'^il, 

, ! That  herb  is  more  fragrant  than  flowers. 

I The  poison,  when  pour’d  from  the  chaticc. 

Will  deeply  embitter  the  Ijowl ; 

But  when  drunk  to  escape  from  thy  malice, 

The  draoght  shall  be  sweet  to  my  Mtul. 

Too  cruel ! In  vain  I implore  thee 
My  heart  from  these  horrors  to  save : 

Will  nought  to  my  t)osnm  restore  thee  ? 

Then  open  the  gates  of  the  grave. 

i As  the  chief  who  to  enmbat  advance* 

Secure  of  hU  conquest  before, 
j i Thus  thou,  with  those  eyes  for  thy  Unccs, 

I Hast  pierced  through  rny  heart  to  its  core. 

* Ah,  tell  me,  my  soul  I must  I perish 

I By  pangs  which  a smile  would  dispel  ? [rish, 
I Would  the  hope,  which  thou  once  l^d’st  me  cho 
I For  torture  repay  me  too  well  ? 

I > [Hifa  VM  a Timtalian.  and  psMPd  th«*  first  part  nf  hit 
ymith  amoag  hit  natlvr  moant.'ilni,  in  teaching  ancirnt  Creek 
tohltcomitrrnmi.  Ontho  lir»t  h<ir»tuf  the  Freoch  revolutiuu. 
I ho  jaioed  himtelf  to  tome  other  onihiuiastt.  «n-.i  with  them 
peruDfmUtrrt  Creece.  routing  the  bold,  .ind  encouraging  the 
' timid,  hr  hU  tniwurclty.  He  afterwtr<U  went  to  Vienna  to 
solicit  aid  for  a rising,  which  he  and  bit  cmnradet  had  for 
1 yeart  he«j  endeavouring  to  acmmpllth  ; but  he  wat  given  up 
ny  the  Austrian  government  to  the  Turks,  who  vainir  cndo  i* 
vourod  by  torture  to  force  from  him  the  uamet  of  tbo  other 
conipiraturt.] 

V The  tong  from  which  thit  it  taken  is  a great  favourite 
' with  the  young  girls  of  Atheni  of  all  clatset.  Their  manner 


1 Now  siid  U the  ganlen  of  ro^cs,  ' 

t Bcluvod  but  false  HoidtV  I I 

* There  Flora  all  wither'd  repo*u*<,  j 

Aiid  mourns  o'er  thine  absence  with  me. 


I 

i 

I 

1 


ON  PARTING. 

T(ik  kiss,  dear  maid  1 thy  lip  ho*  left 
Shall  never  part  from  mine. 

Till  happier  h(-ur*  restore  the  gift 
Cntainted  back  to  thine. 

Thy  parting  glance,  which  fondly  Iwam.s 
An  equal  love  may  ; 

The  tear  that  from  thine  eyelid  itreams 
Can  weep  no  change  In  me. 

I A-<k  no  pledce  to  make  me  ble^t 
In  gazing  when  alone  ; 

Nor  one  memorial  f«»r  a breast, 

Who.'Np  thoughts  arc  .all  thine  own. 

Nor  need  I write  — to  tcU  the  tale 
My  pen  wen?  doubly  weak  ; 

Oh  ! what  can  idle  wonts  avail, 

Unless  the  heart  could  »i^ak  ? 


i 


By  day  or  night.  In  weal  or  woe, 

That  heart,  no  longer  free. 

Must  bear  the  love  it  cannot  »how, 

And  sUent  ache  for  thee. 

March,  HU. 


; EBtTAPII  FOR  JOSEPH  BLACKETT, 

■ LATE  POET  AND  SHOEMAKEa.  * 

I Strakcer!  behold,  Interr’d  together, 

; The  soul*  of  learning  and  of  leather. 

Poor  Joe  is  gone,  hut  left  his  «/f  .• 

You  II  find  hi#  relics  in  a sfoH. 

liis  works  were  neat,  and  often  found 

Well  stitch'd,  and  with  morocco  bound. 

Tread  lightly— where  the  liard  is  laid 
He  cannot  mend  the  shoe  be  made  ; 
j Yet  Is  he  happy  in  his  hole, 

I M'ith  verse  immortal  a*  hU  §oU. 

I But  still  to  business  he  held  fast, 

And  stuck  to  Phorbus  to  the  last 
Then  who  shall  say  so  good  a fellow 
Was  only  leather  and  prunella  ? ** 

For  character — he  did  not  lack  it ; 

And  If  be  did,  'twere  shame  to  •*  Black*IL" 

UalCA,  May  1C,  HU. 


of  singing  It  is  by  vertet  in  rotation,  the  whole  number  pre- 
sent joining  in  the  chorus.  I have  beard  U fmtuenUy  at  our 
b)  the  winter  of  isKkU.  The  air  U pUtuUve  ami 
pretty.  j 

* [Katinnal  songs  and  popular  works  of  amusirment  throw  1 j 

no  small  light  on  ihe  manners  of  a people:  they  arc  materials  i| 
which  most  travcHers  have  srithin  their  rrarh,  but  which  I 
(hey  almo«t  always  disdain  to  eolk*ct.  l.ord  Byron  has  shoa-n  I 
a better  taste  ; am  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  his  exampU  will.  In  I 
ftitiirc,  be  generalfy  followed.— fisoRQi  Ellis.]  I 

* [.Some  notlci*  of  this  poetaster  has  been  given, 

p.  433.  He  died  in  1*10,  and  hit  works  hare  followed  him-] 
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FAREWELL  TO  MALTA. 


1 Adieu,  ye  joy*  of  I.a  Valctte ! 

Adieu,  sirocco,  sun,  and  sweat ! 

Adieu,  thou  palace  rarely  enter'd  ! 

Adieu,  ye  mansions  where  — I’tc  ventured  ! 
Adieu,  ye  cuned  atrccU  of  stairs  ! 

(How  surely  he  who  motint-s  you  swears  1) 
Adieu,  ye  merchants  often  failing ! 

Adieu,  thou  mob  for  ever  railing ! 

Adieu,  ye  packets — without  letters  I 
Adieu,  ye  fools— who  ape  your  betters  I 
Adieu,  thou  damned’st  quarantine. 

That  gave  me  fever,  and  the  spleen  I 
! Adieu  that  stage  which  makes  t»  yawn.  Sirs, 
j Adieu  his  Excellency’s  dancers  ! 

Adieu  to  Peter— whom  no  fault’s  in, 

But  could  not  tench  a colonel  wsduing ; 
Adieu,  ye  femalw  fraught  with  graces  ! 

Adieu  red  coats,  and  redder  faces  I 
1 Adieu  the  supercilious  air 

^ Of  all  that  strut  “ en  militaire  I ” 

^ I go — but  God  knows  when,  or  why, 

; To  smoky  towns  and  cloudy  sky. 

To  things  (the  honest  truth  to  say) 

I As  bad— hut  In  a different  way. 

j Farewell  to  these,  but  not  adieu. 

Triumphant  suns  of  truest  blue ! 

While  either  Adriatic  shore. 

And  fallen  chiefs  and  Heets  no  more. 

And  nightly  smiles,  and  daily  dinners, 
Proclaim  you  war  and  women’s  winners. 
Pardon  my  Muse,  who  apt  to  prate  Is 

I And  take  my  rhyme— l>ccause  ’tis  “ gratis.” 

II 

I And  now  I 've  got  to  Mrs.  Fraser, 

Perhaps  yr)u  think  1 mean  to  praise  her— 
i|  And  were  1 vain  enough  to  think 
jl  My  praise  was  worth  thU  drop  of  ink, 

'I  Aline — or  two — were  no  hard  matter, 

j!  As  here.  Indeed,  I need  not  flatter: 

Ij  But  she  must  be  content  to  shine 
t In  better  pralse<  than  In  mine, 

, I With  lively  air,  and  open  heart, 
j j And  fh:diion's  ease,  without  its  art ; 
i|  Her  hours  can  gaily  glide  alonv, 

Nor  ask  the  aid  of  Idle  song. 


TO  DIVES.  I 

AraAOMEMT.  I 

UKMAfrv  Dives  ! in  an  evil  hour  j 

’Gainst  Nature's  voice  seduced  to  deeds  accurst  I ! 

Once  Fortune’s  minion,  now  thou  fecl'st  her  power ; 
Wrath’s  vial  on  thy  lofty  head  hath  burst. 

In  Wit,  in  Genius,  as  in  Wealth  the  first. 

How  wond'rous  bright  thy  blooming  mom  arewo  t 
But  thou  wert  smitten  with  tb’  unhiillow’d  thirst 
i Of  Crime  un<namcd,  and  thy  sad  noon  must  close 
I In  scorn,  and  solitude  unsought,  the  worst  of  wf»cs. 

! 1811.  [FlritpublUhed,  11142.] 

1 

ON  MOORE’S  LAST  OPERATIC  FARCE,  OR 
FARCIC.kL  OPERA. 

Good  plays  are  scarce. 

So  Moore  writes  farce ; * 

The  poet’s  fame  grows  brittle — ; 

We  knew  before 
That  Littlt't  Moore, 

But  now  *tls  Moon  that’s  Uttle. 

Sept.  14, 1911.  [KiritpublUhed,  i&30.<] 


EPISTLE  TO  A FRIEND, « 

t»  ANSWXa  TO  SOME  UXr3  EXHORTIXO  THE  AVTIIOR 
TO  BE  CHEERrUL,  AND  TO  “ BAKISH  CAE'S.” 

**  Ok  1 banish  care” — such  ever  be 
The  motto  of  fAy  revelry  1 
Perchance  of  mint,  when  wnssail  nights 
Renew  those  riotoas  deiights. 

Wherewith  the  children  of  Despair 
Lull  the  lone  heart,  .md  ” banhh  care.” 

But  not  In  morn’s  reflecting  hour, 

WTien  present,  past,  and  future  lower. 

When  all  I loved  Is  changed  or  gone. 

Mwk  with  such  taunts  the  woes  of  one. 

Whose  every  thought — but  let  them  pasj — 
Thou  know'st  I am  not  what  I was. 

But,  above  all,  if  thou  wouldst  hold 
Place  In  a heart  that  ne’er  was  cold. 

By  all  the  powers  that  men  revere. 

By  all  unto  thy  bosom  dear, 

Thy  joys  below,  thy  hoi)es  above. 

Speak — speak  of  anything  but  love. 


! 


And  now,  O Malta  ! since  thou’st  got  a*. 
Thou  Uttle  military  hothouse ! 

I’ll  not  offend  with  wonls  uncivil. 

And  wish  thee  ruddy  at  the  Devil, 

But  only  stare  from  out  my  casement. 

And  ask,  for  what  is  such  a place  meant  f 
Then,  in  my  solitary  nook, 

Return  to  scribbling,  or  a book. 

Or  take  my  ph j*sic  while  I 'm  able 
(Two  spoonfuls  hourly  by  the  label). 

Prefer  my  nichtcap  to  my  beaver. 

And  blew  the  gods — I ’ve  got  a fever. 

May  3C,  Ifdl.  (Flnt  puWUhwl,  I«2.j 


'Twerc  long  to  tell,  and  vain  to  hear. 
The  talc  of  one  who  scorns  a tear ; 

And  there  is  Uttle  in  that  tale 
Which  better  bosoms  would  bewail. 

Blit  mine  has  suffer’d  more  than  well 
'T  would  suit  philosophy  to  teil. 

I’ve  seen  my  bride  another’s  bride,— 
Have  fk’cn  her  sc.ated  by  his  side,  — 
Have  seen  the  inflint,  which  she  bore. 
Wear  the  sweet  smile  the  mother  wore, 
^Vhen  she  and  I in  youth  have  smiled. 
As  fond  and  faultless  as  her  child ; — 
Have  seen  her  eyes,  in  cold  disdain, 

Ask  if  I felt  no  secret  pain ; 


* t“  On  a leaf  of  one  of  Lord  B3Ton*s  pat«T-tx>ok5  1 find 

an  Eplpram,  which,  thnuith  not  nerh.iin  partlnilarly  rt>od,  1 
eoniuVT  mywif  bound  U»UweTI.'*— Moore-  The  farce  In 
question  was  called  **  M-P. ; or,  the  Blue  Sti^cklng,”  and 


came  out  at  the  Lyceum  Theatre,  oa  the  Dth  of  Sq^lem- 
ber.) 

» TMr.  Fruacis  Hodgson  (not  then  the  ReTcreiKl).  See 
anti,  p.  MIS.] 
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i And  / have  acted  well  my  part. 

And  made  my  check  belle  my  heart, 
j|  BetumM  the  freezing  glance  she  pave, 

1;  Yet  felt  the  while  Ouit  woman’*  slave ; — 
Have  ki»s'd,  a*  if  without  design, 
li  The  babe  wliich  ought  to  have  been  mine. 
And  show'd,  alas ! In  each  caress 
'rime  had  not  made  me  love  the  less.  • 

But  let  this  pass — I'll  whine  no  more, 

I Nor  seek  again  an  eastern  shore  ; 

The  world  belits  a busy  brain,  — 
i I'll  hie  me  to  its  haunts  again. 

! But  if,  In  some  succeeding  year, 

I When  Britain’s  **  May  Is  in  the  sere,” 

' 'rhou  hcar’st  of  one,  whose  deepening  crimes 

_ i Suit  with  the  sablc5t  of  the  times ; 

I Of  one,  whom  love  nor  pity  sways, 

j I Nor  hope  of  fomc,  nor  good  men’s  pralfc  ; 

II  One,  who  In  stem  ambition’s  pride, 

i Perchance  not  blood  shall  turn  aakle ; 

One  rank’d  In  some  rccordlitg  page 
With  the  worst  anarchs  of  the  age, 

I Him  wilt  thou  knane — and  knowiny  pause, 

I Nor  with  the  forget  the  cause.  * 

Nc»'tte.vi  Abhrv.  Oct.  U,  ISU.> 
[First  pulilisbed,  IH30.] 


j TO  THYRZA. 

*1 

,j  Without  a stone  to  mark  the  spot, 

1 1 And  say,  what  Truth  might  well  have  said, 

I By  all,  save  one,  perchance  forgot. 

Ah  1 when-fore  art  thou  lowly  laid  ? 

. By  many  a shore  and  many  a sea 
Divided,  yet  beloved  in  vain  ; 

I The  iKJst,  the  futun*  fled  to  thee, 

To  bid  us  meet — no — ne’er  again  ! 

I Could  this  have  l>cen  — a word,  a look, 

' That  softly  said,  **  We  part  In  peace," 

Had  taught  ray  bosom  how  to  brook, 

I With  fainter  sighs,  thy  soul’s  release. 

And  didst  thou  not,  since  Death  for  thee 
j Prei>ared  a light  and  pangless  dart, 

' Once  long  for  him  thou  ueVr  shalt  see, 

! Who  held,  and  bold<  thcc  In  his  heart  ? 

j ' rThew!  lines  will  ihnw  with  what  fidelity,  even 

' whi!i'  under  the  |irr«fttirenf  rocent  sorrow,  Cord  liyn>n  re. 
I vrrU'd  to  the  dlMppoiiiiment  of  hit  early  afh-ctioo,  os  the 
' chief  tourreof  all  hit  tufTeringt  and  errors,  present  and  to 
cuuie.  — Mudhk.] 

* [The  iuit<ci|i«tfont  of  hit  own  future  career  in  thi**e  con* 
rltkling  Hnct  are  of  a nature,  it  must  l>e  owned,  to  awoken 
more  of  horror  than  of  Inicrett,  were  we  not  [>re|iored.  by  to 

; many  Instance*  of  hit  exa|U?eration  in  Chit  respect,  not  to  he 
I itart'led  at  any  lengths  to  whU'h  the  spirit  of  telf-iiticllinf 
would  carry  hfin.  it  seemed  as  if,  with  tne  power  of  {oiitting 
. fierce  and  cloomy  pcrs(jn.-tgrs.  he  had  also  the  ambition  tn  Iw. 
himself,  the  dark  ‘ tublime  he  drew.*  and  that.  In  his  fundness 
for  the  deiineatlon  of  heroic  crime,  he  rndearoured  tu  fancy, 
where  lie  could  nut  lirtd  in  hit  own  character,  tit  tubjevU  for 
bit  pencil.  »-MooBa.] 

* [Two  dayt  after,  in  another  letter  to  Mr.  Hodgson,  Lord 
I Byron  say*,— *•  I am  growing  bet«»s«  (how  you  wiU  laugh  1) 

— hut  It  is  true, really,  wretchedly,  riaicutmtsly.  fine. 

ladicalty  ntrvota.  Your  climate  kills  rae;  I can  neither 
read,  write,  nor  amuse  myself,  or  any  one  else.  My  days  are 
listless,  and  my  nights  rwlless : I have  seldom  any  siidrty, 
and,  when  1 have.  I run  out  of  it.  (don't  know  that  t sha'n  t 
end  with  insanity  ( for  1 find  a want  of  method  in  arranging 
my  thoughts  that  per^dexe*  roe  strangely.*’] 

* [Mr.  Moore  considers  “ Thyria”  as  if  she  were  a mere 


I Oh  ! who  like  him  had  watch’d  thee  here  ? 

Or  »adly  mark'd  thy  glaxiug  eye, 

I In  that  drvad  hour  ere  death  appear, 

When  silent  sorrow  fears  to  sigh. 

Till  all  was  (ost ! But  when  no  more 
'Twas  thine  to  reck  of  hum.in  woe, 

I Affection’s  hcart-drops,  gushing  o'er, 

I Had  flow'd  as  fast— .as  now  they  flow. 

I 

' Shall  they  not  flow',  when  many  a day 
j In  the!«e,  to  me,  deserted  towers, 

I Ere  call'd  but  for  a time  away, 

I AffLCtion’s  mingling  tears  were  ours  ? 

I Ours  too  the  glance  none  saw  beside  ; 

I The  smile  none  else  might  understand  ; 

j The  whbpcr’d  thought  of  hearts  allied, 

I The  pressure  of  the  thrilling  hand  \ 

I The  kiss,  BO  guiltless  and  refined, 
j Thai  Love  each  warmer  wish  forbore ; 

1 Those  c]’es  proclaim'd  so  pure  a mind, 

I Even  PassioD  blush'd  to  plead  for  more. 

1 The  tone,  that  taught  me  to  nyolce, 

When  prone,  unlike  thee,  to  repine  j 
1 The  song,  celestial  from  thy  voice, 
i But  sweet  to  me  from  none  but  thine  ; 

1 

The  pledge  we  wore — I wear  it  still, 

1 But  where  Is  thine  ? — -\h  1 where  art  thou  ? 

Oft  have  I borne  the  weight  of  111, 

^ But  never  bent  beneath  till  now  ! 

! Well  hast  thou  left  la  life's  beat  bloom 
[ The  cup  of  woe  for  me  to  drain. 

If  rest  alone  be  in  the  tomb, 

1 would  nut  wLh  thee  here  again ; 

But  if  in  worlds  more  ble*it  than  this 
' Thy  virtues  seek  a fitter  sphere. 

Impart  some  jKntlon  of  thy  bliss, 

'fo  wean  me  from  mine  anguish  here. 

Tench  me  — too  early  taught  by  thee  ! 

I To  bear,  forgiving  and  forgiven  : 

On  earth  thy  love  was  such  to  me ; 

It  Cilia  would  form  my  hope  In  heaven  1 
j October  11,  ltd I.* 

, creature  of  the  Pom's  Iwaln.  *'  It  was,”  ho  says.  •'  about 
1 (he  time  when  he  wo*  thus  liitlerh-  feeling,  ami  expre«Miig. 
) the  blight  a hich  hi*  heart  hwt  suffered  from  a real  object  of 
, arn*ctiou.  th.*l  bis  iiocros  on  the  death  of  an  imogtnart/  one 
were  written  ; — nor  Is  it  any  wonder,  when  wc  consider  (he 
r^uliar  circumstaiici*s  under  uhirh  these  l>eautlful  effusions 
I (lowed  from  his  fancy,  that,  of  all  his  strain*  of  pathos,  they 
should  be  the  most  touching  and  most  pure.  Tliey  were, 
indeed,  the  essence,  the  abstract  spirit,  as  it  were,  of  many 
griefs  t — a coiiilumce  of  sod  thought*  from  many  sources  of 
sorrow,  refined  ami  warmed  in  their  passage  through  his 
fancy,  ami  forming  thus  one  deep  reterrotr  of  mournful 
feeling.*’  h U a pity  to  disturb  a sentiment  thus  henutil^lly 
expressed  ; Ihii  Ixird  U)'roa,  in  a letter  to  Mr.  Dallas,  U'ar-. 
ing  the  exact  date  of  these  liiu*s.  vis.  Oct.  11th,  IMII,  writes 
O.S  foliowa:  — **  1 have  been  agidit  shocked  with  a death,  and 
hare  Inst  oru*  very  dear  to  mo  in  happier  times : but  * 1 have 
almost  forgot  the  tostn  of  grief,*  and  ‘ supped  full  of  horrors,’ 
! till  I have  beciMie  callous : nor  Imivu  I a tear  left  for  an  event 
I which,  five  years  ago,  would  have  boweti  my  head  to  die 
I earth.”  In  liU  reply  tn  this  letter,  Mr.  D.-Ufaa  says,  — ” 1 
thank  vou  for  your  cvi{fidential  communication.  How  Indy 
j do  I wish  that  that  being  had  lived,  and  lived  yours  ! What 
j'uur  ohUgatlnni  to  her  would  have  been  In  that  case  is  liicon> 
{ ceivoblc.'*  Several  VMirs  after  the  scries  of  poems  on  Thyrsa 
j were  written,  L'>nl  lij  roti,  on  being  .vsked  to  vtliotn  they  rw> 
I ferred,  by  a person  iu  whose  tenderness  bo  never  ecasra  tu 
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AWAY,  AWAY,  YE  NOTES  OF  WOE. 

Awav,  away,  ye  nett's  of  wot*  I 

Be  silent,  thou  once  sooUiinx'  strain, 

Or  I must  flee  from  hence  — for.  oh  I 
I dare  not  trust  those  ai'aiiL 

To  me  they  sjK'ak  of  brighter  days  — 

But  lull  the  chords  for  now,  alas  I 
I must  not  think,  1 may  not  Knie, 

On  what  1 am— on  what  1 was. 

The  voice  that  made  those  sound*  more  sweet 
Is  hush'd,  and  all  their  charms  are  fled  ; 
And  now  their  softest  notes  rejwat 
A dirge,  an  anthem  o'er  the  dead  I 
Yes,  Thyrza } yes,  they  breathe  of  thee. 
Beloved  dust ! since  dust  thou  art ; 

And  all  that  once  \va5  harmony 
Is  worse  than  discord  to  my  heart  5 

'Tis  silent  all  t — but  on  my  ear 
The  well  rememlHrr'd  echoes  thrUl ; 

I hear  a voice  I would  nut  hear, 

A voice  that  now  might  well  l»e  still : 

Yet  oft  ray  doubting  soul  ‘t  will  shake ; 

Even  slumber  owns  Its  gentle  tone. 

Till  consciousness  will  vainly  wake 
To  listen,  though  the  dream  be  flown. 

Sweet  Thyrea ! waking  as  In  sleep. 

Thou  art  but  now  a lovely  drt'am  ; 

A star  that  trembled  o’er  the  deep, 

Then  turn’d  from  earth  its  tender  beam. 
But  he  whu  through  life’s  dreary  way 

Mast  pass,  when  heaven  Is  veil'd  In  wr.ilb. 
Will  long  lament  the  vanish’d  ray 
That  scatter’d  gladness  o’er  bis  path. 

Dcennbcr  6,  1^11. > 


ONE  STRUGGLE  MORE,  AND  I AM  ITU-IE. 

Oan  struggle  more,  and  I am  free 
From  pang*  that  rend  my  heart  in  twain ; 
One  last  long  sigh  to  love  and  thee, 

Then  back  to  busy  life  again. 

It  suits  me  well  to  mingle  now 

With  things  that  never  pleased  hefore ; 
Though  everj'  joy  Is  fled  below, 

What  future  grief  can  touch  me  more  ? 

Then  bring  me  wine,  the  banquet  bring  ; 

Man  wa*  not  form’d  to  live  alone : 

1 'll  be  that  light,  unmeaning  thing 

That  smile*  with  all,  and  weeps  with  none. 

It  w^  not  thus  in  days  nuvre  dear. 

It  never  would  have  been,  but  thou 
Ila»<t  fled,  and  left  me  lonely  here  t 
Thou ‘it  DOthliig all  are  nothing  now. 

In  vain  my  lyre  would  lightly  Iweathc  1 
The  smile  that  sorrow  fain  w«»uld  wc;ir 
But  mocks  the  woe  that  lurks  beneath, 

Like  roses  o’er  a sepulchre. 

con&le,  rt'ftisad  to  untwfr.  with  Tnarki  of  painAxI  arHation, 
M rmdwd  any  farther  r«*ftirTe’nrc  to  llie  subject  fm- 
potilble.  The  ir.-vW  inu>t  he  ieit  to  fonn  hf«  own  ronclii- 
skHi.  The  five  foUowiug  piece*  are  all  demoted  lo  Thjrria.] 


Though  gay  cxmipanions  o’er  the  bowl 
Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill : 

'Though  pleasuro  flres  the  maddening  soul, 

The  heart — the  heart  is  lonely  still  1 

On  many  a lone  and  lovely  night 
It  soothed  to  gaze  upon  the  sky  ; 

For  then  I deem’d  the  heavenly  light 
Shone  sweetly  on  thy  pensive  eye  ; 

And  oft  1 thought  at  0}'nthia‘s  noon. 

When  sailing  o’er  the  .^Igean  wave. 

Now  Thyrza  gazes  on  that  moon  — ” 

Alas,  it  gleam’d  upon  her  grave  1 

WTien  stretch’d  on  fever’s  sleepless  bed. 

And  sickncN*  shrunk  my  throbbing  veins 
“*Tis  comfort  still,”  I faintly  said, 

“ 'I’hat  Thyrza  c;uinut  kuow  my  pahi* : ” 
Like  freedom  to  the  tlme-wom  slave, 

A boon  *tis  idle  then  to  give. 

Relenting  Nature  vainly  gave 

My  life,  when  Thyrza  ceased  to  live  I 

My  Thyrza's  pledge  in  better  days 
When  love  and  Ufc  alike  were  new  ♦ 

How  dilfoT(;nt  now  thou  mect'st  my  giiie  ! 

Uow  tinged  by  tintc  with  sorrow’s  hue  I 
The  heart  that  gave  Itself  with  thee 
I*  silent — ah,  were  mine  as  still ! 

Though  cold  a.s  e’en  the  dead  can  be, 

It  feels,  It  sickens  with  the  cbilL 

Thou  bitter  pledge  ! thou  mournful  token  ! 

Though  i>ainful.  welcome  to  my  breast  1 
Still,  still,  preserve  that  love  unbrok(*n, 

Or  break  the  heart  to  which  thou’rt  press'd  .’ 
Time  temper*  love,  but  not  removes, 

More  hallow'd  when  its  hope  Is  lied: 

Oh  1 what  arc  thousand  living  loves 
To  that  which  cannot  quit  the  dead  ? 


EUriJANASIA. 


When  Time,  or  soon  or  late,  shall  bring 
The  dreamless  sleep  that  lulls  the  dead. 
Oblivion  1 may  thy  languid  wing 
Wave  gently  o’er  my  dying  bed  I 

No  band  of  friends  or  heir*  be  there, 

To  weep,  or  wish,  the  coming  blow  : 

No  maiden,  with  di>*hcveird  hair, 

To  fed,  or  feign,  decorous  woe. 

But  silent  let  me  sink  to  earth. 

With  no  officious  mourners  near: 

I would  not  mar  one  hour  of  mirth, 

Nor  startle  frtenU.<hip  with  a tear. 

Yet  Ix»vc,  If  Iajvc  In  such  an  hour 
Could  nobly  check  its  useless  sighs. 

Might  then  exert  it*  latest  power 
In  her  who  live*  and  him  who  dies. 

*T  were  sweet,  iny  Psyche  I to  the  last 
Thy  features  still  serene  to  see  : 

Foravtful  of  it*  struggles  past. 

E'en  l^n  Itself  should  smile  on  thM. 

t (“  1 wrote  tbU  a day  or  two  ago.  on  bearing  a tong  of 
former  d»r*.”  — Lord  iii/rom  /o  Mr.  Jiudgaon,  Docember  K 
isil.) 
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But  vaiu  the  wbh — for  Boautjr  still 

Will  shrink,  as  shrinks  the  ebbing  brenth  : 

And  woman’s  tear^,  prodored  at  will, 

Peccive  in  life,  unman  in  death. 

Then  loneiy  be  my  latest  hour. 

Without  regret,  without  a groan  ; 

For  thou-sands  Death  hath  ceased  to  lower. 
And  pain  been  transient  or  unknown. 

“Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go,"  alas ! 

Where  all  have  gone,  and  all  must  go  1 

To  be  the  nothing  that  I was 
Ere  bom  to  life  and  living  woe ! 

Count  o’er  the  Joys  thine  hours  have  seen. 
Count  o’er  thy  days  fW>«n  angtiish  free. 

And  know,  whatever  thou  hast  been, 

*T!s  wraethlng  better  not  to  be. 


, AND  TIIOD  ART  DEAD.  AS  YOUNG  AS  FAIR. 

I **  lieu,  quanto  tnlna»  t*#!  mm  reliquU  »**r»ari  qtuun  tul  ^ , 

I mumimsae  1"  ^ 

Akd  thou  art  dead,  as  young  and  fair 
! As  aught  of  mortal  birth  ; 

And  form  so  soft,  and  charms  so  rare, 

1 Too  soon  return’d  to  Earth  ! 

I Though  Eiirth  received  them  in  her  bed, 

' And  o’er  the  spot  the  crowd  may  tread 
( In  carelcsanev*  or  mirth, 

I • There  is  an  eye  which  could  not  brook 
I A moment  on  that  grave  to  lM>k. 

. 1 will  not  ask  where  thou  liest  low, 

I Nor  gaxe  upon  the  spot ; 

j There  flowers  or  weeds  at  will  may  grow. 

So  I behold  them  not : 

I It  is  enough  for  roe  to  prove 

That  what  I loved,  and  lung  must  love, 

I Like  common  earth  c^n  rot ; 

To  me  there  needs  no  stone  to  tell, 

II  *Tls  Nothing  that  1 loved  so  well. 

|l  Tet  did  I love  thee  to  the  last 
;•  As  fervently  as  thou. 

||  Who  didst  nut  change  through  all  the  past, 

And  canst  not  alter  now. 

The  love  where  Death  has  set  his  seal. 

Nor  age  can  chill,  nor  rival  steal, 

Nor  fal<«ehood  disavow  : 

And,  what  were  worse,  thou  canst  not  see 
Or  wrong,  or  change,  or  fault  in  me. 

The  better  days  of  life  wore  ours ; 

I The  worst  can  be  but  mine  : 

The  sun  that  cheers,  the  storm  that  lowers. 

Shall  never  more  be  thine. 

|i  The  .silence  of  that  dreamless  sleep 
' * I envy  now  too  much  to  weep ; 

1 1 Nor  neetl  I to  repine 

I ’ That  all  those  charms  have  p.'iM'd  away  ; 

I I might  have  watch’d  through  long  decay 

j The  flower  In  ripen’d  bloom  unmateb’d 

Must  fall  the  earliest  prey ; 

Though  by  no  hand  untimely  snatch’d, 

I The  leaves  must  drop  away : 

And  yet  It  were  a greater  grief 
To  watch  it  withering,  leaf  by  leaf. 

Than  see  it  pluck'd  to>day; 


Since  earthly  eye  but  ill  can  bear  | ^ 

To  trace  the  change  to  foul  from  fair.  | [ 

I know  nut  if  I could  have  borne  | 

To  see  thy  beautie.s  lailc  ; ^ 

The  night  that  follow'd  such  a mum 

Had  worn  a deeper  shade : ' t 

Thy  day  without  a cloud  hath  pass’d,  | 

Ami  thou  wert  lovely  to  the  last ; i| 

Extinguish’d,  not  decay'd  ; |j 

As  stars  that  shoot  along  the  sky  ij 

Shine  brightest  as  they  fall  from  high.  1 1 

As  once  I wept.  If  I coulil  weep,  jj 

My  tears  might  well  be  shed,  | 

To  think  1 was  not  near  to  keep 

One  vigil  o’er  thy  bed  ; Ij 

To  gnxe,  how  fondly  1 on  thy  face,  I 

To  fold  thee  in  a faint  embrace. 

Uphold  thy  drooping  head ; ! 

And  show  that  love,  however  vain,  ; 

Nor  thou  nor  I can  feel  again.  i 

Yet  how  much  Ics*  It  were  to  gain,  i 

Though  thou  hast  left  me  free,  | 

The  loveliest  things  that  ?*till  remain. 

Than  thus  remember  thee ! 

The  all  of  thine  that  cannot  die 
Through  dark  and  dread  Eternity 
Returns  again  to  me, 

And  more  thy  buried  love  endears  j’ 

Than  aught,  except  Its  living  years.  || 

February,  1812.  j[ 


IF  SOMETIMES  IN  THE  HAUNTS  OF  MEN. 
Ir  sometimes  in  the  haunts  of  men 
'Diine  image  from  my  breo.st  may  fade. 

The  lonely  hour  presents  again 

The  semblance  of  thy  gentle  shade : 

And  now  th.vt  sad  and  silent  hour 
Thus  much  of  thee  can  still  restore. 

And  sorrow  unobser\cd  may  pour 
The  ploiut  she  dare  not  speak  before. 

Oh,  pardon  that  in  crowds  awhile 
1 waste  one  thought  I owe  to  thee. 

And,  self-condcmn’d,  appear  to  smile, 
Unfaithful  to  thy  memory: 

Nor  deem  that  memorj'  1cm  dear. 

That  then  I seem  not  to  repine  j 
1 would  not  fools  should  overbear 
I One  sigh  that  should  be  wholly  thine, 

I If  not  the  goblet  pass  unquafT'd, 

It  is  m>t  drain'd  to  banish  care ; 

> The  cup  roust  hold  a deadlier  draught, 
j That  brings  a Lethe  fur  despair. 

1 And  could  Oblivion  set  my  soul 
I From  all  her  troubled  visions  free, 

i I ’d  dash  to  caith  the  sweetest  bowl 

That  drown'd  a single  thought  of  thee. 

For  wert  thou  vanish’d  from  ray  mind, 

Where  could  my  vacant  bosom  turn  ? 

And  who  would  then  remain  behind 
To  honour  thine  abandon'd  Urn  ? 

No,  no — it  is  my  sorrow’s  pride 
That  last  dear  duty  to  fuifll : 

Though  all  the  world  forget  beside, 

T is  meet  that  I remember  stUL 
N n 4 
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For  well  1 know,  that  such  hod  been 
Thy  gentle  care  for  him.  who  now 
Unmouni’d  shall  quit  this  mortal  scene. 

Where  none  regarded  him,  but  thou  ; 

And,  oh ! I feel  in  that  was  given 
A blessing  never  meant  f<ir  me ; 

Thou  wert  too  like  a dream  of  Heaven. 

For  earthly  Love  to  merit  thee. 

March  U,  I<«I2. 


ON  A CORNELIAN  HEART  WHICH  WAS 
BROKEN.  « 

lLr.>rATco  Heart and  can  it  be. 

That  thou  shouldst  thus  be  rent  in  twain  ? 
Have  years  of  care  for  thine  and  thee 
Alike  been  all  employ’d  in  vain  ? 

Yet  pri'cious  ss'cm*  each  shatter'd  part, 

.And  ever)'  fragment  dearer  grown. 

Since  he  who  svears  thee  feels  thou  art 
A ftttcr  emblem  of  his  oten. 

March  16,  IKI2. 


Thc.se  gifts  were  charm'd  by  secret  »i>ell. 

Thy  truth  in  absence  to  divine ; 

And  they  have  done  their  duty  well. — 

Alas ! they  could  not  teach  thee  thine. 

That  chain  waa  firm  in  every  link. 

But  not  to  bear  a stranger's  touch ; 

That  lute  was  sweet  — till  thou  could'st  think 
In  other  hands  Us  notes  were  such. 

Let  him  who  from  thy  neck  unbound 
The  chain  which  shiver'd  in  his  grasp. 

Who  saw  that  lute  refuse  to  soun<I. 

Restring  the  chords,  renew  the  clasp. 

When  thou  wert  changed,  they  alter’d  too 
The  chain  is  broke,  the  mu»ic  umte. 

*Tls  past — to  them  and  thee  adieu  — 

False  heart,  frail  chain,  and  silent  lute. 


FROM  THE  FRENCH, 
beauty  and  poet,  has  two  little  crimes ; 

She  mokes  her  own  face,  and  does  not  make  her 
rhymes. 


LINES  TO  A LADY  WEEPING.  « 
Wsrr.  daughter  of  a royal  line, 

.A  Sire's  disgrace,  a realm’s  decay; 

Ah ! happy  if  each  tear  of  thine 
Could  wash  a father's  fault  away  ! 

Wt?ep  — for  thy  tears  are  Virtue's  tears  — 
Auspicious  to  these  sulfering  isles ; 

And  be  each  drop  in  future  years 
Repaid  thee  by  thy  people’s  smiles ! * 

March. 


LINES  WRITTEN  ON  A BLANK  LEAF  OF 
« THE  PLEASURES  OF  MEMORY." 

Absent  or  present,  still  to  thee. 

My  friend,  what  magic  spells  belong  I 
As  ail  can  tell,  who  share,  like  me. 

In  turn  thy  converse  * and  thy  song. 

But  when  the  dreaded  hour  slull  come 
By  Friendship  ever  <lecm’d  too  nigh, 

And  “ ilEsioRT*’  o’er  her  Druid's  tomb  > 
bhall  weep  that  aught  of  thee  can  die, 

How  fondly  will  she  then  repay 
Thy  horinige  ofrer'd  at  her  shrine, 

And  blend,  while  ages  roll  away, 

JItr  name  Immortally  with  thine  f 

April  19.  I»12. 


ADDRE.SS, 


THE  CHAIN  I GAVE. 

From  the  Tttrkith, 

Tiir  chain  I gave  was  fair  to  view, 
j The  lute  1 added  sweet  in  sound  ; 

‘ The  heart  that  offer'd  btdh  was  tn»e, 
j And  ill  dcser%*ed  the  fate  it  found. 

1 {Wo  know  not  whether  the  reader  khnuld  understarwi 
I the  rorneliu)  heart  of  tlieie  linci  Ui  be  the  lanse  with  that  of 
j which  tome  nuticri  are  given  at  p.  39a.] 

1 • nirli  ImpromnM  owed  iU  tdrth  to  an  on  dit,  that  the 

' iMfl  rrinecM  (Charlotte  of  Wales.burvt  Into  tear*  on  hearing 
: tli.1t  the  \\*higr  hwl  f<aind  it  Impowilde  to  nut  together  a 
; cabinet,  at  the  period  of  Mr.  IVrr-i*val'i  deatn.  They  were 
appended  to  the  fim  edition  of  **  The  rorsnlr."  and  exeited 
' a x-Tuaffoa,  a*  it  ii  called.  fnarvellcHitly  disproportionate  lu 
' their  length,  — or.  we  may  .*idd.  their  merit.  The  minis* 
I terial  prints  raved  for  two  months  on  end,  in  the  most  foul* 

' mouthed  vtmperatlon  of  the  poet,  and  all  that  (jelooced  to 
I him  — the  Morning  Post  even  luinounced  a motion  in  the 
Hotise  of  I.or[li  — **  ami  all  this.*’  l.4)rd  Ityron  writes  to 
! Mr.  Moore.  ” as  lledreddtn  in  the  Ara'^an  Nights  remarks, 
for  making  a cream  tart  with  nepper:  how  odd,  that  eight 
lines  should  have  given  birth,  I really  think,  to  eight  thou- 
sand I”] 

• [“  The  * Lines  to  a Lady  weeylng'  must  go  with  * The 
Corsair.'  I rare  nothing  for  consequences  on  this  point. 
My  ]>olitics  arc  to  me  like  a young  mistress  to  an  old  man  ; 
the  worse  they  grow,  the  tonder  i twcome  of  them."—  /arrd 
Jiuron  to  Mr.  Murrai/,  Jan.  33.  IBM.  " On  my  return.  I find 
all  the  newspaners  in  hystt'rics,  and  town  in  an  uproar,  on 
the  avowal  ana  repnbUcation  of  two  stansas  on  Princes* 
Charlotte's  wceydng  at  Kegcncy'i  speech  to  X^ulerdale  in 


SrOkKN  AT  THE  OTENINC  OP  DKItBT-EA.VK  TKCATBB, 
SATt'AUAV,  OCTOBER  lO.  1612.  ^ 

Ix  one  dread  night  our  city  mw,  and  sigh’d, 

Bow’d  to  the  dust,  the  Drama's  tower  of  pride ; 

In  one  short  hour  beheld  the  blazing  fane, 

Apollo  sink,  and  Shakspeare  cease  to  reign. 

1^13.  Tt^  are  doily  at  it  still:  — come  of  the  abuse  good, 
—all  of  it  hearty.  They  talk  ufa  motiun  in  our  Huuse  u{Km 
it— be  it  so.'*  — /I'g/'oa  IJiary, 

* When  Uogen  doe*  taSk.  he  t.iiks  well ; and,  no  idl 
subjects  of  tAstc,  his  delicacy  of  expression  is  pure  as  his 
poetry.  If  you  enter  his  hi«ii«e_hls  drawlng-rnom  — his 
libraiy  — t«Ki  of  vimrself  say.  thi*  is  not  the  dwelling  of  a 
common  mind.  There  is  nut  a gem,  a coin,  a book  thrown 
aside  on  his  chlmney-|>li'e<*,  hi*  snfa.  hi*  t.nl’le,  that  du**s  not 
bespe.'ik  an  almost  fosUdlnut  cleg.-mce  in  the  possessor."  — 
Bjfron  Diary,  it*l3.} 

* (The  rewler  will  recall  Collins’s  exanUlte  Hoe*  on  the 
tomb  of  ThumsoD : **  In  yonder  grave  a Druid  lies,"  Ac.] 

* (The  theatre  in  I>nir)*  Lane,  which  was  opened.  In  1747* 
with  Dr.  Johnson's  masterly  address,  beginning,— 

" Wben  I<eaming*s  triumph  o'er  her  barbarous  foes 
First  rear’d  titc  Stage,  immortal  Shaks{Hrarc  ruse." 
and  witnessed  the  last  glories  of  Oarrlck.  having  fallen  Into 
decay,  w-.-u  rebuilt  in  1794.  The  new  building  perished  by 
fire  In  IBll ; and  the  Marvigers.  In  their  anxiety  that  Uie 
opening  of  the  pn-seut  edifice  should  be  dlstinmiishrd  by 
some  coraposltiun  of  at  least  equal  merit,  advertised  la  the 
ncwipaisers  lor  a general  comfjetiilon.  Scores  of  oddrestea, 
not  one  lolernhie.  showered  on  their  desk,  ami  they  were  In 
sad  de*|tair,  when  I.ord  lluUaiid  iiitcrfertai,  and,  n<k  without 
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I Te  l>rhcld.  (oh  t si^ht  admired  and  mourn'd, 
WhiMc  nullance  mock’d  the  ruin  it  adorn'd  1) 
Through  clouds  of  fire  the  raa^sy  fragments  riven, 
Like  Israel's  pillar,  chase  the  night  from  heaven 
Saw  the  long  column  of  revolving  flames 
Shake  its  red  shadow  o'er  the  startled  Thames,  i 
^Vhile  thousands,  throng'd  around  the  burning  dome. 
Shrank  back  appall'd,  and  trembled  for  their  home. 
As  glared  the  volumed  blase,  and  ghastly  shone 
The  skies,  with  lightnings  awful  as  their  own. 

Till  blackening  ashes  and  the  lonely  wall 
Usurp'd  the  Muse's  realm,  and  mark'd  her  tall ; 

Say — shall  this  new,  nor  le<is  aspiring  pile, 

R^'d  where  once  rose  the  mightiest  in  <mr  Ldc. 

< Know  the  same  favour  which  the  former  knew, 

’ A shrine  for  Sbakspeare  — worthy  him  and  yow  9 

Yes— It  shall  be— >the  magic  of  that  name 
Defies  the  scythe  of  time,  the  torch  of  flame ; 

, On  the  same  s(»ot  still  consecrates  the  scene. 

And  bids  the  Drama  U where  she  hath  been  : 

This  fabric's  birth  attest*  the  potent  spell  — 

Indulge  our  honest  pride,  and  say,  ffoie  tteJU 

As  soars  this  fane  to  emulate  the  last. 

Oh ! might  we  dnw  our  omens  from  the 
Some  hour  propitious  to  our  prayers  may  boast 
Names  such  as  hallow  still  the  dome  we  lost. 

On  Drury  first  your  Sidduns*  thrilling  art 
O’erwhelm'd  the  gentlest,  storm'd  the  sternest  heart. 
On  Drury,  Garrick's  hitevt  laurels  grew ; 

Here  your  last  tears  retiring  Roscius  drew, 

. Sigh'd  his  last  thanks,  and  wept  his  last  adieu : 

I But  still  for  living  wit  the  wreaths  may  bloom. 

That  ocUy  waste  their  odours  o'er  the  tomb. 

I Such  Drury  claim'd  and  claims — nor  you  refuse 
I One  tribute  to  revive  his  slumbering  muse  ; 

' With  garlands  deck  your  own  Menander’s  bead, 

I,  Vor  board  your  honours  Idly  for  the  dead. 

Dear  are  the  days  which  made  our  annals  bright. 
Ere  Garrick  fled,  or  Brinsley*  ceasc<l  to  write. 

I Heirs  to  their  labour*,  like  all  high-tiom  heirs, 

I Vain  of  our  ancestry  as  Uuy  of  Meirs  ; 

I >VhUe  thus  Remembrance  borrows  Banquo's  glass 
I To  claim  the  sceptred  shadows  as  they  iiasa, 

I And  we  the  mirror  bold,  where  imaged  shine 
t Immortal  names,  emblaion'd  on  our  line. 


Pause — ere  their  feebler  offspring  you  condemn, 

Iteflect  how  hard  the  task  to  rival  them  I |j 

Friends  of  the  stage ! to  whom  both  Players  and  Plays  ! ! 
Must  sue  alike  for  i>ardon  or  for  praise,  j| 

NMiuse  Judging  voice  and  eye  alone  direct  !! 

The  boundless  power  to  cherish  or  reject ; |i 

If  e'er  frivolity  has  led  to  fame,  || 

And  made  us  blush  that  you  forbore  to  blame  ; ' 

If  e'er  the  sinking  stage  could  condescend  [ 

To  soothe  the  sickly  taste  It  ilarc  nut  mend. 

All  past  reproach  may  present  scenes  refute,  (■ 

And  censure,  wisely  loud,  be  justly  mute  1 ^ < 

Oh  1 since  your  flat  stamp*  the  Drama's  laws  | 

Forbear  to  mock  us  with  misplaced  applause ; { 

So  pride  9hall  doubly  nerve  the  actor's  powers. 

And  reason's  voice  be  echo'd  back  by  ours  I 

This  gmaing  o’er,  the  ancient  nilc  obey'd. 

The  Drama's  homage  by  her  her.dd  {uiid, 

Receive  our  welcome  too,  whose  every  tone 
Springs  from  our  hearts,  and  fain  would  win  your  own. 
The  curtain  rises — may  our  stage  unfold 
Scenes  not  unworthy  Drury's  days  of  old! 

Britons  our  judges,  Nature  fur  our  guide. 

Still  may  ire  please — long,  long  may  you  preside  ! * 


PARENTHETICAL  ADDRESS*  i! 

DY  OH.  FLACUHY,  {* 

Ha(f  stoien,  with  arknovlralgmnits.  to  be  ipoken  in  an  ln«  i 
articulate  voice  by  Master  !*.  at  the  openini:  nf  the  next 
new  theatre.  Stolen  parts  marked  with  the  Inverted  , 
cemmas  of  quotation  — thus'*—.’*.  | 

**  Wh*k  energising  objects  men  pursue,"  j! 

Then  Lord  knows  what  U writ  by  Lord  knows  who.  ’ 
**  A modest  monologue  you  here  survey," 

Hiss'd  from  the  theatre  the  other  day,” 

As  If  Sir  Fretful  wrote  **  the  slumberous''  verse. 

And  gave  his  son  **  the  rubbbh”  to  rehearse. 

**  Yet  at  the  thing  you'd  never  be  amazed," 

Knew  you  the  rumpus  which  the  author  nd*ed  ; 

**  Nor  even  here  your  smiles  would  be  represt," 

Knew  you  these  lines  — the  badness  of  the  best.  . 

“ Flame ! fire  I and  flame  1 1"  (words  borrow'd  from  1 
Lucretius, ) . I 

Dread  metaphors  which  open  wounds  " like  Issues  t ' 


dJlRruky,  prevailed  on  I.ord  Brmn  tn  write  these  vencs  — 
**  at  tim  rUa,”  aa  be  said,  ’*  of  oOendlna  a humlred  fcriUdert 
and  a dUcernlng  public. ” The  admirable  Jem  fexprtt  uf 
tho  Mosars.  Smuh  will  long  presenra  the  memory  of  the 
**  Kejected  AddreMes.”} 

I ("  Uy  the  bye,  the  best  view  of  the  uid  Are  (which  I 
myielf  saw  hrotn  a housetop  in  Covent  Canlm)  was  at 
Uestmlnster  Uridfr,  nroro  the  reflecUoa  of  the  Thames."  — 
Lord  Bprow  to  HoUamt.} 

* (Orlfinally,  **  Krefiarrtck  died,"  Ac.—**  Uy  the  bye,  otw 
of  my  correctsnns  In  the  copy  scut  yesterday  has  dlvM  hiuj 
the  li^hos  some  sixty  — 

’ Ulieti  Garrkk  died,  and  Brlnslry  ceased  to  write.* 
r ntWng  to  lior  is  a much  more  serious  roocem,  and  ought  not 
to  be  rtrsl.  Second  Uumiehu  In  every  thing  are  be«t  t but,  hi 
rhyror,  third  and  fourth  don’t  rnme  amiss.  I always  scrawl 
in  this  way.  and  smooth  as  fast  a*  1 ran.  but  never  su0. 
cientiy ; and.  latterly,  I ran  weave  a nitur>Une  sUnsa  faster 
than  a couplet,  fur  whirh  mra«iire  I have  not  the  cun> 
Ding.  NNlKni  t began  * Childe  1 iarold,’  I had  never  Iriwi 
Spmser'i  mmiure.  and  now  I rantioC  scribble  In  any  other.*’ 
— Lord  Byron  to  Lord  UoUoud.^ 

> [TIm  fcdlowing  lines  were  omitted  by  the  Commllteet— 
•*  Nay.  lower  still,  the  Drama  yet  d*T>lf>res 
Tfa^  late  she  deiitn'd  to  crawl  unon  alt.foiirs. 

When  Kichard  roars  In  UoswoTih  for  a hewse. 

If  you  command,  the  steed  most  come  In  courae. 


Ifreu  decree,  the  stage  must  condescend 
To  tooihe  the  sickly  tute  we  dare  uol  mend. 
lUamc  not  our  Judgment  should  we  acquiesce. 

And  gr.-itlfy  you  more  by  showing  less. 

The  |«ast  rrprtMwh  let  present  scenes  refute. 

Nor  sidft  from  man  to  bApe.  from  babe  to  brute." 

**  1s  \V7dt>iread.’*  said  Iwird  Dvron,  *'  determined  to  castrate 
all  my  rartth-y  lines  ? I do  implore,  for  my  enra  ftracificatlon, 
one  bolt  on  those  accursed  quadru|>cds— * a ioug  shot,  hlr 
Lucius,  if  you  love  me.’ 

* f"  Soon  after  the  * Rejected  Addresses’  scene  in  1M2,  I 
met  Sheridan.  In  the  course  of  dinner,  he  saUl.  * Lord  Hy> 
ran.  did  you  know  that  amongst  the  writers  of  a>ldrt-sses  was 
^Vhithrea<l  htmsclfl*  I nnswered  by  an  Inquiry  uf  ab.!! 
sort  uf  an  address  he  had  made.  * Of  that,'  replied  she> 
rkian,  ‘ I remernWr  little,  except  tlut  there  was  a pharmr 
in  it.'  — ’ A phamSxt  1 ^Vrll.  how  did  he  dcscritic  It?'- 
* Like  a ptmUerer,'  aoswered  Shrrhiaii:  * it  was  {rreen.  and 
yellow,  and  red,  and  blue:  hr  did  not  lot  us  oil  fur  a singW 
feather.*  "—  Byron  Letteri.  1*21.] 

^ [Among  the  addresses  sent  In  to  the  Dnirr  Ijinr  Cora*  ! 
mittee  was  one  by  Dr.  liusbv.  entitled  "A  Monologue,"  of 
which  the  above  is  a parody,  ^t  la’KZb  as  follows  : — 

" VS’hen  energising  olijects  men  pursue. 

What  are  the  prudtfdes  they  cannot  do  ? 

A ms^  edifice  srou  hero  survey, 

Shot  from  the  ruins  of  the  other  day,"  Ac.] 
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**  Anti  slccpioj;  pang.4  awake* — and  — but  away’* 
(Confound  inc  if  I know  what  next  to  say). 

“ Lo  Hope  reviving  rcs^pands  her  wiuga," 

Ami  Master  G — recite*  what  Doctor  Busljy  sings ! — 
♦*  If  mighty  things  with  small  we  may  comi>are,*' 
(Translated  frt>m  the  pranunnr  for  the  fair!) 
Pnimatic  “ spirit  drives  a conquering  car,** 

And  bum’d.poor  M<hcow  like  a tub  of  **  tar.” 

**  This  spirit  Wellington  has  shown  in  Spain," 

To  furnUh  melodrames  for  Drury  Lane. 

**  Another  Jitarlborough  points  to  Blenheim’s  story," 
And  George  and  I will  dramatise  It  for  ye. 


r 


REMEMBER  THEE  I REMEMBER  THEE  I 

REMrMBKR  thee!  remember  thee! 

Till  Lethe  quench  life's  burning  stream 
Renjorye  and  shame  shall  cling  to  thee. 

And  haunt  thee  like  a feverish  dream ! 

Remember  thee ! Ay,  doubt  It  not. 

Thy  husband'  too  shall  think  of  thee : 

By  neither  shall  thou  !>e  forgot. 

Thou  faUe  to  him,  thou  jiead  to  me ! s 


1812.  ! 

— I. 


“ In  arts  and  sciences  our  Isle  bath  shone"  ; 

i (TbU  deep  discovery  is  mine  alone).  j 

I ” Oh  BritLh  poe>y,  whusi*  powers  inspire"  ' 

! My  verse — or  I‘m  a fo<d — and  Fume's  a liar, 
i’  •*  'fhee  we  invoke,  your  sister  arts  implore"  I 

I With  “smiles," and  ••lyres,” and  “pencils," and  much  \ 
more.  ' 

These,  if  we  win  the  Graces,  too,  we  gain 
Diegro£€$t  too  I “ inseparable  train  I " [Cupid " j 
“ Three  who  have  stolen  their  witching  airs  from  • 
(You  all  know  what  I mean,  unless  you  ‘re  stupid) : 

I “ Ilannouious  throng"  that  I have  kept  in  (tettu, 

Xow  to  produce  In  a “ dl^ine  I ! 

I *•  While  Poesy,"  with  these  delightful  doxii*s 
“ Sustains  her  part”  In  all  the  “ upper"  boxes ! 

“ Thus  lifted  gloriously,  you  11  scar  along," 

Bi>me  in  the  vast  balloou  of  Busby’s  song ; 

“ Shine  in  ymir  farce,  masque,  scenery,  and  play" 

I (For  this  last  line  George  had  a holiday), 
j “ Old  Drury  never,  never  soar’d  so  high," 
j ^ So  say*  the  manager,  and  so  say  I. 

“ But  hold,  you  say,  this  sdf-coji»plac«it  bo.*LSt ; " i 
L this  the  poem  which  the  public  lost  ? [pride  ; " j 
••  True — true — that  lowers  at  once  our  mourning  j 
jj  But  lo  !~the  {>apm  print  what  you  deride- 
j,  “ Tis  ours  to  look  on  you — you  hold  the  priie," 
j ' *T  is  tu’tntg  guinrag,  as  they  advertise  ! 
j “A  double  blessing  your  reward*  impart"-— 

I wi>h  I hail  them,  Uien,  with  all  my  heart. 

! “ Our  twofoUl  feeling  otcM  its  twofold  cause," 
j Why  son  and  I both  heft  for  your  applause. 

I “ WTien  in  your  fostering  beams  you  bid  u*  live," 

I My  next  subscripUoti  list  shall  say  bow  much  you  give ! 

I October.  1S12. 


I VERSES  FOUND  IN  A SUMMER  HOUSE  AT  - 
, HALES-OWEN.  » j 

Wfirx  Drjiien’*  iboU  *•  unknowing  what  he  soucht,"  j 
lli«  hour*  In  whistling  spent,  “ for  want  of  thought,"  3 [ 
This  guiltless  oaf  his  vacancy  of  sense 
1-  Supplied,  and  amply  too,  by  innocence; 

Did  modem  swains,  possess'd  of  CjTnon’s  powers,  I 

In  Cyraon’s  manner  wsistc  their  leisure  hours,  [ 

Th*  offended  guests  would  not,  with  blushing,  see  \ 
These  fair  green  walks  disgrace*!  by  infamy.  J 

Severe  the  fate  of  modem  fools,  a\ks ! 

I M'hen  vice  and  folly  mark  them  os  they  pass. 

I Like  noxious  reptil<M  o'er  the  whiten'd  wall. 

J The  filth  they  leave  still  points  out  where  they  crawl. 


TO  TIME.  1 

Time!  on  whose  arbitrary  wing  ' 

The  varying  hours  must  flag  or  fly,  [ 

^^'h^»e  tardy  winter,  Iktting  spring,  ! 

But  drag  or  drive  us  on  to  ^e—  | 

Hail  thou!  who  on  my  birth  bc^tow’d  j 

Those  boons  to  all  that  know  thee  known  ; | 

Yet  better  I sustain  thy  load. 

For  now  I In-ar  the  weight  alone.  j 

1 would  not  one  fond  heut  should  share  j 

The  bitter  tnoiDcnL*  thou  bast  given ; j 

And  pardon  thee,  since  thou  could'>t  spare 

All  that  I loved,  to  peace  or  heaven.  j 

To  them  be  joy  or  rest,  on  me  - 

Thy  future  Ills  shall  press  in  vain  : j! 

I nothing  owe  but  years  to  thee.  u 

A debt  already  paid  In  jwdn.  ■ 

Yet  even  that  poln  was  some  relief;  I 

It  frit,  but  *tin  forgot  thy  power:  j 

The  active  agony  of  grief 

Retards,  but  never  counts  the  hour.  ■] 

l! 

In  joy  I've  sigh’d  to  think  thy  flight  I 

Would  soon  subside  from  swift  to  slow; 

Thy  clouil  could  overcast  the  light,  . 

i But  could  not  add  a night  to  woe ; 

For  then,  however  drear  and  dark. 

My  soul  wa*  suited  to  thy  sky ; ’ 

One  star  alone  shot  fljrth  a spark  ! 

To  pmve  thee  — not  Eternity.  jj 

That  beam  hath  sunk,  and  now  thou  art  I 

A blank ; a thing  to  count  and  curse,  I 

Through  esich  dull  tedious  trifling  part,  | 

WTilch  all  regret,  yet  all  rehearse.  ! 

One  scene  even  thou  canst  not  deform ; ^ 

The  limit  of  thy  sloth  or  speed  | 

When  future  wanderers  bear  the  stomi  ! 

'\*hich  we  shall  sleep  too  sound  lo  heed : 

And  I can  smile  to  think  how  weak 
Thine  efforts  shortly  shall  be  shown,  * 

V^Ticn  all  the  vengeance  thoti  canst  wreak  ' 

Mufit  fall  ui>on  — a nameless  stone.  ' 


’ (In  Warwickshire.)  ’ (See  C>Taon  and  Iphigenia.) 
* [“  The  tequel  of  a temporary  formeit  l*y  Lord 

Byron  duHne  hi*  fnv  iMit  brief  career  in  London,  occasioned 
the  comnositton  of  tbit  Impromptu.  On  the  cessation  th« 
cormeeUon.  the  fair  one,  actuated  bjr  j^oiuy,  colled  one 


morning  at  her  quondam  lover’s  anortmenu.  Hit  Lordsb 

was  from  h^e  ; but  finding  • rai^k ' on  th*?  table,  the  !« 
wrrte  In  the  Am!  page  of  the  volume  the  words  ‘ RetnemK 
me  I Bjrron  immiyliatrlr  wrote  under  the  otolnous  * anm 
these  two  stanzas.”— SIsuwiK.j 
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TKANSLATIOX  OF  A KOJIAIC  LOVE  SONG: 

Ah  I L>ve  was  nfver  yet  without 
j The  panif,  the  agony,  the  tiouht, 

Which  rends  my  he;u1:  with  ceaseless  figh, 

! While  day  and  night  roll  darkUriK  liy. 

Ij  Without  one  friend  to  hear  my  woi'. 

|!  I fijnt,  I die  beneath  the  hh)W. 

I That  Love  had  arrows,  well  I knew ; 

Alas  • I ttnd  them  poisou’d  too. 

• Birds,  yet  In  freedom,  shun  the  net 

Which  Ix»vo  ;LTOtind  yotir  haunts  hath  set ; 

1 Or,  circled  by  his  fatal  fire, 

I Your  heart*  shall  bum,  yoiu'  hopes  expire. 

A bird  of  free  and  carclcK  wing 
I Was  L through  many  a smilinit  spring ; 

^ But  caught  within  the  subtle  snare 
1 bum,  and  feebly  flutter  there. 

^Vho  ne’er  have  loved,  and  loved  in  vain, 

I Can  Tu  ither  feel  nor  pity  pain, 

The  c(dd  repulse,  the  ICK)k  a>kar.cc, 

I The  lightning  of  Love’s  angr>'  glance. 

In  flattering  dreams  I deemM  thco  mine ; 

Now  hope,  and  he  who  hoped,  decline; 

Like  mcltliig  wja,  or  witlicring  flower,  I 

I I feel  my  passion,  and  thy  i>ovrcr. 

1 My  light  of  life ! ah,  tell  me  why 
I That  pouting  lip,  and  alter’d  eye  ? 

I My  bird  of  love ! my  beauteous  mate  ! 

j And  art  thou  chan, -red,  .'ind  caivst  thou  hate  ? 

[ Mine  eyes  like  wintry  streams  o'erflow; 

ViTiat  wretch  with  me  would  l»arter  woe? 


To  dream  of  joy  and  wake  to  s<»rrow  t 

Is  doom'd  to  ail  who  love  or  live ; 1 1 

And  if,  when  conscious  on  the  ntorrow,  ^ ! 

We  scarce  our  fancy  can  forgive,  | 

That  cheated  us  in  slumber  only.  j 

Tu  leave  the  waking  wml  more  lonely,  I 

l| 

What  must  they  feel  whom  no  false  visioti,  I 

But  truest,  tenderest  p.as«ion  warm’d  ? j '■ 

Sincen-,  but  swift  in  wd  transition  ; I ' 

As  if  a dream  alone  had  charm'd  ? 1 1 

Ah  i sure  such  grief  is  fancy’s  scheming.  \ ! 

And  all  thy  change  can  be  but  dreaming  ! |j 


• ON  BEING  ASKED  WHAT  WAS  THE  « ORIGIN 
OF  LOVE.” 

The  “ Origin  of  Love  !” — Ah,  why 
That  cruel  question  a*k  of  me, 

\\Ticn  thou  may’st  read  in  many  an  eye 
He  starts  to  life  on  M>eing  thee? 

And  shouldo't  thou  seek  his  ent!- to  know: 

My  heart  forcl»Hl«»,  my  fears  foresee, 

He  11  linger  long  in  silent  woe  ; 

But  live  — until  I cease  to  be. 


REMEMBER  HIM,  WHOM  PASSION’S  POWER.  '• 

RxMEKSKa  him  whom  passion’s  power  j 

Si-verely,  deeply,  vainly  proved ; I 

Remember  thou  that  damrerous  hour  I 

MTicn  neither  fell,  though  both  were  loved.  | 


My  bird!  relent;  one  note  could  give 
‘ A chann  to  bitl  thy  lover  live. 

* My  curdling  hlootl,  my  mmM’nlng  brain, 
j In  silent  anguLh  I sustain ; 

And  still  thy  he.irt,  without  partaking 
Oue  pang,  exults— while  mine  I*  brcaltin;:. 

Ij  Pour  me  the  poison ; fear  not  thou  I 
I Thou  canst  not  murder  more  than  now : 

I’ve  lived  to  curse  my  natal  day, 

And  Ixjve,  that  thus  can  lingering  sby. 

j'  My  wounded  soul,  ray  blmling  hrea-'t, 
patience  preach  thee  Into  rc»t? 

Ala* ! too  Ute,  I dearly  know 
That  joy  Is  harbinger  of  woe. 

1 

i THOU  ART  NOT  FALSF..  BUT  THOU  ART 
FICKLE. 

/ Thou  art  not  false,  but  thou  art  fickle, 

1 1 To  tliose  th}'self  so  fondly  sought  \ 

'I  Tile  tears  that  thou  hast  forced  to  trickle 
jl  Are  doubly  bitter  from  that  thought : 
j Tis  thU  which  break*  the  heart  thou  grievest, 

I Too  well  thou  lov’st — too  soon  thou  leavest. 

.|  The  wholly  false  the  heart  despises, 

1 1 And  spurns  deceiver  and  deceit ; 

, But  she  who  not  a thought  disguises, 

I . Whose  love  1*  a*  sincere  ^ sweet,  — 

I j When  she  can  change  who  loved  so  truly, 

I It  feels  what  mine  has  felt  so  newly. 


Th.at  yielding  breast,  that  melting  eye,  \ 

T(X)  much  Inviteil  to  be  hU-ss’d : I 

That  gentle  prayer,  that  pleading  sigh,  I 

The  wilder  wish  reproved,  repress'd. 

Oh ! let  me  feel  that  all  I lost 
But  saved  thee  all  that  conscience  fears  ; 

And  blush  for  every  pang  it  cost 
To  spare  the  vain  re  morse  of  years. 

Yet  think  of  this  when-  many  a tongue, 

Whn».  Inivy  accent*  whisper  blame. 

Would  do  the  heart  that  loved  thee  wrong.  | 

And  brand  a nearly  blighted  name.  ! 

Think  that,  whate'er  to  others,  thou  ji 

Hast  seen  each  selflfh  thought  suMued : 

I blew  thy  purer  soul  even  now,  j> 

Even  now,  in  midnight  solitude.  1 


Ob,  Go(l ! that  we  had  met  In  time. 

Our  heart*  as  fond,  thy  hand  more  free ; 
When  thou  hailst  loved  without  a crime. 
And  I been  less  unworthy  thee  I 


Far  may  thy  days  as  heretofore. 

From  this  our  gaiuly  world  be  past ! 
And  that  too  bitter  inomi'ut  o’er. 

Oh ! may  such  trial  be  thy  last. 


This  heart,  alas ! perverted  long. 

Itself  destroy’d  might  there  ttestroy ; 

To  meet  thee  in  the  glittering  throng, 
M'ould  wake  Presumption**  hope  of  joy. 
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Then  to  the  whose  bliss  or  woe, 

Like  mine,  is  wild  &nd  worthless  all. 

That  world  reai^ — such  scenes  fore^, 
^V'here  those  who  feci  must  surely  fall. 

Thy  youth,  thy  charms,  thy  tenderness, 

Thy  soul  from  Ion?  seclusion  pure  ; 

From  what  even  here  hath  jioss’d,  may  i^ess 
What  there  thy  bosom  must  endure. 

Oh ! pardon  that  imploring  tear. 

Since  not  by  Virtue  shed  in  vain. 

My  frenjy  dn*w  from  eyes  so  dear ; 

For  me  they  shall  nut  w'evp  again. 

Though  long  and  mournful  must  it  be. 

The  thought  that  we  no  more  may  meet ; 
Yet  I deserve  the  stem  decree. 

And  almost  deem  the  sentence  sweet. 

SllU,  hart  I loved  thee  less,  my  heart 
Had  then  less  sacriheed  to  ihinc ; 

It  felt  not  half  so  much  to  lurt, 

As  if  its  guilt  hod  in;uic  thee  mine. 


And,  were  It  lawfully  thine  own. 

Does  Rogers  want  it  most,  or  thou  ? 

Keep  to  thyself  thy  wither’d  bough. 

Or  send  It  back  to  Doctor  Donne : 

Were  justice  done  to  both.  I trow, 

He’d  have  but  little,  and  thou^none. 

**  TTim  thus  to  form  ApoUo't  cTOirn,” 
A crown  1 why,  twist  It  how  you  will, 

Thy  chaplet  must  be  foolscap  still. 

When  next  you  \isit  Delphi’s  town, 

Inquire  amongst  your  fcllow-lodgent. 

They  ’ll  tell  you  Pheebus  gave  his  crown. 

Some  years  before  j'our  birth,  to  Rogers. 

**  Let  every  other  briny  hit  o*c«.” 

When  coals  to  Newcastle  are  carried, 

And  owls  sent  to  Athens,  as  wonders. 

From  his  spouse  when  the  Regent's  unmarried. 
Or  Liverpool  weeps  o'er  hU  blunders  j 
When  Tories  and  W'higs  cease  to  qtianrl, 

"’hen  Casticreagh’s  wife  has  an  heir, 

Then  Ibigers  shall  ask  us  for  laurel. 

And  thou  Shalt  have  plenty  to  spare. 


OS  LORD  THURLOW’S  POEMS.  * 

Whin  Thurlow  this  damn'd  non^euiK  sent 
(I  hope  I am  not  violent), 

Nor  men  nor  gods  knew  what  he  meant. 

And  since  not  ev’n  our  Rogers*  praise 
To  common  sense  bis  thoughts  could  raise  — 
"Tiy  would  they  let  him  print  hh  lays  ? 


To  me,  divine  Apollo,  grant — O ! 
Hcmillda's  first  and  second  canto, 

I'm  fitting  up  a new  portmanteau ; 

And  thus  to  furnish  decent  lining, 

My  own  and  others’  bays  I'm  twining 
So,  gentle  Thurlow,  throw  me  thine  in. 


TO  LORD  THURLOW. 

• I lay  my  branch  of  laurel  down. 
Then  tnus  to  form  Apollo's  crown 


Let  every  other  brfnsr  hts  own. 

Aord  Tiuriow’t  I 


jAfrd  Tkmriow't  limes  to  Idr.  Jlogcrs. 
**  I lay  my  Inxttch  of  laurel  down." 
Thod  **  lay  thy  branch  of  laurel  dowm  I " 

"*hy,  what  tbou’st  stole  Is  not  enow  ; 

Among  th©  many  gay  hours  we  Rusod  togethpr  In  the 
n«  of  |Hl3,  I remember  particularly  the  wild  fli»w  of  hts 


I TO  THO.MAS  MOORE. 

WaiVTSN  TUB  KVCKtSC  BBTOaB  HIS  VISIT  TO  MR.  LCIC.n  Kr?<T 
j IN  MoasCMUNGBR.LANB  C*OL,  MAY  19,  1813. 

I Oil  you.  who  In  all  naniM  can  tickle  the  town, 

I Anacreon,  Tom  Little,  Tom  .Moore,  or  Tom  Brown, 

For  hang  me  if  I know  of  which  you  may  most  brag. 
Your  Quarto  two-poumls,  or  your  Twolpcnny  Port 
Bag; 

• • • . . 

But  now  to  my  letter — to  yowr.  'tla  an  answer— 
To-morrow  be  with  me.  ns  soon  as  you  cun,  sir. 

All  ready  and  dress’d  fiar  nrctceedlng  to  syungc  on 

(Acconiing  to  compart)  the  wit  In  the  dungeon 

Pray  Phn-bus  at  length  our  jiolitlcal  malice 
, May  not  get  us  lodgings  within  the  s.-unc  palace  ! 
j I supinisc  that  to-night  you’re  engaged  with  some 
I codgers, 

\ Ami  for  Sotheby’s  Blues  have  dcscrtwl  Sam  Rogers ; 

; And  I,  though  with  cold  I have  ncarlv  my  death  got, 

• Must  put  on  my  breeches,  and  wait  onthe  Hcathcote; 

But  to-morrow,  at  four,  we  will  both  pinv  the  .Scnim, 

! And  you’U  be  Catullus,  the  Regent  Mamurra. « 

I [Firtt  pubUtheil.  IB30.J 


II  Bprinff  of  |Hl3,  I remember  pArtlcularly  the  wild  fli>w  of  hi* 
spirit!  one  cviminjr.  when  we  iMd  iwrompanled  Mr-  Boawrs 
homo  frenn  some  early  n»»eml«ly.  It  hanpe-nod  ihat  tiur  hn*t 
I hail  just  reeelred  aprcsoDtatlou  cnpyol  a volume  of  poemi, 


wrillen  professedly  vn  ImlUlloii  of  the  old  Knglish  writers,  I 
I and  couUining,  like  many  of  these  m<tdeU,  a deal  that 
[ I was  slrlklnc  and  Iseautiful.  mUod  up  with  much  that  was  tri- 
j ^ fllne.  fantastk:,  and  al»iird.  In  vain  did  Mr.  Uoxers.  in  justice 
to  the  author,  ende.'ivour  to  direct  our  attention  to  si»mc  of 
1 ^ the  beauties  of  the  work.  In  this  sort  of  hunt  thmuRh  the 
, Volume,  we  at  length  lixhted  on  the  discovery  that  our  host. 
In  addition  to  bis  sincere  aiiprcthatlon  of  some  of  its  contents,  . 
Ii.ul  also  the  motive  of  icratitiwlr  for  standing  hy  lu  author,  as  ' 
one  of  thefanoms  wa*  a warm  and.  I nee«l  tint  add,  w«*IJ-  I 
ilrscrvetl  paitegyric  on  hlmwlf.  The  o|M»nlng  line  of  the 
r<>em  was,  a«  well  a*  I can  recollect,  • When  lUvgrrs  o'er  this 
I lahuurU-nt:*  and  l.ord  Hynm  imdertiMik  tn  ivaii  It  aJotnl 
but  he  found  U Impossible  to  fcl  beyuitd  the  first  two  wurua  j 


Our  Uuphtcr  h^  now  Increased  to  such  a pilch  that  nothlog 
could  restrain  It.  Two  or  three  Uincs  he  b^an : but  no 
Rogers’  Mssed  his  Hpi.  than 
Mr.Rmrrrs  himself,  with 
all  bis  r«ling  of  our  Injustice,  found  It  impos.ible  not  to  join 
us.  A dar  or  two  after.  Lord  Itvp/>n  ■..ns  ik- 


M,.  oi  our  uijusure.  iminu  It  Impos.ible  not  to  join 

us.  A day  or  two  after.  Lord  Byron  sent  me  the  followln* : — 
Mr  dimr  Mmre.  • W hen  Rogers  • must  not  »oc  the  oiidosod. 
w’ltirh  I send  for  your  perusai. ' Mtmac.] 


understand  the  fall  farce  of 
this  sccmklous  h.simiatioR  Is  referred  to  Muretus’s  notes  on 
a ec  ebraled  poem  of  Catullus,  entitled  In  iWtarem ; hut 
» Mvagely  scornful  abuse  of  the  favourite 

I “ 9'-^?  l'«'tcsl  viderc  ? quis  r>otcsl  patl. 

N isl  inipudU  u*  pt  vora*  et  hHlun  ? 

M.’unnrrain  halierc  qnoi!  coinnU  Gallia 
UatK-lMt  uikctum,  «t  ultima  BritajitUa  > ” ire. 
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IMPROMPTU,  IN  REPLY  TO  A FRIEND. 

Whkk,  from  the  heart  where  Sorrow  sits, 

Her  dusky  shadow  mounts  ttm  high, 

And  o’er  the  changing  aspect  flits. 

And  clouds  the  brow,  or  Alls  the  eye ; 

Heed  not  that  gloom,  which  soon  shall  sink  : 
My  tboughU  their  dungeon  know  too  well ; 
Back  to  my  breast  the  wanderen  shrink. 

And  droop  within  their  silent  cell.^ 

September,  1813. 


SONNET,  TO  GENEVRA. 

Thihx  eyes’  blue  tenderness,  thy  long  fair  hair, 

And  the  wan  lustre  of  thy  features— caught 
From  contemplation  — where  serenely  wnmght, 
Seems  Sorrow's  softness  charm’d  from  Its  despair  — 
Have  thrown  such  speaking  sadness  In  thine  air. 
That  — but  I know  thy  blessed  Isrsom  fraught 
With  mines  of  unalloy'd  and  etainless  thought  — 

I should  have  deem'd  thee  doom’d  to  earthly  care. 
With  such  an  aspect,  by  his  colours  blent, 

When  from  his  beauty-breathing  pencil  bom, 
(Except  that  thou  ba^t  nothing  to  repent) 

The  Magdalen  of  Guido  saw  the  mom  — 

Such  seem'st  thou  — but  how  much  more  exeelleut ! 
With  nought  Remorse  can  claim  — nor  Virtue  sconi. 

December  17,  1813.^ 


FROM  THE  POUTDtiUESE. 

**TU  Ul  CIUMAS." 

Ix  nuimmts  to  delight  dcvotwl, 

“ My  life  : ” with  tenderest  tone,  you  cry ; 
Dear  words  J on  which  my  htnirt  had  doted. 

If  youth  could  neither  fade  nor  die. 

To  death  even  hours  like  these  must  roll, 

Ah  ! then  ivpeat  those  accents  never  ; 

Or  change  “ my  life  I ” into  **  my  soul  \ " 
Which,  like  my  love,  exists  for  ever. 

AxoTiir.a  Txasiox. 

Yoo  call  me  still  your  Oh  ! change  the  word  — 
Life  is  as  transient  as  the  Inconstant  sigh  : 

Say  rather  I 'm  your  soul ; more  just  that  name. 

For,  like  the  soul,  my  love  can  never  die. 


SONNET,  TO  THE  SAME. 

Tut  cheek  is  pale  with  thought,  but  not  from 
And  yet  so  lovely,  that  if  Mirth  could  flu^h 
Its  rose  of  whitened  with  the  brightert  bluih, 
My  heart  would  wish  away  th.it  ruder  glow  ; 

And  daisle  not  thy  deep- bine  e>es  — but,  oh.' 
While  gaaing  on  them  sterner  eyes  will  gush. 
And  Into  mine  my  mother's  weakness  ru«»h. 

Soft  as  the  last  drops  round  heaven's  aiiy  bow. 

For,  through  thy  long  dark  lashes  low  <kpending. 
The  soul  of  melancholy  Gcnllenew 
Gleams  like  a seraph  from  the  sky  descending, 
Above  all  pain,  yet  pitying  all  dbtress ; 

At  once  such  msgesty  with  sweetness  blending, 

I worship  more,  but  cannot  love  thee  less. 

December  17,  1813. 


• [These  Tenet  are  said  to  hare  dropped  from  the  Poet’s 
pen,  to  excuse  a transiinst  expression  of  meUnrholy  which 
I orerclouded  the  irrneral  Baietjr.  It  was  hnposdMi*  to  oiHcno 
1 his  ioterestiDg  ttiUTKcnniiee,  exprestire  of  a (Ujcctlon  Ik'- 
kmalng  tiHtber  tn  hU  rank,  bis  tore,  t»or  his  suerrss,  without 
freUag  an  Indefinable  curiosil}-  to  ascertain  whether  it  had  a 
deeper  cause  than  haidt  or  constitutional  temp<'r.vm>>nt.  It 
was  obrlously  of  a decree  incalculably  more  serious  than  that 
alluded  to  by  Prince  Arthur— 

— .*t  rrmemher  when  I was  tn  France 
Young  irentiemen  would  be  os  sad  as  nif  ht. 

Only  for  wantooness.’ 

But,  howsoever  derlve»l,  this,  joined  to  Lord  Byron's  air  of 
mirtfriing  in  amusements  and  t{*orts  as  if  l>e  contemned  them, 
and  felt  that  his  sphere  was  far  above  the  frivolous  crowd 
which  siimmuded  him.  gave  a strong  eftet  of  colouring  to  a 


THE  DEVIL'S  DRIVE  ; 

AX  UXriXISUKS  aHAr$ODT.3 

Tmx  Devil  return’d  to  bell  by  two, 

And  he  stay’d  at  home  till  five ; 

When  be  dined  on  some  homicides  done  in  ragout^ 

And  a rcl>cl  or  so  In  an  Irith  stew, 

And  A;m»agcs  made  of  a self-slain  Jew  — 

And  bethought  himself  what  next  to  do, 

“ And,"  quoth  he,  “ I ’ll  take  a drive. 

I walk’d  In  the  morning,  ni  ride  to-night ; 

In  darkness  my  children  take  most  delight. 

And  I’il  see  how  my  favourites  thrive. 

*'  And  what  shall  I ride  in  ?*'  quoth  Lucifer  then  — 

“ If  I follow'd  my  taste,  Indeed, 

I should  mount  in  a waggon  of  wounded  men, 

And  smile  to  see  them  bleed. 

But  these  will  lie  fumi'^h’d  again  and  again. 

And  at  present  my  puri>ose  b speed  j 
To  see  my  manor  as  much  as  I may, 

.\nd  watch  that  no  souls  shall  l»e  poach'd  away. 

*•  I have  a state-crw'h  at  Carlton  House, 

A chariot  In  Sej-raour  PLoce ; 

But  they  're  lent  to  two  friends,  who  make  me  amends, 
By  driving  my  favourite  imee : 

And  they  handle  their  reins  with  such  a grace, 

1 have  something  for  both  at  the  end  of  their  race. 

*•  So  now  for  the  earth  to  take  my  chance;" 

Then  up  to  the  earth  sprung  he  ; 

.Vnd  making  a Jump  from  Moscow  to  France, 

He  stepp’d  across  the  sea, 

And  rested  his  hoof  on  a turnpike  road, 

No  very  great  way  from  a bishop's  abode. 

rh»ra/*t''r  whoio  tints  were  otherwba  roRumUc  — Sir  Wal- 
Tin  Si  nrr.j 

* ["  lleddt)  i^me  luUan.  and  wrote  two  lonnrts.  I nerer 
wrote  but  one  toiii>rt  before,  ami  that  wu  not  in  earnest,  and 
many  years  ago,  as  on  exercise  — and  1 will  never  wriro  | 
Htiolner.  They  ore  the  most  puling,  pvtrifytug,  stupidly  pla> 
Ionic  compositions.”  — i^yrrofi  liiarg,  18)3. J 
R [**  I have  litclr  written  a wild,  rAmbling,  unfinished  rhap- 
sody, cAlled  ’ The  DcTii's  Drive,'  the  notion  of  which  1 took 
from  Porton’s  * Devirs  Walk.’”  — Dfarjr,  ItUi  “Of 
this  strange,  wild  poem.”  says  Moore,  “the  only  ropy  that 
llyriwi,  I lielieve,  ever  wrote,  he  presented  to  Lord 
Hollaiw.  Though  with  a good  deal  of  vieoiir  and  hnagi- 
natlon,  it  is.  for  the  most  part,  rather  ciiimtlly  executed, 
wanting  the  point  and  romVensatlon  of  those  clever  verses  of 
Mr.  CoTcrIdge,  which  Lord  Byron,  adopting  a notion  long  pre- 
valent, has  attributed  to  Profesaor  Porson.”J 
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Ij  I5ut  first  ni  be  flew,  I forgot  to  say, 

I That  he  hover’d  a moment  upon  his  wav, 

• I To  look  U)K>n  Leipbic  plain;  | 

I And  so  sweet  to  his  eye  was  its  sulpbur>’  Klure, 

I And  so  soft  to  his  ear  was  the  cry  of  despair, 

I That  he  perch’d  on  a mountain  of  slain  ; 
i And  he  grjied  with  delight  from  It^  growing  height,  j 
Jior  often  on  earth  had  he  seen  such  a sight,  I 

|l  Nor  his  work  done  half  a?  welt : 

1 For  the  field  ran  so  red  with  the  bloo<l  of  the  doa»h 
I That  it  liluah’d  like  the  waves  of  hell ! 

' Then  loudly,  and  wildly,  and  long  laugh’d  he : 

\ “ Mcthlnks  they  have  here  little  need  of  me  f 

’ I 

But  the  sofu'st  note  that  soothed  his  car  [ 

I Was  the  sound  of  a widow  sighing  ; I 

I And  the  sweetest  sight  was  the  icy  tear,  j 

; Which  hoiTJW  ftn2C  in  the  blue  eye  clear 
I Of  a maid  by  her  lover  lying — 

I As  round  her  fell  her  long  fiiir  hair  ; ( 

i And  she  look'd  to  beavcu  with  that  frenzied  air,  i 
; Which  seem'd  to  ask  If  a (k)d  were  there  1 | 

! And,  stretch’d  by  the  wall  of  a ruin’d  hut. 

With  Its  hollow  cheek,  and  eyes  h;df  shut, 

I A child  of  famine  dying ; 

■ And  the  carnage  l)Cfiun,  when  resistance  is  done, 
j And  the  fall  of  the  vainly  flying  ! 

• • « • • 

But  the  Devil  has  reach'd  our  cliffs  so  white, 

I Anti  what  ilid  he  there,  I pray  ? 

I If  his  eyes  were  good,  he  but  saw  by  night 
I What  we  see  every  day : 

I But  he  made  a tour,  an<l  kept  a journal 
[ Of  all  th'*  wondrous  sights  ooctiinuil. 

And  he  sold  it  in  shares  to  the  .Vtn  of  the  How, 

Who  bid  pretty  well — but  they  cA<u/etf  him,  though  ! 

The  Devil  first  saw,  as  he  thMught,  the  AfaiY, 

Its  coachman  and  his  coat ; 

So  instead  of  a pistol  he  cock’d  hU  toil, 

An«l  seized  him  by  the  throat : 

Ahaf”  quoth  he.  what  have  we  here? 
j *T  is  a new  Iwrouchc,  and  an  ancietit  i»ccr  ! " 

. So  he  sat  him  on  hU  box  again, 

I Ami  bade  him  have  no  fiar. 

But  i»c  true  to  his  club,  and  stanch  to  his  rein, 

I Ills  brothel,  and  his  beer ; 

' **  Next  to  seeing  a lor*l  at  the  council  board, 

: I would  rather  see  him  hero.” 
i « • • * • 

i The  Devil  gat  next  to  Westminster,  j 

I And  he  turn’d  to  “ the  nM>m”  of  Uie  Commons ; I 
j But  ho  heard,  as  he  puri'O^cd  to  enter  in  there,  I 
I That  “ the  Ix>rd8”  had  receivetl  a summons ; ► 

I And  he  thought,  as  a **  t^uomlam  arist«>crat,"  [flat ; ^ 

I He  might  peep  at  the  peers,  though  to  hear  them  were 
! And  be  walk'd  up  the  house  so  like  one  of  our  own,  | 

I That  they  say  that  he  stood  pretty  near  the  throne,  j 

■ He  saw  the  I/ord  Liverpexd  seemingly  wise,  i 

t The  I.ord  Westmoreland  certainly  silly,  i 

Ami  Johnny  of  Norfolk — a man  of  some  — | 

And  Chatham,  so  like  his  friend  Billy  ; | 

' [*'  I cannot  cooretve  how  th«  r<*«A  has  got  ^mat ; bat 
so  it  Is.  It  Is  too  /anmcM  : but  triuh  to  say.  my  talhei  tire 
■KA^T^ery  J.or<<  t*fnm  lo  Hr.  Moore,  Bdarch  IX 

M — ' ■■  -1 


Aiyl  he  saw  the  tears  In  I^r«l  Eldon’s  eyes,  I 

Because  the  Catholics  would  no/  rise,  ’ 

In  spite  of  bis  prayers  and  his  prophecies ; Ij 

And  be  beani — which  set  ^atan  himself  a staring — 

\ certain  Chief  Justice  say  !M3niething  like  stcearinp. 
And  the  Devi!  was  shock'd  — and  quoth  he,  **  1 must 
For  I find  we  have  much  better  manners  below : [go,  j 
If  thus  he  harangues  when  he  pasises  ray  border,  j 
1 shull  bint  to  friend  Moloch  to  call  him  to  order.” 


WINDSOR  POETICS. 

Linos  comr>oied  on  the  orca>Uin  of  his  Royal  HJ^ho^ws  the 
Prince  h-  *;cnt  bring  sUndiog  lielwcen  the  mihns  of 
Henry  VIH.  £>nd  Charles  t..  in  the  royal  tiuU  at  Windsor. 

Faxikd  for  omtempHtous  bnrarh  of  sacred  ties, 

By  headless  Charles  see  heartless  Henry  lies ; 

Bet'vecn  thwn  stands  another  sceptred  thing—* 

It  moves,  it  reigus — >ln  all  but  name,  a king: 

Charles  to  his  people,  Henry  to  his  wife, 

— In  him  the  double  t)Tanr  starts  to  life : 

Justice  and  de.itk  have  mix’d  their  dust  In  vain. 
Each  royrd  vampire  wakes  to  life  again. 

.\h,  what  can  U»mbs  avail  J— since  these  disgorge 
The  blood  :md  dust  of  both  — to  mould  a George.  ^ 


STANZAS  FOR  IIUSIC.  = 

I KTTXK  not,  I trace  not,  I breathe  not  thy  name, 
'I’bcre  is  grief  in  the  sound,  th*  it  I.<  guilt  In  the  fame ; 
But  tne  tear  which  now  bums  on  my  cheek  may  impart 
The  da'p  thoughts  that  dwell  in  that  silence  of  heart. 

Too  brief  for  our  passion,  too  long  for  our  peace 
Were  tiJosc  hours^can  their  joy  or  their  bitterness 
cease  ? [chain,  — 

Wc  repent  — wo  alyiire  — we  will  break  from  our 
Wc  will  part,  — we  will  fly  to  — unite  it  again  ? 

Oh  ! thine  be  the  gl.idness  and  mine  be  the  guilt ! 
Forgive  me,  adored  one  l — forsaki’,  if  thou  wilt • 
But  the  heart  which  1.+  thinc  ^hall  expire  undebased. 
And  nuiii  shall  not  bi\Mk  it — whatever  thorn  may’st. 

And  stem  to  the  hanithty,  but  humble  to  thee, 

This  laml,  in  Its  bittenst  blackm*ss,  shall  be ; 

.Cnd  our  days  seem  as  swift,  and  our  moments  more 
sweet. 

With  thee  by  my  side,  than  with  worlds  at  our  feet. 

One  sigh  of  thy  sorrow,  one  look  of  thy  love. 

Shall  mm  me  or  fix,  shall  reward  or  reprove; 

An<l  the  hrartlc's  may  wonder  at  all  I resign  — 

Thy  lip  shall  reply,  not  to  them,  but  to  mine. 

May,  1814. 


ADDRESS  rNTENDEI>  TO  BF.  RECITED  AT 
THF.  CALEDONIAN  BIEETING. 


il 


Who  hath  not  glow’d  aliovc  the  page  where  fame 
Hath  fix’d  high  Caledon’s  unctmqucr’d  name ; I 

The  mountain-land  which  spum’d  the  Roman  chain. 
And  baffled  back  the  ftcrj-crcsted  Dane,  j 

il 

• ('•  Thou  butt  a*kcd  me  for  a song,  and  I enclose  you  an  i 
experiment,  which  has  cost  me  somcthtni;  more  than  trouNe,  ; 
aod  Is.  U»eft:f«>rc.  less  Ukelv  to  he  worth  your  taking  any  In 
your  prut>os«di  setUttg.  Nuw,  If  H be  so,  throw  It  into  the  fire  I 
without  pMrorr."  —Itord  Sjrnn  to  Mr,  Moore,  May  10, 1814.] 
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Who«e  bright  claymore  and  hanllboo<l  of  band 
7io  foe  could  tame — no  t)  rant  could  command  ? 
That  race  is  gone  but  still  their  cbiUirrn  breathe, 
And  glory  crwwns  them  with  re«limblcd  wreath  ; 

O'er  Gael  and  Saxon  mingling  Ixinners  shine, 

And,  England  f add  their  stubborn  strenirth  to  tbinc. 
The  blood  which  flow’d  with  Wallace  flows  as  fnc. 
But  now  'tU  only  shed  for  fame  and  thee  ! 

Oh ! pass  not  by  the  northern  veteran's  claim, 

But  give  *upi>ort — the  world  hath  given  him  fame ! 

The  humbler  ranks,  the  lowly  brave,  who  bled 
^^’hlle  checrly  following  where  the  mighty  led  — 
Who  sleep  beneath  the  undLstinguish'd 
Where  happier  comrades  In  their  triumph  trod. 

To  us  bequeath — 'tb  all  their  fate  allows — 

The  sircless  ofTspring  and  the  lonely  spouse : 

She  on  high  Albyn's  dusky  hilts  may  raise 
The  tearful  eye  in  mebmcholy  gaze. 

Or  view,  while  shadowy  auguries  di^clone 
The  Highland  seer’s  anticipated  woes. 

The  bleeding  phantom  of  each  martial  form 
Dim  in  the  cloud,  or  darkling  in  the  storm ; 

While  sari,  she  chants  the  s«ilitary  song. 

The  soft  lament  for  him  who  tarries  Iong-» 

For  him,  who<e  distant  relics  vainly  crave 
The  Coronach’s  wild  requiem  to  the  brave ! 

'Tis  Heaven — not  tuau  — must  charm  away  the  woe. 
Which  bursts  when  Natures  feelings  newly  flow; 

Yet  tenderness  and  tune  may  rob  the  tear 
Of  half  its  bitterness  for  one  so  dear ; 

A nation's  gratitude  i>crchance  may  spread 
A thornless  pillow  for  the  widow'd  head ; 
lHay  lighten  well  her  heart's  maternal  care, 

And  wean  from  penury  the  soldier’s  heir. 

Mar.  ISM. 


FRAGMENT  OF  AN  EPISTLE  TO  THOMAS 
MOORE. 

**  WuAT  say  If" — not  a «>  liable  further  in  prose; 
I*m  your  nvm  **  of  all  mc.xsurci,"  dear  Tom, — so 
here  goes  1 

Here  goes,  for  a swim  on  the  stream  of  old  Time, 

On  those  buoyant  supporters,  the  hladden  of  rhyme. 
If  our  weight  bnniky  theiii  dowm,  .ami  we  sink  in  the 

flCKXl, 

We  are  smother'd,  at  Ica'-t,  In  respectable  mud, 

Where  the  Divers  of  BatbiK  lie  drown'd  in  a heap. 
And  S<mthey’.s  b<t  Pa*an  has  pillow’d  his  sleep ; 

That  **  Felo  de  se”  who,  half  drunk  with  his  malmsey, 
Widk’d  out  of  hi:i  depth  ami  was  lost  in  a calm  sea, 
Singing  “ Glory  to  Go«l " in  a spick  and  span  stanza. 
The  like  (since  Tom  Stcmhold  was  choked)  never 
man  saw. 

The  papers  have  told  you,  no  doubt,  of  the  fusses. 
The  fetes,  and  the  gapings  to  get  at  these  Russes,  > — 
Of  his  Majesty’s  suite,  up  from  awchman  to  Het- 
man,— 

And  what  dignity  decks  the  flat  face  of  the  great  man. 

I [**  The  oewfmpers  will  tell  you  all  that  is  to  be  told  of 
•mperori,  &c.  *fher  hare  dloed  atxl  suppod.  and  *howB 
their  Aat  facei  In  all  thoroughfare*  and  sereral  mIooo*. 
Their  unlformi  are  rery  l•ecotnlug.  hut  rathtr  ahort  in  the 
akin*  } and  their  cunreraaticM)  i*  a c.Uechi»in.  for  which,  and 
the  answers.  I refer  you  to  those  who  bare  beard  it.**  — Lord 
Bffrvn  to  Mr.  idwrt,  June  14,  1S14.] 


I saw  him,  last  week,  at  two  balls  and  a party, — 

For  a prince,  hU  demeanour  was  rather  too  hearty. 
You  know,  tre  are  ustnl  to  quite  ditlcrent  gnux*% 

« • • • • • 

I The  Czar's  Kwk,  I own.was  much  brichtcr  and  brisker, 

^ But  then  he  h sadly  dcticicut  In  whi-ker; 

And  wore  but  a starless  blue  crat,  and  in  kersey- 
-mere  breeches  whi.sk'd  round.  In  a waltz  with  the 
Jersey, 

Who,  lovely  as  ever,  seem’d  ju>t  as  delichtcd 
With  Majesty’s  presence  as  those  she  invited. 

• ••••• 

June,  1814. 

CONDOLATORY  ADDRESS 

TO  S.SR.SH  COrKTKSS  OF  JERSEY,  OX  THE  THIXCE 

eegent'b  eetckxixc  her  rirruRK  to  Mrs.  mee.  < 

Whex  the  vain  triumph  of  the  imiH'ri.d  lord, 

Whom  sen  ile  Rome  obey’d,  and  yet  abhorr’d, 

Gave  to  the  vulgar  g.ue  each  glorious  bu^t, 

I’hat  left  A likeness  of  the  hnivc,  or  juat; 

Mhat  ino^t  admired  each  scrutinizing  eye 
Of  .*ill  that  deck’d  that  iKt^zing  |wgeantr>’  ? 

What  spread  from  tire  to  face  that  wondering  air  ? 
The  thought  of  Brutus — for  his  was  not  there  J 
That  absence  proved  his  worth,  — that  absente  fix’d 
His  nicm»r}*  on  the  longing  mind,  unmix'd; 

And  more  decrenl  his  glor>'  to  endim-, 

'I’han  nil  a t:«*ld  Colo8<us  could  secure. 

If  thu«,  f.ilr  Jersej',  our  desiring  gaze 
Scan’h  for  lliy  form,  in  vain  and  mute  amaze, 

•\mid«t  those  pictured  charms,  who^*  lovelines!», 
Bricht  though  they  be,  thine  own  lud  render’d  less  : 
If  he,  that  vain  ohl  num,  whom  truth  admits 
Heir  of  his  father's  crown,  and  of  his  wits, 

If  his  corrupted  eye,  and  wither'd  he.nrt. 

Could  with  thy  gentle  image  bt‘ar  depart; 

That  Ui.<itelesz  >haine  he  /its,  ar.<l  ours  the  grief, 

To  gaze  on  Iii‘aut>  ‘s  band  without  its  chief; 

Yet  comfort  stiil  one  selfish  thought  Impart*, 

We  beic  the  portrait,  but  preserve  our  heart?. 

What  can  his  vaulted  gailrr>‘  now  dK’b>se  ? 

A ganlen  with  all  flowers  — except  the  rose;  — 

A fount  that  only  wants  Its  living  stream ; 

A night,  with  cverj-  star,  save  Dian's  l»cani. 

IyO«t  to  our  eyes  the  present  forms  shall  l>e, 

That  tuni  from  tracing  them  to  dream  of  thee  ; 

Aud  more  on  that  reeaH’d  rcsembUnce  pause, 

Than  all  he  rhali  not  force  on  oiur  applause. 

L<n)g  may  thy  yet  meridian  lustre  shine, 

With  all  that  Virtue  a?ks  of  Homage  thine: 

The  symmetry  of  youth— -the  grace  of  mien  — 

The  eye  that  gladdens  — and  the  brow  serene; 

The  glossy  darkness  of  that  clustering  hair, 

MTjIch  sh^le*,  yet  shows  that  forehead  nion*  than  fair  I 
Each  glance  that  wins  tts,  and  the  life  that  throws 
A spcU  which  will  not  let  our  looks  repose, 

* [•'  The  Bewipaper*  have  got  hold  (1  know  not  how)  of 
the  I’oDdoUtory  .4ddret»  to  iJidy  JerM>y  on  the  pktur«s4Uv 
ductloo  by  uur  Regrnt,  and  have  pubtiihix)  them  — with  my 
name.  too.  smack  — without  asking  leave,  or  tnquirtng 
whether  or  not  D— n thrlr  Impudeiwe,  and  d— n every 
tbinc-  It  has  put  me  nut  of  patience,  and  so 1 shall  say  do 
more  about  \i.— 'Byron  Lftten.] 
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I But  turn  to  gaxe  a^In,  and  And  anew 

Some  charm  that  well  rewards  another  view. 

I These  arc  not  lessen'd,  these  are  stUl  as  bright. 
Albeit  too  daazling  for  a dotard's  sight; 

; And  those  must  wait  till  cv’r>*  charm  U gone. 

' Tu  please  the  paltry  heart  that  pleases  none;  — 
That  dull  cold  sensualist,  whose  sickly  eye 
In  envious  dimness  pass’d  thy  portrait  by; 

Who  rack'd  his  little  spirit  to  combine 

Its  hate  of  Frttdom't  loveliness,  and  tbinf.  « 

Auf'ust,  ISU. 


1 TO  BELSH.\ZZAR. 

I Bklsiiazzar  I from  the  banquet  turn. 

Nor  in  thy  sensual  fulness  fall ; 

Behold  1 while  yet  before  thee  bum 
1 The  grawn  wonis  the  glowing  wall. 

I Many  a despot  men  miscall' 

Crown’d  and  anointed  from  on  high; 

I But  thou,  the  weakest,  wont  of  all  — 
j Is  it  not  written,  thou  must  die  ? 

I Go ! dash  the  roses  from  thy  brow— 

I Grey  hairs  but  poorly  wreathe  with  them ; 

Youth’s  garlands  misbecome  thee  now, 
i More  than  thy  very  diadem, 

I ^Miert  thou  ha!«t  tarnish'd  everj'  gem : — 

I Then  throw  the  worthless  bauble  by, 

AThich,  worn  by  thee,  cv’n  slaves  contemn ; 

I And  le,im  like  better  men  to  die  I 

I Oh  ! early  In  the  balance  weigh’d, 

' And  ever  light  of  word  and  worth, 

I Wh(»c  soul  expired  ere  youth  decay’d, 

I And  left  thee  but  a mass  of  earth. 

, To  see  thee  moves  the  scomer’s  mirth  : 

. But  tears  In  Hope’s  averted  eye 

\ Lament  that  even  thou  hadst  birth— 

!|  Undt  to  govern,  live,  or  die. 


ELEGIAC  STANZAS  ON  THE  DEATH  OF 
SIR  PETER  PARKER,  BART.  i 

Thxrk  Is  a tear  for  all  that  die, 

A mourner  o’er  the  humblest  grave ; 

But  nations  swell  the  ftineral  cry, 

And  Triumph  weeps  above  the  brave. 

1 For  them  Is  Sorrow’s  purest  sigh 
[ O'er  Ocean’s  hcaWng  bosom  sent ; 

In  \'aln  their  Iwnes  unbiuHed  lie, 

AU  earth  becomes  their  monument! 

A tomb  Is  thein  on  every  page. 

An  epitaph  on  every  tongue ; 

The  present  hours,  the  future  age. 

For  them  bewail,  to  them  belong. 

I TThli  fvi]  in  August.  ISI4,  in  hia  twenty* 

nlntn  year,  whilst  cfrnim.viding,  on  shore,  a party  belonging 
. to  his  ship,  the  Mcnetaus.  and  animating  them.  In  storming 
the  American  eatnp  near  Baltimore.  He  was  I^rd  Byron’s 
flrit  cousin  ; hut  they  never  met  since  boyhood.] 

• [These  TPTses  were  given  by  I.ord  Byron  to  Mr.  Power, 
or  the  Strand,  who  has  published  them,  ^th  very  beautiful 
music  by  Sir  John  Stevenson. 1 feel  merry  enough  to 
send  you  a sad  song.  An  event,  the  death  of  poor  l)ur#et. 
(see  aisfr,  p.  3ht.)aod  the  recollection  of  what  t once  felt,  and 




For  them  the  voice  of  festal  mirth 

Grows  hush’d,  thtir  namt  the  only  sound ; I 

While  deep  Remembrance  pours  to  Worth  } 

The  goblet’s  tributary  round.  j 

A theme  to  crowds  that  knew  them  not,  ■ 

LamcnecU  by  admiring  foes,  ' 

Who  would  not  share  their  glorlu'as  lot  ? j 

WTtjo  would  not  die  the  death  they  chose  ? 

And,  gallant  Parker ! thus  enshrined  | 

Thy  life,  thy  fall,  thy  fame  shall  be  ; 

And  early  valour,  glowing,  find 

A model  In  thy  memor)*.  f i 

But  there  arc  breasU  that  bleed  with  thee  | 

In  woe,  that  glory  cannot  quell ; | 

And  shuddering  hear  of  victory, 

Where  one  so  dear,  so  dauntless,  fell. 

^Vbere  shall  they  turn  to  mourn  thee  less  ? i 

When  cease  to  hear  thy  cherish'd  name  ? .! 

Time  cannot  teach  forgetfulness,  !■ 

While  Griefs  full  heart  is  fed  by  Fame.  !' 

Alas  3 for  them,  though  not  for  thee,  ■{ 

They  cannot  choose  but  weep  the  more  ; j| 

Deep  for  the  dead  the  grief  must  be,  ij 

WTio  ne’er  gave  cause  to  mourn  before.  il 

October.  1814. 


STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC.  • I 

“ O I^chrymantm  fous,  tenero  tacros 
Durentium  ortui  ex  anirao : quater 
Felix  I In  Imo  qui  fcatcntcm 
Pectorc  te,  p:a  Kytupba,  lendt.” 

Pormata.  ‘ 

THrnx’s  net  a joy  the  world  can  give  like  that  it  t 
tak^  away,  || 

When  the  glow  of  early  thought  declines  In  feeling’s  ‘i 
dull  decay;  j! 

’Tis  not  on  youth’s  smooth  ebeek  the  blush  alone,  !| 

which  fades  so  fast,  I 

But  the  tender  bloom  of  heart  Is  gone,  ere  youth  ■ 
itself  be  past 

Then  the  few  whose  spirits  float  above  the  wreck  of 
happiness 

Arc  driven  o’er  the  shoals  of  guilt  or  ocean  of  ex* 
cess : 

The  magnet  of  their  course  Is  gone,  or  only  points  In 
vain 

The  shore  to  which  their  shiver’d  sail  sh.all  ne\*er 
stretch  again. 

Then  the  mortal  coldness  of  the  soul  like  death  ! 
Itself  comes  down  ; 

It  c.innot  feel  for  others’  woes,  It  dare  not  dream  Its 
own  ; 

ought  to  h.*jTe  felt  now.  but  could  not— set  me  pondering, 
mu)  Anally  Into  the  train  of  thought  which  you  have  In  yuur 
handi.  I wrote  them  with  a view  to  your  setting  them,  and 
a*  a pretrnt  to  Power,  If  he  would  accept  the  words,  and  mu 
did  not  think  yourielf  degrailed.  for  once  In  a way,  by  mar- 
rving  them  to  music.  T don’t  care  what  Power  wri  to  »ecure 
the  property  of  the  »ong,  so  that  it  if  not  compllTnenlary  to 
me.  nor  any  thing  about  ‘ condctocndlng  * or  'nobif  author* 

— both  *vlle  phrases,’  as  Poluniui  says.'*— Hvrtrn  to 
Mr.  Moorr.] 
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That  heavy  chill  has  h^zea  o’er  the  fountain  of  our  | 
tears  * 

And  though  the  eye  may  sparkle  still,  ’t  b where  the 
Ice  appears.  I 

Though  wit  may  flash  from  fluent  Ups,  and  mirth 
dbtract  the  breast, 

Through  midnight  hours  that  yield  no  more  their 
former  hope  of  rest ; 

*Tb  but  as  ivy-leaves  around  the  ruin'd  turret 
wreath, 

Ail  green  and  wildly  fresh  without,  but  worn  and 
grey  beneath. 

Oh  could  1 feel  as  I have  felt.  — or  be  what  I have 
been, 

Of  weep  as  I could  once  have  wept,  o’er  many  a 
vanbh’d  scene ; 

Ai  springs  In  deserts  found  seem  sweet,  all  brackish  i 
though  they  be, 

8o  midst  the  wither’d  waste  of  life,  those  lean  would  1 
flow  to  me.  ^ I 

March.  tSlS. 


STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC. 

Thrsk  be  none  of  Beauty’s  daughters 
With  a magic  like  thee  ; 

And  Uke  music  on  the  waters 
Is  thy  sweet  voice  to  me  ; 

When,  as  if  its  sound  were  causing 
The  charmed  ocean’s  pausing, 

The  waves  lie  still  and  gleaming. 

And  the  lull'd  winds  seem  dreaming. 

And  the  midnight  moon  is  weaving 
Her  bright  chain  o’er  the  deep  ; 
WhoM  breast  b gently  heaving, 

As  an  infant's  asleep  : 

So  the  spirit  bows  before  thee, 

To  listen  and  adore  thee  ; 

With  a frill  but  soft  emotion. 

Like  the  swcU  of  Summer's  ocean. 


ON  NAPOLEON’S  ESCAPE  FROM  ELBA. 

Okci  (airly  set  out  on  his  party  of  pleasure. 

Taking  towns  at  his  liking,  and  crowns  at  his  leisure, 
Prom  Elba  to  Lyons  and  Paris  he  goes, 

Making  balls  for  the  ladies,  and  bows  to  his  foes.^ 

March  77,  I8I&.  | 

I f *•  Do  you  reroember  the  lines  1 sent  vou  early  last  year  ? I 
I don’t  wish  (Uke  Mr.  FlUgerald)  to  cUlra  the  characler  of 
•Vates.’  in  an  <U  translation!.— but  were  they  not  • little 
prophetic  ? I mean  tboie  beginning.  ‘ There’s  not  a ioy  the 
world  ran  glre.*  *a.  on  which  I pique  myself  as  laHng  the 
tne§t,  though  the  most  melancholy,  1 ffrer  wrote.'*  — J9yrois  i 
Uttfn,  March.  IHIG.]  | 

* [••  1 can  forgire  the  rogue  for  utterly  Csltifying  every  line  | 
of  mine  Odo  — which  I take  to  he  the  last  and  uttermost 
stretch  of  human  magnanimity.  Do  you  remember  the  itory  , 
of  a certain  ahbe,  who  wrote  a treatiio  on  the  Swwllsh  con-  | 
■tltutlon.  and  proved  it  indissoluble  and  eternal  ? Just  as  he  , 
had  corrected  the  last  sheet,  news  came  that  CusUnu  the  [ 
Third  had  d«troye«l  this  Immortal  government.  ‘ Sir,*  quoth 
the  abhC,  ’ the  King  of  Sweden  may  overthrow  the  eonttituUon^ 
bat  not  my  book  f f ' 1 think  qf  the  al)b^.  but  not  with  him.  . 
Making  every  allowance  tor  talent  and  mi>sl  consummate 
firing? there  is.  alter  all.  a Bt»d  deal  In  luck  or  destiny.  Ho  ' 
might  have  been  stopped  by  our  frigates,  or  wreckwl  In  the 
Gulf  of  Lyons,  which  U particularly  tempestuous— or— a 


ODE  FROM  THE  FRENCH. 

X. 

We  do  not  curse  thee,  Waterloo  \ 

Though  Freedom’s  blood  thy  plain  bedew  i 
There ’t  was  shed,  but  is  not  sunk  — 

Rising  from  each  gory  trunk, 

Like  the  water-spout  from  ocean. 

With  a strong  and  growing  motion  — 

It  soars,  and  mingles  In  the  air, 

With  that  of  lost  I^bedoy^rc  — 

With  that  of  him  whose  honour’d  grave 
Contains  the  **  bravest  of  the  brave.  ” 

A crimson  cloud  it  spreads  and  glows. 

But  shall  return  to  whence  it  rose ; 

When  'tls  frill  'twill  bunt  asunder  ~ 

Never  yet  was  heard  such  thunder, 

As  then  shall  shake  the  world  with  wonder  - 
Never  yet  was  seen  such  lightning 
As  o'er  heaven  shall  then  be  bright'niog ! 

Like  the  Wormwood  Star  foretold 
By  the  sainted  Seer  of  old, 

Sbow'ring  down  a fiery  flood, 

Turning  riven  into  blood.  > 

IL 

The  Chief  has  fallen,  but  not  by  you, 
Vanquishen  of  Waterloo  I 
When  the  soldier  citlien 
S’svay'd  not  o’er  his  ftllow-mcn  — 

Save  in  deeds  that  led  them  on 
W'here  Glory  smiled  on  Freedom's  son— - 
Who,  of  all  the  despots  banded, 

With  that  youthful  chief  competed  ? 

Who  could  boast  o'er  France  defeated, 

Till  lone  Tyranny  commanded  ? 

Till,  goaded  by  ambition’s  sling, 

The  Hero  sunk  Into  the  King  ? 

Then  he  feU  : — so  perish  all, 

Who  would  men  by  man  enthrall ! 

III. 

And  thou,  too,  of  the  snow-white  plume  I* 
Whose  re^m  refused  thee  ev’n  a tomb  ; * 
Better  badst  thou  still  been  leading 
France  o’er  hosts  of  hirelings  bleeding, 

Than  sold  thyself  to  death  and  shame 
For  a meanly  royal  name  ; 

Such  as  be  of  Naples  wears, 

Who  thy  blood-bought  title  bears. 

Little  didst  thou  deem,  when  dashing 
On  thy  war-horse  through  the  ranks. 

Like  a stream  which  burst  Its  banks. 

While  helmets  cleft,  and  sabres  clashing 

thsusanci  things.  But  he  U certaialy  fortune's  favourite.**  — 
Byron  Leiter$,  March, 

* See  Kev.  chap.  vlii.  *.  7,  *c.  **  The  flnS  angel  sounded, 
and  there  followed  hall  and  fire  mingled  with  blood.**  frc.  e. 
H.  “ And  the  second  angel  sounded,  and  as  It  were  a peat 
mountain  burning  with  fire  was  cast  Into  the  tea;  and  the 
third  part  of  the  sea  became  blood,'*  Ac.  ».  10.  “ And  the 
third  angel  sounded,  and  there  fell  a preat  star  from  heaven, 
burning  as  It  wercalamp;  and  It  fell  upon  the  third  partof 
the  rivers,  and  upon  the  fououdni  of  waters."  «.  II.  **Aod 
the  name  of  the  star  Is  called  Wormvood:  and  the  third  part 
of  the  waters  became  trormwood ; and  many  men  died  of  tba 
waters,  because  they  were  made  mttcr.** 

* [**  Poor  dear  Murat,  what  on  end  I llis  white  plume  used 
to  be  a rallying  point  In  battle,  like  Henry  the  Fourth’s.  He 
refuseil  a confessor  and  a bandage ; so  would  neither  suflbr 
his  soul  iiur  body  to  be  bandaged. " — Byron  LctUrs  ] 

I Murat's  remains  are  said  to  have  been  torn  from  the  grave 
ami  bunA. 
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Shone  ami  5hl\-er’U  fast  around  thco  — « 

Of  the  fate  at  last  which  found  thee  : 

Wa5  that  haughty  plume  lai<!  low 
By  a »lare's  dishonei>t  Mow  ? 

Once  — ai  the  Moon  sways  o'er  the  tide» 

U roll'd  in  air,  the  w«irrior's  guide ; 

Through  the  smuke-crcated  night 
Of  the  Muck  and  5ulphun>us  Aaht. 

The  soldier  raised  his  seeking  eye 
To  catch  that  crest’s  ascendency  — 

And  ai>  it  onward  rolling  rose. 

So  moved  his  heart  usKun  our  foes. 

There,  where  death’s  brief  |»angwas  quickest, 
Am!  the  liattle’s  wreck  lay  thickest, 

StZTw’d  beneath  the  advancing  banner 
Of  the  eagle’s  burning  crc'*t  — 

(There  with  thunder-clouds  to  fan  her, 

/f'Ao  couhl  then  her  wing  arrest  — 

Victory  beaming  from  her  breast  ?) 

While  the  bit>keii  line  enlarging 
Fell,  or  lltNj  along  the  plain  ; 

There  be  sure  was  Murat  charging  J 
There  he  ne'er  sh&il  ebante  again  I 

IV. 

O’er  gloric*  gone  the  invaders  march. 

Weei>»  Triumph  o’er  each  Icvcll’d  avL-h~- 
But  let  Frcc<loni  nyolce, 

With  her  heart  in  her  voice ; 

But,  her  hand  on  her  sword, 

Doultly  shall  she  be  adored  ; 

France  hath  twice  too  well  lieen  taught 
The  **  moral  lesson  ” dearly  bought  — 

Her  safety  sits  not  on  a throne. 

With  Cai>et  or  Napoleon  ! 

But  in  c<iual  rights  and  laws. 

Hearts  and  hands  in  one  great  cause  — 
Freedom,  such  as  God  hath  given 
Unto  all  beneath  his  heaven. 

With  their  breath,  and  from  their  birth, 
Though  Guilt  would  sweep  It  from  the  earth  \ 
With  a fierce  and  lavish  hand 
Scattering  nations’  wealth  like  sand  ; 

Pouring  nations'  blood  like  water, 
lu  imperial  seas  of  slaughter  ! 

V. 

But  the  heart  and  the  mind, 

And  the  voice  of  mankind, 

ShMl  arise  in  communion  — 

And  who  shall  resist  that  proud  union  » 

The  time  is  t*a.st  when  swords  subdued*  — 
Man  may  die — the  soul  ’*  renew'd ; 

Even  in  this  low  world  of  care 
Frifd(»m  ne'er  shall  want  an  heir ; 

Millions  breathe  but  to  inherit 
Her  for  ever  lx)unding  spirit  — 

When  once  more  her  hosts  assemble. 

Tyrants  shall  believe  and  tremble  — 

Smile  they  at  this  Idle  threat  ? 

Crimson  tears  will  follow  yet.^ 

I ^ C**I‘*lkingor  politic*,  as  CalRb  Quotetn  tays,  pray  look 
, At  the  cOTclmloa  of  my  • Ode  mi  Walrrloo,’  written  to  the 
year  IKi.%,  ami,  comparing  It  with  the  Duke  df>  Herri'i  catas- 
trophe in  H'g).  tell  me  if  I have  not  a*  good  a right  to  the 
character  of'  FatcM,'  in  both  aenac*  of  the  wurd,  o«  ritigerald 
and  ColerUlge  ?-> 

* Crimion  tear*  will  follow  yet  ;* 
and  harr  they  not  L*iter$,  iMU.} 

V **  All  wept,  but  parUcularly  Savary,  and  a Polish  officer 


FROM  THE  FRENCH. 


Must  thou  go,  my  glorious  Chief,* 
Sever'd  frtmi  thy  faithful  few  ? 

I Who  can  tell  thy  warrior’s  grief, 

I Maddening  o'er  that  long  adieu  ? 

! Woman’s  love,  and  friendship's  real, 

I Pear  as  both  have  been  to  me  — 

1 What  are  they  to  all  I feel, 

* With  a soldier’s  faith  for  thee  ? 

Idol  of  the  soldier’s  soul ! 

' First  In  fight,  hut  mightiest  now  : 

Many  could  a world  control ; 

Tl.i*e  alone  no  doom  can  bow. 

By  thy  side  for  years  I dared 
' Death  ; and  envied  those  who  fell, 

! When  their  dying  shout  was  heard, 

j Blessing  him  they  served  so  well.  » 

Would  that  I were  cold  with  thoae. 

Since  this  hour  I live  to  see ; 

When  the  doubts  of  coward  f*>e$ 

I Scarce  dare  trust  a man  with  thi-e. 

Dreading  each  should,  set  thee  free  ! 
j Oh ! although  In  dungeons  pent. 

All  their  chaim  were  light  to  me. 

Gazing  on  tliy  soul  unbent 

I Would  the  sycophants  of  him 

J Now  so  deaf  to  duty’s  prayer. 

Were  his  bomnf’d  glories  dim, 
j In  his  native  darkness  share  ? 

j M'cre  that  w<»rld  this  hour  his  own. 

All  thou  calmly  d<«t  resign, 

1 Could  he  purchase  with  that  throne 

I Hearts  like  those  which  still  are  thine  ? 

My  chief,  my  king,  m>  friend,  adieu  • 
j Never  did  1 divKip  before  ; 

1 Never  to  my  sovereign  sue, 

As  his  foes  I now  implore : 

I All  1 ask  is  to  divide 

Ever)'  peril  he  must  brave ; 

Sharing  by  the  hero’s  side 

His  fall,  his  exile,  and  his  grave. 


ON  THE  STAR  OF  “THE  LEGION  OF  HONOUR." 

rnoM  TiiK  PBSNcn. 

Star  of  the  brave ! — whose  beam  hath  shed 
Such  glory  o’er  the  quick  and  dea«l  — 

Thou  radiant  and  adored  deceit ! 

M'hlch  mlUlon.s  rush’d  In  arms  to  greet  — 

Wild  meteor  of  immortal  birth  ! 

\\Tiy  rijw  in  Heaven  to  set  on  Earth  ? 

.SouLt  of  slain  heroes  form’d  thy  rays ; 

Eternity  flash'd  through  thy  blaze  ; 

«bo  had  been  etolted  from  the  ronki  by  nuonapanc.  He 
clung  to  hi*  muter  * knees  ; wrote  a leUcr  to  Lord  Kehh. 
riiireotlng  pcrniissinn  to  *i-com|uny  him,  even  In  the  nio«t 
mumal  capiicity.  which  could  not  be  Admitted.” 

* ” At  Waterloo,  one  man  tr»*  »een,  whose  left  arm  was 
by  * cannon  ball,  to  wrench  It  off  with  the  other, 
and  throe  ing  U up  In  the  tdr,  rxeiaimed  to  hi*  ctnnradrs, 
* L •■'"‘I'creur.  jucqu’s  la  mort  ! ‘ There  were  many 
other  inatancet  of  the  like:  thit,  howescr,  you  may  depend 

ona*truB."— /*nra/c/.rtf^r//-«>wiffrw**ri*. 
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Tbe  music  of  thy  martial  sphere 
Was  ftime  on  high  and  honour  here ; 
And  thy  light  broke  on  human  eyes 
Like  a volcano  of  the  skies. 

Like  lava  roll'd  thy  stream  of  blood. 

And  swept  down  empires  with  iU  flood  ; 
£arth  rock’d  beneath  thee  b>  her  ba>4‘, 
As  thou  didst  lighten  through  all  space ; 
And  the  shorn  Sun  grew  dim  in  air. 

And  set  while  thou  wert  dwelling  there. 

Before  thee  rose,  and  with  thee  grew, 

A rainbow  of  the  loveliest  hue 
Of  three  bright  colour*  each  divine, 
And  fit  for  that  celestial  sign; 

Fur  Freedom’s  hand  had  blended  them. 
Like  tints  in  an  immortal  gem. 

One  tint  was  of  the  sunbeam’s  dyes ; 
One,  the  blue  depth  of  Seraph’s  eye* ; 
One,  the  pure  Spirit’s  veil  of  white 
Had  robed  in  radiance  of  its  light : 

The  three  so  mingled  did  beseem 
The  texture  of  a heavenly  dream. 

Star  of  the  brave  I thy  ray  U pale, 

And  darkness  must  a^n  prevail ! 

But,  oh  thou  Rainbow  of  the  free  ! 

Our  tears  and  blood  must  flow  for  thcr. 
When  thy  bright  promise  fades  away. 
Our  life  Is  but  a load  of  clay. 

And  Freedom  hallows  with  her  tread 
The  silent  cities  of  the  dead ; 

For  beautiful  in  death  are  they 
Who  proudly  fell  in  her  array  , 

And  soon,  oh  Goddess  I may  we  be 
For  evermore  with  them  or  thee  : 


I Oh ! for  the  veteran  hearts  that  were  wasted 
In  strife  with  the  storm,  when  their  battles  were  won  — 
Then  the  Eagle,  whose  gaac  in  that  moment  was  blasted, 
Ilad  still  soar'd  with  eyes  fix'd  on  victory's  sun ! 

Farewell  to  thee,  France  ! — but  when  Liberty  rallies 
Once  more  in  thy  regions,  remember  me  then  — 

The  violet  still  grows  in  the  depth  of  thy  valleys  ; 
Though  wither’d,  thy  tear  will  unfold  It  again— 

Yet,  yet,  I may  baffle  the  hosts  that  surround  us, 

And  yet  may  thy  heart  leap  awake  to  my  voice  — 
There  are  links  which  must  break  in  the  chaiu  that 
has  bound  us, 

Then  ttrni  thee  and  call  on  the  Chief  of  thy  choice  \ 


ENDORSEMENT  TO  THE  DEED  OF  SEPAR- 
ATION, IN  THE  APRIL  OF  1816- 

A raaa  ago  you  swore,  fond  she  ! 

**  To  love,  to  honour,*'  and  so  forth  : 

Such  was  the  vow  you  pledged  to  me. 

And  here’s  exactly  what  'tU  worth. 


1 


NAPOLEON’S  FAREWELL. 
raoM  THX  raaivcH. 

Farcwell  to  the  I.And  where  the  gloom  of  my  Glory 
Arose  and  o'ershadow’d  the  earth  with  her  name  — 
She  abandons  me  now  — but  the  page  of  her  stor>', 
The  brightest  or  blackest,  is  flll’d  with  nty  famp. 

I have  warr’il  with  a world  which  vanquish’d  me  only 
When  the  meteor  of  conquest  allured  me  too  far ; 

1 have  cot>ed  with  the  nations  which  dread  me  thus 
lonely. 

The  last  single  Captive  to  millions  in  war. 

Farewell  to  thee,  France  I when  thy  diadem  crown’d  me, 
1 made  thee  the  gem  and  the  wonder  of  earth,— 

But  thy  weakness  decrees  I should  leave  as  I found  thee. 
Decay'd  In  thy  glory,  and  sunk  in  thy  worth. 

> The  tricolour. 

* [In  the  origlual  MS.— “ A Dream.’*] 

’fin  this  poem  Lord  Dyron  hat  abandoned  the  art,  to  pe- 
culiarly hit  own.  of  ibowinc  the  reader  where  bU  purpoee 
tendt.  and  hat  contented  himself  with  preeenting  a mats  of 
powerful  ideas  vuiarranged,  and  the  meaning  of  which  it  Is 
not  easy  to  attain.  A sueceulon  of  terrible  fmaires  it  placnl 
lM>fnre  u»,  flitUng  and  mixing,  and  ditengaging  themtelvet.  at 
in  the  dream  of  a fererith  man  — chlmerat  dl^.  to  whote  ex- 
IttetKc  the  mind  refutes  credit,  which  confound  and  weaiy 
the  ordinary  reader,  and  baffle  the  comprehenelon.  eren  of 
thnte  more  arcuttomed  to  the  flighu  of  a poetic  mute.  Ttie 
subject  It  the  progreu  of  utter  darkneu,  until  it  becomes,  in 
Shj^peare's  phrase,  the  " buricr  of  the  dead  t”  andtheastem- 
blage  of  terrirc  kleae  which  the  poet  lies  plao^  before  utonly 


DARKNESS,  s 


1 itAf)  a dream,  which  was  not  all  a dream.  * 

The  bright  sun  was  extinguish'd,  and  the  stars 
Did  wander  darkling  in  the  eternal  space, 

Raylesv,  and  pathUss,  and  the  icy  earth 
Swung  blind  and  blackening  in  the  moonless  air; 
Mom  came  and  went  — and  came,  and  brought  no  day. 
And  men  forgot  their  passions  in  the  dread 
Of  this  their  desolation  ; and  all  hearts 
Were  chiU’d  Into  a selfish  prayer  for  light: 

And  they  did  live  by  watchflres — and  the  thrones. 
The  palaces  of  crowned  kings  — the  huts. 

The  habitations  of  all  things  which  dwell, 

Were  burnt  for  beacuns ; cities  were  consumed, 

And  men  were  gather'd  round  their  blazing  homes 
To  look  once  more  into  each  other’s  fece ; 

Happy  were  those  who  dwelt  within  the  e>'e 
Of  the  volcanos,  and  their  mountain-torch: 

A fearAil  hope  was  all  the  world  contain'd ; 

Forests  were  set  on  fire  — but  hour  by  hour 
The>'  fell  and  faded  — and  the  crackling  trunks 
Extinguish’d  with  a crash  — and  all  was  black. 

The  brows  of  men  by  the  deipairing  light 
Wore  an  unearthly  aspect,  as  by  fits 
The  flashes  fell  upon  them ; some  lay  down 
And  hid  their  eyes  andswept ; and  some  did  rest 
Their  chins  upon  their  clenched  hands,  and  smiled ; 
And  others  hurried  to  and  fro,  and  fed 
Their  funeral  piles  with  fuel,  and  look'd  up 
With  mad  ouqmetude  on  the  dull  sky, 

fail  io  exdtinR  our  terror  from  th«  extravigaoce  of  the  plan. 
Toipook  plainly,  the  framing  of  «uch  phantastusisadAngrrout 
«inplnymrnt  for  thr  exalted  and  teeming  imagination  of  tuch 
a poet  as  I-nrd  Hyron.  m hose  Pegasus  ever  required  rather  a 
bndle  than  a spur.  The  waste  of  boundless  space  into  which 
they  lead  the  p^,  the  neglect  of  prcdsloii  which  such  themes 
may  render  habitual,  make  them,  in  respect  to  poetry,  a hat 
mysticism  is  to  religion.  The  tneAnIng  of  the  pwC,  as  he  as- 
cends ujKin  cloudy  wing,  becomes  ue  shadow  on\y  of  a 
thought,  and  having  eluded  the  corapreheuslon  of  others, 
nece^Wily  ends  by  escaring  from  that  of  the  author  himself. 
The  strength  of  |>oetlcai  conception,  ami  the  beauty  of  die- 
^n,  bestowed  upon  such  prolusloiu.  Is  as  much  thrown 
away  as  tbo  colours  of  a painter,  could  he  toko  a cloud  of 
mlM,  or  a wrt'alh  of  smoke,  for  bis  canvass.  — Sib  WaLvaa 
fkorr.] 
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The  pall  of  a pa.9t  wojic! ; and  then  af^in 
With  curie*  cast  them  down  upon  the  dmt. 

And  gnash’d  their  teeth  and  bowl’d:  the  wild  birds 
shriek'd, 

And.  terrified,  did  flutter  on  the  ground. 

And  flap  their  useless  wings;  the  wildest  brutes 
('ame  tame  and  tremulous ; and  vli»er»  crawl'd 
And  twined  themselTi^  among  the  multitude. 
Hissing,  but  stlnglcss  — they  were  slain  for  food  : 

And  War,  which  for  a moment  was  no  more. 

Did  glut  himself  again : — a meal  was  l>ought 
With  blood,  and  each  sate  sullenly  apart 
Gorging  himself  in  gloom : no  love  w;is  U-ft ; 

All  earth  was  but  one  thought  — and  that  was  death 
Immediate  and  Inglorious ; and  the  pang 
Of  famine  fed  upon  all  entrails  — men 
Died,  and  their  bones  were  tombless  as  their  flesh  ; 
The  meagre  by  the  meagre  were  devour'd. 

Even  dogs  assail'd  their  masters,  all  save  one. 

And  he  was  faithful  to  a corse,  and  kept 
The  birds  and  beasts  and  famish'd  men  at  bay, 

Till  hunger  clung  them,  or  the  dropping  dead 
Lured  their  lank  jaws  ; himself  sought  out  no  food. 
But  with  a piteous  and  perpetual  moan, 

And  a cjuick  desolate  cry,  licking  the  hand 
Which  answer'd  not  with  a caress  — be  died. 

The  crowd  was  famish'd  by  degrees ; but  two 
Of  an  enormous  city  did  survive. 

And  they  were  enemies : they  met  beside 
The  dying  emben  of  an  altar<place 
Where  had  been  heap’d  a mass  of  holy  things 
For  an  unholy  usage ; they  raked  up, 

And  shivering  scraped  with  their  cold  skeleton  hand.s 
The  feeble  ashes,  and  their  feeble  breath 
Blow  for  a little  life,  and  made  a flame 
Which  was  a mockery ; then  they  lifted  up 
Their  eyes  as  it  grew  lighter,  and  beheld 
Each  other's  aspects  — saw,  and  shriek'd,  and  died  — 
Even  of  their  mutual  hldcousness  they  died, 
Unknowing  who  he  was  upon  whose  brow 
Famiise  had  written  Fiend.  The  world  was  void, 

The  populous  and  the  powerful  was  a lump, 
Scasonless  hcrbless,  treeless,  manless,  lifeless  — 

A lump  of  death  — a chaos  of  hanl  clay. 

The  rivers,  lakes,  and  ocean  all  stood  still, 

And  nothing  stirr’d  within  their  silent  depths; 

Ships  sailorless  lay  rotting  on  the  sea. 

And  their  masts  fell  down  piecemeal ; as  they  dropp'd 
They  slept  on  the  abyss  without  a surge  — 

The  waves  were  dead ; the  tide*  were  In  their  grave. 
The  moon,  their  mistress,  had  eaplrcd  before ; 

The  winds  were  wither'd  in  the  stagnant  air, 

1 [“  I>arkn<^a*'  it  a grand  and  gloomy  ikrtch  of  the  lup* 
posed  ronse.uwnres  of  the  flniil  cstinrtlun  of  the  Sun  and  the 
nvirenly  Ixidln  : executed,  undouht«<n):,  with  great  and  fear- 
ful force,  but  with  something  of  Orman  exaggeration,  and  a 
fantastical  soluUim  of  incidents.  The  very  concefUion  U ter- 
rible aborc  ail  ronrrpilon  of  known  calamity,  and  It  too 
prouire  to  the  imagination  Co  be  cunlcmplated  with  plea- 
sure. erm  Id  the  faint  reflection  of  poetry.  »JirrasT.} 

• [On  the  »beet  containing  the  oririnai  draught  of  Iheie 
llnet,  I.Aird  llymti  h.i»  written  : — **  The  following  poem  (at 
most  th.*it  I hare  endeavoured  to  write)  it  founded  on  a fact ; 
and  thti  detail  ii  an  attempt  at  a serious  imitatiun  of  the  style 
of  a gre  kt  poet  — its  beauties  and  its  defects : 1 sar  the  rfp/e; 
for  toe  thoughts  t claim  as  my  own.  In  (hit.  If  there  be  any 
thing  ridtrulous,  let  it  he  attributed  to  me,  at  leact  at  muen 
a«  to  Mr.  W<wd»*orth  ; of  whom  there  can  exist  few  greater 
admirert  than  mytelf.  I hare  blended  what  I would  deem  to 
be  the  l>etiitic*  ai  well  at  defertt  ol  hit  strle  ; and  tt  ought  to 
be  remembered,  that,  in  luch  things,  whether  there  be  praite 
or  dltpralte,  there  It  always  what  Is  called  a compUincnt, 
however  unintentional.”  j 


\ 


j .\ml  the  douiis  perish'd  ! Darkness  hail  no  need 
Of  aid  l‘n>m  them  — .She  was  the  Universe.  i 

Diodall.  July,  I«16. 


ClirRCIlILL’S  GRAVE;’ 

A FACT  LITritALI.Y  aiNnKRCO. 

I STtK)D  beside  the  grave  of  him  who  biased 
The  comet  of  a season,  and  1 saw 
The  humblest  of  all  sepulchres,  and  gazed 
With  not  the  lew  of  s«»rruw  and  of  awe 
On  that  neglected  turf  and  quiet  stone. 

With  name  no  clearer  than  the  names  unknown, 
Which  lay  unread  around  It ; and  I ask’d 
The  Gardener  of  that  ground,  why  it  might  be 
That  for  this  plant  strangers  his  memory  task'd 
Through  the  thick  deatlis  of  half  a century  ? 

And  thus  be  answer'd  — Well,  I do  not  know 
Why  frequent  travellers  turn  to  pilgrims  so  ; 

Uc  died  before  my  day  of  Sextomhip, 

And  1 had  not  the  digging  of  this  grave.** 

And  is  this  all  ? I thought,  — and  do  we  rip 
The  veil  of  Immortality,  and  crave 
1 know  not  what  of  honour  and  of  light 
Through  unborn  ages,  to  endure  this  blight, 

So  soon,  and  so  successless  ? As  1 said, 

The  Architect  tf  all  on  which  we  tread. 

For  Earth  Is  but  a tombstone,  did  essay 
To  extricate  remembrance  from  the  clay, 

Whoi«?  mlngUngs  might  confuse  a Newton’s  thought. 
Were  It  not  that  all  life  roust  end  in  one. 

Of  which  we  are  hut  dreamers  ; — as  he  caught 
As  *t  were  the  twilight  of  a former  Sun, 

Thus  siH)ke  he.  — **  I believe  the  man  of  whom 
You  wot,  who  lies  in  this  selected  tomb, 

Was  a most  famous  writer  In  his  djiy. 

And  therefore  travellers  step  from  out  their  way 
To  pay  him  honour,— and  myself  whate'er 

Tour  honour  pleases.” — then  most  ple.ised  I sho<ik 
From  out  my  pocket's  avaricious  nook 
Some  certain  coins  of  silver,  which  as 't  were 
Perforce  I gave  this  man,  though  1 could  spare 
So  much  but  Inconveniently;  — Ye  smile, 

I see  ye,  ye  profane  ones ! all  the  while, 

BecauH‘  my  homely  phrase  the  truth  would  tell. 

You  are  the  fools  nut  1 — fur  1 did  dwelt 
'Vith  a deep  thought,  and  with  a soften'd  eye, 

On  that  Old  Sexton's  natural  homily, 

In  which  there  was  Obscurity  and  Fame — 

The  Gloiy  and  the  Nothing  of  a Name.  * 

DiodaU.  15I& 

* [*•  The  Grave  of  Churchill  mlfthl  have  called  from  Ixird 
Byron  a deeper  commemoraiioa  ; (nr,  though  they  g,-nrrally 
dllTerfHl  In  character  and  genius,  there  wa»  a resentbUnc  e be- 
tween  their  history  and  character.  The  satire  of  Churrhlll 
flowed  with  a more  tirofuse,  though  not  a more  embitter<xi. 
stream ; while,  on  ine  other  hand,  he  cannot  be  c«>mpurcd 
to  Ix»rd  nyrmi  in  point  of  lenderncu  or  iinairination.  Uut 
both  thete  p<ieis  held  themselves  a»K»ve  the  opiniun  of  th« 
world,  and  both  were  fullowed  bi  the  fame  and  popularity 
which  they  se^ed  to  despise.  Tlie  writinfs  of  both  exhUnt 
an  intiom.  tliough  sotnetnaes  llbretrulated,  generosity  of  , 
mind,  anti  a spirit  of  proud  indcpemlrnce.  frequently  pushed  ; 
to  extremes.  Both  carried  their  hatred  of  hyp«*crity  beruod 
the  verge  of  prudence,  and  Indulged  their  vein  of  saure  to  the 
borders  of  IJceDllousncM.  B<Kh  died  In  the  fluwer  of  their  ' 
aire  in  a foreign  land.”— Sia  W*i.Tta  bcorr. —Churchill 
died  at  Boulogne,  November  4,  17G4,  In  the  thirty-thinl  year 
of  hii  age.—"  Ihough  his  associates  oblaiued  Chriittaa  burial 
for  him,  by  briogliii;  (he  body  to  l>ot  er,  w here  It  was  Interred 
in  the  old  cemetery  which  once  l>cluii{t«d  to  the  roUegUltf 
church  of  St.  Martla.  they  inscribed  upon  his  tombstone,  Lo- 


D by  Coogic 


II  1816.  OCCASIONAL  PIECES.  56r* 


PROUETUEUS. 

' TtTAJf  I to  whose  iminorUI  cyw 

I The  sufferings  of  mortaUt^  , 

I Seen  hi  their  «ad  reality, 

Were  nut  as  things  that  gtals  ilesi>i»e  ; 

What  WM  thy  pity’s  rccunipcnse  ? 

A silent  suffering,  and  Intense  ; 

The  rock,  the  vulture,  and  the  chain, 

AU  that  the  proud  can  feel  of  pain, 

The  agony  they  dn  not  show 
The  sufftK-ating  sense  of  woe, 

Which  s|*euk»  but  in  Its  loiielincM. 

And  then  is  jealous  le^t  the  sky 
Should  have  a listener,  nor  will  sigh 
Until  its  voice  U echoless. 

Titan  I to  thee  the  strife  was  given 
Between  the  suffering  and  the  will, 

Mlnicb  torture  where  they  cannot  kill  ; 
Ami  the  inexorable  Heaven, 

And  the  deaf  tyranny  of  Fate, 

The  ruling  principle  of  Hate, 

^^'hich  fur  iu  pleasure  doth  create 
The  things  it  may  annlhibtc. 

Refused  thee  even  the  boon  to  die  ; 

The  wretched  gift  eternity 

Was  thine — and  thou  hast  borne  it  well. 

All  that  the  Thunderer  wrung  from  thee 
Was  but  the  menace  which  flung  buck 
(>n  biro  the  torments  of  tby  rack  ; 

The  fkte  thou  didst  so  well  foresee. 

But  would  not  to  appease  him  tell ; 

And  in  thy  Silence  was  his  Sentence, 

And  in  bis  Soul  a vain  repentance. 

And  evil  dread  so  Ul  dissembled. 

That  in  hU  hand  the  lightnings  trembled. 

Thy  Godlike  crime  was  to  be  kind. 

To  render  with  thy  precepts  less 
The  sum  of  human  wretche<lness. 

And  strengthen  Man  with  his  own  mind  ; 
Hut  bafllod  a<t  thou  welt  from  high. 

Still  iu  thy  patient  energy, 

In  the  endurance,  and  repulse 
Of  thine  impenetrate  Spirit, 

Whh-h  Earth  and  Heaven  could  not  convulse, 
A mighty  lesson  we  Inherit : 

Thou  art  a symljo!  and  a sign 

To  Mortals  of  their  fate  and  force  ; 

Like  thir,  Man  Is  in  part  divine, 

A troubled  stream  from  a pure  source ; 

And  Man  In  portions  can  foresee 
His  own  funereal  destiny; 

HU  WTctchednese,  and  hU  resistance, 

And  hU  sad  unallied  existence: 

To  which  bU  Spirit  may  oi>ik)sc 
Itself  — and  rqu.at  to  ail  woes. 

And  a Arm  will,  and  a deep  senfe,  • 
Which  even  In  torture  can  descry 
Its  own  concenter’d  ret  umi»ense. 
Triumphant  where  It  dares  dety. 

And  making  Death  a Victory. 

OiocUti.  July,  IS1<>. 

strwd  of  any  ronsntainry  or  monitory  (ext,  this  Epicurean  line 
from  one  of  hit  on  n | i’*rms  — 

**  l.ifr  lo  ibc  U»(  enjoy'd,  here  ChiirchlM  11*  *.'* 

■ /,  »ol.  ti  p.  lAU.J 


I A FRAGMENT. 

I Could  I remount  the  riv^r  of  ray  years 
I To  the  flot  fountain  of  our  smiles  and  tears, 

I 1 would  not  trace  again  the  stream  of  hours 
j Between  their  outworn  banks  of  wither’d  flowers, 

, But  bid  it  flow  as  now  — until  It  glides 
Into  the  number  of  the  nameless  tides.  • • • • 

What  is  thU  Death  ? — a quiet  of  the  heart  ? 

I The  whole  of  that  of  which  we  are  a part? 

1 For  life  Is  but  a vision  what  1 see 
I Of  all  which  lives  alone  Is  life  to  me, 

I .\nd  being  so — the  absent  are  the  dead, 

^ Who  haunt  us  from  tranquillity,  and  spread 
( A dreary  shroud  around  us,  and  Invest 
With  sad  rcmembraoccf  our  hours  of  rest. 

The  alHcnt  are  the  demi  — fur  they  are  cold, 

And  ne'er  con  be  what  once  we  did  behold  ; 

And  they  arc  changed,  and  cheerless, — or  if  yet 
The  unforgotten  do  not  all  forget, 

Slm*c  thus  divided — equal  must  it  be 
If  the  deep  barrier  be  of  earth,  or  sea ; 

It  may  be  both  — but  one  day  end  It  roust 
In  the  dark  union  of  Insensate  dust. 

The  under >earth  Inhabitants — are  they 
But  mingled  mtlUons  decomposed  to  clay  f 
The  ashes  of  a thousand  ages  spread 
Wherever  man  has  trodden  or  shall  tread  ? 

Or  do  they  in  their  silent  cities  dwell 
I'^ch  in  his  incommunicative  cell? 

Or  have  they  their  own  language  ? and  a sense 
Of  brcathlcM  being  ? — d.irken'd  and  Intense 
As  midnight  in  her  solitude  ? — Oh  Earth  I 
Where  are  the  |>xst? — and  uherefore  hud  they  birth? 
The  dead  are  thy  Inheritors  •'and  we 
But  bubbles  on  thy  surface  ; and  the  key 
Of  thy  profundity  Is  In  the  grave. 

The  ebon  |>brtal  of  thy  iwupled  cave. 

Where  I would  walk  In  spirit,  and  Whold 
Our  eletiwnts  n'wUTd  to  things  untold. 

And  flithom  hidden  wonders,  and  explore 
The  essence  of  great  bosoms  now  no  more.  • • • • 
DUxUti,  Juiy.laiC. 


SONNET  TO  LAKE  LEMAN. 

Rocssrau— Voltaire  — our  Gibbon  — and  De  StalH — 
I.e  nan  i ! these  names  are  worthy  of  thy  shore. 
Thy  shore  of  names  like  these  ! wert  Uum  no  more. 
Their  memory  thy  reroemlirance  would  recall : 

To  them  thy  banks  were  lovely  as  to  all, 

But  they  have  made  them  lovelier,  for  the  lore 
Of  mighty  minds  doth  hallow  In  the  cure 
Of  human  hearts  the  ruin  of  a w^all 

Where  dwelt  the  wise  and  wondrous  ; hut  l»y  fAee 
How  much  more,  L*vke  of  Beauty  ! do  we  feel. 

In  sweetly  gliding  o’er  thy  cr>'stal  sea, 

The  wild  glow  of  that  not  ungentle  seal. 

Which  of  the  heirs  of  Immortality 
Is  proud,  and  makes  the  breath  of  glory  re.-il ! 

Diodsil,  Jul}.  1«I«. 

I Geneva,  Ferney,  Cojef.  Tjiii«anne..— [See  m/e,  n.  9A._. 
I have  traversed  ail  tiMUv*eait’>  ground  vrlili  the  Ib'loise 
lietorr  me,  aim!  sun  slnirk  o n that  t ennoot  exp"e*», 

with  the  force  aoH  M-curMct  «>|  hU  *ieM  «*,*!  the 

iMAUtyof  their  reality.”— /..i/ers, 
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BYRON’S  WORKS, 


! ROMANCE  MCT  OOLOROSO 

I , 

t)KL  SITIO  r TOMA  DC  ALHAMA.  ' 
£l  daia  m AraHgo  tu$i. 

rASfCAVAsR  cl  Rry  Moru 
Por  U eluded  dc  Granada, 
la*  puerUi  «lc  Elvira 
Uxsta  las  de  Bivnrmmbla. 

Ay  de  mi.  Alhama  I 

I Cartaf  le  fUeron  Tcnidas 

Que  Alhama  rra  gnnadm. 
l.ni  carta*  echo  cn  el  fuegn, 

T al  menAKcru  matara. 

; Ay  de  mi,  Alhama  \ 

I Oescnvalga  de  una  mula, 

I I V en  un  cavallu  cavalga. 

i I Pur  el  Zacathi  arriba 

I Subido  *e  avia  al  Alhambra. 

I Ay  lie  mi,  Alhama  1 

Como  en  el  Alhambra  estuvo, 

Al  mhinu  punui  mandara 
Que  se  coquon  las  ti'ompetas 
Con  afiatiirs  de  plata. 

Ay  de  ml.  Alhama! 

V que  atamUiriN  df  guerm 
Aprics9;i  tot|ucii  biunua ; 

Por  que  lo  oygaii  >u.-«  Munr«. 

Los  de  la  Vega  y Oi  anudii. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama  ! 

Moros  que  el  eon  oyeron. 

Que  al  langriento  Marte  llama. 
Uno  a uno,  y dm  a dm, 

Cn  gran  esquadron  formavun. 

Ay  de  ml,  Alhama  ! 




1816.  [ 

I VERT  MOURNTDL  BALL.4D 

OK  TIIK  «1BUC  AMD  CONQURarT  OF  Al.MAMA,  I 

H'hich,  in  tJkt  Arabic  language,  i$  to  lAe/ottou>ing  purport.  I 

Tite  Moorish  King  rides  up  .nnd  down 
Through  Granada’s  royal  town  ; i 

From  Elvira's  gates  to  those 
or  Ilivarambla  on  he  goes.  I 

Woe  Is  me,  Alhama  1 | 

I./etter«  to  the  monarch  tell  | 

How  Alhama's  city  fell ; 

I In  the  Are  the  scroll  he  threw. 

And  the  mevenger  he  slew. 

Woe  U me,  Alhama  t 

He  quits  his  mule,  and  mount*  his  horse. 

And  through  the  street  direcU  his  course ; 

I Through  the  street  of  Zacatln 

I To  the  Alhambra  spurring  In. 

j Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

W*hen  the  Alhambra  walls  he  gain'd, 

I On  the  moment  he  ordain’d 

i That  the  trumpet  straight  should  sound 

i With  the  silver  clarion  round. 

I Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

{ And  when  the  hollow  drums  of  war 

j llcat  the  loud  alarm  afar, 

! That  the  Moors  of  town  and  plain 

I Might  answer  to  the  martial  strain. 

Woe  1$  me,  Alhama ! 

I Then  the  Moors,  by  this  aware 

That  bloody  Mars  recall’d  them  there. 

One  by  one,  and  two  by  two, 

I To  a mighty  s<]uadmn  grew. 

< Woe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 


AIU  hablo  un  Moru  \iqjo ; 

I>esta  manera  hablava : 

Para  que  nos  Uanms,  Rey  ? 

Para  que  es  cste  lium.ida  ? 

Ay  lie  mi.  Alh.'iina  ! 

I Aveya  de  saber,  amigos, 

I l^na  nueva  drsdicluda : 

Que  Christianos,  con  bravezn, 

Ya  not  ban  tornado  .Alhama. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama  ! 

I Alii  habid  un  vfqjo  Atfhqul, 

De  barba  crecida  y cana : — 

Bien  *e  te  rmpica,  buen  Rey, 

Buen  Re>' ; bien  se  tc  empleava. 

Ay  de  mi,  Albania  ! 

Mataste  los  Bcncerrages, 

Que  era  la  flor  de  Granada : 

CogUte  lot  tumadizos 
De  Cordova  la  nombrada. 

Ay  de  ml,  Alhama ! 

Por  CMO  mereces,  Rey, 

IHia  pom*  bien  dobinda ; 

Que  te  pierdos  tu  y cl  rryno, 

Y que  sc  pierda  Granada. 

Ay  de  ml,  Alhama ! 

• The  effect  of  the  original  ludlad  — which  exUted  both 
In  Spanish  and  Arablc»w«s  such  that  U «a«  furbidden 


Out  then  spake  an  aged  Moor  ! 

Iti  these  wonis  the  king  before. 

**  Wherefore  call  on  us,  oh  King  ? 

What  may  mean  this  gathering?’* 

Woe  is  roc,  A lhama ! 

Friends  : >e  hate,  alas!  to  know 
Of  a most  disastrous  blow, 

That  the  Chriatlans,  stem  ami  bold. 

Have  obtain'd  Alhama's  hold.” 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

Out  then  sr>ukc  old  Alfaqui, 

With  his  iwani  so  white  to  see, 

••  Go«l  King  : thou  art  justly  served. 

Good  King  ! this  thou  hast  deserved. 

Woe  is  roe,  Albaroa 

•*  By  thee  were  .slain.  In  evU  hour. 

The  Abencrrrage,  Granada's  flower; 

, And  stniuvrs  were  received  by  thee 
of  Cordova  the  Chivalry. 

^^'oe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 

•*  And  for  this,  oh  King  ! is  sent 
On  thee  a double  chastisement! 

'J’hee  and  thine,  thy  crown  and  realm. 

One  last  wreck  shall  overwhelm. 

>K’oc  Is  me,  Alhanu  ! 

to  be  sung  by  the  Moon,  on  pain  of  death,  with  in  Gta* 
noda. 
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j SI  no  ae  rcspetan  leve«. 

**  He  who  holds  no  laws  in  awe,  1 

Ka  Icy  «}ue  todo  sc  picrda ; 

He  must  perish  by  the  law  •,  \ 

> Y que  >e  pierda  OranAda« 

And  Granada  must  be  won,  ! 

Y que  tc  plcrdu  en  ella. 

And  thyself  with  her  undone." 

Ay  tie  mU  Alhama ! 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

Kucgo  por  los  qjo»  vicrtc. 

Fire  flash'd  from  out  the  old  Moor's  eyes.  ] 

El  Bey  que  csto  oyera. 

The  Monarch’s  wrath  began  to  rise, 

Y coino  el  otro  de  Icyes 

Because  he  answer'd,  an<l  because 

Dc  leyes  Uxnbien  hablava. 

He  spake  exceeding  well  of  laws. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhanu  ! 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  1 

Sabe  un  Key  que  no  ay  leyes 

**  There  is  no  law  to  say  such  things 

De  darle  a Reyes  dL-q?usto-» 

As  may  disgust  the  car  of  kings  ; . 

Esso  dite  el  Rcy  Moro 

Thus,  snorting  with  his  choler,  said 

RcUnchando  de  colera. 

The  Moorish  King,  and  doom’d  him  dead. 

Ay  dc  ml,  Albania  1 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

Moro  AHaqui,  Moru  AUbqui, 

Moor  Alfaqui  1 Moor  Alfhqui ! 

El  dc  la  velUda  borbo, 

Though  thy  beard  so  hoary  l)C, 

£1  Rcy  te  manda  prendrr. 

The  King  hath  sent  to  have  thee  seized. 

Por  la  perdida  de  Alhama. 

Fur  Alharaa's  loss  displeased. 

Ay  de  ml,  Albama ! 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

Y cortarte  la  cabeza, 

And  to  Ax  thy  head  upon  j 

Y ponerla  en  el  Alhambra, 

High  Alhambra's  lofliot  ^tone ; i 

For  que  a ti  castigo  sea. 

That  this  fur  thee  shuuUl  be  the  law,  1 

Y otrus  tieiublcn  cn  miralla. 

And  others  tremble  when  they  saw.  | 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama  i 

Woe  is  me,  Albama  ( j 

Cavallcros,  hombres  buenos, 

*'  Cavalier,  and  man  of  worth ! ; 

Dezid  de  ml  parte  ol  Rey, 

Let  these  wonls  of  mine  go  forth  ; j 

A1  Rey  Moro  dc  Granada, 

Let  the  Moorish  Monarch  know,  1 

Como  no  le  devo  nada. 

That  to  him  I nothing  owe.  ’ 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama  1 

Woe  is  me,  Albama  1 - 

Dc  averse  Alhama  pcrdldo 

**  But  on  my  soul  Alhama  weighs,  | 

A ml  mo  pcsu  en  el  aim;i. 

And  on  my  inmost  spirit  preys ; 

Que  si  cl  Rcy  }icrtli6  su  tierra. 

And  if  the  King  bis  land  bath  lost,  ' 

Otro  mucho  mas  perdicra. 

i'et  others  may  have  lost  the  mosL  1 

Ay  dc  mi,  Alhama ! 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  1 < 

Pcrdicrin  hljos  padre.'. 

“ Sires  have  lost  their  children,  wives  ", 

Y casados  Lis  ca-widas  ; 

Their  lords  and  valiant  men  their  lives  i 

Las  rosas  que  mas  amara 

One  w hat  bcH  bis  love  might  claim  ; 

Penlio  r im  y cl  otro  fama. 

Hath  lost,  another  wealth,  or  fame.  j 

Ay  de  ml,  yUhama  t 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama!  i 

Perdi  uoa  bija  donzclla 

**  1 lost  a damsel  in  th.*it  hour,  | 

Que  era  la  flor  d*  csta  tierra. 

Of  all  the  land  the  loveliest  Aower ; 

Cien  doblas  dava  por  clla. 

Doubloons  a hundred  I would  pay, 

No  me  las  estlmo  cn  noda. 

And  think  her  ransom  cheap  that  day." 

Ay  dc  mi,  Albama  ! 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  I 

Diziendo  assi  al  bacen  Alfatjui. 

And  as  these  things  the  old  Moor  said,  I 

j cortaron  U cubc9a. 

They  sever’d  from  the  trunk  hw  head  j i 

j Y la  elevan  al  Alhambra, 

And  to  the  Alhambra’s  wall  with  speed 

1 Assi  come  el  Rcy  lo  lUiuida. 

'Twas  carried,  as  the  King  decreed. 

1 Ay  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

Woe  Is  me,  Alhama! 

Hombres,  ninos  y mugcrcs. 

And  men  and  In^ts  therein  weep 

Lloran  tan  grande  perdida. 

Their  loss,  so  heavy  and  so  deep : 

LIuntvan  todns  b-t  damns 

Granada’s  ladles,  al)  she  rears 

Quantas  cn  Granada  avia. 

Within  her  walls,  burst  Into  tears. 

Ay  de  ml,  Alhama  1 

Woe  is  roe,  Alhama ! 

Por  las  callcs  y ventanas 

And  from  the  windows  o'er  the  walls 

Muebo  luto  parccia ; 

The  sable  web  of  mourning  falls  ; 

Llora  el  Key  coroo  fembra. 

The  King  weeps  as  a woman  o’er 

Qu*  es  mucho  to  que  perdla. 

His  loss,  for  it  is  much  and  sore. 

Ay  de  ml,  Albans  ! 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  1 

Digitized  by  Coogle 


rr%  MONACA. 

Soci^to  cornpotto  In  nnm«  di  un  ppnitore.  a cui  era  mort.i 
poco  innanxi  una  iiglla  apprna  inariUU ; «*  dirrtui  a!  gc- 
nilore  della  aacra  apota. 

Ui  due  vaghc  donzclle,  oncste,  accorte 
Jded  e raiiieri  podri  11  del  lie  feo, 

II  del,  che  degne  dl  plu  nobil  s«)rte 
L'  una  e V altm  veggendu,  amiMj  cbiedco. 

La  mia  fu  tolla  da  velocc  nnirtc 
A le  funuinti  U'de  d'  Imenco : 

La  lua,  Francesco,  In  augdlate  porte 
Etema  prigionlera  or  si  rendeo. 

Ma  tu  almeno  potral  dc  la  gt'lo^a 
Irretneabil  soglla.  ovo  s’  a.M.'onde, 

I>a  sua  tenera  udir  voce  pietn^a. 

lo  verso  un  flume  d'  amarKssim'  nndo, 

Corro  a quel  marmo.  In  cul  la  ««*  po^a, 
Batto,  e ribatto,  ma  ncssun  risponde. 


Sonnet  comnosod  In  the  name  of  a father,  whose  daughter 
had  recentijr  died  shortijr  after  her  marriage ; and  add.-  ti>rd 
to  tho  btber  of  her  who  had  lately  taken  the  veil. 

Of  two  ftdr  virgins,  modest,  though  admlrrtl, 

I Heaven  made  us  happy,  and  now,  wretchiHl  isircs; 
Heaven  for  a nobler  doom  their  worth  desiren, 

And  gazing  upon  e/fArr,  both  required. 

Mine,  while  the  torch  of  Hymen  newly  fired 

I Becomt'S  extlngubh’d,  soon  — too  soon expires  s 

I But  thine,  within  the  closing  grate  retired, 

■ Eternal  captive,  to  her  God  aspires. 

But  thoH  at  least  from  out  the  Jealous  door. 

Which  shuts  between  your  never-meeting  eyes, 
May’st  hear  her  sweet  and  pious  voice  once  more  i 

1 to  the  marble,  where  my  daughter  lies, 

I Bush, — the  swoln  flood  of  bitterness  I pour. 

I And  knock,  and  knock,  and  knock but  r.ooe 
replies. 


STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC 

BaiGHT  be  the  place  of  thy  soul ! 

No  lovelier  spirit  than  Hitne 
E’er  burst  from  its  mortal  control. 

In  the  orbs  of  the  blessed  to  shine. 

On  earth  thou  wort  all  but  divine. 

As  thy  soul  shall  immortally  be  ; 

And  our  sorrow  may  ense  to  repine 

When  we  know  that  thy  Ood  Is  with  thee. 

Light  be  the  turf  of  thy  tomb  ! 

May  its  verdure  like  emeralds  be  ! 

There  should  not  be  the  shadow  of  gloom. 

In  aught  that  reminds  us  of  thee. 

Young  flowers  and  an  evergreen  tr»*e 
May  spring  from  the  spot  of  thy  rest : 

But  nor  cypress  nor  yew  let  us  see ; 

For  why  should  wc  mourn  for  the  blest  ? 


STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC 

They  say  that  Hope  Is  happiness ; 

But  genuine  Love  must  prize  the  past. 
And  Memory  wakes  the  thoughts  that  bless: 
They  rose  the  first they  set  the  last; 

And  all  that  Memory  loves  the  most 
Was  once  our  only  Hope  to  be. 

And  all  that  Hoi>c  adored  am!  lost 
Math  melted  Into  Mcmoi^. 

Alas  ! it  is  delusion  all : 

The  future  cheats  us  from  afar. 

Nor  can  we  lie  what  we  recall, 

Nor  dare  we  think  on  what  we  are. 


I 


TO  THOMAS  MOORE. 

Mr  boat  Is  on  the  shore. 

And  my  bark  is  on  the  sea  ; 

But,  before  I go,  Tom  Mtxire, 

Here ’s  a double  health  to  thee  ! 

Here  V a sigh  to  those  who  love  me. 

And  a smile  to  those  who  hate  ; 

And,  whatever  sky’s  above  me. 

Here’s  a heart  for  every  CUe. 

Though  the  ocean  roar  around  me. 

Yet  it  still  shall  bear  me  on ; 

Though  a desert  should  summnd  nie. 

It  hath  springs  that  may  U*  won.  ^ 

Werc’t  the  last  drop  In  the  well,  i 
As  I gasp’d  upon  the  brink,  ■ ^ f ' 

Ere  my  fainting  spirit  fell. 

'TIs  to  thee  that  1 would  drink. 

With  that  water,  as  this  wine, 

The  libation  I would  pour 

Should  be  — peace  with  thine  and  mine. 
And  a health  to  thee,  Tom  Moore. 

Juir, 


ON  THE  BUST  OF  HELEN  BT  CANOVA.  s 

Ik  this  beloved  marble  view, 

Above  the  works  and  thoughts  of  mau, 

V hat  nature  com/J,  but  irould  not,  do. 

And  beauty  and  Canova  can  ! 

Beyond  imagination’s  power, 

Bi*yond  the  Bani's  defeated  art, 

" ith  immortality  her  dower. 

Behold  the  Jfe/en  of  the  heart  I 

Koreinber.  1M6. 


' [**  Thli  vhtJidd  hat'c  1»wn  written  mnotit  «tm:  the 

flr,l  wa*.  1 iitn  Jii«l  rutiie  »)«rt  fmm  .in  hmir'i  In 

lf»e  Aclrladc.**  ~ /.orrf  S’yrtm  to  .Wr.  A/wt-rr.  July  |(t. 

* ^“TSic  Helen  of  l'anov«(a  l>iut  which  li  Ui  the  bou»r 


of  M«Ume  the  Countexc  d'Albrlxxl)  {•,''  *av«  Irfird  mron, 
I * rvi  i-pthiit.  tu  my  mhid.  the  mo»t  tier.ivtlvlMwutUul 
i of  bun.ju)  ro.-\r<>|4lont.  hihI  far  bc}-ona  inr  ideas  nf  hujn.,a 
, eXHcutbii.  — L/rrf  yfyrun  lo  .Vr.  JaioTi^.'Nov.  S-V  |»p;  J 
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SONG  FOR  TIIE  LUDDITES. 

As  the  Liberty  latls  o*er  the  sea 
Bought  their  ftredom,  aud  cheaply,  with  blood* 
So  we,  buys,  we 
Will  dit  fighting,  or  lice  free, 

And  down  with  all  kings  but  King  Ludd  ! 

When  the  web  that  we  weave  is  compU’fv. 

And  the  shuttle  exchanged  for  the  swurd, 

We  will  fting  the  winding  sheet 
OVr  the  de^iwl  at  our  fret. 

And  dye  it  deep  in  the  gore  he  ha«  |>our’d. 

Though  black  as  hU  heart  its  hue. 

Since  his  veins  are  corrupted  to  mud. 

Yet  this  is  the  dew 
Which  the  tree  shall  renew 
Of  Uberty,  planted  by  Ludd ! ^ 

December,  UIG. 


TO  THOMAS  MCK)U£. 
What  are  you  doing  now. 

Oh  Thomas  Moore  ? 

What  arc  you  doing  now. 

Oh  Thomas  Moore  ? 
Sighing  or  suing  now. 
Rhyming  or  wooing  now. 
Billing  or  cooing  now, 

Wliich,  Thomas  Moore  ? 

But  the  Carnival 's  coming. 
Oh  Thomxs  Moore ! 

The  Ciiniival ’s  coming. 

Oh  Thomas  Moore  1 
Masking  ami  humming. 
Fifing  and  drumming, 
Guitarring  and  strumming. 
Oh  Thonuis  Moore ! 


SO,  WE’LL  GO  NO  MORE  A ROVING. 

So,  we  *U  go  no  more  a ronng 
So  late  into  the  night. 

Though  the  heart  be  still  as  loving. 

And  the  moon  be  still  as  bright. 

For  the  sword  outwears  its  sheath,’ 

And  the  soul  wears  out  the  iircast, 

And  the  heart  must  pause  to  breathe. 

And  lore  Itself  have  rest. 

^ [**  Arc  you  not  near  the  I.tiddilri  ? By  the  l.nnl ! iftlirre  *• 
a row.  but  rn  be  amonR  yel  Ilow  go  uii  the  weavers  — 
the  breakers  of  fi-ames—the  Lutherans  of  politics— tiie  re* 

formers  f There 's  an  atnlabio  cAamvti  for  riHi !— all 

Impromptu.  1 hare  written  It  principally  to  sh«>ck  your 

ne^hbour , who  is  all  clergy  and  Imalty  — mirth  and  In* 

Docence— milk  and  water.”  — i.ord  Bjrrtm  to  Afr.  Moorr, 
Dee.M.  1816.] 

• And  there  are  songs  and  quavers,  roaring,  humminf . 
Guitars,  and  every  other  sort  of  strumming."— Av>po. 

See  ojUc,  p.  14&.] 

» (••  I went  to  most  of  the  rMoUot,  Ac.,  and  though  I did 
not  dissipate  ranch  upon  the  whole,  yet  t found  the  sword 
wearing  out  the  s«abbarcl.  thougli  I have  but  jurt  turned 
the  comer  of  twenty-nine.”—  /.ora  Dirron  ta  .Ur.  Moorr. 
leb.  VH.  I«17.1 

* [••  I have  l»een  111  with  allow  fever,  which  at  U«t  took  to 
flying,  and  became  os  quick  as  need  be.  hut,  at  length,  otter 


Though  the  night  was  made  for  loving. 
And  the  day  returns  Usu  soon. 

Yet  we’ll  go  no  more  a roving 
By  the  light  of  the  moon. 


VEUSICLES.  • 

READ  the  **  Christabel ; ” 

Very  well : 

read  the  ••  MUslonary;’* 

Pretty  — very  t 
tried  at  “ Ililcrim  ; ” 

Ahem ! 

read  a sheet  of  " Marg’ret  of  Jujnu  ■ ” ’ 

Caw  yo«  ? 

turn'd  a page  of  Scott's  Waterhx) ; ” 

Pot)h ! j*ot)h  f 

look'd  nt  Wonisworth’s  milk-white  *•  Rvlstone  Doc ; 
Hiliu ! 

&c.  &c.  Ac. 

March.  1817. 


Tf)  MR.  MI  HRAY. 

To  hook  the  reader,  you,  John  Murray, 

Have  |>ubU»h'd  " .\njouV  Margaret,” 

Which  wou't  lie  sold  oft'  in  a hurry 
(At  least,  it  has  not  been  as  yeti; 

And  then,  still  further  to  bewilder  ’em. 

Without  remorse  you  set  up  '*  Ildcrim 
So  mind  you  don't  get  into  debt, 

Because  as  how,  If  you  should  fliil. 

These  books  would  be  but  baddish  bait 

And  mind  you  do  nnt  let  escape 

These  rhymes  to  Morning  Post  or  Perry, 

Which  woiiid  Itc  eery  treacheroiu^  — eery, 

And  get  me  into  such  a scra)«e  ! 

For,  flntly,  I should  have  to  salty. 

All  in  my  little  boat,  against  a (Jul/ry ; 

And,  should  I chance  to  slay  the  Assyrian  wight, 
Have  next  to  combat  with  the  female  knight 

March  2S,  1817. 


EPISTLE  FROM  MR.  MURRAY  TO 
DR.  POLIDOUI. « 

Drar  Doctor,  1 have  read  your  play 
W'hich  is  a one  la  its  way,  — 

a week  of  half  delirium,  burning  skin,  tiilrit.  nnt  heauarh. 
horrible  puiiatlnn.  and  no  ilcrp.  br  the  Ule»ifig  of  barley 
water,  mod  refiiiinit  to  lee  myphrilcfan.  1 rerorerid.  ft  ii  an 
epidemic  of  the  ^oce.  Here  ire  some  verilcks.  which  1 
made  one  sleepless  night.”  — Lord  /tyron  to  A/r.  Mocrc. 
March  V,  1817.] 

> [The  •*  Missionary  " was  written  by  Mr.  Bowles ; " II- 
derim  " by  Mr.  Golly  Knight  i and  ” Margaret  of  Anjou  " by 
Miss  Holford.] 

* [For  lomei'artlculari  relating  to  Dr.  PolidoH  ire  Moore's 
" Notices.”  •*  I uever."  says  Lord  Byron,  "was  much  more 
disgtisted  with  any  human  production  than  with  the  eternal 
' nonsense,  and  irocasseries,  arul  ernullness.andill. humour,  and 
; vanity  of  this  young  perinn ; but  lie  has  some  talent,  and  is  a 
1 man  of  honour,  amihiu  dlJiMJslthius  of  amendment.  There- 
I fore  use  your  iniercsl  for  hnu.  for  he  Is  Itiijiroved  and  improv- 
' able.  You  want  a ■ civil  and  delicate  «b?rfea*lon  * for  the  me- 
' dlcal  traaeiiy?  Take  It."— Lord  D^rvn  to  Afr.  .Marrog, 
' Aug.  2l,Ul7.] 
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the  eyes  and  moves  the  bowels. 

And  drenches  handkerchiefs  like  towels 
With  tears  that,  in  a flux  of  grief, 

AfTonl  hysterical  relief 
To  shatter'd  nerve»  and  quicken’d  pulses, 

^V^llch  your  catastrophe  convulses. 

t like  your  nioril  and  machinery  ; 

Your  plot,  too,  has  such  scope  for  scenery ; 

! Your  dialogue  is  apt  and  smart ; 

] The  play’s  concoction  full  of  art ; 

Your  hero  raves,  your  heroine  cries. 

All  stab.amd  every  body  dies. 

In  short,  your  tragetly  would  be 
: The  very  thing  to  hear  and  see ; 

I And  for  a piece  of  publication, 

If  1 decline  on  thb  occasion. 

It  is  not  that  1 am  not  sensible 
To  merits  in  themselves  ostensible, 

I But  — and  1 grieve  to  speak  it — plays 

' Are  drugs  — more  drugs,  sir  — now-a-days. 

j I had  a heavy  loss  by  •*  Manuel,”  — 

t Too  lucky  if  it  prove  not  annual, — 

' And  Sothchy,  with  his  Orestes,” 

(Which,  by  the  b}’,  the  author's  best  Is,) 

[ Has  lain  so  very  long  on  hand, 

> That  1 desp.tir  of  all  demand. 

I’ve  advertised,  but  see  my  books. 

Or  only  watch  my  shopman’s  looks ; — 

Still  Ivan,  Ina,  and  such  lumber, 

My  back'Shop  glut,  my  shelves  cncuml>or. 

There’s  Byron  too,  who  once  did  better, 

Has  sent  me,  folded  In  a letter, 

A fort  of — It’s  no  more  a drama 
' Than  I>amley,  Ivan,  or  Kehaina ; 

I So  alter’d  since  hist  year  his  pen  Ls 

1 think  he’s  lost  bis  wits  at  Venice. 

In  short,  sir,  what  with  one  aud  t'other, 

1 dare  not  venture  on  another. 

I write  in  haste ; excuse  each  blunder ; 

The  caichcs  through  the  street  so  thunder  J 
1 My  room’s  so  full  — we’ve  tlilford  here 

I Heading  MS.,  with  Hookham  Frere, 

{ Prunouiicing  on  the  nouns  and  particles 

i Of  some  of  our  forthcoming  Articles. 

The  Quarterly  — Ah,  sir,  if  you 
Had  but  the  genius  to  review ! — 

A smart  critique  upon  St.  Helena, 

Or  if  you  only  would  but  tell  in  i 

Short  compass  what but,  to  resume: 

As  1 was  saying,  sir,  the  room  — 

The  room  '$  so  full  of  wits  and  bards, 

Crabbes,  Campbells,  Crokers,  Frercs,  and  Wards, 
And  others,  neither  bards  nor  wits  : — 

My  humble  tenement  admits 
All  [tenons  in  the  dress  of  gent, 

I From  Mr.  Hammond  to  D<^  Dent 

I A party  dines  with  me  to^y, 

j All  clever  men,  who  make  their  way  ; 

I Crabbe,  Miilcolm,  Hamilton,  and  Chantrey, 

j Arc  all  partakers  of  my  pantry, 

f They  're  at  this  moment  In  discussion 
On  p<M>r  lie  Staul’s  late  dlssolutitm. 

Her  they  say,  was  In  advance  — 

Pray  Heaven,  she  tell  the  truth  of  France ! 

• ( Thp  fourth  caiato  of  **  Childe  Harold.*'] 

I, _ _ 


Thus  run  our  time  and  tongues  away ; — 

But,  to  return,  sir,  to  your  play: 

Sorts’,  sir,  but  I cannot  deal. 

Unless  'twerc  acted  by  O’Neill. 

My  hands  so  full,  my  head  so  busy, 

1 ’m  almost  dead,  and  always  dizzy ; 

And  so,  with  endless  truth  and  hurry. 

Dear  Doctor,  1 am  yours, 

JoHX  Munaar. 

August,  IS17. 


EPISTLE  TO  MR.  MURRAY.  j 

Mr  dear  Mr.  Murray,  j 

You’re  In  a damn’d  hurry 

To  set  up  this  ultimate  Canto ; * 

But  (If  they  don't  rob  us) 

You’ll  sec  Mr.  Hobhouse 

Will  bring  it  safe  in  his  portmanteau. 

For  the  Journal  you  hint  of, 

As  ready  to  print  olT, 

No  doubt  you  do  right  to  commend  it : 

B»it  as  yet  I have  writ  off 
The  devil  a bit  of 

Our  “ Beppo : ” — when  copied,  I 'U  send  It.  ■ 

Then  you  *ve  • ■ • • ’s  Tour, — ■ 

N’o  great  things,  to  be  sure, — I 

You  could  hardly  begin  with  a less  work  *, 

For  the  i>omi»ous  rascalUon,  | 

Who  don't  speak  Italian 

Nor  French,  must  have  scribbled  by  guesswork. 

You  can  moke  any  loss  up 
With  •*  Spence”  and  his  gossip, 

A work  which  must  surely  succeed ; 

Then  Queen  Mary’s  Eplstle-crafl,  j; 

With  the  new  •«  Fytte”  of  *•  Whistlocrafl,”  ji 

Must  make  people  purchase  and  read. 

j Then  you  ’vc  General  Gordon,  j 

I Who  girded  his  sword  on. 

To  serse  with  a Muscovite  master. 

And  help  him  to  polish  j 

I A nation  so  owlish,  i 

They  thought  shaving  their  beards  a disaster. 

For  the  man,  “poor  and  shrewd," 2 
With  whom  you  *d  conclude 
A compact  without  more  delay. 

Perhaps  some  such  peu  is 
Still  extant  In  Venice ; 

But  please,  sir,  to  mention  your  jmy. 

Venice,  January  a,  lai*. 


TO  MR.  MURRAY.  | 

Strahak,  Tonson,  Lintot  of  the  times,  ■[ 

Patron  and  publisher  of  rhymes,  'j 

For  thee  the  bard  up  Pindus  climbs,  I' 

My  Murray. 

To  thee,  with  hope  and  terror  dumb,  j 

The  unfletigod  MS.  authors  come;  jl 

Thou  printest  all  — and  sellest  some i[ 

My  Murray.  j| 

* r/rfc  your  letter. 

z - - ^ d 
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Upon  tbx  table's  baite  so  green 
The  last  new  Quarterl3r  is  seen,  — 

Hut  where  is  thy  new  Magazine. 

My  Murray  ? 

Along  thy  sprucest  bookshelves  shine 
The  works  thou  deemest  most  divine » 
The  ^ Art  of  Cookery.”  and  mine. 

My  Murray. 

Tours,  Travels.  Essays,  too,  I wist. 

And  Sermons,  to  thy  -.nill  bring  grist ; 
.knd  then  thou  hast  the  •*  Navy  Elst,” 

My  Murray. 

And  Heaven  forbid  I should  conclude 
Without  **  the  Board  of  ]x>ngitude,” 
Although  this  narrow  paper  would. 

My  Murray  1 

Venice,  March  3ft, 


I 


< (On  the  birth  of  thi*  child,  the  ton  of  the  British  vice* 
consul  at  Venke,  Lord  Byron  wrote  these  lines.  They  are 
lu  no  other  respert  remarkjU>le.  than  that  they  were  thought 
worthy  of  being  metrically  translated  into  no  )e«i  than  ten 
diflbrent  languages;  nsinely,  Greeh,  I#atin.  Iialiaa  (also  In 
the  Vfiietian  dialectl.  German.  French,  Spanish,  Illyrian, 
Hebrew,  Armenian,  and  Samaritan.  The  urlgiiial  Hues, 
with  the  lUlTcrenl  versions  above  mentioned,  were  printed,  in 
s imHlI  neat  volume.  In  the  seminary  of  Padua;  from  which 
«e  take  the  following:  — 

GREEK. 

4*^*  n>sre  riar^sr  aed  Mertfw  kyXmi*  uin 
' Af-nrimm  n,  eiua<  ft 

Oce«  H earf<  S<m  *, 

•ZS'lC  Kii 

LATIN. 

MsenaDlnrioi  Patris  verset  sub  pertore  sensus, 
Matrriu*  roseo  fUlgest  ore  decor; 

Ncii  qiilil  rdlrl  desk,  quo  robore  Kissus 
Fvitivij  pollet,  pollcal  isle  puer. 

ITALIAN. 

Del  Psiire  il  senno.  e 11  bel  mate  mo  aspcUo 
Spirndano  ognora  in  Te,  fsndul  dllettu : 

Kelirc  applen  ! se  al  tuo  corporeo  velu 
l)cM\a  II  neto  vigor  di  Riszoll  cielo. 

rilL  VENETIAN  DIALECT. 
l>c  rraslcte  el  to  roodelo 
Sia  la  Mama.  Iwl  l^ltclo. 

E 1 talenUi  del  Papd 
In  ti  cresia  co  I'  eu ; 

B per  salsa,  o rontentln 
Aom  a Kiaso  cl  to  morbis. 

GERMAN. 

Xu<  b(6  Sinb(<  Huge  flra^Iet 
S<inet  SSatett  Sinn. 

Unb  btr  iOluttct  @c^6n()cit  main 
Sicb  in  danger  nKunb/  unb  Ainn. 
Sluctlicb  aieintr  mirft  bu  fcQni 
Aann(t  bu  SRijjo  '«  frobtn  aUut^fSi 
Scinet  feurivcn  Slutct. 

Seiner  0tirte  bicl;  eifrcu  'n. 

FRKNCH. 

Sois  en  tout  fortun6.  ■emtlUnt  Jouvenceau, 
r >rte  (Ians  let  festins  la  valeur  de  Kiaso, 

Porte  au  barrrau  I'espHt  que  fait  hriller  too  p^re. 

Ft  pour  ralncre?— au  boudoir  sois  beau  comme  ta  mere. 

SPANI.SH. 

SI  ft  la  gracia  niatema  el  gu«to  ayuntas 
Y curatira  del  l*a<lre.  o belio  Infante, 

Serks  fclU,  y lo  srris  baslaiile  ; 

Mas.  si  fchrldad  guicres  completa, 

S^,  conio  Hiao.  sJegre,  s«  un  stleta. 


ON  THE  BIRTH  OF  JOHN  WILLIA.M  RIZZO 
HOPPNER. 

Hts  father's  sense,  his  mother's  grace. 

In  him,  1 hope,  will  always  tit  so; 

W’ith  — still  to  keep  him  In  good  case  — 

The  health  and  appetite  of  lUizo.  i 

February,  ISIS. 


STANZAS  TO  THE  PO.  ? 

Ritee,  that  rollest  by  the  ancient  wall!«,) 

Where  dwells  the  lady  of  my  love,  when  she 
Walks  by  thy  brink,  and  there  perchance  recalls 
A faint  and  fleeting  memory  of  roc ; 

^^'hat  if  thy  deep  and  ample  stream  should  V 
A mirror  of  my  heart,  where  she  may  read 
The  thousand  thoughts  1 now  betray  to  thee, 
Wild  os  thy  wave,  and  headlong  as  thy  speed  I 

ILLYRIAN. 

Ako  li  sjagnu  — Otcleve  kfi|HMtl 
Budesc  aadnjscitl  — mAj^fnii  ghlutat'oit, 
PruladVI  didchtu— arichjaasi  tadostl. 

Ako  pak  lujrav  — ti  budesc  slidill 
Kiasa  prlvesela— , gneeovu  1 lusladou. 
Siichjnlaod  tebe  — nechlesce  vlditl. 


■*!{’  T?K  riosn 
rein  ti?  ifsK  '£(* 
ynn  tiw 

.iTnn  nnx  m □; 

* (About  the  middle  of  April,  1819.  Lord  Byron  trarelled 
from  Venice  lo  Ilarenna.  at  which  last  city  he  experted  lo 
tind  the  Countess  Giiicrioll.  The  above  stansas,  wtdeh 
have  been  as  much  admired  as  any  thins  of  the  kind  lie  ever 
wrote,  wen*  composed,  according  to  Madame  Guicrlnirs 
statement,  during  this  Journey,  and  while  l.ord  Brron  was 
actually  sailing  un  the  Po.  In  trammittlng  them  to  I'ligland. 
in  May.  1n‘20,  he  says.—'*  They  must  not  be  publlshfd : pray 
rocolloci  this,  as  they  ar«  mare  verses  of  society,  and  writtin 
upon  private  feelings  and  passions.*'  They  were  first  printed 
in  1834.] 

> [Havenna^acity  to  which  Lord  Byron  aRerwards  de- 
clared himself  more  attacked  than  to  any  other  place,  rxcc|A 
Greece.  He  resided  in  it  rather  more  than  two  years. 
quitted  it.”  sap  .Madame  Giiicdoti,  **  with  thadaepest  reerK, 
.-uid  with  a presentinieiii  that  his  departure  would  Em  the  luro- 
runnerof  a thousand  evils:  he  was  continually  performing  ge- 
nerous actions  : many  families  owed  to  him  the  few  prosperoua 
days  they  ever  enjoyed ; his  arrival  was  spoken  of  as  a piece 
of  public  good  fortune,  and  his  departure  as  a wblic  cala- 
mity." In  the  third  canto  of"  Dun  Juan,"  Lord  Byron  has 
idctureil  the  tranquil  lifo  which,  at  this  time,  be  was  lead- 
ing:— 

" Swrect  hour  of  twilight !— In  the  solitude 
or  the  pitw  forest,  and  the  silent  shore 
Which  bounds  Ravenna's  Immemorial  wood. 

Rooted  where  once  the  Adrian  wave  flow’d  o'er. 

To  where  the  last  CKsarean  fortress  stood. 

Evergreen  forest  J which  Boccaccio’s  lure 
And  Dryden’s  lay  made  haunted  ground  to  me, 

How  have  1 loved  the  twilight  hour  and  thee  I 

**  The  shrill  cicalas,  people  of  the  pine. 

Making  their  summer  lives  one  ceaseless  stuig. 

Were  the  sole  echoes,  save  my  steed’s  and  mine. 

And  vesper  bells  that  ruse  ibe  bougbs  auiung; 

The  spectre  huntsman  of  OnestEs  line. 

His  nell-dogs.  and  their  chase,  and  the  fair  throng, 
Which  learn’d  from  this  example  not  to  fly 
From  a true  lover,  shadow'd  my  mind's  eye.’*] 


Digitized  by  Google 


572 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


]819* 


What  do  I nay  — a mirror  of  my  heart  ? 

Are  not  thy  waters  sweeping,  dark,  and  strong  ? : 

Such  as  my  feelings  were  and  are,  tbou  art ; | 

And  such  as  thou  art  were  my  passions  long. 

Time  may  have  somewhat  tamed  them, — not  forever; 

Thou  overflow'st  thy  banks,  and  not  fbr  aye  | 

Thy  bosom  overboils,  congenial  river ! . 

Thy  floods  subside,  and  mine  have  sunk  away.  ' 

But  left  long  srrecks  behind,  and  now  again,  | 

Borne  in  our  old  unchanged  career,  we  nm>’e  ; | 

Thou  tendest  wildly  onward  to  the  main. 

And  I— to  loving  one  I should  nut  love. 

The  current  I behold  will  ssreep  beneath 

Her  native  walls,  and  murmur  at  her  ftvt ; I 

Her  e}'rs  will  look  on  thee,  when  she  shall  breathe 
The  twilight  air,  unharro'd  by  summer's  heat. 

She  will  look  on  thee,  — I have  look’d  on  thee. 

Full  of  that  thought : and,  from  that  moment,  ne'er 
Thy  waters  could  I dream  of;  name,  or  see. 

Without  the  Inaeparable  algh  for  her  t I 

Her  bright  eyes  srlll  be  Imaged  In  thy  stream.  < 

Tes  I they  will  meet  the  wave  I gase  on  now ; 

Mine  cannot  witness,  even  in  a dream. 

That  happy  srave  repast  me  in  Its  flow ! 

The  srave  that  bean  my  toan  returns  no  more : 

Win  she  return  by  whom  that  srave  shall  sweep  ? — 1 
Both  tread  thy  banka,  both  srander  on  Ihy  shore, 

I by  thy  source,  she  by  the  darfc*blue  deep. 

But  that  which  keepeth  us  apart  Is  not 

Distance,  nor  depth  of  srave,  nor  space  of  earth. 

But  the  distraction  of  a various  lot. 

As  various  as  the  climates  of  our  birth. 

A stranger  loves  the  lady  of  the  land. 

Bom  far  beyond  the  mountains  hut  bis  blood 
Is  all  meridian,  as  if  never  fann'd 

By  the  black  srlnd  that  chills  the  polar  flood. 

My  blood  is  all  meridian ; srere  It  not, 

I had  not  left  my  clime,  nor  should  I be. 

In  spite  of  tortures,  ne’er  to  be  forgot, 

A slave  again  of  love,>->at  least  of  thee. 

*T  is  vain  to  struggle — let  me  perish  young  — 

Live  as  1 lived,  and  love  as  I have  loved ; 

To  dust  if  1 return,  from  dust  I sprung. 

And  then,  at  least,  roj  heart  can  ne'er  be  moved. 

April,  1919. 


SONNET  TO  GEORGE  THE  FODETH, 

ow  TKi  asrsAi  or  Losn  sdwako  rtTZOKBALo’s  roaruTUBi. 

To  be  the  father  of  the  fatherlev,  [raise 

To  stretch  the  hand  ftom  the  throne's  height,  and 
7/it  olTspring,  who  expired  In  other  days 
To  make  thy  sire's  sway  by  a kingdom  less, — 

> 1**  Ho,  the  prince  has  been  rmallng  Lord  FltsprAld’i 
forfeiture?  Kcco  un’  sonettol  There,  you  «loits  I there's 
a sonnet  for  vou:  you  won't  have  such  as  that  in  a hurry 
from  Fltxgerald.  lou  may  publish  it  with  my  name,  an' ye 
wool.  He  deserves  alt  praise,  had  and  Rood : it  was  a very 
noble  piere  of  principality."..— Lord  Bjfrxm  U>  Mr.  .Uttrra|r.j 
s [‘'Would  you  like  an  eplRram — a transtAtlon  ? It  was 
wrltien  on  some  Frenchwoman,  by  RulhKres,  I bidicto.".— 
Lord  BfTo*  to  Mr.  Murrmfi,  Aug.  i3.  1819.) 


This  it  to  be  a monarch,  and  reprrsi 
Envy  into  unutterable  praise. 

Dismiss  thy  guard,  and  trust  thee  to  such  traits, 
For  who  would  lift  a hand,  except  to  blm  ? 

Were  ft  not  easy,  sir,  and  Is 't  not  sweet 
To  make  thyself  beloved  ? and  to  be 
Omnipotent  by  mercy's  means  ? for  tha« 

Thy  sovereignty  would  grow  but  more  complete ; 
A dcA|H>t  thou,  and  yet  thy  people  free. 

And  by  the  heart,  not  hand,  enslaving  us. 

Bologna,  August  II.  U19.  * 


EPIGRAM. 

raou  THi  rai.NCM  or  arLHiaacs.  > 

If,  for  silver  or  for  rolil. 

You  could  melt  ten  thousand  pimples 
Into  half  a doten  dimples. 

Then  your  face  we  might  behold, 

Looking,  doubtless,  much  more  snugly ; 

Yet  even  then 't  would  be  d d ugly. 

August  If,  lal9. 


STANZAS. » 


COUI.D  Love  for  ever 
Run  like  a river. 

And  Time's  endeavour 
Be  tried  In  vain  — 

No  other  pleasure 
With  this  could  measure  i 
And  like  a treasure 
We'd  hug  the  chain. 

But  since  our  sighing 
Ends  not  in  dying, 

And,  form'd  for  flying. 

Love  plumes  his  wing ; 

Then  for  this  reason 
Let  *8  love  a season ; 

But  let  that  season  be  only  Spring. 

^Vhen  iuven  parted 
Feel  broken-hearted, 

And,  all  hopes  thwarted, 

Expect  to  die ; 

A few  years  older, 

Ah ! bow  much  colder 
They  might  behold  her 
For  whom  they  sigh  ! 

When  link'd  together, 

In  every  weather, 

They  pluck  Love's  feather 
From  out  his  wing — 

Hell  stay  for  ever. 

But  sadly  shiver 

Without  his  plumage,  when  past  the  Spring.  * 

* [A  fHend  of  I.or(l  Byron’i,  who  was  wlUi  him  at  Ra> 
TCDtiA  when  he  wrote  these  Stansas,  uyi,  — “ They  were 
rompoMvl.  like  many  others,  with  no  view  of  publication, 
but  merely  to  relievo  himself  in  a moment  of  suflerinc.  He 
had  been  painfully  excited  by  some  rlrcumstaitres  which  ap- 
pwared  to  make  It  necessary  that  be  should  Immediately  quit 
Italy  s and  In  the  day  and  the  hour  that  he  wrote  the  MJiig 
was  labouring  under  an  access  of  fever."] 

< [V.  L.— •*  That  B|»cd  his  Spring."] 
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ji  Like  Chiefs  of  Faction, 

His  life  Is  action  — 

A formal  paction 

That  cxirbt  his  reign, 

Obscures  hb  gloir. 

Despot  no  more,  he 
Such  territory 

Quits  with  disdain. 

I Stni,  still  advancing. 

With  banners  glancing, 

His  power  enhancing, 

He  must  move  on  — 

Repose  but  cloys  him, 

Retreat  destroys  him, 
i^ve  brooks  not  a degraded  throne 

I W^t  not,  fond  lover  I 

\ Till  yean  are  over, 

' And  then  recover, 

1 As  from  a dream. 

I While  each  bewailing 

! The  other's  failing, 

I With  wrath  and  railing, 

I All  hideous  seem  -~ 

, While  first  decreasing. 

Yet  not  quite  ceasing, 
l|  Wait  not  till  teasing 

li  All  lULsslon  blight : 

; If  once  dimlnbh'd 

|i  Love's  reign  U finish'd  — 

i|  Then  part  in  friendship — and  bid  good^night.  ‘ 

So  shall  Affection 
To  recollection 
The  dear  connection 
i Bring  back  with  joy : 

You  bad  not  waited 
Till,  tired  or  hated, 

Your  i>a8sions  sated 
Bi'gan  to  cloy. 

Your  last  embraces 
Ix-ave  no  cold  traces  — 

The  same  fond  faces 
As  through  the  past : 

And  eyes,  the  mirrors 

iOf  your  sweet  errors 

Reflect  but  rapture — not  least  though  last 


True,  separations 
Ask  more  than  patience ; 

^^'hat  desperations 

From  such  h.ive  risen  ! 

But  yet  remaining. 

What  b 't  but  chaining 
Hearts  which,  once  waning. 

Beat  'gainst  their  prison  ? 

Time  can  but  cloy  love. 

And  use  di*stroy  love  : 

The  winged  boy,  I-ovc, 

Is  but  for  boys — 

You’ll  find  It  torture 
Though  sharjier,  shorter, 

To  wean,  and  not  wear  out  your  joys. 

im. 

’ [V.  L— " One  last  embrace,  then,  and  Ud  grKMl.nigbt,”) 

[Or. 

*•  Vmi  come  to  him  on  earth  ajtafn, 

Rs'll  gn  with  ^ou  to  heil.“J 

* Rray  let  n*>t  time  venlcoli  forth  with  my  name, 


ON  MT  WEDDING-DAY. 

IlaaE  *s  a happy  new  year ! but  with  reason 
I beg  you  'll  permit  me  to  say  — 

W'bh  me  many  returns  of  the  season, 

But  as  Jhff  as  you  please  of  the  ctay. 

January  2,  IS20. 


EPITAPH  FOB  WILLIAM  PITT. 

With  death  doom'd  to  grapple. 

Beneath  thU  cold  slab,  he 
Wlio  Ued  in  the  Chapel 
Now  lies  in  the  Abbey. 

January,  1830. 


EPIGRAM. 

Ik  digging  up  your  bones,  Tom  Paine, 

Will.  Cobbett  has  done  well : 

You  vbit  him  on  earth  again. 

He  11  visit  you  in  hell.  > 

January,  |S30.  > 


i STANZAS. 

I When  a man  hath  no  freedom  to  fight  for  at  home, 

I Let  him  combat  for  that  of  his  neighbours ; 

I Let  him  think  of  the  glories  of  Greece  and  of  Rome, 
And  get  knock’d  on  the  head  for  hb  labours. 

I To  do  good  to  mankind  U the  chivalrous  plan. 

And  b always  as  nobly  requited ; 

: Then  battle  for  freedom  wherever  you  can, 

^ And,  if  not  shot  or  bang'd,  you  11  get  knighted. 

Noreraber,  1^20 


EPIGRAM. 

The  world  is  a bundle  of  hay, 
Mankind  arc  the  asses  who  pull ; 
Each  tugs  it  a diSbrent  way. 

And  the  greatest  of  all  b John  Bull 


THE  CHARITY  BALL. 

What  matter  the  pangs  of  a husband  and  father. 

If  his  sorrows  in  exile  be  great  or  be  small. 

So  the  Pharisee’s  glories  around  her  she  gather. 

And  the  saint  patronbes  her  charity  ball  1** 

What  m.atters — a heart  which,  though  fault)',  was 
feeling, 

Be  driven  to  excesses  which  once  could  app.il  — 

That  the  sinner  should  suffer  b only  fair  dealing,  • 
As  the  saint  keeps  her  charity  back  for  “ the 
balll”* 

except  among  the  Initlatetl,  because  my  friend  llubhoune 
lull  roamed  Into  a reformer,  and.  t greatfy  fear,  wlU  sutHide 
Into  NewgAto.’*  — /.ord  Hyrxm  to  Mr.  J/oore.] 

* These  lines  were  written  on  reaiflng  In  the  n«*w»p.iprrs, 
that  Cady  Byron  hiwl  born  }>utruRc»s  of  a ball  m aid  of  tome 
charity  at  lUncklcy. 

■—  -:=^ 
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This  <lay,  of  all  our  days,  has  done 
The  worst  for  me  and  you ; — 

‘Tl*  just  six  year*  since  we  were  one, 

And  Jirt  since  wc  were  two. 

Jantiary  i,  mi. 


ON  MY  THIRTY-TUIRI)  lUKTU-DAY. 

.^AHiTAar  22,  1^21.  * 

Thaoucu  life's  dull  road,  so  dim  and  dirty, 

I have  drage'd  t«  three  and  thirty. 

Wlul  ba've  these  years  left  to  me  ? 

Nutldni;  — except  thirty-three. 


WTiy,  how  now,  Billy  Bowles  ? 

Sure  the  priest  is  maudlin  ! 

( To  the  jmUic)  How  can  you,  d — n your  souls  I 
Listen  to  his  twaddling  ? 

February  22.  1821.  ♦ 


Oh,  Castlereagb  i thou  art  a patriot  now  ; 

Cato  died  for  his  country,  so  didst  thou  : 

He  perish’d  rather  than  see  Rome  enslaved. 

Thou  cutt’st  thy  throat  that  Britain  may  be  saved  1 

So  Castlercagh  has  cut  his  throat  t — The  worst 
Of  this  is,  that  his  own  was  not  the  ftrsL 

So  He  has  cut  his  throat  at  last ! ~ He ! Who  f 
The  man  who  cut  his  country's  long  ago. 


OK  THK  BaASieat  COMrAKV  IIAVIXU  RBSOLVrO  TO 
raxsrNT  an  address  to  queen  carouse.  3 

The  hnuiers,  It  seems,  arc  preparing  to  pvs 
An  address,  and  present  it  themselves  all  In  brass ; — 
A 6U{ierfliious  pageant  — for,  by  the  Lord  Harry  ! 
They  11  find  where  they’re  going  much  more  than 
they  carry.  * 


PosTtarrr  will  ne’er  surrey 
A nobler  grave  than  lhi>  : 

Here  lie  the  bones  of  Ca^tlcreagh ; 
Stop,  traveller  


MARTIAL,  Lib.  I.  Eric.  I. 

“ Hie  est.  quetn  lexli.  tile,  qnem  roqitIrU, 
ToU  ooCus  in  Of  be  MArtUiis,"  ac. 

He  unto  whom  thou  art  so  partial, 
f)h,  reader  I Is  the  well-known  M.irtial, 

The  Epigrammatist : while  living. 

Give  him  the  fame  thou  wouhtst  lie  giving  ; 
So  shall  he  hear,  and  feel,  and  know  It  — 
PiHt-obits  rarely  reach  a poet. 


JOHN  KE.ATS. 

Who  kill’d  John  Keats  ? 

“ I,**  says  the  Quarterly, 
So  savage  and  Tartarly  ; 

♦*  'T  was  one  of  my  feat?. 
Who  shot  the  arrow  ? 

**  The  poet-priest  Milman 
(So  ready  to  kill  man). 

Or  Southey,  or  Barrow.” 


BOWLES  AND  CAMPBELL. 

To  the  tune  of"  Why.  how  now,  Asiicy  jade  ?” 

Wkt,  how  now,  saucy  Tom  ? j 

If  you  thus  must  ramble,  | 

I will  publish  some 

I Remarks  on  MUter  Campbell. 

^ ‘ (In  Lord  Byron’s  MS.  Diary  o(  the  precedine  dsy,  we 

I And  the  follovrinx  entry:  — "January  21.  IH2I.  DTn«*d  — vt- 
j sired  — came  home  — read.  Remarkr-d  on  an  anecUr»u>  in 
(rrlmm*!  C'orrespnndenre.  which  »ay«,  that  * Regnant  et  la  I 
nlhpart  de«  (wivtea  corniques  ftaient  grni  bilieux  cC  melanco- 
iiuue* : et  que  M.  de  Voltaire,  out  e«t  trts-gai,  n’a  jamait 
I fait  quo  lies  traariUes  — et  que  la  mm^die  gaie  est  le  seui  I 
genre  o>'t  tl  n’afl  point  r^usii.  C'est  oue  celui  qui  rlt  et 
I relui  qui  fait  rire  sont  «lnu  homines  lurt  {Uffereni ! ' At 
(humumen:  I feel  as  bilious  as  the  tiest  comic  writer  of  them 
all  (eren  as  Regnard  himself,  the  next  to  Mnlif^rr,  who  has 
written  some  of  the  best  coraeities  in  any  Unguare,  and  who 
I is  injiposed  to  base  ctimmiiteil  suicide),  and  am  n«it  in  spirits  [ 
to  continue  my  proposed  tr-'igt'dy.  To.monrow  is  my  birth-  | 
! day  — that  is  to  say.  at  tweire  o’  the  clock,  midnight ; 1.  e.  ' 
In  twelve  minutes.  I shall  have  Cf^mpletcd  thirty  and  three  i 
rears  of  age  ! I ! — and  I go  to  my  bed  with  a heaviness  ol 
neuut  at  having  lived  so  hing,  and  to  so  little  purpose.  * ! 

* * * * It  is  three  minutes  past  twelve  — ' T Is  i 

the  mlddleof  night  by  the  castle-clock.’  aisd  1 am  now  thirty-  | 
; three  1— 


THE  CONQUEST. 

[This  fragment  was  found  amongst  lx>rd  Byron's  papers, 
after  bis  departure  from  (fcnoa  for  Greece.) 

March  R-9,  18*8. 

I The  Son  of  Love  and  Lord  of  War  I sing ; 

I Him  who  bade  England  bow  to  Normandy, 

And  IcR  the  name  of  conqueror  mure  than  king 
Tq  his  unconquerable  dynasty. 

* Eheu.  fugacet,  Posthuroe,  Posthume. 

Labuntur.anni ; ' — 

hut  1 don't  regret  them  so  much  for  what  I have  done,  as 
fur  what  I might  have  done.") 

* [The  procession  of  the  Brasiers  to  Brandcmburgli  House 
was  one  or  the  most  absurd  fooleries  of  the  time  of  tlw  late 
Queen’s  trial.) 

> ['*  There  Is  an  epigrain  for  yoti.  Is  It  not  ? — worthy 
Of  Wordsworth,  the  grand  metaquixsleal  poet, 

A man  of  vast  merit,  though  few  people  know  It ; 

'fhe  perusal  of  whom  <ai  I told  you  at  Mestri) 

I owe.  In  great  part,  to  my  passion  for  p.istry.” 

hyrtm  Leltert.  January  23.  1821.) 

I * [•’  Excuse  haste,  — I write  with  my  spurs  puUtng  on.”— 
I Lord  to  Afr.  Moore,  Feb.  22,  1821.) 

* [”  Are  you  aware  ihat  Shelley  has  written  an  elegy  on 
Keats,  ami  accuses  the  Quarterir  of  killing  him.*’  — Aonf 

, fjrrtTsi  to  Mr.  Murray,  July  90.  Ib'ii.) 
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Not  fann'J  alone  by  Vletor>  ‘s  win;;, 

lie  rear'd  bl5  bold  and  brilliant  throne  on  bi^h : 
The  Ba.«tard  kept,  like  liens,  hU  prey  last.. 

And  Britain's  bravest  victor  was  the  la«t. 


TO  MR.  MURRAY 

For  OrfonI  * and  for  'Valdr^rave  * 

You  give  much  more  than  me  you  pave ; 
Which  is  not  fairly  to  behave, 

My  Murray. 

Because  If  a live  dog,  tls  said, 

Be  worth  a lion  fairly  spe<l, 

A tiet  lord  roust  be  worth  tito  dead, 

My  Murray. 

And  if.  H-s  the  opinion  poe«. 

Verse  hath  a better  sale  than  pro«*,  — 
Certes,  1 should  have  more  than  U;ose, 
My  Murray, 

But  now  this  sheet  Is  nearly  cramm'd, 

So,  if  you  willt  1 shan't  be  shamm'd, 

And  If  you  tcon'U  you  may  l>e  damn'd, 
My  Murray.  3 


THE  IRISH  AVATAR.  * 

**  And  Ireland,  like  a bajtinAdt>ed  elephant,  knecitui;  to  re- 
eeive  the  paltry  rider.”— Curroii. 

Er*  the  daughter  of  Brunswick  Is  cold  in  her  grave. 
And  her  a.shes  still  float  to  their  home  o'er  the  tide, 
i Lo ! George  the  tiiutttphunt  si>ee<Js  over  the  wave, 

( To  the  long-cherish’d  Isle  which  ho  loved  like  his  — 
bHdel 

True,  the  great  of  her  bright  and  brief  era  arc  gone. 
The  rainbow-like  ejKxrh  where  Freedom  could  pause 
For  the  few  little  years,  out  of  centuries  won. 

Which  betray’d  not,  or  crush'd  not,  or  wept  not  her 
cause. 

True,  the  chains  of  the  Catholic  clank  o’er  hia  rags, 
j The  ca.stle  stUl  stands,  and  the  senate  '*  no  more. 
And  the  famine  which  dwelt  on  her  frecilomless  crags 
j Is  extending  its  $tei>s  to  her  desolate  shore. 

' To  her  desolate  shore — where  the  emigrant  stands 
For  a moment  to  gaxo  ere  he  flies  fnm»  his  hearth ; 
Tears  fall  on  his  chain,  though  It  drops  from  his  hands, 
For  the  dungeon  he  quits  is  the  place  of  his  birth. 

But  he  comes  I the  Messiah  of  royalty  comes  \ 

Like  a goodly  Leviathan  roIPd  from  the  waves  ; 
Then  receive  him  as  l>c«t  such  in  advent  becomes, 
With  a legion  of  cooks,  and  an  army  of  sLives  I 

He  comes  in  the  promise  and  bloom  of  threescore. 

To  perform  In  the  itogeant  the  sovereign's  j>art — 

• [Howe  Walnole't  Memoirs  of  the  last  nine  Years  of  the 
Reign  of  (George  I i .] 

9 [Memoirs  1^  James  Earl  Waldegrarc,  Governor  of  George 
III.  when  Prince  of  Woles.] 

* C‘‘  Can't  accept  your  courtrmjs  ofTer.  These  matters 

tmi«t  be  arranged  with  Mr.  Dmiglas  Kinnaird.  He  Is  my 
tnutoc,  and  a man  of  honour.  To  liim  you  can  statoall  your 
merr.aTitile  reasons,  which  you  might  not  like  to  st.ate  to  me 
perMiiially.  siurh  as  ‘ heavy  season  ’ — •fl.st  piihllr' — ‘don't 
go  oif  ‘ —‘lordship  wHles  too  much  ' — ' won't  t.ike  .vdvlce  * 
—‘declining  popularity  ‘ — ‘ deduction  for  the  trade*  — ‘make 
very  little'— 'fenerally  lose  by  him ’—*  pirated  edition’' 
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! But  lung  live  the  shamrock  wbich  shadows  him  o’er  I 
j Could  the  green  in  hb  hat  be  transferr'd  to  !tU 
I heart  f 

' Could  that  long.wlther’d  spot  but  be  verdant  again, 

I And  a new  spring  of  noble  affections  arise ^ 

; Then  might  freedom  forgive  thc-c  U»U  dance  in  thy 
chain,  [skies'. 

, And  this  shout  of  Uiy  slavery  which  saddens  the 

' Is  it  madness  or  meanness  which  clings  to  thee  now  ? 

I Were  he  (Jod  — m he  is  but  the  conunont'st  clay, 

; With  scarce  fewer  wrinkles  than  sins  on  his  brow 

^ Such  serv'ilc  devotion  might  shame  him  away. 

I Ay,  roar  In  his  train  ! let  thine  orators  hash 
I Their  fanciful  spirits  to  pamper  his  pride  — • 

Not  thus  did  thy  Grattan  indign.antly  flash 
lUs  soul  o’er  the  freedom  implored  and  denied. 

Ever  glorious  Grattan  ! the  best  of  the  good  ! 

So  simple  in  heart,  so  sublime  In  the  rest ! 

M'ith  all  which  Demosthenes  wanted  endued, 

And  his  rival  or  victor  in  all  he  jtosscss’d. 

Ere  Tally  arose  tn  the  zenith  of  Home, 

Though  unoqunU'd,  precede^l,  Uic  task  w.as  begun 

But  Grattan  sprung  up  like  a go<l  from  the  tomJi 
(Jf  ages,  the  first,  last,  the  saviour,  the  one  / 

With  the  skill  of  an  Orpheus  to  soften  the  brute ; 

With  the  fire  of  Prometheus  to  kindle  mankbul ; 
Even  Tyranny  Ibtening  sate  melted  or  mute. 

And  Corruption  shrunk  scorch’d  from  the  glance 
of  his  mind. 

But  back  to  otir  theme  I Back  to  despots  and  slaves  J 
Fca-sts  ftimish'd  by  Famine  I rqjoiclngs  by  Pain  ! 
True  freedom  but  irc/comcs,  while  slavery  still  ratret. 
When  a week's  saturnalia  hath  loosen’d  her  chain. 

Let  the  poor  squalid  spb-ndour  thy  wreck  can  nlTar^l 
(As  the  bankrupt's  profusion  bh  ndn  would  hirle) 
Gild  over  the  palace,  Lo  l Erin,  thy  lonl ! 

Kiss  hU  foot  with  thy  blessing,  his  blessings  denied  ! 

Or  if  freedom  pa-?t  hoj*e  be  extorted  at  lant. 

If  the  idol  of  brass  find  his  fret  are  of  clay. 

Must  what  terror  or  policy  wring  forth  be  class'd 
With  what  monarch^  ne'er  give,  but  as  wolves  yield 
their  prey  ? 

Each  brute  hath  its  nature;  a king's  is  to  reiyn,  — 

To  rvign  I In  that  word  sec,  ye  ages,  comprised 
The  cause  of  the  curses  all  annals  contain, 

From  Ca*sar  the  dreaded  to  Oeoixe  the  despised ! 

Wear,  Fingal,  thy  trapping  I O'Connell,  proclaim 
His  accomplishments  3 HUU!  and  thy  country 
convince 

Half  an  age’s  contempt  was  an  error  of  fame. 

And  that  ” Hal  is  the  rescalicst,  sweetest  young 
prince  I" 

• forelim  edition  *—•  irrcre  critidsmi,'  Ac.,  with  other  hints 
and  howls  fur  an  oration,  which  1 lr«ve  DourIos,  who  U «n 
orator,  H>  answer.” — lA>rd  Byron  to  Mr.  Murrau.  Aiur.  %i. 
IHJI.J 

* [”  The  enclosed  lines,  as  you  will  dt'rrettg  perreire.  are 

written  hy  (he  rbiv.  W.  L.  B . Of  course  It  is  for  AAn 

to  deny  them.  If  they  are  uot.“—  /.errf  Baron  to  Mr.  Moore. 
Sept.  f7.  IS2I.] 

9 [”  .Mter  the  stanta  on  Grattan,  will  It  please  you  to  cause 
Insert  the  fullon  iiiff  addenda,  which  1 dreamed  of  during  to- 
day’s Siesta.”— Bgron  to  Mr.  Moore,  Sept.  8X  iHW.j 
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Win  tliy  yard  of  blue  riband,  poor  Fingal,  recall 
The  fetters  from  millions  of  Catholic  limbs  ? 

Or,  has  it  not  bound  thee  the  fastest  of  all 

The  slaves,  who  now  hail  their  betrayer  with 
hymns  ? 

Ay  ! **  Build  him  a dwelling ! ” let  each  give  his  raltc ! 

Till,  like  Babel,  the  new  royal  dome  hath  arisen  ! 
Let  thy  beggars  and  helots  their  pittance  unite  ->• 
Aud  a palace  bestow  for  a poor-house  and  prison  ! 

Spread  — spread,  for  VlteUlus,  the  royal  repast. 

Till  the  gluttonous  despot  be  stuff’d  to  the  gorge  I 
And  the  roar  of  his  drunkards  proclaim  him  at  last 
The  Fourth  of  the  fools  and  oppressors  call'd 
“ George  ! ” 

Let  the  tables  be  loaded  with  feasts  till  they  groan  I 
Till  they  prwtn  like  thy  people,  through  ages  of  woe ! 
X.et  the  wine  flow  around  the  old  Bacchanal’s  throne. 
Like  their  blood  which  has  flow’d,  and  which  yet 
has  to  flow. 

But  let  not  Am  name  be  thine  idol  alone  — 

On  hii  right  hand  behold  a Sgjanus  appears  ! 

Thine  own  Castlereagh  I let  him  still  be  thine  own  ! 
A wretch  never  named  but  with  curses  and  jeers  ! * 

Till  now,  when  the  Isle  which  should  blush  for  hU  birth, 
Deep,  deep  as  the  gore  which  he  shed  on  her  aoll, 
Seems  proud  of  the  reptile  which  crawl’d  from  her 
earth. 

And  for  murder  repaj’S  him  with  shouts  and  a smile. 

Without  one  single* ray  of  her  genius,  without 
The  fancy,  the  manhood,  the  Arc  of  her  race  — 
The  miscreant  who  well  might  plunge  Erin  In  doubt 
If  she  ever  gave  birth  to  a being  so  base. 

If  she  did  -—let  her  long-boasted  proverb  be  hush’d. 
Which  prcKlaims  that  from  Erin  no  reptile  can 
spring 

See  the  cold-blooded  serpent,  with  venom  full  flush'd, 
Still  wanning  its  folds  in  the  breast  of  a king  ! 

Shout,  drink,  feast,  and  flatter  1 Oh  ! Erin,  how  low 
Wert  thou  sunk  by  misfortune  and  tyranny,  till 
Thy  welcome  of  tyrants  hath  plunged  thee  below 
The  depth  of  thy  deep  In  a deeper  gulf  stilL 

My  voice,  though  but  humble,  was  nUsed  for  thy  right. 
My  vote,  as  a freeman’s,  still  voted  thee  free. 

This  hand,  though  but  feeble,  would  arm  In  thy  fight. 
And  this  heart,  though  outworn,  had  a throb  still 
for  thee  f 


Yes,  I loved  thee  and  thine,  though  thou  art  not  my  , 
land,  [sons, 

I have  known  noble  hearts  and  great  souls  In  thy 
And  I wept  with  the  world,  o’er  the  patriot  band  ' 
Mlio  are  gone,  but  I weep  them  no  longer  as  once.  ' ! 

For  happy  are  they  now  reposing  afar,  — jj 

Thy  Grattan,  thy  Curran,  thy  Sheridan,  all  ! 

Who,  for  yean,  were  the  chlefr  In  the  eloquent  war,  ' 
Aud  redeem’d,  if  they  have  not  retarded  thy  fall  j 

Yes,  happy  are  they  In  their  cold  English  graves  I 
Their  shades  cannot  start  to  thy  shouts  of  to-day  — 
Nor  the  steps  of  enslavers  and  chaln-klssing  slaves 
Be  stamp’d  in  the  turf  o’er  their  fetterless  clay. 

TUI  now  I had  envied  thy  sous  and  their  shore. 

Though  their  virtues  were  huntcd,thelr  Ubertics  fled  ; 
There  was  something  so  warm  and  subUme  In  the  core 
Of  an  Irishman's  heart,  that  1 envy  — thy  de<id. 

Or,  if  aught  in  my  bosom  can  quench  for  an  hour 
My  contempt  for  a nation  so  servile,  though  sore. 
Which  though  trod  like  the  worm  wUl  not  turn  upon 
power, 

'T  Is  the  glory  of  Grattan,  and  genius  of  Moore  I 
Srpteraber,  Ititl. 


STANZAS 

wanTKK  ON  THE  aoAn  betwxen  ri.oa£NCB  and 
risA. « 

Oil,  talk  not  to  roe  of  a name  great  in  story ; 

The  days  of  our  youth  are  the  days  of  our  glory ; 
And  the  myrtle  an<l  Ivy  of  swe*t  two-and-twenty 
Are  worth  all  your  laurels,  thougn  ever  so  plenty. 

What  are  garlands  and  crowns  to  the  brow  that  Is 
wrinkled  ? 

'TIs  but  as  a dead-flower  with  May-dew  besprinkled. 
Then  away  with  all  such  from  the  head  that  is  hoar}- 1 
What  care  I for  the  wreaths  that  can  only  give  glory  ? 

Oh  FameI^  — If  I e'er  took  delight  in  thy  praises, 
'Twas  less  fir  the  sake  of  thy  high  sounding  phrases, 
Than  to  see  the  bright  eyes  of  the  dear  one  discover 
She  thought  that  1 was  not  imworthy  to  love  her. 

TAere  chiefly  1 sought  thee,  there  only  I found  thee ; 
Her  glance  was  the  best  of  the  rays  that  summnd  thee ; 
When  it  sparkled  o'er  aught  that  was  bright  in  my 
story, 

I knew  it  was  love,  and  I felt  it  was  glor)*. 

November,  IS31. 


I>  The  lut  line  » ' A name  never  spoke  but  with  curses  | 
or  jeers  ' must  run.  either  * A n;une  only  uttered  with  curies 
or  ieers.*  or,  • A wretch  never  named  but  with  curses  or  ' 
jeers,'  beense  ns  hiiw  ‘ spoke*  U nut  ^'ranimar.  except  in  the  < 
House  of  Commom.  So  pray  put  your  poetical  pen  throufiii 
! tlie  MS.,  and  take  the  least  bnd  ot  the  emendations.  Also, 

I if  there  Iw  any  further  hreakinf:  uf  I'riscian’l  head,  will  you 
apply  a plaster  ?”—  Lord  //ymn  lo  Mr.  Moore.  Sept.  I9.j 
> [**  1 cnmposeil  these  stanias  (excet>t  the  fourth,  added 
now)  a few  days  ago.  un  the  road  from  t'lureocc  to 
Byron  Diary,  IMia.  Gth  Nor.  Ift!ll.] 

> [In  the  eame  Diarr.  we  find  the  following  painftdly  li>- 
teresting  passarct  — “ As  far  at  Kami  Roei  (that  Is  to  say, 
ilvinc  Fame),  f have  had  my  share,  perhaps  — indeed,  ccr- 
toi'/i/y.— more  than  my  deserts.  Some  odd  instanci-s  have 
occurred  to  my  own  experience  of  the  wild  and  strange  places 
to  which  a name  mar  penetrate,  and  where  It  may  impress. 
Two  years  aim  — (almost  three,  being  In  August,  or  July, 
recetvi'.l  a letter  In  Knyliik  verse  from  Druiitheim 
In  N'orway.  written  by  a Norwegian,  and  full  of  the  usual 
compliments,  *c-  Set.  In  the  same  month  I received  an  in- 
vllation  into  llotstein,  from  a Mr.  I think,  of 

llamburfbi  also  (by  the  same  medium)  a translation  of 


Medora'i  song  in  the  ' Corsair,’  by  a Westphalian  baronets 
(»o(  * Thunilerteu.trunck '),  with  some  onginal  verses  of 
hers  (very  pretty  and  Klopstockish).  and  a prose  translation 
annexetl  to  them,  on  the  subject  of  my  wire.  As  ther  con- 
cerned her  more  than  me.  I sent  them  to  her  with  Sfr.  Ja- 
cobson's letter.  It  was  odd  enough  to  receive  an  iovliation 
to  pass  the  summer  In  Holstein,  w hile  In  Italy,  from  peemie  I 
never  knew.  The  letter  was  addressed  to  Venice.  Mr.  J. 
talked  to  me  of  the  * wild  roses  growing  in  the  Holstein 
summer : ’ why,  then,  did  the  Ciinbrt  and  the  Teutooes  emi- 
grate What  a strange  thing  is  life  aisd  man  I Were  1 to 
present  myself  at  the  door  uf  the  house  where  my  daughter 
now  is.  the  door  would  be  shut  in  my  fare,  miless  (os  Is  not 
Impossible)  1 knocked  down  the  porter ; and  If  1 had  gone  in 
that  y«>ar(and  perhaps  now)  to  Drontheim  (the  furthest  town 
in  Norway),  or  into  Holstein,  1 should  have  been  received 
I with  open  arms  into  the  mansions  of  strangers  and  foreigners 
— attached  to  me  by  no  lie  hut  that  of  mind  and  nunuur. 
As  far  at  Fame  goes.  1 have  had  my  share : it  has.  indeed, 
been  U«vened  by  other  human  conting -m.les  ; and  this  in  a 
greater  degree  than  has  occurred  to  most  literary  men  of  a 
decent  rank  in  life ; but,  un  the  whole.  1 lake  it  that  ttlC^ 
equipoise  Is  the  corsdltiou  of  humanity,  “j 
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STANZAS 

TO  A HJXilOO  Aia.  1 

Oh  lonely— lontly — lonely— Pillow  ! 

Where  U my  lover  ? where  Is  my  lover  ? 

Is  it  bis  bark  which  my  dreary  dreams  discover  ? 
Par— Car  away  ! and  alone  along  the  billow  > 

Oh  1 my  lonely — lonely — lonely — Pillow  I 
Why  must  my  head  ache  where  his  gentle  brow  lay  ? 
How  the  long  night  lovelessly  and  slowly. 

And  my  head  droops  over  tbcc  like  the  willow ! 

Oh ! thou,  my  sad  and  solitary  Pillow  1 
Send  me  kind  dreams  to  keep  my  heart  from  breaking, 
In  return  fur  the  tears  I shed  upon  thee  waking ; 

JLct  me  not  die  till  he  comes  bark  o'er  the  billow. 

Then  if  thou  wilt  — no  more  my  londif  Pillow, 

In  one  embrace  let  these  arms  again  enfold  him. 

And  then  expire  of  the  joy — but  to  behold  him  ! 

Oh  ! my  lone  bosom  !—  oh  1 my  lonely  Pillow ! 


Let  the  young  and  the  brilliant  aspire 
To  sing  what  I gaze  on  in  vain ; 

For  sorrow  has  tom  from  my  lyre 

The  string  which  was  worthy  the  strain. 


ON  THIS  DAY  I COMPLETE  MY  THIRTY 
SIXTH  YEAR. 

MUsolonthl,  Jan.  33^  ISS4. « 

^ IS  time  this  heart  should  be  unmoved, 

Since  others  it  bath  ceased  to  move : 

Yet,  though  I cannot  be  beloved, 

Still  let  me  love  I 

My  days  are  In  tbe  yellow  leaf; 

The  flowers  and  fruits  of  love  are  gone ; 

The  worm,  the  canker,  and  the  grief 
Are  mine  alone ! 

The  fire  that  on  my  bosom  preys 
Is  lone  as  some  volcanic  Isle ; 

No  torch  Is  kindled  at  Its  blase  — 

A fbneral  pile. 
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IMPROMPTU,  a 
Beneath  Ble&sington’s  eyes 
The  reclaim'd  Paradise 
Should  be  free  as  the  former  from  evil ; 

But,  if  the  new  Eve 
For  an  Apple  should  grieve. 

What  mortal  would  not  play  tbe  Devil  ? ^ 

ISS3. 


Tbe  hope,  tbe  fear,  tbe  jealous  care, 

The  exalted  portion  of  the  pain 
And  power  of  love,  I cannot  share. 

But  wear  the  chain. 

But  'tis  not  Miu — and  tU  not  Aerc  — 

Such  tbougbts  should  shake  my  soul,  nor  no.r. 
Where  glory  decks  tbe  hero's  bier. 

Or  binds  his  brow. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  BLESSINGTON. 

You  have  ask'd  for  a verse : — the  request 
In  a rhymer  t were  strange  to  deny ; 

But  my  Hippocrene  was  but  my  breast. 

And  my  feelings  (its  fountain)  arc  dry. 

Were  I now  as  I was,  I had  sung 
What  Lawrence  has  painted  so  well ; 

But  the  strain  would  expire  on  my  tongue, 

And  tbe  theme  is  too  soft  for  my  shell. 

I am  ashes  where  once  1 was  fire, 

And  the  bard  in  my  bosom  is  dead ; 

Mliat  I loved  I now  merely  admire. 

And  my  heart  is  as  grey  as  my  head. 

My  life  is  not  dated  by  years — 

There  are  moments  which  act  as  a plough ; 

And  there  is  not  a furrow  appears 
But  is  deep  In  my  soul  as  my  brow. 


'fho  sword,  the  banner,  and  the  field. 

Glory  and  Greece,  around  me  see  ! 

The  Spartan,  borne  upon  his  shield* 

Was  not  more  free. 

Awake  I (not  Greece — she  is  awake  I) 
Awake,  my  spirii  1 Think  through  whom 
Thy  life-blood  tracks  its  parent  lake, 

And  then  strike  home  2 
Tread  those  reviving  passions  down. 
Unworthy  manhood  l — unto  thee 
Indifferent  should  the  smile  or  frown 
Of  beauty  be. 

If  thou  regret'st  thy  youth,  why  lit*  9 
The  land  of  honourable  death 
Is  here : — up  to  the  field,  and  give 
Away  thy  breath  I 

Seek,  out — less  often  sought  than  found  — 

A soldier's  grave,  for  thee  the  best ; 

Then  look  around,  and  choose  thy  ground, 
And  take  thy  rest.  ^ 


1 [These  Terse*  were  written  by  Lord  Byron  a little  before 
he  left  Italy  for  Greece.  They  were  zoeant  to  salt  tbe  Hln> 
doiUnee  air  — " Alls  Malls  Puncs,**  whkb  the  CountCM 
GulccioU  wu  fund  of  tinging  ] 
s [With  a view  of  inducing  Lord  and  Ijtdj  Rletilngton  to 
prolong  their  tur  at  Genoa.  Lord  Byron  luggeated  their 
taking  n pretty  TlOa  called  **  n Paradlto,'*  In  the  neighbonr- 
hood  of  hit  own,  and  accompanied  them  to  look  at  It.  Upon 
that  occasion  It  wat  that,  on  the  lady  expressing  some  inten- 
dona  of  rciiding  there,  he  pn^uced  this  Impromptu.— .Mootc.] 
’ [The  Genoese  witt  had  already  applied  this  threadbare 
Jett  to  himself.  Taking  it  Into  their  heads  (hat  this  rilla 
f which  wat  alto,  I believe,  a Casa  .Salutto)  bad  been  tbe  one 
fixed  on  for  his  own  residence,  tber  saM  " 11  Diavolo  d an 
Cora  entrato  in  PAradlto.''.— Mooas.j 


* [Tbit  morning  Lord  Byron  came  from  his  bedroom  into 
the  apartment  where  Colonel  Stanhope  and  some  friends 
were  usembled.  and  sold  with  a smile.-**  You  were  coro- 
nlalnlitg.  the  other  day.  that  I never  write  any  poetry  now. 
This  It  my  birthday,  and  I have  just  UnishcKl  something, 
which,  I Uilok,  Is  better  than  what  I luually  write.'*  He 
then  produced  these  noble  and  affbeting  verses.  — Count 
Gamia.] 

* (Taking  Into  con&ideration  every  thing  connected  with 
these  versM. — the  last  tender  aspirations  of  a loving  spirit 
which  they  breathe,  the  self-devotion  to  a noble  cause  wnicb 
(hey  so  nobly  express,  and  that  consciousness  of  a near 
grave  glimmering  sadly  through  the  whole,— there  Is  perhaps 
no  production  within  the  range  of  mere  human  composition, 
round  which  tbe  circumstances  at>d  feellnn  under  which  H 
was  wrUten  cast  so  touching  an  Interest.  — Housi.] 
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&on  Sluam 


**  DlfRcilf*  Ml  prnprlk  comniunla  dlcetr.**—  Ho*. 

•*  Do»t  thou  think,  bcc&u&e  thou  art  rtftuou#,  thpf««  shall  be  no  more  cakes  and  ale?— Yes,  by  Saint  Anne. 
Klnger  shall  be  but  T the  mouth,  loo  I ” — SHAKs«sas,  J ,V<f */,  t*r  Vosi  Ifi//. 


[EDITOa’S  PREFACE. 

Thk  rcailiT  t»f  the  •*  NoHcw  of  the  LHc  of  I/ord 
Byron"  U aln*;uly  in  i>o*>pMlon  of  abundant  deUiU, 
conocmin^  the  circumstances  under  which  the  sue- 
! ccssive  cantoA  of  Don  Juan  were  produced.  We 
I think  it  right,  however,  to  repeat,  in  this  place,  some 
I of  the  must  striking  passages  of  the  Poet’s  own  letters, 
I,  with  reference  to  this  performance ; — 

September  19,  IRIA. — ” I hare  finished  the  First  Canto  (a 
I long  one.  of  about  I'tO  o<ta«M)  of  a poem  in  the  style  and 
I maimer  of  Beppo,  encouraged  by  the  good  success  of  tt>* 

I same.  It  Is  CAliist  Don  Juan,  and  Is  meant  to  be  a .late 
1 qulHly  fiscetious  upon  every  thing.  But  I doubt  whether  It 
! Is  nol.^at  l«sst,  as  far  as  it  hat  yet  gone  — too  free  for  these 
rery  modest  clays,  llowerer.  I shall  try  the  experiment 
' vrnnymnuslr  : and  if  it  don't  take,  U »iU  be  disi-ontinued. 
It  Is  (iefllcated  to  S<iulhoy,  In  raxh  simple,  savage  verse, 
upon  the  Laure  ue's  polliirs,  ami  the  way  ne  got  them." 

January  Sft.  1H19.  — •*  Print  It  entire,  omitting,  of  ceKirse, 
th«  lines  on  ('asllere.tgh,  as  1 am  not  on  the  spot  to  meet  him. 
1 have  acquicsceti  in  the  request  and  representation  t and 
having  done  so,  It  is  idle  to  dt^l  my  arguments  in  favour  of 
iny  own  self-love  and  * {soeshle  ; ‘ but  1 protest.  If  the  p'xnn 
has  poetrr.  h wouUl  stand  ; if  not.  fall ; the  rest  is  ‘ leather 
and  prunt-llo,'  and  has  never  yet  affected  any  humati  produr- 
tlon  • pro  or  eon.'  Dulness  is  the  only  annlhllator  in  such 
eases.  As  to  the  rant  of  the  day,  1 despise  it.  as  I have  ever 
done  all  iu  other  finical  Cnshioat.  which  become  yuii  as  paint 
became  the  anrtenl  Urilons.  If  you  admit  this  prudery,  you 
roust  omit  half  Ariosto.  I.a  Fontaine,  Shakspoare.  Beaumont, 
Fletcher.  Massinger,  Ford.all  the  Charles  Second  writers  ; In 
short,  sowe/Amg  of  most  who  have  written  before  Pope  and 
are  worth  reading,  and  much  of  Pope  himself.  him  — 

most  of  you  du.— and  1 will  forgive  you  ; though 

the  Inevitable  ronsequrnre  would  be.  that  you  would  bum  oil 
I have  ever  written,  and  all  your  other  wretched  ('Uitdians  of 
the  day  lexcept  S<t>tt  and  Crabbe)  Into  the  bargain." 

February  I,  1«19.  — **  I have  not  yet  l»egun  to  copy  out  the 
Second  Cantu,  whlrh  U finished,  from  natural  bulneu.  and 
the  discoiirageroent  of  the  milk  and  water  they  have  thrown 
u[>on  the  First.  I s.xy  all  this  to  tliem  as  to  you.  that  Is.  for 

Cto  *ay  lofAem.for  I will  have  nothing underluuid.  If  they 
told  me  the  poetry  was  bad,  1 would  have  arqulewed  ; 
but  thM  say  the  trontrarr,  ami  then  talk  to  me  about  morality 
»the  first  lime  I ever  Ward  the  word  from  any  body  who 
was  not  a ras<  «ti  that  used  it  fur  a purpose.  I maintain  that 
It  is  the  most  moral  of  |>oems  : but  tf  people  won't  discover 
the  moral,  that  Is  their  fault,  not  mine.*’ 

April  6.  IHIP.— " You  sha'n't  make  eanlides  of  my  cantos. 
The  poem  a 111  pirave.  if  ft  is  lively  ; if  It  is  stiipld,  it  will  fail : 
but  I will  have  ttotve  of  your  damned  rutting  and  slashing. 
If  you  please,  you  may  piitdlsb  <mongm<'iM/y ; It  will  perhaps 
be  better « but  1 w ill  'battle  my  way  against  them  all.  like  a 
porcupine." 

August  IS,  IH19.  — " You  are  right,  Glffurtl  Is  right,  Crabbe 
Is  right.  Ilobhouse  Is  right— you  are  all  right,  aivd  I am  all 
wrong  ; but  do.  pray,  let  roe  have  that  pleasure.  Cut  me  tip 
root  and  branch ; qu,irt«r  me  in  the  Quarterly  ; send  round 
my  * dlijeetl  membra  portaf.'  like  those  of  the  Levite’s  concu- 
bine ; make  me.  if  you  will,  a spectacle  to  men  and  angels  : 
but  don't  ask  me  to  alter,  for  1 won't : 1 am  obstinate  and 

ier  —and  there  *s  the  truth.  — You  ask  me  for  the  plan  of 
l>onny  Johimy : 1 Aaer  no  plan  ; 1 hod  no  plan  t but  I had 
or  hare  materials ; though  it  like  Tony  l.uiupkln, ' I am  to 
W 'nubbevi  so  when  I am  In  spirits,'  the  poem  will  be  naught, 
and  the  ;>oet  turn  serious  again,  if  it  don't  take.  1 will  leave 
It  off  where  It  U,  with  all  due  respert  to  the  public  ; but  If 
continued.  It  most  be  in  my  own  way.  You  might  as  well 
m.\ke  llamM  (or  Dlcgonr)*  art  mwl*  in  a strait  wdsicnat. 
as  trammel  iny  l<u Auuner j.  if  1 am  to  be  a hulTjon  ; their 
^'.ures  and  my  thmighU  would  smiy  be  piU;U)ly  absurd  and 
lu<tur(>u«lT  roostrsuiM.  Why,  man.  the  soul  or  such  writing 
Is  U*  lUenoe  ; at  least  the  ttbeidy  of  that  Ueence,  if  one  likes 
— Muf  that  one  should  alius*  It.  It  Is  like  Trial  by  Jury  and 

1 [BoswcU's  Johnson,  rol.  vtl.  p.  10.  edit.  1H35.] 


Peerage,  and  the  Habeas  Corpus — a very  fine  thing,  trut 
chteflv  in  li>c  rererssofs  ; because  no  one  wishes  to  be  tried 
fur  the  mere  pleasure  of  proving  hU  pusscssiun  of  the 
privilege.  But  a trure  wtth  these  redectiou.  You  arw  too 
4-iirnest  and  eager  about  a work  never  intended  to  be  serious. 
Du  you  suppose  that  I could  have  any  Intention  but  to  giggle 
ami  moke  giggle? — a playful  satire,  with  as  little  poetry  as 
ciiuld  be  hetp^  was  what  1 meant.  And  as  to  the  Indecency, 
do.  pray,  read  In  Boswell  what  Johnson,  the  sullen  muraJUt, 
says  of  Prior  atwl  Paulo  Purgante."  t 

August  94.  — Keep  the  anonymous  : It  helps  what 

fun  there  may  be.  But  If  the  matter  grows  serious  about 
* Dun  Juan.'  and  ytm  feel  yourself  In  a scrape,  or  me  either, 
oieii  that  I am  the  ttvfhi*r.  / will  never  shrink  ; and  if  yoa 
do.  I can  always  answer  you  In  the  question  of  Ouatltnucin  to 
his  minister  — each  being  on  his  own  coals.*  1 w ish  that  I 
liad  t>ei‘n  in  better  spirits  : but  I am  mit  nf  sorts,  out  of  nervea, 
atwl.  now  and  then  (I  begin  to  fear},  out  of  my  senses.'* 

Such  additlunal  p&rticuUn,  reapecting  the  pro* 
ductlon  of  the  later  Cantos,  as  may  seem  to  deserve 
preservation,  shall  be  given  as  the  poem  proceeds. 
In  the  mean  time,  we  have  been  much  puxsied  how 
to  put  the  reader,  who  doc*  not  recollect  Ihe  Incidents 
of  ldI9,  in  possession  of  any  thing  lUte  an  adequate 
view  of  the  nature  and  extent  nf  the  animadversion 
called  forth  by  the  first  publication  of  Don  Juan. 

Cantos  L and  II.  appeared  in  London,  in  July, 
1819,  without  the  name  cither  of  author  or  book- 
seller. in  a thin  quarto ; and  the  i>eriodical  prcM 

immediately  tecmeil  with  tlic  “j^rria  dociorum 

nrcHon  uUurutn."  It  has  occurred  to  us,  that  on  this 
wreasiun  we  might  do  worse  than  adopt  the  example 
set  us  in  the  Preface  to  the  first  complete  edition  of 
the  DtrNciAu.  We  there  read  as  follows: — ••  Before 
wc  prescut  thee.  Reader,  with  our  exerdtatlons  on 
this  most  delectable  Poem  (drawn  from  the  many 
volumes  of  our  Adversaria  on  modem  Authors),  we 
shall  here,  according  to  the  laudable  usage  of  editors 
collect  the  sqnious  judgments  of  the  Learned  concenv- 
ing  our  Poet ; various,  indeed  I — not  only  of  different 
author^,  hut  of  the  same  author  at  different  seasons. 
Nor  shall  we  gather  only  the  Testimonies  of  such 
eminent  Wits  as  would  of  course  descend  to  posterity, 
and  consequently  l>o  read  without  our  collection  j 
but  we  shall  likewlie,  with  incredible  labour,  seek  out 
for  divers  others,  which,  but  for  this  our  diligence, 
could  never,  at  the  dbtance  of  a few  months,  apjtear 
to  the  eye  of  the  most  curious.  Hereby  thou  may'st 
not  only  receive  the  delectation  of  variety,  but  also 
arrive  at  a more  certain  judgment,  by  a grave  and 
circum«|)ect  cumparli»on  of  the  witnesses  with  each 
other,  or  of  each  with  himself."  In  like  manner, 
therefore,  let  us  now  gratify  our  readers,  by  selecting, 
in  reference  to  Don  Juan,  a few  of  the  chief 

t!:ciitimonic0  o(  Suttiore, 

beginning  with  the  mmt  courtly,  and  decorous,  and 
high-spirited  of  ncw.spaiMjrs 

I.  TUF  MORNING  POST. 

Tb<*  grrutrit  anxiety  having  l»rrn  rxdttHl  with  rMjwxt  lo 
th«>  apiiraraiit  c ul  tliii  Poem,  we  ■hall  lay  a few  btantot  before 

* f "Am  Inowrepoilngoo  a bvdof  flowert’”— RoBxaT»ON.j 


I oar  reader*,  mertifobierviog.  that,  wheterer  it*  character,  ' 
} repurt  ha*  beencomuletely  erroneous  recpectins  It.  li'itUoot  ' 
I — ^and  truth  compel*  us  to  actmit  it  U not)  — Uie  most  moral  ' 
I prt^uctlon  Id  the  world,  but  more  in  the  ‘ Benpo ' 1171*.  yet  I 
I 1*  there  nothing  of  the  sort  which  Scandal  with  her  hundred 
I tonnes  whispered  abroad,  and  Malignity  joyfully  iMilicTetl 
' and  repeated,  contained  in  U.  'T  Is  simply  a tale  and  rig4rc 
I mtrrie  concfxt,  flighty,  wild,  eatraragant — immoral  tou.it 
I must  be  confessed  t but  no  arrows  are  levelled  at  Innocont 
j bosoms,  no  sacred  family  peace  invaded  ; and  they  must  have, 

I lodi-ed,  a strange  self-confriuu*ness,  who  can  d)*covrr  Ihrir 
I own  portrait  in  any  part  of  It.  Thu*  much,  though  we  cannul 
I advocate  the  booh,  truth  and  justice  ordain  us  tu  dccLare.’'j 

Even  more  complimentary,  on  this  occaaion,  was 
I the  sober,  matter-of-fact  TAtroifslsm  of  the 
It.  MORKIKG  HERALD. 

**  It  is  hardly  safe  or  discreet  to  speak  of  Don  Juan,  that 
truant  oRVprtng  of  I/«>rd  Hymn’s  muse.  It  may  bo  said,  how. 
ever,  that,  with  all  its  sin*,  the  copiousness  and  flexibility  of 
the  English  language  were  never  before  so  trlumphiUitly 
' approv^  — that  the  same  compass  of  talent  — ‘ the  grave,  the 
gay.  the  great,  the  small.’  comic  force,  humour,  meUphy»lcs, 
and  observation  — boundlcs*  fancy  and  ethereal  beauty,  and 
curious  knowledn,  curiously  applied,  have  never  been  hUmded 
with  the  same  felicity  in  any  other  poem.’* 

Next  come*  a harsher  voice,  from  — probably  Lees 
Oiflard,  Esq.,  LL.D. — at  all  events,  from  that 
tUneh  organ  of  high  Toiyism,  the  “ St.  James’s 
Chronicle,’*  still  flourishing,  but  now  better  known  to 
London  readers  by  its  daily  title  of  “ The  Standard." 

III.  s r.  JAMES'.S  CHRONICLE. 

“ Of  indirect  testimony,  that  the  poem  comes  from  ihej^n 
of  Lord  Hyron,  there  is  enough  tu  enforce  conviction.  ’Thu 
same  full  command  of  our  langu.\ge,  the  same  Ihurough 


knowledM  of  all  that  is  evil  in  our  nature,  the  condensed 
aoernr  Of  sentiment,  and  the  striking  boldoeu  of  Imagery  — 
all  Ue  characteristics  by  which  Chifda  Harold,  the  (iiaour, 
and  the  Corsair,  are  ilistinguished  — shine  with  kmdretl 


spletsdour  In  Don  Juan.  Would  we  hod  out  to  add  another 
point  of  resemblance,  in  the  utter  absence  of  moral  feeliog, 
I iDd  the  lustllity  to  religion,  which  betray  themselves  in 
! almost  every  passage  of  the  new  poem  ! But  Don  Juan  U, 
alas  I the  most  ih^tious  poem  which  has  for  many  years 
Issued  from  the  EogUsb  press.*' 

The  fourth  on  our  list  Is  “ The  New  Time*,"  con- 
ducted in  those  days  by  the  worthy  and  learned  Sir 
I John  Stoddart,  LL.D.,  now  Chief  Justice  of  Malta. 

IV.  NEW  TIMES. 

“ The  work  is  clever  iind  pungent,  sometimes  reminding 
US  of  the  earlier  and  more  inspired  usy  of  the  writer,  but 
chiefly  eh.*iracterised  by  hit  latter  style  of  scattered  versifleatlon 
and  accidental  poetry.  It  begins  wllti  a few  easy  prefatory 
Btaniai  relative  to  the  choice  of  a her  > ; and  then  details  the 
learned  and  cimimspect  ctiuratloo  ■>(  Dnn  Juan,  under  his 
' lady  mulher'i  eye.  Lord  Byron  knows  the  additional  vigour 
to  be  found  In  drawing  from  the  life  , and  bis  portraiture  of 
the  literary  matron,  who  U.  like  Michael  Cassia,  a great 
arithmetician,  some  touches  on  the  folly  of  female  studies, 
and  4 lament  over  the  hen.peckea  hitsbands  who  are  linkeil 
to  * ladles  Intellectual,*  are  ubviouly  the  result*  of  domrstlc 
recollec  lions.** 

Lord  Burleigh  himself  never  shook  his  head  more 
aagely  Iban 

V.  TUP  .STATESMAN. 

**  'rhis  I*  a verv  large  b xA.  affbeting  many  mysteries,  hot 

Ksessing  ve^  few  ; at.si.ming  much  origin.ilily,  though  It 
h it  nol.  ’The  author  is  wrong  to  pursue  uj  eccriitrie  a 
flight.  It  is  too  artlflci.nl : It  Is  too  much  like  the  emcrpriir 
of  leant* ; and  his decUfkiiihio,  or.  atony  rale,  that  of  hU  book, 
will  be  os  rapid,  if  not  os  disastrous,  as  the  fabled  tumble  of 
that  ill-klarml  youth.*' 

We  pa.«;4  to  “ The  I.iterary  Oaictte,”  edited  then, 
ai  now,  by  WHlIitm  Jerdan^  Esq.  of  Grove  House, 
Bn>mi>ton ; who  is  .sure  of  being  remcml)ered  here- 
after for  hid  gallant  sclxure  of  BdUngham,  the 
aasiMin  of  Pervevnl,  In  the  lobby  of  the  House  of 
Commons,  on  the  1 1th  of  May,  18111;  and  the 
«*tal>ll>hment  of  the  first  Weekly  Journal  of  Criti- 
cism and  Belies  Lett  res  in  England. 


VI.  LITERARY  GAZETTE. 

**  There  (1  neither  author's  rmr  publisher's  name  to  tMs 
book  i and  the  large  quarto  tillepage  looks  quite  pure,  with 


ouly  seventeen  words  scatlerod  over  its  surface:  perhaps  we 
cannot  say  that  there  Is  onuol  puritv  ihrtxighout ; but  there  Is 
txn  much  of  an  opposite  kind,  to  otl'end  even  fastidious  crid- 


clsm,  or  sour  morality.  That  Lord  Byron  U the  author  there 
is  internal  proof.  The  public  mind,  so  agitated  by  the  strange 
announcement  of  this  stranger,  in  the  newspaper  ^veitise- 
ments,  may  repose  In  quiet ; since  we  can  assure  our  readers 
that  the  avatar  to  dreaded,  neither  refer*  to  the  return  of 
Buonaparte,  nor  to  the  coming  of  any  other  great  natiisaal 
calamity,  but  simply  to  the  publication  of  on  exceedingly 
clever  and  eoteruuung  poem.  Even  when  we  blame  the  too 
great  laxity  of  the  poet,  wo  cannot  but  feel  a high  admiratloo 
of  bis  talent.  Ear  superior  to  the  libertine  ho  points,  laoei- 
fulness  and  gaiety  gild  hi*  worst  errors,  and  no  brute  force  U 
employed  to  overtnrow  Innocence.  Never  was  English  fes- 
tooned into  more  luxuriant  stanxas  than  In  Don  Juan.  Like 
the  dolphin  spurting  In  Its  native  waves,  at  every  turn,  how- 
ever grotesque,  displaying  a new  hue  and  a new  ticau^,  the  1 
noble  author  has  shown  an  absolute  control  over  his  means ; 
atsd  at  every  cadence,  rliyme,  or  oonstruction,  however  whim- 
sical. delighted  us  with  novel  and  magical  associatioiu. 
The  style  and  nature  of  this  poem  appear  to  us  to  be  a 
singular  mixture  of  burlesque  and  p^noi,  of  bumoroos 
observatiou  and  the  higher  elements  or  poeti^  composition. 

In  ribaldry  and  drollery,  the  author  is  surpassed  by  many 
writers  who  have  had  Lhcir  day  and  sunk  into  oblivion:  bsU 
In  highly  wrought  Interest,  and  overwhelming  passion,  be  is 
himself  alone.’” 

As  the  Editor  of  the  Jottmal  above  quoted  thought 
fit  to  insert,  soon  after,  ccrUlD  extracts  from  a 
work  then — (and  probably  still ) — in  MS.,  entilJed 
“ J^rd  Byron’s  Pl^laiisms,”  he  (the  Editor)  wlU 
not  think  it  indecorous  In  us  here  tu  append  a speci- 
men of  the  said  work which  is  known  to  have 
procectlcd  from  no  less  a pen  than  that  of 

VII.  ALARIC  A.  WATTS.  ESQ. 

*'  A great  tlral  hoi  been  said,  at  various  limes,  about  the 
originalay  of  Lord  Byron’s  conception,  at  it  respects  the 
characters  nf  the  heroes  iunl  heroines  of  his  poetry.  We  are, 
however,  disposed  to  bellcse,  t)j4t  his  dramaiis  prrsvMo:  are 
mostly  the  property  of  other  eiktbiiort,  although  he  may 
somerimes  furnish  them  with  new  dresses  and  decoraUoos, 

— with  ‘ sable  hair,’  * unearthly  scowls,'  * a vital  scum  ’ of 
all  bf»ide  themselves,  — and  su^  additluoal  Improvements 
as  he  may  consider  necessary,  In  order  to  enable  them  to 
make  their  appearance  with  satUfactlcHi  to  himself,  and  profit, 
or  at  least  amusement,  to  the  public.  So^h  to  say,  there 
ore  kw  people  better  adapted  to  play  the  part  of  a Corsair 
than  bis  lordship ; for  he  is  |>ositlvely  unequalled  by  any 
; marauder  wc  ever  met  with  or  heard  of,  In  the  extent  and 
variety  of  hit  literary  piracies,  and  unacknowledged  obliga- 
tions to  various  great  men  — ay,  oud  women  too living 

as  well  os  deceased." 

The  next  weekly  Journalist  whom  we  bold  it 
proper  to  quote  is  **  The  Cbomploa  ” — In  other  I 
word-s  Thomas  Hill,  Esq.,  the  generous  original 
patron  of  Kirkc  White  and  Robert  Bloomfield,  so 
eloquently  lauded  by  Southey  In  his  Life  of  the 
former  of  these  poets  — then  proprietor  of 

VIII.  THE  CHAMPION. 

**  Don  Juan  Is  uxKloubtfdly  from  the  pen  of  land  Byron  ; 
and  the  mviterr  In  the  publication  srems  to  Iw  nothing  but  a 
Imokseller'l  trfek  to  excite  eurimlty  and  rnhaoce  lb«  sale  : 
for  although  the  b«K>k  U infinitely  mure  immoral  than  the 

fiuhlicAtioni  against  which  the  prosecutions  of  the  Socii^ 
or  tiie  SuppresMon  of  Vlre  are  directed,  we  find  nothing  In 
It  that  could  be  1'kely  to  W rrnnlcd  as  actionable.  At  the 
futr  of  moral  criticism,  indeed.  It  may  and  must  Iw  arraigned ; 
and  against  the  prorrs*  and  decreet  of  that  court,  the  sub- 
terfuges api>caleu  to  will  he  no  protection.  Other  writers.  In 
their  attacks  upon  whatever  mankind  may  or  ought  to  reve- 
rence. make  tnelr  advances  in  partial  <h^il ; Lord  Byron 
proceeds  by  general  assault.  Some,  while  they  war  a^nst 
religion,  nay  homage  to  morality  ; and  others,  while  they 
subvert  all  morals,  rant  about  religion  ; Lord  Byron  displays 
at  once  all  the  torce  atxl  ertergy  of  his  Caculties,  all  the  }>owcrt 
of  poetry,  and  the  miiMllrt  of  wit  and  ridicule,  against  what- 
ever It  resj)ectable  In  either.  There  Is.  of  course,  a good  deM 
of  misceUaneou*  matter  dispersed  through  the  two  cantos  : 
mid  though,  in  those  |iarts  which  aOlfCt  to  be  critical,  the  I 
wantoiiness  of  wit  It  Kimetimes  more  ap|varen(  than  the 
snUteitess  of  Impartial  judgtnentt  and  though  the  |K>llUra 
occasionally  savour  more  of  caustic  misanthropy,  than  of  that 
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•rdwt  Mtriotic  mthuaium  which  constitutes  the  charm  of 

that  subject u{Km  both  these  to(>ic»«  on  the  wiiolc,  we  find 

much  more  to  commend  than  to  censure.” 

, Among  the  Monthly  critics,  the  first  place  is  due 
I to  the  venerable  Sylvanus  Urban. 

1 IX.  GENTLEMAN’S  MAGAZINE. 

Don  Juan  is  obviously  Intended  as  a satire  upon  some  of 
the  conspicuous  characters  of  the  d.iy.  The  best  friends  of 
the  poet  must,  with  ourselves,  lament  to  observe  abilities  of 
so  high  an  order  rendered  subservient  to  the  spirit  of  infidelity 
and  libertinism.  The  noble  bard,  by  employing  bis  genius  on 
a worthy  subject,  might  delight  and  instruct  mankind;  but 
Che  present  work,  though  written  witli  ease  and  spirit,  and 
> containing  many  truly  poetical  passages,  cannot  be  read  by 
persons  or  moral  and  rellfious  feelings  without  the  most  de> 
dded  reprobation.” 

We  next  have  the 

X.  MONTHLY  REVIEW. 

” Don  Juan  is  a poem,  which,  if  originality  and  variety  be 
the  surest  test  of  genius,  has  certainly  the  highest  title  to  It ; 
and  which,  we  think,  would  have  puialcd  Aristotle,  with  all 
his  strength  of  poetics,  to  explain,  have  animated  Longinus 
with  some  of  its  passages,  have  delighted  Aristophanes,  and 
have  choked  Anacreon  with  Joy  Instead  of  with  a grape.  Wu 
might  almost  Imagine  that  the  ambition  had  seised  the  author 
to  please  and  to  displease  the  world  at  Ihe  same  time  ; but  we 
can  scarcely  think  that  he  deserves  the  fate  of  the  old  man 
and  bis  son  and  the  ass,  in  the  fable,— or  that  he  will  please 
nobody.  — how  strongly  soever  we  may  condemn  the  more 
than  poetic  licence  of  his  muse.  He  has  here  exhibited  that 
wonderful  versatility  of  style  and  thought,  which  appears 
almost  incompatible  within  the  scope  of  a single  subject ; and 
the  familiar  and  the  sentimental,  the  witty  and  the  fuhlime, 
the  sarcastic  and  the  pathetic,  the  gloomy  and  Che  droll,  are 
all  touched  with  so  happy  an  art,  and  mingled  together  with 
such  a power  of  union,  yet  such  a dlscrimlrutlon  or  style,  that 
a perusal  of  the  poem  appears  more  like  a pleasing  and 
ludicrous  dream,  than  the  sober  feeling  of  reality.  It  Is  c«r< 
talnly  one  of  the  strangest,  though  nut  the  best,  of  dreams ; 
and  It  is  much  to  be  wl»he<l  that  the  author,  before  be  lay 
down  to  sleep,  had  invoked,  like  Shakspearc's  Lysander,  some 
good  angel  to  protect  him  against  the  wicked  spirit  of 
slumbers.  W’e  hope,  however,  tliat  his  readers  have  learned 
to  admire  his  genius  without  being  in  danger  from  its  iiiflu* 
raee ; and  we  must  not  be  surprise  if  a port  teiU  not  always 
write  to  instruct  as  well  as  to  please  ua.” 

To  which  add  a miscellany  which,  in  spite  of  great 
occasional  merit,  is  now  defunct  — the 
XL  LONDON  MAGAZINE. 

••  Lord  Byron's  poem  of  Don  Juan,  though  a wonderftil 
proof  of  the  versatility  of  his  powers,  is  avitwedly  licentious. 
It  Is  a satire  »n  deerner,  on  fine  leeling,  on  the  rules  of 
riindoct  neressnry  to  the 'conservation  of  society,  and  on  some 
of  his  own  ne«r  connections.  Vivacious  allusions  to  certain 
practical  Irregularities  are  things  which  It  is  to  be  supposed 
mnocenre  is  strong  enough  to  resist : Imt  the  quirk  alternation 
of  piihos  and  pmfaneneu,  — of  serious  and  moving  sentiment 
and  Indecent  ribaldry,  — of  afflicting,  soul>renrllng  pictures 
of  human  distress,  rendered  keen  by  the  roost  pure  and 
hallowed  sympathies  of  the  human  breast,  and  absolute 
Jeering  of  human  nature,  and  general  mockery  of  creation, 
destiny,  and  heaven  itself—  this  Is  a sort  of  violence,  the 
effect  of  which  is  cither  to  sear  or  to  disgust  the  mind  of  the 
reader,  and  which  cannot  be  fairly  characterised  but  as  an 
insult  and  outrage.” 

The  journal  next  to  be  cited  is  now  also  defunct ; 
but  the  title  has  been  revived. 

XII.  BRITISH  MAGAZINE. 

Byron,  after  haring  achieved  a rapid  and  glorious  fame, 
has,  hy  the  publlcallon  of  this  p<jem,  not  only  disgusted  every 
well-regulated  mind,  and  afflicted  all  who  respertnl  him  fur 
his  extraordinary  talents,  but  has  degraded  his  personal 
character  lower  than  even  hii  enemies  (ofwiiom  he  has 
many)  could  have  wished  to  see  It  reduced.  So  gratuitous. 
So  melancholy,  so  despic.oble  a prostitution  of  genius  was 
never,  perhaps,  before  wUnesteo.  NVe  wish  we  were  the 
;w»et's  next  of  kin  : it  should  hard  but  that  a writ  dfluua- 
I tiev  inquirendo  should  issue.” 

I Another  sage  long  since  dead  and  forgotten,  was 

I entitleO  the 

XIII.  EDINBURGH  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE.  ' 

I ••  Don  Juan  prevents  to  us  the  melancholy  s|K-ctacle  of 
j the  greatest  port  of  the  agi'  Irndtiig  the  enchantment  of  his 

I I genius  to  themes  upon  whicb  we  trust  that,  fur  U>e  benefit  of 


mankind,  the  charm  of  its  perverted  inspiration  «rill  for  ever 
be  expended  in  vain.  This  is  by  far  the  most  oIRmsive  of  all 
Lord  Byron's  performances.  We  have  here,  for  the  first 
time  in  the  history  of  our  literature,  a great  work,  of  which 
the  very  basis  is  Infidelity  and  Uccniluusuesi.  and  the  must 
cdvtrusive  ornaments  are  impure  imartnations  and  blasphe- 
mous sneers.  The  work  caonot  perish  ; for  It  has  In  it,  luU 
and  overflowring,  the  elements  of  Intellectual  vigour,  and 
bears  upon  it  tbe  stamp  of  surpassing  power.  The  poet  is. 
indeed,  ‘ damned  to  everlasting  fame.'  ’ 

Tbe  Monthly  organ  of  criticism  iHMwesaing  moat 
•way  among  certain  strictly  religious  circles,  was,  In 
1819,  as  now,  the 

XIV.  ECLECTIC  REVIEW. 

We  have  had  enough  of  that  with  whkh  Lord  Byron’s 
poetry  Is  replete  — hinueIC  The  necessary  progress  of 
character,  as  developed  in  hU  last  reputed  production,  has 
conducted  him  to  a point  at  which  it  is  no  longer  safe  to 
follow  him  even  in  thought,  for  fear  we  should  be  beguiled  of 
any  portion  of  the  detestatiou  due  to  this  bold  outrage.  Poetry 
whlra  it  Is  Impossible  not  to  read  without  admiration,  yet 
which  it  is  equally  Impossible  to  admire  without  lusine  some 
degree  of  self-respect,  can  he  safely  doall  witli  uulyTn  one 
way,  — by  passing  K over  in  silence.  There  arc  cases  m which 
it  is  equally  impossible  to  relax  into  laughter,  or  to  soften 
into  pity,  without  focllog  that  an  immoral  cuiiresslon  is  made 
to  vke.  The  author  of  the  following  stausa  might  seem  to 
invito  our  compassionate  sympathy : — 

•No  more — no  more— Oh!  never  more,  mjr  heart, 

Canst  thou  be  ray  sole  world,  my  uulvcrsv  I 

Once  all  in  all.  but  now  a thing  apart. 

'Thou  const  not  Ik)  my  blessing  or  my  curse : 

Tbe  Illusion 's  gone  for  ever,  and  thou  art 

Insensible.  1 trust,  but  none  tbe  worse. 

And  In  thy  stead  1 've  got  o deal  of  Judgment. 

Though  heaven  knows  bow  It  ever  found  a lodgement,'  ftc. 
These  lines  are  exceedingly  touching,  and  they  have  that 
character  of  truth  which  distinguishes  Lord  Byron's  poetry. 
He  writes  like  a man  who  has  that  clear  perception  of  the 
truth  of  things,  which  U the  result  of  the  Mtlty  knowledge  of 
good  and  eril;  and  who,  by  the  light  of  that  kjDowledge,  baa 
deliberately  preferred  the  evil,  with  a proud  malignity  of 
purpose  wnlcn  would  seem  to  leave  little  for  the  last  consuro- 
tnaUng  change  to  accomplish.  When  be  calculates  that  the 
reader  is  on  the  verge  of  pitying  him.  he  takes  care  to  throw 
him  back  the  defiance  of  laughter,  as  if  to  let  him  know  that 
all  the  Port's  pathos  is  but  the  sentimentalism  of  the  drunkard 
brtweeu  bis  cups,  or  Uie  rrUmtlng  soBoess  of  the  courtesan, 
who  tlie  next  moment  resumes  the  bad  boldness  of  her 
d^aded  character.  With  such  a mau,  who  would  wish  to 
laugh  or  to  werp  ? Aud  vet.  who  that  reads  him  can  rcBalii 
ahemately  from  either  'f 

Another  now  silent  oracle  was 

XV.  THE  BRITISH  CRITIC. 

'*  A satire  was  announced,  in  terms  so  happily  mnterlous, 
as  to  set  the  towm  on  the  very  tiptoe  of  expectation.  A 
thousand  low  and  portentous  murmurs  preceded  its  birth. 
At  one  time  it  was  decUrnl  to  be  so  intolerably  severe,  that 
an  alarming  increase  was  to  bo  apprehended  iu  the  ooLtloguc 
of  our  national  suicides;  at  anothur,  it  was  stated  to  be  of  a 
complexion  so  blasphemous,  as.  even  in  these  days  oflibcrality, 
to  endanger  the  personal  security  of  the  bookseller  Fearful 
indeed  was  tbe  prodigy — a book  without  a bookseller;  an 
advertisement  without  an  advertiser  — 'a  dee<l  without  a 
name.'  After  all  this  portentous  parturition,  out  creeps  Don 
Juan,  — and,  doubtless,  much  to  the  general  dlsannuiutment 
of  the  town,  as  innocent  of  satire  as  any  other  Don  in  the 
Spanish  dominions.  If.  then,  it  he  nut  a satire  — what  Is  it  ? 
A more  perplexing  q^uestinn  could  not  be  put  to  the  critiod 
squad.  Of  the  four  hundred  and  odd  stanias  which  tbe  two 
Cantos  contain,  not  a tittle  could,  even  in  the  utmost  lalUuda 
of  interpretation,  he  dignified  hy  the  name  cf  poetry.  It  haa 
not  irit  enough  to  be  comic  ; it  has  not  spirit  enooeh  to  be 
lyric : rwr  is  it  didartic  of  anything  but  tnlschief.  The 
verilficAtion  and  morality  are  about  upon  a par ; as  far, 
therefore,  as  we  are  enabled  to  give  it  any  rhararter  at  all, 
we  should  pronounce  It  a narrative  of  degrading  debauchery 
in  dognrcl  rhyme.  The  style  which  the  noble  Lord  has 
Adopted  is  tedious  and  wearisome  toa  most  insullbrabh-  degree. 
Dull  Juan  is  no  burlesque,  nor  mock  heroic : it  cmisUls  of  the 
common  adventures  of  a common  man,  ill  conceived.  te«liously 
told,  and  poorly  Illustrated.  In  the  prex-ot  thick  and  heavy 
quarto,  cmitolning  upwards  of  four  hundred  duggrel  suuxaa, 
Uierr  arc  nut  a dotvn  places  that,  even  In  the  merriest  moud, 
could  raise  a smile.  It  is  true  that  we  may  be  vsav  pull 
Doos,  and  as  little  able  to  comprehend  Use  wit  of  his  lordship, 
as  to  construe  his  poetr)'.** 

We  now  arrive  at  two  authorities  to  whicb,  on  this 
occasion,  uncommon  attention  is  due,  inasmuch  as 
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I their  CA-Ml^tions  of  Don  Juiin  were  considered  worthy 
of  ver>’  elaborate  comment  and  rerlamation  <m  the 
part  of  Lord  Byron  himself.  Of  these,  the  first  is 
' that  famous  Article  in  the  no  otherwise  famous  work, 
since  defunct,  styled  ” The  British  Review,"  or,  in 
the  phrase  of  Don  Juan<-> 

XVI,  “ MY  CUANDMOTHEirS  REVIEW.  THE 
HKITISH.’ 

**  Of  a poem  »o8asitiou«.that  no  bookseller  has  been  villlns 
to  take  upon  himself  the  publiratlon,  thonsh  most  of  them 
dissrrace  themselres  by  selling  it.  Khat  can  the  critic  sar  ? 
Uls  praise  or  censure  ought  to  found  Itself  on  examples 
produced  from  the  work  itself.  For  praise,  as  far  as  regards 
the  poetry.manjr  passages  might  be  exhibited  ; for  condem- 
nation, as  fkr  as  regards  the  morality,  all : txil  none  for  either  . 
porpoee  can  b«  prixluced,  without  insult  to  the  ear  of  decency.  I 
and  rexation  to  the  heart  that  frcls  for  domestic  or  natioital  1 
happiness.  This  poem  Is  sold  in  the  shops  as  the  work  of 
Lord  Byron  ] but  the  name  of  neither  author  nor  bookseller 
Is  on  the  title  page : we  are,  iherefurr,  at  liberty  to  suppose 
It  not  to  be  Lord  Byron's  composition ; and  this  scepticism 
has  something  to  Jiud^  It,  in  the  instance  which  has  lately 
occurs^  of  the  name  of  that  nobleman  haring  been  borrowed 
for  a tale  of  dismsting  horror,  published  under  the  title  of 
• *nie  Vampire.^  But  the  strongest  argument  against  the 
fopposidon  of  Its  being  the  performance  of  Ixird  Byron  is 
this that  It  can  hardly  be  i^tlhle  for  an  English  noble- 
nan.  eren  in  his  mirth,  to  send  forth  to  the  public  the  direct 
and  palpable  foUehood  cooUlned  in  the  *J(K>th  and  21  otb  stanxas 
of  (he  First  Canto. 

‘ For  fear  some  prudish  readers  should  grow  skittish, 

I 've  bribed  my  grandmother's  reriew-^tbe  British. 

' I sent  it  In  a letter  to  the  editor, 

^1k>  thank'd  me  duly  by  return  of  post^ 

I 'm  for  a handsome  article  bis  creditor ; 

Yet.  If  my  gentle  Muse  be  please  to  roost. 

And  break  a promise  after  having  nude  it  her. 

Denying  the  receipt  uf  what  it  cost. 

And  smear  his  page  with  instead  of  honey. 

All  1 cau  say  is  — that  he  had  the  money.' 

No  misdemeanor  — not  eren  that  of  sending  into  the  world 
obscene  and  blasphemous  poetry,  the  product  of  studious 
lewdness  and  laboured  Impiety  — appears  to  us  in  so  detestable 
a light  os  the  acceptance  of  <s  frttmi  by  an  editor  of  a ReTlew. 

, as  tne  condition  or  praising  on  author  ; and  ret  the  miserable 
< man  (for  mlaeroble  he  is,  os  harlns  a smil  of  whkh  he  canruu 
get  rid),  who  has  given  birth  to  tnis  pestilent  poem,  has  not 
I sempM  to  lay  Uils  to  the  charge  of  * The  British  Heriew  ; ' 
t and  that,  not  by  Iniinuatlon.  but  has  actually  staled  himself 
to  liarc  sent  money  In  a letter  to  the  Editor  of  this  journal, 
who  acknowifdgesl  the  receipt  of  the  same  hr  a letter  In 
return,  with  thanks.  No  peer  of  the  British  realm  can  surely 
I be  c^vahle  of  so  calumnious  a falsehood,  refilled,  wc  trust,  by 
the  very  character  and  spirit  of  the  Journal  so  defame*!.  We 
ore  compelled,  therefore,  to  conclude  that  this  poem  cannot 
be  Lord  Byron's  production  : and  we.  of  course,  expect  that 
Lord  Byron  will,  with  all  gentlemanly  baste,  disclaim  a work 
imputed  to  him,  containing  a calumny  so  wholly  Uie  product 
of  malignant  invention.  . . ^ . 

**  If  somebody  persotvating  the  editor  of  the  British  Review 
has  received  oKmer  frtmt  I.,ord  B^on.  or  from  any  other  per- 
son, by  way  of  hHoe  to  praise  nis  compositions,  the  fraud 
might  ne  tra^  by  the  production  of  the  letter  which  the 
author  stales  himself  to  have  received  In  return.  Surely, 
then,  if  the  author  of  this  poem  has  any  such  letter,  he  will 
produce  it  for  this  purpose.  But  lest  It  should  be  said  that 
we  have  not  In  positive  terms  denied  the  charge,  we  do  utterly 
deny  that  tliere  is  one  word  of  truth,  or  the  semblance  of 
truth,  as  far  as  regards  this  Review  or  Us  F.ditor,  in  the 
' assertions  made  in  the  stanias  above  referred  to.  We  really 
foel  a sense  of  degradatioti,  as  the  idea  of  this  odious  Imputa- 
tion passes  through  our  minds. 

**  We  bare  heard,  that  the  author  of  the  poem  under  ron- 
dderotloD  designed  what  he  has  sokl  in  the  S.'Hb  slaoxa  os  a 
aketidt  of  his  own  character 

‘ Yet  J6ae  was  on  honourable  man  ; 

That  1 must  say.  who  knew  him  very  well.' 
ir.  then,  he  Is  this  honourable  man,  we  shall  not  call  in  vain 
for  an  art  of  Justice  at  his  hands.  In  declaring  that  he  did  not 
mean  bU  word  to  be  token,  when,  for  the  sake  of  a jest  (our 
loaders  will  Jod^  how  far  such  a mode  nf  Jesting  U detctuible), 
he  stated,  with  the  particularity  which  belongs  to  fact,  the 
forfery  of  a groundless  fletinn."  [No.  xviii.  1U19.3 

The  foregoing  vindication  of  the  Editor  of  the 
BrltUb  Review  (Mr.  Roberts)  ealled  forth  from  Lord 
I Byron  that  “ Lcttek  to  tii*  Kmroa  or  my  Graku- 
; MoTUKH’a  Review,"  which  tbc  reader  will  find  In  the 


present  volume.  i We  next  ooHclt  attention  to  the 
following  passages  from  the  redoubted  organ  of 
Northern  Toryism,— 

XVII.  BLACKWOOD. 

**  In  the  composition  uf  this  work  there  Is  unquestionably 
a more  thnrougn  and  intense  Infoslon  of  genius  and  rice _ 
powerand  profligacy  — than  in  any  poem  which  had  ever 
before  been  written  la  the  English  or.  Indeed,  in  any  other 
modem  langna^.  Had  the  wickedness  ticen  less  inextricably 
mingled  with  tne  L«auty.  and  theagroce.  and  the  strength  of 
a roust  inimitable  and  Incuinprehcnsible  muse,  our  task  would 
have  beem  easy.  Don  Juan  is  by  far  the  roost  admirable 
specimen  of  the  mixture  of  ease,  strength,  gaiety,  and  serious- 
ness extant  In  the  whole  body  of  English  poetry:  the  autliur 
has  devoted  hit  powers  to  the  worst  of  purrmses  and  passions  : 
and  it  increases  nis  guilt  and  our  sorrow,  tnat  be  has  devotetl 
them  entire. 

*'  The  moral  strain  of  the  whole  poem  Is  pitched  In  the 
lowest  key.  I^ve  — honour  — patriotism  — rellglnn.  are 

mentioned  only  to  be  scotfod  at,  as  if  their  sole  resting-place 
were,  nr  ought  to  be,  In  the  bosoms  of  fools.  It  appears,  in 
short,  as  if  this  miserable  man.  having  exhausted  eve^  spedes 
of  sensual  gratification  — h.iring  drained  the  cup  uf  sin  even 
to  its  bitterest  dregs  — were  resolved  to  show  us  that  be  is  no 
longer  a human  being,  even  in  his  frailties:  but  a coot  uii. 
c'unceme«i  fiend,  laughing  with  a detestable  glee  over  the 
w hole  of  the  better  and  worse  elements  of  which  human  life 
Is  composed  — treating  well  ntgh  w ith  equal  derision  the  most 
pure  of  virtues,  and  the  most  odious  of  vices  —dead  alike  to 
the  beauty  of  the  one.  and  the  deformity  of  theother— amero 
bcsutless  despiier  of  that  frail  btit  noble  humanity,  whose  lyi>e 
was  never  exnibited  In  a shape  of  more  deplorable  degradation 
than  in  his  own  contemptuously  distinct  delineation  of  him- 
self. To  confess  to  his  Maker,  and  weep  over  in  secret 
agonies,  the  wildest  and  most  fantastic  transgressions  of  heart 
and  tnlnd.  Is  the  part  of  a conscious  sinner,  m whom  sin  hat 
nut  become  the  sole  principle  of  life  and  action.  But,  to  Jay 
ttare  to  the  eye  of  man  — and  of  t<*omoM  — all  the  hidden  con- 
vulstons  uf  a wicked  spirit  — and  to  do  all  this  without  one 
symptom  nf  contrition,  remorse,  ur  hesitation,  with  a calm, 
rarclest  fcrocfotisness  of  contented  lutd  satisfied  depravity—. 
this  was  an  insult  which  no  man  of  genius  had  ever  tieWe 
dared  to  put  upon  hit  CreaUir  or  his  species.  Impiously 
railing  against  hit  (*od  — madly  ajid  meanly  disloyal  to  hla 
.'invercign  and  his  country,  — and  brutally  outraging  all  the 
Itest  feelings  of  female  honour.  aA-ctiun.  and  confidence,— 
liow  small  a part  of  chivalry  is  th.xt  which  remains  to  the 
descendant  uf  (he  Byroui— a gloomy  visor  and  a deadly 
u canon  1 

••  Tijose  who  arc  arqu.vinted  (a»  who  ti  not  ?)  with  the 
main  Incidents  in  the  private  life  of  lK>rd  Uyrun  — and  who 
hare  not  seen  this  prcxiuctlon,  will  scarcely  beliese  Ihat 
malignity  should  have  carried  him  so  far.  at  to  make  him 
commence  a filthy  and  Impious  poem  with  anelalmrate  s.vtirc 
ni\  the  character  and  manners  of  bis  wife  — from  whom,  even 
by  hts  own  confession,  he  has  been  separated  only  in  conse- 
quence of  his  own  crticl  and  heartless  niUconduct.  It  is  In 
vain  for  l/ord  Byron  to  attempt  in  any  way  to  justify  his  own 
behaviour  in  that  aflkir ; and,  now  that  he  has  so  openly  and 
audodously  invited  Inqiilry  and  repruarh,  we  do  noi  see  any 
good  rMuon  whr  he  should  not  be  plainly  told  so  by  the 
general  voice  of  hit  countrymen.  It  would  not  be  an  easy 
matter  to  persuade  any  Mon*  who  has  any  knowledge  of  the 
nature  of  Woman,  that  a female  such  at  la>rd  lUrott  has 
himself  described  his  wife  to  be.  would  rashly,  or  hastily,  or 
lightly,  senarato  herself,  ffum  the  love  with  which  ilie  had 
once  been  Inspired  for  such  a man  as  he  is,  or  was.  Hail  he 
not  heaped  insult  upon  insult,  and  scorn  upon  scorn  — hod 
he  not  lorced  the  Irou  uf  bis  contempt  Into  her  very  soul  — 
there  Is  no  woman  of  delicacy  ood  virtue,  as  he  admilted  Lady 
Byron  to  be,  who  would  not  nave  hoped  all  things  and  luflcrod 
ail  things  from  one,  her  love  of  whom  must  have  been  in- 
woven with  so  many  exalting  elements  of  delicious  pride,  and 
ir.ore  dellHous  humility.  TooflHtd  the  loveof  such  a woinaii 
was  wrong  — but  it  miglit  be  forgiven;  to  desert  her  was 
unmanly  — but  be  might  have  returned,  and  wiped  for  ever 
from  her  eyes  the  tears  of  her  desertion  ; — but  to  injure.  at>d 
to  desert,  ami  then  to  turn  bock  and  wound  her  widowed 
privacy  with  unhallowed  strains  of  cold-blooded  muckcry  — 
was  brutally,  fiendishly,  Inexpiably  mean.  For  Impurities 
there  might  be  some  nnssltdllty  of  pardon,  were  they  iuppo»»*rt 
to  spring  only  from  the  reckless  buoyancy  of  young  bli>w  and 
fiery  pasiimia  ; — for  impiety  there  might  at  least  be  pitv,  were 
it  visible  that  the  misery  of  the  imploiii  soul  equalled  its 
darkness  ; — but  for  ufTcucri  such  as  this,  which  cauiiut  pro- 
ceed either  from  the  nuidneis  of  sudden  Impulse,  or  the 
bewildered  agonies  of  duiibl  ~ Imt  which  speak  the  wilful  and 
determined  spite  uf  an  unrep«*nting,  uniuftencd,  imtiing, 
sarcastic.  Joyous  sinner— then- can  he  neither  pitynur  pardon. 
Our  knowledge  that  it  is  committed  by  one  of  the  roost 
powerful  intclierts  osir  island  ever  has  produced,  lends  In- 

• (See  AreLNDi.x:  Don  Jiwn,  Note  A.] 
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• thousand  fold  to  the  bitterness  of  o<ir  indipnallun. 
Rirery  high  lho<ight  that  was  e?er  kludloil  In  our  breasts  hr 
Iheinuioof  Ufrixt ->  ever)^  pure  and  laftr  fivlliig  that  rser 
respmdeil  from  wtlhin  iit  to  tin*  iwt*ep  of  nU  majestic  inspir* 
aCinas — every  reniembcnil  niotncnl  of  admiration  and  en- 
thusiasm. is  up  in  arms  aifaiuti  him.  We  h>uls  luck  with  a 
mixture  of  wratii  and  settm  to  the  <icli*ht  with  wbU  h we 
iuffen*il  ourselves  to  be  titled  by  one  who,  all  the  wliile  In* 
was  fumishintt  lu  with  delight,  must,  we  catmot  doubt  it. 
have  l>cen  mocking  us  with  a cruel  mockery  — less  cruel  only, 
becauw*  less  pcruliar,  than  that  with  uhich  he  has  now  turntnl 
him  from  the  ltirktog'|>lace  of  his  selfish  and  iKdluted  exile, 
to  pour  the  pitiful  cisalicp  of  bis  contumely  on  the  lurrendertHl 
devotion  of  a Tirgio-lwsuiii,  aitd  the  holy  hi»|>cs  of  the  inottuT 
of  his  chlltL  U is  indeed  a sad  and  on  hnmiliiting  thing  tu 
know,  that  to  the  tame  year  there  proceeded  from  the  same 
pen  two  productions.  In  all  things  so  diHerent,  as  the  Fourth 
Canto  ot  Childe  Harold  and  this  loathvotnr  Don  Juan. 

**  W’e  have  mentioned  one.  and.  ail  will  admit,  the  worst 
Instance  of  the  private  malignity  w hich  has  Iwen  embodi*Ht  in 
so  tuaiir  pastagei  of  Don  Ju.u) : and  we  are  ignite  sure,  the 
lofty •miuwl  and  i Irtuous  men  w hom  la^rd  Bynm  h.is  delta ud 
himself  by  insulting,  will  closfl  tlie  volume  which  Contains 
thrtr  own  injuries,  with  no  feelings  save  those  of  pity  lor  liiiu 
that  has  infiictesl  them,  and  for  Her  who  parukes  so  largely 
In  the  same  injuries."  (Aug.  I81U.] 

The  **  Rkmawks  vros  ak  AnricLr  is  Bi  ack* 
wood’s  MAUAiiKE," — which  Ixird  liynm  wrote  on 
perusing  the  asbovc-quoted  pas«igos,  and  which  were 
printed  at  the  tinic*  hut  on  consideration  -'uppre-sed, 
<— are  now,  for  the  firvt  time,  published  in  the  prevent 
Toliimo.  • 

As  a pleasing  relief,  lit  the  midst  of  these  prose 
criticisms,  we  pret«ent  an  extract  from  **  Commosi 
Sense,  a Poem,”  publivhed  In  15*19,  by  a pentleman, 
we  arc  informed,  of  eminent  respectability,  the  UeT. 
Mr.  Terrot,  of  Cambridge. 

XVIII.  TEiinoT. 

" Alas,  fur  Byron  ! — Satire's  self  must  own 
Ills  song  has  somr^hiug  uf  a lofty  tone : 

But 't  is  an  empty  sound.  If  vice  lx-  low. 

Hateful  and  mean,  then  Byrun’s  verse  Is  so. 

Not  all  his  gcniu*  saves  him  from  the  curse 
Of  plunging  deeper  sUII  from  b'ul  to  worse ; 

With  frantic  spera,  he  ruxw  the  road  to  ruin. 

And  damns  his  name  fur  ever  liy  ' Don  Juan.* 

He  wants  variety ; nt*r  dues  hU  plan 

* Admit  the  idea  of  an  honest  man  : 

* One  rluracter  alon>*  can  he  tUTord 

To  Harold.  Conrad,  Lara,  or  my  Lord; 

Each  half  a madman,  mischievous  and  sour. 

Supremely  wretclunl  each,  and  each  a (Jlaour. 

Some  fumigate  iny  lonl  with  praises  sweet. 

Some  lick  the  very  dust  brnratb  hU  feet. 

Jeffrey,  with  Christian  charity  so  mock. 

Kisses  the  hand  that  smote  him  on  the  cheek. 

Ctiflbrd's  retainers.  Tory,  Pittite,  Hat, 

All  join  ti>  sootiie  the  surly  Democrat. 

1.  too.  admire.—  hut  not  througli  chirk  and  thin, 

Nor  think  him  such  a bard  as  ne'er  hath  been." 

Let  us  Indulge  our  readers,  before  we  rrtuni  to 
the  realms  of  pro»e,  with  another  wreath  fruiii  the 
myrtles  of  Parnassus,  i.  e.  with  an  extruet  tVora 
an  “ Kxpostulatory*  Epistle  to  Lonl  B}Ton" — 

" By  Cottle  — not  he  whom  the  Alfred  nuale  fttmou)  ; 
But  Joseph  of  Bristol,  the  brother  of  Amoe.”’^ 

XIX.  COTTDE. 

**  7s  Oitre  a man.  how  fallen  ! still  to  fall  I 
Who  hears  a dark  precedency  o'er  all, 

Rejeetevl  by  (he  la^  which  gave  him  birth. 

And  wandering  now  an  mitrast  o’er  the  earth, 

On  every  virtuous  door  mgravro  ' hence  f ' 

WIioM*  very  lireath  is  plague  and  pcsttlrore  ; 

A son.  diimetnbrr'd.  and  h>  aliens  thrown, 

. (Uuruptlng  other  climes  — hut  first  his  own  r 
One  such  ikrre  is  I w horn  lires  unborn  will  curse. 
Hasting  with  giant  stride  born  bad  to  worse. 

Sorklng  untlreal  to  gain  Che  sensual*s  smile, 

A pander  for  the  profligate  and  vile  ; 

Ills  bend  rich  fraught  (like  some  bazaar’s  slv  stali) 
With  lecherous  Uyi.  that  come  at  every  call. 

Tkcfr*  IS  a man,  usurping  lordly  sway. 

Aiming  alone  to  hold  a world  at  bay  ; 
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Who,  mean  a«  daring,  nrrogant  as  vain. 

Dike  chaff  regards  opinion  with  distlaJn. 

As  11  the  privilege  with  him  « ere  found 

The  laws  to  spurn  by  wliteh  mankind  are  bound. 

As  if  the  ann  which  drags  a despot  down 

>lust  pasted  fail  before  a Byron's  frown  1 " 

The  “ Testimonies"  hitherto  quoted  refer  to  the 
rarlier— most  of  them  to  the  first  two  — (Cantos  of 
jNui  Juan.  Wc  now  paas  to  critical  ol)scr\aiion<  oa 
the  PiK-tn  as  a whole ; some  introduced  in  periodical 
works  of  the  time,  others  from  »c|iarate  tract**.  Let 
is  with  the  more  measured  languaj^e  of  Black- 
hood,  in  15*25  — when  Lord  Byron  was  no  more. 

XX.  BLACKWOOD.  — ifersiw. 

*’  Ws  ftiuill,  like  all  others  who  say  any  thing  about  Lord 
^roii,  begin,  tan*  apvfogte,  with  uls  persona)  character. 
This  U the  great  object  of  atbu-k.  the  constant  theme  of  open 
vitu|>rrati«)  to  one  set,  and  tbe  evublisbeii  uiark  for  all  the 
I>etty  but  deadly  artillery  of  sneers,  slirugs,  groans,  to  an* 
other.  Two  widely  dUTerent  matters,  however,  are  generally, 
we  might  say  universally,  mixed  un  here  — the  personal  cha- 
racter of  the  man.  at  pruved  by  nls  course  of  life,  and  hU 
Tiersonai  rhorarter  as  revealed  In.  nr  gueaH*d  from,  bis  IksoIls. 
Nutiiing  ran  be  more  unfair  than  the  style  in  which  tbU 
mixturo  is  made  use  of.  Is  there  a noble  seutlroent,  a lofW 
thought,  a sublime  mneeptton.  in  the  book  ?— * Ah.  yes,'  u 
tlu*  answer.  ' But  what  of  that  If  It  is  only  the  rottf  Byron 
that  sjieaks  ! ' Is  a kind,  a gctveroui  artinn  of  the  man  men- 
tioned ? * Ves,  yes,'  comments  the  sage.  * but  only  remember 
the  atrocities  ol*  Don  Juan  ; depeud  on  it,  thU,  if  it  be  true, 
must  have  been  a mere  freak  of  caprice,  or  perhaps  a bit  of 
vile  hyiiorrisv.'  S.ilTation  it  thus  shutout  at  either  entrance: 
the  poet  damns  the  man,  and  the  man  the  pcset 

’*  N’olHHly  will  sus|>eet  u«  of  being  so  absuni,  as  to  suppoae 
that  it  is  )M>«sible  for  people  to  draw  no  inferences  as  to  the 
character  of  an  author  from  his  book,  or  to  shut  entire!)'  out 
of  view,  in  judging  of  a txvok.  that  which  they  may  happm  to 
iwur  about  the  mao  who  writes  It.  The  cant  of  the  day 
supposes  such  things  to  bo  practicable,  but  they  are  not. 
Bur  what  we  complain  of.  and  scorn,  is  the  extent  to  which 
the)  are  carried  in  the  rase  of  this  particular  individual,  as 
compared  with  others  ; the  Impudence  with  which  things  are 
at  otKe  a«sume<l  to  tie  facts  In  regard  to  kit  private  history, 
mhI  the  absolute  unfairness  uf  never  arguing  from  Au  w ritiogs 
to  Mint  — iftit Jar  re>V. 

” Take  the  man.  in  the  first  place,  as  unconnected.  In  so 
far  as  we  can  thus  corulder  him.  wrllh  his  works  ;_-and  ask, 
what,  after  all.  are  the  bad  thliin  we  know  of  him  ? Was  be 
dUhotu'st  or  dishonourable  ?— had  he  ever  done  any  thing  to 
furfrlt,  nr  even  ciKlanger.  his  rank  as  a gentleman?  Most 
asaurnilv  no  such  tuTUsations  have  ever  been  maintained 
against  la<rd  Bvron,  tlte  private  oobleman  — slthougb  some- 
tblng  of  llie  sort  may  have  Itevm  insinuated  ag.~unst  the  author. 
* But.  he  was  such  a prudlgate  in  hts  morals,  that  his  name 
caniurt  be  mcntiunrd  with  any  thing  tike  tolerancr.'  Was  he 
so,  indervl  'f  We  should  like  extremely  to  have  tltc  catetbls- 
ing  of  the  indtvhlual  maw  who  says  so?  That  be  indulged 
In  sensual  vices  to  s«ne  extent  it  certain — and  to  be  re- 
grettevi  and  condemned.  But,  was  he  worse,  as  to  such 
matters,  than  the  enormous  majority  of  those  w ho  join  in  tha 
cry  of  horror  upon  this  occasion  ? n e most  assuredly  l•cliev• 
exactly  the  reverse  ; and  we  rest  our  belief  u|m>:i  verv  plain 
and  intelligible  groonds.  First,  we  hold  it  im)>«»»ib|p  that 
tb«  majority  of  mankind,  or  that  any  tiling  be)i>iMi  a very 
snsall  minority,  are  or  can  be  rntltlod  tu  talk  of  seiuiud  pro- 
fligacy as  having  formetl  a part  of  the  life  and  character  of 
the  man  who.  dying  at  slx-and-thirty,  bequeathed  a collection 
of  works  such  as  Uyrua's  to  the  world,  becondly,  wc  hold  it 
impossible  that,  laying  the  extent  of  bU  Intsdlectuai  lakvours 
nut  of  live  question,  and  looking  only  to  the  nature  of  the  in- 
lellect  which  generated,  and  ddignled  in  generating,  such 
Iteauiiful  and  mitde  conceptions  as  are  to  be  found  in  ^most 
all  Lord  Byron's  works  — wo  hold  it  impossible  that  very 
many  men  can  be  at  <mce  capable  of  comprehending  these 
conceptions,  and  entitled  to  consider  sensual  profligacy  as 
haring  formc«l  the  principal,  or  even  a principal,  trait  in 
l«ord  Byron's  character.  Thirdly,  and  lastly,  we  have  never 
been  aide  to  bear  any  one  fact  establlsbed,  which  could  prove 
lo>nl  Byron  to  deserve  anything  like  the  degree  or  even  kind 
of  odium  which  has.  in  regard  to  matters  ol  this  class,  been 
heaped  upon  bis  name.  We  have  DO  story  of  base  immanlf 
seduction,  or  false  and  villanoui  intrigue,  agaiovt  him  — 
none  whatever.  It  seems  to  us  quite  clear.  Uiat.  if  he  had 
Iteen  at  all  what  is  railed  In  society  an  unprincipled  semvialist, 
there  must  luive  been  many  such  stories  — authentic  and 
Mtithenticated.  But  there  are  none  such  — alvsidutely  none. 
Ills  name  has  Iveen  coupled  with  the  names  of  three.  four« 
or  more  wium-n  of  smn«  rank  : hut  w hat  kiud  of  women  ? — 
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|1  erery  otM  of  them,  in  the  flr»t  place,  about  a<  old  as  himiclf  { 
in  years,  and  therefore  a Rma  deal  older  tfj  character  — erery 
ono  of  them  utterly  battcrM  In  reputation  Idiir  before  he 
came  Into  contact  with  them  — llcentiou*,  unprinciplctl,  rh.v  j 
racterlmt  women.  What  father  has  ever  rcoruaLhed  him  j 
with  the  rtuit  of  his  daiiKhter  y What  hu>li.ind  has  denounced 
him  AS  ibe  destroyer  of  nis  peace  ' 

**  us  not  l>c  mutakien.  W>  are  not  defendine theofn^nees 
of  which  l,ord  Kyrtm  uuquesttnnaidy  was  guilty:  neither 
are  we  dndinR  fault  with  th  >m>  who.  after  luokina  honestly  ■ 
within  and  around  themselves,  caudemn  Chose  ofTenrea  — no  i 
I matter  hoiv  severely-  But  we  are  sficaking  of  society  in  ge-  j 
I Herat,  .is  it  now  exists  ; and  we  say  th  u there  is  vile  hypocrisy  • 
• in  the  toise  in  which  Lord  Byron  it  tallseil  of  tArrr,  We  say 
' that.  Allhou/h  all  olfcncrt  a;^nst  purity  of  life  are  miserable 
thia-/«  ami  condcmmtble  things,  the  degrees  of  |(uiU  attached 
Ui  dilT'*rent  oiTen'.'es  of  this  class  are  at  widely  dllferent  as  are 
the  degrees  of  guilt  b('twe<‘n  an  asMult  a^J  a murder;  and 
we  contr<s  our  tolief,  that  no  man  of  Byrun's  station  and  agt* 
could  have  run  much  risk  of  gaiolrig  a very  bad  name  in  so* 
clety.  hod  a course  ol  life  similar  <iu  so  iar  as  we  know  any 
thing  of  (hat)  to  Lord  Byroo's  bean  Lha  only  thing  chargealde 
agaiiut  him, 

••  The  last  poem  be  wtote  (see  anii.  p.677.)  was  produced 
I UMn  his  l>irth-ilay.  not  many  weeks  iseforr  bL- died.  Weexm- 
sider  it  as  one  of  the  tmest  and  nuu.1  touching  edasions  of  bis  ' 
noble  genius.  We  think  he  who  n’ad«  it,.ino  can  ever  after 
I bring  Imnself  to  regard  even  the  worst  traotgressioiis  that  ' 
I have  tieeu  charged  against  l.ord  Byron  with  any  feeimas  but 
I those  of  humble  sorrow  and  manly  |»ty.  it  not  d<se.*vi'ug  of 
the  name  of  man.  The  deep  and  pusaiomitc  struggles  with  | 
(he  inferior  elements  of  his  nature  (utid  ours)  wTin  h It  rc* 
cords  — (he  lofty  thirsting  after  purity  — 'he  heroic  devotion 
of  a soul  half  weary  of  hie,  because  unable  to  hcllcvn  in  its 
own  powers  to  live  up  to  what  it  so  Intensely  felt  to  be.  and 
so  rcTcremtaily  hotiourod  as.  the  right  — the  whole  piinure 
of  this  migiity  spirit,  often  dark>*ne<l,  but  never  often 
erring,  but  never  r>-a«ing  to  see  and  to  worship  the  beauty 
of  virtue  — (he  repentance  of  it  (he  an^iish,  the  aspiration', 
almost  stiiled  in  despair  — the  whole  of  this  is  such  a whole. 

I (hat  we  am  sure  that  no  man  can  reail  these  solemn  verses 
P.0  oftj*n.  and  we  recommend  them  fur  repetition,  as  the  host 
and  most  conclusive  of  all  possilde  answers,  whenever  the 
name  of  Byron  is  Insulted  bv  (hose  who  permit  themselves 
to  forget  nothbig,  either  in  his  life  or  his  writings,  but  the 
good.'^’ 

The  pre^ii,  Loird  Advocate  of  Scotland  thus 
IfratcfuHy  admonished  the  yet  Ihing  author  of  l>r>n 
Juan,  in  the  LXXIld  Ntunber  of  the  Kdinbat>,'ii 
Review. 

XXI.  JEFFREY. 

••  I-iord  Byron  complains  bitterly  of  the  detraction  by  which 
he  has  been  asMiled  — nod  Intimates  that  bis  works  have  been 
received  by  tite  public  with  far  leu  cordlaJUy  and  favour  than 
he  W.U  entitled  lu  e\|H*ct.  We  are  constrained  to  say  that 
this  appsxirs  to  us  a very  extraorsUnary'  mistake,  lu  the 
whole  course  of  smr  experience,  we  cooiiot  recollect  a single 
author  who  lias  iiaii  so  little  reason  to  complain  of  his  mep- 
tlun—  to  whose  genius  (he  public  has  be^  so  early  and  so 
constantly  just  — to  whose  faults  (hey  have  been  so  long  and 
so  signally  indulgent.  From  the  very  flrat  he  must  have  Ijeen 
aware  that  he  otfended  the  principles  and  shocked  (he  pre- 
judices of  the  majority,  tiy  nls  sentimeoU,  as  much  as  lie 
delightrsl  (hem  by  bis  talents.  Yet  there  never  was  au  au* 
thor  so  universally  and  warmly  applauded,  so  gently  admo* 
nUiitHl — so  kindly  entreated  to  look  more  beevlfulfy  to  his 
opluions.  He  took  the  praise,  as  usual,  and  rejected  the  ad- 
vie'i.  As  he  grew  in  fame  and  authority,  he  aggravated  all 
his  uffenoes— clung  more  fondly  to. ill  he  had  been  reproai-hed 
with  —and  ouly  took  leave  of  Chlide  Harold  to  ally  hlmssdf 
to  i>on  Juan  1 That  be  hat  since  been  talked  of,  in  public 
and  in  private,  with  leM  unmlngled  admiral  ton  — that  bis 
name  it  now  inctiiioned  aa  often  for  ceiuuri- ;u  fur  praise — 
and  (hat  the  exultation  with  which  his  countrymen  once 
hailed  the  greatest  of  our  liviug  poets,  is  now  alioy’nl  by  the 
recolle'-tiun  of  the  tendency  of  his  writings  — Is  matter  of 
notoriety  to  all  the  world  ; but  matter  of  surprise,  we  should 
imagine,  to  nobody  but  1/urd  Byron  himself. 

**  That  the  base  and  the  bigoted  — those  whom  he  has 
darkened  by  hii  glory,  spited  by  his  talent,  or  mortified  by 
his  neglect  — have  taken  advantage  of  the  prevailing  dis* 
afAs  tion.  to  vent  their  puny  malice  In  sillr  nicknames  and 
vulgar  scurrility,  is  natural  and  true.  But  lAsrd  Byron  may 
depend  upon  It,  that  the  dlssatlstactiun  is  not  confined  to  them. 
— and.  Indeed,  that  they  would  never  have  had  the  courage  to 
oatall  one  so  immeasurably  their  superior,  if  he  had  not  at 
once  made  himself  vulneraltle  by  bis  errors,  and  alienated  his 
natural  defimderB  by  his  obstinate  adherence  to  them.  BV 
are  not  birots,  nor  rival  poets-  We  have  not  t>een  detractors 
from  Lord  Byron's  fame,  nor  the  friends  of  his  detractors  ; 
and  sec  tell  him  — Car  more  In  sorrow  than  in  anger  — that 
wc  verily  believe  the  great  body  of  the  English  nation  — the 
roilgloui.  the  moral,  utd  the  candid  part  of  U— cooilder  the 
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tendency  of  his  writings  to  he  immoral  and  pcmlrimis  — .-md 
lrK>k  U|H>i)  his  i>ers4-verance  In  that  strain  of  c«>'n|Krkitii»n  » ith 
regret  and  reprehension.  Weourselvos  are  in>t  n sli)  »tartled. 
either  by  levity  of  temper,  or  boldness,  or  even  rashness  of 
remark  \ we  are,  moreover,  most  siitcrre  admirers  of  laird 
Byron's  genius,  and  have  always  felt  a pride  ami  an  imerest 
in  his  fame : but  wc  can!>i>t  dissent  from  the  censure  to  which 
w c have  olludid  ; and  shall  cMiiiravuur  lu  explain,  in  os  few 
and  as  IcmjKTate  words  at  {N»sslble,  the  grounds  u]hju  which 
we  rest  our  concurrence. 

*'  He  has  no  priesthke  cant  or  prlestlikc  reviling  to  appre- 
hend from  ua.  We  do  not  charge  him  with  twing  either  a 
disciple  or  an  apostle  of  Satan;  nor  do  we  describe  his 
poetry  as  a mere  compound  of  blasphemy  and  obscenity. 
(In  tile  contrary,  we  are  inclined  to  believe  that  he  wishes 
well  to  the  happineas  of  mankind  — and  arc  glad  to  testify, 
that  hit  poems  abound  with  sentiments  of  gre.d  dignity  and 
(cndcmest.  aswell  as  passages  of  infinite  sublimity  and  beauty. 
But  their  genotol  tendency  we  belic'c  to  be  In  the  highest 
degree  pt^rniciuus;  and  we  even  think  th.nt  It  is  vhirfiy  by 
tnrans  of  the  fine  aiul  lofty  sentiments  they  contain,  (bat  they 
Acquire  their  most  fatal  power  of  corruption.  Tiiis  may 
sound  at  first,  perhaps,  hke  a paradox  ; (lut  wc  are  misuXeii 
If  we  thali  not  make  it  intclligibtr  enough  in  tiie  end. 

" We  think  there  arc  indecencies  and  indelicacies,  seduc- 
tive descripUoDS  and  prolligatc  roprcseTitotiuiu,  which  arc 
extremely  reprehensiluc  ; and  alto  audacious  ii>et'uUlions, 
iiod  erroneous  and  uncharitable  assertions,  equally  indefens- 
ible. But  if  these  bad  stood  alone,  and  if  the  whole  body  of 
his  works  had  been  made  up  of  gaudy  riluddry  and  flashy 
scepticism,  the  Tnisrhief,  we  think,  would  has  e Iteen  much  lest 
tiian  it  is.  ilc  is  not  mure  uhocene,  perhaps,  than  Drydcn  or 
Prior,  and  other  classical  and  pardoned  writers  ; nor  is  there 
any  passage  in  the  history  even  of  Don  Juan  so  degroiling 
as  Tom  Jones's  affair  with  Lady  Bellaston.  It  is  no  doubt  a 
w retched  apotogy  for  the  iiuleceudcs  of  a man  of  griiius,  that 
equal  ImlecenclM  have  been  fiirgivcn  to  his  predecessors: 
Irtit  (he  precedent  of  lenity  might  have  been  (ollowcd ; and 
we  might  have  passed  bo(h  the  levity  and  the  volujitnousnest 
— the  dangerous  warmth  of  his  romantic  situations,  and  the 
scandal  of  his  cold-blooded  dlssijtation.  It  might  unt  have 
iicen  so  co»y  to  get  over  his  dogmatic  scepticism  — his  hard- 
hearted m.-ixims  of  misanthropy- his  ruld-blvKHled  ami  eager 
expositions  of  the  non-existence  of  virtue  and  honour.  Even 
this,  however,  might  have  been  comparatively  luiruilest.  If  it 
h.iii  not  been  Accompanied  by  that  which  may  look,  at  first 
sight,  as  a noJIiation  — the  frequent  preseutir.rnt  of  the  most 
(ouchlug  pictures  of  tcnderticss.  generosity,  and  fidth. 

“ The  charge  we  bring  against  l^rd  Byron  in  short  U,  that 
his  * ritings  huve  a tendency  to  destroy  afl  ticUcf  in  the  reality 
of  virtue— and  to  make  all  enthusiasm  and  constancy  of  affec- 
tion ridiculous ; and  that  this  u effected,  not  merely  by  direct 
maxims  and  examples,  of  an  imposing  or  seducing  kind,  but 
hy  the  Constant  fULhibilioo  of  the  most  profligate  heartlessDeis 
in  the  persons  of  those  who  had  been  transiently  represented 
as  actUAteil  by  the  purest  and  most  exalted  emotions  — and 
in  the  lessons  of  that  very  teacher  who  hod  been,  but  a mo- 
ment before,  to  beautifully  pathetic  in  Uio  expression  of  the 
loftiest  conceptions. 

'*  7^is  is  tiie  charge  which  tee  bring  against  Lord  Byron. 
We  say  that,  under  some  straoro  misapprehension  os  to  the 
truth,  and  the  duty  of  proeUiniing  it.  he  has  exerted  all  the 
|H)wert  of  hii  |)owcrful  mind  to  coarince  bU  readers,  both 
directly  and  indirectly,  that  all  ennobling  pursuits,  and  dis- 
interested virtues,  are  mere  deceits  or  illusions  — hollow  and 
despicable  mockeries  for  the  most  part,  and,  at  best,  but 
laborious  follies.  Love,  patriotism,  valour,  devotion,  coo- 
stanrr,  ambition— all  ore  to  be  laughed  at.  disbelieved  in, 
and  despised  1—  and  nothing  U really  good,  so  far  as  we  con 
gather,  out  a succeasioo  of  augers  to  stir  the  blood,  ud  of 
lianquets  and  intrigues  to  soothe  it  again  1 If  this  doctrine 
stood  alone,  with  its  examples,  ft  would  revolt,  we  believe, 
more  (han  it  would  seduce:  — but  the  author  of  it  has  the 
nnlurky  gift  of  personating  all  those  sweet  and  lofty  Illusions, 
and  that  with  such  grace  and  force  ud  truth  to  n.'Uure,  that 
it  is  impossible  not  to  suppose,  for  the  time,  that  he  Is  among 
the  most  devoted  of  their  votaries  — till  be  casts  off  the  cha- 
racter with  a jerk — and,  the  moment  after  he  has  moved  and 
exalted  us  to  the  very  height  of  our  emteepdon,  resumes  his 
mockery  at  all  thlnp  serious  or  suhtlme  — and  lets  us  down 
at  once  on  same  coarse  Joke,  hard-hcarunl  sorrusm.  or  fierce 
and  reirntlesi  personally,  as  if  on  purptise  to  show  — ' Whtv 
e'er  was  edified  himself  was  nut’  — or  to  demonstrate  prar- 
tically  as  it  were,  and  by  example,  how  possible  it  is  to  have 
all  fine  ud  noble  iMUogs,  or  their  appckronee,  for  .x  moment, 
and  yet  retain  no  particle  of  respetff  for  tlvem  — or  of  belief 
In  tbelr  intrinsic  worth  or  pemunent  reality." 

The  next  Author  we  roust  dte,  Is  the  late  lo- 
(liistrious  Dr.  John  Watkins,  well  known  for  his 
“ liiograpbical  Dictionary,”  his  " Life  of  the  Right 
Honourable  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan,”  &c. —styled 
ignumlniuusly  by  Lord  Byron  " Old  Groblus.” 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


XXII,  WATKIKS. 


**  Of  thU  Odftkcj  of  iiumoralitT.  there  CAnnot  be  two  op|. 
nloQS  ; ftw,  let  the  rellgloui  tentimenU  of  the  reader  be  a« 
Ux  ae  poetible.  he  muat  be  ihoclMd  at  the  barefaced  licentious, 
neat  of  the  poem.  Marrlane  Is  of  course  reproluued.  and 
all  the  laws  of  social  life  are  set  at  open  deftance  as  vloUiions 
of  natural  liberty.  Lord  Byron  is  the  rery  Comus  of  poetry, 
who,  by  the  bewUchine  airiness  of  hU  numbers,  aims  to  turn 
the  whole  moral  world  loto  a herd  of  monsters.  It  must, 
however,  be  allowed  that  In  this  Ule,  he  has  not  acted  the 
wily  part,  of  concealing  the  poison  under  the  appearance  of 
virtue ; on  the  contrary,  he  makes  a frank  confession  of  hU 
principles,  and  glories  in  vice  with  the  unblushing  temerity 


of  a rampant  satyr  who  arkitowledges  no  rule  but  appetite. 
'Fhe  mischief  of  the  work  is  rendered  doubly  so  hr  the  at. 
tractive  gaiety  of  thedanguage,  the  luxuriance  of  the  imagerr, 
and  the  outnorous  digressions  with  which  the  story  is  embe). 
Uabed  and  chequered." 

Another  great  moralist— practically,  we  believe,  a 
most  emiueut  one — Is  the  next  on  our  catalogue; 
namely,  the  late  /?cp.  Caleb  Colton,  the  author  of 
“ Lacon ; or,  Many  Things  In  Few  Words’*  (or,  as 
Lord  Byron,  somewhere,  xvas  wicked  enough  to  mis- 
quote It — **  Few  Things  Ln  Many  Words**)  in  his 
**  Remarks  on  the  Tendencies  of  Don  Juan,**  pub« 
Usbed  In  1822. 

XXIII.  COLTON. 

" The  imparity  of  Rochester  Is  too  disgiutlng  to  do  harm  ; 
the  morality  of  Fopc  is  too  neutralised  to  do  pood  : but  the 
mute  of  Byron  has  mixed  her  poison  with  the  hand  of  an 
adept ; it  is  prufTeretl  in  a goblet  of  crystal  and  of  gold  ; it 
will  please  the  palate,  remain  on  the  stomach,  and  drculale 
through  the  veins.  There  are  j^rtoni  who  think  that  some 
of  the  objectionable  parts  of  Don  Juan  are  reclaimed  by 
otheri  that  are  both  l^autifui  and  faultlets.  But.  alai  1 the 
pobon  Is  genera),  the  antidote  particular  : the  ribaldry  and 
obscenity  will  be  understood  by  the  many;  the  prohmdily 
and  the  sublimity  only  by  the  few.  We  live  In  an  age  when 
orators  are  trying  bow  much  treason  they  may  talk  without 
being  hanged,  poets  how  much  nonsense  they  may  write 
without  being  neglected,  and  libertines  how  much  licentious, 
ness  they  may  venture  upon  without  being  execrated  and 


despised.  We  consider  Don  Juan  to  be  a bold  experiment, 
maae  by  a daring  and  determined  hand,  on  the  moral  patience 
of  the  public.  It  Is  most  melancholy  to  reflect  that  a man  of 
Lord  Brron's  stupendous  powers  should  lend  himself  to  lurh 
unworthy  purpoM  as  these;  led  thereto  by  the  grovelling 
gratification  of  dassling  the  fool,  or  enroura^ng  the  knave ; 


most  melancholy  to  reflect  that  a man  of 
idoui  powers  should  lend  himself  to  lurh 
as  these;  led  thereto  by  the  grovelling 


of  supporting  the  weakest  sophistrv  by  the  strongest  genius, 
and  the  darkest  wickedness  by  the  brightest  wit.  He  applies, 
alas,  the  beams  of  his  mighty  mind,  not  to  comfort,  hut  to 
censure  us,  and,  like  Nero,  gives  ui  nothing  but  a little  har- 
mony to  console  us  for  the  conflaaratloa  he  has  caused.  I 
shall  sum  up  my  opinion  of  Don  Juan  In  the  words  of  .Sea- 
lifer  on  a poem  or  Cardinal  Bembiis: — * Hoepomto  rocare 
potait  ani  obareeniuivum  tUgantiam,  aut  eUganiistimam 
obtcttmUUem,' 

Wc  now  introduce  thr  Poet’s  ever  kind  and  grate- 
ful fHend,  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt,  in  his  work  entitled 
“ I>ord  Byron  and  iome  of  hU  Contemporaries,” 
concerning  which  consult  Thomas  Moore,  Esq., 
apud  The  Times  — or  aniit  p.  625, 

XXIV.  HUNT. 

" Speaking  of  Don  Juan.  I will  here  observe,  that  Lord 
Byron  had  tio  plan  with  regard  to  that  poem.  His  hero  iu 
this  work  was  a picture  of  the  better  part  of  hIs  own  CMture. 
When  the  author  speaks  In  his  own  t>erson,  he  Is  endeavour. 
Ing  to  bully  himself  Into  a satisfaction  with  the  worse,  and 
courting  the  euli^es  of  the  ' knowing.'  His  jealousy  of 
Wordsworth  and  others  who  were  not  town  poets  was  not 
more  credltaiile  to  him.  He  pretended  to  tnink  worse  of 
them  than  hr  did.  Hr  had  the  modesty  one  day  to  bring  me 
a stanza,  intended  for  Don  Juan,  in  which  be  hnd  sueerM  at 
them  all,  adding,  that  nolMidy  but  myself  ttiought  highly  of 
therm.  He  laiicied  1 should  |Hit  up  with  Ihiv,  for  the  s^r  of 
being  mentioned  in  the  poem  ; an  absurdity  which  nothing 
but  tiis  own  vAjdty  had  suggested.  1 told  him  I should  con- 
sider the  introduction  of  such  a stanza  an  affront,  and  that  he 
had  tsettcr  not  f tit  it  in.  I am  sorry  I did  not  let  It  go ; for  it 
wijutd  hate  done  me  iicmoiir  vtUh  posterity." 

.Another  historical  evidence  is  Out  of  Mr. — or 
CapUtn  — 


XXV.  MEDWIN. 

*'  People  are  always  advising  me."  aaid  Byron  fat  Pisa,  ir. 
October,  IS'JI),  "to  write  an  epic.  If  you  must  luve  au 
epic,  there 's  * Don  Juan  ' for  you.  I call  that  an  epic  ; It  is 
an  epic  as  mpeh  In  the  spirit  of  our  day  as  Uie  Iliad  was  In 
that  of  Homer.  Love,  religion,  and  politics  form  the  ar- 
gument, and  are  as  much  the  cause  of  quarrels  now  as  they 
were  then.  Thnv  is  no  want  of  Parises  and  Meneiauses,  nor 
ofcrlm.  cons,  into  the  bargain.  In  the  very  first  canto  you 
have  a Helen.  Then,  1 shall  make  my  hero  a perfect 
Achilles  for  fighting,  — a man  who  can  snuff  a candle  three 
successive  times  with  a pistol-ball : and.  depend  upon  it,  my 
moral  will  be  a good  one:  not  even  Dr.  Johnson  should  be 
able  to  find  a flaw  In  It.  I will  make  him  neither  a dandy  in 
town,  nor  a fox-hunter  In  the  country.  He  shall  get  into  all 
sorta  of  scrapos,  and  at  length  end  his  career  In  France. 
Poor  Juan  shall  be  auillotinW  In  the  French  Revolution  ! 
What  do  you  think  or  my  plot  f It  shall  have  twenty-four 
books  too,  the  legitimate  number.  Episodes  It  has,  and  will 
have,  out  of  number ; and  my  spirits  good  or  bad.  must  serve 
for  the  machinery.  If  that  be  not  .in  epic -.if  it  be  not 
strictly  according  to  Aristotle  — I don't  know  what  an  epic 
poem  means. ” 

Returning  to  mere  criticism,  we  light  upon  the 
laU  ingenious  but  eccentric  author  of  ” .Spirits  of 
the  Age  ” — 

XXVI.  MR.  WILLIAM  HAZLITT. 

" Don  Juan  has,  indeed,  great  newer ; but  Its  pom  er  is  om  Inc 
to  the  force  of  the  serious  writing,  and  to  the  oddity  of  the  i 
contrast  between  that  and  (he  Aashy  passages  with  which  it  U ; 
interlarded.  From  the  sublime  to  the  ridiculous  there  h hut  ' 
one  step.  You  laugh  and  are  surprised  that  any  one  shouM  I 
turn  round  and  travestie  himself : the  dralleij  Is  in  the  utter 
discontinuity  of  Ideas  and  feelings.  He  maxes  virtue  serve  { 
as  a foil  to  vice  ; dandjitm  is  (for  want  of  any  other)  a variety 
of  genius.  A classical'lntoxlcatirm  is  followrd  by  the  splasli- 
ing  of  soda  water,  by  frothy  eflUslons  of  ordinary  bile.  After 
the  lightning  and  the  hurricane,  we  are  introduced  to  the 
Interior  of  toe  cabin,  and  the  contents  of  wash-hand  ba>ir>i. 
The  solemn  hero  of  tragedy  plays  .Scrub  in  the  farce.  This 
is  * very  tolerable  and  not  to  to  endured.’  The  noble  lord  is 
almost  the  only  writer  who  has  prostituted  his  talents  in  this 
yf%j.  He  hallows  In  order  to  dcierrate : takes  a pleasure  in 
defying  the  Images  of  beauty  his  hands  have  wrought  ; and 
raises  our  hopes  and  our  bclln  in  gooi^ess  to  heaven,  only 
to  dash  them  to  the  earth  again,  nod  break  them  In  pieces 
the  more  effectually  from  the  very  height  they  have  ullen. 
Our  enthusiasm  for  genius  or  virtue  Is  thus  turned  in  to  a je«t. 


by  the  very  person  who  has  kindled  It,  and  who  thus  fatally 
qoenchec  Lhe  snarks  of  both.  It  is  not  that  Lord  Byron  Is 
smnetimes  serious  and  sometimes  trifling,  sometimes  profli- 


I gate  and  sometimes  moral  — but  when  he  Is  most  lerioui 
I and  most  moral,  he  is  only  prcp.irlng  to  mortifv  the  unsus- 
peeling  reader  by  putting  a pitlrul  hoax  upon  him.  This  Is 
a most  unaccountable  anomaly.  Don  Juan  has  been  railed 
a Tristram  Shandy  In  rh}’me:  it  is  rather  a poem  .liwiit 
Itself." 

We  find  no  " Sir  Coemo  Gordon  ” In  any  baron- 
etage of  this  age,  or  even  in  any  list  uf  K.li.’s  or 
K.H.’s;  but  it  stands  on  the  titlepase  of  a book 
published  in  1826,  and  entitled  "The  Life  and 
Genius  of  Lord  Byron.”  Take,  then, 

XXVIl.  SIR  COSMO  GORDON. 

" At  Venice.  l.ord  Byron  pUnne*!  that  which,  had  he  lived 
to  complete  it,  must  have  been  considered  as  the  most  daring 
and  the  most  wonderful  of  all  his  works.  Don  Juan.  This 
work  was  general  iu  Its  satire,  and  warm  and  glowing  In  Its 
colouring:  and  though  it  had  an  obvious  and  important 
moral.  — . the  absurdity  of  giving  to  a young  man  a s«cluil»i 
and  monkish  e<luratl»n,  in  (he  hope  that  that  would  preserve 
him  from  temptations,  — it  exclt^  a great  deal  clamour, 
especially  among  those  upon  whom.  In  the  execution  of  it. 
the  hand  of  the  poet  hod  been  heaVy.  The  l>on  was  the  most 
singular  and  the  most  original  poem  that  had  perhaps  ever 
appeared.  It  was  made  up  of  the  must  cutting  and  searching 
I satires,  mixed  with  dissections  of  the  human  heart,  and  Ue- 
' llneatlons  of  human  passiun  and  frailty,  which  were  drawn 
both  to  and  with  the  life,  and  therefore  threw  all  those  who 
dreaded  exposure  into  the  most  serious  .-darm.  There  was 
much  more  both  of  |>oliMcs  and  of  personality  In  this  poem 
than  in  any  of  hit  former  ones,  and  upon  this  acvxmnt,  the 
outcry  against  It  was  more  loud  ami  ^lernl.  The  stuff  of 
iromortaUty  was.  h«*wever.  In  the  poem,  and  not  a few  ot' 
' those  who  were  offendi'd  at  its  ap^'raiance  will  probably  find 
I ( if  indeed  they  shall  live  as  long ) (heir  only  memorials  in  It. 
I alter  all  whScfi.  good  or  bid,  they  have  done  for  themselves 
■ shall  be  fiirg*»uen.” 


Dig:lijco  i-'v  CiOO^lc 


The  **  West  *'  that  follows  U not  Benjamin,  the 
Presbleiit,  but  a young  American  brother  of  the 
brush,  who  visited  Lord  Byron  in  Italy,  anno 
Domini  ld22. 

XXVm.  WEST. 

“ He  showed  me  two  of  the  ('antos  of  l>on  Juan  in  manu* 
■crlpC.  They  were  written  on  Urge  sheets  uf  paper,  put 
U'gether  like  a schooltM>y’s  ropytxwk.  Here  and  there  1 
ot^rved  aiteratioits  of  words,  but  seldom  of  whole  line*; 
and  Just  so,  he  toM  me.  It  wo;i  written  down  at  once.  It  w&s 
all  jinL,  he  said,  meaning  thereby  that  hu  drank  nothing  t)ut 
gin  when  he  wrote  it.  The  (Miircioll  was  present,  and  saiJ, 
* the  wished  my  lord  would  leave  olf  writing  that  ugly  l>on 
Juan.'  ‘ I cannot  give  un  my  Don  Juan.'  he  repU«r ; ' 1 do 
Dot  know  what  I should  oo  without  my  Don  Juan.'  ” 

From  “ Lord  Byron's  Work*,  viewed  In  connec- 
tion with  Christianity  and  the  Obligations  of  Sodal 
Life. " — a sermon  preached  in  Holland  Chapel, 
Kennirufton,  by  the  Rev.  John  Styles,  D.D.  — and 
sold  by  the  Doctor's  pew-openen,  we  now  submit  a 
brief  extract.  We  believe  Dr.  Styles  has  been  fa- 
miliarised to  every  reader,  by  one  of  the  Kev.  Sydney 
Smith's  articles  in  the  Edinburgh  Review. 

XXIX.  STYLES. 

“ Be  assured,  my  Bretlircn,  it  Is  with  sorrowful  reluctance 
1 feel  myself  called  upon  to  denounce  the  greatest  genius  nf 
the  age  as  the  greatest  enemy  of  his  species.  The  poem  It 
one  in  which  the  author  has  put  forth  alt  the  energy  of  Ids 
wonderful  faculties  ; nor  hu  ne  written  any  thing  more  de- 
cisively and  triumphantly  eapresslve  of  the  greatness  of  his 
genius,  it  Is  at  once  the  glory  and  disgrace  of  our  literature ; 
and  wlU  remain  to  all  ages  a perpetual  monument  of  the 
exalted  gndus  and  depraved  heart  of  the  writer.  It  Is  de- 
I voted  to  the  worst  of  purposes  and  passions  ; and  flows  on  In 
I one  coiitiimcd  stream  of  pollution.  Us  greet  design  seems 
to  be.  to  shame  the  good  out  of  their  virtues,  and  to  Inspire 
the  wicked  with  the  pride  of  depravity.  If.  for  a moment, 
the  author  appears  to  forget  himself,  and  to  lUlTcr  Ids  muse 
to  breathe  ot  purity  and  tenderness—  If  a touch  of  humanity, 
a faint  gleam  of  goodness,  awaken  our  sympathy,  he  turns 
upon  us  with  a sneer  of  contempt,  or  laughs  our  sensibility 
to  scorn.  Indeed,  throughout,  we  discover  the  heartless 
despiser  of  human  nature;  — a denaturalised  being,  who, 
having  exhausted  every  species  of  sensual  gratification,  and 
drainA  the  cup  of  sin  to  its  bitterest  dregs.  Is  resolved  Co 
show  that  be  is  no  longer  human,  even  in  his  frailties,  but 
a cool,  unconcerned  Aend,  irenting,  well-uigh  with  equal 
derision,  the  most  pure  of  virtues  and  the  most  odious  of 
vice*,  dead  alike  to  the  beauty  of  the  one  and  the  deformity 
of  the  other ; yet  possessing  a restless  spirit  of  seduction.  — 
di-baslng  the  nobler  part  of  man.  that  he  may  more  surely 
bring  Into  action  bis  baser  appetites  and  passions.  'J'o  ac- 
compUth  this,  be  has  Lavished  all  the  wiles  of  his  wit,  all  the 
enchantroenU  of  his  genius.  In  every  page  the  }wet  Is  a 
libertine ; and  the  most  iinexceptiouabln  passage*  arc  mlU 
dewed  with  impurity.  The  cloven  foot  of  the  libidinous 
satyr  Ls  moiulruusiy  associated  with  the  angel-wing  of 

gaotns.— 

‘ I 'd  rather  be  the  wrMch  that  scrawl* 

HU  idiot  Docsense  oo  the  walls ; 

Not  quite  a man,  not  quite  a brute. 

Than  I would  basely  prostitute 
My  powers  to  serve  tM>  cause  of  vice. 

To  Dolld  some  jewrll’d  ediflee 
So  (Ur.  so  (bul.— framed  with  such  art 
To  please  the  eye  and  soli  the  heart. 

That  be  who  has  not  power  to  shun, 

CoiDM.  looks,  and  (bels  himself  umlonr.' 

O mr  Brethren ! how  1 vlsb  that  the  style  of  this  discourse 
could  be  JfM  accusatory  and  severe  I ” 

Tbe  Letter  of  to  Lord  Byron,”  next  to  be 
(|UOted,  attracted  considerable  notice;  and  wax,  we 
know  not  whether  justly  or  unjustly,  ascribed  to  the 
j»en  of  the  Rev.  George  Croly,  D.D.,  Rector  of 
Romford,  In  Essex  — author  of  “ ParU  in  1815," 
a poem  — -•*  Fridc  shall  have  a Fall,  a Comedy," 

Catiline,  a Tragedy,”  — Salathlel,  a Romance," 
— **  Life  of  George  the  Fourth,"  — **  Comment  on 
the  Apocalyjw,”  &c.  &c.  ice. 

XXX.  CATO. 

'*  Wliatcver  your  princlptrs.  no  i»a^  of  any  of  yonr  writing! 
l.as  cnnlribttti^  to  the  security  or  the  Mlnrnrasnt  of  virtue. 


Have  you  not  oflended  agalntt  decency  ? and  repudiated 
' ihstnr  r Have  you  not  rc)ire*ent«H|  ainmvl  every  w>>man  as 
' a harlot?  Ilow  your  tame  will  lUiid  with  f>o!tenty,  it  woui<l 
I lie  Idle  to  iiiecuUte  upon.  It  Is  not  improbable  that  sotne- 
I thing  like  the  doubt  which  rrosM-d  the  mind  of  the  senate, 

' whether  they  should  pronounce  their  decease*!  emperor  a 
tyrant  or  a god,  will  perp'cx  the  jvKiginetit  of  furreeiHng 
generations  as  to  the  credit  and  chararter  uf  ycnir  |H>rtry. 
They  will  hardly  know  if  they  thall  deify  or  desecrate  a 
genius  so  roajestk*,  degrading  itself  by  subjects  and  sen- 
timents so  repulsive.  With  an  insane  partiality,  we  ore 
underva  uing  our  standard  writer*,  and  placing  licentious 
drivellers  In  their  room.  The  hhakspeares  and  Miltons  cf 
better  days  are  sujterseded  by  the  nymns  ami  Shelle>t,  the  I 
Hunts  and  Moorrsof  our  own;  but  let  us  hope  that  thcK-^rboge 
which  the  present  |*cDeration  luxuriates  upon,  posterity  will 
nauseate  and  cast  t:poo  the  dunghill.  With  such  a leat  her 
as  you  have  shown  yourself,  how  is  it  possilde  for  the  disciples 
of  your  school  to  he  any  other  than  most  vicious  beings  ? He 
who  brutalixea  every  feeling  that  gives  dignity  tn  toaal.  every 
principle  that  imparts  co^pfort  to  domestic,  life— he  who 
represents  all  chastity  as  visionary,  and  all  virtue  as  vile.  Is 
not  entitled  to  be  considered  as  a man  — be  is  a /i  eiwg  O/rra/y 


The  ensuing  pangraphs  are  from  a writer  who 
affixes  to  his  lucubration  the  initials  W.C — ; but 
with  whose  full  name  and  surname  we  have,  alter 
much  diligence,  failed  to  make  ourstdves  acquainted. 

XXXI.  ANON. 

**  It  Is  to  Don  Joan,  the  last  of  Lord  Byron's  productions, 
that  he  will  owe  hli  immortalUr.  It  is  his  only  work  which 
excels  by  its  allurement  and  delight ; by  Us  power  of  attract- 
ing and  detaining  attention.  U aeeps  the  mind  In  pleasing 
captivity  ; it  Is  perused  with  c^mrss.  and,  in  hopes  of  newr 
pleasure,  is  perused  again.  The  wild  and  dating  sallies  of 
sentiment  with  which  it  abounds,  the  irregular  at^  eccentric 
violence  of  wU  which  pervades  every  canto,  excite  at  once 
astonlihment  and  enthusiasm.  The  original  bumuur,  the 
peculiarity  of  expression,  (he  Incidents,  the  circumstances,  the 
surprises,  the  jests  of  action  and  of  thought,  the  shad«  of 
light  and  darkness  so  exquisitely  intermingled,  impart  a pe- 
culiarity of  character  to  (ho  work,  w hich  places  it  above  all 
modem,  above  all  ancient  fame.  Indet-d,  if  we  except  the  six- 
teen satires  of  Juvenal,  there  is  nothing  in  antiquity  so  bitter 
or  to  tleciilve  xs  the  sixteen  cantos  of  Don  Juan.  Toe  Homan 
satirist  exhibits  a mixture  of  digiuty  and  aversion,  of  hatred 
and  Invective ; the  English  esmsor  displays  a contempt  of  the 
various  relations  of  soricty,  of  the  bype^risies,  the  tumults, 
and  the  agitations  of  life.  Juven.il  disdains  to  wield  the 
feeble  weairan  of  ridicule — Byrun  delight*  toraix  seriousness 
with  merriment,  and  thoughts  purely  jocular  with  smtimmU 
of  exasperation  and  revei,^.  Juverial  is  never  pathetic—. 
Byron,  when  he  arrives  at  inis  s|>ccics  of  excrilenre. destroys 
its  effect  by  cfTUsioiisof  ridicule  or  insensibility.  Hr.th  poets, 
however,  exhibit  the  tame  ebullitions  of  resentment  against 
the  miserable  victims  which  they  sacrlflce  to  their  fury  —the 
same  scorn  for  mankind  — and  the  same  vehemence  in  dw- 
Dieting  their  rrhncs,  passions,  and  follies.  Both  attack  ex- 
isting riUany,  strike  at  corrujHkm  and  prnfliganr,  .-md  tr.vmple 
upon  the  turnitude  and  h^ness  of  high  iffe.  Both  are 
grave.  Intrepid,  and  Implacable.  If  at  anr  time  they  relax 
the  sternness  of  their  manner,  they  never  forget  tbetuselvet. 
They  sometimes  smile,  indeed,  but  their  smile  it  more  terriUa 
than  their  frown  : it  It  never  excited  but  when  (heir  indlgoa- 
tion  is  mingled  with  contempt.  — Dun  Juan  will  be  read  as 
long  as  satire,  wit,  mirth,  and  supreme  excellence  shall  be 
esteemed  among  men:  It  will  continue  to  enchain  every 
aflhctlnn  and  emnticm  of  the  mind  : and  every  reader,  when 
he  arrives  at  Its  ctsncluslon.  will  view  it  with  an  ejeof  sorrow, 
such  as  the  traveller  casts  on  departing  day. '' 

Another  (or  the  some)  Mr.  Anox.,  in  a work.  In 
three  vuluniei  8vu,  Lundun,  1625,  riilitUxI  “The 
Life,  Writings,  Opinions,  and  Timex  of  I.o>rU  Byron,” 
thus  observes  — 

XXXH.  ANON.  (Second.) 

**  AU  at  obce  the  accumulated  torrait  of  obloquy  U pourest 
forth  upon  the  devoted  head  of  I.ord  Byron ! NS  ell  — hr  de- 
spised It.  aud  justly  he  might  do  so  : it  will  never  tarnish  a 
Im  of  bis  laurels.  Every  man  who  has  once  read  Don 
Juan,  If  he  Ingenuously  confe<*e*  the  truth,  will  feel  inclined 
to  peruse  it  again  and  again.  If  Byron's  works  be  proscribed 
on  the  scure  of  want  of  decency,  it  will  be  ueretsary  tn  iwee}t 
off  one  half  of  English  literAture  at  once,  as  libri  ca/nirgufi. 
But  Hyroii  was  a proterllx'd  poet  with  the  puritanical 
inurallstj,  or  exclusively  good  men  ! " 

A third  **  Anon."  meetx  ut  in  the  Author  of 
**  Don  John  ; or,  I>un  Joan  uimuiakcd ; being  « Key 
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to  the  mystcr)  attemlinp  that  remarkable  publica- 
tion.” 

XXXIII.  .ASOS.  riTiini) 

'*  In  Don  Juan,  hi*  lonlihin't  mii»>  di»iilays  nil  hit  charac- 
' Icrittic  hAAiitipt  aiwi  lilemithet  — tuArtnjt  lu  >he  vnitPtt 
, heights,  or  crcppine  to  th«*  loarnttleptlii  — glnnemg  with  «n 
I eye  of  fantniy  at  thing*  pa*t.  at  thing*  )ir<Hrnt,  arul  at  thing* 
to  come.  Tne  poem  it  ron*truct«l.  like  the  image  of  N'ebu- 
dudneiinr't  dream  — of  fine  goid.tilver,  and  rUy.  it  ntioiind* 
in  tubliroe  thought  and  low  humour,  in  dlgniSM  feeling  .-uid 
I maltgnajtt  pauion.  In  elegant  wit  arut  obtulete  coureiU  it 
alternately  pretenti  us  with  the  gak-ty  of  Utc  ttalbruom.  and 
‘ the  gloom  of  the  teafTold  — leading  us  amnne  the  airy 
pleaAantrios  of  faslilonablo  atH-ml>l.igrs.  and  suddenly  rnn- 
ducting  ut  to  haunts  of  deurared  and  disguiting  KTisuality. 

' Wc  hare  tcarcely  lime  to  bo  refrethed  and  io«»the*l  Iw  the 
; odotirt  of  dowers  and  ImrsUng  bI>»«M>tnt,  the  peosirc  silence 
of  still  waters,  and  the  contcmplatiun  of  beautiful  fonns, 
b^ore  wc  are  lerrifled  and  horror>stricken  by  the  ferocioiu 
clamours  of  tumultuous  crowds,  and  Ute  agonies  of  incion-nt 
and  expiring  riclims.  This  p<>em  turns  ilccarum  into  jest. 

. and  bid*  drdanee  to  the  estabiish><d  decencies  of  life.  It  wars 
with  virtue  as  resolutely  as  with  vice.” 

Our  next  author  Is*  a pufudonomou*  one — the 
writer  of  a **  I^otter  to  Lord  Byron,  by  John  Bull,” 
Loudon,  bro,  1821.  ThU  production  much  excited 
I>onl  Byron’#  curiosity.  In  one  of  his  Icttcm  to  Mr. 
Murray  he  asks,  “ M*ho  the  devil  can  have  done  this 
diabolically  well-written  letter?”  and  sultsequently 
he  U found  rcstinj;  his  suspicion  (unfoundedly,  no 
i doubt,)  on  one  of  his  own  most  intimate  personal 
friends.  We  extract  a few  paragraphs. 

I XXXIV.  JOHN  BULL. 

' ” Stick  to  Don  Juan  ; It  is  the  only  sincere  thing  yoti  have 

. ever  written;  .ind  it  will  lire  many  years  oAer  all  your 
Harolds  hare  ceased  to  be,  in  your  own  words, 

' * A scbool-giri's  tale  — the  wooder  of  an  hour.’ 

I consider  Don  Juan  as  mit  of  all  sight  the  l»est  of  rour  work*  r 
[ it  is  by  far  the  most  spirited,  the  most  straightforwanl.  the 
I most  Interestlog.  and  the  most  poetical ; and  every  Iwuly 
think*  at  1 do  of  It,  although  they  hare  not  the  heart  to  say 
sn.  Old  Giflctrd'i  brow  rrlaxetl  as  he  gloated  over  it ; Mr. 
Croker  rhurkled:  Dr.  Whitaker  smirked;  Mr.  MUtnon 
•Igh^  ; Mr.  Coleridge  took  It  to  his  bed  «ith  him, 

••  I think  the  great  charm  of  fls  «tyle  is,  lh.it  it  is  not  much 
like  the  style  of  anv  other  |K)om  in  the  world.  It  1*  utter 
humlMig  to  say.  thatlt  It  lx>rrow«'«t  fVnm  the  style  of  the  Itall.aii 
weavers  of  merry  ottava  rimn  : their  merriment  b nothing, 
b«au*e  they  have  ntdhiiig  hut  their  merriment ; vours  is 
every  thing,  Itecaute  it  1*  delightfully  intermingh-d  with,  and 
contrasted  br,  all  manner  of  serious  things.— murder  and 
lust  Includ^.  It  it  also  mere  humbug  to  aecttw  ymi  of 
having  pla^rlsed  It  from  .Mr,  Frcre’l  pretty  and  graceful 
little  n'nistlecrafU.  The  measure,  to  lie  sure,  U the  same  ; 

I but  then  the  measure  ti  as  old  os  the  hills.  Hut  the  spirit  of 
the  two  poets  Is  as  different  as  can  lie.  Mr.  F’rcre  writes 
^egantly,  playfully,  very  like  a gentleman,  and  a scholar,  and 
a respectable  man  ; and  his  poems  never  sold,  nor  ever  will 
sell.  Your  Don  Juan,  again,  is  written  strongly,  lasci*  inusly, 
fterrely,  laughingly, —every  body  sees  In  a moment  that 
ootKidy  could  bare  written  It  but  a man  of  the  flrst  order, 
both  in  genius  and  la  dissipation —a  real  master  of  all  his 
tools a profligate,  pernicious,  irresistible,  charming  devil ; 

— and  accordingly  the  Don  sells,  and  will  sell,  to  the  end  of 
time,  whether  our  good  friend.  Mr.  John  Murray,  honour  it 
with  hit  Imprimatur,  or  doth  md  so  honour  it.  I will  mention 
a book,  however,  from  which  I do  think  you  have  token  a 
great  many  hints  ; nay.  a great  many  pretty  full  sketches,  for 
your  Juan.  It  is  one  which  <with  a few  more)  one  nmer  sees 
mention^  in  reviews,  because  It  is  a 1>ook  written  on  the 
anti-humbug  prinriple.  It  is  —you  know  it  exceedinglr  well 

— it  is  no  other  than  ‘ Fauhlai,^  a book  which  contain*  m 

much  good  fun  as  Gil  Bias,  or  MuUdru ; as  much  good 
luseiou*  description  as  the  llelolse;  as  much  fancy  and 
iroaidnation  as  all  the  comedies  in  the  Knglish  language  put  | 
together,  and  lc«s  humbug  than  any  one  given  romance  that  i 
has  been  written  since  I)<m  Quixote  — a book  which  is  to  he 
fcnind  on  the  tables  of  and  in  the  desks  of  divines,  and 

under  the  pillows  of  spinsters  — a book,  in  a word,  wliich  is 
read  universally  — I wish  1 could  add  — in  the  nri^nal- 

**  But  all  this  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  charming  style  of 
Don  Juan,  which  Is  entirely  and  Inlmltahly  your  n«*'n  — the 
sweet,  fiery,  rapid,  e>asy  — beautifully  cosy.  — antUhomhug  • 
i^le  of  Don  Juan.  Ton  stansas  of  it  are  worth  aO  your  J 
Manfred  — and  yet  your  Manfred  is  a mdile  poem,  too.  in  its  1 
way.  1 bad  really  Tso  idea  what  a very  clever  fellow  }VMi  were  < 
I till  I rwd  Don  Juan.  In  my  humble  opinion,  lber«  it  very  j 


' little  in  the  literature  of  the  proent  day  tint  will  >t.«na  i.>ie 
, test  of  half  a century,  except  the  .VcorM  novel*  of  Sir  Walter 
Heutt.  and  Don  Ju.in.  I'hey  wilt  du  so  because  they  are 
written  with  perfect  forility  and  nature  — becau*e  their 
: materials  are  all  drawn  from  life." 

Cimiliij?  once  more  to  men  wltU  name#,  wc  present 
thi.s  extract  from  a J^lfe  of  BjTon,  by  the  well-known 
author  of  “ The  Annal*  of  the  Parish,"  •*  The 
Provcbt,”  “ The  EnlaiU"  “ Sir  ,\n<livw  Wylie,” 
Laurie  Totld,”  and  “ The  Memlrer." 

XXXV.  GALT. 

**  Strong  objection*  liave  been  made  to  the  moral  tendency 
<rf  Don  Juaii ; but,  tn  tiie  opinion  of  m.my.  it  is  Lord  Hyron  s 
m.-uterpieco  ; and  undoubtedly  It  display*  all  the  varieties  of 
hi*  |to«*eri.  combined  with  a quaint  plariulnes*  not  found  to 
: an  (^ual  degree  in  any  other  of  his  works.  The  serious  and 
pathetic  portion*  are  exquisitely  beautiful  ; (he  descriptions 
1 have  all  ihedistlnctnes*  of  the  best  picture*  in  ('hlldc  H^oroid, 

\ and  arc.  moreover,  generally  drawn  from  nature  : while  the 
j satire  is  for  the  most  part  curiously  axsoeiited  and  sparklingly 
w itty.  The  characters  are  sketched  with  amaxlng  firmness 
and  Ireedora  ; and,  though  sometimes  grotesque,  are  yet  not 
often  overcharged.  It  I*  professedly  an  epic  poem,  but  it  mar 
be  more  properly  deacriited  as  a poetical  novel.  Nor  can  it  be 
said  to  Inculcate  any  particular  nx^ral,  or  to  do  more  than 
unmantle  the  decorum  of  society.  Bold  and  buoyant  through- 
out, it  exhibtu  a free  irreverent  knowleiigc  uf  the  world, 
l.iiighing  or  mocking  os  the  thought  serves,  in  the  mo«t  un- 
rx|M>rtcd  antltheies  to  the  proprieties  of  time.  pla«e.  and 
• circumstance.  The  object  of  the  jK>em  Is  to  describe  the 
. progress  of  a libertine  through  life;  not  an  unprincipled 
jwudigal,  whose  profligacy,  growing  with  his  growth  and 
; strengthening  with  his  strength,  pastes  from  volupliioua 
I indulgence  into  the  morbid  sreniuality  of  systematic  de- 
' luiichery  ; but  a young  gentleman  w ho,  whirliti  by  the  vigour 
{ .'iml  rlraelty  of  hti  animal  spirits  into  a world  of  adventure*, 

' in  which  hu  stars  are  chiefly  in  fault  fbr  hi*  liniaom.  settle* 
at  last  into  an  honourable  lawgiver,  a moral  ipeakrr  im 
, divorce  bilii.  and  j>os*lbly  a subscriber  to  the  Society  fur  the 
1 Suppression  of  Vice.” 

I Next  to  Mr.  Galt  we  place  the  amiable  and  humane 
I Sir  Samuel  Egerton  Brydgtes,  Barunct,  of  TViiton  and 
, I.,ec  Priory,  Kent,  anthor  of  ••  Mary  tMltfunl,”  the 
“ t'ensura  Litcraria,”  the  '*  .Autobiography  of 
verinff,"  <tc.  kc.  &c- 

XXXVI.  BRYDGFS. 

” Don  Juan  i*.  no  doubt,  very  licentious  in  part*,  which 
render*  it  dangerous  to  praise  it  very  much  ; ojid  mokes  it 
impruper  for  those  who  have  not  a cool  and  ct*rrect  jiHtgioent, 
and  cannot  separate  the  objedionalde  p.art«  from  the  numer- 
ous beautiful  passaMS  intermixed.  But  tiuwborc  is  the  pu«>t’s 
mioil  more  elastic,  free,  and  vigorous,  and  his  kruiwUxlge  of 
human  nature  more  surprising,  it  has  all  sorts  of  faults, 
many  of  which  cannot  be  defended,  and  some  of  which  are 
disguitbig;  but  It  has.  also,  almoit  every  sort  of  poetical 
merit ; there  are  in  it  some  of  the  finest  passage*  which  Lord 
Byron  ever  wrote  ; there  is  amazing  knowledge  of  human 
nature  in  it ; there  is  exquisite  humour;  there  Is  frcedtnn, 
and  bound,  and  vigo*ir  of  narrative,  imagery,  sentiment,  aiin 
style,  which  are  admirable  ; there  U a vast  fertility  of  deep, 
extensive,  and  oririnal  thou^t,  and,  at  tiie  some  time,  there 
is  the  profusion  oia  prompt  and  mu«t  richly-store*!  memory. 
The  invention  Is  lively  and  poetical;  the  dcscrhttions  are 
liriUiapt  and  glowing,  yet  not  over. wrought,  but  fmb  from 
nature,  and  AUChfiti  to  her  colours ; and  the  prevalent 
chancier  of  the  whole  (bating  loo  many  dark  spots)  not 
dispiriting,  though  gloomy ; not  misanthropic,  though  bitter; 
ana  not  repulsive  to  the  visions  of  pnelicai  enthusiasm, 
though  Indignant  and  resentful.  I know  not  how  to  wish  he 
had  never  written  this  poem,  in  spite  of  all  its  CnulU  arid 
intermingled  mischief’  There  are  parts  of  it  which  are 
among  the  most  brilliant  proofs  of  his  grniiu  ; and.  what  U 
even  better,  there  are  part*  which  throw  a blaxeuf  light  'i|*on 
the  knowledge  of  human  life.” 

I After  deplctint;  the  mode  of  life  pursued  by  Ixml 
I Byron  at  Venice,  In  1817-16,  his  btognpher  thus 
notices  Don  Juan  ; — 

XXXVIL  MOORE. 

” It  wa*  at  thi*  time,  a*  the  feature*  of  (he  progeny  itself 
would  bot  too  plainly  indicate,  that  Lord  Byron  concelviHl 
’ and  wrote  part  of  his  poem  of  Don  Juan  ; — and  never  >Ud 
I pages  more  talthfijlly.  and  in  many  respects  lamentably. 

I refloct  everr  variety  of  feeling,  and  whim,  and  passuw)  that, 
i like  the  rack  of  autumn,  swept  across  the  author's  minti  in 
writing  thorn.  Nothing  Icsi,  indeed,  than  that  shigular  cons- 


li 


DON  JUAN. 


binatioD  nf  atttibnUMi,  whirh  rxUtM  and  wprr  tn  full  artlTitf 
In  hU  tnind  at  thia  ninmcnl,  could  have  or  t>mi  j 

capable  of,  the  execution  of  lurh  a work.  The  cool  shrewd- 
net*  of  a^r,  with  the  vivarUy  and  irlnwlnK  lemp^’fament  of 
youth,— thu  wit  of  a Vrdtaire.  with  the  sentihUity  of  a 
noustrati.  the  minute  pra<-tical  knowledae  of  the  mao  of 
sodet)-,  with  the  ahttract  and  self-contemplative  spirit  of  the 
port,  —a  susceptibility  of  all  that  is  arandest  and  most  alTei-t- 
inx  In  human  virtue,  with  a deep,  wlthfriaft  cxncrtrnce  of  all 
that  Is  motl  faUl  to  It,— the  two  extreme*.  In  snort,  of  man's 
mixed  and  incuosistent  nature,  now  ranUy  sntellinir  of  earth, 
now  breathliiit  of  bearen,— sm-b  was  the  strange  assembl-ige  I 
of  contrary  element*,  all  meeting  together  in  the  same  mind, 
and  all  brought  to  twar,  in  turn,  ufKin  the  same  task,  from 
which  alone  could  have  sprungthis  extraordiuarr  poem  —the  I 
most  powerful  and,  itt  many  respects,  painful  display  of  the 
versatility  of  genius  that  has  ever  been  left  for  mccccdlng 
ages  to  wonder  at  and  deplore.*’ 

Immediately  on  receiving  the  news  of  Lord  Byron’s 
death.  Sir  Walter  Scott,  as  is  known  to  all,  sent  to 
one  of  the  Edinburgh  newspapers  a touching  tribute  ; 
to  his  memory.  Pcrhai>s  a more  fitting  place  might  | 
have  been  found  in  this  coUcction  for  parts  of  the  > 
following  extract ; — but  we  cannot  prevail  on  our-  | 
•elves  to  present  it  here  in  a mutilated  form.  j 

xxxvm.  SCOTT. 


**  Amidst  the  general  calmness  of  the  political  atmosphere. 
! we  have  been  stunned,  from  another  quarter,  hj  one  of  those 
I death  notes,  which  arc  pealt-d  at  interval*,  as  from  aa  arch- 


angel’s trumpet,  to  awaken  the  soul  of  a whole  people  at 
ODcc.  Ix>rd  B)Ton,  who  has  so  long  and  so  amply  filled  the 
highest  place  In  the  public  eye,  has  shared  the  lot  of  humanity. 
That  mighty  genius,  which  w'alked  amongst  men  as  something 
superior  to  ordinary  mortalUy,  and  whose  powers  were  beheld 
with  wonder,  and  something  appruaciiing  to  terror,  as  if  wc 
knew  Dot  whether  they  were  of  good  or  of  evil,  is  laid  a* 
soundly  to  rest  as  the  poor  peasant  whose  Ideas  went  not 
beyood  bis  daily  task.  The  voice  of  just  blame  and  of  malig- 
nant censure  are  at  once  silenced ; and  we  feel  almost  as  If 
the  great  luminary  of  heaven  harl  suddenly  disapi>eared  from 
the  sky.  at  the  moment  when  every  telescope  was  levelled 
for  the  examination  of  the  spots  which  dimmed  its  brightness. 
It  is  net  now  the  question,  what  were  Byrsin's  faults,  what 
his  mistakes  ; but,  how  is  Use  blank  which  he  has  left  in 
British  literature  to  be  flUed  up  ? Not.  we  fear,  in  one 
generation,  which,  among  many  highly  gifted  pcrsuni.  has 
produced  none  which  approached  I<ord  liyron.  in  oaMiiNsuTv, 
the  first  attribute  of  geniu*.  Only  thirty-six  years  old  — 
so  much  already  done  for  immortality —so  much  time  re- 
nuinlog.  as  it  seemed  to  us  short-sighted  mortal*,  to  maintain 
and  tn  extend  his  fame,  and  to  atone  fur  error*  in  conduct 
and  levities  in  composition.  — who  will  not  grieve  that  such  a 


race  has  been  shortened.  Ibouab  not  always  keeping  the 
straight  path  ; such  a light  extinguished,  thou^  somKimes 
loinmtf  to  dasfle  and  to  bewilder  ? One  word  on  this  un- 


grateful subject,  ere  we  quit  it  for  ever. 

“ The  errors  of  Ivoni  Byron  arose  neither  from  depravity 
of  heart.- for  Nature  lud  not  committed  the  anomaly  of 
uniting  to  such  extraordinary  talent*  an  imperfect  mural 
sense. — nor  ftenn  feelings  deoir)  to  the  admiration  of  virtue. 
No  man  had  ever  a kiuder  iieartforsympatbr,  orarooreopen 
hand  for  the  relief  of  distress  ; and  no  mind  was  ever  more 
formed  for  the  enthusiastic  admiration  of  noble  acthms,  pro- 
viding he  was  convinctNl  that  (he  actors  had  proceeds  on 
disinterested  prioclples.  Rcononstranm  from  ^ friend,  of 
wbnsc  intentions  and  kindness  ho  was  secure,  had  often  great 
Wright  with  him  ; but  there  were  few  who  would  venture  on 
a task  to  dlOlrult.  Reproof  he  mdured  with  impatience,  and 
reproach  hardened  him  in  hi*  error ; to  that  he  often  rrsem- 
bled  the  gidlant  war-steed,  who  ruthe-i  forward  on  the  steel 
that  wounds  him.  In  the  most  painful  crliit  of  his  private 
Ufe,  he  evinced  this  Irritability  and  Impaihmce  of  ceusurc  In 
•och  a degree,  as  almost  to  resemble  tne  nnhie  victim  of  the 
boll-fight,  which  is  more  maddened  by  the  «qull>«.  darts,  and 
petty  annoyances  of  the  unworthy  crowds  beyond  the  lists, 
than  by  the  lance  of  his  nobler,  and,  so  to  *(>cak,  his  more 
legitimate  antagonist  In  a word,  much  of  that  in  which  be 
med  was  In  bnvado  and  scorn  of  bis  censor*,  and  was  done 
vrtth  the  motive  of  Drydeo’s  despot,  * to  show  his  arbitrary 

power.* 

“ As  various  tn  composition  as  Shakspeare  hlmwlf  (this 
wOl  be  admitted  by  all  who  are  acquainted  w ith  bis  * Dun 
loan  ’).  he  has  embraced  every  topic  of  hnm.vu  life,  and 
•ountM  every  string  on  the  divine  harp,  from  it*  vlightett 
to  Hs  most  powerfbland  heort-astoundfng  tone*.  There  is 
•carre  a passion  nr  a situAtion  which  hv  c*ca|>cd  hit  i>en ; 
and  he  might  be  drawn,  like  Darrick,  briweeu  the  wcN^lng 
and  Uie  laughing  Mutr.  alUiough  hi*  most  powerful  ctfiirts 
have  certainly  been  devoted  to  Melpomene.  HU  getdiis 
seemed  as  priwflc  as  voriou*.  The  m<»st  prodigal  use  did 


not  exhaust  hi*  power*,  nav.  teemed  ratl>er  to  In*  rc.ve  Ibelr 
j vlffour.  Neither  Chtide  lUrnM,  nor  any  of  the  mo*t  le-aii- 
timl  of  Byron's  earlier  t.vles.  cmitoin  more  exquisite  mor>.rls 
of  poetry  than  an*  to  be  found  scattered  through  the  cantos 
of  Don  Juan,  amidst  verw*  which  (he  auth<>r  appe.ir«  to 
have  thrown  uiT  with  on  rtfort  a*  spontaneous  u that  of  a 
tree  reslgnii.g  it*  leaves  to  the  wind.  But  (hat  noitie  tree 
will  never  more  t«s»r  fruit  or  blossom  I it  ha*  cut 

down  in  its  strength,  and  the  past  is  all  that  remain*  to  us  of 
B)Ton.  Wr  can  scarce  reconcile  ourselves  ti»  the  idea  — 
scarce  think  tliot  tb«  voice  is  silent  for  ever,  which,  bursting 
I so  otten  on  <>ur  car,  was  often  heard  with  rapturous  admira- 
tion. sotnetlroes  with  regret,  but  always  with  the  d«‘ei>e*( 
interest. 

I ' Alt  th.it 'f  bright  must  fade. 

The  btighlcst  still  the  fieiteit  I’ 

With  a strong  feeling  of  awful  sorrow,  wc  take  leave  of  the 
subject.  Death  creeps  uiHut  our  most  serious  as  well  at 
upon  our  rnott  idle  (.'tnploymcnU ; and  it  is  a reflesilon 
solemn  ami  grallfyiiig,  tlwt  he  found  our  llyron  iu  no 
inornent  uflevity.  Ituc  contributing  hit  fortune,  and  tnuard- 
Ing  hit  life,  iti  behalf  of  a jHJopkf  only  endeared  to  him  by 
I their  own  past  cluriei.  and  as  fellow -creatmes  suftertng 
‘ under  the  yoke  of  a lieathfii  oppressor.  To  have  fallen  In  a 
crusade  for  Freedom  and  lluinonity,  as  in  iddcn  times  it 
I would  have  been  an  atouetnent  for  the  blackest  crimes,  may 
I in  the  present  be  allowed  to  expiate  greater  follies  than  even 
exaggerating  calumny  has  propagated  against  Byron.” 

In  a little  journal  conducted  by  the  great  )>oet  of 
Germany,  Goethe,  and  enOaed  “ Kunst  und  Alther- 
thum,”  t.  r.  *'  Art  and  Antiquity,”  (Part  IIL 
lyil,)  then*  appeared  a translation  into  German  of 
part  of  the  first  canto  of  Dun  Juan,  with  some  re- 
marks on  the  poem,  by  the  venerable  Editor,  of 
which  we  next  submit  a specimen : — 

XXXIX.  GORTHE. 

**  Don  Juan  ii  a thoroughly  genial  work  — misanthropirol 
to  the  bitterest  tavaeeness,  tender  to  the  most  eX(|UUite 
delicacy  of  sweet  feelings;  and  when  we  oiu'c  undersioud 
and  appreciate  the  author,  and  make  up  our  mmd*  rvot  fret- 
fully and  voinlr  to  w i*h  him  other  than  be  ii,  if  U 
not  to  enjoy  what  he  ctiooses  to  pour  out  before  us  with  »ucb 
unbounded  audacity  — with  suck  utter  recklevtness.  I'h* 
technical  execution  of  the  verse  i*  in  every  respect  answer- 
ahle  to  the  strange,  wild  slrapllcitv  of  the  conception  and 
plan  { the  pod  no  more  thinks  of  polishing  his  phra*e,  than 
he  docs  of  flattering  his  kind  ; and  yet.  when  wc  examine  the 
piece  more  narrowly,  wc  fed  that  English  poetry  U in  pta- 
sestioii  of  wbkt  the  (iennaa  bos  never  attained,  a cLusicdly 
elegant  comic  style 

” If  I am  bloniW  (or  recommending  this  work  for  transla- 
U«i  — for  throwine  out  bints  which  may  serve  to  introituc* 
so  Immoral  a pcrjormance  among  a quiet  aivd  uncorrupted 
nation  — 1 answer,  that  1 really  do  uol  perceive  auy  likeli- 
hood of  mir  virtue's  lustrinlng  serious  damago  In  this  way  t 
F(»et*  and  Rotnanrers,  bod  os  they  maybe,  have  not  yet 
learned  to  be  more  pernicious  than  the  dally  i)ewspa]>LTS 
which  lie  on  every  table.” 

After  Scott  ancl  Goethe  we  should  be  sorry  to 
quote  anybody  but  Lord  Byron  himself.  In  Mr. 
Kennedy’s  account  of  his  Conversations’*  with  the 
noble  poet  at  Cephalonl.'i,  a few  weeks  before  bis 
death,  we  find  the  following  pa&sage,  with  which  let 
these  prol^omena  conclude. 

XL.  BYRON  ^rc  (ofwd  Kennedy), 

*'  I canoot,”  said  Lord  Byron,  *'  conceive  why  people  wilt 
always  mix  up  my  own  character  and  ojiiniotis  witn  those 
of  (he  imarinary  wings  which,  as  a poet,  1 have  the  right  and 
Hbertv  to  draw.” 

Yhe)'  certainly,”  sold  I,  ” do  not  spare  your  I-ord$hlp 
In  that  respect,  and  In  Childe  Harold,  Lara,  the  Giaour,  and 
Don  Juan,  Uicy  are  too  much  dispusrd  tu  think  that  you 
paint,  in  many  costumes,  yourself,  and  that  these  characters 
are  only  the  vehicles  for  the  expression  of  your  own  saoU- 
ments  and  feelings.** 

••  Tl>ey  do  me  great  Injiulke,"  he  replied  **  and  what  was 
never  Iiefore  douu  to  any  poet.  Even  in  Don  Juan  I bav# 
been  equally  misunderstood,  I take  a vlekiut  and  unprlo- 
cipled  character,  aud  lead  him  through  those  ranks  of 
society,  whose  high  external  accomplishments  cover  and 


cloak  internal  ind  secret  vlwt,  and  I paint  the  tiatural  rifecta 
of  such  rharai-trrs;  and  ceruinly  (n*‘y  ore  not  so  highly 
colour**!  as  wo  find  them  In  real  life" 

**  This  may  be  true ; but  the  question  is,  what  are  your 
motives  and  object  for  painting  nothing  but  scene*  of  vice 
and  folly?” — ” To  remove  the  cloak,  which  the  maimers  aad 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


maxlmi  of  soelrtf  Mid  bit  Lordship,  *'  throw  orer  their 
Mcrrt  tin*,  and  show  them  to  the  world  u they  really  are." 

{poetBoipt* 

We  had  Intended  to  stop  with  the  above  — but 
after  It  was  too  late  to  derange  the  order  of  our 
earlier  testimonies,  our  attention  was  solicited  to  a 
sportive  effUiion  by  the  learned  Dr.  William  Maginn, 
of  Trinity  College,  Dublin,  which  appears  to  us  not 
unworthy  of  being  transferred  to  this  Olla  podrida. 
Every  one  ought  to  have,  but  every  one  ha.s  not,  by 
heart  Wordsworth’s  Yarrow  Unvlslted  ; ” therefore 
wc  shall  place  the  original  alongside  of  the  parody. 

YARROW  UNVlMlTBDflSuS).  DO.S  JUAN  UNREAD  flSIS). 

F*o«  SUrtliw  r»4S«  ««  bM  M«a  Or  C«Ttnth  CaKir  w«  bad  rr«d 
Th#nM*»  Fofth«nT»T*«rd;  The  i»or»*elI  d. 

Had  if«d  ibr  bank*  c/C1}iW  «ad  Ta*.  Anil  iwallea’d  Laaa  and  the  t,lMur, 
,«t»d«i>b  the  Tweed  bvl  uarvlt'di  And  with  tajld*  Harold  W»«(drdi 
And  when  we  ewe  to  ChwenfurJ,  Ami  *o  we  MUiw'iJ  ( knr«a  foot, 
Thew mtd my  **  irfointr  gerrtr  ,*  AtmI  taiihfall,  at  en«, 

*■  U bai»Vbwtidr,we11i«m  a#de.  Unlit  herrlori.  “ Come  lum  ad  dr, 
And  tM  the  Rraea  of  Vamnr.'*  And  rwad  at  Don  Oiotanni.'* 

**  U«S  Yarrow  Folk,  JVwv  Mkllh  **  Let  SVbIcftab  luJk,  hae  lioDand 
Town,  H<mw, 

Who  bare  Iwen  lmTin<>  arlUng,  WhoKare  Icen  Mof,  prailne, 

Oe  bwek  to  Yarrow.  *1  la  inetr  own  } Read  Dun  timramd.  *1 U Utelr  own: 
K^b  Malden  to  her  Dwe.liiir  1 A rb>Ut  at  Ibeir  crewlinft 
On  Yarrow'*  tMaka  let  hcrotH  n^.  On  fircfanr  ihrt  lerw  to  feed. 
Hare*  coorh,  and  rabfaH*  burrow  I Aiul  there  ili«,  are  — and  man;  I 
Bui  we  will  downward*  with  the  But  we,  who  link  nei  with  the 


DEDICATION.  i 


Kar  turn  aiade  la  Yarrow. 


Rofard  ooi  Don  Uio«annl. 


••  Tbrro’a  OaU  Water,  Laadaw  There 'anoilwlb'i  dau*bier,Shel. 
Meuirt'*,  lej*»wile, 

Roth  l;<m;  rixM  l•efat*  o«  ; A wriime  fearful  Moriet ; 

And  l>trlwr<M]«b,  where  with  chin.  There  “a  Haaiin.  •>•«.  with  Hunt  and 
liig  Tweed  Krati, 

The  limwhilo*  tlM  In  chenu  ] |lr*Tt  forth  in  Corhnrr  cbewn*  ; 
Thor*  *»  ideaaast  TirtM  Dale,  a Three'*  plooaani  Thunua  Sloore.a 
land  (row:  lad 

Madebilthc  with  plonch  ana  har>  SVho  of  R.ne  and  raonr  : 
Wh.  threw  iwaj  a nrMlhild*7  SVh>  Ihroo  aw*^  ibaoe  wH,  M>|{a7 
Tv  KU  h>  *^  ^‘*^*  ^ Te  lakmp  l>Dn  Uwratiul 

*<  SVHat  S Yarrow  hul  a Rirer  bare,  " UTiat  'a  Juan  hut  a UwoHea*  ulu 
'Ti'a*  irlldoa  tlw  dark  bill*  under  f T>>al  Imrvt,  all  rule*  wtmdrr 
TltereareaihaiMand  aurh  el^wober*  There  an  athouaandturheliewber* 
.1*  worth;  of;our  wotwler.'  A*  worthf  of  tour  wonder." 

word*  the;  aoatn'dof  tllfhi  .-Mranae  word*  tbr;  wmall cJtUchl 
am)  amen ; and  <ram  ; 

M*  true>lor«  tlsh*d  for  aormw : Ilia  lordahlp  look'd  not  cwnnr  ; 

Afwl'tookM  ne  In  the  faro,  to  ihuik  And  took  a Uiuh  ufMiud,  to  think 
I Uiu*  Muld  ipoak  of  Yarrow  I 1 Bowled  Uontiioraiw)! 

**  Oh  ? deatw.*'  aaU  I,**  ar*  Yarruw*a  "Obi  rich,*  aatd  Z,  "arc  Juan*» 
Molni*,  rh;inc*. 

And  awaot  la  Yamw  AowIak  I And  «arn>  ita  mo  la  flowing ! 

FMr*baf^>  the  a|vpk  fruo  Ih*  rock,  Fur  crop,  adlilaajdicTujt  >i  beori, 

Bwi  w*  will  lenre  It  growintt  w«  will  loa,e  (bmi  Kr<  win|{ ; 


Bnt,  thouffb  ao  oaaf,  w* 
rum 

late  th*  Dul*  of  Y«r«w. 


To  wade  thratsh  l>u*i  Uioranni  ? 


**  L«|  hoataa  aiM  tiiena  htud  kiao  * let  Coltanni'*  (own-UM  euttlo 
panakt  amalT 

The  awoct*  ef  Bem-calll  meadow  ; Tlv*  awoett  of  Lad;  Marran  ; 

Tb*  awan  on  Mill  Si.  Mary*  l.ak*  Iwci  Matwrln  to  amoeont  theme* 


A (tune  hi*  barrel  ontan ! 


To  day,  nor  yet  io-B>arrow  ; 
Efwwfh  ll  In  our  benrta  we  know 
Thera  ‘a  aueh  a place  a*  Yarrow. 

**  lie  Yarrow  Stroam  saaMB,  un> 
known  t 

It  muat,  or  wc  ihaU  roe  U i 
We  hae*  a rMan  at  <m  own  ; 

Ab  ! why  iheuld  wo  unde  fe  * 


**  Re  Juan  tbaa  umcen, 
known  I 

tl  irraat.  or  w*  ahatl  rue  It  s 
Wr  mar  ham  vtrrue  of  our  own  ; 
Ah!  «hj  aboeld  w«  undo  It  f 


Hiae  ueaeurod  diooini  ef  tune*  laajt  T he  trooaurod  faith  of  daj*  kmc 
paai,  (row  I poM, 

Well  keep  them,  wiiwome  Mar*  We  atill  would  priae  e'er  an;  ; 

For  when  we're  there,  althouci*  *'i*  And  artere  to  bear  the  rihatd  kef 
T 'wUI  be  anetlier  Yamw.  ((Ur,  <if  acampa  like  Dod  (ttorannl. 


* If  Cam  with  fteninc  year*  tbould 


' When  WM*a  with  firerJnjt  ml* 
ahall  rome, 

And  fnet;  mem  mU  ] (Rrmiiham, 


Fhc-uld  life  be  dull,  and  apiiin  low  { When  Oohhelt,  Woolrr,  Wation, 
‘T  wtli  aootbe  o*  in  our  uwrow.  And  all  the  >w.nl<h  mant,  [lltuit, 
ITiat  earth  baa  aomeihinf  ;rt  to  Shall  rench*«hod  rMc  *W  Church 
a)»w,  and  Stale; 

The  bonn;  flolm*  of  Yarrow  1 * *rhea  bey  ! it»  Don  (iloruinl.* 

•»  TTten  hey  ! for  Don  Giovanni ! ” — What  Tozy 
will  not  prunounce  Dr.  Maginn’s  lAst  octave  a pro- 
phetic one,  when  be  compares  it  with  the  time  of 
the  fortlicoming  of  this  the  first  complete  and  un- 
mutilated  edition  of  Don  Juan  ? “ 

J.-uinary  30,  tK33.] 


BobSodthbtI  You ‘re  a poet  — Poet-laureate, 

And  representative  of  all  the  race ; 

Although ’t  is  true  that  you  turn’d  out  a Tory  at 
Last.  — yours  has  lately  been  a common  casK-; 

And  now,  my  Epic  Renegade ! what  arc  ye  at  ? 

With  all  the  Lakers,  In  and  out  of  pla^  ? 

A nest  of  tuneful  persons,  to  my  eye 
Like  **  four  and  twenty  Blackbirds  In  a pyc  ; 

IL 

“ Wlilch  pye  being  open’d  they  began  to  sing” 

(This  old  song  and  new  simile  bolds  good), 

**  A dainty  dish  to  set  before  the  King,” 

Or  Regent,  who  admires  such  kind  of  food  ; — 

And  Coleridge,  too,  has  lately  taken  wing. 

But  like  a hawk  encumber’d  with  his  hood, — 
Explaining  metaphysics  to  the  nation  — 

I wish  be  would  explain  his  Explanation.  < 

IIL 

You,  Bob  I are  rather  Insolent,  you  know, 

At  being  disappointed  In  your  wish 
To  supersede  all  warblers  here  below, 

And  be  the  only  Blackbird  in  the  dish ; 

•Vnd  then  you  overstrain  yourself,  or  so, 

.4nd  tumble  dORiiward  like  the  flying  Ash  l 

Ga-plng  on  deck,  because  you  soar  too  high.  Bob, 

And  fall,  for  lack  of  moisture  quite  a-dry,  Bob  ] 

n’. 

And  Wordsworth,  in  a rather  long  **  Excursion  ” 

(1  think  the  quarto  holds  five  hundred  pages). 

Has  given  a sample  from  the  vasty  version 
Of  his  new  system^  to  perplex  the  sages ; 

’T  if  poetry  — at  least  by  bis  assertion. 

And  may  appear  so  when  the  dog-star  rages  — 

And  be  who  understaiuls  it  would  be  able 
To  add  a stor>'  to  the  Tower  of  Balwl. 

• tThS*  " Dwlicaiion*’  was  luppmsed.  In  1819,  with  Lon! 
Dyrun*s  reluctant  comrnt;  but,  ahortly  after  hi*  death.  Its 
rkhtence  became  noturiuUk,  In  consequence  of  an  article  ia 
the  Wcatnilnster  Itciirw,  generally  ascribed  to  Sir  Joba 
llobhuuac  : and,  for  tcvcral  year*,  the  veriei  have  been  seUiog 
in  the  atreetk  as  a broadiide.  It  could,  therefore,  serve  do 
purpose  to  exclude  them  on  the  present  occasion.) 

* [Coleridge's  **  Diograpbla  Llterarla"  appeared  in  1817.) 

3 r**  When,  some  years  i^,  a ceDUeman,  the  chief  writer  and 
conductor  of  a relebrateo  review,  dlsUnguiahed  by  Its  hos- 
tility to  Mr.  .Southey,  spent  a dar  or  two  at  Keswick,  be  was 
drcumatantially  Informed  by  what  series  of  accidents  It  had 
happened,  that  Mr.  Wordsworth,  Mr.  Southey,  and  I bad  be- 
come neighbours  ; and  how  utterly  groumllris  «m  the  sup- 
pcuUlon,  that  we  cotuidered  ourselves  at  belonging  to  any 
coimuoti  school,  but  tluu  of  good  sense,  tutifinuca  by  the 
Innu-establlahnl  models  of  Ibo  best  times  of  Greece.  Home, 
Italy,  and  England ; and  still  more  groundless  the  notion, 
that  Mr.  Southey  (for.  as  to  myself,  I have  published  so  UUlc, 
and  that  little  of  so  little  importance,  as  to  make  it  almcsi 
ludicrous  to  mention  my  name  at  all)  could  hare  bwn  coo- 
cerned  in  the  formation  of  a poetic  sect  with  Mr.  Words- 
worth. w hen  so  many  of  his  works  had  been  published,  not 
only  prcvimialy  to  any  acquaintance  between  them,  but  before 
Mr.  Wordsworth  hlrasclf  had  writtm  anything  but  in  a dic- 
tion ornate,  and  uniformly  suslainnl;  whe-n.  too,  the  slightest 
examination  will  moke  it  crident.  that  b<-tweeii  those  and  Ute 
;Ulcr>wHclngk  of  Mr.  SotHhey  there  exists  no  other  difference 
than  that  of  a progressive  degree  of  cxci-lltrstce.  I'roni  progres- 
sh  e dovelopementof  power,  arul  nrogressive  facility  from  habit 
an<l  increase  of  cfperienec.  Yrt,  among  the  first  articles 
w Kicb  this  nun  wrote  after  his  return  from  Keswick,  we  were 
..liaracterWed  as  * the  School  of  w hlning  and  hypochondriacal 
poets  that  haunt  the  lukos.’ " — CoLsaitHiK.) 


<v 


Y. 

Tou  — Gentlemen  ! by  dint  of  long  *ecIui(on 
From  better  company,  have  kept  your  own 
At  Keswick  and,  through  still  continued  fusion 
Of  one  another's  minds,  at  last  have  grown 
To  deem  as  a most  logical  conclusion. 

That  Pcesy  has  wreaths  for  you  alone ; 

There  is  a narrowness  in  such  a notion,  [ocean. 
'Which  makes  me  wbh  you'd  change  your  lakes  for 

VI. 

1 would  not  Imitate  the  petty  thought. 

Nor  coin  my  self-love  to  so  base  a vice. 

For  ail  the  gloi^  your  conversion  brought. 

Since  gold  alone  should  not  have  been  its  ]>rlce. 
Tou  have  your  salary ; was't  for  that  you  wrought  ? 

And  Wordsworth  has  bis  place  In  the  Excise. 
You're  shabby  fellows — true  — but  i»oeU  still, 

And  duly  seated  on  the  immortal  hill. 

VII. 

Tour  bays  may  hide  the  baldness  of  your  brows  — 
Perhaps  some  virtuous  blushes ; — let  them  go  — 
To  you  I envy  neither  fruit  nor  bt^ughs  — 

And  for  the  tame  you  would  engroM  below, 

The  field  Is  universal,  and  allows 

Scc^  to  all  such  as  feci  the  inherent  glow : 

Scott,  Rogers,  Campbell,  Moure,  and  C'rabbe,  will  try 
’Gainst  you  the  question  with  posterity. 

vin. 

For  me,  who,  wandering  with  pedestrian  Muh’s, 
Contend  not  with  you  on  the  winged  steed, 

I wish  your  fate  may  yield  ye,  wheii  »he  chouses. 

The  fame  you  env7,  and  the  skill  you  need  j 
And  recollect  a poet  nothing  loaes 

In  giving  to  his  brethren  their  full  meed 
Of  merit,  and  complaint  of  present  days 
Is  not  the  certain  path  to  future  praise. 

IX. 

He  that  reserves  hU  laurels  for  posterity 
(Who  does  not  often  claim  the  bright  reversion) 

Has  generally  no  great  crop  to  spare  it,  he 
Being  only  iQjured  by  his  own  assertion ; 

And  although  here  and  there  some  glorious  rarity 
Arise  like  Titan  from  the  sea's  immersion. 

The  mg)or  part  of  such  appellants  go 

To  — God  knows  where  — for  no  one  else  can  know. 

X. 

If,  fallen  In  evil  days  on  evil  tongues, 

Milton  appeal'd  to  the  Avenger,  Time, 

* ^Mr.  Souths  U the  only  poet  of  (he  day  that  ever  retided 
at  Kenrick.  Mr.  Word»«orth.  who  llteu  at  one  time  oo 
Gnumere,  has  for  many  years  past  occupied  Mount  Hydal. 
iteor  Amblestde:  Professor  Wilson  posscsicsan  elegant  rUia 
on  Wiiwicrniere : Coleridge.  Lainbe,  IJoyil,  anu  others 
rUssed  by  the  Edinburgh  llrriew  in  the  l.ake  School,  never, 
«e  bclk-vo,  had  any  connection  with  that  part  of  the  coun-r 

wy] 

> Wnrdiwortb’i  place  may  be  in  the  Custumi— it  li,  1 i 
think,  in  that  or  the  Excise.— besides  another  at  Lard  Lnns> 
dide't  table,  where  this  |>oetlcal  charlatan  and  pulitical  pa- 
rasite licks  up  the  crumttf  with  a hardened  alacrity ; the 
converted  Jarubin  having  long  subsided  Into  the  clownish 
•ycophaol  of  the  worst  prejudices  of  the  arUtocrary. 

5 “ Pale,  but  not ’cadaverous  !’* — Milton's  two  elder 
daiichtcrs  are  said  to  have  robbed  him  of  his  books,  besides 
rheotlog  and  plaguing  him  in  the  economy  of  his  house,  4c. 
4c.  ills  frcMngt  on  such  an  outrage,  hoih  as  a parent  and  a 
scholar,  mmt  have  been  singularly  i>ainful.  Haylev  cumpares 
him  to  1-rar.  See  part  third.  I.ifrof  Mlltoa,  byW.-Hayley 
(ur  ll.dley.  as  spelt  in  the  edition  before  me). 


. If  Time,  the  Avenger,  execratea  his  wrongs, 

' Ami  makes  the  won!  •*  Miltonic"  mean  ” Muf-lime,'* 
Hr  ticign'd  not  to  belie  his  soul  in  songs, 

Nor  turn  hU  ver^-  talent  to  a crime; 

He  (lid  not  loathe  the  Sire  to  laud  the  Son, 

But  clored  the  tyrant-hater  be  begun. 

XL 

Tbink’st  thou,  could  he — the  blind  Old  Man— arise 
Like  Samuel  from  the  grave,  to  freeze  once  more 
The  blood  of  monarchs  with  bis  prophecies. 

Or  be  alive  again  — again  all  hoar 
With  time  and  trials,  and  those  helpless  eyes 

A nd  heartless  daughters  — worn — and  pale  3 — and 
Would  Ae  adore  a sultan  ? Ae  obey  [pour; 

The  lutcUectual  eunuch  Castlereagb  ? ^ 

XII. 

Cold-blooded,  smooth-fticcd,  pUicid  miscreant  ? 

DahhUng  iw  j.leek  young  hands  in  Erin’s  gore. 

And  tbu4  for  wider  carnage  taught  to  pant, 
Tran^ferr’d  to  gorge  ui»on  a slvter  shore, 

The  vulgaresl  tool  that  Tyranny  could  want. 

With  just  enough  of  talent,  and  no  more. 

To  lengthen  fetters  !»y  another  fix’d, 

.Vnd  otfiT  poison  long  already  mix’d. 

xm. 

An  orator  of  such  set  trash  of  phrase 
Ineffhbly — legltlmatfly  vile. 

That  even  it^  grossest  flatterers  dare  not  praise. 

Nor  foes — all  natiom — condescend  to  .xmtle, — 
Nor  even  a sprightly  blunder's  spark  can  bbac 
From  that  Ixion  grindstone’s  ceaseless  toU. 

That  turns  and  turns  to  give  the  world  a notion 
Of  endless  torments  and  peri)ctual  motion. 

XTV. 

A bungler  even  In  Its  disgusting  trade. 

And  botching,  patching,  leaving  still  behind 
Something  of  which  its  masters  are  afraid. 

States  to  be  curb’d,  and  thoughts  to  be  confined, 
Conspiracy  or  Congress  to  be  made  — 

Cobbling  at  manacles  for  all  mankind  — 

A tinkering  slave-maker,  who  mends  old  chains. 

With  God  and  man’s  abhorrence  for  its  gains. 

XV. 

If  we  may  judge  of  matter  by  the  mind. 

Emasculated  to  the  marrow  It 
Hath  but  two  objects,  bow  to  serve,  and  bind. 
Deeming  the  chMn  it  wears  even  men  may  fit, 
Entropius  of  its  many  masters,  > — blind 
To  worth  as  frectloni,  wisdom  as  to  wit, 

* Or.— 

“ Would  he  lubiUlft  Into  a hackney  I.Aijrraie  — 

A icribhllng,  »vlf-sold.  »ouJ-hired,  Korn'd  l»carU>t  ?'* 
I doubt  If  ” Ijuire.ue  " and  “ Itcariot  *’  be  pood  rhjTiiM.  but 
muvt  >ay.  av  nen  Jomon  did  to  Sylvester,  w lio  cballcoged  him 
to  rfay'tnc  with  — 

•*  1,  John  Sylvester. 

Ijiy  with  your  sister.” 

Jonson  auswerrd— ”1,  Ben  Jonson,  lay  with  your  wife.*' 
Sylvester  auswrreil,  — "That  Is  not  rhyin*.  ” — “ No.”  laU 
Ben  Jonson  ; ” but  it  Is  true” 

* For  (he  character  of  Hutroplut.  the  eunuch  and  rainistei 
at  the  court  of  .\rca«lius,  see  t.ibbmi.  f"  Eutropius,  one  o 
the  principid  etimirhs  of  the  palace  of  rnnstanuonplr. 
ceedr^  tlicbauably  minister  whose  min  he  had  acrompU*h^ 
and  wh«>sc  rices  he  soon  injitated  He  was  the  first  of  hb 
artificial  sex  who  dared  to  assume  the  character  of  a Remai 
magliiratc  ami  acr^eral.  Sometimes,  in  the  presence  of  Uw 
btushing  senate,  hu  aicendwt  the  tribunal  to  pruiintuiOi 
judgment,  or  to  repeat  elaborate  harangues  , and  sotiictlma 
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Fc:irle»s  — because  no  feello$  dwells  in  ice, 
Its  very  courage  stagnates  to  a vice. 


Don  Siiuan.’ 


Where  shall  I turn  me  not  to  vUw  Its  bonds, 

Fur  I will  never  fed  them  ; — Italy  I 
Thy  late  reviving  Roman  aoul  desponds 

Beneath  the  Uc  Uda  Stale-lhing  breathed  o'er  thee— 
Thy  clanking  chaiu.  and  Erin's  yet  green  wounds. 
Have  voices  — tongues  to  cry  aloud  for  me. 
Europe  has  slaves  — allies — kings — armies  still. 
And  Southey  llve^  to  sing  them  very  Ul. 

XVIL 

Mivmtime — Sir  Laureate — I proceed  to  dedicate, 
In  honest  simple  verse,  this  song  to  you. 

Aiitl,  if  in  flattering  strains  1 do  nut  pmlicate, 

*Tls  that  I still  retain  my  ” buff  atid  blue  j " • 

My  politics  as  yet  are  all  to  eduaite : 

At>ost.'isy 's  so  fashionable,  too. 

To  keep  one  creed's  a task  grown  quite  Herculean ; 
Is  it  not  so,  my  Tory,  ultra-Julian  ? ^ 

Venice,  Sept.  16.  H18. 


appeared  on  hnrtebork.  «(  the  head  of  hll  troop*,  io  the  drest 
im.i  armour  of  a hero.  The  duregard  of  cuitotn  and  decency 
, al-A’.ay«  liecray*  a weak  and  ilUreituUtfd  mind:  nor  doe* 
Kutrupiiu  »ocm  to  hare  compeiiMtcd  for  the  folly  of  the 
de»iitn  by  any  nupeiior  merit  or  ability  in  the  execution.  Ill* 
fonm-r  habits  of  life  had  not  introduced  him  to  the  atudy  of 
the  laws.  oi  the  exercises  of  the  field  ; his  awkward  and  un- 
successful Atterm)ts  proruked  the  secret  conumpt  of  the 
spfH-tators;  the  (lutl)i  expressed  a wish  that  suck  a jfcner.il 
night  always  command  the  armies  of  tUnne.  and  (he  name  uf 
the  minister  was  branded  with  ridicule,  more  pernicious, 
periiaps,  than  liatrcd  to  a public  character.”  — GisauN.] 

\ [Mr.  Fox  and  the  Whig  Club  of  his  time  adopted  an 
uniform  of  blue  and  bulT:  hence  tlje  corcrlug*  of  the  Edln- 
burfth  Itcriew.  Ac.] 

* i allude  not  to  our  fHtmd  1«andor*s  hero,  the  traitor 
Count  Julian,  but  to  Gibbon’s  hero,  vulgarly  yclept  **  The 
Apostate.” 

* [Ue|rui]  at  Venice,  September  6. ; finished  No*.  1.  IBIS.] 

* [We  find  the  foUawiiig  Fragment  on  the  back  of  the 

Poet’s  MS.  of  Canto  I. 

*'  I would  to  heavan  that  f were  so  much  cl», 

As  I am  blood,  bone,  marrow,  passion,  fWling — 
Because  at  least  the  past  were  pass'd  away  — 

And  for  the  future  — (but  I write  this  reeling, 

Harine  got  drunk  cxce^ingly  to-day. 

So  that  1 seem  to  stand  upon  the  c^Ugg) 

I say  ».  the  future  Is  a serious  matter  — 

And  so— for  God's  sake  — bock  and  soda-water  t ”] 

* [Hemodelled  uruier  the  names  of  “ Don  Juan,”  ” The 
LilMTtinc,”  Ac.  Ac.,  tbe  old  Spanish  tpirituai  play,  entitled 
” .Athcifcta  Fulinlnalo,”  formerly  acted  In  the  churches  and 
monasteries,  has  had  its  day  of  larour  in  every  country 
tbrnughnut  F.urope.  It  was  first  lntr<iduced  upon  tne  regvitar 
stage,  under  the  title  of  ” Kl  Hurtadnr  dc  Sevilla  y Combi- 
dado  de  Merra,”  by  Gabriel  Telles,  the  coletnporary  of  C^- 
demn.  If  was  soon  translated  into  Italian  by  ('icugninl.  and 
wrformed  with  so  much  success  in  this  language,  not  only  in 
Italr  but  even  at  Paris,  that  Moti^re,  shortly  before  his  death, 
procured  a comedy  iu  fire  arts,  called  Imq  Juan;  ou.  Le 
restir:  de  Plerro.”  This  piece  was.  In  1677,  jml  into  rerse  by 
T.  Corneille  ; and  thus  it  nas  beam  performed  on  the  Frencn 
Mage  ever  since.  In  IG76,  Shadwell,  the  successor  of  Drjnkm 
in  (he  hurcate«hlp,  introduc'd  the  sublect  into  this  country, 
In  his  tragnb'’  of  the  ” Libcrllne  but  he  made  his  hero  so 
uniHmndtxily  wlrked.  a*  to  exceed  the  limits  of  probability. 
In  all  these  works,  as  well  as  In  Mmart's  celebrated  opera, 
the  I)«m  is  unlfonnly  represented  as  a Irarelllng  rake,  who 
pracG-ci  every  where  tb«  arts  of  seduction,  and  who.  for  his 
numerous  driutquencies.  is  finally  consumetl  by  flams's  coram 
pfjpM/i*.  or.  as  lo»rd  Byron  has  it,—”  Sunt  to  the  deril  some- 
what ere  his  time.”] 

* t Ailtii  ral  Vernon,  who  servcsl  with  considerable  distinction 
ta  the  nary,  particularly  in  the  capture  of  I'orto  Bello,  died  In 

f rS«'cond  son  of  George  II.,  distinguished  himself  at  the  , 
battles  of  Detutigeo  aiul  r nntonoy,  and  still  mure  so  at  that  ' 


CANTO  IHK  FIRST. < 


I WAKT  a hero:  an  uncommon  want, 

^>^len  every  year  and  month  sendd  forth  a new  one. 
Till,  after  cloying  the  gazettes  with  cant. 

The  age  discovert  he  is  not  the  true  one  5 
Of  such  as  these  I should  tint  care  to  vaunt,  * 

I '11  therefore  take  our  ancient  friend  Don  Juan — 
We  all  have  m-ai  him,  in  the  pantomime, 

Sent  to  the  devil  somewhat  ere  hU  time. 

II. 

Vernon  *,  the  butcher  Cumberland  7,  Wolfe  ■»  Uawke  ®, 
Prince  Ferdinand  Granby  ^ •,  Burgoyne  *7,  Kep* 
l>el  15,  Howe 

Evil  and  good,  ^ve  had  their  tithe  of  talk, 

And  fill’d  their  glgn-i>c»ta  then,  like  Wellesley  now; 
E.nch  in  their  turn  like  Banquo's  monarchs  stalk. 
Followers  of  fame,  **  nine  farrow"  of  that  sow: 
France,  too,  had  Buonaparte  and  Dumourier 
Recorded  in  the  Muntteur  and  Courier. 

of  Cullodcn,  where  he  defeated  the  Chevalier,  In  1746.  Tbe 
Duke,  however,  obscureti  Ids  fame  bj*  the  cruel  abuse  wblcfa 
hr  made,  or  suiTered  bis  soldiers  to  make,  of  tbe  victory.  He 
died  in  176.^.] 

■ [CetH-ral  Wolfe,  (be  brave  commander  of  tIieexi>edition 
against  <Jiiel>ec,  terminated  his  r*r«-er  in  the  moment  of  vic- 
tory. wlilUt  figblliig  ag:iiu>t  the  French  in  171^.] 

^ (In  t7&9.  Admiral  Lord  lUwke  totally  defeated  tbe 
!•  reneb  fleet  equipped  at  Brest  for  the  invasion  of  Kngland. 
In  i7G.Vhewas  appointed  First  l.ordofthe  .\dmlralty;  and 
died,  hill  uf  lioiKiurs,  in  I7H1] 

[Ferdinand,  I>ukeof  Brunswick,  who  gained  tbe  victo^ 
of  Minden.  In  1762,  ho  drove  (be  French  out  of  Hesse.  He 
dleil  in  179’i.] 

ri  rson  of  the  third  Duke  of  Rutland  — signalised  him- 
self In  nv*.  on  tbe  invasion  by  Prince  Charie* ; and  was 
, constituted,  in  I7.B9,  commander  of  the  British  forces  in  Ger- 
I many.  He  died  in  1770.] 

>7  [An  English  genera]  officer  and  dramatist,  who  distin- 
guished himself  in  the  defence  of  Portugal.  In  17Gi.  gainst 
the  Spaniards,  and  also  in  America  by  the  capture  of  Ticon- 
deroga  t but  was  at  last  obliged  to  surrender,  with  bis  army, 
to  General  Gates.  Died  in  179’i.  j 

[Second  son  of  the  Earl  of  Albemarle.  Placed  at  the 
head  of  the  Channel  fleet,  he  partially  engaged,  in  I77B,  the 
Frimch  licet  off  Ushant,  whicn  contrived  to  escape:  he  was, 
in  consequence,  tried  by  a court  martial,  and  honourably  ac- 
quitted. He  died  in  17B6.} 

« [Lord  Howe  distinguished  himself  on  manr  ocrasioas 
during  the  Ameriran  war.  Ob  the  bre.iking  out  or  the  French 
war.  he  took  the  command  of  the  English  fleet,  and.  brining  . 
the  enemy  to  an  action  on  the  lit  of  June,  17CM,  obtained  a 
splendid  victory.  He  died  in  >71)0.]  | 

>5  [We  find  on  Lord  Byron’s  MS.  the  following  ivotetolhU 
stanza;— "In  the  eighth  and  concluding  lecture  of  Mr. 
HazUtt's  canons  of  criticism,  delivered  at  the  Surrey  liuti-  ' 
tutioD.  1 am  accused  of  having  ‘ lauded  Buonaparte  to  the 
skies  in  the  hour  of  his  success,  and  then  peevishly  wreaking 
my  disappointment  on  the  god  of  my  idolatry.’  The  first 
Hue*  I ever  wrote  upon  Buonaparte  were  the  * Ode  to  Na-  | 
polcon  ' [tee  atUt.  p.  460.].  after  his  .-ilxlicMioo  tn  1814.  All  ; 
that  I have  ever  written  on  that  subject  has  been  done  since  > 
his  decline  ; — I i>ever  * met  him  In  the  hour  of  his  success.’ 

1 have  considered  bis  character  at  dilTemU  periods,  in  Its 
strength  and  in  its  weakness:  by  hU  scalots  1 am  accused  of 
lidusiice— by  his  enemies  a*  his  warmest  partisan  ; In  many 
publication*,  both  English  and  foreign. 

••  For  the  accuraiy  of  my  »leiineation  I have  high  au- 
thority. A year  and  some  months  ago.  I had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  at  Venice  my  frl**od  the  honouralde  DoukUs  Kinnaird. 

In  hit  way  through  Gonnany.  he  tuld  me  that  be  had  hem 
lionuurcd  with  a presentation  to.  and  s<jme  interviews  with. 

I one  of  (he  nearest  family  connections  of  Naftulcun  ’(Eu- 
gene Bcauhariial*).*  During  one  of  these,  be  read  and 
translotrsl  the  lines  alludir.g  to  Buonaparte,  in  the  third 
Cantoof  Chiide  Harold  [niirf. p.  He  infnrroed  me,  that 
j he  was  authorised  by  the  Ulustrious  personage  — (still  re- 
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V. 


Rtrnave*.  Condorcet*.  Mlrabeau^, 

Pelion\  Clooti®,  Dantons  Marat*,  La  Fayette’’, 
Were  French,  and  fiunoiu  people,  as  we  know ; 

And  there  were  others,  scarce  foi^gottcn  yet, 
Joubert  Hoche  ”,  Marccau  Lannes  Deaaix 
With  many  of  the  military  set,  [Moreau, 

Exceedingly  remarkable  at  times. 

But  not  at  all  adapted  to  my  rhymes. 

Il 

!|  Nelson  sraa  once  Britannia's  god  of  war. 

And  still  should  be  so,  but  the  tide  U turn’d  ; 
There’s  no  more  to  be  said  of  Trafalgar, 
l|  *T  Is  srith  our  hero  qiUctiy  inum'd ; 

Because  the  army 's  grown  more  popular. 

At  which  the  naval  people  are  concern'd ; 
Besides,  the  prince  U all  for  the  land*servlce. 
Forgetting  Duncan,  NeUon  Howe,  and  Jervis. 


cojpil*«l  as  such  by  the  Le«itlmacy  In  Burope)  — to  whom 
they  >*  ere  read,  to  say,  tkat  ' tke  dtlinealion  \r<u  cvmplru: 
or  words  to  this  fffeit.  U Is  uo  puerile  vanity  which  In- 
duces me  to  publish  this  fart;  — but  Mr.  lUzIitt  accuses 
my  iDConsistency.  and  infers  tny  inaccuracy.  Perhaps  be 
will  adtnit  that,  with  regard  to  the  latter,  one  of  the  most  In- 
timate fantlly  connections  of  the  Emperor  may  be  equally 
callable  of  deciding  on  the  subject.  1 tell  Mr.  Haslltt,  that  1 
nerer  ftaitei^  Napoleon  on  the  throne,  nor  maligned  him 
since  his  fall.  I wrote  what  I think  are  the  Incredible  anti- 
theses of  his  character. 

••  Mr.  HazlUt  accuses  me  further  of  delineating  mysc(y  m 
Chllde  Harold.  &c.  Ac.  I have  denied  this  long  ago  — but, 
eten  were  it  true.  lAx  ke  tells  us.  that  all  hii  knowledge  of 
human  uoderstandiiig  was  derived  from  studying  his  own 
mini.  From  Mr.  ILuUtt'i  opinion  of  my  poetry  1 do  not 
app^  ; but  1 request  that  gentleman  not  to  Invult  me  by  im- 
puting the  hasetl  of  crime*,  — rli.  ‘praising  publicly  the 
•ame  man  whom  1 wlihctl  to  depreciate  in  his  anrersityj*... 
the  firit  lines  I ever  wrote  on  Buonaparte  were  In  hi*  dU- 
praise.  In  IHU.  — the/rtjtr.  though  not  at  all  in  his  farour. 
were  more  impart1.d  and  discriminative,  iu  HIH.  Ha*  be  he- 
ooine  more  fortua.tte  since  1«I4  ?—  iJpmis,  I'etucr,  1«19.’*3 

I f Barnave.  one  of  tlic  most  actlre  promoters  of  the  French 
reynluclon.  was  In  I7'.d  appointed  president  of  the  Constituent 
Assembly.  On  the  Bight  of  the  royal  family,  he  was  sent  to 
conduct  them  to  Farit.  Ho  was  guillotined.  Nor.  ITIO.] 

* [BrUsol  de  \V.arvllle,  at  the  age  of  twenty,  published  se- 
veral tract*,  for  oti«  of  which  he  was.  in  I7M.  thrown  Into  the 
Baslite.  lie  wa*  one  of  the  principal  instiyators  of  the  revolt 
of  the  Champ  de  Mars,  hi  July,  IT^y.  He  was  led  to  the 
gviillutine,  Oct.  17113.] 

> rCondoroet  was.  In  17OT,  appointed  president  of  the  I..e- 
gislaUve  Assembly.  Haring,  in  1710.  atUchevl  the  new  Con- 
stitution, he  was  dcnouticed.  Being  thrown  Into  prison,  he 
was  on  the  following  tnornlng  found  dead,  apparently  from 
p«>ison.  His  works  are  collected  In  twenty-one  volumes.] 

* [.Mirabeau.  so  well  known  as  one  of  the  chief  promoters 
of,  and  actors  in,  the  French  nwolulton,  died  iu  1791. ] 

» (Petion.  nuyorof  Pari*  in  1791.  took  an  active  part  In 
the  imprisonment  of  the  king.  Becoming,  in  1703,  an  object 
of  iu*i^-ion  to  nnbe«pierrc.  be  took  refuge  In  the  department 
of  the  Calvados  ; where  hi*  body  was  found  In  a licki,  half- 
devoured  by  wolves.] 

* (John  Baptiste  (better  known  under  the  appellation  of 
AnmhariU)  Clootr.  In  1790.  at  the  bar  of  the  National  Con- 
vention,  he  dcscrilMKl  hiin*elf  a*  “ the  orator  of  the  human 
race.”  Being  mspccird  hy  Robespierre,  he  was.  In  1791,  con- 
demned to  death.  On  the  sealUdd  he  begged  to  bo  dfca- 
plMiol  the  last,  as  he  wished  to  make  some  observatious 
Msential  to  the  establishment  of  certain  principles,  while  the 
hKwU  of  the  others  were  falling ; a request  obligingly  cum- 
plird  with.] 

7 (Danton  played  a very  Important  part  during  the  firit 
years  of  the  Frenrh  revolution.  After  the  fail  of  the  king, 
be  was  made  Minister  itf  Justice.  His  violent  measures  led  to 
the  bloodr  acene*  of  September.  1792.  Being  denounced  to 
the  Committee  of  Safety,  he  ended  bis  career  on  the  guillotine. 
In  ir>4.] 

* [This  wretch  figured  among  the  actor*  of  the  loth  Au- 

run,  and  In  the  wsassinatlon*  of  September.  1792.  In  May, 
7*13.  ho  was  denounced,  and  deUv.wed  over  to  the  revo- 
lutivvnary  tribuni,  which  acquKted  him ; hut  his  bloody 
car<'«r  was  arrested  by  the  knife  of  an  assassin,  in  the  person 
of  Charlotte  Curdf.] 


Brave  men  were  Uvlng  before  Agamemoon 
And  since,  exceeding  valorotu  and  sage, 

A good  deal  like  him  too,  though  quite  the  same  none ; 

^ But  then  they  shone  not  on  the  poet's  page, 

And  so  have  been  foiyotten:  — 1 condemn  none., 

I But  can't  And  any  in  the  present  age 
I Fit  for  my  poem  (that  is.  for  my  new  one) ; . 

I So,  as  1 said,  1 ’ll  take  my  tViend  Don  Juan.  ‘7 

VI. 

Most  epic  poets  plunge^  In  medias  res” 

1 (Honice  makes  thi.s  the  heroic  turnpike  road)»  i* 

And  then  your  hero  cells,  whene'er  you  please* 

What  went  before  by  way  of  episode, 

{ \Miile  seated  after  dinner  at  his  ease, 

Beside  his  mistress  in  some  soft  abode. 

Palace,  or  garden,  paradise,  or  cavern, 

Which  serves  the  happy  couple  for  a tavern. 

* [Of  «U  thc««  **  famous  people,”  ibe  Geoeral  was  the  last 
survlvur.  He  died  In  1^.] 

(Joiilicrt  dUtlnmlshed  himself  at  the  rngagemecits  of 
Laonn.  Montenotte.  Mlllesimo,  (^va,  Mootebcllo,  nivoU,  and 
especUlly  in  the  Tyrol.  He  was  allerwards  opposed  to  Bu- 
warrow,  and  was  killed,  in  1799.  al  Novi.] 

>1  rio  1796.  Hoefae  wat  appointed  to  the  command  of  the  ex- 
pedition Against  Ireland,  anu  sailed  in  December  from  Brest ; 
hut.  a storm  dispersing  the  fleet,  the  plan  failed.  After  his 
return,  ho  rcKelved  the  commarwi  of  the  army  of  the  Sambre 
and  Meuse ; but  died  suddenly,  in  September,  IT/l,  It  wat 
supposed  of  poison.] 

[General  Marceau  first  distinguished  himself  la  La  Ven- 
di*e.  Ho  was  killed  by  a rifle-ball  at  Alterkerchen.  Bee  amii, 
p.M.] 

(Lanoes.  Duke  of  Montebello,  distinguished  himself  at 
MUIesimo,  I.odl.  Abouklr.  Acre,  Montebello,  AusterllU,  Jena, 
Fultusk.  FreuM  Eylau,  Fricdlaud,  Tudela,  Saragossa,  Ech- 
muhl,  ami.  I.utly, 'at  KsUng ; where,  in  May,  1809.  be  wma 
killed  by  a cannon-shot.] 

[At  the  taking  of  Malta,  and  at  the  battles  of  ChehrelM 
and  of  the  Pyramids,  Desalx  displayed  the  greatest  bravery. 

He  was  mortally  woutHled  by  a cannon-ball  at  Marengo,  juA 
as  victory  declared  for  the  French.] 

[ One  of  the  most  distinguished  of  the  republican  generalii. 

In  t‘*l3.  nn  hearing  of  the  reverses  of  Napoleon  in  Russia,  he 
joined  the  allied  Armies.  He  was  struck  by  a cannon-ball  at 
Uic  battle  of  Dresden,  in  1813.] 

It  “ Vixere  fortes  ante  Agamemoona,”  Ac.  — Hot. 

” Before  great  Agamemnon  reign'd. 

Reign'd  kings  as  great  as  he.  aiui  brave. 

Whose  huge  ambition  '*  now  contain’d 
In  the  small  compass  of  a grave  i 
In  etMlles*  night  they  sleep,  unwept,  unknown. 

No  bard  had  they  to  make  all  time  their  own.” 

Fsancis,  p.90.] 

17  [Mr.  Coleridge,  speaking  of  the  orl^nal  ” Athclsta  Ful- 
mlnato.”  says  — ” Hank,  fortune,  wit,  uTent,  ecquired  know- 
ledge, and  liberal  acrompllshmenU.  with  breutv  of  uersnn. 
vigorous  lie^ih,  and  constitutioaal  hardihood  — all  tliese 
advantages,  elevated  by  the  habits  and  sympathies  of  noble  I j 
birth  iind  national  character,  are  supposed  to  have  combined 
in  * Don  Juan,’  to  as  to  give  him  the  ireans  of  carrying  into  |l 
oB  Us  practical  consequences  the  doctrine  of  a godless  imtiire,  . 
as  the  sole  ground  and  efflclent  cause  om  only  of  all  things,  : 
event*,  and  appearances,  but  likewise  of  all  our  thoughts,  ' 
sensations,  Inipulses,  and  actions.  Obedience  to  nature  1*  the 
only  virtue;  the  gratlllcatlon  of  the  passions  and  appctltr^ 
her  only  dictate : each  Individual’s  self-will  the  solo  organ  i 
through  which  uature  utters  her  commands,  and  ! 

” Self-contradiction  Is  the  only  wrong  1 ■ 

For,  by  the  laws  of  spirit.  In  the  right  i 

Is  every  individual’s  character 
'I'h^  acts  in  strli't  consistence  with  itself.” 

See  ScitiLLKit'a  IVaiJimstdn.] 

» [”  Semper  ad  eTcotiini  festinat,  et  In  medlas  res. 

Non  serus  ac  notos,  audUurem  rapiC.” 

**  But  to  the  pond  event  he  speed*  hi*  eourse. 

And  bears  bis  readers,  with  Impctu-ms  force. 

Into  the  midst  of  things,  while  every  line 
Opens,  by  just  degrees,  his  whole  design.”— FaaNCM.] 


VII. 

That  is  the  usual  method,  liut  not  mine — • 

My  way  U to  boi^ii  with  th?  boi^nning  ; 

Toe  rc^fularity  of  my  design 

Forbids  all  wandering  as  the  worst  of  sinning, 

And  tbercfbre  I shall  open  with  a line 
(Although  it  cost  me  half  an  hour  in  spinning) 
Narrating  somewhat  of  Don  Juan's  father, 

Ami  also  of  bit  noother,  if  you 'd  rather. 

VIII, 

In  Seville  was  he  bom,  a pleasant  city, 

Famous  for  oranges  and  women  ' — he 
Who  has  not  seen  it  will  be  much  to  pity, 

So  says  the  proverb  '^ — and  1 quite  agree  . 

Of  ail  tbe  Si>aiiisb  towns  Is  none  more  pretty, 

Cadiz  perhaps — but  that  you  soon  may  ace  ; — 
Dun  Juan's  |>arents  lived  beside  the  river. 

A noble  stream,  and  call'd  the  Ouadalquivir. 

IX. 

His  father’s  name  was  J6*e — ZJon,  of  course, 

A true  Hidalgo,  free  from  every  sUilu 
Of  Moor  or  Hebrew  blood,  he  traced  his  source 
Through  the  most  Gothic  gentlemen  of  Spain ; 

A better  cavalier  ne'er  mounted  hmse, 

Or,  being  mounted,  e'er  got  down  again, 

Than  J6sc,  who  begot  our  hero,  who 

Begot  — but  that 's  to  come Well,  to  renew  : 

X, 

Uis  mother  was  a learned  lady,  &med 
For  every  branch  of  every  science  known  — 

In  every  Christian  language  ever  named. 

With  virtues  equall'd  by  her  wit  alone : 

She  made  the  cleverest  people  quite  ashamed, 

And  even  the  good  with  inward  envy  groats 
Finding  themselves  so  very  much  exceeded 
In  their  own  way  ty  all  the  things  that  she  did. 

XL 

Her  memory  was  a mine : she  knew  by  heart 
All  Calderon  and  greater  part  of  Lope, 

So  that  if  any  actor  miss'd  his  part 

She  could  have  senvd  him  for  the  prompter’s  copy 
For  her  Fcinagle’s  were  an  useless  art.  ’ 

And  he  himself  obliged  to  shut  up  shop — be 
Could  never  make  a memory  so  fine  as 
That  which  adorn’d  tbe  brain  of  Donna  Inex.  * 

< [“  Tite  women  of  Seritle  are.  In  general,  very  bandiome, 
with  larn  black  eye*,  and  forms  more  graceful  lo  niutioo 
than  can  M conceired  by  an  Englishman  — added  to  (he  moat 
be<.-umins  d?e*i.  and.  at  the  same  time,  tbe  moet  decent  In 
the  world.  Certainly,  they  are  fitscInatluK : but  their  mind* 
have  only  one  idea,  and  the  biisinc*!  of  (heir  lives  is  in. 
trigue.’*-.^ro«  Lftifrt.  1S09.J 

* ['*  Qttlen  no  ha  visto  Sevilla,  no  ha  riito  mnraTilla.’*^ 

> [Professor  Fclnagle,  of  Baden,  who.  In  IP12.  under  the 
eipeci.il  patronage  of  the  Dluft,"  delivered  a course  of  lec* 
lures  at  the  Koyal  lostituliuD,  on  Mnemonics.] 

* [“Lady  Byron  had  good  ideas,  but  could  never  expreas  j 
them : wrote  poetry  also,  but  it  was  only  good  by  accident.  [ 
llcr  K'ttrrs  were  always  enigmatical,  often  uniutclUglldf.  She 
wa<  governed  by  what  liie  called  fixed  rules  and  principles 
squared  mathematically.*'^^ /fyron 

^ (“  Little  she  (poke  — but  what  she  spoke  was  Attic  all. 
With  words  and  deeds  In  perfect  uoanimity." — MS.] 

<>  [Sir  Samuel  Romllly  lost  his  lady  on  the  2!Hb  of  Octo- 
ber. and  committed  suicide  on  the  2d  of  November.  In|8.~ 

“ Hut  there  will  come  a day  of  reckoriing,  even  if  1 should 
Dot  live  to  see  it.  1 have  at  least  seen  Komilly  shivered,  who 
was  one  of  my  assassins.  When  that  man  was  dointr  bit 
worst  to  uproot  mv  whole  family,  tn*e,  hr.icH'h,  and  blo.>oins 
— when,  after  taking  my  retainer,  be  went  over  to  them  — 
whrti  hr  was  brlnclng  desolation  on  my  household  gods  — 
did  he  think  (hat,  m leu  than  three  years,  a natural  event— 


XIL 

Her  favourite  icicncc  was  the  mathematical, 

Her  noblest  virtue  was  her  magnanimity. 

Her  wit  (she  sometimes  tried  at  wit)  was  Attic  al4 
Her  serious  sayings  darken'd  to  sublimity ; * 

In  short,  in  all  things  she  was  fairly  what  I call 
A prodigy — her  morning  dress  was  dJmIty, 

Her  evening  silk,  or,  in  the  summer,  muslin. 

And  other  stuf^  with  which  1 won't  stay  ptusllnc. 

XIII. 

She  knew  the  I^tin  — that  Is,  **  the  Lord's  prayer,* 
And  Greek — the  alphabet — I'm  nearly  sure ; 

She  read  some  French  romances  here  and  there. 

Although  her  mode  of  speaking  was  not  pure  ■, 

For  native  Spanish  she  had  no  great  core. 

At  least  her  conversation  was  obscure ; 

, Her  thoughts  were  theorems,  her  wonls  a problem. 

As  if  she  deem'd  that  mystery  would  ennoble  'em. 

XIV. 

She  liked  the  English  and  the  Hebrew  tongue. 

And  said  there  was  analogy  between  'em  ; 
i She  proved  it  somehow  out  of  sacred  song,  [’em, 

I But  I must  Ica\*e  tbe  proofs  to  those  who  *ve  seen 
But  this  1 heard  her  say,  and  can't  be  wrong. 

And  all  may  think  which  way  their  judgments  lean 
'em,  [am,* 

*'  *Tis  strange  — the  Hebrew  noun  which  means  ' 1 
The  English  always  use  to  govern  d — m" 

XV. 

Some  women  use  their  tongues— she  look'd  a lecture  ! 

Each  eye  a sermon,  and  her  brow  a homily. 

An  alUin>all  sufficient  scif-director. 

Like  the  lamented  late  Sir  Samuel  RomiUy,  o 
The  Law's  expounder,  and  the  Sute’s  corrector. 

Whose  suicide  was  almost  an  anomaly  — 

One  sad  example  more,  that  ” All  Is  vanity,"— 

(The  Jury  brought  their  verdict  In  **  Insanity.") 

XVI. 

In  short,  she  was  a walking  calculation, 

liliss  Edgeworth's  novels  stepping  fh>m  their  covers ' 

Or  Mrs.  Trimmer’s  books  on  ^ucatlon,  • 

Or  " Calebs*  Wife  " » set  out  in  quest  of  loven, 

, Morality's  prim  personlAcation, 

In  which  not  Envy's  self  a flaw  discovers ; 

' To  others'  share  let  '*  female  errors  feU,” 

I For  she  bad  not  even  one — the  worst  ^ all. 

s severe,  dometllc,  but  *n  expertnl  atwl  common  uUmity— 
would  lay  hU  carcass  in  a crus»-ru«il,  or  •tamfi  his  name  ll| 
a venlict  of  lunacy  I Did  he  (who  In  hii  scxagrnnry  * • •) 
rrdoct  or  coiuldcr  what  mg  feelings  must  have  been,  when 
wife,  and  child,  and  liitar,  niui  name,  and  fame,  and  country, 
were  to  he  my  saerKkr  on  bis  legal  altar,— and  this  at  a 
moment  when  my  health  was  Ueclining,  my  furtuite  embar- 
rassed. and  my  mind  bad  been  sh.xken  by  many  kinds  of 
disappointment  — while  1 was  yet  young,  and  might  have 
reformed  what  might  be  wrong  in  my  conduct,  and  retrieved 
wliat  was  perplexing  In  my  affairs  I But  be  Is  in  Ids  grave,'* 
Ac.—  J}groH  LettfTt,  June.  Isl9.] 

7 [Marla  Edgeworth,  author  of  **  Treadae  on  PractkuJ 
Education.’*  “Castle  Itackrent,"  Ac.  Ac.  Ac.  — “In  1813,** 
says  I.o)rd  B)Ton,  “ I recollect  to  have  met  Mist  BdKWortb 
in  the  fashionable  world  uf  London.  She  was  a llttla 
unassuming  ’ Jeannie  Deans-ionking  hotly,*  as  we  Scotdi 
say ; and  if  not  handsome,  certainly  not  uLlookIng.  Her 
conversation  was  as  nuiei  as  herself.  One  would  never  have 
guessed  she  could  write  her  name ; whereas  her  father  talked, 
mot  os  if  l.e  could  write  nutliing  else,  hut  as  if  nothing  eise 
was  worth  writing."  — J'^ron  liiarg.  1821.] 

• f*  Comparative  View  of  tbe  Sew  riin  of  Education,** 

“ Teacher’s  Assistant,"  Ac.  Ac.] 

• (Hannah  More's  *•  Ccelebs  In  Search  of  a Wife,”  Ac. ; a 
sermon-like  novel,  which  had  great  succew  at  thedme,  nd 
U now  forgotten  ] 
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oh  ! she  wfts  perfect  post  all  parallel  — 

Of  any  modem  female  saint'*  comparison ; 

I So  far  above  the  cunning  povrers  of  hell, 

I Her  guanllan  angel  had  given  up  his  garrison ; 

I Even  her  minutest  mutiuns  went  as  well 
. As  those  of  the  best  timc>piece  maile  by  Harrison : 

! In  virtues  nothing  earthly  could  surpass  her, 

I Save  thine  “ Incoinparablu  oU,”  Macassar ! * 

Ij  XVIII. 

I Perfect  she  was,  but  as  perfection  is 
' Insipid  in  this  naughty  world  of  ours, 

I >^'here  our  first  parents  never  learn'd  to  kiss 
; I Till  they  were  cxlle<i  frtim  their  earlier  bowers 
' Wltcrc  all  was  peace,  and  innocence,  and  biUs  * 

I (I  wonder  how  they  got  through  the  twelve  hours), 
j I Don  Jofc,  like  a lineal  son  of  Kve, 

I I Went  plucking  various  fruit  without  her  leave. 

I XIX. 

j He  was  a mortal  of  the  carries^  kind, 

j With  no  great  love  for  learning,  or  the  Icam’d, 

I Who  chose  to  go  where'er  he  bad  a mind, 
i And  never  Uream’d  his  laily  was  concern’d ; 

I The  world,  as  wicke<lly  inclined 
^ To  see  a kingdom  or  a house  oVrtum’d, 

^Vhlsper'd  he  had  a mistress,  senno  said 
j . But  for  domestic  quarrels  one  will  do. 

j!  XX. 

‘ I Now  Donna  Ines  had,  with  all  her  merit, 

I A great  opinion  of  her  own  good  qualities ; 

Neglect,  indeed,  ri'qulres  a saint  U»  U-ar  it, 

I And  such,  indeed,  she  was  In  her  inoralitiis ; 3 
fiut  then  she  had  a devil  of  a spirit. 

And  sometimes  mix'd  up  fiindes  with  realities 
j And  let  few  opportunities  ciicape 
[ Of  getting  her  liege  lord  Into  a scrape. 

V XXI. 

! This  was  an  easy  matter  with  a man 

Oft  In  the  wrong,  and  never  on  his  guard  j 
I And  even  the  wisest,  do  the  l»est  they  can, 

Have  moments,  hours,  and  days,  so  unpreiian^, 

I That  you  might  “ brain  them  with  their  l.uly's  fan  ; ” ■* 
j And  sometimes  ladies  hit  exceeding  hard, 

And  tans  turn  Into  fidchlons  in  fair  hands, 
j And  why  and  wherefore  no  one  understands. 

I XXIT. 

Tis  pity  learned  virgins  ever  wed 
With  persons  of  no  sort  of  education, 

^ * **  Description  dei  rertws  incomparaSlft  de  l‘Huile  de 

Macassar.'*  See  the  Aclvcrtisemeat. 

I t Where  all  was  innocence  and  quiet  hlia.’*  — MS.] 

I • [**  And  so  she  seem'd,  in  all  outside  formalities.’' — M.S.] 

, * ['*  By  this  hand.  If  1 »ere  no*  by  this  rascal,  I could  • 

brain  him  with  bis  lady's  tin." — SHSKseesaa.]  ) 

I * (•' WhbUigeach  other  damn'd,  divorced,  ordcad.*'— MS.]  . 

• [l.a»1r  Byron  had  left  I.nmloa  at  the  latter  end  ol  Jaim.  ' 
' ary.  on  a visit  to  her  father's  house  In  Leicestershire,  and  ' 
Lord  Brron  was.  In  a short  time  after,  to  follow  her.  They  had  I 
parted  In  (he  utmost  kindness,  — she  wrote  him  a letter,  ftiil  ; 
of  playfulness  and  affectlou.  on  the  road,  and,  immesUately 
on  her  arrival  at  Kirkhy  MaJlorr,  her  father  wrote  to  ac- 
Qualnt  I.ord  Byron  that  she  would  return  to  him  tm  more. 
At  ttie  time  when  ho  had  (u  stand  this  uiiexns.'ct^  shock,  : 
his  pecuniary  emi>arrassmen(i.  which  had  bera  uist  gaUheriiig 
I around  him,  during  the  whole  of  the  past  year,  had  arrived 
at  (heir  utmost.  — Moore.  " The  facts  are : — Ilefl  Ix>ndon 
I for  Kirkby  Mallory,  the  residence  of  my  father  ami  mother. 

on  the  IMh  of  January.  IKin.  !.4ml  Byron  h;sd  signiiird  to  I 
I me  In  writing  (Jan.Cth)  his  ahs/dute  desire  that  I should 
I Imto  London  on  the  earliest  day  that  I could  conveuieiitly 


Or  gentlemen,  who,  tiiougb  well  bum  and  bred, 
Grow  tired  of  scientific  conversation : 

I don't  chouse  to  say  much  upon  this  head, 

1 'm  a plain  man,  and  In  a tingle  station. 

But  — Oh  1 ye  lords  of  ladies  Intellectual, 

Inform  us  truly,  have  they  not  hen-peck’d  you  all  7 

XXIII. 

Don  Jose  and  hU  lady  quarrvll'd  — vAy, 

Not  any  of  the  many  could  divine. 

Though  several  thousand  people  chose  to  tr^’, 

*Twaa  surely  no  concern  of  theln  nor  mine ; 

1 loathe  that  low  rice— curiosity  ; 

But  if  there 's  anything  In  which  I ohine, 

'Til  In  Jiminglng  all  my  friends'  attUIni., 

Not  having,  of  iny  own,  domestic  can'*. 

XXIV. 

And  so  I Interfcrctl,  and  with  the  best 

Intentionii,  but  their  treatment  was  not  kin<l ; 

1 think  the  foolish  per^plc  were  possess'd. 

For  neither  of  them  could  1 ever  ftml, 

Although  their  porter  afterwards  confess'd  — 

But  that’s  no  matter,  and  the  worst 's  iN  hind, 

Fur  little  Juan  o’er  me  threw,  down  «^t:drs, 

A pail  of  housemaid's  water  unawares. 

XXV. 

A little  curly-headed,  good-for-nothing, 

And  mlM.‘hief.making  monkey  from  his  birth ; 

His  parents  ne'er  agreed  except  In  doting 
t’lKm  the  rnol  unquiet  imp  on  earth ; 

Instead  of  quarrelling,  hml  they  t>een  but  both  in 
Their  seuH*s,  they 'd  have  sent  young  ma'trr  forth 
To  school,  or  bad  him  sountlly  whipp’d  at  home, 

To  teach  him  manners  for  the  time  to  come. 

XX  VL 

Don  Jose  and  the  Donna  Inez  led 

For  some  time  an  unhappy  sort  of  life, 

Wishing  each  other,  not  divorced,  but  «lc;ul ; ^ 

They  lived  respectably  as  man  and  wife. 

Their  conduct  w;is  exceedingly  well-bred, 

And  gave  no  outwanl  signs  <rf  inwanl  strife. 

Until  at  length  the  smother’d  fire  bn>kc  out. 

And  put  the  business  past  all  kind  of  doubt.  ^ 

XXVII. 

For  Ines  call'd  some  druggists  and  physidan.«, 

And  tried  to  prove  her  loving  l(»nl  w;w  mad,  ^ 

But  as  he  had  some  lucid  intemds-slons, 

She  next  decided  he  was  only  bad } 

fix.  It  was  not  safe  fur  me  to  undertaka  th«  fatigue  of  a 
ioumey  MKjiier  than  tbe  I.Vih.  I*retiomly  to  my  deixarture.  It 
had  bern  strongly  impre»>e<l  on  my  mind,  that  lx>r»i  Byron  was 
‘ under  the  Inliiienre  uf  (nsanirp.  This  opinion  was  dprivp<l  in 


a great  measure  fttim  the  communirations  made  tu  tae  by  hit 
nrarrit  relatives  and  m-rsuiial  attendant,  a ho  hod  mure  op> 
purtunitlei  than  mysen  of  observing  him  during  the  latter 
part  of  my  slay  in  town.  It  was  even  retirrtenlwl  to  me  tliat 
be  was  in  dangt^r  of  destroying  lumsdr  IIVrA  tkt  cvttrvr- 


be  was  in  dangt^r  of  destroying  lumsdr  IIVrA  Utt  contur- 
rfnee  of  ku  Jamilv,  I hail  ctinsiilied  Dr.  Baillie  as  a friend 
(Jan.  Hth)  resiKTting  thU  supposed  malady.  On  ■x.qoainting 
him  with  the  state  ol  the  cose,  and  with  Lord  Byron's  di'sire 
th.at  I shouUt  leave  l.asndon.  Ur.  ilalUle  thought  that  my  ab- 
sence might  be  advlsoldt*  as  ao  exprrimeiu.  tuiummf  the  fart 
of  mental  derangement ; for  Dr.  Baillie.  not  h.ivii:g  had  ac- 


cess to  Lord  Byron,  ci.tuld  not  pronounce  a iiositi>e  opinion 
on  that  point.  He  enluiawt  that  in  corresponaruce  w ith  l.ord 
B^'ron  I should  avoid  all  hut  light  and  s«Mithing  tonic*. 
Lnder  these  trapressions.  I left  i.undon.  determined  to 


follow  the  advice  given  by  Dr.  Bailtle.*'—  liyron,} 
f f**  I was  lUiTtrised  otm>  day  by  a I>ortor  (Dr.  Baillie)  and 
a I.awyer  <Dr.  Luihlngtoo)  Mmost  fordng  themselves  at  the 
same  time  tutu  my  room.  1 did  not  know  till  afterwards  th« 

Qq 
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Tet  when  they  a>k'd  her  for  her  depoeition^ 

No  ftort  of  explanation  could  bo  had» 

Save  that  her  duty  both  to  man  and  God 
enquired  thb  conduct — which  aeem'd  very  odd. 

XXVIIt. 

She  kept  a joumalt  whore  his  feulta  wore  noted. 

And  open'd  certain  trunks  of  books  and  letters, 

All  which  might,  if  occasion  served,  be  quoted ; 

And  then  she  had  all  Seville  for  abettors, 

Besides  her  good  old  grandmother  (who  doted) ; 

The  hearers  of  her  case  became  repeaters. 

Then  advocates,  Inquisitors,  and  judges. 

Some  for  amusement,  others  for  old  grudges. 

xxi!x. 

And  then  this  best  and  meekest  woman  bore 
With  such  scnmlty  her  husband's  woes. 

Just  .IS  the  Spartan  ladies  did  of  yore, 

Who  saw  their  spouses  kill'd,  and  nobly  chose 
Never  to  say  a word  about  them  more  — 

Calmly  she  heard  each  calumny  thjit  rose. 

And  saw  hit  agonies  with  such  sublimity. 

That  all  the  world  exclaim'd,  “ magnanimity!** 

XXX. 

No  doubt  this  patience,when  the  world  is  damning  us. 
Is  philosophic  in  our  former  friends ; 

'T  is  also  pleasant  to  be  deem'd  magnanimous, 

The  more  so  in  obtaining  our  own  ends  ; 

And  what  the  law}  crs  call  a “ nuilut  unimut'* 
Conduct  like  this  by  no  means  comprehomlf 
Revenge  In  person’s  certainly  no  virtue, 

But  then  *tU  not  my  fault,  if  othera  hurt  you. 

XXXI. 

And  if  our  quarrels  should  rip  up  old  stories, 

And  help  them  with  a He  or  two  additional, 

I'm  not  to  blame,  xs  you  well  know  — no  more  !$ 
Any  one  else — they  were  become  traditional ; 
Besides,  their  resurrection  aids  our  glories 

By  contrast,  which  b what  we  just  were  wishing  all: 

ri-xl  ot^K-t  ofthetr  rltft.  1 thotiKhl  their  queiUons  sincuiar, 
frivolous,  and  sompaliat  (m|N>rtunate,  if  not  imprrtincitt : 
but  what  ihoukt  1 hare  thoutciit.  If  I had  known  that  they  were 
M*nt  to  provide  prooft  of  my  insanity.  1 have  no  douhl  th.4t 
my  luiswers  to  these  emisiarirt  were  not  very  rational  or  con- 
•Iktent.  for  ray  ImaKsnatlon  was  heated  with  other  thlni^i.  but 
Dr.  Kaillle  eould  not  conscientiously  make  me  out  a certiti* 
cat«  for  Bnllam  ; and  perhaps  the  f^wyer  gave  a more  fa- 
vourable report  to  hit  employers.  1 do  not.  however,  tax 
l^y  Uyrou  with  this  transaction } probably  she  was  not 
privy  to  it.  She  was  the  tool  of  others.  Her  mother  always 
detested  me,  and  had  nut  even  the  decency  to  conceal  it  in 
her  hi»use.”_ /xrrd  Byron.  **  My  mother  always  treated 
l.ord  B.  with  an  afTcetTonate  consideration  and  indulgence, 
which  extended  to  every  little  peculiarity  of  his  feelhin. 
Never  did  an  irritating  word  escape  her  lips  In  her  whole  tn- 
tcrcourse  with  Mm.“  —Ltuiy  Byron.] 

I [Mr.  Kogers,  Mr.  Hobhouse,  kc.  Ac.] 

• [“  First  thdr  friends  tried  at  reconclllatioo.**— MS.] 

* [The  llight  Honourable  U-Wllmot  Horton,  Ac.  Thefol- 
lowing  is  from  a fragment  of  a novel  written  by  Lord  Byron 
In  |al7:— **A  few  hours  afterwards  we  were  very  good 
friends ; and  a few  days  after  she  set  out  for  Aragon,  with  my 
son,  on  a visit  to  her  father  and  mother.  I did  not  aretim* 
paiif  her  immediately,  having  been  In  Aragon  Itefore,  but 
was  to  Join  the  family  lo  their  Moorish  rhileau  wiihjn  a lew 
weeks.  During  her  journey.  1 received  a verv  aflectionate 
letter  from  Donna  Josepha,  apprising  me  of  the  welfare  of 
herself  and  my  ion.  < >n  tier  arrival  at  the  chiteau.  1 recriretl 
another,  still  more  affectionate,  pressing  me.  in  very  fond, 
and  rather  foolish  terms,  to  join  her  tronH^iately.  As  I 
was  prepvlniit  to  set  nut  from  Seville,  1 received  a third  — 
this  was  from  her  father.  Don  Jose  di  Cardoco,  who  re* 
iiuested  me.  in  the  pnlUi'sl  manner,  to  dissolve  tny  marriage, 
(answered  him  with  equal  politem'si,  that  1 would  do  no 
such  thing.  A fourth  li>lter  arrive<l  — It  was  from  Donna 
Josepha.  in  which  she  informed  me  that  her  father's  letter 


And  science  profits  by  thb  resurrection — i 

Dead  scandob  funn  good  »ul|)rcts  fur  dia&t'ction. 

XXXII.  I 

Their  friends  * had  tried  at  reconciliation, “ | 

Then  their  relations  ^ who  made  matters  worse.  ' 

('Twere  hard  to  tell  upon  a like  occasion  I 

To  whom  it  may  be  best  to  have  recourse  — 

I can't  say  much  fur  friend  or  yet  relation) : 

The  lawyers  did  their  utmost  for  divorce,  * 

But  scarce  a fee  was  paid  on  either  side 
Before,  unluckily,  Don  Jose  died. 

XXXIII. 

He  ditHf:  and  most  unluckily,  because, 

According  to  all  bints  I could  collect 
From  counsel  leame<l  in  those  kinds  of  laws,  \ 

(Although  their  talk’s  obscure  and  circumspect)  '1 
HU  death  contrived  to  spoil  a charming  cause  •{ 

A thousand  pities  also  with  respect  I 

To  public  feeling,  which  on  thU  occasion  j 

Was  manifested  In  a great  sensation. 

XXXIV. 

But  ah  1 he  died : and  hunt'd  with  him  lay 
The  public  feeling  and  the  la^v}e^l*  fees  : 

His  house  was  sold,  his  ser>antH  sent  sway, 

A Jew  took  one  of  his  tv.o  mistresses, 

A priest  the  other — at  least  so  they  say ; 

I ask'd  the  doctors  after  hU  disi>x<^  — 

He  died  of  the  slow  fever  call’d  the  tertian. 

And  left  hb  widow  to  her  own  aversion. 

XXXV 

Tet  Jose  was  an  honourable  man. 

That  I must  say,  who  knew  him  very  well ; j 

I Therefore  his  frailties  I 'll  no  further  K^an, 

I Indeed  there  were  not  many  more  U»  tell ; l' 

I Aud  if  hU  passions  now  and  then  outmu  !* 

j Dlscnlion,  ami  were  not  so  peaceable  | 

I As  Numa's  (who  was  also  named  Pomplllns), » , 

He  had  been  ill  brought  up,  and  was  bom  bilious.  ^ 

wAi  written  by  her  particular  desire.  I requeited  the  reason  ; 
by  return  of  poai : «he  replied,  by  expreti.  that  reason  had  > 
nothing  to  do  with  the  matter,  it  was  unnecessary  to  give  any  I 
— hut  that  she  was  an  injured  and  excellent  woman.  1 then  { 
inquirevi  why  she  had  written  to  me  the  two  preceding  affix'*  | 
tiimate  letters,  requesting  me  to  come  lo  .Aragon.  Jihe  an-  ; 
swered,  that  was  Iteraiise  she  believed  me  out  uf  niy  tenses— 
that.  Iiring  unlit  tu  take  tare  of  myself,  1 bad  only  to  set  out 
on  this  JoumcT  alone,  amt,  making  my  way  without  ditlirulty 
to  Don  Jose  di  Cardoso's,  I should  there  have  found  the 
tenderest  of  wires  ai>d—  a strait  waistcoat.  1 had  nothing  to 
reply  to  this  piece  of  affection,  but  a reiteration  of  roy  request  J 
for  some  lights  upon  the  sul.jecl.  I was  answered,  ih^  they  i 
would  only  be  related  to  the  Inquisition.  In  the  mran  time,  I 
our  domestic  discrepancy  had  become  a public  topic  of  (Us*  | ' 
russion  ; and  the  wnriu,  which  always  deckles  justly,  not 
only  in  Aragon  but  in  Andalusia,  deterroiord  th.vt  I was  not  i 
only  to  btatne,  but  that  all  N)kain  could  produce  nobody  s<> 
blamenhie.  My  case  w as  sup(Miisod  to  coniiiHsc  all  tlie  rrimei  , 
which  could,  and  several  which  could  not.  be c«immitted ; and 
little  lest  than  an  auto-da-fe  was  antkijifiltxl  ns  the  result.  , 
But  let  no  man  say  that  we  are  abaodom-d  by  our  friends  in 
adversity  — it  was  just  the  reverse.  Mine  thronged  around  ! 
mu  to  condemn,  aclvlte.  and  cudsule  me  with  their  dlsappro-  | 
batioo.  They  told  me  all  that  was,  would,  or  could  bn  stud  i 
on  the  subject-  They  shcwik  their  heads  — thev  exhorted  i 
me— deplored  roe,  with  tears  in  their  eyes,  and—  wont  to 
dinner  .’j 

* C“  The  lawyers  recommended  a divorce.”— MS.] 

* ” primus  qui  Icgibut  urbem 

Fundahlt,  C’urlbus  pariis  « pauiierc  lrrr<t 
Missus  in  imperium  magnum.”—  V'ibo. 

* [•■  He  b-i  l»™iUbrou,htup,[gj;“"'*‘j]bUlMi..“ 

Or. 

” The  reason  was.  perhaps,  that  be  w as  bilious.”— MS.] 
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I XXXVL 

Wbatf’er  mi^ht  be  hU  worthle^ess  or  worth. 

Poor  fellow  t he  had  many  things  to  wound  him. 
i Let'*  own — since  it  can  do  no  go^  on  earth  > — 

I It  was  a trying  moment  that  which  found  him 

' I Standing  alone  beside  his  desolate  hearth,  [him  : 3 
I Where  all  his  household  gods  lay  shiver’d  round 
' No  choice  was  left  his  feelings  or  bis  pride, 

, j Save  death  or  Doctors'  Commons — so  he  died.  > 

XXXVIL 

' Dying  intestate,  Juan  was  sole  heir 

To  a chancery  suit,  and  messuages,  and  lands. 
Which,  with  a long  minority  and  care, 

! Promised  to  turn  out  weU  In  proper  hands : 

Ines  became  sole  giiardUn,  which  was  fair. 

And  answer'd  but  to  nature’s  Just  demands; 

An  only  son  left  with  an  only  mother  * 

Is  brought  up  much  more  wisely  than  another. 

[ XXXVIIL 

Sagest  of  women,  even  of  widows,  she 

Resolved  that  Juan  should  be  quite  a paragon. 

And  worthy  of  the  noblest  pedigree ; 

I I (Uis  sire  was  of  Castile,  his  dam  from  Aragon.) 

I Then  for  accomplishments  of  chivalry, 

j I In  case  our  lord  the  king  should  go  to  war  again, 

I I He  leam'd  the  arts  of  riding,  fencing,  gunm-r)*, 

||  And  how  to  scale  a fortress — or  a ouimery. 

XXXIX. 

j But  that  which  Donna  loex  roost  desired, 
i I And  saw  into  herself  each  day  before  alt 
' I The  learned  tutors  whom  fur  him  she  hired, 

I Was,  that  his  breeding  should  be  strictly  moral : 

' Much  into  all  bis  studies  she  inquired, 

I And  so  they  were  submitted  flnt  to  her.  all, 

; I Arts,  sciences,  no  branch  was  made  a mystery 
' To  Juan’s  eyes,  excepting  natural  history. 

I XL. 

, ; The  languages,  especially  the  dead, 

I I The  sciences,  and  most  of  all  the  abstruse, 

I : The  arts,  at  least  all  such  as  could  be  said 

I To  be  the  most  remote  from  common  use, 
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In  all  these  be  sras  much  and  deeply  read : 

But  not  a page  of  anything  that's  loose. 

Or  hints  continuation  of  the  species, 

Was  ever  suffer'd,  le»t  he  should  grow  vicious. 

XLh 

Bis  classic  studies  made  a little  puzzle, 

Because  of  filthy  loves  of  gods  and  goddesses. 

Who  in  the  earlier  ages  raised  a bustle, 

But  never  put  on  pantaloons  or  bodices ; 

His  reverend  tutors  had  at  times  a tu».«lc. 

And  for  their  .£neids,  Iliads,  and  Odysseys,  ^ 

Were  forced  to  make  an  odd  sort  of  apology, 

For  Donna  Ines  dreaded  the  Mythology. 

XLIL 

Ovid's  a rake,  as  half  his  verses  show  him, 
Anacreon’s  morals  are  a still  worse  sample, 
Catullus  scarcely  has  a d^'cent  poem, 

I don't  think  Sappho's  Ode  a good  example. 
Although  Longinus*!  tells  us  there  is  no  hymn 
Where  the  sublinte  soars  forth  on  wings  more  ample ; 
But  Virgil’s  songs  are  pure,  except  that  horrid  one 
Beginning  with  “Fumiusum  Pastor  Cory  don.” 

XLIII. 

Lucretius'  irrcilgion  Is  too  strong 

For  early  stomachs,  to  prove  wholesome  food ; 

I can’t  help  thinking  Juvenal  was  wrong, 

Although  no  doubt  his  real  intent  wa.s  good, 

For  speaking  nut  h>  plainly  in  his  song, 

So  much  Indeed  as  to  be  dow'nright  rude ; ? 

And  then  what  projier  person  can  be  partial 
To  all  those  nauseous  epigrams  of  Martial  ? 


XLIV. 

Juan  was  taught  from  out  the  best  edition. 
Expurgated  by  learned  men,  who  place. 
Judiciously,  from  out  the  schoolboy's  vision. 
The  grosser  parts ; but,  fearful  to  de^e 
Too  much  their  modest  bard  by  this  omission,* 
And  pitying  sore  bis  mutilated  case, 

They  only  add  them  all  In  on  appendix,** 
Which  saves,  in  fact,  the  trouble  of  an  Index ; 


I ^ And  w«  nay  own  — since  be  Is  ^ [Jj  J | eartb.” 

I * p*  I could  have  forgiven  the  dagger  or  the  bowl,  any 
I thing  but  tbe  deliberate  desolation  pUed  upon  me,  when  i 
I stood  alone  upon  hearth,  with  my  household  gods  shi- 
vered around  me.  Do  you  suppose  1 have  forgotten  or  for- 
firm  It?  It  has,  rompamtlvely,  swallowed  up  in  me  every 
other  feeling,  and  i am  only  a spectator  upon  earth  till  a 
tenfold  Opportunity  oflL*rs.’*  — ifgroa  LfUers,  Sept.  10.  ISIS. 

**  1 had  une  only  fount  of  quiet  left. 

And  tAat  they  poison’d  I My  pure  household  gods 
Were  shiver'd  on  mv  hearth,  and  o’er  their  sbrtne 
Sate  grinning  libalury  mad  socerlng  scorn." 

iiarino  FaUfro.} 

* 8...  d«ith  or  f } K>  h.  dl«l.-_MS.) 

* ["  1 have  been  thinking  of  an  odd  circumstance.  — Mr 
daughter,  my  wife,  ray  half-sister,  my  mother,  my  sister’s 
roofer,  my  naturad  daughter,  arul  myself,  are,  or  were,  all 

children.  My  sittc-r'i  mother  had  only  one  half-sister 
by  tb^  second  marriage  (herself,  too,  an  only  child),  and  my 
Uher  had  only  me  (an  only  child)  by  his  second  marriage 
with  my  mothrr.  Such  a complication  of  on/jr  children,  all 
tending  to  ont  family.  Is  singular,  and  looks  like  fatality  al- 
most. But  the  ftercut  animsds  have  the  rarest  number  In 
tbelr  Utters.  »as  Uons,  tigers,  and  even  elephants,  which 
are  mlid  in  comparison."  — Agcois  Diary,  IH'il.j 

* ["  Dvfeoding  tUll  their  Iliads  and  Odysseys.**— MS.} 

> See  Longinus,  Section  10..  " u n wtfl  mifrin  raitf 

gaAwrwd,  WM^  )i  ewsiw.*'— [The  Ode  alluded  to  is  the 
IBOtW  gW'ViVM  MW  Ift  •rsMTi,  a.  V.  A. 

0 " — 


**  Blest  as  th’  Immortal  gods  is  be. 

Tbe  youth  that  fondly  sits  by  thee. 

And  nears  and  sees  lhc«  all  the  while 
Softly  speak  and  sweetly  smile,"  Ac.} 

? [**  To  hear  the  clamour  raised  against  Juvenal,  it  might 
be  supposed,  by  one  unacquainted  with  the  times,  that  ho 
was  the  odIv  Indelicate  writer  of  hU  age  and  roiintry.  Yet 
Horace  an<{  Perstus  wrote  with  equal  grosincts;  yet  the 
rigid  scoldsm  of  Seneca  did  not  deter  him  from  the  use  of 
expressions  which  Juveual.  perhaps,  would  have  rejected  ; 
yet  the  courtly  Pliny  pouriMi  out  gratuitous  Indecencies  in  hli 
■rigid  hendecasyllaoles,  which  he  attempts  to  Juilify  hy  the 
example  of  a writer  to  whose  freetinm  the  llcenttuusiirM  of 
Juvenal  is  purity)  It  seems  as  if  there  was  something  of 
^ue  in  the  singular  severity  with  which  ho  is  ceiuured. 
tilt  pure  atui  sublime  morality  operates  at  a tacit  reproach 
on  the  generality  of  mankind,  who  seek  to  indemnify  them, 
srives  by  uuestloDing  the  sanctity  which  they  canmH  but  re- 
spect ; atra  find  a secret  pleasure  in  persuauiug  one  anolhor 
that  " this  dreaded  satlmt  " was.  at  heart,  no  Inveterate 
enemy  to  the  llcentlr»usnrst  which  he  to  vehemently  repre- 
hends. When  1 6nd  that  his  views  are  to  reiuter  depravity 
loathsome,  that  everything  which  can  alarm  aiul  ili*gr>it  (% 
directed  at  her  In  hit  terrible  page,  I forget  the  grmsnrss  of 
the  execution  in  the  excellence  of  the  design."—  (lirroab.] 

• r Toomuch  lhdr|£S  b,  th,  [ 'll;,'™-"  .. 

• Fact  I There  Is,  of  wai,  such  an  edition,  with  all  tbe 
obnoxious  epigraiBi  of  Martial  placed  by  Uiemsclvei  at  the 
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For  there  we  have  them  *U  at  one  fell  iwoop," 
Instead  of  being  scatter'd  through  the  pages ; 
They  stand  forth  marshall’d  in  a handsome  troop, 
To  meet  the  Ingenuous  youth  of  future  ogvs, 
TIU  some  less  rigid  editor  shall  stoop 

To  call  them  back  into  their  separate  cages, 
Instead  of  standing  staring  altogether, 

Like  garden  gods — and  not  so  decent  either. 

XL  VI. 

The  Missal  too  (it  was  the  family  Missal) 

Was  ornamented  in  a sort  of  way 
Which  ancient  mass-books  often  air,  and  this  all 
Kinds  of  grote«<}ues  illumined  ; and  how  they, 
Who  saw  those  figures  on  the  margin  kiss  all, 
Could  turn  their  optics  to  the  text  and  pray, 

Is  more  than  I know — But  Don  Juan's  mother 
Kept  this  herself,  and  gave  her  son  another. 


LL 

I had  my  doubts,  |)erha|>s  I have  them  still, 

But  what  I say  is  neither  here  nor  there : 

I knew  his  fhther  well,  and  have  some  skill 
In  character — but  it  would  not  be  fair 
From  sire  to  son  to  augur  good  or  ill : 

He  and  his  wife  were  an  iU.sorted  pair — 

But  scandal 's  my  aversion  — I protest 
Against  all  evil  speaking,  even  in  jest 

LIL 

For  my  part  I say  nothing^nothlng^but 
Thit  I will  say — my  reasons  aie  my  own  — 
That  if  1 bad  an  only  son  to  put 

To  school  (as  God  be  praised  that  I have  none), 
T Is  not  with  Donna  Inez  1 would  shut 
Him  up  to  Icam  his  catechism  alone. 

No  — no — I'd  send  him  out  betimes  t»»  otllogc. 
For  there  it  was  1 pick'd  up  my  own  knowledge.  • 
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1 1 XLVIL 

I i Sermons  he  rcail,  and  lectures  he  endured, 
j'  And  homilies,  and  lives  of  all  the  saints; 

, To  Jerome  and  to  Chrysostom  inured, 

He  did  not  take  such  studies  for  restraints ; 

But  how  faith  is  acquired,  and  then  insured, 

|j  So  well  not  one  of  the  aforesaid  paints 
||  As  Saint  Augustine  in  his  fine  Confessions, 

Which  make  the  reader  envy  hU  transgressions.  > 

' XLVIU. 

This,  too,  was  a scal'd  hook  to  little  Juun~ 
j I can't  but  say  that  his  mamma  was  right, 

I If  such  an  education  w.is  the  true  one. 

She  scarcely  trusted  him  from  out  her  sight ; 

I c Her  nuids  were  old,  and  if  she  took  a new  one, 
j'  You  might  be  sure  she  was  a perfect  fright, 

I She  did  this  during  even  her  husband’s  Life  — 
j : 1 recommend  as  much  to  every  wife. 

' XLIX. 

Young  Juan  wax’d  In  goodliness  and  grace ; 

I At  six  a charming  child,  and  at  eleven 
j : With  all  the  promise  of  as  fine  a face 

As  e'er  to  man's  maturer  growth  was  given : 

' He  studied  steadily,  and  grew  apace, 

;i  And  seem'd,  at  least,  In  the  right  road  to  heaven, 
For  half  his  days  were  pass'd  at  church,  the  other 
i I Between  his  tutors,  confessor,  and  mother. 

L. 

At  six,  I said,  he  was  a charming  child. 

At  twelve  he  was  a fine,  but  quiet  boy ; 

Although  in  infancy  a little  wild, 
j They  tamcil  him  down  amongst  them : to  destroy 

II  His  natural  spirit  not  in  vain  they  toil’d, 

'I  At  least  it  seem’d  so ; and  bis  mother's  joy 
Was  to  declare  how  sage,  and  still,  and  steady, 

II  Her  young  philosopher  was  grown  already. 

I 

I > See  hii  Confeitioos,  1.  I.  c.  lx.  By  the  rcpre«rntAtJon 
I which  Saint  Au.'usUoe  giTetorhiinseif  irt  hii  youth,  it  ii  put 
' tn  see  that  he  wa<  what  we  should  call  a rake.  He  aroitUHl 
the  ichuol  u the  plague  ; he  loved  nothing  but  zaming  and 

Subllc  show-i  ; he  r^bed  hi*  father  of  everything  he  could 
od ; he  invented  a thouaand  lies  to  escape  the  rod,  which 
they  were  obliged  to  make  um  of  to  punish  his  irregularities. 

1 1 * L^oreignert  often  ask.  '*  by  what  tneans  an  uninterrupted 

1 1 euccession  of  men,  qualified  more  or  less  emlncnUr  for  the 
II  performance  of  unitwl  parliamentary  and  olTIrial  duties.  Is 
I secured?  '*  Unt,  I answer  (with  the  preiudicc**.  perhaps,  of 
I Bum  and  Oxford),  that  we  owe  U U>  oor  system  of  public 
I schools  and  universities.  From  these  initiltiUons  is  derived 
, I (1q  the  language  of  the  prayer  of  our  collegiate  churches)  **a 


LIIL 

For  there  one  learns — *tU  not  for  me  to  boa.st. 
Though  I acquired  — but  I pass  over  thatt 
As  well  os  all  the  Greek  I since  have  lost : 

I say  that  there’s  the  place — but  Vrrbum  tat” 

I think  I pick’d  up  too,  as  well  as  most. 

Knowledge  of  matters  — but  no  matter  tchat  — 

I never  mairiiHl  — but,  I think,  I know 
That  sons  should  not  be  educated  so. 

LIV. 

Young  Juan  now  was  sixteen  years  of  age. 

Tall,  handsome,  slender,  but  well  kiUt : he  seem'd 
Active,  though  not  so  sprightly,  as  a page ; 

And  everybody  but  bis  mother  deem’d 
Him  almost  man ; but  she  flew  in  a rage 

And  hither  lips  (for  else  she  might  Imve  scream'd) 
If  any  said  so,  for  to  be  precocious 
Was  in  her  eyes  a thing  the  most  atrocious. 

LV. 

Amongst  her  numerous  acquaintance,  all 
Selected  for  discretion  and  devotion. 

There  was  the  Donna  Julio,  whom  to  call 
l*retty  were  but  to  give  a feeble  notion 
Of  many  charms  in  her  as  natural 

As  sweetness  to  the  flower,  or  salt  tn  ocean. 

Her  zone  to  Venus,  or  his  bow  to  Ctipid, 

(But  this  last  simile  is  trite  and  itupid.) 

LVl. 

The  darkness  of  her  Oriental  eye 
Accorded  with  her  Moorish  origin ; 

(Her  blood  was  not  all  Spanish,  by  the  by  ; 

In  Spain,  you  know,  this  is  a sort  of  sin. ) 

When  proud  Graiuulu  fell,  and,  forced  to  fly, 

BoaMil  wept),  of  Donna  Julia's  kin 
Some  went  to  Africa,  some  stay'd  in  Spain, 

Her  great  great  grandmamma  chose  to  n^main. 

due  »'tpply  of  incn  fined  to  serve  their  country  both  In  ehurefa 
and  ctatc.^'  It  il  in  ber  public  school*  and  universities  that 
the  youth  of  Kngiand  are.  by  4 discipline  which  shallow  judg* 
menu  bare  sometimes  attempted  to  urtdervalue,  prenar^  fur 
the  duties  of  public  life.  There  are  rare  and  splrmiid  excep. 
tloni,  to  be  suret  but  In  my  coiucieoce  I believe,  that  Fnr* 
land  would  not  he  what  she  is,  without  her  syitein  of  public 
education  ; and  that  no  otlier  country  con  become  what  Kng. 

land  Is.  without  the  advantage*  of  such  a system Cankhiu. 

— I shall  always  be  ready  to  join  in  the  public  opinion,  lliat 
our  pfiiiilc  schools,  which  have  produced  so  many  eminent 
characters,  ore  the  best  0<laptnl  to  the  genius  and  coostitutloa 
of  the  Kngilsh  p<'ople..— (imuoM.] 

> [**  llavtag  surrendered  the  tost  syrnbol  of  power,  the  un- 
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' LVIL 

I She  married  (I  forget  the  pedigree) 

J I With  an  Hidalgo,  who  tranimiitt^  down 
' Ilia  blotMl  less  noble  than  auch  blood  should  be ; 

At  such  aULonces  his  sires  would  ^wn. 

In  that  |)oint  so  precise  in  each  degree 

That  they  bred  la  ami  in,  as  might  be  shown. 

Marry  ing  their  cousins  — nay,  their  aunts,  and  nieces, 
^^liirh  always  spoils  the  breed.  If  it  Increases. 

Lvni. 

I This  heathenish  cross  restored  the  breed  again, 
i Ruin'd  its  blood,  but  much  improved  its  0esh  ; 

' For  from  a root  the  ugliest  In  Old  Spain 
I Sprung  up  a branch  as  beauttfhl  as  fresh ; 

. The  sons  no  more  were  short,  the  daughters  plain  : 

! But  there 's  a rumour  which  I fain  would  hush,  ^ 

I ^ is  said  that  Donna  Julia’s  grandmamma 
: Produced  her  Don  more  heirs  at  love  than  law. 

LIX. 

However  this  might  be,  the  race  went  on 
Improving  still  through  every  generation. 

Until  it  centred  in  an  only  son, 

W'ho  left  an  only  daughter;  my  narration 
May  have  suggested  that  this  tingle  one 
I Could  be  but  Julia  (whom  on  this  occasion 
I I shall  have  much  to  speak  about),  and  she 
I Was  married,  charming,  chaste,  and  twenty-three. 

LX 

Her  eye  (I’m  very  fond  of  handsome  eyes) 

Was  large  and  dark,  suppressing  half  its  fire 
Until  she  spoke,  then  through  its  soft  disguise 
Flash'd  an  expression  more  of  pride  than  ire, 

And  love  than  cither ; and  there  would  arise 
A something  in  them  which  was  not  desire. 

But  would  have  been,  perhaps,  but  for  the  soul 
Which  struggled  through  and  chasten’d  down  the 
whole. 

LXI. 

Her  glossy  hair  was  cluster’d  o’er  a brow 

Bright  with  intelligence,  and  fair,  and  smooth ; 

Her  eyebrow's  shatw  was  like  the  aerial  bow. 

Her  cheek  all  purple  with  the  beam  of  youth, 
Mounting,  at  times  to  a transparent  glow. 

As  if  her  veins  ran  lightning  ; she,  in  sooth, 
Possess'd  an  air  and  grace  by  no  means  common : 

Her  stature  tall  — 1 hate  a dumpy  woman. 

LXIL 

Wedded  she  was  some  years,  and  to  a man 
Of  fifty,  and  such  husbands  arc  in  plenty  ; 

And  yet,  I think,  instead  of  such  a on> 

'T  were  better  to  have  two  of  five-and-twenty. 
Especially  in  countries  near  the  sun : 

And  now  I think  on 't,  ml  vicn  in  mente," 

Ladies  even  of  the  most  tine&sy  virtue 
Prefer  a spouse  whose  age  Is  short  of  thirty.  < 

fortunate  noahdil  eontinued  on  towards  the  Alnuxairas,  that 
he  might  not  behold  the  entrance  of  the  Christum  Into  hU 
capttiu.  His  devoted  band  of  cavaliers  followed  him  In 
giootnjr  silence.  Haring  avrrnded  an  eminence  rammon^ng 
the  last  view  of  Granada,  they  paused  Involuntarily  to  take 
a farewell  gaie  at  their  belovra  city,  which  a few  steps  more 
would  shut  from  their  sight  for  ever.  W’hlle  tliey  yet  looked, 
a light  cloud  of  smoke  broke  forth  from  the  citadel ; and 
preaentiy  a peal  of  artillenr,  faintly  heard,  told  that  the 
city  was  taken  noiseuion  of.  and  the  throne  of  the  Moslem 
kings  was  lost  fur  ever.  The  heart  of  BoabtUI.  softened  1^ 
nisfurtuoes,  and  oveitbarfed  with  grief,  could  no  longu  ; 


LXUL 

’T  U a sad  thing,  I cannot  choose  but  say, 

And  all  the  fbuit  of  that  indecent  tun. 

Who  cannot  leave  alone  our  helpless  clay. 

But  will  keep  baking,  broiling,  burning  on. 

That  howsoever  people  ibst  and  pray, 

The  fiesh  is  frail,  and  so  the  soul  undone  : 

W’hat  men  call  gallantry,  and  gods  adultery, 

Is  much  more  common  where  the  climate  '•  sultry 

LXIV. 

Happy  the  nations  of  the  moral  North  ! 

Where  all  is  virtue,  and  the  winter  season 
Sends  sin,  without  a rag  on,  shivering  forth 

('T  was  snow  that  brought  St.  Anthony  > to  rea. 
ton); 

^\'hc^e  juries  cast  up  what  a wife  Is  worth. 

By  laying  whate’er  sum,  in  mulct,  they  plciise  on 
The  lover,  was  must  pay  a handsome  price, 

Because  it  is  a marketable  vice. 

LXV. 

Alfonso  was  the  name  of  Julia’s  lord, 

A man  well  looking  for  his  years,  and  who 
Was  neither  much  beloved  nor  yet  abhorr’d : 

They  lived  together  as  most  j»cople  do, 

Suffering  each  other's  foibles  by  accord, 

And  not  exactly  either  one  or  tiro; 

Yet  be  was  jealous,  though  he  did  not  show  it. 

For  jeaiou.sy  dislikes  the  world  to  know  it. 

LXVI. 

Julia  was  — yet  I never  could  see  why  — 

With  Donna  Inez  quite  a favourite  friend ; 
Between  their  tastes  there  w.is  small  s}'mpathy, 

Fur  not  a line  had  Julia  ever  penn’d: 

Some  people  whisper  (hut,  no  doubt,  they  lie, 

For  malice  still  impute*  some  private  end) 

That  Inez  bad,  ere  Don  Alfonso’s  marriage, 

Forgot  with  him  her  very  prudent  carriage ; 

LXMI. 

And  that  still  keeping  up  the  old  connection. 

Which  time  h:ui  lately  render'd  much  mure  chaste, 
She  took  his  lady  al.’Xj  in  affection, 

And  certainly  this  «}ursc  ua.s  much  (he  be>t : 

She  flatter’d  Judia  with  her  sage  protection. 

And  complimented  Don  Alfonso’s  taste  ; 

And  if  she  could  not  (who  can  ?)  silence  scandal, 

At  least  she  left  it  a more  slender  handle. 

LXVIIL 

I cant  tell  whether  Julia  saw  the  aflkir 
With  other  people's  eyes,  or  If  her  own 
Discoveries  made,  but  none  could  be  aware 
Of  this,  at  least  no  symptom  e'er  was  shown  ; 
Perhaps  she  did  nut  know,  or  did  not  care. 
Indifferent  from  the  first,  or  callous  grown  : 

I ’m  really  puzzled  what  to  think  or  say, 

She  kept  her  counsel  In  so  close  a way. 

contain  itself.  * Allah  achbar  I God  It  great  1 ' uM  he  : but 
the  wordi  of  resignation  died  upon  his  lips,  and  he  buret  into 
a flood  of  tears."  — WasHiMGTON  Isving.] 

. rM'Ut.lIyoutooa.ecret-{i“^^^^  _ 

MS.] 

* [ **  Spouses  from  twenty  yean  of  age  to  thirty 

Are  most  adniired  by  women  of  strict  virtue."  — MS. 

s For  the  particulars  of  St.  Anthony’s  redpe  for  hot 
blnod  in  cold  weather,  see  Mr.  Alban  Butler’s  " Lives  of 
the  Saints." 
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I LXIX, 

JuAn  sbc  SAW,  an*!,  as  a pretty  child. 

Caress’d  him  often  — such  a thing  might  be 
Quite  innocently  done,  and  harmless  styled, 

! When  she  bad  twenty  years,  and  thirteen  he  ; 

But  I am  not  so  sure  1 should  have  smiled 
NVhen  he  was  sixteen,  JulUi  twenty-three , 

Th(.*sc  few  short  years  make  wondrous  alterations. 
Particularly  amongst  sun-burnt  nations. 

' T.ltT 

Whate'er  the  cause  might  be,  they  had  become 
Changed ; for  the  dame  grew  distant,  the  youth  shy, 
^ Their  looks  cast  down,  their  greetings  alm(»t  dumb, 

I And  much  embarrassment  in  either  eye ; 

I There  surely  will  be  little  doubt  with  some 
That  Donna  Julia  knew  the  reason  why, 

I But  as  for  Juan,  be  had  no  more  notion 
Than  he  who  never  saw  the  sea  of  ocean. 

LXXI. 

I Tet  Julia's  very  coldness  still  was  kind, 

I And  tremulously  gentle  her  small  hand 
' Withdrew  Itself  from  his,  but  left  behind 
I A little  pressure,  thrilling,  and  so  bland 
And  slight,  so  very  slight,  that  to  the  mind 
*T  was  but  a doubt ; but  ne'er  magician's  wand 
Wrought  change  with  all  Armlda's  fair)-  art 
Like  what  this  light  touch  left  on  Juan's  heart. 

LXXII. 

And  If  she  met  him,  though  she  smiled  no  more, 

She  looked  a sadness  sweeter  than  her  smile. 

As  if  her  heart  had  deeper  thoughts  in  store 

She  must  not  own,  but  cherish'd  more  the  while 
i For  that  c'ompressUm  in  its  burning  core  ; 

Even  innocence  itself  has  many  a wile, 

I And  will  not  dare  to  trust  Itself  with  truth, 

I And  love  is  taught  hypocrisy  from  youtli. 

LXXiri. 

But  ]>assion  most  dissembles,  yet  betrays 
Even  by  its  darkness ; as  llie  blackest  sky 
Foretells  the  heaviest  tempest.  It  dlsplaj*s 

Its  workings  through  the  Vtalnly  guarded  eye. 

And  In  whatever  aspect  It  arrays 
: Itself,  't  is  still  the  same  hyiwcrisy  ; 

I C«)ldne's  or  ang»*r,  even  disdain  or  hate, 

I Are  masks  it  often  wears,  and  still  too  late. 

LXXIV. 

I Then  there  wore  sighs,  the  deeper  for  suppn’ssjon, 
And  stolen  glances,  sweeter  for  the  theft. 

And  burning  blushes,  though  for  no  transgression, 
Tremblings  when  met,  and  restli’SMiess  when  left ; 

I All  these  arc  little  preludes  to  possession, 

I I Of  which  young  passion  cannot  be  bereft, 

I And  merely  tend  to  show  how  greatly  love  is 
Embarrass'd  at  first  starting  with  a novice. 

LXXV. 

I Poor  Julia's  heart  was  In  an  awkward  state ; 

She  felt  it  going,  and  resolved  to  make 
' The  noblest  efforts  for  herself  and  mate, 

For  honour's,  pride’s,  religion's,  virtue's  sake. 

Her  resolutions  were  most  truly  great, 

I And  almost  might  have  ma<le  a Tarquin  quake : 

I She  pray’d  the  Virgin  Mary  for  her  grace, 

! As  being  the  best  judge  of  a lady's  case. 

1 • ( . . . g1on»o 

Nod  plu  legemmu  araDa.*’>-DA!n‘a 


LXXVI. 

She  vow'd  she  never  would  see  Juan  more. 

And  next  day  paid  a visit  to  bis  mother,  , 

And  look'd  extremely  at  the  opening  door, 

Which,  by  the  Virgin's  grace,  let  In  another ; 

Grateful  she  was,  and  yet  a little  sore  — 

Again  it  opens,  it  can  be  no  other, 

'T  is  surely  Juan  now  — No  1 1 'm  afraid 
That  night  the  Vlig;in  was  no  further  pray'd.  > 

LXXVII. 

She  now  determined  that  a virtuous  woman 
Should  rather  free  and  overcome  temptation, 

That  flight  was  hose  and  dastardly,  and  no  man 
Should  ever  give  her  heart  the  least  sensation  ; 

That  is  to  say,  a thought  beyond  the  common 
Preference,  that  we  must  feel  upon  occasion, 

For  people  who  arc  pleasanter  than  others, 

But  then  they  only  seem  so  many  brothers.  ‘ 

LXXVUI.  I 

And  even  If  by  chance  — and  who  can  tell  ? j 

The  devil 's  bo  very  sly  — she  should  discover 
That  all  within  was  not  so  very  well,  i 

And,  if  still  free,  that  such  or  such  a lover  ! 

Might  please  iKThaps,  a virtuous  wife  can  quell  I 

Such  thoughts,  and  be  the  better  when  they  're  oyer ; 
And  if  the  man  should  ask,  *t  Is  but  denial : 

I recommend  young  ladles  to  make  trial.  , 

LXXIX.  ; ! 

And  then  there  are  such  thin^  as  love  divine,  ■ i 

Bright  and  immaculate,  unmix'd  and  pure, 

Such  as  the  angels  think  so  very  fine,  '! 

And  matrons,  who  would  be  no  less  secure,  ! ’ 

Platonic,  perfect,  “just  such  love  as  mine  ; *’  . 

Thus  Julia  said  — and  thought  wt,  to  be  sure  ; 

And  so  I 'd  ha\'e  her  think,  were  I the  man  j 

On  whom  her  reveries  celestial  ran.  1 

LXXX. 

Such  love  is  innocent,  and  may  exist 

Between  young  persons  without  any  danger. 

A hand  may  first,  and  then  a lip  Ite  kiss'd ; 

For  my  part,  to  such  doings  I'm  a stranger, 

But  hear  these  freedoms  form  the  utmost  list 
Of  all  o'er  which  such  love  may  be  a ranger : 

If  people  go  beyond,  *t  It  quite  a crime, 

But  not  my  fruit*—'!  tell  them  all  In  time. 

LXXXI. 

Love,  then,  but  love  within  its  proper  limits. 

Was  Julia's  innocent  determination 
In  young  Don  Juan's  favour,  and  to  him  its 

Exertion  might  be  useful  on  occasion  ; i 

And,  lighted  at  too  pure  a shrine  to  dim  It* 

Ethereal  lustre,  with  what  sweet  persuasion 
He  might  be  taught,  by  love  and  her  together — , 

I really  don't  know  what,  nor  Julia  either. 

LXXX  II.  ' 

Fraught  with  this  fine  intention,  and  well  fenced  I 
In  mall  of  proof — her  purity  of  toul.^ 

She,  for  the  ftiturc  of  her  strength  convinced. 

And  that  her  honour  was  a rock,  or  mole. 

Exceeding  sagely  from  that  hour  dispensed 
With  any  kind  of  troublesome  control ; 

But  whether  Julia  to  the  task  was  equal 
1$  that  which  must  be  mention'd  in  the  sequeL 

* [ CooidMii*  I’  ontlcura,  / 

La  boon*  rompaana  che  1'  uom  franchcfggla  j.f  / 

Sotto  r uiberao  Jd  cs*cr  puro.“  — DasTt.  ' 
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LXXXllL 

Her  plan  she  deem'd  both  Innocent  and  feasible. 

And,  sureljr,  with  a stripling  of  sixteen 
Not  scandal's  ^ngs  could  flx  on  much  that 's  sellable. 
Or  ff  they  did  so,  satisfied  to  mean  [able— > 

Nothing  but  what  was  good,  her  breast  was  pvace- 
A quiet  conscience  makes  one  so  serene  I 
ChrlsUans  have  burnt  each  other,  quite  (tersuaded 
That  ail  the  Apostles  would  have  done  as  they  did. 

LXXXIV. 

And  If  In  the  mean  time  her  husband  died, 

But  Heaven  forbid  that  such  a thought  should  cross 
Her  brain,  though  in  a dream  ] (and  then  she  sigh'd) 
Never  could  she  survive  that  common  loss ; 

But  just  suppose  that  moment  should  betide, 

1 only  say  suppose  It  — inter  nos. 

(This  should  be  entre  hoks,  for  Julia  thought 
In  French,  but  then  the  rhyme  would  go  fur  nought ) 

LXXXV. 

1 only  say,  suppose  this  supposition : 

Juan  l^ing  then  grown  up  to  man's  estate 
Would  fully  suit  a widow  of  condition. 

Even  seven  years  hence  it  would  not  be  too  late ; 
And  in  the  interim  (to  pursue  this  vi!»iun) 

The  mischief,  after  ail,  could  not  be  great. 

For  he  would  Icam  the  rudiments  of  love, 

1 mean  the  seraph  way  of  those  above. 

LXXXVI. 

So  much  for  Julia.  Now  we'll  turn  to  Juan. 

Pour  little  fellow  I he  had  no  idea 
Of  his  own  case,  and  never  bit  the  true  one  ; 

In  feeling  quick  as  Ovid's  Miss  Medea,  > 

He  puxxled  over  what  he  found  a new  ouc. 

But  not  as  yet  imagined  it  could  be  a 
Thing  quite  In  course,  and  not  at  all  alarming, 
Which,  with  a UtUe  patience,  might  grow  chanuing. 

LXXXVU. 

Silent  and  pensive,  idle,  restless,  slow, 

Ills  home  desiTted  fur  the  lonely  wood, 

Tormented  with  a wound  be  could  not  know, 

His,  like  all  deep  grief,  plunged  lu  solitude : 

I’m  fund  myself  of  solitude  or  so. 

But  then,  1 beg  it  may  be  understood, 

By  solitude  1 mean  a sultan's,  not 
A hennit's,  with  a barun  fur  a grot. 

EXXXVIU. 

**  Oh  Love  1 in  such  a wilderness  as  this. 

Where  transport  and  security  entwine. 

Here  is  the  empire  of  thy  perfect  bliss. 

And  here  thou  art  a god  Indoi-d  divine.” 

The  bard  I quote  from  does  not  sing  amiss,  3 
With  the  exception  of  the  second  line, 

Fur  that  same  twining  transport  and  secuHty” 

Are  twisted  to  a phrase  of  some  obscurity. 

LXXXIX. 

The  poet  meant,  no  doubt,  and  thus  appeals 
To  the  good  sense  and  tenses  of  mankind. 


The  very  thing  which  everybody  feela, 

As  ail  have  found  on  trial,  or  may  find, 

That  no  one  likes  to  be  disturb’d  at  meals 

Or  love.  — 1 won't  say  more  about entwined  ” 
Or  “ traJwjKUt,"  as  we  knew  all  that  before, 

But  beg  **  Security  " will  bolt  the  door. 


Toung  Juan  wander'd  by  the  glassy  brooks, 

Thinking  unutterable  things ; he  threw 
Himself  at  length  within  the  leafy  nooks 

Where  the  wild  branch  of  the  cork  forest  grew ; 
There  poets  find  materials  for  their  books, 

And  every  now  and  then  we  read  them  through. 
So  that  their  plan  and  ]>rosody  arc  eligible. 

Unless,  like  Wordsworth  they  prove  uninteiligible. 

XCI. 

He,  Juan  (and  not  Wordsworth),  so  pursued 
His  self-communion  with  his  own  high  suul, 

Until  his  mighty  heart,  in  its  great  moo*l. 

Had  mitigated  part,  thoi^zh  not  the  whole 
Of  its  disease  j he  did  the  best  he  could 
With  things  not  very  subject  to  control. 

And  turn’d,  without  perceiving  bis  condition, 

Like  Coleridge,  Into  a metaphysician. 

I XCII. 

I He  thought  about  himself,  and  the  whole  earth, 
j Of  roan  the  wonderful,  and  of  the  star?, 

I And  how  the  deuce  they  ever  could  have  birth  ; 

And  then  he  thought  of  earthquakes,  and  <if  wars. 
How  many  miles  the  moon  might  have  in  girth. 

Of  air-balloons, of  the  many  Itars 
To  perfect  knowledge  of  the  boundless  skies  ; — 

And  then  be  thought  of  Douua  Julia’s  eyes. 

i xrui. 

j In  thoughts  like  these  true  wisdom  may  discern 
I Ixmgings  subtinie,  and  aspirations  high, 

I Which  some  are  bom  with,  but  the  must  p.'irt  lenm 
To  plague  themselves  vrithal,  they  know  not  why : 
'Twas  strange  that  oue  so  young  should  thus  concern 
His  brain  about  the  action  of  the  sky;* 

If  jfou  think  'twas  philosophy  that  this  did, 

I can’t  help  thinking  puU*rty  assisted. 

xcn'. 

He  pored  ui>on  the  leaves,  and  on  the  flowers. 

And  heard  a voice  in  all  the  wind* ; and  then 
He  thought  of  wood-nymphs  and  immortal  Itowers, 
And  how  the  goddes»c3  came  down  to  men : 

He  missed  the  pathway,  he  forgot  the  hours, 

And  when  he  look'd  upon  his  watch  again. 

He  found  how  much  old  Time  had  been  a winner— 
He  also  found  that  he  had  lost  his  dlnuer. 

XCV. 

Sometimes  be  turn'd  to  gaze  upon  his  book, 

Boscan  or  Garcilasso  * ; — by  the  wind 
Even  as  the  page  Is  rustled  while  we  look, 

So  by  the  poesy  of  his  own  mind 


* See  Orld.  de  Art.  Anu&d.  1.  U. 

* Csmpbeirt  Gertrudeof  Wyoming— M think)— the open- 
'Ing  of  Canco  Second— but  quote  from  memory. 

> ('*  I tay  tbU  bjr  the  way— fo  don’t  lt>ok  stern , 

But  If  you  're  Uigry,  reader,  past  it  by.'*  — MS.] 

* [Joan  Boscao  Almogav^,  of  Barcelona,  died  about  the 


year  IMS.  In  concert  with  hit  friend  Garcilatio,  he  Intrtv 
duced  the  Italian  ttyle  into  Caitillan  poetry,  andcommeneed 
hit  labours  by  writing  lunnets  iu  the  maimer  of  Petr.'irrh.] 

* (Garcllatto  de  U Vega,  of  a noble  family  at  Toledo,  was 
a warrior  at  well  at  a |Kiet.  Ailer  tervinx  with  diitinctloo 
in  Germany,  Africa,  and  Prorcnce,  he  wai  killed.  In  1.^3r^  by 
a stone  thrown  from  a tower,  » bich  fell  upon  hit  head  at  be 
wat  leading  on  bit  battalion.] 
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Over  the  mystic  leaf  his  soul  wiw  shook, 

As  if  'twen*  one  whereon  magicians  bind 
Their  si>clts,  and  Rive  them  to  the  passing  gale, 
Acconling  to  some  good  old  woman's  tale. 

XCVI. 

Thus  would  he  while  hU  lonely  hours  away 
Dissatisfied,  nor  knowing  what  he  waniM ; 

Nor  glowing  reverie,  nor  poet's  lay, 

Could  yield  hb  spirit  that  for  which  It  panted, 

A lK>sum  whereon  he  hb  head  might  lay. 

And  hear  the  heart  beat  with  the  love  it  granted. 

With several  other  things,  which  I forget, 

Or  which,  at  least,  1 need  not  mention  yet. 

xevn. 

Those  lonely  walks,  and  lengthening  reveries. 

Could  not  escape  the  gentle  Julia's  eyes ; 

She  saw  that  Juan  was  nut  at  hb  e^ise ; 

But  that  which  chiefly  may,  and  must  suri»rise. 

Is  that  the  Donna  Incx  did  not  tca5c 
Her  only  son  with  question  or  surmise  ; 

Whether  it  was  she  did  not  sec,  or  would  not. 

Or,  like  all  very  clever  people,  could  not, 

XCVIII. 

This  may  seem  strange,  but  yet  *tb  very  common; 

For  instance — gentlemen,  whose  ladies  take 
Leave  to  o'erstep  the  written  rights  of  woman. 

And  break  the Which  commandment  b*l  they 

< I have  forgot  the  number,  and  think  no  man  [bi^ak  ? 

Should  rashly  quote,  for  fear  of  a mistake. ) 

I say,  when  these  same  gentlemen  arc  jealous. 

They  make  some  blunder,  which  their  ladies  tell  us. 

XCIX.  * 

A real  husband  always  b suspicious. 

But  still  no  less  suspect*  in  the  wrong  place,  * 
Jealous  of  some  one  who  had  no  such  wishes, 
t)r  pandering  blindly  to  his  own  disgrace. 

By  harbouring  some  dear  friend  extremely  vicious ; 

The  last  indeed'*  infallibly  the  case; 

And  when  the  spouse  and  friend  are  gone  off  wholly. 
He  wonders  at  their  vice,  and  not  hb  folly. 

C. 

Thus  parents  also  are  at  times  short-sighted: 

Though  w.iichful  as  the  lynx,  they  ne’er  discover, 
The  whde  the  wicked  world  beholds  delighted. 

Young  llcqieful's  mistress,  or  Miss  F.vnny's  lover, 
TUI  some  confoundc<l  escniKwle  has  blighted 
TTie  plan  of  twenty  and  all  Is  over ; 

And  then  the  mother  cries,  the  father  swears, 

And  wonders  why  the  devil  he  got  heirs. 

CL 

But  Ine*  was  so  anxious,  and  so  clear 

Of  sight,  that  I must  think,  on  this  occasion, 

She  had  some  other  motive  much  more  nc.ar 
For  Icaring  Juan  to  this  new  temptation. 

But  what  that  motive  was,  1 sha'n’t  say  here ; 

Perhaps  to  finish  Juan's  education, 

Pcrh.'ij»5  to  open  Don  Alfonso's  eyes. 

In  case  he  thought  his  wife  too  great  a prixe. 

• I"  A rral  wittnl  alwayt  ii  tucpirinui. 

Hut  alw*j»  alfo  fiunii  ia  the  wrong  place.”—  MS.] 

^*******  horsei  erery  hour  from  night  till  noon.”.. 

* ["  Except  the  promises  of  true  theology.”— MS.] 


CII. 

It  was  upon  a day,  a summer's  day ; — 

Summer ‘s  indeed  a very  dangerous  s>cason, 

And  so  b spring  about  the  end  of  May ; 

The  sun,  no  doubt,  is  the  prevailing  reason  ; 

But  whatsoe'er  the  cause  is,  one  may  say, 

And  stand  convicted  of  more  truth  t^n  treason. 
That  there  are  months  which  nature  grows  mure 
merry  In,— 

March  has  iu  ^res.  and  May  must  have  its  heroine. 

cm. 

'Twas  on  a summer’s  day — the  sixth  of  June ; 

I like  to  be  particular  in  dates. 

Not  only  of  the  age,  and  year,  but  moon ; 

They  are  a sort  of  j»ost- house,  where  the  Fates 
Change  horses,  making  history  change  Its  tune,^ 
Then  spur  away  o'er  empires  and  o'er  states, 
Ix^aving  at  last  not  much  besides  chronology. 
Excepting  the  post-obit*  of  theology.  * 

crv. 

’Twas  on  the  sixth  of  June,  about  the  hour 
Of  half-pa.st  six  — perhaps  still  nearer  seven  — 
AVhen  JuUa  sate  within  as  pretty  a bower 
As  e'er  held  hour!  In  that  heathenbh  heaven 
Dc>cribcd  by  Mahomet,  and  Anacreon  Moore,  < 

To  whom  the  Ijtc  and  laurels  have  been  given. 

With  all  the  trophies  of  triumphant  song 

He  won  them  well,  and  may  he  wear  them  long  I 

CV. 

She  sate,  but  not  alone ; I know  not  well 
How  this  same  inter\iew  had  taken  place. 

And  even  if  I knew,  i should  not  tell  — 

People  should  hold  their  tongues  in  any  case ; 

No  matter  how  or  why  the  thing  befell, 

But  there  were  she  and  Juaji,  face  to  face  — 

MTicn  two  stich  faces  arc  so,  *t  would  be  wi.se. 

But  very  difficult,  to  shut  their  eyes. 

CVI. 

How  beautiful  she  look'd  1 her  conscious  heart 
Glow'd  in  her  check,  and  yet  she  felt  no  wrong. 

Oh  Love  I how  perfect  b thy  mystic  art. 

Strengthening  the  weak,  and  tnunpUngun  the  sti*ong  1 
How  sclf-dcceltftU  b the  sugest  part 

Of  mortals  whom  thy  lure  hath  led  along  J — 

The  precipice  she  stood  on  was  Immense, 

So  was  her  creed  in  her  own  innocence. 

evil. 

She  thought  of  her  own  strength,  and  Juan’s  youth. 
And  of  the  folly  of  all  prudish  fears, 

Victorious  virtue,  and  domestic  truth, 

And  then  of  Dop  Alfonso's  fifty  years: 

I wish  these  last  had  not  occurr’d.  In  sooth, 

Because  that  number  rarely  much  endears, 

•\.nd  through  all  climes,  the  snowy  and  the  sunny, 
Soimds  ill  in  love,  wliate’cr  It  may  in  money. 

cvni. 

Mljen  people  say,  “ I 've  told  you  jiftxt  times," 

They  mean  to  scold,  and  very  often  do ; 

When  poets  say,  I’ve  written  JiJhf  rhymes," 

They  make  you  dread  that  they  H recite  them  too ; 

* (”  Oh.  Suuui ! I *Tc  in  the  moments  of  mirth. 

What  '•  devotion  to  thee  or  to  me  ? 

I dernutlv  bcltcre  there  '•  a hmiTen  on  earth. 

And  bellere  that  that  hearen's  In  hker.”— Moons.] 

* She  stood  on  gidU's  steep  brink.  In  all  the  icmse 
Anri  full  security  of  innocence.”— US.] 
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In  *anjrs  of  thieves  commit  their  crimes ; 

At  ^/ttf  love  for  love  U mrr,  ’tU  true, 

But  then,  no  doubt.  It  equally  as  true  L% 

A good  deal  may  be  bought  fur  fi/iy  Louis. 

CIX. 

Julia  had  honour,  virtue,  truth,  and  love 
For  Don  Alfonso ; and  she  inly  swure. 

By  all  the  vows  below  to  jKiwcrs  above. 

She  never  would  disgrace  the  ring  she  wore. 

Nor  leave  a wish  which  wisdom  might  reprove ; 

And  while  she  ponder'd  this,  boidcs  much  more. 
One  band  on  Juan's  carelessly  was  thrown, 

(Juite  by  mUtake — she  thought  it  was  her  own; 

CX. 

Unconsciously  she  lean'd  ui>on  the  other. 

Which  play’d  within  the  tangles  of  her  hair ; 

And  to  contend  with  thoughts  she  could  not  smother 
She  seem’d,  by  the  distraction  of  her  air. 

'Twas  surely  very  wrong  in  Juan’s  mother 
To  leave  together  this  imprudent  ]»itir,  * 

She  who  for  many  years  hud  watch’d  her  son  so — 
I’m  very  certain  mine  would  not  have  done  so. 

CXI. 

The  band  which  still  held  Juan’s,  by  degrees 
Gently,  but  palpably  confirm’d  its  grasp, 

M if  it  said,  ” Detain  me,  If  you  please 

Yet  there's  no  doubt  she  only  rocaut  to  clasp 
Ills  fingers  with  a pure  Platotdc  squeeze ; 

She  would  have  shrunk  as  from  a toad,  or  a;p. 

Had  she  imagined  such  a thing  could  ruusc 
A feeling  dangerous  to  a prudent  spouse. 

CXII. 

I cannot  know  what  Juan  thought  of  this. 

But  what  he  did.  Is  much  what  you  would  do ; 

His  young  Up  th.ink'il  It  with  a gratcAil  khs. 

And  then,  almh’d  at  it*  owu  joy,  withdrew 
In  deep  desioir,  lest  he  had  done  amlss,^ 

Love  Is  so  very  timid  when  'tls  new: 

She  blush’d,  and  frown’d  not,  but  she  strove  to  speak, 
Aud  held  her  tongue,  her  voice  was  grown  so  weak. 

CXIII. 

The  sun  set,  and  up  rose  the  \tI1ow  moon  t 
The  devil ’s  In  the  moon  for  mischief ; they 
Who  coll'd  her  chastk,  mcthinlw,  began  too  soon 
Their  nomenclature;  there  Is  not  a day, 

The  longest,  not  the  twenty-fir^t  of  June, 

Sees  h;df  the  business  In  a wicked  way. 

On  which  three  single  hours  of  moonshine  smile  — 
And  then  she  looks  so  modest  all  the  while  I 

CXIV. 

There  Is  a dangerouf  sUcncc  in  that  hour, 

A stillni^,  which  leaves  room  for  the  full  soul 
To  open  all  Itself,  without  the  jwwer 
Of  calling  wholly  hack  its  self-control ; 

The  silver  light  which,  hallowbig  tree  and  lower, 
Sheds  beauty  and  deep  softness  o’er  the  whole. 
Breathes  also  to  the  heart,  and  o’er  it  throws 
A loving  brnguor,  which  is  not  repose.  * 

cxv. 

And  Julia  sate  with  Juan,  half  embraced 
And  half  retiring  flrom  the  glowing  arm, 

9 

> To  leare  these  two  youog;  people  then  and  there.”— MS.  ] 

s (”  1 sm  ftiwsys  most  rell^oui  upon  a timihlay  day;  u If 
there  wm  some  sMoclatioa  oetwren  an  internal  approach  to 
greater  light  and  imrity,  and  the  klndler  of  this  dark  laotera 
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Which  trembled  like  the  bosom  where  'twas  placetl ; 

Yet  still  she  mu.sc  have  thought  there  was  no  harm. 
Or  else  'twere  easy  to  withdraw  her  waist ; 

But  then  the  situation  bad  its  charm, 

And  then God  knows  what  next  — I can't  go  on ; 

I'm  almo'^t  sorry  that  1 e’er  begun. 

CXVI. 

Oh  Plato ! rUto ! you  have  i»avcd  the  w.iy, 

With  your  confoundetl  fanla.sjcs,  to  mure 
Immoral  conduct  by  the  fancied  sway 

Your  system  feigns  o'er  the  contrullcss  coi« 

Of  human  hearts,  than  all  the  lung  array 
Of  poets  and  romancers : — You're  a iKire, 

A charlatan,  a coxcomb — and  have  been. 

At  best,  no  better  than  a go-between. 

cxvn. 

And  Julia's  voice  was  lost,  except  In  sighs, 

Until  too  late  for  useful  conversation ; 

The  tears  were  gushing  from  her  gentle  eyes, 

I wish,  indeed,  they  had  not  had  occasion; 

But  who,  alas  I can  love,  and  then  be  wbe  t 
Not  that  remorse  did  not  opp<»e  temptation  ; 

A little  still  she  strove,  and  much  repented. 

And  whispering  “ I will  ne’er  consent” — con>entcd, 

cxvni. 

'Tls  said  that  Xerxes  offer'd  a reward 

To  those  who  could  invent  him  a new  pleasure  : 
Methinks  the  requisition 's  rather  hard. 

And  must  have  cost  his  majesty  a treasure : 

For  my  port,  I 'm  a moderate-minded  bani. 

Fond  gf  a little  love  (which  I call  leisure); 

I care  not  for  new  pleasures,  as  the  old 
Are  quite  enough  for  me,  so  they  but  hold. 

CXIX. 

Oh  Pleasure  l you  ’re  indeed  a pleasant  thing, 
Although  one  must  be  damn'd  fur  you,  no  doubt ; 

I make  a resolution  every  spring 

Of  reformation,  ere  the  year  run  out. 

But  somehow,  this  my  vestal  vow  takes  wing, 

Tct  still,  I trust,  it  may  be  kept  throughout : 

I’m  very  sorry,  very  much  ashamed, 

And  mean,  next  winter,  to  be  quite  reclaim’d. 

cxx. 

Here  my  cha.ste  Muse  a liberty  must  take — 

Start  not  I still  chaster  reader  — she’ll  be  nl'.*e 
hencc- 

Fonrard,  and  there  Is  no  great  cau<e  to  quake ; 

This  liberty  is  a poetic  licence. 

Which  some  irregularity  may  make 

In  the  design,  and  as  1 have  a high  senst^ 

Of  Aristotle  and  the  Rules,  tls  fit 
To  beg  his  pardon  when  I err  a bit 

CXXI. 

This  licence  is  to  hope  the  rerider  will 

Suppose  from  June  the  sixth  (the  fatal  day. 
Without  whose  epoch  my  poetic  skill 

For  want  of  facts  would  ah  be  thrown  away), 

But  keeping  Julia  and  Don  Juan  still 

ln*sight,  that  several  months  have  pass’d;  well  say 
’Twas  In  Novemlwr,  but  I’m  not  so  sure 
About  the  day — the  era’s  more  obscure. 

of  our  external  exittence.  The  night  It  alto  a rellgloui  con- 
cern ; and  eren  more  to  —when  1 viewed  the  nuam  iml  ttari 
through  Hcrtchel't  teletcope,  and  saw  that  they  were  workJs.” 
Diary,  IS21.] 
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t fXXIL 

We  *11  Ulk  of  that  anoa. 'T  U sweet  to  bear 
At  midnlj{ht  oo  the  blue  aod  moonlit  deep 
The  sung  and  oar  of  Adria’s  gondolier. 

By  distance  mellow'd,  o'er  the  waters  sweep ; 

*T  U sweet  to  sec  the  evening  star  appear ; 

*TU  sweet  to  listen  as  the  night-winds  creep 
From  leaf  to  leaf ; ’tis  sweet  to  view  on  high 
The  ninbow,  baa^  oo  ocean,  span  the  sky. 

CXXIIL 

'T  U sweet  to  bear  the  watch-dog's  honest  bark 
Bay  deep-moath'd  welcome  as  we  draw  near  home ; 
f 'Tb  sweet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  will  mark 

Our  coming,  and  hmk  brighter  when  we  come;  ^ 
*T  U tweet  to  be  awaken'd  by  the  lark, 

I Or  lull'd  by  falling  waters ; sweet  the  hum 
I Of  bees,  the  voice  of  girls,  the  song  of  birds, 

I The  lUp  of  children,  and  their  earliest  words. 

exxiv. 

Sweet  is  the  vintage,  when  the  showering  grains 
In  Bacchanal  profusion  reel  to  earth, 

Purple  and  gushing : sweet  are  our  escapes 
I From  civic  revelry  to  rural  mirth  ; 

I Sweet  to  the  miser  are  his  glittering  heaps, 

I Sweet  to  the  father  is  bis  flrst'bom's  birth. 

Sweet  is  revenge — especially  to  women, 

I nUage  to  soldiers,  prize-money  to  seamen. 

exxv. 

Sweet  is  a legacy,  and  passing  sweet* 

The  unexpected  death  of  some  old  lady, 

, Or  gentleman  of  seventy  years  complete, 

I Who've  made  “ us  youth"  wait  too — too  long 
' already. 

For  an  estate,  nr  cash,  or  country  seat. 

Still  breaking,  but  with  stamina  so  steady, 

That  all  the  Israelites  are  fit  to  mob  Its 
I Next  owner  for  their  double-damn'd  post-obits.  * 

exxvi. 

I 'Tb  sweet  to  win,  no  matter  how,  one’s  laurels, 

By  blood  or  ink  ; 'tb  sweet  to  put  an  end 
To  strife;  'tb  sometimes  sweet  to  have  our  quamds, 

I Particularly  with  a tiresome  friend : 

I Sweet  is  old  wine  In  bottles,  ale  in  barrels ; 

Dear  b the  helpless  creature  we  defend 
I ' Against  the  world ; and  dear  the  schoolboy  spot 
' Wc  ne'er  forget,  though  there  wc  are  forgot. 

cxxvn. 

' But  sweeter  stUI  than  this,  than  these,  than  srl!, 

! Is  first  and  passionate  love  — it  stand>  aiun«. 

Like  Adam's  recollection  of  hb  fall ; 

The  tree  of  knowledge  has  bera  pluck'd — all's 
known  — 

And  life  yields  nothing  fu'lher  to  recall 
I Worthy  of  thb  ambrosial  sin,  so  shown, 

1 No  doubt  in  fable,  as  the  unforgiven 

Fire  which  Prometheus  filch'd  for  us  from  heaven. 

‘ Our  coming,  nor  look  brightly  tin  we  come."—  MS.] 

* ["  Sweet  Ua  lawsuit  to  tbeattofikey— sweet, "Ac.  — MS.] 

* t"  Who  ’»e  made  us  wait  — God  knows  how  long  already, 

I For  an  mtail'd  estate,  or  country-seat. 

Wishing  them  not  exactly  damn'd,  but  dr«d  — he 
Know  s nought  of  grief,  who  has  not  so  been  worried  — 

*Tls  strange  old  people  don't  like  tobeburi^" MS.] 

• fThe  “ Safety  Ijunp."  alter  long  retearenes  and  ionu- 
iDcrable  experiments,  was  at  length  in*eutod  by  the  Ute  Sir 


exxviu. 

Bfan 's  a strange  animal,  and  nukes  strange  use 
Of  hb  own  nature,  and  the  various  arts. 

And  likes  particularly  to  produce 

Some  new  experiment  to  show  hb  parts ; 

Thb  U the  age  of  oddities  let  loose. 

Where  different  talents  find  their  diffrirnt  marts  ; 
Tou'd  best  begin  with  truth,  and  when  you've  lust 
your 

Labour,  there's  a sure  market  for  imposture. 

CXXIX. 

What  (^posite  discoveries  we  have  seen  I 

(Signs  of  true  genius,  and  of  empty  i>ockrts.) 

One  makes  new  noses,  one  a guilluUne,  [sockets  . 

One  breaks  your  bones,  one  sots  them  in  their 
But  vacclxution  certainly  has  been 

A kind  antltbesb  to  Congreve's  rockets. 

With  which  the  Doctor  paid  off  an  old  pox. 

By  borrowing  a new  one  from  an  ox. 

exxx. 

Bread  has  been  made  (indifferent)  from  potatoes ; 

And  galvanism  has  sot  tome  corpses  grinning. 

But  has  not  answer'd  like  the  apparatus 
Of  the  Humane  Society's  beginning. 

By  which  men  are  unsu^ocattxl  gratis  s 

What  wondrous  new  machines  have  bte  been  spin- 
ning! 

I said  the  small-pox  has  gone  out  of  late  ; 

Perhaps  it  may  be  follow'd  by  the  great 

CXXXI. 

'T  b said  the  great  came  from  America ; 

Perhaps  it  may  set  out  on  its  return,— 

The  population  there  so  spreads,  they  say 
'Tb  grown  high  time  to  thin  it  In  its  turn. 

With  war,  or  plague,  or  famine,  any  way, 

So  that  civilisation  they  may  learn  ; 

And  which  In  ^a^'age  the  more  loath-^ome  evil  is  — 
Their  real  lues,  or  our  pscudo-syphllb  ? 

CXXXII. 

This  b the  patent  age  of  new  inventions 
For  killing  bodi<*»,  and  for  saving  souls. 

All  protuigated  with  the  best  intentions ; 

Sir  Humphry  Da\7’5  lanteni  *,  by  which  cuab 
Are  safely  tnine<l  fur  in  the  mode  he  mentions, 
Tombuctoo  travels,  voyages  to  the  Poles  * 

Are  ways  to  benefit  mankind,  as  true. 

Perhaps,  u shouting  them  at  Waterloo. 

CXXXIII. 

Man 's  a phenomenon,  one  knows  not  what. 

And  wonderful  beyond  all  wondrous  measure ; 

*T  b pity  though,  in  thb  sublime  worid,  that 
Pleasure 's  a sin,  and  sometimes  sin  *s  a pleasure ; ^ 
Few  mortab  know  what  end  they  would  be  at. 

But  whether  glory,  power,  or  love,  or  treasure. 

The  path  b through  perplexing  ways,  and  when 
The  goal  b gain'd,  we  die,  you  know — and  then 

Htimphry  Davy.  F.R.S.,  In  IBIS,  and  has.  no  doubt,  alrrailj 
preserred  thousands  of  mloers  frots  the  danger*  of  the  Qrr- 
damp.] 

* f Jarkion'*  Account  of  Tombuctoo,  the  great  Emporium 
of  Cmtral  Afrka.  — Narrative  of  Robert  Adams,  a Sailor.  — 
Dr.  Leyden’s  Discorerle*  In  Africa,  Ac.  Ac.  — Sir  Edward 
Parry's  three  expeditions.— C^ttala  Row's  Voyage  of  IM*- 
covery,  Ac.  *c.] 

* f"  Not  only  pleasure  'i  sin,  but  sin 's  a pleasure."—  NS.] 
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CXXXIT. 

I What  then  7 — I do  not  know,  no  more  do  you — 

I And  80  itood  nif(bt.  — Return  we  to  our  story : 

I Twas  in  November,  when  fine  days  arc  few. 

I And  the  Car  mountains  wax  a little  hoary, 

. And  clap  a white  cape  on  their  mantles  blue ; ^ 

And  the  sea  dashes  round  tbe  promontory, 

And  the  loud  breaker  boils  aj^ainst  the  rock. 

And  sober  suns  must  set  at  five  o'clock. 

cxxxv. 

I *T  was,  as  the  watchmen  say,  a cloudy  night ; < 

No  moon,  no  stars,  the  wind  was  low  or  loud 
Dy  gusU,  and  nrtany  a sparkling  hearth  was  bright 
With  the  piled  wckxI,  round  which  the  fiunily  crowd ; 
There's  something  cheerful  in  that  sort  of  light, 

[I  Even  as  a summer  sky's  without  a cloud : 

I'm  fond  of  lliw,  and  crickets,  and  all  that,^ 

A lobster  salad,  and  champagne,  and  chat. 

CXXXVL 

I 'Twas  midnight — Donna  Julia  was  In  bed, 

I Sleeping*  most  probably,  — when  at  her  door 
I Arose  a clatter  might  awake  the  dead, 

If  they  had  never  been  awoke  before, 

' And  that  they  have  been  so  we  all  have  read, 

' And  arc  to  be  so,  at  the  least,  once  more  ; — 

! The  door  was  fasten'd,  but  with  voice  and  fist 
First  knocks  were  heard,  then  **  Madam — Madam 
I — histl 

CXXXVIl. 

’ “ For  God's  sake.  Madam  — Madam  — hcrc'smymas- 
Wlth  more  than  half  the  city  at  his  back — [ter,& 
Was  ever  heard  of  such  a curst  disaster ! 

'T  is  not  my  fault  — I kept  good  watch  — Alack  I 
I Do  pray  undo  tbe  bolt  a little  faster — 

I They  're  on  the  stair  Just  now,  and  in  a crack 
Will  all  be  here  ; perhaps  he  yet  may  fly  — 

; Surely  the  window 's  not  so  eery  high  1 " 

cxxxvni. 

: By  this  time  Don  Alfonso  was  arrived. 

With  torches,  friends,  and  servants  in  great  number ; 
I Tbe  major  part  of  them  had  long  been  wived. 

And  then*fore  paused  not  to  disturb  the  slumbiT 
^ Of  any  wicked  woman,  who  contrived 
' By  stealth  her  husband’s  temples  to  encumber : 

' I Examples  of  this  kind  are  so  contagious, 

|[  Were  one  not  punish’d,  aU  would  be  outrageous. 

, CXXXIX. 

I can’t  tell  how,  or  why,  or  what  suspicion 
I Could  enter  into  Don  Alfonso's  head ; 

|‘  But  for  a cavalier  of  bis  condition 
I It  surely  was  exceedingly  ill.bred, 

I Without  a word  of  previous  admonition, 

I To  hold  a levee  round  his  lady’s  bed, 

I And  summon  lackeys,  arm'd  with  fire  and  sword, 

To  prove  himself  the  thing  he  most  abhorr'd. 
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CXL.  I 

Poor  Donna  Julia ! starting  as  from  sleep, 

(Mind — that  I do  not  say — she  had  not  slept), 
Began  at  once  to  scream,  and  yawn,  and  weep ; 

Her  maid,  Antonia,  who  was  an  adept,  \ 

Contrived  to  fling  the  bed-clothes  In  a heap,  ! 

As  If  she  had  just  now  from  out  them  crept : 

1 can't  tell  why  she  should  take  alt  this  trouble  1 

To  prove  her  mistresa  had  been  sleeping  double. 

CXLI. 

But  Julia  mistress,  and  Antonia  maid. 

Appear’d  like  two  poor  hannless  women,  who  I 
Of  goblins,  but  still  more  of  men  afraid. 

Had  thought  one  man  might  be  deterr'd  by  two, 

And  therefore  side  by  side  were  gently  laid. 

Until  the  hours  of  absence  should  run  through. 

And  truant  husband  should  return,  and  say,  ! 

**  My  dear,  1 was  the  first  who  came  away."  ' 

eXLU.  . 

Now  Julia  found  at  length  a voice,  and  cried,  j 

**  In  heaven’s  name,  l>on  Alfonso,  what  d'  ye  mean  7 
Has  madness  seised  you  ? would  that  1 bad  died 
Ere  such  a monster’s  victim  I had  been 
What  may  this  midnight  violence  betide, 

A sudden  fit  of  drunkenness  or  spleen  ? i 

Dare  you  suspect  me,  whom  tbe  thought  would  kill  7 
Search,  then,  the  room  i" — Alfonso  said,  **  1 vUl."  ' 

CXLIII.  I 

He  search 'd,  they  search'd,  and  rummaged  every wh  ere, 
Closet  and  clothes'  press,  chest  and  window-seat,  | 
And  found  much  linen,  lace,  and  several  pair  ) 

Of  stockings,  slippers,  brushes,  combs,  complete. 

With  other  articles  of  ladies  frir, 

To  keep  them  beautiful,  or  leave  them  neat : 

Arras  they  prick’d  and  curtains  with  their  swords. 

And  wounded  several  shutters,  and  some  boards. 

CXLIY. 

Under  the  bed  they  search'd,  and  there  they  found  ~ 
No  matter  what — it  was  not  that  they  sought; 

They  open'd  windows,  gaxlng  if  the  ground 

Had  signs  or  footmarks,  but  the  earth  said  nought ; 
And  then  they  stared  each  others'  faces  round : 

Tls  odd,  not  one  of  all  these  seekers  thought, 

And  seems  to  roe  almost  a sort  of  blunder. 

Of  looking  in  the  bed  u well  as  under. 

CXLV. 

During  this  Inquisition  Julia's  tongue^  [cried,  | 
Was  not  asleep— “ Yes,  search  and  search,"  ahe  I 
**  Insult  on  insult  heap,  and  wrong  on  wrong  I ' 

It  was  for  this  that  1 became  a bride  t 
For  this  in  silence  I have  suffer'd  long 
A husband  like  Alfonso  at  my  side ; 

But  now  I H bear  no  more,  nor  here  remain. 

If  there  be  law  or  lawyers  In  all  Spain. 


> fAnd  lose  in  shining  snow  tbHr  lummUs  blue/*— MS.] 

* f **  *T  was  midnight  — dark  oad  sombre  was  the  night," 

> ("And  supper,  ponch.gbost-storles.aDd such  chat."— MS.] 

* ["  Lady  Mary  W.  Montague  was  an  extraordinary  woman  ] 
she  could  truuUie  Epictetus,  and  yet  write  a soog  worthy  of 
Aristippus  — the  lines, 

* And  when  the  long  hours  of  tbe  publie  are  past. 

And  yrti  Tnet?t,  with  cbam(>agne  and  a chicken,  at  last. 
May  every  fond  pleasure  that  moment  endear  ! 
^banish'd  afar  both  discretion  aitd  fear  I * Ac.  Ac. 
There.  .Mr.  Bowles  I— what  say  you  to  such  a supper  with 
such  a woman  ? and  her  owu  deMriptiem  too  ? It  appears  to 


me  that  this  stanu  contains  the  purfe  of  the  whole  philosophy 
of  Epicurus."— /.orrf  Byron  to  Hr.  Buviet.} 

* i"  To-olght,  as  Counteu  GulocioU  observed  me  poring 
over  Don  Juan,  she  stumbled  by  mere  chance  on  the  >37tn 
stanza  of  the  First  Canto,  and  asked  me  what  it  meant.  1 told 
her,  * Nothing,  — but  your  husband  is  coming.'  As  1 said  this 
In  Italian  with  some  emphasis,  she  started  up  In  a fright,  aii4 
said,  * Oh.  my  God,  Is  he  coming  ? ’ thinking  it  was  her  own. 
You  may  suppoee  we  laughed  when  she  found  out  the  mis- 
take. You  will  be  amused,  as  I was  : — It  happened  not  three 
hours  ago.'*— i^yrou  iMterr,  Nov.  a.  1819.] 

* ["  Rre  I the  wife  of  such  a man  bad  been  ! **—  MS.] 

* [**  But  while  this  search  was  making,  Julia’s  tongue." 

— Ms.] 
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“ Tcs,  Don  Alfonso ! husband  now  no  more, 

If  ever  you  indeed  de«.T\  cd  the  name, 

Is't  worthy  of  your  years  ?— .you  have  threescore  — 
Fifty,  or  sixty,  It  Is  all  the  same  — 

Is’t  wise  or  fitting,  causeless  to  explore 

For  facts  ajiniinst  a virtuous  woman’s  fume? 
Ungrateful,  peourint,  barbarous  Don  Alfonso, 

How  dare  you  think  your  lady  would  go  on  so? 
eXUVIL 

*•  Ls  it  for  this  I have  disdain'd  to  hold 
The  common  privileees  of  my  sex  ? 

That  I have  chosen  a confessor  so  old 
And  deaf,  that  any  other  it  would  vex. 

And  never  once  he  has  had  cause  to  scold, 

But  found  my  very  innocence  pendex 
So  much,  he  always  doubled  I was  married — 

How  Sony  you  will  be  when  I’ve  miscarried ! 

CXLVIII. 

« Was  It  for  this  that  no  Curtejol  e’er 
I yet  have  chosen  from  out  the  youth  of  Seville  ? 
Is  it  for  this  I scarce  went  anywhere. 

Except  to  bull-tltzhts,  mass,  play,  rotit,  and  revel  ? 
Is  It  for  IhU,  whate'er  my  suitors  were, 

I favour’d  none  — nay,  was  almost  uncivil  ? 

Is  It  for  this  that  (General  Count  O’Reilly, 

Who  took  Algiers  ^ declares  I used  him  vilely  ? 
CXLIX. 

“ Did  not  the  Italian  Musico  Cazzani 

Sing  at  my  heart  fix  months  at  least  in  vain  ? 

Did  not  his  countryman.  Count  Comlanl, 

Call  me  the  only  virtuous  wife  in  Spain  7 
Were  there  not  also  Russians,  English,  many  7 
The  Count  StrongstroganolT  I put  in  pain, 

And  Lord  Mount  Coffeehouse,  the  Irish  peer, 

Who  kill’d  hims<lf  for  love  (with  wine)  last  year. 

CL. 

“ Have  I not  had  two  bishops  at  my  f'ot  ? 

The  Duke  of  Ichar,  aiul  Don  Feman  Nunez; 

And  Is  it  thus  a faithful  wife  you  treat  ? 

I wonder  in  wh.it  quarter  now  the  moon  Is : 

1 praise  your  vast  forbearance  not  to  beat 
Me  also,  since  the  time  so  opportune  is  — 

Oh,  valiant  man  1 with  sword  drawn  anil  cock’d  trigger. 
Now,  tell  me,  don’t  you  cut  a pretty  figure  7 
CLI. 

« Was  It  for  this  you  took  your  sudden  journey, 
Under  pretence  of  bmincss  indispensable 
With  that  sublime  of  rascals  your  attorney, 

Whom  I sec  standing  there,  and  looking  sensible 
Of  having  play’d  the  fool  7 though  both  I spurn,  he 
Deserves  the  worst,  bis  conduct’s  less  defensible, 
Because,  no  douiit,  ’t  w.is  for  his  dirt)'  fee, 

And  not  from  any  love  to  you  nor  me. 

CLII. 

**  If  he  comes  here  to  take  a deposition. 

By  .'ill  means  let  the  gentleman  proceed  ; 

You ’ve  made  the  apartment  in  a fit  condition : — 
There’s  pen  and  ink  for  you,  sir,  when  you  need — 
Let  everything  be  noted  with  precision, 

1 would  not  you  for  nothing  should  be  fec'd  — 
But,  as  my  maid ’s  undrest,  pray  turn  your  spies  out. " 
**  Oh  I"  sobb’d  Antonia,  “ I could  tear  their  eyes  out** 

1 'The  Spanish  **  Cortejo  '*  Is  much  the  tame  at  the  Italian 
“ Cavalier  Serrentc.'* 

* Donna  Julia  here  made  a mlitake.  Cr>unt  O'Reilly  did 
not  Uke  Algicri  — but  Algicrt  very  nearly  took  him’:  he 


CLHI.  I 

“ There  Is  the  closet,  there  the  toilet,  there 
The  antechamber — search  them  under,  over; 

There  Is  the  sofa,  there  the  great  arm-chair,  I 

The  chimney  — which  would  really  hold  a lover.  * | 

I wish  to  sleep,  and  beg  you  will  take  care  j 

And  make  no  further  noise,  till  you  discover 
The  secret  cavern  of  this  lurking  treasure — 

And  when ’t  is  found,  let  me,  too,  have  that  pleasure. 
CLIV. 

“ And  now,  Hidalgo  1 now  that  you  have  thrown 
Doubt  upon  me,  confusion  over  all. 

Pray  have  the  courtesy  to  make  it  known 

WTin  is  the  man  you  search  for?  how  d’ye  call 
Him  ? what’s  his  lineage  ? let  him  but  be  shown  — 

I hope  he 's  young  and  handsome  — Is  he  tall  ? 

Tell  me — and  be  assured,  that  since  jdu  stain 
My  honour  thus,  it  shall  not  be  in  vain. 

CLV. 

“ At  least,  perhaps  he  has  ndt  sixty  yean. 

At  that  age  he  would  l>e  too  old  for  slaughter, 

Or  for  80  young  a husband’s  jealous  fe.'U'S — 

(Antonia  t let  me  have  a glass  of  water.) 

I am  ashamed  of  having  shed  these  tears. 

They  are  unworthy  of  my  father’s  tlaughter ; 

My  mother  dream *d  not  fn  my  natal  hour, 

That  1 should  fall  into  a monster’s  power. 

CLVL 

“ Perhaps  'tis  of  Antonia  you  are  jealous. 

You  saw  that  she  was  sleeping  by  my  side, 

When  you  broke  In  upon  m with  your  fellows : 

I>ook  where  you  please  — we ’ve  nothing,  sir,  to  hide ; 
Only  another  time,  I trust,  you  11  tell  us, 

Or  for  the  sake  of  decencj’  abide 
A moment  at  the  door,  that  we  may  be  . 

Drest  to  receive  so  much  good  company. 

CLVIT. 

**  And  now,  sir,  I have  done,  and  say  no  more  ; i 

The  little  I have  said  may  ser\'c  to  show 
The  guileless  heart  in  silence  may  grieve  o’er 
The  wrongs  to  whose  exposure  it  Is  slow : — 

I leave  you  to  your  con.«dence  as  before,  [ 

‘T  will  one  day  a^k  you  w/iy  you  used  me  so  ? ' 

God  grant  you  feel  not  then  the  bitterest  grief!—  ! 

Antonia!  where’s  ray  pocket-haniikcrchicf?"  ' 

CLVni.  I 

She  ceased,  and  turn’d  upon  her  pillow ; pale  1 

She  lay,  her  dark  eyes  flashing  through  their  tears, 
Like  skies  that  rain  and  lighten;  as  a veil,  >' 

Waved  and  o’ershading  her  wan  cheek,  appears  I 
Her  streaming  hair ; the  black  curls  strive,  but  foil,  ( 
To  hide  the  glos^  shoulder,  which  uprears  I 

Its  snow  through  all ; — her  soft  Ups  lie  apart,  J 

And  louder  than  her  breathing  beats  her  heart.  i 

cLix.  : 

The  Senhor  Don  Alfonso  stootl  confused  ; , 

Antonia  bustled  round  the  ransack’d  room. 

And,  turning  up  her  nose,  with  looks  abusetl 
Her  master,  and  his  mjTmldons  of  whom 
Not  one,  except  the  attorney,  was  amuseil ; 

He,  like  Achates,  falthftil  to  the  tomb,  I 

So  there  were  quarrels,  cared  not  for  the  cause,  I 

Knowing  they  must  be  settled  by  the  laws.  | 

and  hU  army  and  fleet  retreated  with  grral  lo«t.  and  not  I; 

I much  credit,  from  before  that  city.  In  the  year  1774.  ' 

* (**  The  chimney  — flt  retreat  for  any  loter ! **  — MS.]  1 ' 
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CLX. 

With  prylni;  snub-no««,  and  small  f jres,  he  Mood, 
Kollowinff  Antonia*!  motions  here  and  there. 

With  much  suspicion  in  his  attitude; 

For  reputations  he  had  little  care ; 

So  that  a suit  or  action  were  made  good. 

Small  pitjr  had  he  fur  the  young  and  Ikir, 

' And  ne’er  bclieTed  in  negatives,  till  these 
Were  proved  by  competent  false  witnesses. 

CLXI. 

But  Don  Alfonso  stood  with  downcast  looks. 

And,  truth  to  say,  he  made  a foolish  figure ; 

^^'hen,  after  searching  in  five  hundred  n(x>ks, 

! And  treating  a young  wife  with  so  much  rigour, 

: ( He  gain’d  no  point,  except  some  self-rebukes, 

AddiKl  to  those  his  lady  with  such  vigour 
I Had  iwur’ti  u|>an  him  for  the  last  half-hour, 

I Quick,  thick,  and  heavy — as  a thunder-shower. 

I CLXII. 

I At  first  he  trle«l  to  hammer  an  excuse, 

I To  which  the  sole  reply  was  tears,  and  sobs. 

And  imlicatlons  of  hysterics,  whow? 

Prologue  is  always  certain  thrues,  and  throbs, 

; Gasps,  and  whatever  else  the  owners  chouse : 

Alfonso  saw  his  wife,  and  thought  of  dub’s ; 

! He  saw  too,  in  perspective,  her  relations. 

And  then  he  tried  to  muster  all  bU  i^ativnce. 

cLxm. 

He  stood  in  act  to  speak,  or  rather  stammer. 

But  sage  Antonia  cut  him  short  before 
The  anvil  of  his  speech  received  the  hammer. 

With  “ Pray,  sir,  leave  the  room,  and  say  no  more, 
' Or  madam  dies.” — Alfonso  rautU'r'd,  “ I> — n her,” 

I But  nothing  else,  the  time  of  words  waa  o’er; 

, He  cast  a ruefhl  look  or  two,  and  did. 

He  knew  not  wherefore,  that  which  he  was  bid. 

I CLXIV. 

I With  him  retired  his  ^ posse  comitatvs*’' 

The  attorney  last,  who  linger'd  near  the  door 
Reluctantly,  still  tarrying  there  as  late  as 
I Antonia  let  him  ■ — not  a little  sore 
[ At  this  most  strange  and  unexplain'd  **  hiatus" 

In  Don  Alfonso's  facts,  which  just  now  wure 
An  awkw.ard  look  ; as  he  revolved  the  case, 

The  door  was  fasten’d  in  hU  legal  face. 

; CLXV. 

■ No  sooner  was  it  bolted,  than  — Ob  shame  1 
Oh  sin  I Oh  sorrow  I and  Oh  womankind  I 
How  can  you  do  such  things  and  keep  your  fame. 
Unless  this  world,  and  t'  other  too,  be  blind  ? 
Nothing  so  dear  as  an  unfllch'd  good  name ! 

But  to  proceed  — for  there  Is  more  behind : 

With  much  heartfelt  reluctance  be  it  said, 

Young  Juan  slipp'd,  half-smotbcr'd,  from  the  bed. 

CLXVI. 

He  bad  been  hid  — I don't  pitdcnd  to  say 
How,  nor  can  1 indeed  describe  the  where  — 
Young,  slcmUr,  and  pack’d  easily,  he  lay, 

No  doubt,  in  little  compas.s  round  or  s<iuare  ; 

But  pity  him  1 neither  must  nor  may 
His  Bulfocation  by  that  pretty  i>air; 

T were  better,  sure,  to  die  so,  than  be  shut 
With  maudlin  Clarence  in  his  Malmsey  butt  i 

I f ‘■tJumbeput 

To  drown  with  Clarence  hi  hU  Malmiey  butC.**— >18.] 

0- 


cLxvn. 

And,  secondly,  I pity  not  because 
He  had  no  business  ^ commit  a sin. 

Forbid  by  heavenly,  fined  by  human  laws, 

At  least 't  was  rather  early  to  begin ; 

But  at  sixteen  the  conscience  rarely  gnaws 
So  much  as  when  wc  call  our  old  debu  in 
At  sixty  years,  and  draw  the  accompta  of  evil, 

And  find  a deuced  balance  with  the  devlL* 

CLXVHL 

Of  his  position  I can  give  no  notion  : 

T Is  written  in  the  Hebrew  Chronicle, 

I How  the  physicians,  leaving  pUl  and  |K>tion, 

Prescribed,  by  way  of  blister,  a young  belle, 

\Vhcn  old  King  David's  blood  grew  dull  In  motion, 

And  that  tbc  medicine  amwer'd  very  well ; 

Perhaps 't  was  in  a different  way  applie<l, 

For  David  lived,  but  Juan  nearly  died. 

CLXtX. 

What 's  to  be  done  ? Alfonso  will  be  back 
The  moment  be  has  sent  his  fools  away. 

Antonia’s  skill  was  put  ui*oji  the  rack,  ' 

But  no  device  could  be  brought  into  phiy — ji 

And  how  to  parry  the  renew’d  attack  ? j* 

Besides,  it  wanted  but  few  hours  of  day : j 

Antonia  puzzleil ; Julia  did  not  speak,  I 

But  press'd  her  bloodless  lip  to  Juan's  cheek.  | 

CLXX. 

He  turn'd  bis  lip  to  hers,  and  with  his  hand 

Call'd  back  the  tangles  of  her  wandering  hair ; i 
Kven  then  their  love  they  could  not  all  command,  j 
And  half  forgot  their  danger  and  despair:  I 

Antonia’s  patience  now  was  at  a stand — ^ 

“ Come,  come,  *t  Is  no  time  now  for  fouling  there,"  i 
She  whisper’d,  in  great  wnith  — “ 1 must  deposit  j 
This  pretty  gentleman  within  the  closet:  { 

CLXXI.  1, 

*♦  Pray,  keep  your  nonsen»«.'  for  some  luckier  night  — | 
Who  can  have  put  my  m;istcr  in  this  rntxai  ? j 

What  will  become  on  *t — I 'm  in  such  a fright. 

The  devil 's  in  the  urchin,  and  no  good  — 

Is  this  a time  for  giggling  ? this  a plight  ? 

Why,  don't  you  know  that  It  may  end  in  blood  ? 

You  11  lose  your  life,  and  1 shall  lu^  my  place,  ! 

My  mistress  all,  for  that  half-girlish  fat*e. 

CLXXn.  j 

Had  it  but  been  for  a stout  cavalier  | 

Of  twenty-five  or  thirty  — (come,  make  h.i5le)  I 
But  for  a child,  what  piece  of  work  Is  here  1 t ' 

I really,  madam,  wonder  at  your  taste  — . 

(Come,  sir,  get  in)  — my  master  must  be  near : j ; 

There,  for  the  pn*sent,  at  the  least,  he ’s  fiisf,  |j 

And  if  we  can  but  till  the  morning  keep 
Our  counsel — (Juan,  mind,  you  must  not  sleep.  )**  | 

j cLxxin. 

Now,  Don  Alfonso  entering,  hut  alone,  | 

Closed  the  oration  of  the  tnu*ty  maid  ; ! 

She  loiter'd,  and  he  told  her  to  be  gone,  i 

An  order  somewhat  sullenly  obey'd;  If 

However,  present  remedy  was  none,  ! 

And  no  great  good  seem’d  an.swer'd  if  she  staid  ; | 

Regarding  both  with  slow  and  sidelong  view,  j 

She  snuff'd  the  candle,  curtsied,  and  withdrew. 

s f “ And  reckon  up  our  balance  with  the  deTU."  — MS.J 

L-.-: A 
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CANTO  I. 


C)06 


CLXXIV. 

Alfon<«o  paused  a minute  — then 

Some  strange  excuses  for  his  late  proceeding ; 

He  would  not  Justify  what  he  bad  done* 

To  saj'  the  best,  it  was  extreme  Ill-breeding; 

But  there  were  ample  reasons  for  it.  none 
(>f  which  he  spi'clhed  In  this  his  pleading : 

Ills  speech  was  a line  sample,  on  the  whole. 

Of  rhetoric,  which  the  leam'd  cadi  **  riffmarolr." 

CLXXV. 

Julia  said  nought ; though  all  the  while  there  rose 
A ready  answer,  which  at  once  enables 
A matron,  who  her  husband's  foible  knows. 

By  a few  timely  words  to  turn  the  tables, 

Which,  if  it  does  not  silence.  slUl  must  pose,  — 

Even  if  it  should  comprise  a pock  of  &ble$; 

‘T  is  to  retort  with  firmness,  and  when  he 
Suspects  with  <me,  do  you  reproach  with  three. 

CLXXVI, 

Julia,  in  fact,  had  tolerable  grounds, 

Alfonso's  loves  with  Ines  were  well  known  ; 

But  whether 't  was  that  one’s  own  guilt  confounds  — 
But  that  can't  be,  as  has  been  often  shown, 

A lady  with  apologies  aboonds  ; — 

It  might  l)e  that  her  silence  sprang  alone 
From  delicacy  to  Don  Juan's  ear, 

To  whom  she  knew  bis  mother's  ftroc  was  dear. 

CLXXVir. 

There  might  be  one  mure  motive,  which  makes  two ; 

Alfonso  ne'er  to  Juan  had  alluded,  — 

Mention'd  his  jealousy,  but  never  who 
Had  been  the  happy  lover,  he  concluded, 

Conceal'd  amongst  hbt  premises;  'tis  true, 

His  mind  the  more  o'er  this  its  mystery  brooded ; 
To  speak  of  Ines  now  were,  one  may  say. 

Like  throwing  Juan  in  Alfonso's  way. 

CLXXVIIL 

A hint,  in  tender  cases,  U enough ; 

Silence  is  best : bosldes,  there  is  a tact  — 

(That  modern  phrase  appears  to  me  sad  stuiT, 

But  it  will  serve  to  keep  my  verse  compact)  — 
Which  keeiM,  when  push’d  by  questions  rather  rough, 
A lady  alwa^'S  distant  from  the  fact : 

The  charming  creatures  lie  with  such  a grace, 

There  *s  nothing  so  becoming  to  the  face. 

CLXXIX. 

They  blush,  and  we  believe  them ; at  least  I 
Have  always  done  so ; 't  Is  of  no  great  use. 

In  any  case,  attempting  a reply. 

For  then  their  eloquence  grows  quite  profuse ; 

And  when  at  length  they  're  out  of  breath,  they  sigh, 
And  cast  their  languid  eyes  down,  and  let  louse 
A tear  or  two,  and  then  we  make  It  up ; 

And  then  — and  then  — and  then  — sit  down  and  lup. 

CLXXX. 

Alfonso  closed  bis  speech,  and  begg*d  her  pardon. 
Which  Jull.1  half  withheld,  and  then  half  granted. 
And  laid  conditions  he  thought  very  hard  on, 
Denying  several  litUe  things  be  wanted : 

1 [“  With  base  futpidon  now  no  longer  haunted.'*— MSO 

* TFor  the  Incident  of  the  shon.  Lord  Byron  was  probabiy 
iitdrblcd  to  the  Scottith  ballad,— 

“ Our  goodntan  c.une  hanie  at  e’en,  and  hame  came  he, 
lie  spy'd  a pair  of  Jack-buots  wbwe  nae  boots  should  be. 


He  stood  like  Adam  lingering  near  his  garden,  j 

With  useless  penitence  perplex’d  and  haunted,^ 
Beseeching  she  no  further  would  refuse,  | 

When,  lo ! be  stumbled  o'er  a pair  of  shoes.  { 

CLXXXL  I 

A pair  of  shoes : ! — what  then  ? not  much.  If  they  | 
Are  such  as  6t  with  ladies'  feet,  but  these  jj 

(No  one  can  tell  bow  much  I grieve  to  say)  ! 

Were  masculine;  to  see  them,  and  to  seise,  ' 

Was  but  a moment's  act  — Ah  1 wcU-a-day  I ! 

My  teeth  begin  to  chatter,  my  veins  freexe ! I 

Alfonso  Ant  examined  well  their  fashion,  I 

And  then  flew  out  into  another  passion.  | 

CLXXXII. 

He  left  the  room  for  his  relinquish'd  sword, 

And  Julia  instant  to  the  closet  flew. 

**  Fly,  Juan,  fly ! for  heaven's  sake-:— not  a word— > 

The  door  Is  open — you  may  yet  slip  through 
The  passage  you  so  often  have  explored  — • 

Here  b the  garden-key  — Fly  — fly  — Adieu  I | 

Haste— haste!  I hear  Alfonso's  hurrying  feet — j 
Day  has  not  broke  — there ’s  no  one  In  the  street.**  j 

CLXXXIII.  I 

None  can  say  that  this  was  not  goo<l  advice,  , 

The  only  mischief  was,  it  came  too  late ; 

Of  all  experience 't  is  the  usual  price, 

A sort  of  income-tax  laid  on  by  fate : 

Juan  bod  reach'd  the  ruom-duor  In  a trice, 

And  might  have  dune  so  by  the  garden-gate,  t 

But  met  Alfonso  in  his  dressing-gown,  1 

Who  threaten’d  death  — so  Juan  knock'd  him  down. 

CLXxxrv.  I 

Dire  was  the  scuffle,  and  out  went  the  light ; I 

Antonia  crietl  out  “ IUi)e  1 *’  and  Julia  *•  Fire ! ** 

But  not  a servant  stlrr'd  to  aid  the  fight.  j 

Alfonso,  pommcll’d  to  his  heart’s  desire,  1 1 

Swore  lustily  he ’d  be  revenged  this  night ; I- 

And  Juan,  too,  blasphemed  an  octave  higher ; I 
HU  blood  was  up:  though  young,  he  was  a Tartar, 

And  not  at  all  disposed  to  prove  a martyr.  1 1 

CLXXXV.  I 

Alfonso's  sword  had  dropp'd  ere  he  could  draw  li,  ' ' 
And  they  continued  battling  hand  to  hanxi. 

For  Juan  very  luckily  ne’er  saw  It ; ' 

UU  temper  not  being  under  great  command,  ' 

If  at  that  moment  he  bad  chanced  to  claw  it, 

Alfonso's  days  had  not  been  in  the  land  | j 

Much  longer.  — Think  of  husbands',  lovers'  lives!  1 
And  how  ye  may  be  doubly  widows  — wives  I j 

CLXXXYL  : 

Alfonso  grappled  to  detain  the  foe,  I 

And  Juan  throttled  him  to  get  away. 

And  blood  ('t  was  from  the  nose)  began  to  flow ; 

At  last,  as  they  more  faintly  wrestling  lay, 

Juan  contrived  to  give  an  awkwani  blow, 

And  then  his  only  garment  quite  gave  way ; 

He  fled,  like  Joseph,  leaving  it ; but  there, 

1 doubt,  all  likeness  ends  between  the  pair.  ' 

Whst  ’•  this  now,  goodwito  I ’i  this  I see  ? ! 

How  cam*  these  boots  there,  without  the  leave  o' me  I 
Boots  I quo*  she : 

Ay,  boots,  quo'  he. 

Shams  fa*  your  ruckotd  face,  and  ill  mat  ye  see. 

It  'a  but  a i^r  of  water  str>ups  the  oiopcr  sent  to  me,'*  Ac.  J 
— Sn  Johnson’s  ilmtcai  Muteum,  v^.  v.  p.  4GS.j  I 
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DON  JUAN, 


|i  CLxxxvir. 

\ Lights  came  at  length,  ami  men,  and  maids,  who  found 
1 An  awkward  spectacle  their  eyes  before} 

Antonia  in  hysterics,  Julia  swoon'd. 

Alfonso  leaning,  breathless,  by  the  door ; 

' Some  half'tom  draiK*ry  scatter'd  on  the  ground. 

Some  blood,  and  several  footsteps,  but  no  more : 
Juan  the  gate  gain'd,  turn'd  the  key  about. 

And  liking  not  the  Inside,  lock'd  the  out. 

( CLXXXVIII. 

. Here  ends  this  canto.  — Need  1 sing,  or  say. 

How  Juan,  naked,  favour’d  by  the  night. 

Who  favours  what  she  should  not,  found  his  way,  > 
j:  And  reach’d  his  home  In  an  unseemly  plight  ? 

I The  pleasant  scandal  which  arose  next  day. 

I The  nine  days'  wonder  which  was  brought  to  light, 

J And  how  Alfonso  sued  for  a divorce, 
j I Were  in  the  English  newspapers,  of  course. 

1 CLXXXIX. 

1 If  you  would  like  to  sec  the  whole  proceefllngs. 

The  depositions,  and  the  cause  at  full, 

The  names  of  all  the  witnesses,  the  pleadings  , 

I ' Of  counsel  to  nonsuit,  or  to  annul, 

' There 's  more  than  one  edition,  and  the  readings 
: ! Are  various,  but  they  none  of  them  arc  dull : 

The  best  Is  that  in  short-hand  ta’en  by  Gumey,  * 

[,  Who  to  Madrid  on  purpose  made  a Journey. 

i cxc. 

I But  Donna  Ines,  to  divert  the  train 
I Uf  one  of  the  most  circ'ulating  scandals 
I That  had  for  centuries  been  known  In  S(ialn, 

' At  least  since  the  retirement  of  the  Vandals,  s 
' First  vow’d  (and  never  had  she  vow’d  in  vain) 

To  Vintin  Mary  several  pounds  of  candles  ; 

I And  then,  by  the  advhe  uf  some  old  lailies, 

' She  sent  her  son  to  be  shipp’d  off  from  Cadiz. 

|l  CXCl. 

^ She  had  resolved  that  he  should  travel  through 
Ail  European  climes,  by  land  or  sea, 

I ' To  mend  hU  former  morals,  and  get  new, 

Especially  in  France  and  Italy, 

(At  least  this  Is  the  thing  most  people  do.) 

Julia  was  sent  Into  a convent : she 
Grieved,  but,  perhaps,  her  feelings  may  be  better 
' Shown  In  the  following  copy  of  her  Letter : — 

I CXC  II. 

I **  They  tell  me 't  Is  decided  you  depart : 

*Tb  wise  — 'tis  well,  but  not  the  less  a pain  } 

I 1 have  no  further  claim  on  your  young  heart, 
i<  Mine  is  the  vicUm,  and  would  be  again : 

• ['*  Found— heaven  knows  how — his  solitary  way,"  Ac.— 

MS.J 

* (William  Brodle  Gurney.  F.sq..  the  eminent  short-hand 
writer  Co  tho  houses  of  parliament.] 

3 ['*  Since  Roderick’s  Goths,  or  older  Gensertc*s  Vandals." 
-MS.] 

* C'  Qua  Ivs  hommes  sont  heureux  d’aller  4 la  guerre, 
d'oxposer  leur  vie,  de  se  Hvrer  ft  I'enthouiiasrae  de  Thonneur 
rt  du  danger  I Mais  il  n'y  a ricn  au  dehors  qul  soulage  ies 
femmes . " — Corimtf.} 

> (••  • To  mourn  alone  the  love  which  has  undone.' 

Or, 

* To  lift  our  fatal  love  to  God  from  man.' 

Take  that  « hlch,  of  these  three,  seems  the  best  prescription," 

* (We  have  an  Indelicate,  hut  very  clever  scene,  of  the 

young  Juan's  concealment  in  the  bed  of  an  amorous  raatrop. 


To  love  too  much  has  been  the  only  art 

1 used  ;~1  write  in  haste,  and  if  a stain  j 

Be  on  this  sheet,  't  U not  what  It  appears ; I 

My  eyeballs  bum  and  throb,  but  have  no  tears. 

CXCIII. 

**  I loved,  I love  you,  for  this  love  have  lost 

State,  station,  heaven,  mankind's,  my  own  esteem. 
And  yet  can  not  regret  what  it  hath  cost. 

So  dear  Is  still  the  memory  of  that  dream ; 

Tet,  if  1 name  my  guilt,  'tU  not  to  boast. 

None  can  deem  harshlicr  of  me  than  I deem ; 

I trace  this  scrawl  because  1 cannot  rest  — 

I 've  nothing  to  reproach,  or  to  retjuest 

CXCIT.  ; 

“ Man’s  love  Is  of  man's  life  a thing  apart, 

*Tls  woman's  whole  existence;  man  may  range 
The  court,  camp,  church,  the  vessel,  and  the  mart ; 

Sword,  gown,  gain,  glury,  offer  In  exchange 
Pride,  fame,  ambition,  to  tiu  up  his  heart. 

And  few  there  are  whom  the«  can  not  estrange  ; 

; Men  have  idl  these  resources,  wc  but  one,^ 

To  love  again  s,  and  be  again  undone.  ^ 

cxcv. 

**  Tou  will  proceed  In  pleasure,  and  In  pride. 

Beloved  and  loving  many ; all  is  o’er 
For  me  on  earth,  except  some  yean  to  hide 

My  shame  and  sorrow  deep  In  my  heart’s  core ; 
These  1 could  bear,  but  cannot  cast  aside 
The  passion  which  still  rages  as  before,— 

And  so  farewell  — forgive  me,  love  me — No, 

That  woed  b idle  now — but  let  It  go.  ? 

exeVT. 

" My  breast  has  been  all  weakness,  b so  yet ; 

But  still  I think  I can  collect  my  mind  ;* 

My  blood  still  rushes  where  ray  spirit 's  set. 

As  roll  the  waves  before  the  settled  wind ; 

My  heart  b feminine,  nor  can  forget  — 

To  all,  except  one  image,  madly  blind ; 

So  shakes  the  needle,  and  so  stands  the  pole. 

As  vibrates  my  fond  heart  to  my  fix’d  soul.  ^ 

CXCVII. 

**  I have  no  more  to  say,  but  linger  still. 

And  dare  not  set  my  seal  upon  this  sheet. 

And  yet  1 may  as  well  the  txuk  fulfil. 

My  misery  can  scarce  be  more  complete ; 

I had  not  lived  till  now,  could  sorrow  klU ; [meet. 
Death  shuns  the  wretch  who  fain  the  blow  would 
And  I must  even  survive  thb  last  adieu. 

And  bear  with  life,  to  love  and  pray  for  you  1 " 

and  of  the  torrent  of  rattling  and  audAcious  eloquence  with 
which  she  repels  the  too  just  suspiefoni  of  her  Jealous  lord. 
All  this  Is  merely  comic.  Olid  a little  coarse:  — but  then  the 
poet  chooses  to  make  this  shameless  and  abandoned  woman 
address  to  her  young  gallant  an  epistle  breathing  the  very 
spirit  of  warm,  devot^,  pure,  and  unalterable  love  — thus 
profaning  the  holiest  language  of  the  heart,  and  indirectly 
associating  it  with  the  most  hateful  and  degrading  scniuallsm. 
Thus  are  our  notions  of  right  and  wrong  at  once  confounded 
— nur  conBdenceln  virtue  shaken  to  the  foundation— and  our 
reliance  on  truth  and  fidelity  at  an  end  for  ever.  Of  this  it  is 
that  we  complain. -Jirraav.] 

(fatal  now  y 

f [Or,"ThatwordisJloit  for  me>— but  letitgo.”— MS.] 

C deadly  now) 

* ("  I struggle,  but  can  not  collect  my  mind.”— MS. J 

* (“  As  turns  the  needle  trembling  to  the  pole 

U nc’ercan  reach  — so  turns  to  you  my  MS.] 
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CXCVIU. 

Tbif  note  was  written  upon  gilt-edged  paper 
With  a neat  little  crow.qtiill,  slight  and  new  ;i 
Her  small  white  hand  could  hardly  reach  the  taper, 
It  trembled  as  magnetic  needles  do, 

And  yet  she  did  not  let  one  tear  escape  her ; 

The  seal  a sun-Hower;  EUe  eour  tuit  jiartout”'^ 
The  motto  cut  upon  a white  cornelian  ; 

The  wax  was  superllne,  lU  hue  vermilion. 

CXCIX. 

This  was  Don  Juan's  ^liest  scrape  ; hut  whether 
I shall  proceed  witi)  his  adventures  is 
Dependent  on  the  public  altogether ; 

Well  see,  however,  what  they  say  to  this. 

Their  favour  in  an  author’s  cap's  a feather, 

And  no  great  mischief’s  done  b>-  their  caprice ; 
And  If  their  approbation  we  experience, 
i'erbaps  lliey’U  have  some  ntore  about  a year  hence. 

CC. 

My  poem 's  epic,  and  is  meant  to  be 

Divided  in  twelve  books;  each  book  containing. 
With  love,  and  war,  a heavy  gale  at  sea,^ 

A list  of  ships,  and  captains,  and  kings  reigidug. 
New  characters  ; the  eplnKles  are  three ; * 

A panoramic  view  of  hell's  in  training, 

After  the  style  of  Virgil  and  of  Homer, 

$o  that  my  name  of  Epic’s  no  misnomer.  ^ 

CCI. 

All  these  things  will  be  specified  In  tune. 

With  strict  regard  to  Aristotle's  ntles, 

The  Vade  Mecum  of  the  true  sublime, 

^^'h^ch  makes  so  many  poets,  and  sotnc  fools : 
Prose  poets  like  blank-verse,  1 'm  fond  of  rhyme. 
Good  workmen  never  quarrel  with  their  tools ; 
I’ve  got  new  mythological  machinery. 

And  vciy  handwme  supernatural  scenery.  ® 


ecu. 

There's  only  one  slight  diflerence  between 
Me  and  my  epic  brethren  gone  before. 

And  here  the  advantage  U my  own,  I ween  ; 

(Not  that  I have  not  several  merits  more. 

But  this  will  more  peculiarly  be  seen); 

They  so  embellish,  that  'tis  quite  a bore 
Their  labyrinth  of  fables  to  thread  through. 

Whereas  this  story 's  actually  true. 

CCIIL 

If  any  person  doubt  It,  I appeal 
To  histoi*}’,  tradition,  and  to  facts. 

To  newspaiwrs,  whose  truth  all  know  and  fotd. 

To  plays  in  five,  and  oi>cras  in  three  acts 
All  these  confirm  my  statement  a goo«l  deal. 

But  that  which  more  completely  fiilth  exacts 
D,  that  myseif,  and  several  now  in  Sovilie, 

Saw  Juan’s  last  elopement  with  the  devil. 

cciv. 

If  ever  1 should  condescend  to  prose. 

I’ll  write  poetical  citmmandments,  which 
Shall  supersede  beyond  all  doubt  all  those 
That  went  before;  in  these  1 shall  enrich 
My  text  with  many  things  that  no  one  knows. 

And  carry  precept  to  the  highest  pitch ; 

I’ll  cull  the  work  “ Longinus  o'er  a Bottle,* 

Or,  Jtvery  Poet  his  own  Aristotle.'* 

I CCV. 

Thou  shalt  l)clievc  In  MDlon,  Drydcn,  Pope ; 

I Thou  shall  not  set  up  Wordsworth,  Coleridge, 
Southey ; 

Because  the  first  b crazed  beyond  all  ho;>e. 

The  second  drunk,  the  thirdsoquaint  and  mouthy:® 
With  Crabbe  It  may  be  difficult  to  co;*e, 

And  Campbell’s  lllppocrene  is  somewhat  drouthy: 
Thou  shalt  not  steal  from  Samuel  Rogers,  nor 
j Commit  — flirtation  with  the  muse  of  Moure. 


< with  ancat  crow-quill,  rather  hard,  but  dcw.**  — MS.] 

* (Lord  HjTon  had  bluxelf  a ical  bc.tr1ng  thli  motto.] 

* (“  For  your  tempest,  lake  Euru».  Zephyr,  Au>ter,  and 
Boreat,  and  cast  them  together  in  one  verse:  add  to  these,  of 
rain,  lightning  and  thunder  (theloutii^t  rou  can),  gwonrHin 

Mix  your  clouds  and  Ullows  well  totrether  till  they 
foam,  and  thicken  your  description  here  and  them  with  a 
quicksand.  Brew  your  tem|>est  well  In  your  hea<l.  before  you 
set  it  a blowing.  Fur  a battle ; pick  a large  quantity  of  images 
and  descrlmiuiis  from  Homer's  Iliad,  with  a spice  or  two  of 
Vtrgll.  and  If  therv  remain  any  overplus,  you  may  lay  them 
by  fur  n skirmish.  Season  it  well  with  similes,  and  it  *111 
mike  an  excellent  battle."  Swirr : Itetipe/or  an  Epic.\ 

* [**  And  there  are  other  Incidents  remaining 
Which  fhail  be  specified  in  flllliic  time, 

With  gixid  discretion,  and  in  curnmt  rhyme."  — MS.] 

* [Lord  Byron  can  scarcely  be  said  to  have  written  an  epk 

poem,  if  the  definition  of  the  Dictlonnaire  de  7'revoux  be 
right K.ngri.  qiil  appartlcnt  k la  i>oetle  h^rolqtie,  ou 
poeme  qui  lU'crit  quelque  aslion,  signal^  d*un  h^ros.  Le 
poime  ”t  un  discmirs  hivente  avec  art  nour  former 

les  mcrurs  {uir  des  instructions  dfguls>'ei  sous  les  allegories 
d'une  action  Imporiante,  rumnlce  d'une  manll^re  vrai«etn-  : 
blable  et  mrrveifleuse.  LadilTt-rencc  qu'li  y aentre  le  ' 

fplque  et  la  tragciiie,  e'est  one  dans  le  po^me  fplque  lee  fier- 
soiines  ii'y  sont  point  introduites  aux  yeux  des  spccUteurs  i 
agis«iuit  p.w  elUf-meinef,  comtne  dans  la  tragMie ; inais  . 
TacUan  esc  racont^  )>ar  lepo^e."  — Dkydcs».]  j 

* (For  your  machinery,  take  of  deities,  male  and  female.  ' 

at  many  as  you  can  use  : Mmarate  them  into  two  equal  parts.  * 
and  keep  Jupiter  In  the  middle  ; let  Juno  put  him  in  a fer- 
ment, atidVenni  mollify  him.  Itcniember  on  all  occasions  to 
make  us<‘  of  volatile  Merniry.  If  you  have  need  of  devils,  draw 
them  out  of  Milton’s  I’.iradise,  and  extract  ymsr  spirits  fnwn 
Tasso.  The  use  of  these  m ictiines  is  et  ideiit : and.  since  no  i 
epk  poem  can  subsist  withimt  them,  the  wisest  way  Is  to  r»-  I 
serve  them  fur  your  greatest  necesstlJes.—  Swirr.]  I 


^ [“  To  newspapers,  to  sermons,  w hlch  the  real 

Of  pious  men  have  published  on  his  acts."  — MS.] 

' " [*‘ ni  call  the  work  ‘ Reflections  o'er  a Bottle.'"— MS.] 

! • P*  There  arc  Ike  leakers,  mr  lord  ; ay,  the  whole  school 

; of  Glaramarn  and  Skiddaw  and  Dtimnallralse,  who  h.ve  the 
vanity  to  tie  In  the  hatdl  of  undervaluing  your  porliral  holents. 
Mr.  Southey  thinks  you  would  never  have  thought  of  going 
over  the  sea  tiad  it  nut  been  for  his  Thoiaba ; Mr.  \Viirds- 
worth  is  humlily  of  opinion  that  no  man  In  the  world  ever 
thought  a tree  beautiful,  or  a muuntaiii  grand,  till  ho  an- 
nounced hit  own  wonderful  perceptions.  Mr.  (Charles  Iwimb 
thinks  you  would  never  hsve  written  Beppo  had  he  not  Joked, 
nor  Lara  liad  he  not  sight'd.  Mr.  Lluyd  half  suspects  your 
lordship  has  rtuui  hit  NugwCanora>:  now  all  these  fancies 
are  alike  ridiculous,  and  you  are  well  entitled  to  laugh  as 
much  M you  please  at  them.  But  there  U one  Laker  who 
praises  vour  lonUhlp, ->  and  why?  Because  your  lurdship 

f>rais«d  him.  This  Is  Coleridge,  who.  oti  the  strength  uf  a 
lule  compliment  in  one  uf  your  notes,  (see  ante,  p.  litf.]  ven- 
i tured  at  liut  to  open  to  the* gaue  of  the  day  the  idug  secluded 
I loveliness  of  ChrliUbel,— and  with  what  elTtwt  his  tx>uk- 
I seller  doth  know'.  P«i«ir  Coleridge,  however,  althu«>,;h  his 
pamphlet  would  not  sell,  still  ghoted  over  the  pulTi  and 
he  save  your  lordship,  in  return,  a great  many  rcaMtiiable 
good  puft  In  prose.  ^ ou  may  do  very  well  to  quit  Worns- 
worth  for  hit  vanity,  and  Smiihey  for  his  pomi>ou*ness  ; but 
what  right  have  you  to  say  anytiiing  abrxit  Mr.  Coleridge’s 
drinking'll  Reallr.  my  lord.  1 have  iiu  scruple  hi  saying,  that 
I look  upon  that  line  of  ymjrs  — * C<deridge  is  drmik,'  *t,  as 
quite  personal  — shamefvilly  (lersonaL  As  Coleridge  never 
saw  Don  Juan.  or.  If  he  did.  forgnt  the  whole  iS^r  n*-xt 
morning,  it  It  nothing  aa  regards  him;  but  what  ran  bt*  ex- 
pected imro  his  friends  •'  Has  not  any  one  of  them  (If  he  lias 
any)  a perfect  right,  aAer  rendiDg  that  Une.  to  print  and  pub- 
lish. If  he  pleases,  alt  tlmt  all  the  world  has  heard  about  vimr 
, lordship's  own  life  and  Cfinversation  ? And  If  any  nru' of  them 
I should  do  so.  what  would  you,  my  I.ord  Byrou,  think  of  it  t " 
I — Jolui  Bi  ll.] 


||  CANTO  1,  DON 

CCVL 

j Thou  shall  not  covet  Mr.  Sotheby’s  Muse, 

L Hii  Pegasus,  nor  anything  that's  his; 

! Thou  shall  not  bear  fklse  witness  like  *'  the  Blues’*  — 
, I ( There 's  one,  at  least,  is  very  fond  of  this ) ; 

1 1 Thou  shall  not  write,  in  short,  but  what  I chuuse : 

[I  This  is  true  criticism,  and  you  may  kiss  — 

1 1 Exactly  as  you  please,  or  not,  — the  rod ; 
j|  But  if  you  don’t,  1 'll  lay  it  on,  by  G — d 1 
!'  CCVII. 

If  any  person  should  presume  to  assert 
! This  story  is  not  moral,  first,  I pray. 

That  they  ^11  not  cry  out  before  they're  hurt. 

Then  that  they  11  read  It  o'er  again,  and  say 
(But,  doubtless,  nobody  will  be  so  peit). 

That  this  is  not  a mural  tale,  though  gay  : 

Bi'sidcs.  in  Canto  Twelfth,  I mean  to  show 
The  very  place  where  wicked  people  go. 

CCVUI. 

If,  after  all,  there  should  be  some  so  blind 
To  their  own  go»xl  this  warning  to  despise, 

I Led  by  N>me  tortuosity  of  mind, 

’ Not  to  believe  my  verse  and  their  own  eyes, 

[ And  cry  that  they  “ the  moral  cannot  find." 

[ I tell  him,  if  a clergyman,  he  lies ; 

' Should  captains  the  remark,  or  critics,  make. 

They  abo  lie  too  — under  a mistake. 

J'  CCIX. 

[ The  public  approlution  I expect, 

I And  l)eg  they  11  take  my  word  about  the  moral, 

I Which  1 with  their  amusement  will  connect 
(So  children  cutting  teeth  receive  a coral) ; 
Meantime  they’ll  doubtless  please  to  recollect 
My  epical  pretensions  to  the  laurel ; 

For  fear  some  prudi‘<h  n’aders  should  grow  skittish, 
I’ve  bribed  my  grandmother’s  review  — the  British.  • 

ccx. 

t sent  it  in  a letter  to  the  Editor, 

Who  thank’d  me  iluly  by  return  of  post  — 

I ’m  for  a handsome  article  his  creditor ; 

Yet,  if  my  gentle  Muse  he  please  to  mast. 

' Anil  break  a pmmisc  after  having  made  it  her, 

I Denying  the  receipt  of  what  it  cost, 

I And  smear  his  page  with  gall  insteax]  of  honey, 

' All  1 can  say  is  — that  be  had  the  money. 

I CCXI. 

; I think  that  with  this  holy  new  alliance 
I may  ensure  the  public,  and  defy 
j All  other  magazines  of  art  or  science. 

Daily,  or  monthly,  or  three  monthly ; I 

! > [Fortheitrlrtur«*«of“Thc  BHlUb.” on  thii  and  the  fnt- 

lowing  sUn<a.  k«  ••  TeiUmuniet,"  No.  XVI..  j».  .SSI. ; 

I and  com|»»re  Lord  Byrun’i  **  Letter  to  the  Editor  of  Mr 

(Grandmothcr’i  Kevlew.'*  ( mr,  AreKHuix.)-.**  I wrote  to 
you  by  la*t  |io»t.”  «>•  Lord  B..  Bologna.  Aiig.tl.  lSI9,“cn- 
floilng  a bufflM>idn«  letter  for  pobUralion.  addrescml  to  the 
' huflitun  Kol>rrtA.  who  hai  thought  pro|wr  to  tie  a canliler 
to  bit  own  tail.  It  wa*  written  off-hand,  and  Itt  the  mUlit  of 
rirrutu»taner»  not  rery  favourable  to  faeetiouanes*.  to  that 
there  may.  norhap*.  Ur  more  bitteruets  than  enough  for  that 
tort  of  tmall  add  punch.”] 

* [“  Such  tn'utnient  Horace  would  not  bear. 

When  warm  with  ynuth^when  TuUus  fill'd  the 
chnlr.'*>- 

* I thought  of  dyeing  it  the  other  day.” MS.] 

* ’•  Me  nec  fetnlna.  tm*c  puer 

Jam.  lire  apea  anlml  crv<lula  mutul, 

Nec  certare  jurat  mero  ; 

K(rc  vinclre  novla  leinpora  florilwa.”—  Hon. 
r**  For  me,  alas  ! theae  Jora  are  o'er ; 

For  me  the  vernal  garland  bluomi  no  more ; 


JUAN.  (i09 

Have  not  essay'd  to  multiply  their  clients. 

Because  they  tell  me  t were  in  vain  to  try, 

And  that  the  Edinburgh  Review  and  Quarterly 
Treat  a dissenting  author  very  raartyrly. 

CCX  II. 

**  Son  ego  hoe  ferrem  calidu  juventn 

CoHsuie  Planco  *,’*  Horace  said,  and  so  S 

Say  I ; by  which  quotation  there  Is  meant  a 
Hint  that  some  six  or  seven  good  years  ago 
(Long  ere  I dreamt  of  dating  from  the  Brrnta) 

I wa.s  most  ready  to  return  a blow, 

And  would  not  brook  at  all  this  sort  of  thing 
In  my  hot  youth  — when  Gconre  the  Third  was  King. 

CCXIIT. 

But  now  at  thirty  years  iny  hair  Is  grey  — 

(I  wonder  what  It  will  be  like  at  forty  ? 

I thoueht  of  a peruke  the  other  day  a ) 

My  heart  Is  not  much  greener ; and,  in  nhurt,  I 
Nave  squander’d  my  whole  summer  while  t w.p.  M.iv, 
And  feel  no  more  the  spirit  to  retort ; I 
Have  spent  my  life,  both  interest  and  principal. 

And  deem  not,  what  1 deem’d,  my  soul  invincible. 

CCXIY. 

No  more  — no  more  — Oh  J never  mx»re  on  me  i 

The  freshness  of  the  heart  can  fall  like  dew,  j 

Which  out  of  all  the  lovely  things  wc  sec 

Extracts  emotions  beautiful  and  new,  j 

Hived  in  our  bo^rms  like  the  twg  o’  the  bee. 

Think'st  thou  the  honey  with  those  objects  grew  ? 
Alas  ! ’t  was  not  In  them,  but  In  thy  power  i 

To  double  even  the  sweetness  of  a flower. 

eexv.  i 

No  more  — no  more  — Oh  l never  moi^,  my  heart, 
Canst  thou  be  my  sole  world,  my  universe  ! 

Once  all  in  all,  but  now  a thing  apart. 

Thou  canst  not  be  my  blessing  or  my  curse  : 

The  Illusion  ’«  gone  for  ever,  and  thou  art 
Insensible,  I trust,  but  none  the  wors**, 

And  In  thy  stead  I ’ve  g»Jt  a deal  of  judgment. 

Though  heaven  knows  how  it  ever  found  a lodgment. 

CCXVL 

My  days  of  love  are  over ; me  no  more  * 

The  charms  of  maid,  wife,  and  still  less  of  widow, 

Can  nuike  the  fool  of  which  they  made  In-fore, 

In  short,  I miwt  not  lead  the  life  I did  do ; 

The  credulous  hope  of  mutual  minds  l»  o’er, 

The  copious  use  of  claret  is  forbid  too. 

So  for  a good  nld>gentlemanly  vice. 

I think  1 must  take  up  with  avarice.  & 

No  more  the  fratJi  of  wine  I prove. 

Northcdelurive  hope*  of  mutual  love."— Fbanc «.] 

* [HW  coattant  reciirrcmc  te  the  praise  of  avarfre  In  Don 
Juan,  amt  U»e  htimurnus  seit  with  which  hr  dcllaht*  to 
dwell  on  It.  *how  how  new-fangled,  a>  well  as  how  far  ft-wn 
tcrious,  was  hl«  axloiulon  of  the  " good  old-gentleinaulr 
rice."  That  hU  parsimuny,  however,  was  very  far  frotn 
licing  of  that  kind  which  Bacon  condemn*  a«  •*  wtthholdlns 
men  from  work*  of  mwralltv.  ’ is  apparent  from  all  that  U 
known  of  hli  munificence  at  this  very  period.  — Mooae. 

" Charity— purchased  a (hilling'*  worth  of  salvation.  If 
that  was  to  be  boU);ht,  I have  given  more  to  my  fellow- 
cn»ature*  In  thl*  life— •nmetimes  for  vice,  but,  if  not  more 
Offffl.  at  least  more  considerably,  for  virtue  — than  1 now 
posse**.  I never  In  my  life  gave  a mUtrrai  so  much  as  I i 

have  sometime*  Riven  a poor  man  In  honest  dUtre**.  But  no  ' 
matter  I The  scoun-trcfi  who  have  all  along  (•ersecuted  me 
wm  triumph— and  when  Jiutlre  I*  done  to  me.  It  will  ho 
when  this  h^  that  write*  is  as  cold  as  the  hearts  which  have 
stung  It.'  — %roM  Diary,  1821.] 

R r 
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CCXVIL 

Ambition  wu  mjr  Idol,  which  was  broken 

Before  the  shrines  of  Sorrow,  and  of  Pleasure  ; 

I And  the  two  last  have  left  me  many  a token 
O’er  which  reflection  may  be  made  at  leisure : 
Now,  like  Friar  Bacon's  braacn  head,  1 've  spoken, 

**  Time  is.  Time  was,  Time  ’•  |«st  • : **  — a chymic 
treasure 

I Is  RlltterinM  youth,  which  I have  s|»ent  betimes  — 

I : My  heart  in  passion,  and  my  bead  on  rhymes. 

CCXVIIL 

What  Is  the  end  of  Fame  * ? ’t  is  but  to  fill 
I A certain  portion  of  uncertain  paper  : 

Some  liken  it  to  climbing  up  a hill, 
jj  Whose  summit,  like  all  hills,  is  lost  in  vapour ; * 

'■  For  this  men  write,  speak,  preach,  and  heroes  kill, 

1 1 And  bards  bum  what  they  call  their  **  midnight 
I To  have,  when  the  original  1$  dust,  (taper,** 

j A name,  a wretebtv*  picture  ■*,  and  worse  bust.  * 

\ CCXIX. 

What  are  the  hopes  of  man  ? Olil  I-^ypl's  King 
Cbeops  eriTte*!  the  first  pyramid 
And  largest,  thinking  it  was  Ju<;t  the  thing 
To  keep  his  memory  whole,  and  mummy  hid ; 

But  somebody  or  other  rummaging 
HurgUriously  broke  his  coffin  s Hd  : 

I/Ct  not  a monument  give  you  or  me  hopi's. 

Since  not  a pinch  of  dust  remains  of  Cheops. 

eexx. 

But  I,  being  fond  of  true  philosophy, 

Say  very  often  to  n\yself.  “ Ala<  J 
All  things  that  have  b^Mi  born  were  br>rn  to  die. 

And  flesh(which  lhath  mows  down  to  hay)  Is  grasa ; 
You've  pass'd  your  youth  not  so  unpli^wintly. 

And  If  you  hail  it  o'er  again  — 't  would  pan  — 

So  thank  your  stars  that  matters  arc  no  worse, 

And  read  your  Bible,  sir,  and  mind  )our  purH*.” 
CCXXI. 

But  for  the  present,  gentle  reader  ! and 

Still  gentler  purchaser  ! the  bard  — th.it  ’si  — 
Must,  with  permission,  shake  you  by  the  hand.  * 

And  so  your  bumble  M-nant,  and  good-bye  1 
We  meet  again,  if  we  should  understand 
I Each  other ; and  If  not,  I shall  not  try 
' Your  patience  further  than  by  this  short  sample  — 
'T  were  wcU  If  others  follow’d  my  example. 

> [Theold  legefld  of  Friar  itneon  tay»,  that  the  t>r:uen  hr.-Ml 
which  he  fnrmetl  capable  of  »|»eei‘h,  iifier  utteriog  succet- 
' sively.  ••Time  li’*  — ••Time  •lu”  — ami  ••  Time  1«  |mu{,** 
the  oppciTtuntty  of  catechising  it  liaving  ticen  neglecteil, 
tiimhicu  ttsrlf  from  the  stoitJ,  and  »a»  thattvretl  into  a 
thrHjsand  pieces.] 

* Out  of  spirits  — read  the  papers  — thought  what  Fnmr 
WAS,  on  reading,  in  a case  of  raurd>-r.  that ' Mr.  Wych,  grocer, 
at  Timbriitgr.  sold  some  bartm,  flour,  cheese.  ai»d.  it  is  Ixr- 
licmi.  some  plums,  to  some  gtp*y  woman  accused,  lie  hail 
on  his  nmnter  ( I quote  falthfull)  >.  a Isook.  the  Life  of  PameU. 
which  he  was  tearing  for  inure  paper.  .Vc.  Ac.  In  the  ciiecse 
was  found,  Ac.,  and  a leaf  or/*4mc/if  wrajit  rountl  the  baron!  * 
\N  hat  would  Kichardton.  the  vainest  and  luckiest  of  living 
I authors  (f.e.  while  alive)  — he  who,  with  Aaron  Mill,  usinl  to 
prophesy  and  chuckle  over  the  presumcf!  fall  of  Fielding  (the 
pritwf  Homer  of  human  nature),  and  of  Pope  (the  imwt  Wwu* 
' tllul  of  poets)— what  would  he  have  said,  could  he  have 
I traced  his  pages  from  their  place  on  the  French  princes' 
! tolleli  (see  Bosweirt  Johnson),  to  the  grocer's  counter,  and 
j tbe  gipsy-murderer’s  bacon  ! ! I **  — Byron  i»rory,  lHai .] 

I * Ah  ! w ho  can  tell  how  hard  It  is  to  climb 

The  Stepp  where  Fame's  proud  temple  shines  afar/' 
i Ac.  — BaSTTJK.] 

< It  is  Impossible  not  to  regret  that  Lord  Byron,  being 
j th-  cirt,i«in(>arary  of  I.awrrncc  and  Chanircy,  iwvcr  sal  to 
either  of  those  UTtrlvalleil  artists,  whose  raiivass  aud  marble 
I have  Qaed,  wuh  such  magical  felicity,  the  very  air  and  ges- 


OANTO  1. 


CCXXIL 

**  Go,  little  book,  from  this  my  Bclitude  1 
I cast  thee  on  tbe  waters  — go  thy  ways  t 
And  if,  as  I believe,  thy  vein  be  good. 

The  world  will  find  thee  after  many  days.”  * 
When  Southey ’s  read,  and  Wordsworth  underMoud* 
I can't  help  putting  in  my  claim  to  praije  — 

The  four  first  rbymtrs  are  Southey's  every  line : 

For  God's  sake,  reader  1 take  them  nut  for  mine. 


□on  3uan. 


CANTO  THE  flEOONU.P 


I.  I 

Oil  ye  ! who  teach  the  ingenuous  youth  of  nations,  j 
lloliand,  France,  England,  Germany,  or  S]>ain,  I 
1 pray  ye  fl«»g  them  upon  all  oceuitions,  i 

It  incnrt^  their  morals  never  mind  the  pain ; ' 

The  best  of  m<»tbers  and  of  tvlucatiuns 

In  Juan's  case  were  but  employ'd  In  vain,  j’ 

Since,  In  a way  that’s  rather  of  the  oddest,  he 
Lkeamc  divested  of  bis  native  moitesty.  I ' 

^ ; 

Had  be  but  been  placed  at  a public  scIioi/h  ! 

In  the  third  fonu,  or  even  In  the  fourth,  | 

IIU  daily  task  had  kept  his  fancy  cool. 

At  least,  had  he  been  nurtured  In  the  north  ; 

SiKiln  may  pn>ve  an  exception  to  the  rule. 

But  then  exceptions  always  prove  Its  worth  — 

A lad  of  sixteen  causing  a divorce 
I*uxzlcd  his  tutors  very  much,  of  course. 

IIL  ■ 

I can't  say  that  it  piuxles  me  at  all. 

If  all  things  be  consider'd  : first,  there  was  i 

HU  lody-.nother,  mathematical,  1 

A never  mind  ) — his  tutor,  an  old  o.ns  ; 

A pretty  woman —( that ‘s  quite  natural,  | 

Or  else  the  thing  ha*l  hardly  come  to  l»a5s) 

A hushand  rather  old,  not  much  in  unity  i 

With  his  young  wife  — a time,  and  opportunity. 

tures  of  the  other  Itlustrioui  men  of  this  age  — our  Welling- 
Ions,  our  f'aiiiilngi,  our  Scutts,  and  Suuthcjs.*'— Uaor/. 
/(re.  voL  xUv.  p.  Til.] 

* [•' A bcM>k  — a damn’d  bad  picture  — and  worse  bust.*'— 
MS.; 

* [This  itanra  appears  to  have  been  suggested  by  the  foL  ' 
lowing  paisage  In  the  Quarterljr  Review,  vul.  xix.  p.  ‘AXi. : — 

" U was  the  inilnion  of  the  Fg)')>tians.  that  the  soul  never  de-  , 
serted  the  bony  white  the  latter  continued  In  a perfect  stole.  I 
To  secure  this  opinion.  King  Cheops  Is  said,  by  lierodutus. 
to  have  ernplo>c<l  three  hundred  and  sixty  thousand  of  Ms  I 
subjects  for  twenty  years  In  raising  over  the  ’ angusta  j 
donuts'  destined  to  hold  his  remains,  a pile  of  stone  equal  : 

in  weight  to  six  millions  of  tons,  whieh  is  just  three  times  1 

that  oi  the  vast  Breakwater  thrown  across  Plymouth  Smiihl;  I 
aitd,  to  render  this  precious  dust  stilt  mure  secure,  tbe  ‘ 
narrow  chainlier  was  made  accessible  only  by  small,  intricate  i 
passages,  oliatrueted  by  stmtes  uf  an  enormous  weight,  and  so  | 
careluily  cloK>d  extemally  as  not  to  be  perceptible.  Yet,  | 
bow  vain  are  all  the  precautions  of  man  I Not  a bone  was  > 
left  of  Cheops,  either  In  the  stone  roiflii,  or  in  the  vault,  • hen 
Shaw  entered  the  gloomy  rbamber.")  J 

I [•*  Must  bid  you  l»otn  farewell  In  acrenU  bland.*'  — MS.] 

" (See  Southey's  rUgrtmoge  to  Waterloo,  tub/lm’.'l 

* ["  Begun  at  Venice,  December  13.  letk, — finisbed  Janu- 
ary 1M19._  R^ron."]  I 

Lost  tliat  most  precious  stone  of  stones— hlsmudeaty."  i 
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IV. 

Well well ; the  world  roust  turn  upon  its  txii, 

I And  all  mankind  turn  with  iU  beads  or  tails, 

And  live  and  die,  make  love  and  pay  our  taxes. 

And  as  the  veering  wind  shifts,  shift  our  sails ; 
The  king  commands  us,  and  the  doctor  quacks  us. 
The  priest  instructs,  and  so  our  life  exhales, 

A little  breath,  love,  wine,  ambition,  fame, 

Fighting,  devotion,  dust,  — perhaps  a name. 

V. 

I said,  that  Juan  bad  been  sent  to  Cadia  — . 

A pretty  town,  I recollect  it  well 
'Tls  there  the  mart  of  the  colonial  trade  Is, 

(Or  was,  before  Peru  leam'd  to  rebel,) 

And  such  sweet  girls  — I mean,  such  graceful  ladles 
Their  very  walk  would  make  your  bosom  swell ; 

I can't  describe  it,  though  so  much  it  strike, 

Kor  liken  it — 1 never  saw  the  like:  > 

VI. 

An  Arab  hone,  a stately  stag,  a barb 
New  broke,  a cameleopard,  a gaselle, 

No  — none  of  these  will  do ; — and  then  their  garb* 

' Their  veil  and  petticoat  — Alas  ! to  dwell 
l'i>ou  such  things  would  very  near  absorb 
A canto — then  their  feet  and  ankles,  — well, 
Thank  Heaven  I’ve  got  no  metaphor  quite  ready, 
(Aud  so,  my  sober  Muse — come,  let's  be  steady  — 

VIL 

Chaste  Muse  ! — well,  if  you  must,  you  must) — the  veil 
Thrown  baek  a moment  with  the  glancing  hand. 
While  the  o'erpowering  eye,  that  turns  j*ou  pale, 
Fla>hes  into  the  heart : — All  sunny  land 
Of  lovel  when  I forget  you,  may  1 fail 

To say  my  prayers — but  never  was  there 

plann'd 

A dress  through  which  the  eyes  give  such  a volley, 
Excepting  the  Venetian  FazzioU.  - 

VIII. 

But  to  our  talc : the  Donna  Ines  sent 
Her  son  to  Cadiz  only  to  embark  ; 

To  stay  there  bad  not  answer'd  her  intent. 

But  why  ? — we  leave  the  reader  In  the  dark  — 
'T  was  for  a voyage  the  young  man  was  meant. 

As  if  a Spanish  ship  were  Noah's  ark, 

I To  wean  him  from  the  wlckeilncss  of  earth, 

And  send  him  Uke  a dove  of  promise  forth. 

IX. 

Don  Juan  bade  bis  valet  pack  his  things 
According  to  direction,  then  received 
A lecture  and  some  money : fur  four  springs 
He  was  to  travel ; ami  though  Inez  grieved 
(As  every  kind  of  parting  has  its  stings). 

She  hoped  he  would  improve  — perhaps  believed  : 
A letter,  too,  she  gave  (he  never  reail  It) 

Of  good  advice  — and  two  or  three  of  ci^t. 

[*'  But  d-.— a me  if  t ever  saw  the  like."~-  MS.] 

* Faxxioli  — WltraXXjt  little  handkerebieft the  veils  most 
availiDc  of  St.  Mark. 

* P*  Their  manners  mending,  and  thHr  morals  rnrfne. 

She  Uughl  them  to  luppress  ibclr  rice — and  unne.’* 
_MS.] 

s Hogic  writes  me.  that  Scott  It  gone  to  the  Orknep  In 
a irale  of  wind durlnit  which  wind  be  affirms  the  taid  ^oCt 
t * hr  ii  sure  is  not  ut  bit  ease,  to  tay  the  he«t  of  it.'  l.nrd. 
I Lord  t if  these  honie-keepinK  minsUcli  ha<i  tatted  a little 
I open  boailug  in  a white  ^u^l.— or  a gale  In  ‘ the  Gat ' — 


JUAN.  6ll  '' 


In  the  mean  time,  to  pass  her  hours  away, 

Brave  Inez  now  set  up  a Sunday  school 
For  naughty  children,  who  woulil  rather  play 
(Like  truant  rogues)  the  devil,  or  the  fool ; 

Infants  of  three  years  old  were  taught  that  day, 

Dunces  were  whipt,  or  set  upon  a stool ; 

The  great  success  of  Juan's  education 
Spurr’d  her  to  teach  another  generation.  ^ 

XL 

Joan  embark'd  — the  ship  got  under  way,  I 

The  wind  wa.s  fair,  the  water  pusing  rough  ; 

A devil  of  a sea  n>Ils  in  that  bay,  * 

A-s  L who  'vc  crow  d It  oft.  know  well  enough  ; 
And,«tanding  upon  the  deck,  the  da.shlng  spray 
Files  In  one's  fare,  and  makes  it  wcathi  r-tougli : 

And  there  he  stood  to  take,  and  take  again,  i 

HU  first  — perhaps  hU  last  — forewell  of  Spain.  j 

XII.  I 

I can't  but  say  it  Is  an  awkward  sight  | 

To  see  one's  native  land  rece<llJig  through 
The  growing  waters  ; It  unmans  one  quite, 

Esi>eciaUy  when  life  is  rathi  r new : 

I recollect  Great  Britniri's  coast  lcK)ks  white. 

But  almost  every  other  country 's  blue, 

When  gazing  on  them,  mystified  by  distance. 

We  enter  on  our  nautical  existence. 

XII  r. 

So  Juan  stood,  bewilder’d  on  the  deck : 

The  wind  sung,  conlage  strain'd,  and  sailors  swore,  i 
And  the  ship  creak’d,  the  town  Isecatne  a siurk,  | 
From  which  away  so  fair  and  fast  they  l»ore.  • 

The  best  of  remedies  U a bcef-stcak  |j 

Against  sea-sickness  try  It,  sir,  before 
Tou  sneer,  and  I assure  you  this  U true. 

For  I have  found  it  answer  so  may  you. 

XIV. 

Don  Juan  stood,  and,  gazing  fWrni  the  stem. 

Beheld  bis  native  .S[>ain  receding  far:  [; 

First  partings  form  a lesson  hard  to  learn. 

Even  nations  feel  this  when  they  go  to  war  j 
There  Is  a sort  of  unexprest  concern, 

A kind  of  shuck  that  sets  one's  heart  : 

At  leaving  even  the  most  unpleasant  people  !i 

And  places,  one  keeps  looking  at  the  steeple.  | 

XV.  I 

But  Juao  had  got  many  things  to  leave,  I 

His  mother,  and  a mistress,  and  no  wife. 

So  that  he  had  much  better  cause  to  grieve. 

Than  many  pcrs«.ms  more  ailvanced  In  life ; 

And  if  we  now  and  then  a sigh  mu-'t  heave 
At  quitting  even  those  we  quit  in  strife. 

No  doubt  we  weep  for  those  the  heart  endears  — 

That  Is,  till  deeiKT  griefo  congeal  our  tears. 

how  it  would  enliven  and  Introduce  them  to  a few  of  the 
Mnsatiotu."— ISM.) 

* [My  friend.  Dr.  Granville,  in  hit  Travels  to  St.  Peten- 
burg.  Isvti.  uyi  that  *' tra-dekneit  cuniitU  of  vomiting  — 
or  something  like  It,"  and  that  the  true  way  to  escape  the  ; 
malady,  is  to  'ake  4S  drops  of  Uudatium  at  itirtliut.  wtd  as  ! 
often  afterwards  as  luieadiicsi  recurs.  Dr.  KiUtivncr  ob- 
serves, that  the  beef'Sirak.  rect>mmended  by  Lord  Byron, 
can  suit  only  a very  young  and  vigorous  stomach  on  such 
orcasloiu,  and  advises  hit  pupil  tu  Mhere  to  t^ted  lish  and  ' 
tft’vi/j.  with  quant,  stc/.'  of  buck  or  brandy  in  soda  waUr. — \ 
HiLL.l  » ^ I 


Dl.  itized  by  Googli 


BYRON’S  M'^ORKS. 


CANTO  11. 


vV 


612 


XVI. 

I i So  Juan  wept,  at  wept  the  captive  Jews 

I I By  Babel's  waters,  still  remeroberlng  Sion : 

1 1 1 'd  weep,  — but  mine  U not  a weeping  Muse, 
i And  such  light  grie&  are  not  a thing  to  die  on ; 

! Young  men  should  travel,  If  but  to  amuse 

I Thenmelves ; and  the  next  time  their  servants  tie  on 

I I Behind  their  carriages  their  new  portmanteau, 

^ Perhaps  it  majr  be  lined  with  thl«  my  canto. 

XVIL 

And  Juan  wept,  and  much  he  sigh'd  and  thought, 

I While  his  salt  tears  dropp'd  into  the  salt  sea, 

I **  Sweets  to  the  sweet (I  like  so  much  to  quote  ; 

I You  must  excuse  this  extract,  — 't  is  where  she, 

^ The  Queen  of  Denmark,  for  Oiihelia  brought 
I ; Flowers  to  the  grave  ;)  and,  subbing  often,  he 
I ! Reflected  on  his  present  situation, 

I ; And  seriously  resolved  on  reformation. 

XVIIL 

i “ Farewell,  my  Spain  ! a long  farewell !”  he  cried, 
j **  Perhaps  1 may  revisit  thee  no  more, 

I But  die,  as  m.ony  an  exiled  heart  hath  dltMl, 

Of  Its  own  thirst  to  see  again  thy  shore : 

Farewell,  where  Guadalquivir's  waters  glide  1 
Farewell,  my  mother  ! and,  since  oil  is  o'er. 
Farewell,  too,  dearest  Julia  I — (here  he  dn-w 
j Her  tetter  out  again,  and  read  It  through. ) 

I XIX. 

I *•  And  oh  I If  e'er  I should  forget,  I swear  — 

|;  But  that 't  impossible,  and  cannot  W— <• 

Sooner  shall  this  blue  ocean  melt  to  air. 

Sooner  shall  earth  restilve  itself  to  wa. 

Than  I resign  thine  image,  oh,  my  fair  1 
Or  think  of  anything,  excepting  thee  ; 

A mind  diseased  no  remedy  can  physic  — 

>;  (Here  the  ship  gave  a lurch,  and  be  grew  sea>sick.) 

I XX. 

j Sooner  shall  heaven  kiss  earth  — (here  he  fell  sicker) 

I I Oh,  Julia  ! what  Is  every  other  woe  ? — 

i ' (For  Gftd's  sake  let  me  have  a glass  of  liquor ; 

1 1 Pedro,  Battista,  help  me  down  below.) 


Julia,  my  love  ! (you  rascal,  Pedro,  quicker)  — 

Oh,  Julia  I — (this  curst  vessel  pitches  so)  — • 

Beloved  Julia,  hw  me  still  beseeching  i ” 

(Here  he  grew  inarticulate  with  retching. ) 

XXI. 

He  felt  that  cbming  heaviness  of  heart, 

Or  rather  stomach,  which,  alas  ! attends. 

Beyond  the  best  apothecary's  art. 

The  loss  of  love,  the  treachery  of  friends. 

Or  death  of  those  we  dote  on,  when  a part 
Of  us  dies  with  them  as  each  fond  hope  ends ; 
j No  doubt  be  would  have  been  much  more  pathetic, 

But  the  sea  acted  as  a strong  emetic. 

XXII.  I 

Love 's  a capricious  power : I 've  known  it  hold  i 

Out  through  a fever  caused  by  its  own  heat. 

But  be  much  puzxlcd  by  a cough  and  coM, 

And  And  a quinsy  very'  hard  to  treat ; 

Against  all  noble  maladies  be 's  bold. 

But  mlgar  Ulncs!^^  don't  like  to  meet. 

Nor  that  a sneexe  should  Interrupt  his  sigh. 

Nor  inflammations  redden  his  blind  eye. 

XXIII.  i 

But  worst  of  all  U nausea,  or  a pain 

About  the  lower  region  of  the  bowels  ; I 

Lore,  who  heroically  breathes  a vein,  | 

Shrinks  from  the  application  of  hot  towels,  | 

And  purgati\'es  arc  dangi-roun  to  his  reign,  | 

Sca-sickuess  death  : bis  love  was  perfect,  how  else  I 
Could  Juan's  passion,  while  the  billows  roar,  | 

his  stomach,  ne'er  at  sea  before  ? i 

XXIV.  I 

The  ship,  call’d  the  most  holy  •*  Trinidsda,"  i j 

Was  steering  duly  for  the  jwrt  Leghorn  ; 

For  there  the  Spanish  family  Moncacla  . 

Were  settU'd  long  ere  Juan's  sire  was  bom  : 

They  were  relations,  and  for  them  he  had  a | 

Letter  of  introduction,  which  the  mom  | 

Of  his  departure  had  been  sent  him  by  I 

His  Spanish  friends  for  those  In  Italy.  | 


I I [In  I799,wbl1e  Lord  Byron  was  the  pupil  of  Dr.  Clrnnie. 

at  Dulwich,  amonx  the  bmAs  (hat  lay  accrstihle  to  the  bovs 
. was  a (lainphlet.  cmUled  **  NarraUre  of  (hr  Shipwreck  of  the 
Juno  o«i  the  Coast  of  Arra«an,  in  the  Year  179S.’*  The 
pamphl.'t  attracted  Init  little  piihlic  attention  ; but.  among 
the  young  students  <»f  Uulwu'h  Grove  U was  a favourite 
study;  and  (he  Impression  which  it  left  on  the  retentive 
mind  of  Ryrim  may  luve  hwi  some  share,  pcritapt,  in  suggest' 

. Ing  that  ciirluus  research  through  all  the  various  arrounts  of 
Shlpwrrrks  upon  record,  by  which  he  prepared  himself  to 
depict,  with  such  |H>wer.  a scene  of  the  same  drscriptitm  in 

Don  Juan As  to  the  charge  of  plagiarism  brought  against 

him  tw  some  srribtdm  of  the  day.  for  so  doing,  — with  as 
{ much  luslire  might  the  Italian  autnor,  who  wrote  a Discourse 
on  the  Military  Science  displayed  by  Tasso  In  hli  battles, 
have  reproached  that  port  with  the  sources  from  which  he 
drew  his  knowledge;.— with  ai  much  justice  might  Puviegur 
and  Segrais,  who  nave  pointed  out  the  same  merit  In  flomer 
aiHl  Virgil,  have  withheld  their  praise,  because  (he  science  on 
which  this  merit  was  founded,  miut  havel>een  derived  by  the 
skill  and  industry  of  these  ports  from  others.  So  ilUle  was 
Tasso  ashamed  of  those  casual  imitations  of  other  poeu 
which  are  so  oAea  branded  as  piagiartsmi.  that,  in  his  vom* 
mentary  on  his  Itime,  he  takes  pains  to  point  nut  whatever 
cofnclilmces  of  this  kind  occur  In  hit  own  verses.  — Mo<i as. 

*'  With  regard  b>  the  charge*  about  the  Shipwreck,  I think 
that  1 told  you  and  Mr.  Ilnbhotise,  years  ago.  that  there  was 
not  a tingle  cirrumstance  of  it  not  tafceii  from  fact ; not. 
Irtdee*!,  from  any  single  shipwreck,  but  all  from  actual  (acts 
of  different  wrecks."  — I.ord  Bt/rtm  to  Mr.  ^wrroy. 

*•  Of  late,  some  |>ertoni  have  been  nibbling  at  the  rrauta- 
Uon  of  l.ord  Byron,  bveharamg  him  with  idagiariim.  There 
it  a curious  charge  of  this  kind  lately  pubiUbed,  which  ra* 


dounds.  In  reality,  to  the  noble  author’s  credit.  Every  one  li 
wlio  has  looked  Into  tbe  sources  fruin  which  Sbakstiearf  ij 
took  the  stories  of  hit  plays,  must  know  that  in  * Julius  | 
Cwsar  ’ and  * t^orlolaiius.'  he  has  taken  whole  dialogues,  w ith  || 
remarkable  eiiartnesf.  from  North’s  transUtiun  of  Plutarch,  r’ 
Now,  It  it  that  very  circumstance  which  lmpre»sef  those  ■ 
plays  with  the  stamp  of  antique  reality,  whirn  the  general  I 
artowledge  of  the  i>aet  could  not  have  enabled  him  to  com-  j 
municale  to  them.''  — Times.  i 

Ptl'TsacH.  — " 1 am  Cains  ^far^ita,  trko  hath  donr  tn  My  * 
tfl/e  partieularlfi.  and  to  all  Ikr  I'tdtrrs  generally,  great  hurt 
flisd  nsiscAfcfc,  which  I cannot  denic /or  »«y  iwenowN*  of  Co- 
rioiantu  (hat  I beare.  For  I never  had  other  Ixment  nor 
n*cmnp<*nse  of  the  true  and  rainefUli  service  1 have  d»w»e,  and  ! 
the  extreme  dangers  I have  bciu-  In.  but  this  onely  nmamr  ; > 

a good  mimorir  and  teiTsicssc  uf  the  majire  and  displrasurt 
fAtm  ikonJdtsI  bear  me.  indeed,  tbe  name  tmiy  rrmaimetk  | 
with  me:  for  the  rest,  the  mvie  and  emeltie  cjf  the  netipie  of 
Borne  have  taken  from  me,  hy  the  suiferance  of  the  oastarcily 
ntibilitte  and  ma^strates.  vio  hare  Jorsaken  me.  and  let  mo  ' 
be  itanished  by  the  people.  That  eitrcmitie  hath  now  driven 
me  to  come  as  a {mor  suti'r,  to  take  (hy  chimnie  karlh.  not ,/ 
emg  A/Jpr  I have  to  sate  mv  life  thereby.  Far  (f  / had  feared 
deatk,  1 would  r»ot  come  hither  to  put  myself  tu  haxard." 

SHAKSrKARK.  — . I 

**  My  name  fs  Caha  yfartha,  trko  kaik  done  I 

7b  tkee  parUniarlg,  and  to  all  the  t‘oisce$,  \ 

(ireal  kart  and  mtsekie/;  thereto  wltncsi  may  } 

My  surname,  Canitianns  : The  prtiqfw/ serriw,  ! 

The  erireme  dangt-rs,  and  the  drops  of  blood  * ■ 

Shed  for  my  thankless  country,  are  requited  [' 

But  with  that  sttrnaine : a goad  memory,  1 1 
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XXV. 

His  suite  consisted  of  three  servants  and 
A tutor,  the  licentiate  Pediillo, 

Who  several  lan^^un^  did  understand. 

Hut  now  laj*  sick  and  speechless  on  his  pillow, 

Ami,  mckimt  in  his  hammock,  long'd  fur  land. 

His  headache  being  increasetl  by  every  billow  ; 

And  the  waves  oozing  through  the  port<hole  made 
llis  berth  a little  damp,  and  him  afraid. 

XXVL 

*T  was  not  without  some  reason,  for  the  wind 
Increased  at  night,  until  it  blew  a gale  ; 

And  though  'twas  not  much  to  a naval  mind. 

Some  landsmen  would  have  look’d  a little  isile. 

For  sailors  are,  in  fact,  a different  kind : 

At  sunset  they  l>egan  to  take  in  sail. 

For  the  sky  show'd  it  would  come  on  to  blow. 

And  carry  away,  perhaps,  a mast  or  so. 

XXVII. 

At  one  o'clock  the  wind  with  sudiien  shift 

Threw  the  ship  right  into  the  trough  of  the  sea, 
\Miicb  struck  her  aft,  and  made  an  awkward  rift. 
Started  the  stem.post,  also  shatter'd  the 
Whole  of  her  stem-frame,  and,  ere  she  could  lift 
Herself  from  out  her  present  jeo|)aniy. 

The  rudder  tore  away  : 't  was  time  to  sound 
The  pumps,  and  there  were  four  feet  water  found.  * 

xxvm. 

One  gang  of  people  Instantly  was  put 
Upon  the  pumps,  and  the  remainder  set 
To  gel  up  part  of  the  cargo,  and  what  not ; 

But  they  could  not  come  at  the  leak  as  yet ; 

At  last  they  did  get  at  it  really,  but 
Still  their  Hatvation  was  an  even  iM’t ; 

The  water  rush'd  through  in  a way  quite  puzzling. 
While  they  thrust  sheets,  shirts,  jackets,  Uilcs  of 
muslin,  3 

XXIX. 

Into  the  opening;  but  all  such  lngrc<lienLs  [down. 
Would  have  been  v:Un,  and  they  must  have  gone 
Despite  of  all  their  efforts  and  ex{>cdicnts. 

But  fur  the  pumps  : I 'mglad  to  make  them  know  n 
To  all  the  brother  tars  who  may  have  need  hence. 
For  fifty  tons  of  water  were  upthrown 
By  them  i>cr  hour,  and  they  had  all  been  undone, 
But  for  the  maker,  Sir.  Mann,  of  London.  * 

And  witnrss  fdthe  maUet  and  displrafure 

Which  thuHiktmJd'stlxar  me : onig  that  namr  remuint; 

Thf  erwUg  and  envy  </  the  ^ple. 

iVnntUpd  by  our  dattonl  nooiet,  who 

Have  aU  fMr$ook  me,  hath  deTour'd  the  rest ; 

And  nufTcr'd  me  by  tlie  voice  of  ftUve«  to  be 
Whoop'd  out  of  Home.  Now,  thU  eetremitg 
Hath  brought  me  to  tby  AeartA;  Sat  out  <tf  hope, 
Mlttake  me  not,  to  utte  mg  Itfe;  for  if 
I had  fear'd  lira^A.  of  all  men  1'  the  world 
1 would  have  "voided  thee."" 

CorioUtmmt,  Act  4th,  Scene  Mb.] 

I*  C“  Night  came  on  worse  than  the  day  bad  been  ; and  a 
sndden  $hift  of  trind,  about  midnight,  fhrev  the  th*p  into  the 
tromgh  the  sea,  tphieh  itmck  her  qft,  lore  airag  the  rudder, 
ttorted  the  ttenL-post,  and  shatter^  the  whole  df  her  item 
'•  frame.  The.  mtmpt  were  irnmediatrtn  eotmded,  and  In  the 
I course  of  a few  minutes  the  water  nail  Increased  to  four 

ifeet."^LoM*  df  the  Hertuiet.'] 

f One  tang  was  instantig  put  on  them,  md  the  remainder 

of  the  people  rmpUtged  fn  getttng  up  rice  from  the  run  of  the 
II  ship,  and  heaving  it  over,  ft>  eomr  at  the  leak.  If  possible. 
P After  three  or  four  hundred  bags  were  thrown  Into  the  sea. 

me  did  get  at  it,  and  found  the  water  rsMAfaglnto  the  ship 
Ij  with  Mtonlsbbig  rapidity  ; therefbre  we  thrudt  thaete,  thiru. 


. l\ 


XXX. 

As  day  advanced  the  weather  seem'd  to  abate, 

And  then  the  leak  they  reckon’d  to  reduce. 

And  keep  the  ship  afloat,  though  three  feet  yet 
Kept  two  hand  and  one  chain-pump  si  ill  in  use. 
The  wind  blew  ftresb  again  : os  it  grew  late 
A squall  come  on,  and  while  some  guns  broke 
A gust — which  all  descriptive  power  transcends  ~ 
Laid  with  one  blast  the  sUp  on  her  beam  ends.  * 

XXXI. 

There  she  lay,  motionless,  and  seem’d  upset ; 

The  water  left  the  hold,  and  wash'd  the  decks,  ^ 
And  made  a scene  men  do  not  soon  forget ; 

For  they  remember  battles,  fires,  and  wrecks. 

Or  any  other  thing  that  brings  regret. 

Or  breaks  their  hopes,  or  hearts,  or  hoails,  or  necks : 
Thus  drownlngs  are  much  talk'd  of  by  the  divers, 
And  swimmers,  who  may  chance  to  be  sunivurs. 

XXXII. 

Iromodiately  the  masts  were  cut  away, 

Both  main  and  mizen ; first  the  mizen  went, 

The  main-mast  follow’d : but  the  ship  still  lay 
Like  a mere  log,  and  baffled  our  intent 
Foremast  and  bowsprit  were  cut  down,  and  they 
Ea.sed  her  at  last  (although  we  never  meant 
To  part  with  all  till  every  hope  was  blighted). 

And  then  with  violence  tbc  old  ship  righted.  ^ 

xxxni. 

It  may  be  easily  supposed,  while  this 

Was  going  on,  some  people  were  unquiet, 

That  passengers  would  find  it  much  amt'^s 
To  lo^e  their  lives,  as  well  a.s  spoil  their  diet ; 

That  even  the  able  seaman,  deeming  his 
Days  nearly  o'er,  might  be  disposed  to  riot, 

As  upon  such  occasions  tars  will  a«k 

For  grog,  and  sometimes  drink  mm  from  the  ca>k. 

XXXIV. 

There’s  nought  no  doubt  so  much  the  spirit  calm« 
As  nim  and  true  religion : thus  it  wa«, 

Some  plunder'd,  some  drank  spirits,  some  sung  psalms 
The  high  wind  made  the  treble,  and  as  tiass 
The  hoarse  harsh  waves  kept  time ; fright  cured  the 
qualms 

Of  all  the  luckless  landsmen's  sea-sick  maws : 
Strange  sounds  of  walling,  blasphemy,  devotion, 
Clamour’d  In  chorus  to  the  roaring  ocean. 

Jackets,  bales  of  muslin,  and  everything  of  the  like  doKrip* 
tioM  that  could  be  got,  into  Ike  opening."  — Loss  if  the  Her- 
cutes.] 

• [*•  Notwithitanding  the  nmnp«  discharged  fifty  tons  of 
water  an  kvur.  the  ihip  rrrtAlnly  must  have  gone  down,  hod 
not  our  etprdienis  hren  attrntled  with  lome  kucrest.  The 
ffumps,  to  the  excellent  eonvtnictfon  of  which  1 owe  the  pre- 
•ervatloo  of  my  life,  were  made  by  Mr.  Mann  of  J^ondon."  — 
Ibid.] 

* {'*As  the  nest  day  advanced,  the  weather  appeared  to 
moderate,  the  men  continued  incessantly  at  the  pumps,  and 
every  exertion  was  made  to  keep  the  ship  afloat.  Smrre  was 
this  done,  when  <i  gust,  eeeeedhu  in  vivtence  everything  tf 
the  kmd  / had  ever  sens,  or  could  eonceive,  laid  the  ship  on  A<t 
beam  ends."—  Loss  qfihe  Centaur.] 

i The  ship  lau  motionless,  and.  to  all  appearance.  Irre- 
voculy  overset.  The  water  forsook  the  hold,  and  appeared 
between  decks.*'— /inf.] 

« Immediate  dlrectloni  were  given  to  cut  away  the  main 
assd  misen  masts,  trusting,  when  the  ship  righted,  to  be  able 
to  wear  her.  On  cutting  one  or  two  lanyards,  the  msxrn- 
mast  went  first  over,  but  without  producing  the  imallejc 
etTect  on  the  ship.  and.  on  rutting  the  lanvard  of  one  ihroutl. 
the  main‘masi  followed.  I had  the  mortificaCion  to  sew  the 
foremast  and  bowsprit  also  go  over.  On  this,  the  ship 
msmedtately  righted  with  gretst  viulenet,"  — tbtd.  ] 
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XXXV. 

Perhaps  more  mischief  had  been  done,  but  for  < 

Our  Juan,  who,  with  sense  beyond  hU  years. 

Got  to  the  spirit-room,  and  stood  before 
It  with  a pair  of  pistols ; and  their  fears, 
j As  if  Death  were  more  dreadful  by  his  door 
Of  fire  than  water,  spite  of  oaths  and  tears, 

I ! Kept  still  aloof  the  crew,  who,  ere  they  sunk, 
j Thought  it  would  be  becoming  to  die  drunk.  * 

:!  XXXVI. 

j “ Give  us  more  grog,"  they  cried,  “ for  It  will  be 
All  one  an  hour  hence."  Juan  answer'd,  **  No! 

I *TU  true  that  death  awaits  both  you  and  me. 

But  let  us  die  like  men.  not  sink  below 
Like  brutes : " — and  thus  his  dangerous  post  kept  he,  ^ 
And  none  liked  to  anticii>ate  the  blow ; 

And  even  Pedrlllo.  hLs  most  reverend  tutor, 

M'as  for  some  nun  a dlsappjlntcd  suitor. 

XXXVII. 

The  good  old  gentleman  was  quite  agha.st. 

And  made  a loud  and  pious  lamentation ; 

Repented  all  bis  sins,  and  made  a last 
Irrevocable  vow  of  reformation  ; 

Nothing  should  tempt  him  more  (this  inril  px-^t) 

To  quit  his  academic  occupation. 

In  cloisters  of  the  classic  Salamanca, 

To  follow  Juan's  wake,  like  Sancho  Panca. 

XXXVIII. 

But  now  there  came  a flash  of  hope  once  more ; 

Day  broke,  and  the  wind  lull'd : the  masts  were  gone. 
The  leak  increa'H'd ; shoals  round  her,  hut  no  shore. 
The  vessel  swam,  yet  still  she  held  her  own. 

They  tried  the  pumps  again,  and  though  before 
Their  desperate  efforts  seem’d  all  useless  grown, 

A glimpse  of  sunshine  set  some  hand.-)  to  balc»<> 

The  stronger  pump'd,  the  weaker  tbruram’d  a iwul.  * 

XXXIX. 

Under  the  vessel’s  keel  the  sail  was  pass’d, 

And  for  the  moment  it  hatl  some  effect ; * 

Bnt  with  a leak,  and  not  a stick  of  mast. 

Nor  rag  of  canvaa,  what  could  they  expect? 

But  still  'tts  best  to  struggle  to  the  last, 

'T  is  never  too  late  to  be  wholly  wreck'd : 


, And  though  'tls  true  that  man  can  only  die  once,  j 

'TLs  not  BO  pleasant  in  the  Gulf  of  Lyons.  ^ 

XL.  I 

Tbe.*e  winds  and  waves  had  hurl'd  them,  ami  from  | 
thence,  « 

'Without  their  will,  they  carried  them  away; 

1 Pot  they  were  forced  with  steering  to  dispenw, 

I And  never  had  as  yet  a quiet  day 
On  which  they  might  repose,  or  even  commence 
A .iurymast  or  rudder,  or  could  say 
The  ship  would  svrlm  an  hour,  which,  by  good  luck, 

Still  svom  — though  not  exactly  like  a duck, 
i XLI. 

1 The  wind,  In  fact,  perhaps,  was  rather  less. 

But  the  ship  labour'd  so,  they  scarce  could  hope 
To  weather  out  much  longer;  the  distreiss  > 

Was  also  great  with  which  they  had  to  co{>e 
For  want  of  water,  and  their  solid  mess?  | 

W'as  scant  enough : in  vain  the  telescope  i ' 

Was  used  — nor  sail  nor  shore  appear’d  in  sight, 

Nought  but  the  heavy  sea,  and  coming  night.  | 

xi.ii.  i 

Again  the  weather  threaten’d,  — again  blew  * | 

A gale,  and  In  the  fore  and  after  hold 
Water  appear’d ; yet,  though  the  people  knew 
All  this,  the  most  were  patient,  and  some  bold. 

Until  the  chains  and  leathers  were  worn  through  i 
Of  all  our  pumps  : — a wreck  complete  she  roll'd,  j 
At  mercy  of  the  waves,  whose  mercies  are  [ 

Like  human  beings  during  civil  war.  i 

XLm. 

Then  came  the  carpenter,  at  last,  with  tears  |{ 

In  hU  rough  eyes,  and  told  the  captain,  he  j 

Could  do  no  more ; he  was  a man  In  years,  •[ 

And  long  h.'ul  voyaged  through  many  a sti>miy  sea. 
And  If  he  wept  at  length  they  were  not  fears  j 

That  made  his  eyelids  as  a woman’s  be,  \ 

But  he,  )K)or  fellow,  had  a wife  and  cbiidren,—  ' 

Two  things  for  dying  people  quite  bevrilclering.  j| 

XLIV.  I 

The  ship  was  evidently  settling  nowio  I 

Fast  by  the  head ; and,  all  di-^tinctlon  gone,  'i 

Some  went  to  prayers  again,  and  mwle  a vow  | 

Of  candles  to  their  saints  ' * — but  there  were  none  i | 


* Perhups  the  whole  vovtM  have  got  drunk,  but  for."  — 
MS] 

I ' **[A  mHj>hipmta  was  amMliited  to  guard  the  spirit-room, 

II  to  repress  that  unhappy  di'sire  of  a devoted  crew  to  dte  in  a 
|!  Mtatf  of  inloJ'catMm.  The  saUors,  though  in  other  resperts 

ordi-riy  lit  c<iiuluct,  here  pressed  eagerly  upon  htm."— /.iwr 
< the  .Ittergaviiutjf.) 

* f"  • Oree  w*  tomr  they  cxfUirrnM,  ‘ it  trill  be  nil  nne 

nn  fumr  hmce.' I knoir  iTf  mmU  tiie,'  replied  (he  galUnt 
offlet’f,  i*oolly, ' but  lei  ws  rf/V  like  men  • ' — nrmett  triik  n bntee 

I iff  he  l^pt  his  post,  even  while  the  ship  was  sinking." 

I*  I**  ||o*-ever,  by  grp.it  ntertlon  of  the  chain-pump,  wp 
kebt  our  mm.  All  who  were  not  wamen  by  profession,  h.id 
I been  emplnynl  In  ikrummtng  a snfl,"  — /Ara.} 

,1  s I . — **  irkteh  teas  pasted  under  the  skip's  bottom,  and 
I / MvugAt  ha>t  •itinr  elfvet." .— 

* ["  'T  i«  ugly  dying  in  (he  Gulf  of  Lyons."  — MS.] 
r [**  'fke  skip  laboured  sc  muck,  that  1 could  tearre  kepr 
the  leo'-M  neint  till  morning:  mir  tufforing*  were  very  grc.u 
teanl  of  traier."  — Ia>ss  iff  the  Aberffapemsf/.] 

• ("  The  tr.’fUker  agoin  threatened,  and  by  noon  ft  blnr  n 
stomu  The  ship  lalMUmt  greatly  : f4te  tenter  appeared  m 
the  Jure  and  aper  hold.  The  leatkhra  were  nearly  conuimod, 
ami  tne  ekaint  pf  the  pumps,  by  constant  ctertlon,  and  fnetloo 

Iot  the  rolls,  were  midenwl  almost  uselest."  _ /Aid.  j 

’ {*•  At  length,  the  carpenter  came  up  from  below,  and  told 
the  crew,  who  were  wurKlug  at  Uie  pumps,  he  amid  do  no 


more  for  them.  Seeing  their  eflbrts  useless,  many  of  (hem  , 
burst  into  tears,  and  wept  like  children."  — Lost  pf  the  Aber-  \ 
garentijf.} 

1®  ("  I pereelveHl  the  skip  settling  bt/  the  head."’— Ibid. "I  I 

• I (The  following  extract  U taken  from  llyrrm’s  ow  n 
cow  of  Krasmus's  Dialogues.  The  delighthil  colloquy  eo-  | 
titled  **  Naufraglum  " must,  as  it  U obvious  from  his  lordship's  { 
pencil-marks,  have  been  much  in  his  hands:  — **Adcrat 
Angtus  quidam,  qul  promittebat  monies  aureos  Virgin! 
\Vais.imgiunic»,  si  virus  altigisset  terram:  alii  multa  pro-  j 
mitteinnt  llgno  crucis,  quod  essrt  tn  Uli  Icmw.  L'num  audivl,  , 
non  sine  risu,  qul  chirk  voce,  ne  non  oxaudiretur,  |K>likeretur  { 
Cbrlstophuro,  qul  eit  l.utetie  In  summo  trmplo,  mom  verius 
quam  slaiua,  errewm  r<:is/t<m  tfUMUtut  euet  true.  Ho'c  cum  ! 
rnriferuii  quantum  noierat  lurTitlHem  imulcaret , qut  forte  i 
proximus  assistebat  HU  notus,  cublto  Ilium  teliglt,  ac  sub-  | 
momilt:  Vide  quid  polllrearis : etiamsl  rerum  omnium  tua-  i 
rum  a'irtiniiem  facias,  non  fiicrit  sdvendo.  Turn  ille,  toco 
)am  prc.slure,  ne  videlicet  exauitiret  Chrhtophurui : Tace. 
Inqulpl-itue  I An  credis  me  ex  animo  Inqui  ? Si  semel  con- 
ti^ru  cerrara.  non  oaturus  sum  1111  camleiam  scbaceam  I"  > 
“There  was  there  a certain  RnKUshm.in.  who  proinlied  I 
golden  mountains  to  Our  I..idy  of  VValsIngham,  if  he  touched  L 
innil  again.  Others  promiti-d  many  things  to  the  Wood  of  ■’ 
Ihe  Crou.  which  was  in  such  a place.  I heard  one,  not  with-  || 
out  laughter,  who.  with  a clear  voice,  lest  he  should  not  be  I; 
heard,  promised  ('hristupher,  who  is  at  Farit,  on  the  top  of  a , 
church,  — a mountain  more  truly  than  a slatur,  — a tent  J 
candle  at  big  a*  he  mas  himtelf.  When,  bawling  out  os  hard  | 
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}l  To  pay  them  with ; and  some  look'd  o’er  the  bow  ; 
Some  hoisted  out  the  boats ; and  there  was  one 
That  bcKg'd  Pediillo  for  an  abeolutioo, 

^Ito  told  him  to  be  damn’d — In  hla  confusion.  ■ 
XLV. 

I Some  lash'd  them  hi  their  hammocks ; tome  put  on 
I Their  best  clothes,  as  If  going  to  a f^r ; 

Some  cursed  the  day  on  which  they  saw  the  sun, 

And  gnash'd  their  teeth,  and,  howling,  tore  their 
And  others  went  on  as  they  had  begun,  [hair ; 

Getting  the  boats  out,  being  well  aware 
j That  a tight  boat  wlU  live  In  a rough  sea, 

; Unless  with  breakers  close  beneath  her  lee,  > 

: XLVI.  I 

The  worst  of  all  was,  that  In  their  condition, 

Having  been  several  days  in  great  distress, 

’Twas  ditficult  to  get  out  such  provision 
' As  now  might  n*ndcr  their  long  sulTering  less ; 

Men.  even  when  dying,  dislike  inanition  ; * 

Their  stock  was  damaged  by  the  weather's  stress: 

I Two  casks  of  biscuit,  and  a keg  of  butter. 

Were  all  that  could  be  thrown  into  the  cutter. 

XLvn. 

But  in  the  long-boat  they  contrived  to  stow 

Some  pounds  of  bread,  though  injured  by  the  wet ; 
,i  Water,  a twenty-gallon  oisk  or  so; 
i|  Six  flasks  of  wine ; and  they  contrived  to  get 
i|  A portion  of  their  beef  up  from  below,  * 
li  And  with  a piece  of  pork,  moreover,  met. 

But  scarce  enough  to  serve  them  for  a luncheon — 
Then  there  was  rum,  right  gallons  In  a puiichcou. 

! XLVIIL 

I The  other  boats,  the  yawl  and  pinnace,  bad 
j Been  stove  In  the  beginning  of  the  gale ; ^ 

Ajid  the  long-boat's  condition  was  but  bad. 

As  there  were  but  two  blankets  for  a sail,  ® 

And  one  oar  for  a mast,  which  u yemng  lad 
Threw  In  by  good  luck  over  the  ship’s  rail ; 

And  two  boats  could  not  hold,  far  loss  be  stored. 

To  save  one  half  the  people  then  on  board. 

XLIX. 

' 'T  was  twilight,  and  the  sunless  day  went  down 
Over  the  waste  of  waters ; like  a veil, 

as  he  conhl,  the  man  reiterated  this  offer,  an  aequaintanre 
that  hy  chanre  ilnod  next,  kiioM  D to  him.  tnui’b4>il  him  with 
hit  eltx>w,aiid  uiii  — ‘ ilavo  a care  »hal  >ouuruini*e;  thoiifsh 
you  make  an  auction  of  all  your  goods,  yuu  II  nut  be  able  to 
j pay.’  Then  be  says,  with  a Tolce  im)w  Inwcv.  to  wit,  lett 
! Christopher  should  bear.  — * Hold  your  tongw.  y»Kj  AhjI  ; do 
you  think  1 S|>«ak  from  my  heart  ? If  once  1 touch  land,  1 ’ll 
not  hUn  a tallow  candle.’  Clahks'J  Tramlatum.] 

• [“You  cannot  Imagine,”  says  Cardinal  de  Rots,  (who 
narrowly  escape  shipwreck  in  the  <»ulf  of  l.yons)  — “the 
horror  of  s rrrat  storm  t yow  can  ai  htile  rmogfne  thf  rnti’ 
aUf  iffiL  Ercrybodjr  were  at  their  prayers,  or  were  con- 
fessing themselTei.  l*ho  private  capUUn  of  the  iraliey  caused, 
in  the  greatest  height  of  the  danger,  kit  emAroiarrrd  coat  a$td 
kit  red  tear/  to  be  brou^l  to  him,  saving,  that  a true 
Spaniard  ought  to  die  bearing  his  king's  marks  of  distinction, 
lie  sat  himself  down  in  his  great  elbow  chair,  anu  with  hta 

{ fool  struck  a poor  Nnanolitan  in  the  chops,  w ho.  not  being 
able  to  stand,  was  crawling  along,  orylng  out  aloud.  ‘ Senhor 
Dm  Kernantlo,  por  I'amor  de  01m,  cuiimslon.’  The  captain, 

' when  he  struck  him,  said  to  him.  * Immigo  de  Dios  plodes 
I confession  ! ' and  on  my  reprcaentlng  to  him,  that  bis  inter- 
I ferenco  was  not  right,  he  said  that  that  old  man  gave  oflbnce 
to  the  whole  galley.  A Sicilian  Ubservantlne  monk  was 
I preaching  lU  the  foot  of  the  grewt  mast,  that  St.  Franeti  bad 
appoaj^  to  him,  and  had  assured  him  that  we  should  not 
1 perish.  I should  never  have  done,  were  I to  describe  all  the 
ridiculous  fclghu  that  are  seen  on  these  occasloru."] 

• f“  Some  appeared  perfectly  resigned,  treat  to  their  ham- 
aweXs,  and  deslrnd  their  meaimates  to  lath  them  m ; others 
ware  for  H'curirg  themsolves  to  gratings  and  small  rafU  *,  but 


Which,  If  withdrawn,  would  but  disclose  the  frown 
Of  one  whose  hate  U mask'd  but  to  a-^L  ? 

Thus  to  their  hopeless  eyes  the  night  was  shown. 

And  grimly  darkled  o’er  the  &ces  pale. 

And  the  dim  desolate  deep : twelve  days  had  Fear 
Been  their  fkmiUar,  and  now  Death  was  here. 

L. 

Some  trial  bad  been  making  at  a raft. 

With  little  hope  in  such  a rolling  sea, 

A sort  of  thing  at  which  one  would  have  laugh'd,* 

If  any  laughter  at  such  times  could  be, 

Unless  with  people  who  too  much  have  quaff'd. 

And  have  a kind  of  wild  and  horrid  glee. 

Half  epileptlcal,  and  half  hysterical : — 

Tbelr  prc»en*ation  would  have  been  a miracle, 

LL 

At  half-past  eight  o'clock,  booms,  bencooits,  s]iars. 
And  all  things,  for  a chance,  had  been  cast  loi>se, 
That  still  could  keep  afloat  the  struggling  tars  ^ 

For  yet  they  strove,  although  of  no  great  um»; 
There  was  no  light  In  heaven  but  a few  stars. 

The  boats  put  off  o'crcrowdctl  with  their  crews; 
She  gave  a heel,  and  then  a lurch  to  port. 

And,  going  down  head  foremost  — sunk.  In  short 

LII. 

Then  rose  from  sea  to  sky  the  wild  fkrewdl  — 

Then  shriek’d  the  timid,  and  stood  still  the  bravo, — 
Then  tome  leap'd  overboard  with  dreadful  yell,  * i 
As  eager  to  anticipate  their  grave ; 

And  the  sea  yawn'd  around  her  like  a hell. 

And  down  she  suck’d  with  her  the  whirling  wave, 
Like  one  who  grapples  with  his  enemy. 

And  strives  to  strangle  him  before  be  die. 

LIll. 

And  first  one  universal  shriek  there  rush'd. 

Louder  than  the  loud  ocean,  like  a crash 
Of  echoing  thunder , and  then  all  was  hush'd. 

Save  the  wild  wind  and  the  rt'inurstdcss  dash 
Of  billows : but  at  intervals  there  gush’d, 
Accompanied  with  a convulsive  spU-sh, 

A solltar}'  shriek,  the  bubbling  cry 
Of  some  strong  swimmer  In  his  agony, 

the  mo(t  predominant  l<1oa  » ni  thnt  of  patting  on  their  hett 
ami  cleanett  ctofhrt.  I'he  wi-rc  ;x>t  over  tlie  lidc."  — 
Abergarmny.] 

“ Men  will  prove  hiinpry,  even  when  nest  perdition.’* 

8.) 

s [“  Kight  bags  of  rice,  tixjtatkt  rf  trine,  and  a small  quan- 
tity qf  t^ied  he^  and  pork,  were  not  into  the  Imig-buat,  aa 
provl^loQ*  for  the  whole.”  — Wreek  oj the  Sydney.] 

* ["  The  yatet  tea*  itvve  alongside  and  mnk.”—  Centaur.} 

* [One  oar  wu  ererteil  for  a main-tnast,  and  the  other  bervt 
to  Uitf  breadth  of  the  blanJcett/or  a tail."  Lota  qf  the  II W- 
Ungton  Transport.} 

7 [*‘  Which  being  withdrawn,  illarloaea  Imt  the  fynwn 

Of  one  who  hates  ua,  ao  the  night  wa«  ibown,”  Ac— MS.] 

* ( * Aa  rctftt  had  been  mentioned  by  the  carpenter,  1 
thought  It  right  to  make  the  attempt.  It  was  impo»«thIe  fr>r 
any  man  to  (twelve  hlmtelf  with  the  hofioa  of  being  aavrd  on 
a raft  In  auch  a lea  as  Ihli.”—  Centaur.] 

s [*'  Span,  booms,  hencoops,  nod  ewery  tking  buoyant,  were 
therefore  enst  loose,  that  the  men  might  have  aoou!  chanco  to 
aave  Ihemiolvea.”  — Loai  qfthe  PanAora.} 

» [“  We  had  acarcely  quitted  the  ihip.  when  ihe  gave  a 
heavy  lurch  to  port,  and  Lien  treat  down,  head  foremost."  — 
iMdy  Hoborl.} 

u [”  At  Uda  Inatant,  one  of  the  offlrera  told  the  captain  «lie 
waa  gohif  down,  and  bidding  him  Ikrewell.  leapt  overboard  : 
the  crew  nad  juat  time  to  leap  orerboard,  which  they  did,  ut- 
toring  a moat  dreadful  yell. " — Pandora.  ] 

<>  r How  aocuratoly  haa  Bn^  described  the  whole  progreaa 
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.]  LtV. 

j'  The  boats,  as  stated,  had  off  before, 

And  in  them  crowded  several  of  the  crew; 

I'  And  yet  their  present  hoj>e  was  hardly  m«>re 
j I Than  what  it  had  been,  for  so  strong  it  blew 
li  There  was  slight  chance  of  reaching  any  shore; 
j And  then  they  were  too  many,  though  so  few- 
j Nine  in  the  cutter,  thirty  In  the  boat, 

] Were  counted  in  them  when  they  got  afloat. 


*Twaa  a rough  night,  and  blew  so  stiffly  yet. 

That  the  sail  was  becalm’d  between  the  seas. 
Though  on  the  wave's  high  top  too  much  to  set, 
They  dared  not  take  It  In  for  all  the  bri'ead : 
Each  sea  curl'd  o'er  the  stem,  and  kept  them  wet. 
And  ma4te  them  bale  without  a moment's  ea«e,< 
So  that  themselves  well  as  hopes  were  damp'd, 
And  the  poor  little  cutter  quickly  swamp’iL 


1 1 All  the  rest  perish’d ; near  two  hundred  souls 
Had  left  their  bodies ; and  what's  worse,  alas ! 
When  over  Catholics  the  ocean  roll*. 

They  must  wait  several  weeks  before  a mass 
Takes  off  one  peck  of  purgatorial  coals 
i;  Because,  till  people  know  what’s  come  to  pass 
They  won’t  lay  out  their  money  on  the  dead— . 

It  costs  three  francs  fur  every  mass  that’s  said. 

LVI. 

Jiun  got  Into  the  long-boat,  and  there 
Contrivctl  to  help  Pedriilo  to  a place  ; 

I It  seem'd  as  if  they  bad  exchanged  their  care, 

' For  Juan  wrorc  the  magisterial  face 
j Which  courage  gives,  while  pt»or  Pc<lrlllo*s  pair 

I ()f  eyes  were  crying  for  their  owner's  cast* ; 
BatUsta,  though,  (a  name  call'd  shortly  Tita), 

Was  lost  by  getting  at  some  aqua- vita. 

LVII. 

i Pedro,  his  valet,  too,  he  tried  to  save. 

But  the  same  cause,  conducive  to  hi*  loss 
. Ijcfl  him  80  drunk,  he  jump’d  into  the  wave, 

As  o’er  the  cutter’s  edge  be  tried  to  cross 
And  so  he  found  a wiue-and- watery  grave; 

They  could  not  rescue  him  although  so  close, 

I I Bccau'>e  the  »ea  ran  higher  every  minute. 

And  fur  the  boat— the  crew  kept  crowding  in  it. 

I LVIII. 

I A snwll  old  spaniel,  — which  hrtd  been  I>on  J6se's 
111;*  father's  whom  he  loved,  a*  ye  may  think, 

, For  on  such  things  the  memorj*  rej>oses 

With  tenderness  — stoinl  howling  on  the  brink, 

::  Knowing,  (d<»gs  have  Mich  intellectual  noses!) 

I No  doubt,  the  V(**«cl  was  nlmut  to  sink  ; 
j And  Juan  caught  him  up,  and  ere  he  stepp'd 
I Off  threw  him  in,  then  utter  him  he  leap'd.  * 

EIX. 

. He  also  stuff’d  his  money  where  he  could 
I About  his  pers«)n,  and  Pt‘<lriUo’s  loo, 

I M ho  let  him  do.  In  fact,  whate’er  he  would, 

Not  knowing  what  himself  to  say,  or  do, 

< As  every  ridng  wave  his  dread  renew’d ; 

I But  Juan,  tmsting  they  might  still  get  through, 
And  deeming  there  were*  remedies  for  any  ill, 

||  Thus  re-enitiurk’d  hU  tutor  and  his  spaniel. 


'•  ofa  shipwreck,  to /VjtiMi/cara«trA;>Act — Sia  John  Baknow  t ! 

' Htiior^  uf  tkf 

j * The  hoat.  bHna  fartrord  to  th«  rljudng,  wa,<  no  iMioner  ! 
II  elcarwi  of  the  ftrealcM  |»art  of  the  water,  than  a dog  of  mine  i 
, came  to  me  ruimiiig  along  the  gunwale.  / took  ktm  m.'*_  I 
. Ukipvrctk  the  Ueuey.\ 

1 1 * 1"  It  blew  a rioimt  storm.  *o  that  betw  een  the  leat  the 

aall  wai  becalmed  ; an«l  whim  on  tkr  top  of  the  tenff,  it  vat 

II  loo  tnueh  to  he  »rt.  Inn  we  owdd  not  venture  to  take  it  hi.  for 
we  were  In  very  imminent  danger  and  distrers  ; the  $ea  eurU 
tnp  arer  tkr  ttrm  of  the  boat,  wtiirh  obligtHl  u«  to  hole  urOh 
att  <mr  might." — tlUgh't  ftntw  Hoot  Vaoigation.  See  Baa- 
I low'a  ilistorg,  p.  id.] 


Nino  souls  more  went  in  her:  the  long-boat  still 

Kept  above  water,  with  an  oar  f(tr  mast,  , 

' Two  blankets  stitch’d  together,  answering  ill 
Instead  of  sail,  were  to  the  oar  made  fast ; 

Though  every  wave  roll'd  menacing  to  fill,  i 

And  present  peril  all  before  8ur{iass’d,> 

They  grieved  for  those  who  perish’d  with  the  cutter. 

And  also  for  the  biscuit -casks  and  butter. 

LXII. 

The  sun  rose  red  and  flery,  a sure  sign  i 

Of  the  continuance  of  the  gale ; to  n»n  j 

I Before  the  sea  until  it  should  grow  fine, 

Was  all  that  for  tl»e  j>re**ent  could  be  done : | 

A few  tea-spoonfuls  of  their  rum  and  wine  I 

M'ere  served  out  to  the  people,  who  bc'gtin  < , I 

To  faint,  and  damaged  bread  wet  through  the  l>ngs,  | 
And  most  of  them  bad  little  clothes  but  rags. 

LXriL 

They  counted  thirty,  crowded  In  a space  j 

M’hicli  left  scarce  room  for  motion  or  exertion ; ‘ j 

They  did  their  best  to  modify  their  case, 

One  half  sate  up,  though  numb'd  with  the  immereion, 
M'hllc  t’other  half  were  laid  down  in  their  place,  || 
At  watch  and  watch ; thus,  shivering  like  the  tertian  \ t 
Ague  In  it*  cold  fit,  they  ftll’d  their 
M'ith  nothing  but  the  sky  for  a great* coat,  * j 

Lxn'.  i 

'Tls  very  certain  the  desire  of  life  . i 

Prolongs  it : this  is  obvious  to  physicians,  j 

M'hen  jiatU  nts  neither  plagued  with  friends  nor  wife,  ! 

Survive  through  very  dc^]H.'rate  conditions,  ^ 

Because  they  still  can  ho|JC,  nor  shines  the  knife  1 1 
Nor  shears  of  Atropos  before  their  visions  ; I 

I rvesjialr  of  all  recovery  spoils  longevity,  I' 

■ And  makes  men’s  mlserica  of  alarming  brevity.  j 

LXV.  |j 

'Tis  said  that  persons  living  on  annuities  |j 

Arc  longer  lived  than  others,  — God  know*  why,  ]| 

; L’nless  to  phigue  the  grantors, — yet  so  true  it  b, 

That  some,  1 really  think,  do  never  die  • , 

Of  any  emUtors  the  worst  a Jew  it  is,  • 

And  that*s  their  mode  of  furnishing  suppl>  . |L 

I In  my  young  days  they  lent  me  cash  that  way,  |j 

, Which  I found  very  troublesome  to  pay.  j 

> Before  It  wm  dark,  a blanAet  wm  div*»»Trretl  In  the 
boat.  This  wa»  immerli»tcly  bent  to  one  of  tae  ■Iretrher*. 

»nil  under  It.  at  n mU,  we  scudded  all  nigbt.  in  expecUtiun  of  ) 
being  ucaUownt  bg  every  traec.”—  Cmtatir.}  || 

* [•*  The  «Mi  rxtte  red  andfi^ry,  a ntre  indication  qf  a terete 


f oie  of  «rmd.  — \Vc  could  ^ nothing  more  than  run  before 
be  sea.  — / terved  a lea^Mpcof{fiU  nun  to  evern  perum. 
The  bread  we  found  was  damaged  and  rotten. dliuh.] 


I * (“As  our  lodging  was  very  wretched  and  confined /or 
, trani  qf  room,  IriideftToured  to  remedy  this  defect,  by  putting 
I uurselret  at  watch  and  watch  ; so  that  one  haff  always  sat  up, 
I while  the  other  half  lay  dtnm  in  tbe  bottom  of  the  boat,  with 
I nothing  to  earner  at  but  the  keanemt."  — Asif.j 
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*T  b thus  with  people  in  an  open  boat, 

I They  live  upon  the  love  of  life,  and  bear 
More  than  can  be  believed,  or  even  thought. 

And  stand  like  rocks  the  tempest's  wear  aitd  tear  j 
And  hardship  still  has  been  the  sailor’s  lot, 

I I Since  Noah's  ark  went  cruising  here  and  there; 

I She  had  a curious  crew  as  well  as  cargo. 

Like  the  first  old  Greek  privateer,  the  Argo. 

■ LXVn. 

But  man  Is  a carnivorous  production, 

I And  must  have  meals,  at  least  one  meal  a day ; 

^ He  cannot  live,  like  woodcocks,  upon  suction, 

■ But,  like  the  shark  and  tiger,  must  have  prey ; 
Although  his  anatomical  construction 

Bears  vegetables,  in  a grumbling  way. 

Tour  labuuriiut  people  think  beyond  all  question 
Beef,  veal,  and  mutton,  better  for  digestion. 

LXViri. 

• And  thus  it  was  with  this  our  hapless  crew  ; 

For  on  the  third  day  there  came  on  a calm, 

I And  though  at  first  their  strength  it  might  renew, 

I And  lying  on  their  weariness  like  balm, 

j Lull'd  them  like  turtles  sleeping  on  the  blue 
! Of  ocean,  when  they  woke  they  felt  a qualm, 

And  fell  all  ravenously  on  their  provision. 

Instead  of  boarding  it  with  due  prcchlun. 

''  LXIX. 

' The  consequence  was  easily  foreseen  — 

They  ate  up  all  they  had.  and  drank  their  wine, 
j In  spite  of  all  remonstrances,  and  then 

On  what,  in  fact,  next  day  were  they  to  dine  ? 

They  hoped  the  wind  would  rise,  these  foolish  men  ! 

Ami  carry  them  to  shore ; these  hopes  were  fine, 
But  as  they  had  but  one  oar,  and  that  brittle, 

It  would  have  been  more  wise  to  save  their  victual. 

LXX 

The  fourth  day  came,  but  not  a breath  of  air,  ^ 

And  Ocean  slutnlier'd  like  an  unwean'd  child : 

The  fifth  day,  ami  tbclr  boat  lay  floating  there, 

The  sea  and  sky  were  blue,  and  dear,  and  mild— > 
M'ith  their  one  oar  (I  wish  they  had  had  a pair) 

What  could  they  do  ? and  hunger’s  rage  grew  wild : 
So  Juan's  spaniel,  spite  of  his  entreating, 

W.OS  kill’d,  and  portion'd  out  fur  present  eating.  3 

LXXL 

On  the  sixth  <hty  they  fed  upon  his  hide. 

And  Juan,  who  had  still  refused,  because 

' i**The  fourtb  day  rarae,  and  not  a breath  of  air, 

Bitcii.] 

* ["  The  fourth  day  we  began  to  suflbr  exceedingly  from 
j hunger  and  tliir>t.  i then  a^ted  my  dog,  and  plunged  my 
’ knife  into  iu  throat.  We  caught  bia  bl«Mxl  in  the  hat,  re* 

cclrliig  in  our  hands  and  driokinawhat  ran  overt  we  aftert 
wards  drank  In  turn  out  of  (he  nat.  and  felt  ourselves  re* 
frvihtii."  — Skrpvreein^ th< 

^ f**  Vow,  however,  when  Mr.  Hyron  was  at  home  with 
his  d<jg.  a party  come  to  tell  him  their  necessities  were  siu  h, 
that  thoy  must  cat  the  dog.  or  starve.  In  spite  of  Mr.  B.*s 
desire  to  preserve  the  f.iiUifVtl  animal,  they  took  him  by  force 
aiHi  kilieu  him.  Thinking  he  was  entitled  to  a share,  he  par* 
torjk  ttf  Ihclr  renost.  Three  weeks  alterwords,  recollecting 
J the  sp<jt  whore  tne  dog  was  killed,  he  vent  tu  H,  and  was  gUd 

I I to  make  a meal  of  the  pairs  and  sJtm.”—  CuMUuDORt  By  ROM’s 
ij  Sarratiff.] 

* fTbe  fact  of  men,  to  extreme  cases,  deetroylng  each  other 
for  the  sake  of  appeasing  hunger,  ia  but  too  » ell  established  | 
—and  to  a great  extent,  oq  the  raft  of  the  French  filgate  ' 


The  creature  was  his  father's  dog  that  died. 

Now  feeling  all  the  vulture  In  his  jaw*, 

With  some  remorse  received  (though  first  denleii) 

As  a great  favour  one  of  the  fore-paws,  s \ 

Which  he  divided  with  Petlrillo,  who  i 

Devour’d  It,  longing  for  the  other  too.  j 

LXXII. 

The  seventh  day,  and  no  wind — the  burning  ti 
sun  1 1 

Blister’d  and  scorch'd,  and,  stagnant  on  the  sea,  ’ j 
They  lay  like  carcasse* ; and  hope  was  none,  i 

Save  In  the  breexe  that  came  not : savagely  1 1 

They  glared  upon  each  other  — all  was  done,  j | 

Water,  and  wine,  and  food,  — and  you  might  sec 
The  longings  of  the  cannibal  arise  ,! 

(Although  they  spoke  not)  In  their  wolfish  eyes. 

LXXIIL 

At  length  one  whisper’d  his  companion,  who 
Whisper’d  another,  and  thus  it  went  round, 

And  then  into  a hoarser  murmur  grew, 

An  ominoiu,  and  wild,  and  desjierate  sound ; 

And  when  his  comrade’s  thought  each  sufferer  knew, 

T was  but  his  own,  suppress'd  till  now,  he 

fuimd : ' i 

And  out  they  spoke  of  lots  for  flesh  and  blood,  Ij 

And  who  should  die  to  be  his  fellow's  food.  * I ' 


But  ere  they  came  to  this,  they  that  day  shared  | 
Some  leathern  caps,  and  what  remain'd  of  j 
shoes ; r | 

And  then  they  look’d  around  them,  and  dr«pair'd,  [ 

And  none  to  be  the  sacrifice  would  choo>c; 

At  length  the  lots  were  tom  up*,  and  prepared,  I 
But  of  materials  that  must  shivk  the  Muh2 — | 

Hiring  no  paiKT,  for  the  want  of  better,  | 

They  t4X)k  by  force  frtJm  Juan  Julia's  letter.  J 

LX  XV.  I 

The  lota  were  made,  and  mark’d,  and  mix’d,  and  ; 

handed, 

In  sUent  horror  and  their  distribution  j 

Lull’d  even  the  savage  hunger  which  demanded,  i 

IJkc  the  Promethean  vulture,  this  {lollution ; j 

Nunc  in  particular  bad  sought  or  plaiin’d  It, 

'T  was  nature  gnaw'd  them  to  this  resolution,  | 

By  which  nunc  were  permitted  to  be  neuter — r 

And  the  lot  fell  on  Juan’s  luckless  tutor.  ‘ 

MMuse,  when  wrecked  on  the  tout  of  Africa,  and  alto  oo 
the  rock  in  the  Mediterranean,  when  the  Nautilus  frigate  was 
Io*t.  — Six  Joum  Baaaow,] 

* [**  Being  driven  to  distresi  for  want  of  food,  they  soakfd 
tMftr  $kpes,  uiti  Xmokaiiy  capt  which  were  anione  them,  in 
the  water  : which  being  rendered  toft,  oarh  partook  of  them. 

But  day  alter  day  having  patted,  ami  the  cravings  of  bung(<r 
prcstlng  hard  upon  them,  they  fell  u]ton  theliorrible  and 

' arcadfid  expedient  of  euliug  ea^  other  ; and  in  order  to  pre- 
vent any  contention  about  who  should  bwome  the  food  or  the  i 
other*,  they  cast  lot*  to  dHermloa  the  tufl^rer.*'— 1 1 
qf  Crfto  qf  the  Thomaa.'i  1 

* [“  Tke  to*$  trcrc  dravn ; the  captain,  summoning  all  his  ' 
strenAh,  wrote  upon  slips  of  paper  Uic  name  of  each  man,  i 
folded  them  up.  put  them  Into  ahat,andshookthcm  together.  I 

I The  crew,  meanwhile,  preserved  on  atr/efs/fmcc;  each  eye  I 
' was  fixed  and  each  mouth  open,  while  terror  was  strongly  j 
impressed  upon  every  countenance.  The  unhappv  per.M>o,  ' 
with  manly  roitltodr.  revigned  himself  to  hit  miserable  asso*  i 
dates."  •Tomific  m the  American  Skip  Peggy.]  I 


618 


BYRON  S WORKS. 


CANTO  17. 


LXXVI. 

He  but  requested  to  tie  Wed  to  death ; 

The  sun?eon  had  hi^  instruments,  and  bled  < 
Pedrillo.  and  ao  cenUy  ebb'd  hia  bn-ath. 

You  hardly  could  perceive  when  he  was  de;«L 
He  died  as  bom,  a Catholic  in  foith, 

Idkc  most  in  the  belief  in  which  they  're  bred, 

And  first  a little  crucifix  he  kii^'d. 

And  then  held  out  his  jugular  and  wrist. 

LXXVII. 

The  5un?con,  as  there  was  no  other  f4*e. 

Had  his  first  choice  of  morsels  fur  his  pains  ; 

But  being  thirstiest  at  the  moment,  he 

rreferr'd  a draught  from  the  fast-flowing  veins  ; * 
Part  was  divided,  i>art  thrown  in  the  ^ea, 

I And  such  things  as  the  entrails  and  the  brains 
I Rk-iraJed  two  sharks,  who  follow'd  o'er  the  billow  — 
The  sailors  ate  the  rest  of  poor  Pedrillo. 

Lxxvin. 

The  sailors  ate  him,  all  save  three  or  four, 

\^'ho  were  not  quite  so  fond  of  animal  food  ; 

To  these  was  added  Ju.in,  who,  iH'forc 
Refusing  hU  own  spaniel,  hardly  could 
Feel  now  his  appetite  increased  much  more ; 

*T  was  not  to  be  expected  that  be  should. 

Even  in  extremity  of  their  disaster. 

Dine  with  them  on  his  itastor  and  his  master. 

T.XXIX. 

T was  better  that  he  did  not ; for.  In  ftet. 

The  consetjuence  was  awful  In  the  extreme ; 

For  they,  who  were  most  ravenotis  in  the  act, 

Went  raging  mad  > — Lord  J how  they  did  blas- 
pheme ! 

An<l  foam,  and  roll,  with  strange  convulsions  rack’d. 
Drinking  salt-water  like  a mountain-stream, 
Tearing,  and  grinning,  howling,  screeching,  swearing. 
And,  with  byamo-laughter,  died  despairing. 

LXXX 

I,  Their  numbers  were  much  thinn’d  by  this  infliction, 
Ij  And  all  the  rest  were  thin  enough.  Heaven  knows; 

I And  some  of  them  had  lost  their  recollection, 

I Happier  than  they  wh«>  still  i»crceiveil  their  woes ; 

I I But  others  ponder'd  on  a new  dUsccUon, 
j As  if  not  warn’d  sufficiently  by  those 

MTio  had  already  perish’d,  suffering  madly, 

For  having  used  their  apiwUtes  ao  sadly. 

[•*  IJr  rr^Hrttrd  to  4/erf  to  rfeaM./Ae  nrgfvn  (lelng  with 
them.  And  having  ku  qf  trutrumonU  in  bU  pockt?(  when 
• he  (quilted  the  ship.”  — TAyfiMU.] 

• No  locmer  had  the  fatal  instrument  touched  the  vein, 
than  the  tqwrator  applied  his  (larcheil  tips,  ami  ttrttni  tAc 
tUfod  (U  It  JUnrrd,  while  the  rest  anxiously  watched  the 
victim's  departing  breath.  Uiat  thrr  might  proce«'d  to  satisfy 
the  hunger  which  preyed  upon  them  to  so  frightful  a tle- 
gree."— 76irf.J 

* [**  Those  who  glutted  themselves  with  human  flesh  and 
. gore,  and  whose  stomachs  retained  the  unnatural  (bod,  soon 
' perished  with  ragtag  tiuanttjf,"  Ac. /4srf.) 

♦ [*•  Another  expedient  we  had  frequrnt  recourse  to,  fin«U 
ing  It  supplitd  mir  mouths  with  temporary  moisture,  was 

, cArtet'ng  any  substance  we  emild  find,  generally  a lilt  of 
canvass,  orereo  fc<irf.”—jHno.] 

I * [••  On  the  IMh.  at  noon,  we  caught  a noddy.  I divide*!  ft 
I Into  eighteen  portions  In  the  evening  we  caught  fteo4oo4^s.‘* 
— Blioh.] 

' * [“  Quandh  ehbe  detto  rib.  con  gli  orehl  tortl 

1 Uiprese  II  teschio  mlsero  co'  dentl. 

Cbc  hiro  air  ossti,  come  d'un  can  fort!.** 

' 7'he  passage  Is  thus  powerfully  rendered  by  D.vnte's  last 
translator,  Mr.  Ichabod  Wright  — 


LXXXI. 

And  next  they  thought  ujKin  the  master’^  mate, 

As  fattest ; but  he  saved  himself,  because. 

Besides  being  much  averse  from  such  a fate, 

There  were  some  other  reasons  : the  first  was. 

He  had  been  rather  indispi^sed  of  Uttc ; 

And  that  which  chiefly  jiroveil  his  saving  clause, 

Was  a small  present  made  U>  him  at  Cadiz, 

By  general  subscription  of  the  ladies. 

LXXXII. 

Of  poor  Pedrillo  something  still  remain’d. 

But  was  used  sparingly,  — some  were  afraid. 

And  others  still  tbelr  appetites  constrain'd. 

Or  but  at  times  a little  supper  made ; 

All  except  Juan,  who  throughout  abstain'd. 

Chewing  a piece  of  bamboo,  and  some  lead  : * 

At  length  they  caught  two  boobies,  and  a noddy,* 

And  then  they  left  off  eatiug  the  dead  body. 

LXXXUI. 

And  if  FedriUo's  fate  should  shocking  l>e. 

Remember  Ugolino®  condemrends 
To  eat  the  head  of  his  arch-enemy 
The  moment  after  he  politely  ends 
His  talc : if  foes  be  food  In  hell,  at  sea 
'T  U stirely  fair  to  dine  upon  our  friends, 

W'hen  shipwreck's  short  allowance  grows  t«a>  scanty. 
Without  being  much  more  horrible  than  Dante. 

LXXXIV. 

And  the  same  night  there  fell  a shower  of  rain. 

For  which  their  mouths  gajKxl,  like  the  cracks  of 
earth 

^Yhen  dried  to  summer  dust ; till  taught  by  pain. 

Men  really  know  not  what  good  water’s  worth ; 

If  you  had  been  In  Turkey  or  In  Siiain, 

Or  with  a famish 'd  boat’s-crew  had  jour  berth, 

Or  In  the  desert  heard  the  camcl't  bell. 

You ’d  wish  yourself  where  Truth  Is  — in  a well. 

LXXXV. 

It  pour’d  down  torrents,  but  they  were  no  richer 
Until  they  found  a ragged  piece  of  shexrt. 

Which  served  them  as  a sort  of  si»ongy  pitcher. 

And  when  they  deem’d  its  moisture  was  complete. 
They  wrung  It  out,  and  though  a thirsty  ditcher  ? 

Might  not  have  thought  the  Kranty  draught  so  sweet 
As  a full  pot  of  porter,  to  their  thinking 
They  ne’er  till  now  had  known  the  joys  of  drinking. 

**  Then  b«th  roy  hntids  thrmipch  I did  bile ; 

And  they,  surpoalny  that  from  want  of  food 
I did  to,  fUdc>'ti  raised  lbem*vivm  upright. 

And  taid  — * O father,  teas  will  be  our  pain. 

If  ihuu  wilt  feed  on  ui : thou  didst  i«e«toW 
Thlt  wretched  flesh  — t b ihlnfl  to  take  apaln  ; * 

Then  W.1S  1 calm,  lest  they  the  more  should  grieve. 

Two  days  all  silent  we  remain'd.  O thou 

Hard  h^th  I Why  didst  thou  not  Iwneath  us  cleave  ? 

Four  d^s  our  agoniei  had  been  delay'd 
When  unddo  at  my  feet  his  body  threw. 

Exclaiming,  * Father,  why  not  give  ut  aid  ? * 

He  d]4.*d  — and  as  dliUnrt  as  here  1 stand 

t saw  the  three  fall  one  by  one,  before 

The  sixth  day  closed:  then,  groping  with  mv  hand. 

1 felt  each  wretched  corpse,  for  sight  had  fail'd  : 

Two  days  1 call'd  on  those  who  were  no  more  — 

Then  hungif,  stronevr  even  than  grief,  prevail'd.’* 

This  tatd — os/dr  Jtit  Mtgefut  <y«rr  were  thrown^ 

And  tPt/A  hit  tettk  again  the  tkttU  Ae  tort, 

Fitrce  at  a dog  u,  gna  ir  iht  eery  4one.  ' 

XXX.  T.  fiO.} 

^ (•*  In  the  evening  there  came  on  a sqtull,  which  brought 
the  must  seasunaide  relief,  as  It  was  accompanlcM  with  hrary 
rent.*  we  had  no  meaiu  ck  catching  it.  but  by  spreading  out 
our  clothes  t ratehiog  the  drops  at  they  fell,  or 
them  ant  of  our  clothe*.  ” — Cnt/owr.] 
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I LXXXYL 

Anri  their  bnkcd  lip«,  i^ith  many  a bloody  crack, 

I i>uck'(t  in  the  nioistuir,  which  like  nectar  stream’d ; 
i Their  throats  were  ovens,  their  swolii  tongues  were 
I black, 

As  the  rich  man’s  in  hell,  who  vainly  scream’d 
To  Ik*k  the  l»cggar,  who  could  not  rain  back 
I A drop  of  dew,  when  every  drop  had  seem’d 
To  taste  of  heaven — If  this  be  true.  Indeed, 

' I Some  Christians  have  a comfortable  creed. 

ii  r.xxxviL 

! [ There  were  two  fathers  In  this  ghastly  crew, 

I j And  with  them  their  two  sous,  of  whom  the  one 
I Was  more  robust  and  hardy  to  the  view, 

But  he  died  early ; and  when  he  was  gone. 

His  nearest  messmate  told  his  sire,  who  threw 

One  glance  at  him,  and  said,  **  Heaven's  will  be 
I can  do  nothing,”  and  he  saw  him  thrown  [done  1 
t Into  the  deep  without  a tear  or  groan.  ^ 

;!  LXXXVIir. 

I The  other  father  ha<l  a weaklier  child, 

, Of  a soft  cheek,  and  aspect  delicate  ; < 

But  the  boy  bore  up  long,  and  with  a mild 
^ And  patient  spirit  held  aloof  his  fate ; 

Little  he  said,  and  now  and  then  he  smiled, 

As  if  to  win  a part  from  off  the  weight 
He  saw  increiislng  on  his  father’s  heart. 

With  the  deep  deadly  thought,  that  they  must  I'art. 
LXXXIX 

I And  o’er  him  bent  his  sire,  and  never  raised 

His  eyes  from  off  his  face,  but  wljH>d  the  fiwm 
From  his  pale  lij»s,  and  ever  on  him  gazcnl, 

An<l  when  the  wish 'd-for  shower  at  length  wascome, 

! And  the  boy’s  eyes,  which  the  dull  film  half  glazed, 
Brighten’d,  and  for  a moment  seem'd  to  roam, 

! He  squeezed  fhiin  out  a rag  some  droi>s  of  rain 
Into  hb  dying  child's  mouth  — but  in  vain.  3 

! xc. 

The  lioy  expired — the  father  held  the  clay. 

And  ktok’d  upon  it  long,  and  when  at  last 
IX'ath  left  no  doubt,  and  the  dead  burthen  lay 
; Stiff  on  his  heart,  and  pulse  and  hope  were  (nut, 

j • (“  Mr.  WjiJp'*  boy.  a stoat  kfoltky  toft.  ttfr^  fartjf.  anil 
almmt  vithmit  a griian  ; while  another,  <>f  the  same  age.  but 
of  a let*  prouiiting  A])|>caranee.  held  out  much  longer.  'I'heir 
f4lh»rf  were  both  in  the  fore-lop,  when  the  boy*  were  taken 
I iU.  Watle.  hearing  of  hl«  *on*s  lUuesi.  tmiwered,  with  In- 
‘ ditTerence.  th.it  he  could  do  noth*ngJvr  hitti,  atul  left  him  to 
hit  fate. 

* [•*  The  taker  father  hurried  down.  By  that  time  only 
I thrw  or  four  pUnkt  of  the  quarter-deck  remoluod.  just  o%er 
,|  the  wealher-quiirtrr  gallery.  To  Ihit  spot  the  unhappy  man 
; kid  hit  son,  milking  him  fut  to  the  rail,  to  prerent  hit  being 
r washed  away.”.- iAnl.] 

1,  > f“  Wht-nevrr  the  hotf  was  seised  with  a fit  of  retching, 

|i  the  father  UlUd  him  up  and  wiped  away  the  foam  from  his 
tips  ; and  if  a shower  r/imc,  he  maile  him  o|ien  his  mnulh  to 
rcci'iM'  the  drops,  or  gently  squeezed  them  inlu  UJrotn  a rag." 

■ -.Ibid.] 

I < I”  In  thU  affecting  situation  both  remained  four  or  five 
j dart,  till  the  Avg  expired.  The  unfortunate  parent,  at  If  uii- 
' willing  to  beiicre  tne  fact,  raised  the  body,  looked  tritftullu  at 
) it,  anti  whm  he  could  no  longer  etdertain  nnp  tUmkt,  watched 
it  In  tllencc  until  it  was  carried  nff'bpsea/  (ben  wrapping 
hlimcir  in  a piece  of  canrat,  sunk  doirfi.  and  rote  no  more  ; 
though  he  must  have  Ibt'd  two  dayt  longer,  at  we  Judged 
from  the  auirering  t^f  his  Unsht,  when  a wave  broke  over 
him.” -> 

i > [Thit  tubllme  and  terrific  detcriplion  of  a thipwreck  is 
{ itrangeiy  and  disguttingly  broken  hr  traitt  of  low  humour  and 
btilirionerr : and  we  past  Iminetllatelr  from  the  mnont  of 
I an  ai;nnUiog  father  fainting  over  hit  umhhed  ton,  to  face- 
j tlout  ttorin  of  Jiwn'*  Ijegri^g  the  paw  of  hit  father'*  dog. 

I and  refuting  a lUce  of  hit  tutor  I — aa  ifit  were  a fine  thing  to 
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He  watch’d  it  wistfully,  until  away 

*T  was  borne  by  the  rutlc  wave  wherein ’t  was  cast 
Then  he  himself  sunk  down  all  dumb  and  shlvoring. 
And  gave  no  sign  of  life,  save  his  limbs  quivering,  k 

XCI. 

Now  overhead  a rainliow,  bursting  through 

The  scattering  clouds,  shone,  spanning  the  dark  sea. 
Resting  its  bright  base  on  the  quivering  blue  j 
And  all  within  Its  arch  apj>ear'd  to  be 
Clearer  than  that  without,  and  its  wide  hue 
Wax’d  broad  and  wavin^’,  like  a banner  free, 

Then  changed  like  to  a Iww  that’s  l)ent,  and  then 
Forsook  the  dim  eyes  of  these  shipwreck’d  men. 

XCII. 

It  changed,  of  course ; a heavenly  chameleon. 

The  airy  child  of  vapour  and  the  sun, 

Brought  forth  In  purple,  cradled  in  vermilion. 
Baptized  In  molten  gold,  and  swathed  in  dun. 
Glittering  like  crescents  oVr  a Turk's  pavilion, 

And  blending  cverj' colour  into  one,* 

Just  like  a black  eye  in  a recent  scuffle 

(For  sometimes  we  must  box  without  the  muffle). 

XCIII. 

Our  shipwreck’d  seamen  thought  it  a good  omen 

It  is  M well  to  think  so.  now  and  then  ; 

’Twas  an  old  custom  of  the  Greek  and  Roman, 

And  may  become  of  great  advantage  when 
Folks  are  discouraged  i and  most  surely  no  men 
Had  greater  need  to  nerve  themselves  again 

Than  these,  and  so  this  ralntiow  look’d  like  hopi- 

Quite  a celestial  kaleidoscope.  ^ 

XCIV. 

About  this  time  a br.iutiful  white  l)lril, 

Wcbfootcii,  not  unlike  a dove  In  size 
And  piumjtgc  (probably  it  might  have  err’d 
Upon  Us  course),  lU-Hs’d  oft  !>eforc  their  eyes, 

And  tried  to  perch,  although  It  >>aw  and  heard 
The  men  within  the  boat,  and  in  this  guise 
It  came  and  went,  and  flutter’d  round  them  till 
Night  fell:  — ~thia  seem'd  a better  omen  still.  * 

he  hnrd-hrarti>d,  and  pity  and  rompastion  were  fit  only  to  be 
laughed  at.  — Ji-rraLV  . 

I will  aniwer  your  Mend.  • ho  objects  to  the  quirk  *uc- 
ceuion  of  km  and  gravity,  as  If  In  tl).al  case  the  gravity  did 
not  (in  Intention,  at  lea«t,)  heiphUm  the  fun.  lli»  metaphor 
Is,  that  ' wr  are  never  scorched  and  drenched  at  the  same 
time.’  Bh'Mlncs  un  his  experirnce  1 Ask  hint  tliesi-  questions 
about  ‘ scorching  and  drrmidnp.’  Did  he  never  play  at 
cricket,  or  walk  a mile  In  hot  weather?  Did  he  never  spill  a 
dish  oflcaover  himself  in  handing  the  cup  to  hit  charmer,  to 
the  great  shame  of  his  nattkecn  breeches  ? Did  he  never  swim 
in  the  sea  at  noonday  with  the  sun  In  hit  eyes  and  on  his 
head,  which  all  the  loam  of  ocean  could  not  mol  ? Did  be 
never  draw  hit  foot  out  of  too  h*>t  water,  ri — ning  his  eyes 
and  his  valet’s?  Did  he  never  tumble  into  a river  or  lake.  fish« 
Ing,  and  sit  In  his  wet  clutives  in  the  lioat,  or  on  the  bank,  af> 
terwanU,  ' scorched  and  drenrhed.’  like  a true  S}H>ri»man  ? 

* Oh  for  breath  to  utter  I—  but  m^c  him  my  coiDplimenU  ; 
he  is  a clever  fellow  fur  all  that  —a  verr  clever  fellow.*'. 
Lord  Bfrun  to  htr.  hiurray.  Aug.  I'i.  iHis.j 
* [”  Look  upon  the  rainbow , and  praise  H im  that  made  It ; 
very  boautirul  it  Is  In  its  brightnosa ; it  encompasses  Use 
heavens  with  a glorious  circle,  and  the  hands  of  the  Most 
High  have  bwoded  it.”—  Sen  qfStraeA.J 
? [An  Instrttment,  Invented  by  Sir  David  Brewster,  which 
pleases  the  eye  by  an  ever-varring  succession  of  splemiJd 
tints  and  symmetrical  forms,  amf  has  been  of  great  service  In 
suggesUng  patterns  to  our  masufat  turers.} 

••  [•*  About  this  time  a beautiful  white  bird,  web^footed,  and 
not  unlike  a dooe  in  she  and  plumage,  hovered  over  the 
mast-head  of  the  rvUter.  aiul,  notwithstanding  the  pitching 
of  the  boat,  freqiienUy  mievsptrd  to  perch  on  It,  and  continued 
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xcv. 

But  In  thU  ciue  I must  remark, 

’T  was  well  thi*  Wrd  of  promise  did  not  perch* 
DecaiiH'  the  tarkle  of  our  shatter’d  bark 
Was  not  so  safe  fur  roostliu;  as  a church ; 

And  had  it  been  the  dore  from  Niiah's  ark, 

Returning  then?  from  her  successful  search. 

Which  In  their  way  that  momeut  chanceil  to  fall, 
They  would  have  eat  her,  oUvc>branch  and  alL 

XCVI. 

M’lth  twilight  it  attain  came  on  to  blow. 

But  not  with  violence  ; the  stars  shone  out. 

The  boat  made  way ; yet  now  they  wen*  so  low, 

They  knew  not  where  nor  what  they  were  about;  [ 
Some  fancied  they  saw  land,  and  some  said  **  Mo  ! i 
The  frequent  fog-bank-*  gave  them  cause  to  doubt  — I 
Some  swore  that  they  heanl  breakers,  others  guns,  * I 
And  all  mistook  about  the  latter  once. 

xcvir.  i 

As  morning  broke,  the  light  wind  died  away. 

When  he  who  had  the  watch  sung  out  and  swore. 

If  *t  was  not  land  that  rose  with  the  sun’s  ray, 

He  wish’d  that  land  he  never  might  see  more ; * 
And  the  rrxt  rubb’d  their  ryes  and  saw  a hay, 

Or  thought  they  saw,  and  shaped  their  courw»  for 
For  shore  it  wa*,  and  gradually  grew  [shore ; 

Distinct,  and  high,  and  luilpable  to  view. 

XCVTII. 

And  then  of  these  some  part  burst  Into  tcar^. 

And  others,  looking  with  a stupid  stare,  * 

Could  not  yet  separate  their  hopes  from  fears, 

And  seem’d  as  If  they  had  no  further  care ; 

a few  pray’d— .{the  tirst  time  for  some  years) — 
And  at  the  U»!tom  of  the  Ih«i  three  were 
Asleep : they  shook  them  by  the  hatul  and  head,  I 
And  tried  to  awaken  them,  but  found  them  dead.  ! 

XCI.X. 

The  day  before,  fast  sleeping  on  the  water. 

They  found  a turtle  of  the  bawk's-bill  kind. 

And  by  goo<l  fortune,  gliding  softly,  caught  her.  * 
Which  yielded  a day’s  life,  and  to  their  mind 
Proved  even  still  a more  nutritious  matter, 

Be*cau^  it  left  encouragement  behind  : 

They  thought  that  in  such  perils,  more  than  chance 
Had  sent  them  this  for  their  deliverance. 

C. 

The  land  appear’d  .a  high  and  rocky  caast. 

And  higher  grew  the  fnountiins  as  they  drew, 

Set  by  a current,  toward  it : they  were  lost 
In  various  conjectures,  for  none  knew 

to  fltUtrr  thrTf  tilt  dark.  Trifling  m this  clrnunttance  may 
apprar.  It  was  considnrrd  by  u»  all  as  a propittou*  omm.”  — 
Lou  qftk£  Lady  Uobar1.\ 

i[*‘  I founti  It  necpasary  to  caution  the  people  against  being 
deeeivcHl  by  the  appraraaef  qf  land,  or  calling  out  till  they 
were  convlnccil  of  the  reality,  more  csj*cclally  as  fog-hankt 
arc  often  mistaken  for  Una : several  of  the  poor  fellows 
nerertbeless  re(*c.-itedly  exilaimed  they  ktard  flrea4;erf,  and 
some  the  firing  qf  gam.*'  — Ibid.  ] 

* At  Imgtk  one  rf  them  brokt  into  a moot  IrnmodfraU 
iwcaTingfit  qf  joy,  which  I could  noC  restrain,  and  declared, 
that  ke  kftd  nerer  tfm  land  im  Atr  {f  what  ht  now  tatc 
v<u  not  land  " — Cmtaur.] 

* [*•  The  Joy  at  a *pce*l_r  relief  affected  tu  all  In  a most  re- 
marluible  way.  Many  ba'nt  into  tear$  ; jonse  looked  at  each 
other  with  a ttnptd  tlnre,  <u  (f  donblfitl  of  the  reality  of  w liat 
they  saw  ; while  several  were  In  such  a lethargic  condition, 

that  DO  animating  w ords  could  rouse  them  So  exertion.  At 


To  what  part  of  the  earth  they  had  been  tmt. 

So  changeable  hail  been  the  winds  that  blew; 
Some  thought  it  was  Mount  ^tna,  some  the  highlands 
Of  Candia,  Cyprus,  Rhodes,  or  other  islands. 


Meantime  the  current,  with  a rising  gale. 

Still  set  them  onwards  to  the  welcome  shore. 

Like  Chanin's  bark  of  spi-ctrcs,  dull  and  ;>alc : 

Their  living  freight  was  now  reduced  to  four. 

And  thn*c  deail,  whom  their  strength  could  not  avail 
To  heave  Into  the  deep  with  those  before, 

Though  the  two  sharks  still  follow'd  them,  and  dash'd 
The  spray  into  their  faces  as  they  splash'd. 

cn. 

famine,  desp.\Ir,  cold,  thirst,  and  beat,  had  done 
Their  work  on  them  by  turns,  and  thlnn’d  them  to 
Such  things  a mother  bail  not  known  her  son 
Amidst  the  skeletons  of  that  gaunt  crew ; * 

By  night  cblU'd,  by  day  scorch’d,  thus  one  by  one 
They  perish’d,  until  wither'd  to  the?*e  few. 

But  chiefly  by  a six?clcs  of  sclf-slaugiilcr, 

In  washing  down  Pedrillo  with  salt  water. 

cm. 

I As  they  drew  nigh  the  land,  which  now  was  seen 
j Unequal  In  its  a>pi'ct  here  and  there, 

; They  felt  the  freshness  of  its  growing  green, 

I That  waved  In  forcst-to|w,  and  nnouth’d  the  air, 

I And  fell  upon  their  glazed  eyes  Like  a screen 

From  glistening  wavrq  and  skies  so  hot  and  bare  — 
Lovely  seem’d  any  ol^ect  that  should  sweep 
Away  the  vast,  salt,  dread,  eternal  deep. 

CIV. 

The  shore  look’d  wild,  without  a trace  of  man. 

And  girt  by  formidable  waves ; but  they 
Were  mail  for  land,  and  thus  their  course  they  ran. 
Though  right  ahead  the  roaring  breakers  lay  -. 

A reef  between  them  also  now  began 

To  show  its  boiling  surf  and  bounding  spray. 

But  flnding  no  place  for  their  landing  better. 

They  ran  the  b*iat  for  shore, — and  overset  her.® 

CV. 

But  in  his  native  stream,  the  Gmidalqulvir, 

Juan  to  lave  his  youthful  limbs  was  wont ; 

And  having  Icamt  to  swim  in  that  sweet  river. 

Had  often  turn'd  the  art  to  some  account ; 

A better  swimmer  you  amid  scarce  see  ever. 

He  could,  twrhaps,  have  pass'd  the  Hellespont, 

As  once  (a  feat  on  which  ourselves  we  prided) 
Leander,  Mr.  Ekenbead,  and  I dld«  l 

I thU  affecting  period,  1 proposed  offering  up  our  solemn 
1 tbankf  tu  Heaven  for  tbc  miracuioui  deliverance."— hodW 
I Hobart.] 

t * (”  Arter  haring  suffered  the  horrors  of  hunger  and  thirst 
for  many  days,  they  providentlalty  took  a $maU  turtle  whilst 
floating  aaleep  on  ike  ourfact  of  the  water."  — TAuniAf.  J 
h 1“  Our  bodies  were  nothing  hut  skin  and  booet,  our 
llmM  were  full  of  sores,  and  we  were  clothed  In  rags.  An  ln> 
differeut  spectator  would  have  been  at  a loss  which  most  to 
I admire,  the  ryes  of  famine  sparkling  at  Immediate  relief,  or  the 
I horror  of  their  preservers  at  the  sight  of  so  many  Bpectres. 

I whose  ghastly  countenances.  If  the  cause  had  been  unknown, 

I would  rather  have  excited  terror  than  pity."  — Hugh.] 

I * ["  They  discovered  land  right  ahead,  and  steered  for  It. 

I There  being  a very  Aroejt  rsir/,  they  endeavoured  U>  turn  the 
boat’s  hemt  to  tt,  which.  Irinn  weakness,  they  were  unable  to 
ctmiplete,  and  soon  afterwards  the  boat  upeei."^— j^ape  qf 
Detertera from  St.  Helena.] 

I « £Sce  ante,  p.  M5.1 
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' I 

CVL 

So  here,  though  &lnt,  emaciated,  and  stark. 

He  buoy'd  his  boyish  limbs,  and  strove  to  ply 
With  the  quick  wave,  and  gain,  ere  It  was  dark. 

The  beach  which  lay  before  him,  high  and  dry : 
The  greatest  danger  here  was  fh)m  a shark, 

Tlut  carried  off  his  neighbour  by  the  thigh  ; 

As  for  the  other  two,  they  could  not  swim. 

So  nobody  arrived  on  shore  but  him. 

cvn. 

Nor  yet  had  he  arrived  but  for  the  oar, 

Which,  providenciaily  for  him,  was  wash'd 
' Jast  as  his  feeble  arms  could  strike  no  more. 

And  the  hard  wavco’erwhelmed  him  as 't  was  dash'd 
Within  his  grasp  ; he  clung  to  it,  and  sore 
The  waters  beat  while  he  thereto  was  la»h'd  ; 

At  last,  with  swimming,  wading,  scrambling,  he 
UoU'd  on  the  beach,  half-sen««less,  from  the  st^a : 

1 CVIII. 

There,  bn-athlcss,  with  hts  digging  nails  he  clung 
Fast  to  the  sand,  lest  the  n*turning  wave, 

1 Fn>m  whose  reluctimt  roar  his  life  he  wrung. 

Should  suck  him  back  to  her  insatiate  grave : 

And  there  he  lay,  full  length,  where  he  was  dung, 

1 Before  the  entrance  of  a cliff-wom  cave. 

With  just  enough  of  life  to  feel  Its  pain, 

1 And  deem  that  It  was  saved,  perhaps,  in  vain. 

' CIX. 

, With  slow  and  staggering  effort  he  arose, 

' But  sunk  again  upon  bU  bleeding  knee 
And  quivering  hand ; and  then  he  look'd  for  those 
Who  long  hod  U'cn  hU  mates  upon  the  sea  ; 

But  none  of  them  appear'd  to  share  his  woes. 

Save  one,  a corpse,  from  out  the  famUli’d  three. 
Who  died  two  days  Ix'fore,  an«l  now  had  found 
^ An  unknown  barren  beach  for  burial  ground. 

i cx. 

And  as  he  gazed,  his  dizzy  brain  spun  fast, 

1 And  down  he  sunk ; and  as  he  sunk,  the  iuind 
Swam  round  and  round,  and  all  his  senses  lui's'd  : 

He  fell  ui>on  his  side,  and  hU  stretch'd  hand 
1 Droop'd  dripping  on  the  oar  (their  Jury-ma&t), 

1 And,  like  a wither'd  lily,  on  the  land 

His  slender  frame  and  pallid  aspect  Iny, 

I As  fair  a thing  as  e'er  was  form'd  of  clay. 

1 CXI. 

How  long  in  his  damp  trance  young  Juan  lay 
He  knew  not,  for  the  earth  was  gone  for  him. 

And  Time  h:ul  nothing  more  of  night  nor  day 
For  his  congealing  blood,  and  tenses  dim  ; 

And  how  this  heavy  faintness  pass'd  away 
! Ho  knew  not,  till  each  painful  pulse  and  limlji, 

And  tingling  vein,  teem'd  throbbing  bock  to  life. 

For  Death,  though  ranquLsh'd,  still  retired  with  ttrife. 

CXII. 

Hts  eyes  he  open'd,  sbuf,  again  unclosed. 

For  all  was  doubt  and  dizziness  ; he  thought 
He  still  wnt  in  the  boat,  and  had  but  dozed. 

And  felt  again  with  his  despair  o’erwruught, 

And  wish'd  it  death  in  which  he  had  it-]>oAed. 

And  then  once  more  hit  feelings  back  wore 
brought. 

And  slowly  by  his  swimming  eye*  was  seen 
A lovely  fcm^c  face  of  seventeen. 

cxm. 

T was  bending  close  o’er  hit,  and  the  small  mouth 
Seem'd  almost  pD’ing  into  bb  for  breath ; 

And  chaflng  him.  the  soft  srarm  band  of  youth 
Uecairu  his  answering  spirits  back  fri>m  death  i 
And,  bathing  bb  chill  temples,  tried  to  soothe 
Each  pulse  to  animation,  till  beneath 
Its  gentle  touch  and  trembling  care,  a sigh 
To  these  kind  efforts  made  a low  reply. 

CXIV. 

Then  was  the  cordial  pour’d,  and  mantle  flung 

Around  his  scare e-cUd  limbs ; and  the  fair  arm  | 

Raised  higher  the  fidnt  head  which  o'er  It  hung  ; j 

And  her  transparent  cheek,  all  pure  and  warm,  j 

Pillow'd  lib  dealh'like  forehead  ; then  she  wrung 
Hb  dewy  curls,  long  drench'd  by  every  storm  ; 

And  watch'd  with  eagerness  each  throb  that  drew 
A sigh  from  his  heaved  bosom — and  •hers,  too. 

cxv. 

And  lifting  him  with  care  into  the  cave, 

The  gentle  girl,  and  her  attendant,  — one 
Young,  yet  her  elder,  and  of  brow  U'ss  grave. 

And  more  mbusl  of  figure, — then  liogun 
To  kindle  tire,  and  as  the  new  flames  gave 

Light  to  the  rocks  that  roof  *d  them,  which  the  sun  j 
Had  never  seen,  the  maid,  or  what«a>'er  I 

She  was,  apiiear’d  distinct,  and  uli,  and  fair.  j 

CXVI. 

Her  brow  was  overhung  with  coins  of  gold, 

That  sparkled  o'er  the  auburn  of  her  hair,  i 

Her  clustering  hair,  whose  longer  locks  were  ruU'«l 
In  braids  behind  ; and  though  her  stature  were  | 

Even  of  the  highest  for  a female  mould, 

They  uearly  reach’d  her  heel ; and  in  her  air  , 

There  was  a something  which  bespoke  command,  j 

As  one  who  was  a ludy  in  the  land. 

CXVII. 

Her  hair,  I said,  was  auburn;  but  her  eye* 

Were  block  as  death,  their  Lashes  the  same  hue. 

Of  dnwnca-st  length,  in  whose  silk  shadow  lies  1 

Deei*cst  atlracti(H) ; for  when  to  the  view 
Forth  from  its  raven  fringe  the  full  glance  flic*. 

Ne’er  with  such  force  the  swlftwt  arrow  flew  ; 

'T  U as  the  snake  bte  coll'd,  who  i»ours  his  length, 

And  hurb  at  once  hb  venom  and  bb  strength. 

cxvni. 

Her  brow  was  white  and  low,  her  check's  pure  ilye 
Like  twilight  rosy  still  with  the  set  sun  ; 

Short  upper  Up — sweet  Up*  ! that  make  us  sigh 
Ever  to  have  seen  such  ; for  she  was  one 
Fit  for  the  mtxicl  of  a sUtiury 

(A  race  of  mere  impostors,  when  all  *s  done— 

I *vc  seen  much  finer  women.  rii»e  and  real,  1 

Than  all  the  nonsense  of  their  stone  ideal).  ■ 

CXIX.  j 

I *11  tell  you  why  I say  so,  for  *l  is  just  1 

One  should  not  rail  without  a decent  cause : • 

Then*  was  an  Iri'^h  Imly,  to  who'^e  bust  [ 

1 ne'er  saw  justice  done,  an*l  yet  she  was  ■ 

A frequent  model ; and  if  e'er  she  mmt 

Yield  to  stem  Time  and  Nature’s  wrinkling  Laws,  \ 
They  will  destroy  a face  which  mortal  thought  ! 

Ne’er  conquisa'd,  nor  less  mortal  chisel  wrought.  j 

^ A set  of  humbug  rsscatf , when  all 't  dona  — 

Tre  seen  much  finer  women,  ripe  and  n*al,  1 

'I’han  alt  the  uonteiiM  of  their  a- — d Ideal."  --  MS. 
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' CXX  CXXVIL 

And  «uoh  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  cave  t He  was  a Greek,  and  on  his  isle  had  built 

I j Her  dress  was  very  different  from  the  Spanish,  (One  of  the  wild  and  smaller  Cyclades) 

Simpler,  and  yet  of  colour*  not  so  irrave ; A very  handsome  house  from  out  his  guilt, 

I For,  as  you  know,  the  Spanish  women  banUh  And  there  he  lived  exceedingly  at  ease; 

1 Bricht  hues  when  out  of  doom,  and  yet,  while  wave  Heaven  knows  what  cash  he  got,  or  blood  he  spilt. 

Around  them  (what  I hoj»e  will  never  vanish)  A sad  old  fellow  was  he,  if  you  please  ; 

i!  The  bxsquina  and  the  mantilla,  they  But  this  1 know,  it  was  a spacious  building, 

Sccin  at  the  same  time  mystical  and  gay.  Full  of  barbaric  carving,  paint,  and  gilding. 


CXXI. 

1 1 But  with  our  damsel  this  was  not  the  case : 

!l  Her  dress  was  roany-colour’d,  finely  spun  ; 

1 1 Her  locks  curl'd  negligently  rt>und  her  face, 

But  through  them  ^dd  <md  gems  pr>)fuscly  shone  : 
Her  girdle  sparkled,  and  the  richest  lace 

Flow’d  In  her  veil,  and  nurny  a precious  stone 
r Flash'd  on  her  little  hand ; but,  what  was  shucking, 

1 1 Her  small  snow  feet  had  sUppiTs,  but  no  stocking. 

I CXXII. 

i The  other  female's  dress  was  not  unlike. 

Hut  of  Inferior  materials : she 
I Had  nut  so  ntany  ornaments  to  strike, 

I Her  hair  ha<l  silver  only,  bound  to  be 
I Her  dowry  ; and  her  veil,  in  form  alike, 
j Was  coarser ; and  her  air,  though  firm,  less  free ; 

' Her  hair  wxs  thicker,  but  low  long ; her  eyes 
As  black,  but  quicker,  and  of  smaller  size. 

exxm. 

And  these  two  tended  him,  and  cheer’d  him  both 
With  food  and  raiment,  and  those  soft  attentions 
Wlilch  are  — (as  I mitst  own) — of  female  growth, 
And  have  ten  thousand  delicate  Inventions : 

, They  maxle  a most  superior  mess  of  broth, 

A thing  which  poesy  but  seldom  mentions. 

But  the  best  dUh  that  e’er  was  cw>k*d  since  Homer’s 
I*  Achilles  order’d  dinner  for  new  comers. 

I exxiv. 

, I ’ll  tell  you  who  they  were,  this  female  pair, 

Lest  they  should  seem  princesses  in  disguise ; 

'i  Besidi^  I hate  all  mystery,  and  that  air 
I Of  cla(vtrap,  which  your  recent  poets  prize ; 

And  so,  in  short,  the  girls  they  really  were 
|i  They  shall  appear  before  your  curious  eyes, 
j Mistress  and  maid  ; the  first  was  only  daughter 

I I Of  an  old  man,  who  lived  upon  the  water. 

I exxv. 

' A fisherman  he  had  been  In  his  youth. 

And  still  a sort  of  fisherman  was  he ; 

Bu^  other  speculations  were.  In  sooth, 

I Added  to  his  connection  with  the  sea, 

; Perhiips  not  so  respectable.  In  truth  : 

A little  smuggling,  and  some  piracy. 

Left  him,  at  last,  the  sole  of  many  masters 
Of  an  ill-gotten  million  of  piastres. 

] exxvi. 

A fisher,  therefore,  was  be,  — though  of  men. 

Like  Peter  the  AjKwtle,  — and  he  fish’d 
For  wandering  merchant-vessels,  now  and  then, 

I And  sometimes  caught  as  many  as  he  wish'd  ; 

The  cargoes  he  confiscated,  and 
I He  sought  in  the  slHve.markct  too,  and  dish'd 
j|  Full  many  a morsel  for  that  Turkish  trade, 

I By  which,  no  doubt,  a good  deal  may  be  made. 

===== 


CXXVIII. 

He  had  an  only  daughter,  call’d  Haidce, 

The  greatest  heiress  of  the  Eastern  laics; 

Besides,  so  very  beautiful  was  she. 

Her  dowr>'  was  as  nothing  to  her  smiles ; 

Still  in  her  teens,  and  like  a lovely  tree 

She  grew  to  womanhood,  and  between  wliites 
Rejected  several  suitors,  just  to  learn 
How  to  accept  a better  In  bis  turn. 

CXXIX. 

And  walking  out  upon  the  beach,  below 

The  cliff,  towards  sunset,  on  that  day  she  found, 

, Insensible,  — not  dea*l,  but  nearly 

Don  Juan,  almost  famish'd,  and  half  drown'd; 

I But  being  naked,  she  was  shock’d,  you  kn<»w, 

] Yet  deem’d  herself  in  common  pity  bound, 
j As  far  as  in  her  lay,  •*  to  lake  him  in, 

A stranger"  dying,  with  so  white  a skin. 

I exxx. 

But  taking  him  into  her  father’s  house 
Was  not  exai'tly  the  U‘*t  way  to  save. 

But  like  convejing  to  the  cal  the  mou«c. 

Or  pw>plc  in  a trance  into  their  grave ; 

Becau>c  the  good  old  man  had  so  much  ** 

Unlike  the  honest  Arab  thieves  so  brave. 

He  would  have  hospitably  cured  the  stranger, 

And  told  him  instantly  when  out  of  danger. 

CXXXI. 

And  therefore,  with  her  maid,  the  thought  it  best 
(A  vin?in  alway*  on  her  maid  relies) 

To  i»Uce  him  in  the  cave  for  present  rest  s 
And  when,  at  la<t,  he  open’d  his  black  eyes. 

Their  charily  Increased  about  their  guest ; 

And  their  compassion  grew  to  *uch  a size. 

It  open'd  half  the  turnpike-gates  to  heaven  — 

(St.  Paul  says,  'tls  the  toll  which  must  be  given.) 

cxxxn. 

They  made  a fire,  — but  such  a fire  as  they 
Upon  the  moment  could  contrive  with  such 
Materials  as  were  cast  up  round  the  bay, — 

Some  hn>ken  planks,  and  oars,  that  to  the  touch 
Were  nearly  tinder,  since  so  long  they  lay 
A mast  was  almost  crumbled  to  a crutch ; 

But,  by  God's  grai-e,  here  wTccks  wen*  In  such  plenty, 
That  there  was  fuel  to  have  furnish’d  twenty. 

CXXXIII. 

He  had  a bed  of  furs,  and  a pelisse. 

For  Ilaidi!‘e  stri;q>'d  her  sables  off  to  make 
His  couch  ; and,  that  he  might  be  mon*  at  ea«e. 

And  warm,  in  case  by  chance  be  should  awake, 
They  also  gave  a jH*ttln*at  a;»lccc,  • 

She  and  her  maid, — and  promised  by  daybreak 
To  pay  him  a fresh  visit,  with  a dish 
For  breakfast,  of  eggs,  coffee,  bread,  and  fish. 

I [**  And  luch  a bed  of  fbrs,  and  a peiU*e."«-XIS  ] 
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cxxxiv. 

And  thus  they  left  him  to  hU  lone  repose; 

Juan  slept  like  a top,  or  like  the  drad. 

Who  sleep  at  last,  perhaps  (<;od  only  knows), 

Just  for  the  present ; and  in  his  lull'd  head 
Not  even  a vision  of  his  former  woes  [sprtjail  • 

Thn>bb'd  In  accursod  dreams,  which  sometimes 
Unwelcome  visions  of  our  former  years. 

Till  the  eye,  cheated,  opens  thick  with  tears. 

cxxxv. 

Young  Juan  slept  all  dreamless: — but  the  maid, 

Who  smooth'd  his  pillow,  as  she  left  the  den 
L(x>k'd  back  upon  him,  and  a moment  stay’d, 

And  turn'd,  believing  that  he  call'd  again. 

He  slumt)cr'd ; yet  she  thought,  at  lea>t  she  said 
(The  heart  will  slip,  even  as  the  tongue  and  i»cd). 
He  had  pronounced  her  naine  — but  she  forgot 
That  at  this  moment  Juiin  knew  it  nuU 
CXXXVI. 

Anil  pensive  to  her  father’s  house  she  went, 

Ktijoining  silence  strict  to  Zoc,  who 
Ketter  than  her  knew  what.  In  fact,  she  meant. 

She  being  wiser  by  a year  or  two: 

A y«ir  or  two's  an  age  when  rightly  spent, 

.\nd  Zoe  spent  hers,  as  most  women  do. 

In  gaining  all  that  useful  sort  of  knowleilge 
Which  la  acquircil  in  Nature's  good  old  college. 
CXXXVII. 

The  mom  broke,  and  found  Juan  slumbering  still 
Fa>t  in  bli  cave,  and  nothing  clash'd  uiion 
His  rest;  the  ntshiiig  of  the  neighbouring  rill, 

And  the  y<mng  beams  of  the  excluded  sun. 
Troubled  him  not.  and  he  might  sleep  his  fill ; 

And  need  be  had  of  slumber  yet,  for  none 
Had  suffer'd  more — hb  hardships  were  comparative* 
To  those  related  In  my  grand-dad’s  “ Narrative.’** 
CXXXVITI. 

Not  so  HaidiV:  she  sadly  toss'd  and  tumbled. 

And  started  from  her  deep,  and,  turning  o’er, 
Dream'd  of  a thousand  wrecks,  o'er  which  she  stum- 
' bletl. 

And  handsome  cori>«»  strew’d  upon  the  shore ; 
And  woke  her  mold  so  early  that  she  grumbled. 

And  call’d  her  father's  old  slaves  up,  who  swore 
I In  several  oaths  — Armenian,  Turk,  and  Greek  — 
They  knew  not  what  to  think  of  such  a freak. 
CXXXIX. 

But  up  she  got,  and  up  she  mode  them  get. 

With  some  pn'tvnce  about  the  sun,  that  makes 
Sweet  skies  just  when  he  rises,  or  U set ; 

And  'Us,  no  doubt,  a sight  to  sec  when  breaks 


' (■  **  which  ohm  tpresd. 

Atid  come  like  opeuiof  hell  upon  the  mind. 

No  ' tiaselet*  fslirlc.'  but  ‘ a wreck  behind.'  " — MS.] 

* (*•  llibl  e’er  «?«aped  more  dangers  on  the  ibfp  ; — 

And  thotv  who  are  not  drowa’d,  at  least  may  alecp."— 

M.S.] 

• (Entitled  "A  Narrative  of  the  Honmirahle  John  Byron  j 
(Commodore  in  a tateeapeditlnn  round  the  world),  i-nntaln'  < 
ing  an  account  of  the  great  diitre<*e«  tuffered  by  bimeelf  and  | 
hit  companions  on  the  crMst  of  Pat.-iffonia  from  the  year  1740.  | 
till  their  arrival  In  Knglutd.  174(>;  written  tw  tllintidf."  | 
'I'bls  narrative,  one  of  the  must  Interesting  tfiat  over  a(>*  ; 
|>e«red,  was  publUhnl  la  176a.] 

[4  ••  Worcforahusband—ortoinesuch  Ukebrut«."~llS.l 

' ( **  although  of  late 

1*  ve  changed,  for  some  few  years,  the  day  to  Qigbt">-'  MS.} 

* (In  the  year  I7h4,  Dr  Franklin  published  a most  Inge- 
aloQs  essay  un  the  advantages  of  early  rUiog,  as  a mere  phve 


Bright  Phtrbus,  while  the  mountains  stilt  are  wet 
With  mist,  and  every  bird  with  him  awakes. 

And  night  U flung  off  like  a mourning  suit 
Worn  fora  husband,  — or  some  other  brute.  * 

exu 

I say,  the  sun  U a most  glorious  sight, 

I've  seen  him  rise  full  oft,  indml  of  late 
I have  sat  up  on  purpose  all  the  night,  * 

Which  hastens,  as  physicians  say,  one’s  fate ; 

And  so  all  ye,  who  would  be  in  the  right 

In  health  and  purse  begin  your  day  to  date 
From  daybreak,  and  when  coffin'd  at  fourscore, 
Engrave  upon  the  plate,  you  ruse  at  four.  ? 

CXLI. 

And  Uald^  met  the  morning  face  to  face ; 

Her  own  was  freshest,  though  a feverUb  Hush 
Had  dyed  it  with  the  headlong  blood,  who>e  race 
From  heart  to  cheek  U curb'd  into  a blu»b. 

Like  to  a torrent  which  a m(»untain’s  bake. 

That  overjx)wer«  some  Alpine  river's  rush, 

Checks  to  a lake,  whose  waves  in  circles  sprvotl ; 

Or  the  Red  Sea  — but  the  sea  U not  red.  * 

CXLII. 

And  down  the  cliff  the  island  virgin  came, 

And  near  the  cave  her  quick  light  f<x>t>teps  drew, 
While  the  sun  smiled  on  her  with  bis  tint  flame, 

And  young  Aurora  kiss'd  her  lli»s  with  dew, 

Taking  her  fur  a sister ; ju.st  the  same 

Mistake  you  would  have  made  on  seeing  the  two, 
Although  the  mortal,  quite  as  fresh  and  fair, 

Hod  all  the  advantage,  too,  of  not  being  air.  ^ 

CXLIII. 

And  when  into  the  cavern  HaldL>e  stepp'd 
All  timidly,  yet  rapidly,  she  saw 
That  like  an  infant  Juan  sweetly  slept ; 

And  then  she  stopp'd,  and  st<^  as  if  in  awe 
(For  sleep  U awful),  and  on  tiptoe  crejd 
And  wrapt  him  cIuM;r,  lest  the  air,  too  raw. 

Should  reach  bis  blood,  then  oVr  him  still  as  death 
Bent,  with  hush’d  Uiis,  that  drank  his  scarce-draw*u 
breath. 

CXLIV. 

And  thus  like  to  an  angel  o’er  the  dying 

Who  die  in  righteousness,  she  lean'd ; and  there 
All  tranquilly  the  shipwrerkM  boy  was  lying. 

As  o'er  him  lay  the  calm  and  stlrless  air: 

But  Zoc  the  mcjuitimc  wime  eggs  was  frying. 

Since,  after  all,  no  doubt  the  youtbfrU  pair 
Must  breakfast,  and  betimes  _ lest  they  should  ask  It, 
She  drew  out  her  provision  from  the  basket 

of  economy.  H«*  eiUinates  the  Mvin-,:  that  might  be  made  In 
Farit  alour.  by  uting  miuAmc  instead  qf  raM<f/c<,  st  nincty> 
•lx  miiUont  of  French  liTfet,  ur  four  miUluut  tlcrling  per 
annum — lliLI..] 

f (The  pl.m  of  eolng  to  bed  early,  and  rltlng  betimes,  has 
been  railed  the  golden  rule  for  the  atuhtmmit  of  health  and 
long  life.  It  if  laiirtiimed  hy  vnriout  proverbial  expre««)uns ; 
and  when  old  pntple  have  hreu  examined,  reg.irding  tho 
raoses  of  their  long  life,  they  unifurmly  agreed  in  one  par* 
ticular,  — that  Uiey  went  to  bed  early,  and  roM  early.—  Sia 
JoM.x  SmcLtiB.] 

**  (“  My  otdulon  Is,  tint  <1  is  from  the  large  trees  or  plants 
of  ct;ral,  spread  everywhere  over  the  bottom  of  the  lint  hea, 
perfectly  lit  InPattoii  uf  plants  on  land,  that  it  has  obtained 
this  tLUUC."—  BhI'CE.J 
■ (— — **  Ju»t  the  same 

At  ut  this  moment  ! shindd  like  to  do  ; — 

But  1 have  dune  with  kisses  — Isavlng  kiss’d 

All  those  tlMt  would  — regretting  those  1 miss’d."  — MS.] 
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CXLV. 

She  knew  that  the  beat  feelings  must  have  victtial, 
Ami  that  a shipwreck'd  youth  would  hungry  be ; 
Besides,  being  leas  In  love,  she  yawn’d  a little. 

And  felt  her  veins  chill’d  by  the  neighbouring  sea; 
Ami  so,  she  cook’d  their  breakfast  to  a tittle ; 

I can't  say  that  she  ga\*f  them  any  tea. 

But  there  were  eggs,  fruit,  coffee,  bread,  fish,  honey, 
With  Scio  wine, — and  all  for  love,  not  money. 

CXLVL 

And  Zoe,  when  the  eggs  were  ready,  and 

The  coffee  made,  would  fain  have  waken'd  Juan ; 
But  HaidtV  stopp'd  her  with  her  quick  small  hand, 
And  without  word,  a sign  her  finger  dn*w  on 
Her  lip,  which  Zoc  needs  must  understand ; 

And,  the  first  breakfast  sjwHt,  prepared  a new  one, 
Because  her  mistress  would  not  let  her  break 
That  sleep  which  seem’d  as  It  would  ne’er  awake. 

CXLVII. 

For  still  he  lay,  and  on  bis  thin  worn  cheek 
A purjde  hectic  play’d  like  dying  day 
j On  the  snow-tops  of  distant  hills;  the  streak 
^ Of  sufferance  yet  ujKjn  his  forehead  lay. 

Where  the  blue  veins  look'd  shaflowy, shrunk,  and  weak ; 

And  his  black  curls  were  dewy  with  the  spray. 
Which  weigh'd  upon  them  yet,  all  damp  and  salt. 
Mix’d  with  the  stony  vaiwurs  of  the  vault. 

CXLV  II  I. 

And  she  bent  o’er  him,  and  he  lay  beneath. 

Hush'd  as  the  babe  upon  its  mother’s  breast. 
Droop’d  n*  the  willow  when  no  winds  can  breathe, 
Lull'd  like  the  depth  of  ocean  when  at  rest.  ‘ 

Fair  as  the  omwnlng  rose  of  the  whole  wreath, 

Soft  as  the  callow  cygnet  in  Its  nest ; 

In  short,  he  was  a very  pretty  fellow. 

Although  his  woes  had  turn’d  him  rather  yellow. 

I CXLIX. 

I He  woke  and  gazed,  and  would  have  slept  again, 

I But  the  fair  face  which  met  his  eyes  forbade 
I Those  eyes  to  close,  though  weariness  and  pain 
I Had  further  sleep  a further  pleasure  made : 

Fur  woman’s  face  was  never  form’d  In  vain 
For  Juan,  so  that  even  when  he  pray’d 
He  turn'd  from  grisly  saints,  and  martyrs  hair)*. 

To  the  sweet  portraits  of  the  Virgin  Mary. 

CL. 

And  thus  u;K)n  his  elbow  be  arose. 

And  look’d  upon  the  lady,  in  whose  check 
The  pale  contended  with  the  purple  row, 

.\s  with  an  effort  she  began  to  speak ; 

Her  eyes  were  eloquent,  her  words  would  pose. 
Although  she  told  him,  in  good  modem  Greek, 

! With  an  Ionian  accent,  low  and  sweet, 
j That  be  was  faint,  and  must  not  Ulk,  but  oat 

j CM. 

' Now  Juan  could  not  understand  a word, 

Being  no  Grechm ; but  he  had  an  ear. 

Ami  her  voice  was  the  warble  of  a bird. 

So  soft,  so  sweet,  so  delicately  clear, 

That  finer,  simpler  music  ne’er  was  beard ; * 

The  sort  of  sound  we  echo  with  a tear. 

Without  knowing  why — an  overpowering  tone, 

I Whenw  Melody  descends  as  from  a throne. 

I • r*' Fair  ai  the  rose  jiift  pluck'd  to  crown  the  wrcAth, 

I boft  AM  the  uuflcilgwl  birdling  when  at  rcil.'*—  MS. 


CLa 

I And  Juan  gazed  as  one  who  is  awoke 
' By  a distant  organ,  doubting  if  he  be 
Not  yet  a dreamer,  till  the  spelt  is  broke 
By  the  watchman,  or  some  such  reality. 

Or  by  one’s  early  valet’s  cursed  knock  ; 

At  least  it  U a’heavy  sound  to  me, 

, Who  like  a morning  slumber — for  the  night 
Shows  stars  and  women  In  a better  lighL 

CLin. 

And  Juan,  too,  was  help’d  out  from  his  dream. 

Or  sleep,  or  whatsoe’er  It  was,  by  feeling 
A most  prodigious  appetite ; the  steam 

Of  Zoo's  cooker)*  no  doubt  was  stealing  | 

U]K)n  bis  senses,  and  the  kindling  beam 

Of  the  new  fire,  which  Zoc  kept  up,  kneeling, 

To  stir  her  viands,  made  him  quite  awake  1 

And  long  for  food,  but  chiefly  a beef-steak. 

CUV. 

But  beef  is  rare  within  thc>c  oxlcw  Isles ; 

Goat’s  there  b,  no  doubt,  and  kid,  and  mutton. 
And,  when  a holiday  upon  them  smiles, 

A joint  upon  their  barbarous  spits  they  put  on  ; 

But  this  occurs  but  seldom,  between  whiles. 

For  some  of  these  are  rocks  with  scarce  a hut  on  ; 
Others  arc  fair  and  fertile,  among  which 
This,  though  not  large,  was  one  of  the  tnost  rich, 

CLV. 

I say  that  beef  is  rare,  and  can't  help  thinking 
That  the  old  fable  of  the  Minotaur — 

From  which  our  modern  murals,  rightly  shrinking. 
Condemn  the  royal  lady's  taste  who  w<»re 
A cow's  shape  for  a mask — was  only  (sinking 
The  allegoty)  a mere  type,  no  mor»*, 

That  Pasiphae  promoted  breeding  cattle. 

To  make  the  Cretans  bloodier  in  battle. 

CLVL 

For  we  all  know  that  English  people  are 
Fed  upon  l»cef — I won’t  say  much  of  l)cor, 

Because  ’tis  liquor  only,  and  being  far 

From  this  my  sutgect,  has  no  business  here; 

We  know,  too,  they  are  ver\*  fond  of  war, 

A pleasure  — like  all  pleasures  — rather  dear; 

So  were  the  Cretans  — from  which  1 Infer, 

That  beef  and  battles  both  were  owing  to  her. 

CLvn. 

But  to  resume.  The  languid  Juan  raised 
His  head  o])on  his  elbow,  and  he  saw 
A sight  on  which  he  had  not  lately  gazed, 

As  all  his  latter  meals  had  been  quite  raw, 

Three  or  four  things,  for  which  the  I.a)nl  he  praised, 
And,  feeling  still  the  famish'd  vulture  gnaw, 

He  fell  upon  wliate’cr  was  offer’d,  like 
A priest,  a shark,  on  alderman,  or  pike. 

CLVIII. 

He  ate,  and  he  was  well  supplied ; and  she, 
j \\Tio  watch’d  him  like  a mother,  would  have  fed 
I Him  past  all  iMunds,  because  she  emihxl  to  see 
I Such  appetite  in  one  she  had  deem'd  dead : 

But  2Joe,  being  older  than  Uoidee, 

1 Knew  (by  tradition  for  she  ne'er  had  read) 

That  famish’d  people  must  be  slowly  nurst. 

And  fed  by  si>oonfuU,  tlsc  they  always  burst. 

• f“  That  finer  meliviy  w;u  nerpr  heard. 

The  kind  nf  hotind  whone  echo  U a le.'.r,  ' 

accents  arc  the  steps  of  Music's  tbrooc.’*— MS.]  I 
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CLIX. 

And  to  the  took  the  in>erty  to  sUtc. 

Rather  by  deeds  than  words,  because  the  cate 
Wat  uixent,  that  the  gentleman,  whose  fate 
Had  made  her  mistress  quit  her  bed  to  trace 
The  sea^shore  at  this  hour,  must  laave  his  plate, 
Unless  he  wish’d  to  die  upon  the  place  — 

I She  snatch’d  it,  and  refused  another  morsel, 

\ \ Saying,  be  had  gorged  enough  to  make  a horse  ill. 

CLX. 

Next  they  — he  being  naked,  save  a tatter'd 
Pair  of  scarce  decent  trowsers — went  to  work. 
And  in  the  tire  his  recent  nigs  they  scatter'd, 

And  dress’d  him,  for  the  present,  like  a Turk, 

Or  Greek  — that  is,  although  it  not  much  matter’d, 
Omitting  turban,  slippers,  pistols,  dirk, — 

They  furnish’d  him,  entire,  except  some  stitches, 
With  a clean  shirt,  and  very  spacious  breeches. 

CLXL 

And  then  fair  UaldM  tried  her  tongue  at  speaking. 
But  not  a word  could  Juan  comprehend, 
Although  he  listen'd  so  that  the  young  Greek  in 
I Her  earnestness  would  ne’er  have  made  an  end ; 
And,  as  he  Interrupted  not,  went  eking 
Her  speech  out  to  her  proteg^  ^d  Mend, 
j Tin  pausing  at  the  last  her  breath  to  take, 

I She  saw  he  did  not  understand  Romaic. 

i CLXU. 

And  then  she  had  recourse  to  nods,  and  signs. 

And  smiles,  and  siiarklcs  of  the  speaking  eye, 

And  read  {the  only  book  she  could)  the  lines 
Of  hLs  fUr  face,  and  found,  by  sympathy. 

The  answer  eloquent,  where  the  soul  shines 
And  darts  in  one  quick  glance  a long  reply ; 

And  thus  in  every  look  she  saw  exprest 
A world  of  words,  and  things  at  which  she  guess'd. 

CLXIII. 

And  now,  by  dint  of  fingers  and  of  eyes, 
t And  words  repeated  after  her,  he  took 
{ A lesson  In  her  tongue;  but  by  surmi«<.>, 

No  doubt,  less  of  her  language  than  her  look : 

I As  he  who  studies  ferventljr  the  skies 

Turns  oftener  to  the  stars  than  to  his  book. 

Thus  Juan  leam'd  his  alpha  beta  better 
Prom  Maidi^c’s  glance  than  any  graven  letter. 

CLXIV. 

*Tls  pleasing  to  be  school’d  in  a strange  tongue 
By  female  lips  and  eyes — that  is,  1 mean, 

W'hcn  both  the  teacher  and  the  taught  are  young. 
As  was  the  case,  at  least,  where  I have  been ; ^ 


I They  smile  so  when  one’s  right,  and  when  one  *s  wrong 
They  smile  still  more,  and  then  there  intervene 
Pressure  of  hands,  perhaps  even  a chaste  kiss ; — 

I leam’d  the  little  that  1 know  by  this : 

I CLXV. 

I That  Is,  some  words  of  Spanish,  Turk,  and  Greek, 

I Italian  not  at  all,  having  no  teachers ; 

Much  English  I cannot  pretend  to  speak, 

Ec.^ming  that  langtiage  chiefly  fh)m  its  preacben, 

1 Ik»m)W,  South,  Tillotson,  whom  every  week 
I study,  also  Blair,  the  highest  reach ers 
Of  eloquence  in  piety  and  prose  — 

I I hate  your  poets,  so  read  none  of  those. 

CLXVI. 

I As  for  the  ladies,  I have  nought  to  say, 

' .\  wanderer  from  the  British  world  of  fashion,  < 

' ^V  here  I,  like  other  **  dogs,  have  had  my  day,” 

Like  other  men,  too,  may  have  bad  my  passion  — 

' But  that,  like  other  things,  has  pass’d  away, 

I And  all  her  fools  whom  I eottJd  lay  the  lash  on : 
Foi^,  friends,  men,  women,  now  are  nought  to  me 
But  dreams  of  what  has  been,  no  more  to  be.  ^ 

I CLXVII. 

' Return  we  to  Don  Juan.  He  begun 
I To  hear  new  words,  and  to  repeat  them ; but 
, Some  feelings,  universal  as  the  sun. 

Were  such  as  could  not  In  his  breast  be  shut 
More  than  within  the  bosom  of  a nun : 

He  was  in  love,  — as  you  would  be,  no  doubt, 

With  a young  benefactr^-~so  was  she, 

I Just  in  the  way  we  very  often  see. 

CLXVIII, 

And  every  day  by  daybreak  — rather  early 
For  Juan,  who  was  somewhat  fond  of  rest  — 

She  came  into  the  cave,  but  it  was  merely 
I To  see  her  bird  reposing  in  his  nest ; 

I And  she  would  softly  stir  his  locks  so  curly, 

^ Without  disturbing  her  yet  slumbering  guest. 
Breathing  all  gently  o’er  his  cheek  and  mouth,  < 

As  o'er  a bed  of  roses  the  sweet  south. 

CLXIX. 

And  every  mom  his  colour  ftrshller  came, 

And  every  day  help'd  on  his  convalescence  ; 

'Twas  well,  because  health  In  the  human  frame 
Is  t'leasant,  besides  being  true  love’s  essence. 

For  health  and  idleness  to  passion’s  flame  i 

Are  oil  and  gunpowder ; and  some  good  lessons  • | 
Are  alfo  Icomt  from  Ceres  and  from  Bacchus,  I 

Without  whom  Venus  will  not  long  attack  us.  & j 


■ [When  at  Serllleio  ISOQ.  I«ord  Dyron  lodged  In  thehoiue 
of  t«  u unmarried  ladies ; and  in  hU  diary  he  describes  hlni> 
self  at  having  made  eamen  lore  to  the  rounder  of  them,  with 
the  help  of  a dictionary.  For  aome  time,*'  lie  sari,  “ 1 s ent 
i on  proiperoiulr,  both  aa  a Ilnguiit  and  a lover,  till,  at  lenitth. 

the  lady  took  a'  fancy  to  a ring  which  I wore,  and  <et  her  heart 
I on  my  giving  (t  to  nor,  a«  a pledge  of  my  ilncerity.  'I'hlf. 
bowr\er,  could  ikK  )k!  ;~any  thing  hut  the  ring.  1 declarr^l, 
wai  at  her  lervice.  and  much  more  than  it*  value, — but  the 
ring  Itself  1 had  made  a vow  never  to  give  away.*'] 

3 ("  In  1613.  1 formed.  In  the  fashionable  world  of  London, 
an  Item,  a fra>ction.  the  lement  of  a circle,  the  unit  of  a mil* 
hoQ.  the  nothing  of  something.  1 had  been  the  Uon  of 
— A|mm  Diarg,  1S2I.] 

* ["  Foaa,  friends,  sex,  kind,  are  nothing  more  to  me 

Than  a mere  dream  of  something  o'er  the  sea.”  — MS.] 

* [**  Holding  her  iweet  breath  o'er  his  cheek  and  roooth. 

As  o’er  a bed  of  roeee,”  Ac.  — MS.] 


^ (Dncton  are  not  unanimous  as  to  this  concluaioo.  Ovid, 
indeed,  who  ii  good  authority  here,  has  said  — 

“ Et  Venus  in  vinls,  ignis  In  Igne  fbic ; ” 

but  he  qualifies  this  preiumption  In  another  place,  liy  recom- 
mending  moderatiou  In  «ur  cups  ; for  wine,  solth  he,  U to 
luvr,  wliat  wind  Is  to  flame  ; 

**  XascUur  In  vento,  >cmo  restrlngultur  ignis, 

Leals  allt  flammam,  grandlor  aura  necat : ” 

but  Aristophanes  also,  before  Ovid,  bad  christened  wine, 
“the  milk  of  Venus.”  But  Athencus  ascribes  the  chastity 
of  Alexander  to  his  excessive  compotatluns ; and  Montaigne 
iiipportf  the  argument  of  Athensrus,  by  the  converse  of  the 
same  prwositiun,  when  be  attributes  the  luccesifUl  gisl- 
iantrles  oinis  cotemporaries  to  their  temperance  in  the  use  of 
, wine.— Hev.  C.  CoLTox.] 
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CLXX. 

While  Venus  fills  the  heart,  (without  heart  really 
Love,  tbouith  good  always,  is  not  quite  so  good,) 
Ceres  presents  a plate  of  vermicelli.— 

For  love  must  bo  sustain'd  like  flesh  and  blood, — 
While  Bacchus  pours  out  wine,  or  hands  a Jelly  : 
Eggs,  oysters,  too,  are  amator>’  food ; > 

But  who  is  their  purveyor  from  above 
Heaven  knows,  — it  may  be  Neptune,  Pan,  or  Jove. 
CLXXI. 

When  Juan  woke  he  found  some  good  things  ready, 
A bath,  a breakfast,  and  the  Htie^t  eyes 
j I That  ever  made  a youthful  heart  less  steady, 

' Besides  her  maid's,  as  pretty  for  their  slie ; 
fi  But  I have  «poken  of  all  this  already  — 

And  re[)ctition's  tlnst»me  and  unwise, — 

! Well  — Juan,  after  bathing  In  the  sea, 

]|  Came  always  back  to  coffee  and  Uaidue. 

|i  CLXXII. 

I Both  were  so  young,  and  one  so  innocent, 

! That  bathing  pass'd  for  nothing ; Juan  seem’d 
T«>  her,  as 't  were,  the  kind  of  being  sent, 

I I Of  whom  these  two  years  she  had  nightly  dream'd, 
I A something  to  be  loved,  a creature  meant 

I To  be  her  happiness,  and  whom  she  deem'd 
|j  To  render  happy;  all  who  Joy  would  win 
j I Must  share  it,  — Happiness  was  born  a twin.  ^ 

1 1 CLxxni. 

i|  It  was  such  pleasure  to  behold  him,  such 
Enlargement  of  existence  to  partake 
Nature  with  him,  to  thrill  beneath  hU  touch, 

To  watch  him  slumbering,  and  to  sec  him  wake : 

.j  To  live  with  him  for  ever  were  too  much  ; 

II  But  then  the  thought  of  parting  made  her  qua^e ; 

He  sras  her  own,  her  ocean* tTca>ure,  cast 
[ Like  a rich  wreck  — her  first  love,  and  her  last.  3 
! CLXXIV. 

And  thus  a moon  roll'd  on,  and  fair  Haldve 
Paid  daily  visits  to  her  boy,  and  took 
Such  plentiful  precautions,  that  still  he 

Remain’d  unknown  within  his  craggy  nook  ; 

At  last  her  father’s  prows  put  out  to  sea. 

For  certain  merchantmen  ujxm  the  look. 

Not  as  of  yore  to  carry  off  an  lo. 

But  three  Ragu&an  vessels,  bound  for  Sclo. 

CLXXV. 

Then  came  her  freedom,  for  she  had  no  mother, 

So  that,  her  father  being  at  sea,  she  was 
Free  as  a married  woman,  or  such  other 
Female,  as  where  she  likes  may  freely  pass, 
Without  even  the  Incumbrance  of  a bnither. 

The  freest  she  that  ever  gased  on  glass  : 

I I speak  of  Christian  lands  In  this  comparison. 

Where  wives,  at  least,  are  seldom  kept  in  garrison. 

I CLXXVL 

I Now  she  prolong'd  her  visits  and  her  talk 

(For  they  must  talk),  and  he  had  learnt  Co  say 
{ So  much  as  to  propose  to  take  a walk,— 

I For  little  had  be  wander'd  since  the  day 

! M'*  For  without  heart  love  is  not  quit*  so  good ; 

' Cere*  i«  commUtary  to  our  hollies, 

And  love,  which  iUso  much  depends  on  food. 

While  Bacchus  will  provide  with  wine  and  jellies. 

Oysters  and  eggs  are  also  living  food."  — MS.) 

’ [I.ord  Byron  appears  to  have  worked  up  no  part  of  his 
I poem  with  so  nura  beauty  and  life  of  descrindun.  aa  that 
which  narrates  the  lores  of  Juan  and  Haldve.  whether  It  be 


On  which,  like  a young  flower  snapp'd  from  the  stalk. 
Drooping  and  dewy  on  the  be^^h  be  lay,  — • 

And  thus  they  walk’d  out  In  the  afremoun, 

And  saw  the  sun  set  opposite  the  muon. 

CLXxvn. 

It  was  a wild  and  breaker-beaten  coa<^t. 

With  cliffs  al>ove,  and  a broad  sandy  shore, 
Qunrded  by  shoals  and  rocks  as  by  an  host. 

With  here  and  there  a creek,  whose  a.'>|K*ct  wore 
\ better  welcome  to  the  tompest-tusl ; 

And  rarely  ceased  the  haughty  billow’s  roar, 

S.’ive  on  the  dead  long  summer  days,  which  make 
The  outstretch'd  ocean  glitter  like  a lake. 

CLXXVni. 

And  the  small  ripple  spilt  upon  the  beach 

Scarcely  o’erpa.ss'd  the  cream  of  your  champ.agne. 
When  o'er  the  brim  the  sparkling  bumixTs  reach, 
That  spring-dew  of  the  spirit ! the  heart’s  rain  I 
Few  things  surt>w  old  wine ; and  they  may  preach 
Who  please,  — the  more  because  they  preach  in 
vain,— 

Let  us  have  wine  and  women,  mirth  and  laughter, 
Semurns  and  soda-water  the  day  after. 

ci.xxrx. 

Man,  being  reasonable,  must  get  drunk ; 

The  best  of  life  U but  intoxication : 

(.Jlory,  the  grape,  love,  gold,  in  these  are  sunk 
■ The  hojics  of  all  men,  and  of  every  nation  ; 

I Without  their  sap,  how  branchless  were  the  trunk 
I Of  life’s  strange  tree,  so  fruitful  on  occasion  I 
I But  to  return, — Get  very  drunk  ; and  when 
You  wake  with  headache,  you  shall  sec  what  then. 

CLXXX. 

Ring  for  your  valet — bid  him  quickly  bring 
Some  hock  and  soda-water,  then  you'll  know 
i A pleasure  worthy  Xerxes  the  great  king ; 

For  not  the  blest  sherlx‘t,  sublimed  with  snow. 

Nor  the  first  sparkle  of  the  desert-spring. 

Nor  Burgundy  in  all  its  sunset  glow,  * 
j After  long  travel,  ennui,  love,  or  slaughter, 
j Vic  with  that  draught  of  hock  aud  soda-water. 

I CLXXXL 

' The  coast— I think  it  was  the  ccKUt  that  I 

Was  Just  describing — Tes,  it  teat  the  coast— 

Lay  at  this  period  quiet  as  the  sky, 

< The  sands  untumbled,  the  blue  waves  untoet, 

I'  And  all  was  stillness,  save  the  sea-bird’s  cry, 

I And  dolphin's  leap,  and  little  billow  m.st 
By  some  low  rock  or  shelve,  that  made  it  fret 
^ Against  the  boundary  it  scarcely  wet, 

I CLXXXII. 

And  forth  they  wander’d,  her  sire  being  gone. 

As  1 have  said,  upon  an  expedition ; 

I And  mother,  bmther,  guardian,  she  bad  none, 

I Save  Zoo,  who,  although  with  due  precision 
j She  waited  on  her  lady  with  the  sun, 
j Thought  dally  service  was  her  only  mission, 

^ Bringing  warm  water,  wreathing  her  lung  tresses, 
j And  asking  now  and  then  for  cast-off  dresses. 

an  episode,  nr  an  integral  part  of  bis  epic.  It  is  well  worth  oB 
tlie  rest.  — BavDGas.j 
» [**  He  was  her  own,  her  ocean-lover,  cast 
] To  be  her  soul’s  first  idol,  and  Us  last.”  — MS.] 

* f*'  A pleasure  naught  but  drunkenness  can  bring  ( 

For  not  tbo  blest  sbcvbvi  all  chill'd  with  snow. 

Nor  the  hiU  sparkle  of  the  desert-spring. 

Nor  wtne  In  all  the  purple  of  its  glow.”—  MS.] 
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CLXXXIIL 

It  was  the  cooling  hour,  just  when  the  rounded 
Red  sun  sinks  down  Itrbind  the  azure  hill, 

Which  then  seems  as  if  the  whole  earth  it  Imumled, 
ClreUng  all  nature,  hush'd,  and  dim,  ami  still. 
With  the  far  mounUin>crvsccnt  half  summnded 
On  one  !ude,  and  the  deep  sea  calm  and  chill 
Upon  the  other,  and  the  rosy  sky 
With  one  star  sparkling  through  it  like  an  eye. 

CLXXXIV. 

And  thus  they  wander'd  forth,  and  band  in  band, 
Over  the  shining  pebbles  and  the  shells. 

Glided  along  the  (.mooth  and  harden'd  sand, 

And  in  the  worn  and  wild  receptacles 
Work'll  by  the  storms,  yet  work'd  as  It  were  plann'd, 
I In  hollow  balls,  with  sparry*  roofs  and  cells. 

They  turn’d  to  rest  j and,  each  clasp'd  by  an  arm, 

^ Yielded  to  the  deep  twilight's  purple  charm. 

I CLXXXV. 

I They  look'd  up  U>  the  sky,  whose  floating  glow 
Spread  like  a rosy  ocean,  vast  and  bright; 

They  gazed  upon  the  glittering  sea  below. 

Whence  the  broad  moon  rose  circling  into  sight ; 
They  heard  the  waves’  splash,  and  the  wind  so  low, 
And  saw  each  other’s  dark  eyes  darting  light 
Into  each  other — and,  beholding  this. 

Their  lip«  drew  near,  and  clung  into  a kiss ; 

CLXXXVI. 

A long,  long  kiss,  a kiss  of  youth,  and  love, 

And  beauty*,  all  concentrating  like  rays 
Into  one  focus,  kindled  from  above ; 

Such  kls«cs  as  belong  to  early  days, 

^Vhere  heart,  and  soul,  and  sense.  In  concert  move. 
And  the  blood ‘s  lava,  and  the  pulse  a blaze. 

Each  kiss  a heart-quake,  — for  a kiss's  strength, 

I think,  it  must  be  reckon’d  by  its  length. 

CLXXXvir. 

By  length  I mean  duration  ; theirs  endured 

Heaven  knows  how  long  — no  doubt  they  never 
reckon’d ; 

And  If  they  had,  they  could  not  have  secured 
The  sum  of  their  sensations  to  a second  ; 

They  had  not  s}>uken  ; but  they  felt  allured. 

As  If  their  souls  and  lips  each  other  beckon’d. 
Which,  being  join'd,  like  swarming  bees  they  clung  — 
Their  hearts  the  flowers  from  whence  the  honey 
sprung.  1 

CLXXX^TH. 

They  were  alone,  hut  not  alone  as  they 
Who  shut  in  chambers  think  it  loneliness ; 

The  silent  ocean,  and  the  starlight  bay, 

The  twilight  glow,  which  momently  grew  less. 

The  voiceless  sand.s,  and  dropping  caves,  that  lay 
Around  them,  made  them  to  each  other  press, 

As  if  there  were  no  life  beneath  the  sky 
Save  theirs,  and  that  their  life  could  never  die. 

CLXXXIX. 

They  fear'd  no  eyes  nor  ears  on  that  lone  beach  ; 

They  felt  no  terrors  from  the  night ; they  were 
All  in  all  to  each  other ; though  their  speech 

Was  broken  wortLs  they  thouglu  a language  there, 

I C “I’m  sure  they  never  rerkon’d ; 

And  bdot  Join’d — like  sw«rmlng  bees  they  dune, 

And  mUo  until  the  very  pleasure  stuag.”  — . Or, 


< And  all  the  burning  tongues  the  passions  teach 
Found  In  one  sigh  the  Kst  interpreter 
: Of  nature’s  omcle  — first  love, — that  all 
j Which  Eve  has  left  her  daughters  since  her  fall, 

t cxc. 

Ilald^  spoke  not  of  scruples,  ask’d  no  vows, 

Nor  ofl'er’d  any;  she  bad  never  heard 
Of  plight  and  promises  to  be  a spouse. 

Or  perils  by  a loving  maid  incurr’d  ; 

She  was  all  which  pure  ignorance  allows, 

And  flew  to  her  young  mate  like  a young  bird; 
And,  never  haWng  dreamt  of  falsehood,  she 
Had  not  one  word  to  say  of  constancy. 

I CXCI. 

I She  loved,  and  was  beloved  — s^he  adored. 

And  she  was  worahipp’d  ? after  nature’s  fashion. 
Their  intense  souls  loto  each  other  pour'd. 

If  souls  could  die,  hail  perish’d  in  that  passion*  — 
But  by  degrees  their  senses  were  rotored. 

Again  to  be  o’ercome,  agjiin  to  da^h  on  ; 

I And,  beating  'gain.'^t  hi$  bosom,  Haidw's  heart 
j Felt  as  if  never  more  to  beat  apart. 

CXCU, 

Alas ! they  were  so  young,  so  beautiful, 
j So  lonely,  loving,  helpless,  and  the  hour 
Was  that  In  which  the  heart  is  always  full. 

And,  having  o’er  itself  no  further  |»owcr, 
j Prompts  deeds  cU  mIty  can  not  annul, 

I But  pays  off  moments  in  an  endless  shower 
I Of  hell-fire  — all  prepared  for  pci^le  giving 
’ Plea-sure  or  pain  to  one  another  living. 

exem. 

Alas  ! for  Juan  and  Haldec  ] they  svere 
So  lo\*ing  and  so  lovely  — till  then  never. 
Excepting  our  first  (tarents,  such  a pair 
Had  run  the  risk  of  being  damn'd  for  ever : 

And  liaidt'e,  being  devout  as  well  as  fair, 

Had,  doubtless,  heard  about  the  Stygian  river. 

And  hell  and  purgatory  — but  forgot 
Just  in  the  very  crisis  she  should  not. 

CXCIV. 

They  look  upon  each  other,  and  their  eyes 
(ileam  in  the  moonlight ; and  her  white  arm  clasps 
I Round  Juan's  head,  and  his  around  her  lies 
Half  buried  in  the  tresses  which  It  grasps ; 

She  sits  uiH)n  his  knee,  and  drinks  his  sighs, 

Me  hers,  until  they  end  in  broken  ga.sps ; 

And  thus  they  form  a group  that ’s  quite  antique, 
Half  naked,  loving,  natural,  and  Greek. 

cxcv. 

And  when  those  deep  and  burning  momenta  pass’d, 
And  Juan  sunk  to  sleep  within  her  arms. 

She  slept  not,  but  all  tenderly,  though  fast, 

Sustain’d  his  head  upon  her  bosom's  charms ; 

And  now  and  then  her  eye  to  heaven  is  cast, 

And  then  on  the  pale  cheek  her  breast  now  warms, 
PUlow’d'on  her  o’erflowing  heart,  which  pants 
W’ith  all  It  granted,  and  with  all  It  grants.  > 

And  one  wu  Innocent,  but  both  too  young, 

Tbclr  bciirt  the  flomerC'  Ac.  — MS.] 

* (•*  Pillow’d  upon  her  beating  heart  — which  pasted 
With  the  sweet  memory  of  all  it  granted.” US.] 
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cxcvi. 

An  Infant  when  it  gaii's  on  a light, 

A child  the  moment  when  it  drains  the  breast, 

A devotee  when  soars  the  Host  In  sight. 

An  Arab  with  a stranger  for  a guest, 

A sailor  when  the  prise  has  struck  In  fight, 

A miser  filling  his  most  hoarded  chest. 

Feel  rapture  ; but  not  such  true  joy  are  reaping 
As  they  who  watch  o’er  what  they  iove  while  sleeping  , 

CXCVII.  1 

For  there  it  lies  so  tranquil,  so  bcloveri. 

All  that  it  hath  of  life  with  us  Is  living ; I 

So  gentle,  stlrless,  helpless,  and  unmoved,  I 

And  all  unconscious  of  the  joy’t  is  giving ; 

All  it  hath  felt,  inflicted,  pass’d,  and  proved. 

Hush’d  into  depths  beyond  the  watcher’s  diving  : 
There  lies  the  thing  we  love  with  all  its  errors 
And  all  its  charms,  like  death  without  its  terrors. 
CXCVIU. 

The  lady  watch’d  her  lover  — and  that  hour 
Of  Lose’s,  and  Sight’s,  and  Ocean’s  solitude, 
O’erflow’d  her  soul  with  their  united  power; 

Amidst  the  barren  sand  and  rocks  so  rude 
She  and  her  wave-worn  love  had  made  their  hower. 
Where  nought  upon  their  passion  could  intrude. 

And  all  the  stars  that  crowded  the  blue  space 
Saw  nothing  happier  than  her  glosrlng  face. 

cxcix. 

Alas  1 the  love  of  women  ! it  is  known 
To  be  a lovely  and  a fearful  thing ; 

For  all  of  theirs  upon  that  die  is  thrown. 

And  if ’t  is  lost,  life  hath  no  more  to  bring 
To  them  but  mockeries  of  the  past  alone, 

And  their  revenge  is  as  the  tiger’s  spring. 

Iieadly,  and  quick,  and  crushing ; yet,  as  real 
Torture  U theirs,  what  they  inflict  they  feel. 

CC. 

They  are  right ; for  man,  to  man  so  oft  unjust. 

Is  always  so  to  women ; one  sole  bond 
Awaits  them,  treachery  is  all  their  trust ; 

Taught  to  conceal,  tllelr  bursting  hearts  despond 
Over  their  Idol,  till  some  srcalthier  lust 

Buys  them  in  marriage  — and  what  rests  beyond  ? 

1 A thankless  husband,  next  a faithless  lover. 

Then  dressing,  nursing,  praying,  and  all ’s  over. 

CCI. 

Some  take  a lover,  some  take  drams  or  prayers. 

Some  mind  their  household,  others  dissipation, 

] Some  run  away,  and  but  exchange  their  cares,  1 

Imsing  the  advanuge  of  a virtuous  station  ; 

Few  changes  e’er  c.nn  better  their  affairs. 

Theirs  being  an  unnatural  situation. 

From  the  dull  palace  to  the  dirty  hovel : ' 

Some  pUy  the  dcsdl,  and  then  write  a novel.  » 

> rPf  rh*p»  there  are  not  a few  women  who  may  profit  from 
•eeing  In  what  a *tylc  of  coiilemptuou*  coUtneti,  the  *uf- 
ftTlnjfs  to  which  licentiou*  love  exp«)«e»  them  are  talhwi  of 
hr  *uch  people  a>  the  author  of  Don  Juan.  The  many  fine 
eyei  that  ha»c  wept  danirerou*  t**ar»  orer  the  de«criptioni  of 
t^  Culnarei  and  Medora*.  cannot  be  the  wor»«  for  icrlng 
the  true  tide  of  At*  picture.  — Blackwooh.] 

* [leady  Caroline  Lamb  wa»  *uppoac«l  by  Isord  Byron  to 
■ hare  alluded  to  him  In  her  norcl  of  ••  Glenarron."  puhlUhcd 
! In  1HI6. —•*  Madame  de  Stacl  once  aiked  me."  «aid  Lortl 
I Byron.  " if  my  real  character  wa*  well  drawn  In  that  norcl. 

ISiiewaaortv  »lngular  In  puttinp  ihe  queatlon  In  the  way 
•hr  did.  T^err  are  many  who  pin  their  lalth  on  that  In* 
•Incere  production.  I am  made  om  a rery  amiable  ner*on  in 
that  work  1 The  only  thing  bclooginf  to  me  In  It  ii  i»arl  of 
a letter."-*  MinwiN.) 


:.i| 

cciL  : 

Haidue  was  Nature’s  bride,  and  knew  not  this ; 

Haid^  was  Passion's  child,  bom  where  the  sun 
Showers  triple  light,  and  scorches  even  the  kiss 
Of  his  gaiellc-eyed  daughters  ; she  was  one 
Made  but  to  love,  to  feel  that  she  was  his 
Who  was  her  chosen : what  was  said  or  done 
Elsewhere  was  nothing.  She  had  nought  to  fear, 

Hoi>e,  care,  nor  love,  beyond,  — her  heart  beat  hert. 
CCllI. 

And  oh  ! that  quickening  of  the  heart,  that  beat ! 

IIow  much  It  costs  us ! yet  each  rising  throb 
l.s  in  its  cause  as  its  effect  so  sweet. 

That  Wisdom,  ever  on  the  watch  to  rob 
Joy  of  its  alchemy,  and  to  repeat 

Fine  truths ; even  Conscience,  too,  has  a tough  job 
To  make  us  understand  each  good  old  maxim, 

So  good  — 1 wonder  Castlereagb  don’t  ux  ’em. 

CCIV.  I] 

And  now ’t  was  done — on  the  lone  shore  were  pUghtctl  ; 

Their  hearts ; the  stars,  their  nuptial  torches,  shed  I 
Beauty  upon  the  beautiful  they  lighted : 

Ocean  their  witness,  and  the  cave  their  bed. 

By  their  own  feelings  hallow'd  and  united, 

Their  priest  was  Solitude,  and  they  were  wed  : * 

And  they  were  happy,  for  to  their  young  eyes  I 

Each  was  an  angel,  and  earth  paradise.  * j 

ccv.  I 

Oh,  Ixjve  ! of  whom  great  Carsar  was  the  suitor, 

Titus  the  master,  Antony  the  slave,  1 

Horace,  Catullus,  scholars,  Ovid  tutor, 

Sappho  the  sage  blue*stocking,  in  whose  grave  { 

All  those  may  leap  who  rather  would  be  neuter — ' 

(Ijcucadia's  rock  still  overlooks  the  wave)  — jj 

Oh,  Love!  thou  art  the  verj-  god  of  evil,  |i 

For,  after  all,  we  cannot  call  ihcc  devil.  j 

CCVI.  II 

Thou  mak’st  the  chaste  connubial  state  precarious,  , 
And  jestest  with  the  brows  of  mightiest  men : j| 

Ca*»ar  and  Pompey,  Mahomet,  Belisarlus,  I 

Have  much  employ’d  the  muse  of  history's  pen : 

Their  lives  and  fortunes  were  extremely  various,  I 
Such  worthies  Time  will  never  see  again  ; || 

Tet  to  these  four  In  three  things  the  same  luck  holds,  | 
They  all  were  heroes,  conquerors,  and  cuckolds.  j 

ccvir. 

Thou  mak’st  philosophers ; there ’s  Epicurus 
And  Aristippus,  a material  crew  J 
Who  to  imraoi^  courses  would  allure  us 
By  theories  quite  practicable  too ; 

If  only  from  the  deril  they  would  Insure  us. 

How  pleasant  were  the  maxim  (not  quite  new), 

**  Eat,  drink,  and  love,  what  can  the  rest  avail  us  ?** 

8o  said  the  royal  sage  Sardaiiaitolus.  ^ 

> f"  In  their  sweet  feelings  hoUly  united. 

By  SoliiuJe(sofr  parson)  they  were  wed.’*  — MS.] 

* [Don  Juan  Is  da»hed  on  the  shore  of  the  Cyclades,  where 
he  Is  found  by  a beautlfUl  and  innocent  plrl,  the  daughter  of 
an  old  Greek  pirate,—  with  whom,  as  might  be  supposed,  the 
same  game  of  guilt  and  abandonment  Is  played  over  again. 
T^ere  is,  however,  a very  superior  kind  of  pwtry  In  the  con- 
ception of  this  amour  ; — the  desolate  Ulo— the  utter  lone*  | 
; llnesi  of  the  maiden,  who  it  as  ijmorant  as  she  it  Innocent  — 

' the  helpless  condition  of  the  youth  — everything  conspires 
I to  render  it  a true  romance.  How  easy  lor  Lord  Byron  to 
t h.*xve  kept  It  free  from  any  stain  of  pidlutlon!  What  cruel 
! barbarity.  In  creating  so  much  of  lie:mty  only  to  nuu  and  min 
[ U ! This  is  really  the  scry  suicide  of  gciuus.  — Blacuwooo.] 

I * p.m] 
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I CCVIII.  I 

But  Juan  1 bad  he  quite  turKottcn  Julia  ? 
j And  should  he  bare  forgotten  bor  m soon  ? 

I can’t  but  say  it  seenu  to  me  mo^t  truly  a 
Perplexing  question ; but,  no  doubt,  the  moon 
Does  these  things  fur  us,  and  whenever  newly  a 
Strong  palpitation  rises,  *t  Is  her  boon. 

Else  bow  the  devil  is  it  that  fresh  features 
Have  such  a charm  for  us  poor  human  creatures  ? 
CCIX. 

1 hate  inconstancy  — I loathe,  detest, 

I Abhor,  condemn,  abjure  the  mortal  made 
Of  such  qulckstiver  clay  that  in  his  breast 
No  permanent  foundation  can  be  laid  i 
Love,  constant  love,  has  been  my  constant  guest. 

And  yet  last  night,  being  at  a masquerade, 

1 saw  the  prettiest  creature,  fresh  from  Milan, 

Which  gave  me  some  sensations  like  a villain. 

I CCX. 

I But  soon  Philosophy  came  to  my  aid, 

I Artd  whisper’d,  “ Think  of  every  sacred  tie  I” 

I ♦*  I will  my  dear  Philosophy  1"  I said, 

^ But  then  her  teeth,  and  then,  oh,  Heaven ! her  eye ! 
Ill  Just  inquire  if  she  be  wife  or  maid. 

Or  neither — out  of  curiosity." 

**  Slop  !*•  cried  Philosophy,  with  air  so  Grecian. 
(Though she  was  masqu^  then  as  a fair  Venetian  ;) 
CCXL 

**  Stop  r BO  I stopp'd.  — But  to  return  : that  which 
Men  call  inconstancy  is  nothing  more 
Than  admiration  due  where  nature's  rich 
Profusion  with  young  beauty  covers  o’er 
Some  favour'd  object ; and  as  in  the  niche 
A lovely  statue  we  almost  adore, 

This  sort  of  adoration  of  the  real 
b but  a heightening  of  the  “ beau  ideal." 

ccxn. 

*T  is  the  perception  of  the  beautiful, 

A fine  extension  of  the  faculties, 

Platonic,  universal,  wonderful. 

Drawn  from  the  stars,  and  filter'd  throtigh  the  skies, 
M’ithout  which  life  would  be  extremely  dull ; 

In  short,  it  U the  use  of  our  own  eyes. 

With  one  or  two  small  senses  added.  Just 
Tu  hint  that  flesh  is  form'd  of  fiery  dust. 

CCXIII. 

Yet 't  is  a painful  feeling,  and  unwilling. 

For  surely  If  we  always  could  perceive  i 

In  the  same  ol^ect  graces  quite  as  killing  | 

' As  when  she  rose  upon  us  like  an  Eve, 

I 'T  would  save  us  many  a heartache,  many  ■ shilling, 

I (For  wc  must  get  them  anyhow,  or  grieve,) 

Whereas  if  one  sole  lady  plea^  for  ever, 

How  pleasant  for  the  heart,  as  well  as  liver  I 

I > [**  You  say  Chat  one.balf  It  ren  good : you  are  wrung ; 

I for,  If  it  were,  it  would  be  the  finest  po<m  In  existence. 

, Where  is  the  poetry  of  which  one-haif  is  good?  Is  it  (h« 

I AnekI  'f  Is  ll  Milton's  ? is  It  Dryden’s  ? is  It  any  «me's  except  ; 
I Pope's  and  Goldsmith's,  of  which  all  U good  ? ami  yet  these  i 
I two  last  are  the  poets  your  pond  poet*  would  cxpI«Me.  Hut  i 
If  one-hatf  of  these  two  CaatM  bo  good  in  your  opinlun,  what  I 
I the  devil  would  you  h-iTe  more?  So  — no;  no  |io<*try  is 
I generaUjf  good only  br  fits  and  starts— and  you  are  lucky  to 

I get  a sparkle  here  and  there.  You  might  as  well  want  a 
midnight  M *tar*.  as  rhyme  alt  perfect.”  — £oird  Bpron  to 
JfrTjeWr^g.] 

• [Lord  Byron  began  to  compose  Canto  III.  In  October. 
1419:  but  the  outcry  raised  by  the  publlrocian  of  Cantos  I. 

I and  ll.  annoye<l  him  so  much,  that  hr  fur  a time  laid  the 
' work  aaide.  and  afterwanls  proccedwl  In  It  oulr  hr  fits  an.l 
, Marta*  Mr.  Moore,  who  visited  him  while  Canto  ill.  was  in 


CCXIV. 

The  heart  Is  like  the  sky,  a part  of  heaven, 

But  changes  night  and  day,  too,  like  the  sky  ; 

Now  o’er  it  clouds  and  thunder  must  be  driven. 

And  darkness  and  destruction  as  on  high : 

But  when  It  hath  been  scuTX’h’d,  and  pierced,  and  riven. 
Its  storms  expire  in  water-drot>s  ; the  eye 
Pours  forth  at  last  the  heart's  blood  turn’d  to  tears, 
Which  make  the  English  climate  of  our  years. 

eexv. 

The  liver  Is  the  laxaret  of  bile. 

But  very  rarely  executes  Its  function. 

For  the  first  passion  stays  there  such  a while, 

That  all  the  rest  creep  in  and  form  a junction, 

IJkc  knots  of  vipers  on  a dunghill's  soil, 

Rage,  fear,  bate,  Jealousy,  revenge,  compunction. 
So  that  all  mlschi^s  spring  up  from  this  entrall. 

Like  earthquakes  fh)m  the  hidden  fire  call’d  **  centnd.** 

eexvi. 

In  the  mean  time,  without  proceeding  more 
In  this  anatomy,  1 *vc  finish'd  now 
Two  hundred  and  odd  stanxas  as  before. 

That  being  about  the  number  I 'll  allow 
Each  canto  of  the  twelve,  or  twenty-four ; 

And,  laying  down  my  pen,  1 make  my  bow, 

I Ivcaving  Dun  Juan  and  Hald6e  to  plead 
For  them  and  theirs  with  all  who  deigu  to  read.  * 


Don  ilnan. 


CANTO  THE  THIRD.' 


Hail,  Muse  t tt  cetera. — We  left  Juan  sleeping, 
Pillow'd  upon  a &Ir  and  happy  breast. 

And  watch’d  by  eyes  that  never  yet  knew  weeping, 
And  loved  by  a young  heart,  too  deeply  blest 
To  feel  the  polMn  through  her  spirit  creeping, 

Or  know  who  rested  there,  a foe  to  rest. 

Had  soil'd  the  current  of  her  finlets  years. 

And  turn’d  her  pure  heart’s  purest  blood  to  tears  I 

II. 

Oh,  Love ! what  Is  it  in  this  world  of  ours 
Which  makes  it  fatal  to  be  loved  ? Ah  why 
With  cypress  branches  hast  thou  wreathed  thy  bowers. 
And  made  thy  best  Interpreter  a sigh  ? 

As  those  who  dote  on  odours  pluck  the  flowen, 

And  place  them  on  their  breast  — but  place  to  die  — 
Thus  the  fhdl  beings  we  would  fondly  cherish 
Arc  laid  within  our  bosoms  but  to  perish.  > 

progrcsi.  x.iyt  — **  So  sentltlve,  indeed.— in  addition  to  his 
uiuiU  abundance  of  this  quality.  — did  hr,  at  length,  grow  on 
the  iuliject,  that  whm  Mr.  W.  Bankes,  wlto  (uvrcnli^  me  as 
hi>  vitltcr,  happrnr«l  to  tell  him,  one  day.  (hat  he  had  heard 
a Mr.  Saunders  (nr  some  such  name), then  rc»Mcnt  at  Venice, 
declare  that.  In  his  opinion,  * Don  Juan  was  all  Grub-street.^ 
such  an  cllhct  had  this  disparaging  speech  upon  hU  mind 
(thnutfh  coming  from  a person  who.  as  he  hun«elf  would 
have  It.  was  * nothing  but  a d— d salt-tish  seller  M,  that,  for 
smne  time  after,  by  his  own  cunfessinn  to  Mr.  Dankes,  he 
could  not  bring  himself  to  write  another  Line  of  the  Poem  ; 
and  one  morning,  opening  a drawer  where  the  neglected  ma- 
nuscript lay,  he  said  to  his  friend,  ' Look  hero  — this  Is  ail 
Mr.  Saunders's  Grub-street.'  " Cantos  tit.  IV.  and  V*.  were 
published  lonthcr  In  August.  Iit’il,  — still  without  the  name 
either  of  author  or  b«»oksellrr.) 

* [This,  we  must  allow,  It  pretty  enough,  and  not  at  all 
S % 3 
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III. 

In  her  first  passion  woman  love*  her  lover. 

In  all  the  others  all  she  loves  Is  love, 

Which  ffrows  a habit  she  can  ne’er  get  over, 

And  fits  her  loosely — like  an  easy  glove, 

As  you  may  find,  whene’er  you  like  to  prove  her; 

(3nc  man  alone  at  first  her  h<»rt  can  move ; 

She  then  prefers  him  In  the  plural  number, 

Kot  finding  that  the  additions  much  enctirober. 

IV. 

1 know  not  if  the  fault  be  men's  or  theirs ; 

But  one  thing's  pretty  sure;  a woman  planted 
(Unless  at  once  she  plunge  for  life  in  prayers)  — 
AHer  a decent  time  must  be  gallanted  ; 

Although,  no  doubt,  her  first  of  love  affhirs 
Is  that  to  which  her  heart  Is  wholly  grante<l ; 

Yet  there  are  some,  they  say,  who  have  had  none, 
But  those  who  have  ne'er  end  with  only  one.  i 

V. 

'Tis  melancholy,  and  a fearfhl  sign 
Of  human  fniiliy,  folly,  also  crime. 

That  love  and  manage  rarely  can  combine. 

Although  they  both  are  bom  in  the  same  clime ; 
Marriage  from  love,  like  \1negar  from  wine  — 

A sad,  sour,  sober  beverage — by  time 
Is  sharpen’d  from  its  high  celestial  flavour 
Down  to  a very  homely  household  savour. 

VI. 

There’s  something  of  antipathy,  os  'twerc, 

Between  their  present  and  their  future  state ; 

A kind  of  flattery  that's  hardly  fair 

Is  used  until  the  truth  arrives  too  late  — 

Yet  what  can  people  do,  except  despair? 

The  same  things  change  their  names  at  such  a rate; 
Fur  instimee  — passion  in  a lover's  glorious, 

But  in  a husband  is  pronounced  uxorious. 

VIL 

Men  grow  ashamed  of  being  so  very  fond ; 

They  sometimes  also  gel  a little  tired 
(But  that,  of  course,  Is  rare),  and  then  despond : 

The  same  things  cannot  always  be  admired, 

Yet  'tis  “ so  nominated  in  the  ^nd," 

That  botli  are  tied  till  one  shall  have  expired. 

Sad  thought  1 to  lose  the  spouse  that  was  .adorning 
Our  days,  and  put  one's  servants  into  mourning. 

VIII. 

There's  doubtless  something  in  domestic  doings 
Which  forms.  In  fact,  true  love's  antithesis ; 
Romances  paint  at  full  length  people’s  wooings, 

But  only  give  a bust  of  manages ; 

For  no  one  cares  for  matrimonial  cooings. 

There’s  nothing  wrong  in  a connubial  khs: 

Think  you,  If  Laura  had  been  Petrarch’s  wife. 

He  would  have  written  sonnets  all  his  life  ? • 


! All  tragedies  are  flulsh’d  by  a death, 

All  comedies  are  ended  by  a marriage ; 

The  future  states  of  both  are  left  to  faith. 

For  authors  fear  description  might  disparage 
The  worlds  to  come  of  both,  or  fail  Iwneatb,  [rlagc ; 

And  then  both  worbls  would  punish  their  mi.scar- 
So  learing  each  their  priest  and  prayer-book  ready,  i 
They  say  no  more  of  Death  or  of  the  I^ady.  * 

X. 

The  only  two  that  In  ray  recollection  * 

Have  sung  of  heaven  and  hell,  or  marriage,  are  J 
f Dante  ■*  and  Milton  and  of  both  the  affection  ' 

j Was  hapless  in  their  nuptials,  for  some  bar  I 

Of  fault  or  temper  ruin’d  the  connection  [ 

i (Such  things,  in  fact,  it  don't  ask  much  to  mar);  ^ 
i But  Dante's  Beatrice  and  Milton’s  Eve 
Were  not  drawn  from  their  spouses,  you  conceive.  5 

XL 

Some  ix^rsons  say  that  Dante  meant  theology 
By  Beatrice,  and  not  a mistress — I, 

Although  my  opinion  may  require  apology, 

Det'm  this  a commentator’#  phantasy. 

Unless  indeed  It  was  from  his  own  knowledge  he 

Decided  thus,  and  show’d  good  reason  why ; | 

I think  that  Dante’s  mure  abstruse  ccstatics  { 

Meant  to  personify  the  mathematic^.  ? i 

YfT  ; 

Hald«k>  and  Juan  were  not  married,  but  I 

The  fault  was  theirs,  not  mine : it  is  not  fair,  I 
Chaste  reader,  then,  in  any  way  to  put 

The  blame  on  me,  unless  you  wi.«h  they  were ; 

Then  if  you  ‘d  have  them  w^ded,  please  to  shut  [ 
The  b^k  which  treats  of  this  erroneous  pair,  | 

Before  the  consequences  grow  too  awful ; 

'T  is  dtingerous  to  read  of  love*  unlawful. 

XIIL 

Yet  they  were  happy,  — happy  In  the  Illicit 
Indulgence  of  their  innocent  desires ; 

But  more  imprudent  grown  with  every  visit, 

Haldce  forgot  the  island  was  her  sire’s ; 

When  wc  have  what  we  like  tis  bard  to  ralsa  it. 

At  least  in  the  beginning,  ere  one  tires ; 

Thus  she  came  often,  not  a moment  losing, 

I ^MliUt  her  piratical  papa  was  cruising. 

XIV. 

Let  not  his  mode  of  raising  cash  seem  strange, 

Although  he  fleeced  the  flags  of  every  nation. 

For  into  a prime  minister  but  change 
His  title,  and  'tis  nothing  but  taxation  ; 

I But  he,  more  moilest,  took  an  humbler  range 
' Of  life,  and  in  an  honc^ter  vocation 
I Pursued  o’er  the  high  seas  his  watery  journey,  ® 

And  merely  practised  as  a sea-attorucy. 


I (•bjectionable  In  a moral  point  of  tI^w.  Wc  fear,  howerer, 
that  VC  ranant  »ay  as  much  for  whnt  follows : marrying  I*  no 

I I Joke,  and  therefnre  not  a fit  subject  to  Joke  about;  besides. 

'(  for  a m.irrieii  man  to  l>e  merry  on  that  score,  is  very  like 
j trying  to  overcome  the  toothache  by  a laugh Iloco  ] 

t [These  two  Hues  are  a verstfiration  of  a saying  of  Moo- 

Italgne.J 

• t“  Had  Petrarch’s  passion  led  to  Petrarch’s  wetUlInc. 
How  m:iny  sonnt*ts  had  ensued  the  bedding 

1^  [The  old  ballad  of  “ Desatb  and  the  l.ady  " Is  aUudod  to 
In  .S:taX»p<*arc.] 

* 1>.inte  ,-alis  his  wife,  In  the  Inferno,  ••  U fiera  moglie.*' 
(Keo  1*.  SW.] 


I*  Milton’s  first  wife  ran  away  from  him  within  the  first 
month.  If  she  had  not,  what  would  John  MlUon  have 
done  ? 

• [From  whatever  canses  it  mar  have  arisen,  the  coinci- 
dence Is  no  less  striking  than  saddening,  that,  on  the  list  of 
married  t»orts,  who  have  bi*en  unhappy  in  their  lunri-s.  there 
should  already  bt*  fouiid  four  stirh  Illustrious  names  as  Dante, 

• MlUon.  Shakspeare,  and  Dryden  ; and  that  vre  should  now 
j have  to  add.  as  a partner  (n  their  destiny,  a name  w orthy  of 
lH‘ing  placed  beside  the  greatest  of  them.  — Moonc.] 

I * [”  Lady  U.  would  have  made  an  excellent  wrangler  at 
I Cambridgo.”  _ /fgron  l>iavy.] 

j • [”  Display'd  much  more  of  nerve,  ;>erhapt,  of  wit, 

I Than  any  of  the  parudie*  of  Ptit.”  — .MS.] 
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XV. 


The  good  old  genticizian  had  been  detain'd 

By  wimli  ami  wavej,  and  some  important  captures ; 
Andy  In  the  hope  of  more,  at  siea  remain'd. 

Although  a Mjuall  or  two  had  damp'd  his  raptures. 
By  swamping  one  of  the  priios;  he  had  chain'd 
Ills  prisoners,  dividing  them  like  du^>ter» 

In  number’d  lota ; they  all  b;id  cuffs  and  collars. 

And  averaged  each  from  ten  to  a hundri'd  dollars. 

XVI. 

Some  he  disposed  of  off  Cape  Matapan, 

Among  hU  friemU  the  Mainota;  some  he  s<dd 
To  hia  Tunis  correspondents,  save  one  man 
Toss'd  overboard  um^deable  (being  old)  ; 

The  rest — save  here  and  there  some  richer  one, 
Resen’ed  for  future  ransom — In  the  hold, 

Were  link'd  alike,  as  for  the  common  people  he 
Hail  a large  order  from  the  Dey  of  Tripoli. 

XVII. 

The  merchandise  was  servetl  in  the  same  way. 

Pieced  out  for  ditibrent  marts  In  the  I^cvant, 
Except  some  certain  portions  of  the  prey, 

Light  cla-tslc  articles  of  female  want. 

French  stuffs,  lacc,  twi'csers,  toothpicks,  teapot,  tmy, 
Guitars  and  castanets  from  Alicant, 

All  which  selected  from  the  s]X)il  he  gathers, 

Robb'd  for  his  daughter  by  the  best  of  fathers. 

XVIII. 

A monkey,  a Dutch  mastiff,  a mackaw. 

Two  parrots,  with  a Persian  cat  and  kittens, 

He  chose  from  sevend  animals  he  saw — 

A terrier,  too,  which  once  had  been  a Briton's, 
Who  dying  on  the  coast  of  Ithaca, 

The  peasants  gave  the  poor  dumb  thing  a pittance. 
These  to  secure  in  this  strong  blowing  weather, 

He  caged  in  one  huge  hamper  altogether. 

XIX. 

Then  having  settled  his  marine  affhtrs. 

Despatching  single  cruisers  here  and  ibere. 

His  vcswl  having  need  of  some  repairs, 

He  shaped  his  course  to  where  hU  daughter  fhir 
Continued  still  her  hospitable  cares ; 

But  that  part  of  the  coast  being  shoal  and  bare, 
And  rough  with  reefs  which  ran  out  many  a mile, 
HU  port  lay  on  the  other  side  o*  the  isle. 

XX. 

And  there  he  went  ashore  without  delay, 

Having  no  custom-house  nor  quarantine 
To  ask  him  awkward  questions  on  the  way, 

About  the  time  and  place  where  he  had  been : 

He  left  his  ship  to  be  hove  down  next  day. 

With  orders  to  the  people  to  careen ; 

So  that  all  bands  were  busy  bejond  measure. 

In  getting  out  goods,  balla'tt,  gun.H,  and  treasure. 

XXI. 

Arriving  at  the  summit  of  a hill 

Which  overlook'd  the  white  wail.s  of  his  home, 

He  stopp’d,  — M*hat  singular  emotions  fill 

Their  bosoms  who  have  been  induced  to  roam  ! 


' ['*  Thu*  near  the  gates,  conferring  as  they  drew, 
Argus,  the  dog,  his  ancieut  m;u>ter  knew  ; 
lie.  not  uiicoiiarhms  of  the  voire  and  tread. 

Idfit  to  the  sound  his  ear.  and  rears  bU  head. 

He  knew  hU  lord ; be  knew,  ami  strove  to  meet. 
In  vain  he  strove,  to  crawl  ami  kiss  his  feet  i 


With  fluttering  doubts  if  all  be  well  or  ill  — 

With  love  fur  many,  and  with  fears  for  some  ; 

All  feelings  which  o'erleap  the  years  long  lost. 

And  bring  our  hearts  back  to  their  starting-post. 

XXII. 

The  approach  of  home  to  husbands  and  to  sires, 

I After  long  travelling  by  land  or  water. 

Most  naturally  some  small  doubt  inspires 

A female  family  *s  a serious  matter ; 

(None  trusts  the  sex  more,  or  so  much  admires  — 
But  they  hate  flatter)’,  so  I never  flatter  ;) 

Wives  In  their  husbands’  absences  grow  subtler. 

And  daughters  sometimes  run  off  with  the  butler. 

XXIII. 

An  honest  gentleman  at  his  return 

May  not  have  the  good  fortune  of  Ulysses  ; 

Not  all  lone  matrons  for  their  husbands  mourn. 

Or  show  the  same  dUIlke  to  suitors'  kisses ; 

The  odds  arc  that  he  finds  a handsome  um 

To  hLs  memory — and  two  or  three  young  misses 
Bom  to  some  friend,  who  holds  his  wife  and  riches  — 
I And  that  his  Argus  i bites  him  by  — the  breeches. 

XXIV. 

If  single,  probably  his  plighted  flUr 

Has  in  hLs  absence  wedded  some  rich  miser ; 

But  all  the  better,  for  the  happy  padr 

May  quarrel,  and  the  lady  growing  wi.ser, 

He  nuy  resume  hJs  amatory  care 
I As  cavalier  serv’cnte,  or  despise  her; 

.And  that  his  sorrow  may  not  be  a dumb  one, 

Write  odes  on  the  Inconstancy  of  Woman. 

XXV. 

And  oh  I ye  gentlemen  who  have  already 
I Some  chaste  liaison  of  the  kind  — 1 mean 
I An  honest  friendship  with  a married  lady  — 

I The  only  thing  of  this  sort  ever  seen 
I To  last  — of  all  connections  the  most  steady, 

.And  the  true  Hymen,  (the  first  ’f  but  a screen)  — 
Yet  fur  all  that  keep  not  too  long  away ; 

1 've  known  the  absent  wrong'd  four  times  a day.  * 


I XXVI. 

I Lambro,  our  sea-solicitor,  who  hod 
1 Much  less  experience  of  dry  land  than  ocean. 

On  seeing  hLs  own  chimney-smoke,  felt  glad  ; 

I But  not  knowing  metaphysics,  bad  no  notion 
Of  the  true  reason  of  his  not  being  sad. 

Or  that  of  any  other  strong  emotion ; 

He  lovcil  his  child,  and  would  have  wept  the  loss  of  her, 
But  knew  the  cause  no  mure  than  a philosopher. 

I 

XXVTI. 

i He  saw  his  white  walls  shining  in  the  sun, 

! His  garden  trees  all  shadow)'  and  green ; 

- He  heanl  his  rivulet's  light  bubbling  run, 

The  distant  dog-bark  ; and  peredved  between 
The  umbrage  of  the  woiid  so  cool  and  dun 
' The  moving  figures,  and  the  sparkling  sheen 
; Of  arms  (in  the  Blast  all  arm)  — and  various  dyes 
Of  colour’d  garbs,  as  bright  as  butterflies. 

I Yet  (all  he  could)  hli  tail.  hi>  cars.  hU  ryes 

, Salute  hU  ma»(cr,  and  cunfcvfi  hU  joy*.’*  Sec. 

^ PoFE.  b.  zvU.] 

* (“  Yet  for  all  that  don't  away  no  long, 
j .A  >o(a.  Ukv  a bed,  may  come  by  m rung.''  — MS.] 
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XXVIll. 

And  as  the  spot  where  they  appear  he  nears, 
Surprised  at  these  unwonted  signs  of  idling. 

He  hears  — alas  t no  music  of  the  spheri>s, 

But  an  unhallow'd,  earthly  sound  of  fiddling ! 

A melody  which  made  him  doubt  his  ears. 

The  cause  being  past  his  guessing  or  unriddling; 

A pipe,  too,  and  a drum,  and  shortly  aAi.r, 

A most  unorlental  roar  of  laughter. 

XXL\. 

And  still  more  nearly  to  the  place  advancing, 
Descending  rather  quickly  the  declivity, 

Through  the  waved  branches,  o’er  the  greensward 
'Midst  other  Indications  of  festivity,  [glancing, 
Seeing  a troop  of  bis  domestics  dancing 
Like  dervises,  who  turn  as  on  a pivot,  be 
Perceived  it  was  the  Pyrrhic  dance  ‘ so  martial, 

To  which  the  Le\’antlnes  are  very  partiaL 

XXX. 

And  further  on  a troop  of  Grecian  girls,  * 

The  first  and  tallest  her  white  kerchief  waving, 
Were  strung  together  like  a row  of  pearls. 

Link’d  hand  In  hand,  and  dancing ; eox  h too  having 
Down  her  white  neck  long  floating  auburn  curls  — 
(The  least  of  which  would  set  ten  poets  raving) ; * 
Their  leader  sang  — and  bounde<l  to  her  song, 

With  choral  step  and  voice,  the  virgin  throng. 

XXXI. 

And  here,  assembled  cross-Icgg'd  round  their  trays. 
Small  social  parties  just  begun  to  dine ; 

Pilaus  and  meats  of  all  sorts  met  the  gate, 

And  flasks  of  Samian  and  of  Chian  wine. 

And  sherbet  cooling  in  the  porous  vase ; 

Above  them  their  dessert  grew  on  Its  vine ; 

The  orange  and  pomegranate  nodding  o'er. 

Dropp’d  in  their  laps,  scarce  pluck’d,  their  mellow  store. 

XXXII. 

A band  of  children,  round  a snow-white  ram, 

There  wreathe  his  venerable  b<ims  with  flowers  ; 
While  peaceful  as  If  still  an  unwean’d  lamb. 

The  patriarch  of  tbe  flock  all  gently  cowers 
His  sober  head,  majestically  tame, 

Or  eats  fn)m  out  the  palm,  or  playful  lowers 
His  brow,  as  if  In  act  to  butt,  and  then 
Ticlding  to  their  small  hands,  draws  back  again. 

XX  xm. 

Their  classical  profiles,  and  glittering  dresses, 

Their  large  black  eyes,  and  soft  seraphic  cheeks, 
Crimson  as  cleft  pomegranates  their  long  trcssc'. 

The  gesture  which  enchants  the  eye  that  speaks 
The  innocence  which  happy  childhood  blesses, 

Made  quite  a picture  of  ^cse  little  Greeks ; 

So  that  the  philosophical  beholder  [older. 

Sigh’d  for  their  sakes  — that  they  should  e’er  grow 

* [**  Thl«  dance  i*  ttlU  performed  by  young  men  armed 
eap-a-ple,  who  execute,  to  the  sound  of  iustrumenU.  all  the 
proper  movements  of  attack  .vnd  dcCence.”  — L)r.  E.  CLsiRi..} 

* Their  manner  of  dancing  is  certainly  the  same  that 
Diana  is  tumg  to  have  danced  on  the  banks  of  Eiirotaa.  The 
groat  lad  V still  leads  the  dance,  and  Is  followed  by  a troop  of 
young  girls,  who  imitate  her  steps,  and  If  she  sings,  make  up 
the  chorus.  The  tunes  are  extr»mely  gay  ami  lively,  yet 
with  something  in  them  wonderfully  soft.  The  steps  are 
varied  arrording  to  the  pleasure  of  her  that  loads  the  dance, 
but  always  in  exact  time,  and  Infinitelv  more  agreeable  than 
any  of  our  dances.'*—.  Lady  M.  W.  Montaov.J 

* ("  That  Would  have  set  Tom  Moore,  though  married, 

raving. ’•  — MS.] 


I 
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XXXIV. 

Afar,  t dwarf  buffoon  stood  telling  talei 
To  a sedate  grey  circle  of  old  smokers. 

Of  secret  treasures  found  in  bidden  vales 
Of  wonderful  replies  from  Arab  jokers 
Of  charms  to  make  good  gold  and  cure  bad  aib. 

Of  rocks  bewitch'd  that  open  to  the  knocken. 

Of  magic  ladles  who,  by  one  sole  act. 

Transform’d  their  lords  to  bcasts(but  that ’s  a foot). 

XXXV. 

Here  was  no  lack  of  Innocent  dlversloo 
For  the  Imagination  or  the  senses 
Song,  dance,  wine,  music,  stories  from  the  Persian, 

Ail  pretty  pastimes  In  which  no  oflence  is ; 

But  Lambro  saw  all  these  things  with  aversion. 
Perceiving  in  his  absence  such  expenses, 

Dreading  that  climax  of  all  human  ills 
The  inflammation  of  his  w eekly  bills  * 

XXXVI. 

Ah  ! what  Is  man  ? what  perils  still  environ 
The  happiest  mortals  even  after  dinner  I 
A day  of  gold  from  out  an  age  of  Iron 
Is  all  that  life  allows  the  luckiest  sinner ; 

Pleasure  (whene’er  she  rings,  at  least)  's  a siren, 
i'liat  lures,  to  flay  alive,  tbe  young  beginner  ; 
I.,nmbro's  reception  at  his  people's  banquet 
Was  such  as  Are  accords  to  a wet  blanket. 

XXXVII. 

He  — being  a man  who  seldom  used  a word 
Too  much,  and  w'ishing  gladly  to  surprise 
(In  general  he  surprised  men  with  the  sword) 

His  daughter  — bad  not  sent  before  to  adviM 
Of  his  arrival,  so  that  no  one  stirr'd ; , 

And  long  he  paused  to  rc-assure  his  eyes. 

In  foct  much  more  astonish'd  than  delighted. 

To  find  so  much  good  company  invited. 

XXX  vni. 

He  did  not  know  (alosl  how  men  will  lie) 

That  a report  (especially  the  Greeks) 

Avouch'd  his  death  (such  people  never  die). 

And  put  his  house  In  mourning  several  weeks,  — 
But  now  their  c}*es  and  also  lips  were  dry  : 

The  bloom,  too,  had  return'd  to  Haldf'e's  cheeks. 
Her  tears,  to«>,  being  return'd  into  thdr  fl>um. 

She  now  kept  house  upon  her  own  account 

XXXIX. 

Hence  all  this  rice,  meat,  dancing,  wine,  and  fiddling, 
^Vhich  turn'd  the  Isle  into  a place  of  pleasure ; 

The  servants  all  were  getting  drunk  or  idling, 

A life  which  made  them  ha;>py  beyond  measure. 

Her  father’s  hospitality  seem’d  middling, 

Compared  with  what  Hald6e  did  with  his  treasure ; 
*Twas  wonderful  how  things  went  on  improving, 

While  she  had  not  one  hour  to  spare  from  loving.  ^ 

* (The  piratical  father  of  Haid^  having  remained  long  at 
aca.  It  was  suppotud  he  had  perlshcxl.  and  she.  In  consequence, 
took  possession  of  all  his  treasures,  and  sorrendered  herself 
U>  the  full  rnioyTnent  of  her  lover.  The  old  gentleman,  hnw- 
r«rr.  returns,  and.  landing  on  a distant  part  of  the  Island, 
wnlkj  leisurely  towards  his  nnme.  while  Juan  and  his  daugh- 
ter are  giving  a public  breakfast  to  tlieir  friends  and  aequalnl- 
anct  *.  Tbe  description  of  the  fHe  Is  exetnitcd  with  equal 
fdiritr  and  spirit;  we  think  It  wtiuld  be  didfcult  to  match 
the  life  and  gaiety  of  the  picture  by  anything  of  the  kind  In 
English  — perhaps  in  any  other  portry.  — llL.tcRwoot>.] 

* [“  All  had  been  open  heart,  and  open  house. 

Ever  since  Juan  aerved  her  for  a spouse.’'—  MS.] 
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XL. 

Perhaps  you  think,  in  stumbling  on  this  feast, 

He  flew  into  a pasaion,  and  in  fact 
There  was  no  mighty  reason  to  be  pleased ; 

Perhaps  you  prophesy  some  sudden  act. 

The  whip,  the  rack,  or  dungeon  at  the  least. 

To  teach  his  people  to  be  more  exact. 

And  that,  proceeding  at  a very  high  rate. 

He  showed  the  royal  ptneha^u  of  a pirate. 

XLL 

You  're  vrTong.  — He  was  the  mildest  manner’d  man 
That  ever  scuttled  ship  or  cut  a throat ; 

With  such  true  breeding  of  a gentleman. 

You  never  could  divine  hU  real  thought ; 

No  courtier  could,  and  scarcely  woman  cau 
' Gird  more  deceit  within  a petticoat ; 

Pity  he  loved  adventurous  life's  variety, 
lie  was  so  great  a loss  to  good  society.  ■ 

XLIL 

Advancing  to  the  nearest  dinner  tray, 

Tapping  the  shoulder  of  the  nighest  guest, 

\71th  a peculiar  smile,  which,  by  the  way, 

Bode<l  no  good,  whatever  it  express’d, 

He  ask'd  the  meaning  of  this  holiday  ; 

The  vinous  Greek  to  whom  he  had  address'd 
His  question,  much  too  merry  to  divine 

' The  questioner,  fill'd  up  a glass  of  wine, 

I XLin. 

; And  without  turning  his  facetious  head. 

Over  his  shoulder,  with  a Bacchant  air, 

Presented  the  o'erflowing  cup,  and  said. 

Talking's  dry  work,  I ^vc  no  time  to  spare." 

A second  hiccup*^  " Our  old  master 's  dead. 

You  \\  better  ask  our  mtstreas  who 's  his  heir." 

**  Our  mistress  I " quoth  a third  : **  Our  mistress  ! — • 
pooh ! ^ 

You  mean  our  roaster  — not  the  old,  but  new." 

XLIV. 

These  rascals,  being  new  comers,  knew  not  whom 
They  thus  address'd  — and  Lambro's  visage  fell  — > 
And  o'er  his  eye  a momentary  gloom 

Pass’d,  but  be  strove  quite  courteously  to  quell 
The  expression,  and  endeavouring  tn  mmme 
Ills  smile,  requested  one  of  them  to  tell 
The  name  and  quality  of  his  new  patron, 

Who  seem'd  to  have  turn'd  Haid6e  Into  a matron. 

XI.V. 

« I know  not,"  quoth  the  fellow,  ” who  or  wh,it 
He  Is,  nor  whence  he  came  — and  little  care  ; 

But  this  1 know,  that  this  rcMst  capon's  fot, 

Aod  that  good  wine  ne'er  wash'd  down  better  fare ; 
And  if  you  are  not  satisfied  with  that. 

Direct  your  questions  to  my  neighbour  there  ; 

He  *11  answer  all  for  better  or  for  worse. 

For  none  likes  more  to  hear  himself  conversc."2 

! ' (The  portrait  of  thU  mnn  li  one  of  the  best,  if  not  the 

' very  best,  of  all  Ixinl  Byrun's  glcnimy  poctroits.  It  may  be 
*1  the  Corsair  (trown  Into  on  elderly  character  and  a father; 
but  It  is  equal  to  the  finest  heads  that  erer  Michael  Angelo 
nr  CaraTO^io  painted  with  block  and  umber.  — Black* 
wooo.j 

I * **  Rispone  ollor’  Margntte.  a dir  tel  tosto, 

lo  non  credo  ptu  al  nero  eh*  all’  aisiirro ; 

I Ma  iiel  rapporw.  o lesto.  o vuojrli  arrosiu, 

I E credo  olcuna  volta  anco  nel  burro ; 


I said  that  Lambro  was  a mnn  of  patience,  |i 

And  certainly  he  show'd  the  best  of  breeding.  I 
Which  scarce  even  France,  the  paragon  of  tmlious, 

E'er  saw  her  most  polite  of  sons  exceeding ; 

He  Imre  these  sneers  against  hU  near  relations  1 

His  own  anxiety,  his  heart,  too,  bleeding,  | 

The  Insults,  too,  of  every  servile  glutton,  . 

Who  all  the  time  was  eating  up  his  mutton.  !| 

XLvir.  j! 

Now  in  a person  used  to  much  command  — ! 

To  bid  men  come,  and  go,  and  come  again  — 

To  sec  his  orders  done,  too,  out  of  hand  — 

Whether  the  word  was  death,  or  but  the  chain 
It  may  seem  strange  to  find  his  manners  bland  ; 

Yet  such  things  are,  which  I cannot  explain,  [ 

Though  doubtless  he  who  can  command  hinrtdf  S 

Is  good  to  govern  — almost  as  a Guelf.  > 

XLVIII.  [ 

Not  that  he  was  not  sometimes  ra>b  or  so,  I 

But  never  in  his  real  and  serious  mood  ; | 

Then  calm,  concentrated,  and  still,  and  slow,  } 

lie  lay  coil'd  like  the  boa  In  the  wood  ; f 

With  him  it  never  was  a word  and  blo'.r,  ; 

His  angry  word  once  o’er,  he  shed  no  blood,  I 

But  in  his  silence  there  was  much  to  rue,  I 

And  bis  one  blow  left  little  work  for  firo.  | 

XLIX.  j 

He  ask’d  no  further  questions,  and  proceedtfl  ! 

On  to  the  house,  but  by  a private  way,  ^ ' 

So  that  the  few  who  met  him  hardly  heeded. 

So  little  they  expected  him  that  day  ; 1 

If  love  paternal  In  his  bosom  pleaded 
For  lUid^'s  take,  is  more  than  I can  say, 

But  certainly  to  one  deem'd  dead  returning, 

This  revel  seem'd  a curious  mode  of  mounting. 

L. 

If  all  the  dead  could  now  return  to  life, 

(MTiIch  God  forbid  1)  or  some,  or  a grc.it  mauy. 

For  instance,  If  a huslxind  or  his  wife 
(Nuptial  examples  are  as  good  as  any). 

No  doubt  whatc’iT  might  be  their  former  strife, 

The  present  weather  would  be  much  more  ( 
rainy — 

Tears  shed  into  the  grave  of  the  connection 
Would  share  most  probably  its  resurrection. 

LL 

He  enter’d  In  the  house  no  more  his  home, 

A thing  to  human  feelings  the  nio<t  tr>  iiig. 

And  harder  for  the  heart  to  overcome. 

Perhaps,  than  even  the  mental  pangs  of  dying ; 

To  find  our  heorthstoue  turn'd  into  a tomb. 

And  round  Its  once  warm  precincts  palely  lydu^ 

The  ashes  of  our  hopes,  is  a deep  grief. 

Beyond  a single  gentleman's  belief. 

Kells  cervifla,  • ouoodo  io  n'  ho  nel  motto. 

K mt'Uo  plu  nelV  espro  cbe  il  m.'ingurro  ; 

Ma  ton  ra  tutio  ncl  buMT)  vino  o fede.  1 1 

K credo  rhe  »ia  salvo  chi  gll  credc." 

FCLct,  Morganif  Maggiurc,  ro.  IS.  st.  l&l. 

^ [The  account  of  Lnmbro  proceeding  to  the  house  U 
poetically  Imaglnnl ; and.  tn  his  character  may  be  traced  a 
vivid  likeness  of  All  Pacha,  and  happy  llhislroltvo  allcsions 
lo  the  adventures  of  that  chief.  Galt.] 
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LIL 

He  enter’d  tn  the  houw*— hU  home  no  more, 

For  without  hearts  there  !»  no  home;  — and  felt 
The  solitude  of  passing  his  own  door 

Without  a welcome : there  he  long  had  dwelt, 

There  bis  few  peaceful  dajrs  Time  had  swept  o'er, 
Then*  his  worn  bosom  and  keen  eye  would  melt 
Over  the  innocence  of  that  sweet  child, 

His  only  shrine  of  feelings  undcflled. 

Llll. 

He  was  a man  of  a stninge  temperament. 

Of  mild  demeanour  though  of  savage  mood, 
Moderate  in  all  his  habits,  and  content 
With  temperance  in  pleasure,  as  in  food. 

Quirk  to  perceive,  and  strong  to  bear,  and  meant 
pomething  better,  if  not  wholly  good ; 

His  country’s  wrongs  ajul  hU  despair  to  save  her 
Had  stung  him  from  a slave  to  an  enslaver. 

LFV. 

The  lo%'e  of  power,  and  rapid  gain  of  gold. 

The  hardness  by  long  habitude  produced. 

The  dangerous  life  In  which  he  had  grown  old. 

The  mercy  he  had  granted  oft  abused. 

The  sights  he  was  accustom’d  to  behold, 

The  wild  seas,  and  wild  men  with  whom  he  enUsed, 
Had  cost  his  enemies  a long  repentance, 

And  made  him  a good  friend,  but  bad  acquaintance. 

LV. 

But  something  of  the  spirit  of  old  Greece 
Flash’d  o’er  his  soul  a few  heroic  rays. 

Such  as  lit  onward  to  the  Golden  Fleece 
Hb  predecessors  in  the  Colchian  days ; 

’T  is  true  he  had  no  ardent  love  for  peace  — 

Alas  ! his  country  show’d  no  path  to  praise  : 

Hate  to  the  world  and  war  with  every  nation 
I lie  waged,  In  vengeance  of  her  degradation. 

LVI. 

Still  o’er  his  mind  the  inlluence  of  the  clime 
Shed  its  Ionian  elegance,  which  show’d 
Its  power  unconsciously  full  many  a time, — 

\ taste  seen  in  the  choice  of  his  abode, 

A love  of  music  and  of  scenes  sublime, 

A pleasure  in  the  gentle  stream  that  flow'd 
Past  him  in  crystal,  and  a joy  In  flowers, 

Bedew’d  hU  spirit  in  his  calmer  hours. 

Lvn. 

But  whatsoe'er  he  had  of  lore  reposed 
On  that  beloved  daughter;  she  had  been 
The  only  thing  which  kept  Ids  heart  unclosed 
Amidst  the  savage  deeds  he  had  done  and  seen, 

A lonely  pure  affection  unopposed  : 

There  wanted  but  the  loss  of  this  to  wean 
Ills  feelings  from  oil  milk  of  human  kindness. 

And  turn  him  like  the  Cyclops  ‘ mad  with  blindness. 

> f*‘  And  make  him  Samsondfke— more  fierce  with  bUnd*  ' 
ne«a.'’  — .Ms.]  i 

* [“  Not  io  the  •Initle,  d«wp.  at>d  wordless  ire. 

Of  a strong  human  heart,”  Ac.  — MS.] 

* [”  I said,  I disliked  the  custom  which  some  people  h«I 
of  brinfpnit  their  children  Into  company,  becaase  It  in  n 
manner  forced  iii  to  par  foolish  compliments  to  please  their  | 
parents.*'.— JOIIN30K.  ” You  are  right,  sir;  we  mar  be  ea-  : 
ruied  for  not  caring  much  about  other  people's  children,  for  ! 

I there  are  many  who  care  rerr  Utile  about  their  owa''~ 
BatWfU.  rol.  ?i.  p.  47.  ed.  1K3A.] 

* p*  Almost  all  Don  Juan  is  real  life,  either  my  own,  or  ' 
ft-om  pe<tplp  I kne« . Bythc  way,  much  of  the  detcriptlun  of 
the lu  CantoThird,  U taken  from  Tullt/'t  Tripoli 


\ 


LVI  II. 

The  cubless  tigress  in  her  jungle  raging 
Is  dreadful  to  the  ’•bepherd  and  the  flock  ; 

The  ocean  when  Its  yeasty  war  is  waging 
Is  awful  to  the  vessel  near  the  ruck  ; 

But  violent  things  will  sooner  bear  a.ssuaging, 

Their  fury  being  S[ient  by  its  own  shuck, 

Than  the  stem,  single,  deep,  and  wordless  ire* 

Of  a strong  human  heart,  and  in  a sire. 

LIX. 

It  Is  a hard  although  a common  case 

To  find  our  children  running  restive  — they 
In  whom  our  brightest  days  we  would  retrace, 

Our  little  selves  rc-form’d  in  finer  clay. 

Just  as  old  age  is  creeping  on  apace. 

And  clouds  come  o'er  the  sunset  of  our  day. 

They  kindly  leave  us,  though  not  quite  alone. 

But  in  good  company  — the  gout  or  stone. 

LX. 

Tet  a fine  family  U a fine  thing 

(Provided  they  don’t  come  In  after  dinner)  ;* 

*T  is  beautiful  to  see  a matron  bring 

Her  children  up  (if  nursing  them  don’t  thin  her); 
Like  cherub*  round  an  altar-piece  they  cling 
To  the  fire-side  (a  sight  to  touch  a sinner). 

A lady  with  her  daughters  or  her  nieces 
Shine  like  a guinea  and  seven-shilling  pieces. 

LXI. 

Old  Lambro  pass’d  unseen  a private  gate. 

And  stood  within  his  hall  at  eventide ; 

Meantime  the  lady  and  her  lover  sate 

At  wassail  in  their  beauty  and  thdr  pride : 

An  ivory  inlaid  table  spread  with  state 

Before  them,  and  fliir  slaves  on  every  side ; * 

Gems,  gold,  and  silver,  form’d  the  service  mostly. 
Mother  of  pearl  and  coral  the  less  costly.  ^ 

LXII. 

The  dinner  made  about  a hundred  dishes  ; 

Lamb  and  pistachio  nuts  — in  short,  all  meats. 

And  saffron  soups,  and  sweetbreads  ; and  the  fishes 
Were  of  the  finest  that  e’er  flounced  In  nets, 

Brest  to  a Sybarite’s  most  pamper’d  wishes  ; 

The  beverage  was  various  sherbets 
Of  raisin,  orange,  and  pomegranate  juice, 

Squeesed  through  the  rind,  which  makes  it  best  for  use.  ^ 

Lxra. 

These  were  ranged  round,  each  in  its  crystal  ewer. 
And  fruits,  and  date-bread  loaves  closed  the  repast. 
And  Mocha’s  berry,  from  Arabia  pure. 

In  small  fine  China  cups,  came  in  at  last ; 

Gold  cups  of  filigree  made  to  secure 

The  hand  ftom  burning  underneath  them  placed. 
Cloves,  cinnamon,  and  saffVon  too  were  boil'd 
Cp  with  the  coffee,  which  (I  think)  they  spoll’d.7 

(pray  note  this),  arxl  the  re«  from  my  own  obterratlon.  Re- 
member. t never  meant  to  ronreal  thla  at  all.  and  hare  only 
not  tiated  it,  because  Don  Juan  had  no  preface,  nor  name  to 
it."  — Lord  B.  to  .Vr.  .Vurro|r.  Aug.  '23.  I82l.] 

► ["  A tmall  table  is  brought  In,  when  refreshments  are 
served  ; it  is  of  eljony.  Inlaid  with  mother-o‘-i»earl.  tortoise- 
shell,  ivory,  gold,  and  silver.”—  TuVs'$  Trtpaii,  4to.  1816, 
p.  m,] 

• (•*  The  beverage  was  various  sherbets,  composed  of  the 
jiUre  of  botleti  rafslni,  oranges,  and  pomegranates,  squeeaed 
through  the  rind.”—  Piid.  p.  137.) 

t ["  CnlTf^  was  served  in  small  China  rupt;  gold  filigree 
rupi  were  pot  under  them.  They  Introduce  cloves,  ciutta- 
moo,  and  saflVon  into  the  coffee.”  — tbid.  p.  133.] 
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Lxrv’. 

The  hangints'!«  of  the  ro«>m  were  tapestry,  made 
Of  velvet  panels,  each  of  different  hue. 

And  thick  with  diuna-nk  dowers  of  silk  inlaid  ; 

And  round  them  ran  a yellow  Itortlor  too ; | 

The  upper  l>ordcr,  richly  wroujfhl,  display’d. 
Embroider’d  delicately  o’er  with  blue, 

Soft  Persian  sentences  in  lilac  lettei-s 
From  poets  or  the  moralists  their  betters.  * 

LXV. 

These  Oriental  writings  on  the  wall. 

Quite  common  in  those  countries,  are  a kind 
Of  monitors  adapted  to  recall, 

Like  skulls  at  Memphian  banquets  to  the  mind 
The  words  which  shook  Bcishazxar  in  his  ball. 

And  took  h<s  kingdom  firom  him : You  will  And, 
Though  sages  may  pour  out  their  wisdom’s  treasure. 
There  is  no  sterner  moralist  than  Pleasure. 

LXVI. 

A beauty  at  the  season's  close  grown  hectic, 

A genius  who  has  drunk  himself  to  death, 

A mke  turn’d  metbodlstic,  or  Eclectic — ^ 

(For that’s  the  name  they  like  topray  beneath)— 3 
But  most,  an  alderman  struck  apoplectic. 

Are  things  that  really  take  away  the  breath, — 

And  show  that  late  hoiu^,  wine,  and  love  are  able 
To  do  not  much  less  damage  than  the  table. 

LX  VII. 

Haldi^  and  Juan  carpeted  their  feet 

On  crimson  satin,  border’d  with  i»ale  blue; 

Their  sofa  occupied  throe  parts  complete 

Of  the  opartment — and  appear'd  quite  new  ; 

The  velvet  cushions  (for  a throne  more  meet) 

Were  scarlet,  from  whose  glowing  centre  grew 
A sun  emboss’d  in  gold  *,  whose  rays  of  tissue, 
Meridian-like,  were  seen  all  light  to  Issue.  * 

Lxvin. 

Crystal  and  marble,  plate  and  porcelain, 

Hail  done  their  work  of  splendour;  Indian  mats 
And  Persian  carpets,  which  the  heart  bl«l  to  stain. 
Over  the  floors  were  spread;  giUcUc^  and  cats. 

And  dwarfs  and  blacks,  and  such  like  things,  that  gain 
Their  bread  as  ministers  and  favourites  — (that 's 
To  say,  by  degradation)  — mingled  there 
As  plentiful  as  in  a court,  or  fair. 

LXIX. 

There  was  no  want  of  lofty  mliron,  and 
The  tables,  most  of  ebony  inlaid 
With  mother  of  pearl  or  ivory,  stood  at  band, 

(Jr  were  of  tortoUc-shell  or  rare  woods  made, 

I Tl>e  hangings  of  the  room  were  of  tarestry,  made  in 

Sanrls  of  dilUrmt  coloured  Telvett.  thkaly  inlaid  with 
iiwers  of  lilk  damask  ; a yellow  border  flnishra  the  tapestrr 
at  top  Olid  Uutom.  the  up{>er  border  being  embroidered  with 

Moorish  sentences  out  nr  the  Koran  in  lilac  letters TuUff, 

p.  133.] 

* [See  the  Eclectic  Keriew  among  the  TeiUmoniet  of 
Aatoorf,”  ante,  p.  5^.] 

^ (“  For  that 's  the  name  they  like  to  cant  beneath.”  — 
MS.J 

* (*•  The  carpet  was  of  crimson  satin  with  a deep  border  of 
pale  blue.  The  rushioni  that  lay  around  were  of  crimson 
>e(ret ; the  centre  ernes  were  embroidered  with  a sun  in  gold.”] 

* [‘'Theupholitercr'i*  Aat  lux' had  bade  to  issue.”  — MS.] 

• (”  Her  chemise  WM  covered  with  embroidery  at  the 
neck  i over  it  she  wore  a gold  and  skiver  tissue  jelirk.  with 
coral  and  pearl  buttons,  set  quite  close  together  down  the 
fr*’nt.  The  baracan  she  wore  over  her  drew  was  of  the  finest 
crimson  transparent  gauxes.  between  rich  silk  stripes  of  the 
same  folour.”  — TW/y.  p.  31.] 


I Fretted  with  gold  or  sliver: — by  command, 

I The  greater  part  of  tbe^e  were  ready  spread 
I ^Vith  viands  and  sherbets  in  ice — and  wine  — 

Kept  for  all  comers  at  all  hours  to  dine. 

LXX. 

{ Of  all  the  dresses  I select  Ilald^e's  ; 

She  wore  twojelicka  -one  was  of  pale  yellow  ; 

. Of  axure,  pink,  and  white  was  her  chemise  — 

I 'Neath  which  her  breast  heaved  like  a little  billow ; 
With  buttons  form’d  of  pearls  as  large  as  peas. 

All  gold  and  crimson  shone  her  jelick’s  fellow. 

And  the  striped  white  gauze  baracan  that  bound  her, 
Like  fleecy  clouds  about  the  moon,  flow’d  round  her.  3 

LXXI. 

One  large  gold  bracelet  cla>p’d  each  lovely  arm, 
Ixx'klcss— so  pliable  from  the  pure  gold 
That  the  hand  stretch'd  and  shut  it  without  harm, 
The  limb  which  it  adorn'd  its  only  mould ; 

So  beautiful  — its  very  sluii>e  would  charm, 

And  clinging  as  if  loath  to  lose  its  hold, 

The  purest  ore  endosctl  the  whil«^t  ^ki^ 

That  e’er  by  precious  metal  was  held  in.  f 

LXXII. 

Around,  as  princess  of  her  father’s  land, 

A like  gold  bar  above  her  instep  roll’d  > 
Announced  her  rank ; twelve  rings  were  on  her  hand ; 

Her  hair  was  starr’d  with  gems  ; her  veil’s  fine  fold 
Below  her  breast  was  fasten’d  with  a band 

Of  lavbh  pearls,  whose  worth  could  scarce  be  told ; 
Her  orange  silk  ftiU  Turkbh  trousers  ftirl’d 
About  the  prettiest  ankle  In  the  world. 

LXXIII. 

Her  hair’s  long  auburn  waves  down  to  her  heel 
Flow’d  like  an  Alpine  torrent  which  the  sun 
Dyes  with  his  morning  light,  — and  would  conceal 
Her  {K'rson  ^ if  allow'd  at  large  to  run, 

And  still  they  seem’d  resentfully  to  feel 
The  silken  flllct's  curb,  and  sought  to  shun 
Their  Ixmds  whene’er  some  Zephyr  caught  began 
To  otrer  his  young  pinion  as  her  fan. 

LXX  IV. 

Round  her  she  made  on  atmosphere  of  life. 

The  very  air  seem’d  lighter  from  her  eyes. 

They  were  so  soft  and  beautiful,  and  rife 
With  all  we  can  imagine  of  the  skies, 

And  pure  as  Psyche  cre  she  grew  a wife  — 

Too  pure  even  for  the  purest  human  ties; 

Her  overpowering  presence  made  you  feel 
It  would  not  be  idolatry  to  kneel. 

f Hill  dreii  lx  Moarixb,  and  the  hrarnirts  and  bar  U% 
worn  in  the  manner  deKiilx*d.  The  reader  will  ^rcelv* 
hereafter,  that  ox  the  mother  of  Hoidoe  wax  of  fex,  her 
daughter  wore  the  garb  of  the  country. 

* The  bar  of  gold  above  the  loxtep  ii  a mark  of  xoverelgn 
rank  In  the  women  of  the  familiex  of  the  deyt,  and  U worn  ax 
»uch  by  their  fenwle  reiativex. 

’ This  Is  no  exaggeration:  there  were  four  women  whom 
I remeinber  to  have  seen,  who  poxxesxed  their  hair  in  this 
nrofuskm;  of  these,  three  were  Fnglbh.  the  other  wax  a 
Le\  antir^e.  Their  hair  wax  of  that  length  and  quantity,  that, 
when  let  down,  it  almost  entirely  shaded  the  person,  so  ox 
nearly  to  render  dress  a superfluity.  Of  these,  only  one  had 
dark  nsilr ; the  t)riental's  had,  pcrnapi,  the  lightest  colour  of 
the  four. 

•«  '•  nut  Psyche  cans  no  lord  — 

She  Wilks  a gi^dess  from  above; 

AU  saw,  all  prised  her,  all  odor<-d. 

Hut  no  one  ever  dared  to  love.”— Canfd  amd 
Ptp<Ae,/torm  ApvJehu,  bf  Mr.  Hcuson  Gra:<KT,  IMS.] 
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l.XXV. 

Her  cyfla^heft,  though  dark  as  ni^ht,  were  tniged 
(It  is  the  country's  cu-<om  >).  but  in  vain; 

Fur  those  large  black  eyes  were  so  blackly  fringed, 

The  glossy  rebels  mock’d  the  Jetty  stain. 

And  in  their  native  beauty  stood  avenged  : 

Her  nails  were  touch'd  with  henna;  but  again 
The  power  of  art  was  turn'd  to  nothing,  for 
They  could  not  look  more  rosy  than  before. 

LXXVL 

The  henna  should  be  deeply  dyed  to  make 
The  skin  relieved  apjtear  more  (airly  fair ; 

She  had  no  need  of  this,  day  ne’er  will  break 

On  muuntalii  tops  more  heavenly  white  than  her; 
The  eye  might  doubt  if  it  were  well  awake, 

She  was  so  like  a vision  ; I might  err. 

But  Shakspcarc  also  says,  't  Is  very  silly 
**  To  gild  refined  gold,  or  paint  the  lily.” 

LXXVIL 

J uan  bad  on  a shawl  of  black  and  gold. 

But  a white  baracan,  and  so  transparent 
The  sparkling  gems  beneath  you  might  behold, 

Like  small  stars  through  tlie  milky  way  apparent; 
Uis  turban,  furl'd  in  many  a graceful  fold. 

An  emerald  aigrette  with  Hald^’s  hair  in 't 
Surmounted,  as  its  clasp,  a glowing  crescent, 

Whose  rays  shone  ever  trembling,  but  incessant 
LXXVIIL 

And  now  they  were  diverted  by  their  suite. 

Dwarfs,  dancing  girls,  black  eunuchs,  and  a poet. 
Which  m^e  their  new  establishment  complete  ; 

The  last  was  of  great  fame,  and  liked  to  show  it ; 
His  verses  rarely  wanted  their  due  feet  — 

And  for  his  theme — be  seldom  sung  below  it, 

He  being  paid  to  satirise  or  flatter. 

As  the  psalm  says,  inditing  a good  matter.” 

LXXLX. 

He  praised  the  present,  and  abused  the  past, 

^versing  the  good  custom  of  old  days, 

An  Eastern  anti-jacobin  at  last 

He  turn'd,  preferring  pudding  to  no  pmisc-— 

For  some  few  years  his  lot  had  been  o’erca^t 
By  bis  seeming  independent  In  his  lays. 

But  now  be  sung  the  Sultan  and  the  Pacha 
With  truth  like  Southey,  and  with  verse  like  Crashaw.  3 
T.YXX. 

He  was  a man  who  bad  seen  many  changes. 

And  always  changed  as  true  as  any  needle ; 

Ills  polar  star  being  one  which  rather  ranges. 

And  not  the  fix'd  — he  knew  the  way  to  wheedle  : 
So  vile  he  'scaped  the  doom  which  oft  avenges  ; 

And  Udng  fluent  (save  indeed  when  fec'd  ill), 

He  lied  with  such  a fervour  of  Intention  — 

There  was  no  doubt  he  earn’d  his  laureate  pension. 
LXXXL 

But  be  had  genius,-^ when  a turncoat  has  it. 

The  Yates  irritablUs”  takes  care 
That  without  notice  few  (till  moons  shall  pass  it ; 

Even  good  men  like  to  make  the  public  stare : — 

> (*'  tt  was,  and  still  Is,  the  ctutom  to  tinge  the  eyes  of  the  . 
wumcn  «lth  an  irnpalpable  powder,  prepared  chtefly  from  . 
crude  atuimunr.  Thu  pifinenl.  when  applied  to  the  inner  i 
surt.'tre  of  the  lids,  communicates  to  the  eye  a tender  and 
fasriiating  languor.**—  Habbsci.] 

* [•*  Bellrved  like  Southey — and  perused  like  Crashaw."  ' 
Crashawr.  the  friend  of  Cowley,  was  honour«*d."  M)  s 
Warton.  " with  the  praUe  of  Pope ; who  boto  read  hi*  poem* 
and  borrowed  horn  them.  Being  ejected  froiu  n.s  fellowship 


But  to  my  sut^ect — let  me  see  — what  wxs  it?  — 

Oh  I — the  third  canto — and  the  pretty  pair  — 
Their  loves,  and  feasts,  and  house,  and  dress,  and  mode 
Of  living  in  their  insular  abode. 

LXXXII. 

Their  poet,  a sad  trimmer,  but  no  less 
In  company  a very  pleasant  fellow. 

Had  been  the  favourite  of  full  many  a mess 
Of  men,  and  made  them  speeches  when  half  mellow; 
And  though  his  meaning  they  could  rarely  guess, 

Yet  still  they  deign’d  to  hiccup  or  to  bellow 
The  glorious  meed  of  popular  applause. 

Of  which  the  first  ne’er  knows  the  second  cause. 

LXXXII  I. 

But  now  being  lifted  Into  high  society. 

And  having  pick'd  up  several  odds  and  ends 
Of  tne  thoughts  in  bU  travels  for  variety. 

He  deem’d,  being  in  a lone  UIc,  among  friends, 
’That  without  any  danger  of  a riot,  he 

Might  for  long  lying  make  himself  amends ; 

.And  singing  as  he  sung  in  his  warm  youth, 

Agree  to  a short  armistice  with  truth. 

LX  XXIV. 

Hehad  travcU’d  *mongst  the  Arabs,  Turks,  and  Franks, 
And  knew  the  self-loves  of  the  dilTcrcnt  nations ; 
And  having  lived  with  people  of  all  ranks, 

Had  something  ready  upon  most  occasions — 
Which  got  him  a few  presents  and  some  thanks. 

He  varied  with  some  skill  his  adulations; 

To  **  do  at  Rome  as  Romans  do,"  a piece 
Of  conduct  was  which  he  observed  in  Greece. 

LXXXV. 

Thus,  usually,  when  he  was  ask'd  to  sing, 

He  gave  the  different  nations  something  national ; 
'T  was  all  the  same  to  him  — **  God  save  the  king," 
Or  " 9a  Ira,"  according  to  the  fashion  all : 

HU  muse  made  Increment  of  anything, 

From  the  high  l>'ric  down  to  the  low  rational ; 

If  Pindar  sang  horse-races,  what  should  hinder 
Himself  from  being  as  pliable  as  Pindar  ? 

LXXXVI. 

In  France,  for  Instance,  he  would  write  a chanson  ; 

In  England  a six  canto  quarto  tale ; 

In  Spain  he 'd  make  a ballad  or  romance  on 
The  last  war — much  the  same  in  Portugal ; 

In  Germany,  the  Pegasus  be 'd  prance  on 

Would  be  old  Goethe’s — (see  what  says  DeSta^); 
In  Italy  be  *d  ape  the  **  TrecentUti  ;"3 
In  Greece,  he 'd  sing  some  sort  of  hymn  like  thU  t *yes 
I. 

The  Isles  of  Greece,  the  isles  of  Greece  1 
M’bere  burning  Sappho  loved  and  sung, 

^Tjere  grew  the  arts  war  and  peace, 

Wliere  Delos  rose,  and  Phoebus  sprung  1 
Eternal  summer  gilds  them  yet, 

But  all,  except  their  sun,  is  %et, 

at  Feterhoute  for  denying  tbe  covenant,  he  turned  Roman 
Catholic,  and  died  cannu  of  the  church  at  LorcUo."  The 
following  are  from  Cowley’*  Hue*  on  hU  death : — 

“ Angel*  (they  *ay)  brought  the  famed  chapel  there  j 
And  bore  the  sacred  lo^  in  triumph  through  the  ^rs  — 
'T  Is  surer  much  they  brought  time  there  ; and  they. 

And  thou,  Ihclr  charge,  went  singing  all  the  way."] 

• (The  poets  of  the  fourteenth  century  — D.-mte,  Ac.] 
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The  Scian  ' aiul  the  ‘fclan  muse,  * 

The  hcro'i  harp,  the  lover’s  lute. 

Have  found  the  fame  your  shores  rcf^ise: 

Their  place  of  birth  alone  is  mute 
To  sounds  which  echo  further  west 
Than  your  sires'  **  Islands  of  the  Blest."  * 

3. 

The  mountains  look  on  Marathon  * 

And  Mamthon  looks  on  the  sea; 

And  musinx  there  an  hour  alone, 

I dream 'd  that  Greece  might  still  l>e  free ; 

For  standing  on  the  Persians'  grave, 

I cimld  not  deem  myself  a slas'e. 

A kmg  sate  on  the  rocky  brow 

Which  looks  o’er  sea- bom  SahmU; 

And  ships,  by  thniisands,  lay  below. 

And  men  in  nations ; — all  were  his ! 

Re  counted  them  at  break  of  day—. 

And  when  the  sun  set  where  were  they  ? * 

&. 

And  where  are  they  ? and  where  art  thou, 

My  country  7 On  thy  voiceless  shore 
The  heroic  lay  Is  tuneless  now  — 

The  heroic  bosom  beats  no  more  t 
And  must  thy  lyre,  so  long  divine. 

Degenerate  into  bands  like  mine  7 

6. 

'Tis  something,  in  the  dearth  of  fame. 

Though  link’d  among  a fetter’d  nu^. 

To  feel  at  least  a patriot’s  shame. 

Even  as  1 sing,  suffdse  my  face ; 

For  what  Is  left  the  poet  here  ? 

For  Greeks  a blush— for  Greece  a tear. 

Must  re  but  weep  o’er  days  more  blest  ? 

Must  re  but  blush  7 — Our  fathers  bled. 

Earth  1 render  back  from  out  thy  breast 
A remnant  of  our  Spartan  dead  1 
Of  the  tlirce  hundred  grant  but  three. 

To  make  a new  Thermopyls ! 

8. 

What,  silent  still  ? and  silent  all  7 
Ah  t no ; — the  voices  of  the  dead 
Sound  like  a distant  torrent's  fall. 

And  answer,  *'  Let  one  living  head. 

But  one  ari«e.  — we  come,  wc  come  i " 

'T  is  but  the  living  who  are  dumb. 

9.  • 

In  vain  — in  vain  : strike  other  chords  ; 

Fill  high  the  cup  with  Samian  wine ! \ 

Leave  battles  to  the  Turkl-h  honle*,  1 

And  shed  the  blood  of  Scio’s  vine  1 j 

* [Homer.]  • [Anacreon.]  | 

* The  of  the  Greek  poets  were  suppotcU  to  i 

have  been  the  Cape  de  Verd  Islamli  or  the  Canaries. 

* [**  Eubcea  looks  on  Marathon. 

And  Marathon  looks  on  th«  aea,”  Ac.—  MS.] 

> “ Deep  were  the  eroans  of  Xerxes,  when  he  saw 

This  haroc  ; for  his  scat,  a lofty  mound  I 

Commanillng  the  wide  sea,  o'rrlook’d  the  hosts. 

With  riienil  cries  he  rent  his  royal  robes. 

And  throuth  hU  troops  embattled  on  the  shore 
Care  of  retreat  t then  started  wild 

And  fled  disorder'd."  — AjK-MYLl'S. 

* f**  Which  Hercules  ml;;ht  deem  hfs  own.”  — MS.] 

I ..." 
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Hark  I rising  to  the  Ignoble  call  — 

How  answers  each  bold  Bacchanal ! 

10. 

You  have  the  Pyrrhic  dance  as  yet. 

Where  is  the  Pyrrhic  phalanx  gone  7 
Of  two  such  lessons,  why  forget 
The  nobler  and  the  manlier  one  7 
You  have  the  letters  Cadmus  gave  — 

Think  ye  he  meant  them  for  a slave  ? 

11. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine  ! 

We  will  not  think  of  tkrmes  like  thcje ! 

It  made  Anacreon's  pong  divine ; 

He  served  — but  served  Polycrates  — 

A tyrant ; but  our  masters  then 
Were  still,  at  least,  our  countrj  men 

12. 

The  tyrant  of  the  Chirsontse 

Was  freedom's  best  and  bravest  friend ; 

That  tyrant  was  Miltladcs! 

Oh  t that  the  present  hour  would  lend 
Another  despot  of  the  kind  ! 

Such  chains  as  bU  were  sure  to  bin.1. 

13. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  SomLm  wine ! 

On  Suli’s  rock,  and  P.arga's  shore, 

Exists  the  remnant  of  a line 

Such  as  the  Doric  mothers  bore ; 

And  there,  perhaps,  some  seed  Is  sown, 

The  Heracleidan  blood  might  ovrn.  ^ 

U. 

Trust  not  for  freedom  to  the  Franks — 

They  have  a king  who  buys  and  sells ; 

In  native  swords,  and  native  ranks, 

The  only  hojKJ  of  courage  dwells ; 

But  Turkish  force,  and  laitin  fraud, 

Would  break  your  shield,  however  broad. 

15. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  S.imlun  wine  J 
Our  vit^ns  dance  beneath  the  shade— 

1 sec  their  glorious  black  eyes  shine ; 

But  gaalng  on  each  glowing  maid. 

My  own  the  burning  tear*drup  laves. 

To  think  such  breaste  must  suckle  slaves. 

16. 

Place  me  on  Sunlum’s  marbled  .steep. 

Where  nothing,  save  the  waves  and  I, 

May  hear  our  mutual  murmurs  sweep; 

There,  swan-like,  let  me  sing  and  die ; 7 
A land  of  slaves  shall  ne’er  bo  mine  — 

Dash  down  yon  cup  <jf  Samlnn  wine ! ' 

T.*bXnU.‘ 

W*  2W»mv.  u.  r.  A.— Soi’H- V.  1317. 
" [TbU  glorlfHis  Ode  on  tb«  aspirations  of  Greece  after 
Liberty  U instaotljr  followed  up  by  a strain  of  cold-blooded 
ribaldi^i  and.  In  this  way,  all  good  feidings  are  excUed  only 
to  accustom  us  to  thrir  speedy  and  complete  extinrtlon,  aud 
we  are  brought  bark,  from  their  transient  and  theatrical  ex- 
hIbitioD.  to  the  staple  and  substantial  doctrine  of  the  work  — 
the  non-existence  of  constancy  In  women,  or  honour  In  men, 
ukI  the  folly  of  expecting  to  meet  w ith  any  such  Tlrtue*.  or 
of  cultiratiug  them  fiw  an  utuleservitiK  world ; — and  ail  thU 
mixed  up  with  so  much  wit  and  cteremesa.  and  knowledge 
of  human  nature,  as  to  make  it  irresistibly  pleasant  and  plau- 
•Ihln  — while  there  is  not  only  no  ajUid<>te  su)’pli<*<l.  hut  iweiv 
thine  that  might  have  operated  in  that  way  lius  bccu  .-uitirf- 
pated,  and  presented  already  in  as  strong  and  engaging  a form 
as  possible.  — JsrrKBY.] 


Digitized  by  Google 


6S8 


BYRON’S  WORKS. 


* lAXXVU. 

Thus  sung,  or  woulu,  or  could,  or  should  have  sung, 
The  modem  Greek,  in  tolerable  verse ; 

If  not  tike  On>hcu5  quite,  when  Greece  was  young, 
Yet  tiithe>e  times  he  might  have  done  much  worse : 
His  strain  display’d  some  feeling  — right  or  wrong ; 

And  feeling,  in  a poet,  is  the  source 
Of  others'  feeiing ; but  they  are  such  liars. 

And  take  ail  colours  — like  the  hands  of  dyers. 
LXXXVIIL 

But  words  are  things,  and  a «mall  drop  of  ink. 
Falling  like  dew,  upon  a thought,  produces 
i That  which  makes  thomands,  perhajw  millions,  think ; 
'Tis  strange,  the  shortest  letter  which  man  uses 
Instead  of  speech,  may  form  a lasting  link 
Of  ages ; to  what  straits  old  Time  reduces 
Fral!  man,  when  paper — even  a rag  like  this, 
Survives  himself,  his  tomb,  and  all  that’s  his. 
LXXXIX. 

And  when  his  lx>ncs  are  dust,  his  grave  a blank. 

His  sUttion,  generation,  even  his  nation, 

Become  a thing,  or  nothing,  save  to  rank 
In  chronological  commemoration. 

Some  dull  MS.  oblivion  long  has  sank. 

Or  graven  stone  found  in  a barrack's  station 
In  digging  the  foundation  of  a closet, 

I May  turn  hU  name  up,  as  a rare  deposit. 

I XC. 

And  glory  long  has  made  the  sages  smile ; 

’Tis  something,  nothing,  words.  Illusion,  wind  — 

: I.)epcnding  more  upon  the  historian’s  style 
I Than  on  the  name  a person  leaves  behind ; 

] Troy  owes  to  Homer  what  whist  owes  to  Hoyle : 

; The  present  centur)-  was  growing  blind 
J To  the  gn*at  Marlborough’s  skill  in  giving  knocks. 
Until  his  late  Life  by  Archdeacon  Coxe. 

I XCI. 

Milton’s  the  prince  of  iKwts — so  we  say ; 
j A little  heavy,  but  no  less  divine : 

I An  indcpf'ndent  bc*ing  in  his  day  — 

' Lcam’d,  pious,  temperate  in  love  and  wine  ; 

I But  bis  life  falling  into  Johnson’s  way, 

I We’re  told  this  great  high  priest  of  all  the  Nine 
Was  wbipt  at  college — a harsh  sire  — odd  spouse. 

For  the  first  Mrs.  Milton  left  hU  house.  • 

XCII. 

Ail  these  are,  certer,  entertaining  facts. 

Like  Sh.ikspeare's  stealing  deer,  Lord  Bacon’s  bribes ; 
Like  Titus*  youth,  and  Ca?^’s  earliest  acts ; 

Like  Burns  (whom  Doctor  Currie  well  describes); 
Like  Cromwell’s  pranks ; — but  although  truth  exacts 
These  amiable  descriptions  from  the  scribes. 

As  most  essential  to  their  hero's  story. 

They  do  not  much  contribute  to  his  glory. 

1 Set?  Johnjon’i  Life  of  Milton. 

* t“  Confined  hh  pedlar  poems  to  demoeracy.'*— > MS.] 

* [See  tkilerldge's  Blographla  LIteraria,  I8J7.) 

* (”  flourish’d  its  sophistry  for  aristocracy."  — MS.] 

^ (The  followers  of  this  fanatic  arc  said  to  have  amounted, 
at  one  time,  to  a hundred  thousand.  She  announced  herself 
as  the  mother  of  a second  Shlluh,  whose  speedy  advent  she 
•onildentir  predicted.  A cradle  of  expensive  materials  was 
prepared  for  the  expected  prodigy.  Dr.  Recce  and  another 
meulcai  m»m  attested  her  dropsy ; and  many  were  her  dupes 
down  to  the  moment  of  her  death,  in  1814.] 

* [Here  follows  In  the  original  M.S.  — 

**  Time  has  approved  Rnnul  to  be  the  best 

Of  friends,  and  opiate  draughts  ; your  lore  and  wine, 


XCIIL 

.All  are  not  moralists,  like  .Southey,  when 
He  pnted  to  the  world  of  Pimtii>ocrasy  ; " 

Or  Wordsworth  uncxcised,  unhired,  who  then 
Season'd  his  pedlar  iH>ems  with  democracy ; * 

Or  Coleridge  long  before  bis  flighty  pea 
LrPt  to  the  Morning  Post  its  aristocracy; « 

When  he  and  Southey,  following  the  same  path, 
Espoused  two  partners  (milliners  of  Bath). 

XCIV. 

Such  names  at  present  cut  a convict  figure. 

The  ver>'  Bobiny  Bay  in  moral  gei^raphy ; 

Their  loyal  treason,  rrnogado  rigour. 

Are  good  manure  fur  their  more  bare  biography ; 
Wordsworth’s  last  quarto,  by  the  way,  is  bigger 
Than  any  since  the  birthday  of  tyj)ography ; 

A drowsy  frowzy  poem,  crdl'd  the  “ Excursion,” 
Writ  in  a manner  which  is  my  aversion. 

XCV. 

He  there  builds  up  a formidable  dyke 
Between  hU  own  and  others'  Intellect; 

But  Wonlsworth's  poem,  and  his  foU.>wm,  like 
Joanna  Southcole's  Shiloh  ^ and  her  sect. 

Are  things  which  In  this  century  don't  strike 
I The  public  mind, — so  few  arc  the  elect; 

S And  the  new  births  of  both  their  stale  virginities 
Have  proved  but  dropsies,  taken  for  divinities. 

i xevr. 

I But  let  me  to  my  stors' ; I must  own. 

If  I have  any  fault,  it  U digrr.ssion, 

I I.,eavjng  my  people  to  proceed  alone. 

While  I soliloquite  beyond  expression  ; 

But  these  arc  iny  oddreiiaes  from  the  throne, 

put  off  biuinesa  to  the  ensuing  session : 
Foigetting  each  omission  is  a lus«  to 
The  world,  not  quite  so  great  as  Ariosto. 

xevn. 

I know  that  what  our  neighbours  call  lom^untr$,** 
(>'e’vc  not  so  good  a icorrf,  but  have  the  thinly 
In  that  complete  perfection  which  instires 
An  epic  fmm  Bob  Southey  every  xpring— ) 

Form  not  the  true  temptation  which  allures 
The  reader;  but 't would  not  be  hard  to  bring 
Some  fine  examples  of  the  epttpee. 

To  prove  its  grand  ingredient  is  ennui. « 

XCV  II  r. 

learn  from  Horace,  “Ilomcr  sometimes  sleeps;** 
Wc  feel  without  him,  Wordsworth  sonietimcs 
To  show  with  what  conipUrency  he  creeps,  [wakes— 
With  bis  dear  “ if'tiof/onen,'*  .around  his  lakes. " 

He  wishes  for  ” a boat”  to  sail  the  deeps 

Of  ocean  ? — No,  of  air;  and  then  he  makes 
Another  outerj*  for  “ a little  bo.it,” 

And  drivels  seas  to  set  it  well  afloat  ^ 

Which  shake  so  much  the  human  hraln  and  breast. 

Must  end  in  languor ; — men  must  sleep  like  swine: 
Thp  happy  lover  and  the  wrirome  guest 
Both  link  at  last  into  a swoon  divine  ; 

Full  of  deep  raptures  and  of  bumpers,  they 
Are  somewhat  sick  and  sorry  the  next  da/.”) 
Wordiworth’i  **  Beojamin  the  Waggoner,"  appeared  in 

• *•  There 's  something  In  a flying  horse. 

There’s  something  in  a huge  b^loon  ; 

But  through  the  clouds  I 'll  never  AtM 
Cntil  I have  a litUe  boat,"  Ac. 

W’oaDBwoaTR’s  Peter  BeU. 
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XCIX. 

If  be  mu&t  fuin  sweep  o'er  the  ethereal  plain. 

And  Pi^us  runs  restive  in  his  “ 

Could  he  not  heg  the  loan  of  Charles's  Wain  ? 

Or  pray  Medea  for  a single  dragon  ? 

Or  If,  too  clastic  for  his  vulgar  brain. 

He  fear’d  his  neck  to  venture  such  a nag  on. 

And  he  must  needs  mount  nearer  to  the  moon. 
Could  not  the  blockhead  ask  for  a balloon  7 

C. 

**  Pedlars,"  and“  Bouts,"  and  **  Waggons  !"  Oil!  ye 
shades 

Of  Pope  and  Dryden,  are  we  come  to  this  ? 

That  trash  of  such  sort  not  alone  evades 
Contempt,  but  from  the  bathos'  vast  abyss 
Floats  scumlike  up))crmost,  and  these  Jack  Cades 
Of  sense  und  song  above  yuur  graves  nuiy 
The  **  little  boatman  " and  hU  Peter  Bell " 

Can  sneer  at  him  who  drew  **  Achitophcl ! ” ^ 

Cl. 

T*our  tale. — The  feast  was  over,  the  slaves  gone. 
The  dwarfs  and  dancing  girls  had  all  retired  ; 

The  Arab  lore  and  poet's  song  were  done, 

And  every'  sound  of  revelry  expired ; 

The  lady  and  her  lover,  left  alone. 

The  rosy  flood  of  twilight's  sky  admired ; — 

Ave  Maria ! o'er  the  earth  and  sea. 

That  heavenliest  hour  of  Heaven  U worthiest  thee  ! 

CIL 

Ave  Maria ! blessed  be  the  hour ! 

The  time,  the  clime,  the  s|Kit,  where  1 so  oft 
Have  felt  that  moment  in  its  fullest  power 
Sink  o’er  the  earth  so  beautiful  and  soft. 

While  swung  the  deep  bell  in  the  distint  tower,  > 

Or  the  foint  dying  day-hymn  stoic  aloft. 

And  not  a breath  crept  through  the  rosy  air, 

And  yet  the  forest  leaves  seem'd  stlrr’d  with  prayer. 

cin. 

Ave  Maria ! 'tis  the  hour  of  prayer ! 

Ave  Maria ! tis  the  hour  of  love  1 
Ave  Marla ! may  our  spirits  dare 

Look  up  to  thine  and  to  thy  Son's  above  ! 

Ave  Maria ! oh  that  face  so  fair ! 

Those  downcast  eyes  beneath  the  Almighty  dove— 
What  though  'tis  but  a pictured  image  strike— 
That  painting  Ls  no  idol, — 'tis  too  like. 

CIV. 

Some  kinder  casuists  are  pleased  to  say. 

In  nameless  print  3 — that  1 have  no  devotion ; 
But  set  those  ^rsons  down  with  me  to  pray. 

And  you  shall  sec  who  has  the  properest  notion 

> " The  verses  of  Dryden,  once  highly  celebrated,  are 
forgotten.".— Mr.  W.  WoaoswoaTH's 

> [“  While  swung  the  signal  from  the  sacred  tower."— 
US.) 

* ["  Are  not  these  pretty  ttenias?— tome  folks  say— 

Downright  In  print—"  — U8.] 

* p'  The  flrtC  tune  1 had  a conrersatfcm  with  Lord  Byron 
on  the  euhiect  of  religion  was  at  Ravenna,  my  native  country, 
in  IS90,  while  we  were  riding  on  horseback  In  an  extensive 
solitary  wood  of  pines.  The  scene  invited  to  rvUgious  me* 
ditatloo.  It  was  a Anedayln  iprlng.  * How,'  he  said. ' ralsiog 
oor  eyes  to  heaven,  or  dlrecong  them  to  the  earth,  can  we 
doubt  of  the  existence  of  God  y — or  how,  turning  them  to 
what  is  within  us.  can  we  doubt  that  there  is  something 
more  noble  and  durable  than  the  clay  of  which  we  are 
formed  ? ‘ ” — Counv  Oamsa.] 

* By  her  example  warn'd,  the  rest  beware ; 

Mere  easy,  less  lapertoua,  were  the  foir ; 


Of  getting  into  heaven  the  shortest  way; 

My  altars  are  the  mountains  ami  the  ocean. 

Earth,  air,  stars,  — all  that  springs  from  the  great 
Whole. 

Who  bath  produced,  and  will  receive  the  soul. 

CV. 

Sweet  hour  of  twilight ! — in  the  solitude 
Of  the  pine  forest,  and  the  siiont  shore 
Which  bounds  Ravenna's  liumemorlal  wood, 

Rooted  where  once  the  Adrian  wave  flow’d  o’er, 

To  where  the  last  Ciesanan  fortress  stood, 

Evergreen  forest ! which  Bt'ccaccio’s  lore 
And  Dryden 's  lay  made  haunted  ground  to  me. 

How  have  1 loved  the  twilight  hour  and  thee ! * 

CVI. 

The  shrill  cicjhis,  people  of  the  pine, 

Making  their  summer  lives  one  ceaseless  song, 
Were  the  sole  echtn'*,  save  ray  steed's  and  mine. 

And  vesper  bell's  that  rose  the  boughs  along  ; 

The  spectre  huntsman  of  Onesti'ii  line. 

His  hell-dogs,  and  their  eh;cse,  .and  the  fair  throng 
WTiich  leam'd  from  this  example  not  to  fly 
From  a true  lover,  — shadow'd  my  mind's  eyc.^ 

evil. 

Oh,  Hesperus!  thou  bringest  ail  good  things^.— 
Home  to  the  weary,  to  the  hungrj’  cheer, 

To  the  young  bird  the  parent's  brooding  wing.s. 

The  welcome  stall  to  the  o’criabour'd  stcir; 
Whale’cr  of  peace  about  our  hearthstone  dim;', 
Whate’er  our  household  gods  protect  of  dear. 

Are  gather'd  round  us  by  thy  look  of  rest ; 

Thou  bring'st  the  child,  too,  to  the  mother's  brea>t. 

CVIIL 

Soft  hour  I which  wakes  the  wish  and  melts  the  heart 
Of  those  who  sail  the  seas,  on  the  first  day 
When  they  from  their  sweet  friends  arc  tom  apart ; 

Or  Alls  with  love  the  pilgrim  on  his  way 
As  the  far  bell  of  vesper  makes  him  start, 

Seeming  to  weep  the  dying  day's  decay  j 
Is  this  a fancy  which  our  reason  scorns  ? 

Ah  l surely  nothing  dies  but  something  mourns ! 7 

CIX. 

'When  Nero  perish’d  by  the  justest  doom 
Which  ever  the  destroyer  yet  destroy'd. 

Amidst  the  roar  of  liberated  Rome, 

Of  nations  fread,  and  the  world  oveqoy’d. 

Some  hands  unseen  strew'd  flowers  upon  his  tomb ; • 
Perbapa  the  weakness  of  a heart  nut  ^'oid 
Of  feeling  for  some  kindness  done,  when  power 
Had  left  the  wretch  an  uncorrupted  hour. 

And  that  ooe  huotlns,  which  the  devil  deiion'd 
For  one  lair  female,  To«t  him  half  the  klod.^' 

DaTDBM'a  7%codort  and  Honeria.} 

* eampieur 

«M»  — myat 

ftatift  rmtta." Fragment  Sappho. 

7 " Era  gia  1'  ora  che  volge  'I  dlslo, 

A*  Davi^U.  e *nteQeiisc«  U cuore ; 

Lo  di  ch' tian  detto  a'  dolcl  araki  a dio ; 

E che  lo  nuoro  peregiio*  d'  amore 
Ponge,  te  ode  Squllla  dl  lootano, 

Che  pida  '1  gioroo  planotr  che  tl  muore." 

DAMTirr  Pmreafor^.  canto  viii. 
This  last  line  U the  first  of  Gray’s  iHegy,  taken  by  him 
without  acknowledgment. 

* See  Suetonius  for  this  foci.  — ["  The  public  Joy  was  so 
great  upon  the  occailosi  of  bis  death,  that  the  common  people 
ran  up  and  down  with  upon  tbalr  heads.  And  yet  there 
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But  1 'm  ; ^bat  un  earth  has  Nero,  | 

Or  akiy  such  like  sovereign  bulToons,  > 

To  do  with  the  transaction*  of  roy  hero, 

31urc  than  such  madmen's  fellow  man — the  moon's? 
Sure  my  inveniiun  must  be  down  at  zero. 

And  1 grown  one  of  many  **  wooden  spoons” 

Of  verse  (the  name  with  which  we  Cantabs  please 
To  dub  the  last  of  honours  in  degrees). 

CXL 

I feel  this  tediousnc:^  will  never  do^ 

’Tis  being  too  epic,  and  1 must  cut  down 
(In  copying)  thb  long  canto  into  two; 

They  'll  never  find  it  out,  tmless  I ow*n 
The  fact,  excepting  some  experienced  few ; 

And  then  a>  an  improvement  'twill  be  shown  : 

I'll  prove  that  such  the  opinion  of  the  critic  Is 
From  Aristotle  /nistim,  — Sec  nji^rian;. 


Don  3uan. 


OA?<TO  THB  FOURTH. 


Nuthiko  so  difficult  as  a beginning 
In  poesy,  unless  perhaps  the  end ; 

For  oftentimes  when  Pegasus  seems  winning 
The  race,  be  sprains  a wing,  and  down  we  tend. 
Like  Lucifer  when  hurl'd  from  heaven  for  sinning; 

Our  sin  the  same,  and  hard  as  bis  to  mend, 

Being  pride  s,  which  leads  the  mind  to  K)ar  too  far, 
Till  our  own  weakness  shows  us  what  wc  arc.^ 

II. 

But  Time,  which  brings  all  beings  to  their  level, 
i And  sharp  Adversity,  will  teach  at  last 
I Man,  — and,  as  we  would  hope,  — perhaps  the  devil, 
I That  neither  of  their  intellects  are  vast : 

While  youth's  hot  wishes  in  our  red  veins  revel, 

Wc  know  not  this — the  blood  flows  on  too  fast ; 
But  as  the  torrent  widens  towards  the  ocean. 

We  ponder  deeply  on  each  past  emotion.  > 


wert‘  inme,  who  for  a Intig  time  trimmed  uu  hit  tomb  with  ■ 
t]irln>;  and  •umm<*r  floweri,  and  one  while  placed  his  Image  I tivr  notoriety  must  be  pleating  In  the  tame 
upon  hit  rostra  dressed  up  In  tiate  robes,  another  while  pub*  f • - 


lished  prncUmatioiif  in  hit  name,  at  if  ho  wat  yet  alire,  and 
would  th^iir  come  to  Home  again,  with  a vengeance  to  all 
his  rncmlet.”] 

< [**  Out  1 'm  digressing  what  on  earth  hare  Nero 
i And  Wordsworth  ->  both  poetical  buffbont,"  Ac. 

— )tS.] 

I < [Canto  III.  originally  included  almost  all  the  itantat 
I which  DOW  form  Canto  IV.  Cantot  III.,  IV.,  and  V.  were 
r puUlithed  tocher,  in  9vo.,  in  August,  IK?) . The  following 
; are  extract!  from  Lord  Uyrf>n*t  letters  to  Mr.  Murray : — 

/uiiwtKT.  December  4,  The  third  Canto  of  Don 

' Juoii  U completed.  In  about  twg  hundred  ttanzat ; very  ck>. 

cent.  I beUevr,  but  do  not  know,  and  it  It  utelrtl  to  discuit." 
I December  10,  I have  Anitbed  the  third  Canto, 

but  the  things  I base  read  and  beard  diicourage  all  further 
puidiratkm  — at  leait  for  the  present.  The  cry  it  up.  and 
cant  it  up.  J should  have  no  ob.^ectlon  to  return  the  price  of 
the  copyright.” 

February  7.  1820.  — . **  T have  cut  the  third  Canto  fn/a 
tuv,  because  It  wat  too  long;  and  1 tell  you  this  beforehand, 
b'-cauie  In  rase  of  anv  reckoning  between  you  and  me,  these 
two  are  only  to  go  for  one,  at  tfait  wat  the  original  form, 
and,  in  fact,  the  two  together  are  not  longer  than  one  of  the 
firtt : to  remember  that  I have  not  made  thit  division  to 
douMr  upon  you.  — 1 have  not  yet  tent  off  the  Cantot,  and 
bare  some  doubt  whether  they  nuglit  to  be  pubiUhod,  for 
ther  have  not  the  iptril  of  the  firtt.  The  outcry  hat  not 
frightened  but  It  bo*  Aurt  me,  and  I Itare  not  written  cim 
amorf  thli  time.” 

October  It.  1H20.  — **  I don’t  f**et  inclined  to  care  further 
afxsut  Don  Juan.  What  do  you  think  a very  pretty  Italian 
ladviaid  to  me  the  other  day  ? Site  had  read  it  in  the  French, 
aiid  paid  me  tome  coinphments,  with  due  DEAWBaraa,  upon 
it.  I answered,  that  wnat  the  said  was  true,  but  that  1 tut* 
pceted  it  would  live  longer  than  Childe  Harold.  — • Ah.  but' 
(said  the)  * / \rould  rather  hare  the  fame  of  Childe  Harold 
for  three  years  than  an  JMMomauTV  qf  Don  Jmanf  ' The 
truth  U.  that  it  is  Too  raog,  and  the  women  hate  many  things 
w tileb  strip  ofT  the  tiQM*l  of  seutiment  / and  they  are  right,  at 
it  would  rob  them  of  their  wea|>oni.  1 never  knew  a woman 
w ho  did  not  hate  De  Grammout't  Memoiri  for  the  tome 
rea«on.” 

We  tubjoin  a tingle  iperimrn  of  the  contemporary critldtm 
on  Cantot  111.,  IV.,  and  V. 

••  It  seems  to  have  become  almost  an  axiom  in  the  literary 
world,  that  nothing  it  so  painful  to  the  lensiMlIties  of  an  au« 
thor  as  the  palpame  neglect  of  hit  produrtinnt.  From  this 
sitrcies  of  niortldration,  no  poet  has  ever,  perhaps,  tx*en  more 
fully  exempt  titan  Lord  Byron.  None  of  his  puhliratirms 
have  failed  in  at  least  exciting  a sufficient  portion  of  geweral 
intercu  and  attention ; ami  even  tbuse  among  them  which 
the  trrutInUing  eye  of  critieism  might  dinm  somewhat  un- 
wurthy  of  his  |k>wit*,  have  never  rompcdled  him,  like  many 
of  his  |>oetlcaI  brethren,  to  trek  refuge  from  the  apathy  and 
want  of  discernment  of  contemporariet.  in  the  eontoling  an- 
ticipation of  posUtumous  honours  and  trium{Aw.  But.  If  w« 


are  to  infer,  ft-om  the  axiom  alreadr  alluded  to.  that  exten- 
tivr  notoriety  mutt  be  pleating  In  the  tame  proportion  that 
neglect  it  dlttreising  to  an  author,  then  none  of  hit  lordthip’s 


produt*tio(it  can  afford  him  to  ample  a field  for  telf-congratu- 
iation  at  the  Don  Juan.  Rerllert  and  partltaiit  havo  alike 
contributed  to  the  popularity  of  thit  tingular  work  ; and  the 
retuU  it,  that  tcarcely  any  poem  of  the  present  day  has  bmn 
more  generally  read,  or  iu  continuation  more  eagerly  and 
impatiently  awaited.  lU  poetical  merits  have  been  extolled 
to  the  iklet  by  ill  admirers  ; and  the  Priett  and  the  Levite, 
though  they  have  joined  to  aoathemaltte  it,  have  not,  when 
they  came  in  its  way,  ’ ^wtted  by  on  the  other  tide.* 

'*  But  little  progreu  u made  in  the  history  and  adventures 
of  the  hero  in  these  three  additional  cantot.  The  fart  it, 
however,  that  nothing  hat  appeared,  from  the  beginning,  to 
he  farther  from  the  author's  intention,  than  to  reitder  bit 
Don  Juan  anything  like  a regular  narrative.  On  the  eon- 
trary,  its  general  appearance  tends  strongly  to  remin<1  us  of 
the  learnt  phUotmhcr't  treatise—’  De  rebut  umtiibut  et 
quibutdam  aiiit.'  And  here  we  cannot  avoid  remarking, 
what  an  admirable  method  those  persons  must  pnttess  of 
reconciling  contradictions,  who.  In  the  Mme  breath,  censure 


Che  poem  for  Ut  want  of  plan,  and  im|>cach  the  writer  of  a 
deliberate  design  against  tne  religion  and  government  of  the 
countty.  Hit  lordship  hat  himaetf  given  what  appears  to  ut 


a very  candid  expoiition  of  hit  motives  — 

— * the  fact  It.  that  I have  nothing  plann'd. 

Unless  it  were  to  bo  a moment  merry, 

A novel  word  in  my  vocabulary.* 

Ittdeod,  the  whole  poem  hat  completely  the  appearance  of 


being  nroduced  In  those  interval!  in  which  an  active  and 
powerful  miud,  habitually  engaged  in  literary  ocrui>atlrm, 
rclaxei  from  its  more  serious  labours,  and  amuses  itteu  with 


comparative  trifling.  Hence  the  narralivu  it  interrupted  by 
continual  dlgretsiont,  and  the  general  character  of  tlie  lan- 
guage It  that  of  irony  and  larratiic  humour  ; — an  apparent 
levity,  which,  however,  often  serves  but  at  a veil  to  deep  reflec- 
tion. Nor  can  the  talent  of  the  master-hand  be  always  con 
ecaled : it  involuntarily  betrays  Itself  in  the  touches  of  the 
pathetic  and  sublime  which  frequctilly  present  Chemselvet  in 
the  course  of  the  poem  ; in  the  thoughts  * loo  big  for  utter- 
ance, and  too  deep  for  tears,'  which  are  lotcrtperted  1q 
various  parts  of  it.'*  — CAMrBZLL.j 

> ” Pride  and  worse  Ambition  threw  me  down, 

Warring  iu  heaveu  against  heaven's  matchless  King.” 

Paradise  Lost.] 

* the  tame  tin  that  overthrew  the  angelt, 

And  of  all  sins  most  easily  besirts 

Mortals  the  nearest  to  the  angelic  nature : 

The  vile  are  only  vain ; the  great  are  proud.” 

Marimo  Faliero.  See  onlr,  p.  207.] 

* Time  hovers  o'er,  impatient  to  dettroy. 

And  shuts  up  alt  the  paesages  of  joy : 

in  vain  their  gifts  the  bounteous  seasons  pour. 

The  fruit  autumnal,  and  the  vernal  flow'r  ; 

With  Ilstleu  eyes  the  dotard  views  the  ilnre. 

He  views,  and  wonders  that  they  please  no  more.” 
Johnson’s  I'atuijf  qf  Husnan  U'uhet-'} 


DON  JUAN. 


6^ 


111. 

At  boy»  I thought  myself  ft  clever  fellow. 

And  vrith'd  that  others  held  the  tame  opinion ; 
They  took  it  up  when  my  days  grew  more  melluvr, 

I Aiid  other  inimlt  acknowledged  my  domliiiuii : 
Now  my  sere  fancy  falls  into  the  yellow 
Leaf  ■,**  and  Imagination  droops  her  pinion. 

And  the  sad  truth  which  hovers  o'er  my  desk 
Turns  what  was  once  romantic  to  burlesque. 

IV. 

And  if  I lau^h  at  any  mortal  thing, 

'TIs  that  I may  not  weep;  and  If  I weep, 

I *ru  that  our  nature  cannot  always  bring 
Itself  to  apathy,  for  wc  must  steep 
Our  hearts  first  in  the  depths  of  Lethe’s  spring, 

Ere  what  we  least  wi«h  to  behold  will  sleep ; 

Thetis  baptized  her  mortal  son  in  Styx ; < 

A mortal  mother  would  on  Lethe  fix.  > 

V. 

Some  have  accused  me  of  a strange  design 
Against  the  creed  and  morals  of  the  land,  * 

Ajid  trace  it  in  this  poem  every  line : 

1 don’t  pretend  that  1 quite  understand 
My  own  meaning  when  1 would  be  very  tine ; 

But  the  fact  is  that  I have  nothing  plann'd, 

Unless  It  were  to  be  a moment  merrs', 

A novel  word  In  my  vocabular)’. 

VI. 

To  the  kind  reader  of  our  sober  clime 
This  way  of  writing  will  appear  exotic ; 

Pulci  was  sire  of  the  half-serious  rhyme,  ^ 

Who  sang  when  chivalry  was  more  Quixotic, 

And  revoU’d  in  the  ^cics  of  the  time,  [despotic ; 

True  knights,  chaste  dames,  huge  giants  kings 
But  all  these,  save  the  last,  being  obsolete, 

1 chose  a modem  subject  as  more  meet. 

VIL 

How  I have  treated  It,  I do  nut  know ; 

Perhaps  no  better  than  they  have  treated  me, 

MTho  have  imputed  such  designs  as  show 

Not  what  they  saw,  but  what  they  wish'd  to  see : 
But  if  it  gives  them  pleasure,  be  Jt  so ; 

This  is  a liberal  age,  and  thoughts  are  free : 
Meantime  Apollo  plucks  me  by  the  ear. 

And  tells  me  to  resume  my  story  here.  ^ 

vin. 

Toung  Juan  and  his  lady-love  were  left 
To  their  own  hearts’  most  sweet  society ; 

Even  Time  the  pitiless  In  sorrow  cleft 

With  his  rude  scythe  stich  gentle  bosoms ; be 

**  ’T  is  K griind  poem  — and  to  tnuf  ~>true  u (he  loth  of 
JuToual  himself.  Tfao  lapse  of  ages  changes  all  things  — 
time  — language  — the  earth— the  bounds  of  the  sea  — the 
stars  of  the  skf.  and  every  thing  ’ alMMit,  around,  and  under- 
neath ' man.  rreept  man  who  has  always  boon,  and 

always  will  be.  an  unlucky  rascal.  The  Inflntte  variety  of 
ilres  conduct  but  to  death,  and  the  inflnltr  of  wishes  lead  but 
to  disappointment.’*—  Hgrom  i>iary,  1931.] 

* “ my  May  of  life 

It  fall'n  Into  the  sere,  the  yellow  leaf.'*—  }facbetA.] 
t (Acfailles  is  said  to  have  been  dipped  by  his  mother  in 
the  river  Styx,  to  render  him  lovuloerable.] 

* [**  Lethe,  the  river  of  oblivion,  rolls 

Her  watery  labyrinth,  whereof  who  drinks 
Forthwith  his  mrmer  state  and  being  forgets. 

Forgets  both  joy  and  grief,  pleasure  snd^ain.” 

ParttdUe  Lott.  b.  vl.] 

s U.  g.  — ••  I.ord  Byron  is  the  very  Cumus  of  p<K^ry.  w!k>. 
by  the  Mwitrhlng  airiness  of  his  numbers,  alms  to  turn  the 
moral  world  Into  a herd  of  mooiteri."— . Watziks. 

**  Deep  as  Byruu  has  dipped  hts  pen  Into  vice,  he  h.ns 
dipped  it  still  deeper  Into  Immorality.  Alas  I he  shines  oiHy 
\ to  mislead— be  A.-ubes  only  to  destroy.”  — Cot tuk. 

0 — 


Sigh'd  to  behold  them  of  their  hours  bereft.  | 

I 'Though  foe  to  love ; and  yet  they  could  not  be  j 
' Meant  to  grow  old,  but  die  in  happy  spring, 

Before  one  charm  or  hope  had  taken  wing.  | 

LX. 

Their  faces  were  not  made  for  wrinkles,  their 
Pure  blood  to  stagnate,  tholr  great  hearts  to  fall ; 
The  blank  grey  was  not  made  to  blast  their  hair, 

But  like  the  climes  that  know  nor  snow  nor  ball, 
They  were  all  summer ; lightning  might  assail 
I And  shiver  them  to  ashes,  but  to  trail 
A long  and  snakc-Ukc  life  of  dull  decay 
Was  not  for  them  — they  bad  loo  little  clay.  [ 

I X. 

I They  were  alone  once  more ; for  tbem  to  be 
I Thus  was  another  Eden  ; they  were  never 
Weary,  unless  when  separate:  the  tree 
I Cut  from  Its  forest  root  of  yeard — the  river 
I Damm’d  from  Its  fountain  — the  child  from  the  knee 
I And  breast  maternal  wean'd  at  once  for  ever, — | 

Would  wither  less  than  tbi^  two  torn  apart ; ? 

I Alas  I there  is  no  Instinct  like  the  heart — 

1 XI.  i 

The  heart— which  may  be  broken:  happy  they!  ' 
I Thrice  foitimate  1 who  of  that  fragile  mould, 

I The  precious  porcelain  of  human  clay. 

Break  with  the  first  fidl : they  can  ne'er  behold 
The  long  year  link'd  with  heavy  day  on  day, 

And  all  which  must  be  borne,  and  never  told ; 

While  life’s  strange  principle  will  often  lie 
Deepest  In  those  who  long  the  most  to  die. 

XIL 

**  Whom  the  gods  love  die  young,”  was  said  of  yore,* 
And  many  deaths  do  they  escape  by  this : 

The  death  of  friends,  and  that  which  sUi-s  even  more  — 
The  death  of  friendship,  love,  youth,  all  that  is, 
Except  mere  breath ; and  since  the  silent  shore 
Awaits  at  last  even  those  who  longest  inUs 
The  old  archer’s  shafts,  perhaps  the  early  grave 
Which  men  weep  over  may  be  meant  to  save.  * 

XIII. 

ilald^  and  Juan  thought  not  of  the  dead.  [them : 
The  heavens,  and  earth,  and  air,  seem'<l  made  for 
They  found  no  fault  with  'Time,  save  that  be  fl«  d ; 

They  saw  not  In  themselves  aught  to  condemn : 

Each  was  the  other’s  mirror,  and  but  read 
Joy  sparkling  in  their  dark  eyes  like  a gem. 

And  knew  such  brightness  was  but  the  reflection 
Of  their  exchanging  glances  of  affection. 

“ In  Don  Juoo  ho  U highly  profane ; but,  in  that  poem,  the 

firnranenm  li  in  korpinf  with  all  the  other  quolKlet,  and  re- 
igion  comes  in  for  a sneer,  or  a burlesque,  only  in  common 
with  every  thing  that  U dear  and  valuable  tu  us  as  moral  and 
locU)  beings.”  — AW.  Bet. 

**  r>ott  thou  aspire,  like  a Satanic  mind. 

With  vice  to  waste  and  desolate  mankind  f 
Toward  eserr  rude  and  dark  and  dismal  deed 
To  see  (hem  hurrying  on  with  swifter  speed  ? 

To  make  them,  from  restraint  and  cnnsctence  free. 

Bod  as  thyself,  or  worse— If  such  can  be  ? **— CoTttl.) 

' f.Heefl«/r,  p. 

• [••  Cum  conerrm  rrges  rt  prwUa.  CyntliUis  aurem 
Vfiltt,  ct  adniunult.*’— Vino.  Ect.  *i.] 

■ [ •*  from  Its  miXher's  knee 

When  Us  last  weaning  draught  U drain'd  for  ever, 

The  cbthl  diviilesi— it  were  less  to  see, 

Tnau  these  two  from  each  other  tm'n  apart.”— MS.] 

• See  Herodotus  (ClcohU  and  Bltonj.  The  semlmcnt  Is  In 
a frMment  of  Mennmlcr. 

* Tba  last  of  this  eold  world,  the  more  of  Heaven." 

Milwam  ] 

Tt 
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BYRON’S  WORKS. 


CANTO  IV. 


The  gentle  prcMure.  wid  the  thrilling  touch, 

'The  least  glance  better  understood  than  words, 
^\'hich  still  said  all,  and  ne'er  could  say  too  much ; 

A language,  too,  but  like  to  that  of  birds. 

Known  but  to  them,  at  least  appearing  such 
As  but  to  lovers  a true  sense  affords ; 

Sweet  playful  phrases,  which  would  seem  abeurd 
To  those  who  have  ceased  to  hear  such,  or  ne'er  heard : 


For  it  had  made  them  what  they  were : the  power 
Of  love  bad  first  o’erwbelmed  them  from  such  skies. 
When  happiness  had  been  their  only  dower. 

And  twilight  saw  them  link’d  In  luission’s  ties ; 
Charm'd  with  each  other,  all  thin^  charm'd  that 
brought 

The  past  still  welcome  as  the  present  thought. 


I All  these  were  theirs,  for  they  were  children  stiU,  ' 
And  children  still  they  should  have  ever  been ; 

They  were  not  made  in  the  real  world  to  fill 
A busy  character  in  the  dull  scene, 

But  like  two  beings  bom  fW>m  out  a rill, 

A nymph  and  her  beloved,  all  unseen 
To  pass  their  lives  la  fountains  and  on  flowers, 

And  never  know  the  weight  of  human  hours. 

XVL 

Moons  changing  ha»l  roll’d  on,  and  changeless  found 
Those  their  bright  rise  had  Ughted  to  such  joys 
As  rarely  they  beheld  throughout  their  round ; 

And  these  were  not  of  the  vain  kind  which  cIoy^  ] 
For  theirs  were  buo>‘ant  spirits,  never  bound 
By  the  mere  senses ; and  that  which  destroys  f 
Most  love,  possession,  unto  them  appear'd 
A thing  which  each  endearment  more  endear'd. 

xvn. 

Oh  beautiful ! and  rare  as  beautiful  t 

But  theirs  was  love  In  which  the  mind  delights 
To  lose  itself,  when  the  old  world  grows  dull. 

And  we  are  sick  of  its  back  sounds  and  sights, 
Intrigues,  adventures  of  the  common  school, 

Its  petty  passions,  marriages,  and  flights,  I 

Where  Hymen’s  torch  but  brands  one  strumpet  more, 
Whose  husband  only  knows  her  not  a wh — rc. 

xvriL 

Hard  words ; harsh  truth ; a truth  which  many  know. 

Enough.  — The  faithful  and  the  fairy  pair, 

Who  never  found  a single  hour  too  slow,  I 

W'hat  wxH  It  made  them  thus  exempt  from  care  ? 
Tuung  Innate  feelings  all  have  felt  l>clow, 

Which  perish  in  the  rest,  but  in  them  were 
Inherent ; what  we  mortals  call  romantic, 

And  alwaj*s  envy,  though  we  deem  It  frantic. 

XIX. 

This  I*  in  others  a factitious  state, 

An  opium  dream  * of  too  much  youth  and  reading. 
But  was  lu  them  their  nature  or  their  fate : 

' No  noveU  e’er  had  set  their  young  hearts  bleeding. 
For  Hald^-e’s  kiiowle<ls;c  was  by  no  means  great, 

1 And  Juan  was  a boy  of  saintly  breeding ; 

I So  that  there  was  no  reason  for  their  loves 
More  than  for  those  of  nightingales  or  doves. 

XX. 

I They  gared  upon  the  sunset ; *t  Is  an  hour 
I Dear  unto  but  dearest  to  their  eyes, 

I ' [“  For  thflrs  wpre  buoranl  spirits,  which  would  bound 
’Gainst  common  failing*,”  &c.~MS.3 


I know  not  why,  but  In  that  hour  to-night. 

Even  aa  they  gaaed,  a sudden  tremor  came. 

And  swept,  as 't  were,  across  their  hearts*  delight. 

Like  the  wind  o’er  a harp-string,  or  a flame. 

When  one  is  shook  in  sound,  and  one  in  sight : 

And  thus  some  boding  flash'd  through  either  frame. 
And  call'd  from  Juan's  breast  a fMnt  low  sigh, 

>Vhilc  one  new  tear  arose  in  llaid^'s  eye. 

XXII. 

That  large  black  prophet  e)*e  seem'd  to  dilate 
And  follow  flur  the  disappearing  stm, 

As  if  thetr  last  day  of  a happy  date 

With  his  broad,  bright,  ami  dropping  orb  were  gone. 
Juan  gazed  on  her  as  to  ask  his  fate  — • 

1 He  felt  a grief,  but  knowing  cause  fur  none, 

HU  glance  inquired  of  liiTs  fur  some  excuse 
For  feelings  causeless,  or  at  least  abstruse. 

XXIII. 

She  turn'd  to  him,  and  smiled,  but  In  that  sort 
\Vhich  makes  not  others  smile  ^ ; then  turn'd  aside : 
Whatever  feeling  shook  her,  it  seem’d  short, 

And  master’d  by  her  wisdom  or  her  pride ; 

When  Juan  spoke,  too — It  might  be  in  sport  — 

Of  this  their  mutual  feeling,  she  replied — 

“ If  it  should  be  so, — but  — it  cannot  be — 

! Or  I at  least  shall  not  survive  to  see.** 

xxrv. 

Joan  would  question  further,  but  she  press'd 
HIs  Up  to  hers,  and  silenc^  him  with  this, 

And  then  dismiss’d  the  omen  from  her  breast. 

Del  ing  augury  with  that  fond  kiss ; 

I And  no  doubt  of  all  methods  'tis  the  best: 

Some  people  prefer  wine  — ’t Is  not  amiss; 

I have  tried  both  ■* ; so  those  who  wovild  a part  take 
May  choose  between  the  headache  and  the  heartache. 

XXV. 

One  of  the  two,  wcording  to  your  choice. 

Woman  or  wine,  you*U  have  to  undergo ; 

: Both  maladies  are  taxes  on  our  joys : 

But  which  to  choose,  I really  hardly  know  ; 

And  If  I hail  to  give  a casting  voice. 

For  both  sides  I could  many  reasons  show, 

,\nd  then  decide,  without  great  wrong  to  cither, 

' It  were  much  better  to  have  both  than  neither. 

XXVI. 

Juan  and  Haldce  gaxeii  uprm  each  other 

With  swimming  looks  of  speechless  tenderness. 
Which  mix’d  all  foellng*i,  friend,  child,  lover,  brother; 
AU  that  Uie  bc^t  can  mingle  and  express 

' * {’■  The  efTect  of  all  wine*  and  »pir1ts  upon  me  is  itrange. 

It  setUes.  but  U make*  me  »t  the  rriy 

moment  of  tholr  ♦■flrct,  and  not  Ksy  hardly  crer.  Hut  ft 


. .....  .......  . ¥•  II  «.  r-_.  _ „ momrni  oi  uicir  ♦'inxi, 

* [The  <>'‘|***^"*  I comiK.»cs  for  a time.  IhouRh  sullenly.  Swimming  raises  my 

Dc  Quincy,  had  lieen  published  shortly  before  this  Canto  . yfnern]  they  are  low,  j.mJ  get  dady  lower. 


was  written.] 

* [**  Seldom  he  smiles  ; and  smiles  In  such  a sort. 

At  If  he  mock'd  hlmMlf,”  Ac.  — SHSXSPf  aib.] 


spirits,  but  In  uencrai  they  ore  low,  get  uaiiy  lower. 
That  is  ho]>el('Sst  for  I do  imt  tbiok  I am  so  much  cHtiujf4  as 
1 was  at  niiicteei).'’— .fl’yri'M  Diaiy,  ih21.] 
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When  two  pure  hearts  arc  pour’d  !n  one  another. 

And  love  too  much,  and  yet  can  not  love  Ices  ; 

But  almost  sanctify  the  sweet  excess 
B7  the  immortal  wish  and  i>owcr  to  bless.  l 

XXVIL 

Mix’d  in  each  other's  arms,  and  heart  in  heart,  [lon^ 
^Vhy  did  they  nut  then  die  ? — they  had  lived  too 
Should  an  hour  come  to  bid  them  breathe  apart ; 

Years  could  but  bring  them  cruel  things  or  wrong ; 
The  world  was  not  fur  them,  nor  the  wurid'i  art 
For  beings  passionate  os  Sappho’s  song ; 

Love  was  bom  with  them,  in  them,  so  intense. 

It  was  their  very  spirit— not  a sense. 

xxvni. 

They  should  have  lived  together  deep  in  woods, 
Unseen  as  sings  the  nightingale^  ; they  were 
Unfit  to  mix  in  these  thick  solitudes 

Call’d  social,  haunts  of  Hate,  and  Vice,  and  Care: 
How  lonely  evcr>*  freeborn  creature  broods  I 
The  sweetest  song-birds  nestle  In  a pair ; 

The  eagle  soars  alone ; the  gull  and  crow 
Flock  o'er  their  carrion,  just  like  men  below. 

XXIX 

I How  pillow’d  cheek  to  cheek,  in  loving  sleep, 

Haid^  and  Juan  their  siesta  took, 

A gentle  slumixT,  but  it  was  not  deep. 

For  ever  and  anon  a something  shook 
Juan,  and  shuddering  o'er  his  frame  would  creep; 

And  Haldee's  sweet  Ups  murmur'd  like  a brook 
A wordless  music,  and  her  i^e  so  fair 
Stirr’d  with  her  dream,  as  rose-leaves  with  the  air  ‘3 

XXX. 

Or  as  the  stirring  of  a deep  clear  stream 

Within  an  Alpine  hollow,  when  the  wind  I 

Walks  o’er  it,  was  she  shaken  by  the  dream,  j 

The  mystical  usurper  of  the  mind  — I 


> Learn  by  a mortal  yearning  to  ascend 

Towards  a bi^her  object.  Lute  was  given, 
Encouraged.  sanctiooM,  chiefly  for  that  end  \ 

For  tbu  the  |•;ul^iun  to  excess  wits  drb  en  — 

That  aelf  might  be  oanull'd—  her  bouilage  prove 
The  fetters  of  a dream,  oppoM'tl  to  love.'' 

WoHuswoiira’i  Laitdatnia.} 

* [“  The  shadowy  desert,  unfre<}^aented  woods, 

1 better  brook  than  flourishing  peopled  towns: 

There  can  1 lit  alone,  unseen  nt  any. 

Ami  to  the  nlghtlngaie's  complaining  notes 
Tune  my  distresses,  and  record  my  woes." 

SiuasPiAES.] 

’ Wilson’s  minor  poems,  **  On  the  Death  of  a 

Child*'  occurs  this  beautiful  image 

..."  All  her  innocent  thoughts, 

Like  rose-leaves  scatter'd.'‘J 

* t"  We  are  somewhat  more  Ilian  ourselves  in  our  ilecps, 
and  the  slumber  of  the  body  soemi  to  be  but  the  waking  of 
the  soul.  It  is  the  ligation  of  sense,  but  the  liberty  of  reason ; 
aud  our  waking  conceptions  do  not  match  the  fancies  of  our 
sleeps.  At  my  nativity  my  ascendant  was  the  watery  sign  ujf 
Scorplus  : I was  Ixirtl  In  the  planetary  hour  of  Satuni.  and  I 
think  I have  a piece  of  that  leaiteQ  planet  in  me.  1 am  no 
way  facetious,  nor  dispoicil  for  the  mirth  and  galliardise  of 
eom{>any ; yet  In  uuc  drc.vm  I can  compose  a whole  comedy, 
behold  the  action,  s{inrebrnd  the  jests,  and  laugh  myself 
awoke  at  the  coneeits  tnereof.  Were  my  memory  as  faithful 
as  my  reason  is  then  fruitful,  I would  never  study  but  in  my 
dreams ; and  this  time  also  would  1 choose  for  my  devotions ; 
but  our  grosser  memories  have  then  so  liUlc  hold  of  our 
itracted  undersUndings.  that  they  forgef  the  story,  and  can 
only  relate  to  otir  awakenisl  souls  a confused  and  broksm  talc 
of  that  that  has  pas»e(t"-~istM  Tuustas  Ubowne.] 

* ["  .Strange  state  of  tieing  f — for  *t  is  still  to  be~- 

And  a ho  can  know  all  false  what  then  we  see  ?"— MS.] 

* t!'*  One  of  the  flnest  moral  tales  1 ever  read,  Is  an  account 


I O’erpowering^  us  to  be  whate’er  may  seem 

Good  to  the  soul  which  we  no  more  can  bind ; 
i Strange  state  of  being  I (for  ’tls  still  to  be) 

I Senseless  to  feel,  and  with  scal’d  eyes  to  sec.  & 

' XXXI. 

I She  dream’d  of  being  alone  on  the  sea-sborc,^ 

Chain’d  to  a rock  1 she  knew  not  how,  but  stir 
She  could  not  from  the  spot,  ami  the  loud  roar 
Grew,  and  each  wave  rose  roughly,  tha'ateniiig  h«r ; 
And  o’er  her  upper  lip  they  seem’d  to  i>our. 

Until  she  sobb’d  for  breath,  and  soon  they  were 
Foaming  o'er  her  lone  head,  so  fierce  and  high  — 

I Each  broke  to  drown  her,  yet  she  could  not  die. 

i xxxir. 

Anon — she  was  released,  and  then  she  stray'd 
O’er  the  sharp  shingles  with  her  bleeding  feet. 

And  stumbled  almost  every  step  she  made; 

And  something  roll’d  before  her  in  a sheet, 

Which  she  must  still  pursue  howe’er  afraid : 

’Twas  white  and  Indistinct,  nor  stopp’d  to  meet 
Her  glance  nor  grasp,  for  sliil  she  gaze<l  and  grasp'd. 
And  ran,  but  it  escaped  her  as  she  clasp’d. 

XXXIII. 

The  dream  changed  :— in  a cave  she  stood.  Its  walls 
Were  hung  with  marble  Icicles ; the  work 
Of  ages  on  its  water-fretted  haJU,  [and  lurk ; 

Where  wave-s  might  wash,  and  seals  might  breed 
Her  hair  was  dripping,  and  the  very  balls 

Of  her  black  eyes  seem'd  turn’d  to  tears,  and  mirk 
The  sharp  rocks  look'd  below  each  drop  they  caught, 
^V'hich  (rote  to  marble  as  it  fell,  — she  thought. 

XXX IV. 

And  wet,  and  cold,  and  lifeless  at  her  feet. 

Pale  as  the  foam  that  fh>th’d  on  bis  dead  brow. 

Which  she  essay’d  In  vain  to  dear,  (how  sweet 
Were  once  her  cares,  how  idle  seem'd  they  now  1) 

of  a dream  In  the  Tatlcr,  which,  though  U has  every  appear- 
ance of  a rnal  dream,  comprehends  a moral  10  sublime  and 
so  Interesting,  th^  I qurstlon  whether  any  man  who  attends 
to  U can  ever  forget  It ; and.  If  he  remembers,  whether  be  1 
can  ever  cease  to  be  the  better  for  it.  Aiblison  is  the  author 
of  the  paper;  and  I shall  give  the  itoiyin  his  own  elegant 
words:  — * I was  once  lu  armies  of  grief that  are  unutterable, 
and  io  so  great  a dlstrocticm  of  mind,  that  i thought  myself 
even  out  or  the  possibility  of  receiving  comfort.  iTio  occa- 
sion was  as  follows : — When  I was  a youth,  In  a pan  of  the 
army  which  was  then  quartered  at  Dover.  I fell  In  love  with 
an  agreeable  young  woman  of  a good  family  In  lb*ise  parts, 
and  bod  the  satlsiutlon  of  seeing  tuy  addresses  kindly  re- 
ceived, which  occasioned  the  perplexity  1 am  going  to  relate. 

Wc  were,  in  a calm  evening,  diverting  ourselves,  on  the  top 
of  a cliff,  with  the  prospect  of  the  sea ; and  trifling  away  the  1 
time  In  such  little  fondnesses,  as  are  most  ridlcuidui  to  people  I 
in  business,  and  most  agreeable  to  those  in  tuve.  In  the  ' 
midst  of  these  our  innocent  endeanncnti,  she  snatched  a i 
paper  of  verses  nut  of  my  hand,  and  r.in  away  with  them.  I I 
was  following  her;  when  on  a sudden  the  ground,  though  at  i 
a cousIderabTe  distance  from  the  verge  of  the  pri'dpice,  sunk  ‘ 
under  her,  and  threw  her  down  from  so  prudjpoits  a height, 
upon  such  a range  of  rocks,  as  would  have  dashed  her  uuo 
ten  thousand  pieces,  had  her  body  been  made  of  adamattt. 

It  Is  much  easier  for  my  reader  to  Imagine  my  state  of  mind 
upon  such  an  occasion,  thati  for  me  to  express  it.  I said  to 
myself.  It  is  not  In  the  power  of  Henven  to  relieve  me— when 
1 awaked,  ctiusllr  transported  and  astonished,  to  see  mpclf 
drawn  nut  of  an  affliction,  whieh,  the  very  moment  b»”fore. 
appeared  to  be  altogether  Inextricable.' — What  fable  of 
if:sop,  nay  of  Homer,  or  of  Vlrgfl.  conveys  so  fine  a moral  t 
Yet  most  prople  have.  If  1 mistake  not.  met  with  such  de- 
liverances by  means  of  a dream.  Let  us  not  despise  Instruc- 
tion, how  mean  soever  the  vehicle  may  be  that  brings  it. 
Even  if  it  be  a dream,  let  us  learn  to  profit  hy  IL  For, 
whether  asle^  or  swake.  wo  arc  equally  the  care  of  Frovi- 
dence ; and  neither  a dream,  nor  a waking  thought,  con 
occur  to  ui  without  the  permisiiun  of  Him  in  whom  we  Uv^ 
smd  move,  and  have  our  being.’’—  Da.  Bsattis.] 
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Lay  Jiun,  nor  could  augSu  rrnrw  the  beat 
Of  his  quench'd  heart  : and  the  sea  dirges  low 
I Rang  In  her  sad  ears  like  a memiaid’s  song. 

And  that  brief  dream  apjH’ar’d  a life  too  long.  * 

XXXV. 

And  gazing  on  the  dead,  she  thought  hU  face 
Faded,  or  alter’d  into  something  new  — 

Like  to  her  father’s  fcattires,  till  each  trace 
More  like  and  like  to  I*ambro’s  aspect  grew  — 

1 With  all  his  keen  worn  look  and  (ircdan  grace ; 
i And  starting,  she  awoke,  and  what  to  view  ? 

! Oh  I Powers  of  Heaven  I what  dark  eye  meets  she 
I there  f 

'■  'TU — *t is  her  father's — fix'd  upon  the  pair ! 

XXXVI. 

Then  shrieking,  she  arose,  and  shrieking  fell. 

With  joy  and  sorrow,  hope  and  fear,  to  see 
Him  whom  she  deem'd  a habitant  where  dwelt 
The  ocean>buried,  risen  from  death,  to  be 
; Perchance  the  death  of  one  she  loved  too  well : 

Dear  as  her  father  had  been  to  Haidce, 

It  was  a moment  of  that  awful  kind 
I have  seen  such — but  must  not  call  to  mind. 

XXXVII. 

I Up  Juan  sprang  to  Haldce's  bitter  shriek, 

' Aud  caught  her  falling,  and  fh>m  off  the  wall 
I Snatch'd  down  his  sabre,  in  hot  haste  to  wreak 
Vengeance  on  him  who  was  the  cause  of  all : 

Then  Larobro,  who  till  now  forbore  to  speak. 

Smiled  scornfully,  and  said,  **  Within  my  call, 

A thousand  scimitars  await  the  word  ; 

Put  up,  young  man,  put  up  your  slUy  sword." 

xxxvni. 

And  Haid^  clung  around  him ; **  Juan,  'tis — 

'Tts  Lambro — 'tls  my  father ! Kneel  with  me 
He  will  forgive  us — yes  — it  must  be — yes. 

Oh  ] dearest  father.  In  this  agony 
Of  pleasure  and  of  pain  — even  while  I kiss 
Thy  garment's  hem  with  transport,  can  it  be 
That  doubt  thoiUd  mingle  srith  my  filial  joy  t 
> Deal  with  me  as  thou  wilt,  but  spare  this  Iwy." 

XXXIX. 

High  and  inscrutable  the  old  man  stood, 

Calm  in  his  voice,  and  calm  within  his  eye  — 

, Kot  always  signs  with  him  of  calmest  mood : 

He  look'd  uiK>n  her,  but  gave  no  reply  ; 

Then  turn'd  to  Juan,  In  whose  cheek  the  blood 
Oft  came  and  went,  as  there  rcsolvc<l  to  die ; 

In  am\s,  at  least,  be  stood,  in  act  to  spring 
On  the  first  foe  whom  Lambro's  call  might  bring. 

XL. 

« Young  man,  your  sword  ;**  so  Lambro  once  more 
Juan  replied,  “ Not  while  this  arm  is  fyee."  [said: 

> I**  I awoke  ftom  a dream — well  I and  bare  not  others 
dreamed  ?—  Such  a dream  !->but  she  did  cot  overtake  me. 
1 wish  the  dead  would  rest,  however.  Ugh  ! how  my  blood 
chilled  ~ and  1 could  not  wake  — and  — heigbo  1 
* Shadows  to-night 

Ifare  struck  more  terror  in  the  soul  of  Richard, 

Than  could  the  substance  of  ten  thousand, 

Arm'd  all  in  proof,*  Ac.  Ac 

I do  not  like  this  dream.—  I hate  its  ‘ foregone  conclusion.' 
And  am  I to  be  shaken  by  shadows?  Ay.  when  thi^  remind 
me  of— no  matter— but.  If  1 dream  thus  again.  1 will  try 
whether  a/J  slurp  has  the  like  risloni.  Since  1 rose,  1 'to 


The  uld  man’s  cheek  grew  pole,  but  not  with  dread, 
And  drawing  from  his  belt  a pistol,  be 
Replied,  **  Your  blood  be  then  on  your  own  head.** 
Then  look'd  close  at  the  ftint,  as  if  to  see 
*T  was  fresh  — for  he  had  lately  used  the  lock  — 

And  next  proceeded  quietly  to  cock. 

XLI. 

It  has  a strange  quick  jar  upon  the  r.ir. 

That  cocking  of  a pistol,  when  you  know 
A moment  more  will  bring  the  sight  to  bear 
Upon  your  person,  twelve  yards  off,  or  so ; 

A gentlemanly  distance,  not  too  near. 

If  you  have  got  a former  friend  for  foe ; 

But  after  being  fired  at  once  or  twice. 

The  ear  becomes  more  Irish,  and  less  nice. 

XLII. 

Lambro  presented,  and  one  instant  more 

Had  stopp’d  this  Canto,  and  Don  Juan’s  breach, 
WTien  HaidM  threw  herself  her  b»)y  before ; 

Stem  as  her  sire : ” On  me,"  she  cried,  “ let  death 
Descend — the  fault  Is  mine;  this  fiitil  shore 

He  found  — but  sought  not.  I have  pledged  my 
faith : 

1 love  him — 1 will  die  with  him : 1 knew 

Your  nature’s  firmness— know  your  daughter's  too." 

XLTU. 

A minute  past,  and  she  had  been  all  tears, 

And  tenderness,  and  Infancy ; but  now 
She  stood  as  one  who  champion’d  human  fears  — 

Pale,  statue«like,  and  stem,  she  woo’d  the  blow ; 
And  tall  bcy'ond  her  sex.  and  their  compeers, 

She  drew  up  to  her  height,  as  if  to  show 
A fairer  mark ; and  with  a fix'd  eye  scann'd 
Her  father's  face  — but  never  stopp'd  his  band. 

XLIV. 

He  gazed  on  her,  and  she  on  him ; 't  was  strange 
How  like  they  look’d  ! tlie  expression  was  the 
same; 

Serenely  savage,  with  a little  cliangc 

In  the  large  dark  eye's  mutual-darted  flame ; 

For  she,  too,  was  as  one  who  could  avenge, 

If  cause  should  be— a lioness,  though  tome. 

Her  father's  blood  before  her  father's  face 
Boil'd  up,  and  proved  her  truly  of  his  race. 

XLV. 

I said  they  were  alike,  their  features  and 

Their  stature,  dltfering  but  In  sex  and  years ; 

Even  to  the  delicacy  of  their  hand  * 

There  was  resemblance,  such  a«  true  blood  wears ; 
And  now  to  see  them,  thus  divided,  stand 
In  fix’d  ferocity,  when  joyous  tears, 

And  sweet  sensations,  should  have  welcomed  both. 
Show  what  the  passions  are  in  their  full  growth. 

been  In  considerable  bodily  pain  also ; but  It  U gone  aihl 
over,  and  now,  like  I.ord  Oclcby,  I am  wound  up  for  the 
day.”  — Jownso/,  1SI3.J 
’ (The  reader  will  observe  a curious  mark  of  proptenuity 
whiu  the  poet  notices,  with  respect  to  tb«  hands  of  the 
father  and  daughter.  lx>rd  Byron,  we  sust'CCt.  is  iodelrted 
for  the  tint  hint  of  this  tu  AU  rarha,  wlio.  by  the  bye.  It  the 
original  of  Laml>ro:  for,  when  hit  lordship  was  introduced, 
with  his  friend  Hobhoute,  tothatagreeablr-inAiiCicrcd  tyrant, 
the  vlrier  mIJ  that  be  knew  he  was  the  Mcgdlos  Anthrnp,i« 
(t.  e.  the  Great  Sian),  by  the  smallnuit  of  hit  cars  and  hands. 
— Gair] 
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XLVI. 

The  father  paused  a moment,  then  withdrew 
Ilii  weapon,  and  rephicnl  it;  but  stood  »UU 
And  looklnt;  on  her,  as  to  took  her  thro’ijth, 

*’  Not  /,’*  he  said.  **  have  sow;ht  tbU  strangcr'ii  Ul ; 
Not  / have  mailc  this  desolation : few 

Would  bear  such  outfit',  and  forbear  to  kill ; 

But  I must  do  my  duty  ^ how  thou  hast 
Done  thine,  the  present  vouches  for  the  paft  ^ 

xLvn. 

**  Let  him  disarm ; or,  by  my  ftither'f  head. 

His  own  shill]  roll  before  you  like  a ball  i " 

He  raised  his  whUtie.  as  the  wonl  he  said, 

And  blew  ; another  answer'd  to  the  call. 

And  rushing  In  disorderly,  though  led. 

And  arm'd  from  boot  to  turban,  one  and  all. 

Some  twenty  of  his  train  came,  rank  on  rank  ; 

He  gave  the  word,  — “ Arrest  or  slay  the  Frank.*’ 

XLVIll. 

'nien,  with  a sudden  movement,  be  withdrew 
HU  daughter ; while  compress'd  within  his  clasp, 
*Tviixt  her  and  Juan  interposed  the  crew; 

In  s'ain  she  strugglctl  in  her  (kther’s  grasp  — 

HU  arms  were  like  a serpent’s  coll : then  flew 
Upon  their  prey,  as  darts  an  angry  asp. 

The  file  of  pirates : save  the  foremost,  who 
Had  fallen,  with  his  right  shoulder  half  cut  through. 

XLIX. 

The  second  bad  his  check  laid  open ; but 
The  third,  a wary,  coed  old  sworder,  took 
The  blows  upon  hU  cutlass,  and  then  )iut 
Hii  own  well  in  ; so  well,  ere  you  could  look, 

His  man  was  flour'd,  and  helpless  at  his  f^mt. 

With  the  bUKxl  running  like  a little  brook 
From  two  smart  sabre  gashes,  deep  and  red- 
one on  the  arm,  the  other  on  the  bead. 

L. 

And  then  they  bound  him  where  he  fell,  and  bore 
Juan  from  the  apartment : with  a sign 
Old  I>ambru  txule  them  take  him  to  the  shore. 

Where  lay  some  ships  which  were  to  sail  at  nine.  * 
They  laid  him  in  a boat,  and  plied  the  oar 

Until  (hey  a*ach'd  some  galliots,  placed  in  line; 

* On  board  of  one  of  these,  and  under  hatches. 

They  stow'd  him,  with  strict  orders  to  the  watches. 

LI. 

The  w\>rld  is  full  of  strange  vicissitudes. 

And  here  was  one  exceedingly  unpleasant : 

A gentleman  so  rich  in  the  world’s  gtxxU, 

Handsome  and  young,  enjoying  ail  the  present, 

■ I**  .\nd  If  / dkl  my  duty  ai  thou  but, 

Thl*  hour  were  thliir,  and  thy  voung  minion's  lut.” 
— MS.) 

* TiU  further  orders  should  his  doom  usign.'*  — MS.) 

s ["  But  thou,  sweet  fury  of  the  fiery  rill. 

Makot  on  the  liver  a still  worse  4tuck ; 

Betides,  thy  price  is  lumethlng  dearer  still."— MS.) 

* [**  I hare  been  considering  what  can  be  the  reason  why  1 

always  wake  at  a certain  hour  in  the  morntns,  and  always  in 
very  l>ad  tplrlt*  — I may  say.  in  aetu.-il  desjioir  and  despond- 
vfKv,  in  all  res|WTts,  even  of  th.-tt  which  pleased  me  over 
Bight  In  about  an  hmir  or  two  this  jfoes  on.  and  I compose 
rimer  to  sleep  or,  at  least,  to  t|uiri.  In  England,  five 

years  as",  I h.id  tl>e  tame  kind  of  hyt^K-hondria,  but  accom- 
pani«xt  with  tnviokiii  a thirst,  that  1 have  drunk  as  many 
M thirteen  Nittles  of  soda-water  in  one  night,  after  guine  to 
bed.  and  been  still  thirsty.  At  present  I hare  not  the  thirst, 
but  the  dcprculoo  of  spirits  Is  no  less  violent.  What  is  it  ? 


i Just  &t  the  very  time  when  be  least  broods 
I On  such  a thing,  U suddenly  to  tea  sent, 

1 Wounded  and  chain'd,  so  that  be  cannot  move, 
j Aud  all  because  a lady  fell  in  love. 

La 

I Here  I must  leave  him,  fur  X grow  pathetic. 

Moved  by  the  Chinese  nymph  of  tears,  green  tea  I 
j Than  whom  C assandra  was  not  more  prophetic  i 
For  if  my  pure  libations  exceed  three, 

I I fee!  roy  heart  become  so  sympathetic, 

[ That  1 must  have  recourse  to  black  Bobea : 

I 'T  is  pity  wine  should  be  so  deleterious, 

' For  tea  and  coffee  leave  us  much  more  serious, 

I Lia 

I Unlees  when  qualified  with  thee,  Cognise  ] 

I Sweet  Naiad  of  the  Phlegrtbontic  rlU  I 
Ah  t why  the  liver  wilt  thou  thus  attack,  > 

I And  make,  like  other  nymphs,  thy  lovers  ill  ? * 
j I would  take  refuge  in  weak  punch,  but  rack 
(In  each  sense  of  the  word),  wbcue'er  1 fill 
, My  mild  and  midnight  beakers  to  the  brim, 
j Wakes  me  next  morning  with  Its  synonym 

LIT. 

I leave  Don  Juan  for  the  present,  safe  — 

[ Not  sound,  poor  fellow,  but  severely  wounded  ; 

I Yet  could  his  corporal  pangs  amount  to  half 
I Of  those  with  which  his  HaidL*e’s  bosom  bounded ! 

She  was  nut  one  to  weep,  and  rave,  and  chafe, 

I And  then  give  way,  subdued  becau^  surrounded ; 

Her  mother  was  a Moorish  maid  from  Fes, 

I Where  all  is  Eden,  or  a wilderness. 

LV. 

There  the  large  olive  rains  its  amber  store 

In  marble  fonts ; there  grain,  and  flower,  and  fruit. 
Gush  fh>m  the  earth  until  the  land  runs  o'er ; > 

But  there,  too,  many  a pobon-trec  has  root. 

And  midnight  listens  to  the  lion's  rxtar, 

And  long,  long  deserU  scorch  the  camel's  foot. 

Or  heaving  whelm  the  helpless  caravan  ; 

And  as  the  soil  is,  so  the  heart  of  man. 

LVI. 

Afric  U all  the  sun's,  and  as  her  eartli 
Her  human  clay  is  kindled  ; full  of  power 
For  good  or  evil,  burning  fhim  its  birth, 

The  Moorish  blood  partakes  the  planet’s  hour. 

And  like  the  soil  beneath  it  will  bring  forth  ; 

Beauty  and  love  were  Haidde’s  mother's  dower ; 
But  her  large  d.irk  eye  show'd  deep  I*aj«slon’s  force, 
Though  sleeping  like  a lion  near  a source.  ^ 

— /iKT  f I (uppoie  that  it  Is  all  hypochondria."  — Byron 
Diary,  H2I.J 

* ["  .\t  Fe*,  the  hoittet  of  the  great  and  weaiUiy  have, 
vrUhlaiide,  •uaclou*  cuurtt,  adorned  with  sumptuoiii  ealle- 
rirs.  founts  oi  the  finest  marble,  and  fish-pon<U,  thadeil  with 
orange,  lemon,  pomegranate,  and  fig  trees,  abounding  with 
fruit,  and  uruomrnted  with  roses,  hyacinths,  jasTnIne,  vToleti, 
and  other  odoriferous  flowers,  emitting  a delectalde  fra- 

I grance;  so  that  It  Is  Justly  called  a paradise."  — Jackson’s 
Morocco. "i 

• X"  Beauty  and  passion  were  the  natural  dower 

Of  ILdd^'s  nuKher,  but  her  cllmatc'i  force 
^ I.ay  at  her  heart,  though  steeping  at  the  lourrc." 

" But  In  her  Urge  eye  lay  deep  passion's  force. 

Like  to  a Ihm  sleeping  by  a source." 

Or, 

" But  In  her  Urge  eye  lay  deep  passion’s  force. 

As  sleeps  a lion  by  a river's  source."  — US.) 

T t 3 
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Lvn. 

Her  datightcr,  temper'd  with  a roflder  ray, 

Like  summer  clouds  all  silrer>’,  smooth,  and  lair, 
Till  slowly  charged  with  thunder  they  display 
Terror  to  earth,  and  tempest  to  the  ulr. 

Had  held  till  now  her  soft  and  milky  way ; 

But  overwrought  with  passion  and  dc^imlr. 

The  fire  burst  forth  from  her  Numidian  veins 
Even  as  the  Simoom  ^ sweeps  the  blasted  plains. 

LVIIL 

The  last  sight  which  she  saw  was  Juan’s  gore, 

And  he  himself  o'ermaster’d  and  cut  down ; 

His  blood  was  running  on  the  very  flour 
Where  late  he  trod,  her  beautiful,  her  own ; 

Thus  much  she  view’d  an  Instant  and  no  more, — 

I Her  struggles  ceased  with  one  convulsive  groan ; 

I On  her  sire’s  arm,  which  until  now  scarce  held 
I , Her  writhing,  fell  she  like  a cedar  fell’d. 

LTX. 

I I A vein  had  burst,  and  her  sweet  lips’  pure  dyes  ^ 

Were  dabbled  with  the  deep  blood  which  ran  o'er ; * 
' And  her  head  droop’d,  as  when  the  lily  lies  [br*rc 
I O’ercharged  with  rain  : her  summon’d  handmaid? 
Their  lady  to  her  couch  with  gushing  eyes  ; 

Of  herbs  and  cordials  they  produced  their  store, 

I But  she  defied  all  means  they  could  employ, 

[ idke  one  life  could  not  hold,  nor  death  destroy. 

I LX. 

Days  lay  she  in  that  state  unchanged,  though  chili  — 
With  nothing  livid,  still  her  lips  were  red ; 

She  had  do  pulse,  but  death  seem’d  absent  still ; 

Ho  hideous  sign  proclaim’d  her  surely  dead  ; 
Corruption  came  not  in  each  mind  to  kill 
All  hope ; to  look  upon  her  sweet  face  bred 

New  thoughts  of  life,  for  It  seem’d  full  of  soul 

She  had  to  much,  earth  could  not  claim  the  whole. 

LXI. 

The  ruling  passion,  such  as  marble  shows 
When  exquisitely  cblsell’d,  still  lay  there. 

But  fix'd  as  marble’s  unchanged  aspect  throws 
O’er  the  fair  Venus,  but  for  ever  lair ; * 

1 [The  tuflTocating  blast  of  the  Desert.  See  ant«,  p. 

* {'*  The  blood  gush’d  from  her  lips,  and  e.irs,  ar>d  «es ; 

Those  eyes,  so  beautiful  — betield  no  more."—  M.S.] 

* This  Is  no  very  uncommon  effret  of  the  rJolenre  of  eon. 
flirting  and  different  pauions.  The  Doge  Kiuicit  Koscarl, 
on  his  deposition  In  US7.  boaring  the  bells  of  St.  Mark  an* 
Dounce  the  election  of  his  successor,  " mourut  siibltement 
d'une  hfemorragie  cansee  par  one  relne  qul  I'^lata  dans  sa 
poitrine,"  (see  .vitmondl  and  Daru,  voU.  i,  and  II.  : see  alM 
ante,  p.  298.)  at  the  ago  of  eighty  years,  when  '*  H'JU?  teouJd 
have  thou£ht  the  oM  tuan  had  ta  much  b/otid  in  himf'*  Be. 
fore  1 was  sixteen  years  of  age.  I was  witness  to  a melancholy 
Instance  of  the  same  effect  of  mixed  passions  upon  a young 
person,  who.  howeriT,  did  not  die  In  conseqiienre.  at  that 
Ume,  but  fell  a Tieiun  some  years  afterwards  to  a seiciire  of 
the  same  kind,  arising  (tom  causes  intiraately  connected  « Ith 
agitation  of  mind. 

* fSee  ante,  p.  47.  The  view  of  the  Venus  of  Medids 
Instsmtly  suggests  the  lines  in  the  Seasons,"— 

— " With  wild  surprise. 

As  If  to  marble  struck,  deroid  of  sense, 

A stupid  moment  motionless  she  stood : 

So  stands  the  statue  that  enchants  the  world.’’ 

itoBIlOl'SI.] 

* ["  'The  sublime  mark  of  a great  soul  shines  fortlj,  in  al! 
its  lieaiity,  through  those  affecting  expresiiims  of  pain  and 
anguish  that  appear  in  tho  countenance  of  the  famous  loiu- 
coun,  and  diflUso  their  horrors  through  his  convulsed  mem- 
bers. 'rh<;  bitterness  of  his  torment  seems  to  be  fmprlntml 
on  each  muscle,  and  to  swell  every  uerve ; and  it  Is  expressed 
with  peculiar  energy,  by  the  contraction  of  the  abdomen  and 


1 


O’er  the  La«xw>n*s  all  eternal  throes  * 

And  ever-dying  GlatUator’s  air,  * 

Their  energy  like  life  funm  all  their  fame. 

Yet  looks  not  life,  for  tliey  arc  still  the  same.  — ^ 

LXIL 

She  woke  at  length,  but  not  as  sleepers  wake, 

Rather  the  dc;id,  for  life  seem’d  siomething  new, 

A strange  sensation  which  she  must  iiartAk:.: 

Perforce,  slticc  whatsoever  met  her  view 
Struck  not  her  memory,  though  a heav'y  ache 
Lay  at  her  heart,  whose  earliest  beat  stiU  true 
Brought  back  the  sense  of  pain  without  the  cause. 
For,  for  a while,  the  furies  made  a iiau>e. 

LXIII. 

She  look’d  on  many  a face  with  vacapt  eye, 

On  many  a token  without  knowing  what » 

She  saw  them  watch  her  without  asking  why  : 

And  reck’d  not  who  anmnd  her  pillow  sal; 

Not  stteechless,  though  she  spoke  not ; not  a sigh 
Relieved  her  thoughts ; dull  silence  and  quick  chat 
M ere  tried  In  vain  by  those  who  served ; she  gave 
No  sign,  save  breath,  of  ba\'ing  left  the  grave. 

LXIV. 

Her  handmaids  tended,  but  she  heeded  not ; 

Her  father  watch'd,  she  turn’d  her  eyes  away; 

She  recognised  no  l>elng,  and  no  si>ot. 

However  dear  or  cherish'd  In  their  day ; 

They  changed  from  room  to  room,  but  all  forgot, 
Gentle,  but  without  memory  she  lay ; 

At  length  tliose  eyes,  which  they  would  lain  be 
wea:ilng 

Bock  to  old  thoughts,  wax’d  full  of  fearful  meaning. 
LXV. 

And  then  a slave  bethought  her  of  a harp  ; 

The  harper  came,  and  tuncfl  his  instrument ; 

At  the  first  notes,  irregular  and  sharp. 

On  him  her  flashing  eyes  a moment  bent. 

Then  to  the  wall  she  turn'd  as  if  to  warp 

Her  thoughts  from  sorrow  through  her  bcart  re-sent ; 
And  he  began  a long  low  island  song 
Of  ancient  days,  ere  tjTanny  grew  strong. 

all  the  lower  parts  of  bis  body:  this  expreuioo  Is  so  lively, 
that  the  attentive  spectator  pa^okes,  in  some  measure,  of  ihu 
anguish  it  represents.  I’he  sulferings  of  the  body  and  the  ele- 
vation of  the  soul  arc  expressed  In  every  member  with  equ.vl 
encriry.  mul  form  the  m«>st  sublime  contrast  iraagiuable. 
!..anroon  suffers  it,  but  he  suffers  like  the  Phlloctctes  of  So- 
phocles; his  lamentable  situation  pierces  the  heart,  but  fills 
us,  at  the  same  nmc,  with  an  ambitious  desire  of  being  able 
to  imitate  liis  constsmey  and  magnanimity  in  the  pains  and 
suflbritigs  that  may  foil  to  our  lot."  — Winkilmann. 

in  the  group  of  the  {..aocnon,  the  frigid  ecstasies  of  Ger- 
man criticism  have  discovered  pity  like  a vapour  swimming 
nn  tlie  father's  eyes  ; he  is  seen  to  suppress  in  the  groan  for 
hit  children  the  shriek  for  himself— nis  nostrils  are  drawn 
upward,  to  express  IndignatloD  at  unworthy  sufferings,  whilst 
he  is  said  at  the  same  time  to  implore  celestial  help.  To 
these  are  added  the  winged  effecU  of  the  serpent-poison,  the 
writhings  of  Uie  body,  the  spasms  of  the  extremities : to  the 
miraculous  organisation  of  such  expression,  Agesander.  the 
sculptor  of  tho  Laocoon,  was  too  wise  to  lay  claim.  liis 
figure  is  a rl.xsi : it  ch.xracterises  evciT  tieauty  of  virility 
verging  on  ; tho  prince,  the  priest,  the  father  are  visible, 
but,  absorbed  in  the  man,  serve  only  to  dignify  the  victim  of 
one  great  expression ; though  poisra  the  artist  for  us,  to 
apply  the  compass  to  the  face  of  the  Laocoon  is  to  measure 
the  may  fluctuating  In  the  storm : this  trm|iestuous  front, 
this  runiracted  uosc,  the  Immersion  of  these  eyes,  and.  aimve 
all.  that  long-drawn  mouth,  are,  separate  and  united,  seats  of 
(^mvuUlon.  features  of  nature,  struggling  witlUn  the  Jaws  of 
death."— Ft’sxu.] 

• See  ahtr-,  p.  32] 

7 ["  Distinct  from  life,  as  being  still  the  some.**— MS.] 
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LXVL 

Anon  her  thin  wtn  fingers  beat  the  wall 

In  time  to  his  old  tune ; he  changed  the  theme, 
And  sung  of  love ; the  fierce  name  struck  through  all 
Her  recollection ; on  her  flash’d  the  dn^am 
Of  what  she  was,  and  Is,  tf  ye  could  call 
To  be  BO  being ; in  a gushing  stream 
The  tears  rush’d  forth  from  her  o’erclouded  brain. 
Like  mountain  mists  at  length  dissolved  in  rain. 

Lxvn. 

Short  solace,  \*aln  relief ! — thought  came  too  quick. 
And  whirl’d  her  brain  to  madness  ; she  arose 
As  one  who  ne'er  had  dwelt  among  the  sick. 

And  flew  at  all  she  met,  as  on  her  foes  ; 

Bat  no  one  ever  heard  her  speak  or  shriek. 

Although  her  paroxysm  drew  towards  its  close;  — 
Hers  was  a frenzy  which  disdain'd  to  rave. 

Even  when  they  smote  her,  in  the  hope  to  save. 

Tet  she  betray’d  at  times  a gleam  of  senv  ; 

Nothing  could  make  her  meet  her  father's  face, 
Though  on  all  other  things  with  looks  intense 
She  gazed,  but  none  she  o’cr  could  retrace ; 

Food  she  refused,  and  raiment ; no  pretence 
Avail’d  for  either;  neither  change  of  place, 

Nor  time,  nor  skill,  nor  remedy,  could  give  her 
Senses  to  sleep  — the  power  seem'd  gone  fur  ever. 

EXIX. 

Twelve  days  and  nights  she  wither'd  thus ; at  last, 
Without  a groan,  or  sigh,  or  glance,  to  show 
A parting  pang,  the  spirit  from  her  past : 

And  they  who  watch’d  her  nearest  could  not  know 
The  very  instant,  till  the  change  that  cast 
Her  sweet  face  Into  shadow,  dull  and  slow, 

Glazed  o’er  her  eyes — the  beautiful,  the  bl.nck  — 

Oh  I to  possess  such  lustre  — and  then  lack  1 t 

LXX. 

She  died,  but  not  alone  ; she  held  within 
A second  principle  of  life,  which  might 
Have  dawn’d  a fair  and  sinless  child  of  sin ; ^ 

But  closed  Its  little  being  without  light. 

And  went  down  to  the  grave  unborn,  wherein 
Blossom  and  bough  lie  wither’d  with  one  blight ; 
In  vain  the  dews  of  Heaven  descend  above 
The  bleeding  flower  and  blasted  fruit  of  love. 

* [“  And  then  he  drew  a dial  from  hti  poke. 

And  looking  on  U with  lack-luctrc  tjc." 

At  You  hik<  //•] 

Have  dawn'd  a child  of  beautj-,  though  of  lin.”  — 

“ Dunran  i*  In  hU  grave; 

After  life*!  fitful  fever  he  sleeps 

* (We  think  that  few  will  withhold  their  ipinpathp  from 
this  affertlng  catastrophe,  or  refuse  to  drop  a tear  over  the 
fate  of  the  luveljr  and  unfortunate  llaid^,  aM  to  bid  her 

'•  sleep  well 

Bjr  the  saa>shore,  whereon  the  loved  to  dwell. " 

Over  this  charming  ereature  the  poet  has  thrown  a beauty 
and  a fascination,  which  were  never,  wc  think,  surpassed. 
In  this,  as  In  the  former  cantos,  be  pours  out  a singular  mix* 
ture  of  pathos,  doggrel,  wit.  and  satire  ; taking  a strange  and 
almost  malignant  delight  In  dashing  the  laughter  lie  has 
raised  with  tears,  and  crossing  bis  finest  and  most  affi'cting 
passi^s  with  burlesque  ideas,  against  which  no  gravity  Is 
proor ->  Campuxll.] 


m’s.'," 


> [“  No  stone  is  thnro  to  read,  nor  tongue  to  say, 

No  dirge  — save  when  arise  the  stormy  sras.’'—  MS.] 


4 (It  will  be  advanced  that  her  amours  arv  objectionable, 
by  toiae  ^ticUous  critic. 

— ^ — 


I LXXI. 

I Thiu  lived— > thus  died  she  ; never  more  on  her 
Shall  sorrow  light,  or  sluuue.  She  was  not  made 
! Through  years  or  moons  the  inner  weight  to  bear. 
Which  colder  hearts  endun*  tiii  they  arc  laid 
By  age  In  earth  : her  days  and  pleasures  were 
Brief,  but  delightful — such  m had  not  staid 
. J>ong  with  her  deatiny ; but  she  sleeps  wcll> 
t Uy  the  sea-shore,  whereon  she  loved  to  dwell.  * 

! LXXII. 

That  isle  is  now  all  desolate  and  bare, 

' Its  dwellings  down,  its  tenunls  pass’d  away  ; 

None  but  her  own  and  father's  grave  U there. 

And  nothing  outward  tclU  of  human  clay; 

Te  could  nut  know  where  lies  a thing  so  fair. 

No  stone  is  there  to  show,  no  tongue  to  say. 

What  was ; no  dirge,  except  the  hollow  sea’s,  ^ 
Mourns  o’er  the  beauty  of  the  Cyclades. 

LXXIIL 

But  many  a Greek  maid  in  a loving  song 
Sighs  o’er  her  name  ; and  many  an  Islander 
With  her  sire’s  i-tor)’  makes  the  night  less  long ; 

Valour  WO.S  his  and  beauty  dwelt  with  her  : 

If  she  loved  rashly,  her  life  j^d  for  wrong  — <5 
A heavy  price  must  all  pay  who  thus  err. 

In  some  shape  ; let  nunc  Uilnk  to  fly  the  danger, 

For  soon  or  late  Love  is  his  own  avenger. 

LXXn'. 

But  let  me  change  this  theme,  which  grows  too  sad. 
And  lay  tbU  sheet  of  sorrows  on  the  shelf ; 

I don't  much  like  describing  people  mad. 

For  fear  of  seeming  rather  touch’d  myself — 
Besides,  I’ve  no  more  on  this  head  to  add  ; 

And  as  my  Mu*c  is  a capridtms  elf. 

We’ll  put  alMut,  and  try  another  t;u‘k 
With  Juan,  left  baif->kiU'd  some  stanzas  back. 

LXXY. 

Wounded  and  fetter’d,  “cabin’d,  cribb’d,  confined,* 7 
Some  days  and  nights  elapsed  before  that  he 
Could  altogether  call  the  past  to  mind ; 

And  when  be  did,  be  found  himself  at  sea. 

Sailing  six  knots  an  hotur  before  the  wind ; 

The  shores  of  Dion  lay  beneath  their  lee  — 
Another  time  be  might  have  liked  to  see  'em. 

But  DOW  was  not  much  pleased  with  Cape  8i^um.  b 

“ W*ho  mince*  virtue,  aad  doth  shake  the  head 
To  hoar  of  pleasare'i  name.*' 

If  the  loves  of  Juan  and  HaidiV  are  not  pore  and  Iiinoeent, 
and  dictated  with  auflldent  delicacy  ami  propriety,  the  tender 
possinn  may  as  well  ho  stnick  at  once  out  of  the  Hit  of  the 

K’«  themes.  We  must  shut  otir  eyes  and  harden  our 
Is  agalnit  the  master^asilon  of  our  existence ; and,  be- 
coming mere  creatures  of  hypocrisy  and  form,  chu’ge  even 
Milton  himself  with  folly.  — Campbell.] 

f (“  But  now  1 m catdn'd,  crlbb'd,"  ftc.—  SuASsrEAii.] 

* (We  had  a full  view  of  Mount  Ida, 

••  WTiore  Juno  once  caresi’d  her  amorous  Jove, 

And  Che  world's  master  lay  subdued  by  love." 

We  anchored  at  Cape  Janissary,  the  famous  promontory  of 
SIgiram.  My  curiosity  supplied  me  with  strength  to  climb 
to  the  top  of  it.  to  sec  the  place  w here  Achilles  was  hurled, 
and  where  Alexander  ran  naketl  round  hU  tomb,  in  honour 
of  him  — which  no  doubt  was  a irrent  romfnrt  to  his  ghost. 
Farther  downward  we  saw  the  promrintnry  famed  for  the 
sepulchre  of  Ajax.  WTille  I reviewed  these  eelehrated  fields 
and  rivers,  I admired  the  exact  geography  of  Homer,  whom 
I had  in  my  hand.  Almost  every  epithet  he  gives  to  a moun- 
tain or  plain  is  still  just  for  it  ; and  1 s(>ent  several  hours 
here  in  at  agreeable  cc^tations  as  ever  Dun  Quixote  bad  on 
Mount  Montesinos.  — Ladt  M.  W.  Homtagu.] 

Tt  4 
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CAfTTO  IV. 


I LXXVL 

! There,  on  the  jfreen  and  vtlUgc-cotted  hlU,  b 
[ (Flank’d  by  the  Hellespont,  and  by  the  sea) 
Entomb'd  the  bravest  of  the  brave,  Achilles  ; 

! They  say  so — (Bryant  says  the  contrary): 

' And  further  downwani,  tall  and  towering  still,  Is* 

The  tumulus — of  whom?  Heavenknows;  ’tmaybe 
Patroclus,  Ajax,  or  Protcsllaus ; * 

All  heroes,  who  If  living  still  would  slay  us. 

LXXVII. 

High  barrows,  without  marble,  or  a name, 

A vast,  untiU’d,  and  mountain-skirted  plain, 

And  Ida  In  the  distance,  still  the  same. 

And  old  Scamander  (if  His  he),  remain ; 

The  situation  seems  still  form’d  for  fkme  — 

A hundred  thousand  men  might  light  again, 

With  ease  ; but  where  1 sought  for  Ilion's  walls, 

The  quiet  sheep  feeds,  and  the  tortoise  crawls ; 

LXXVIU. 

Troops  of  untendc<l  horses  ; here  and  there 
Some  little  hamlets,  with  new  names  uncouth; 
Some  shepherds  (unlike  Paris),  led  to  stare 
A moment  at  the  European  youth 
Whom  to  the  spot  their  school-boy  feelings  bear  ; » 

A Turk,  with  beads  In  hand,  and  pipe  in  mouth, 

I Extremely  taken  with  his  own  religion. 

Are  what  I found  there  — but  the  dc^*U  a Phrygian. 

j LXXIX. 

Don  Juan,  here  permitted  to  emerge 

From  his  dull  cabin,  found  himself  a slave  ; 

Forlorn,  and  gaxing  on  the  deep  blue  surge, 
O'ershadow’d  there  by  many  a hero’s  grave ; 

Weak  still  with  loss  of  blood,  he  scarce  could  urge 
A few  brief  questions ; and  the  answers  gave 
No  very  satisfactor)*  information 
, About  bis  past  or  present  situation. 

! LXXX. 

j He  saw  some  fellow  captives,  who  appear’d 
To  be  Italians,  as  they  were  in  fiict ; 

From  them,  at  least,  their  destiny  he  heard. 

Which  was  an  odd  one ; a troop  going  to  act 

» fProceedlng  towards  the  cast,  and  round  the  bar  dls- 
tinrOr  pointed  out  by  Strabo,  as  the  harbour  In  which  the 
Grertan  fleet  was  slalioned.  we  arrlTcd  at  the  sepulchre  <jf 
Alas,  upon  the  ancient  Rhartian  promontory.  In  all  that 
remains  of  former  agc»,  I know  of  nothing  likely  to  aflbct  the 
inlnd  by  emotions  of  local  enthusiasm  more  powerfully  than 
this  most  Interesting  tomb.  It  is  Impossible  to  slew  its  sub* 
lime  and  simple  form  without  calling  to  mind  the  veneration 
so  long  paid  to  it;  without  picturing  to  the  Imagination  a 
suecrsslvc  series  of  mariners,  of  kings  and  herori.  who,  from 
the  Helles|>ont,  or  by  the  shores  of  Troas  and  ('hrnonesus, 
or  on  the  seimlehre  itself,  poured  forth  the  tribute  of  their 
homage  ; and,  finally,  without  representing  to  the  mind  the 
feelings  of  a native,  or  of  a trareller.  in  those  times,  who, 
after  viewing  the  existing  momunent,  and  witnessing  the 
' instanees  of  public  and  of  private  regard  so  constantly  be- 
stowed upon  It.  should  have  been  told  the  age  was  to  arrive 
when  the  existence  of  Troy,  and  of  the  mighty  dead  en- 
tombed upon  its  plain,  would  be  considered  as  having  no 
foundation  In  truth.—  Da.  E.  D.  CLsaat.] 

* C*  The  Troad  is  a flue  field  for  conjecture  and  snlpe- 
shnollng.  and  a gmid  sportsman  and  an  ingenious  scholar 
may  exerdw  llieir  fwt  and  faculties  to  great  advantage  upon 
the  spot ; — or.  If  they  prefer  riding,  lose  their  way,  as  1 did,  l 
in  a cursed  quagmire  oi  the  Scamander.  who  wriggles  almut, 
as  If  the  Dardan  virgins  still  offered  their  wonted  tribute. 
The  only  vestige  «>f  Troy,  or  her  destroveri,  are  the  barrows 
tup;K>s«-d  toconiaio  the  carcases  of  Achilles,  Antllochus,  Ajax, 
Ac. ; lait  Mount  Ida  Is  still  In  Msh  fenther,  though  the  «hep- 
benit  are  now>a-<Uyi  not  muen  like  Gan)*mcde."— iSyrrofs 
Lrttrn,  Hin.] 

) (Nothing  could  be  more  agreeable  than  our  frequent 


In  Sicily  — all  sln^rs,  duly  reir'd 

In  their  vocation  ; had  not  been  a.tnck'd 
In  sailing  fh>m  Livorno  by  the  pirate. 

But  sold  by  the  impresario  at  no  high  rate.  * 

LXXXL 

By  one  of  these,  the  buffo  > of  the  party, 

Juan  was  told  about  their  curious  case ; 

For  although  destined  to  the  Turkish  mart,  be 
Stilt  kept  his  spirits  up  — at  least  hU  face ; 

The  little  fellow  really  look’d  quite  hearty. 

And  bore  him  with  some  gaiety  and  grace. 

Showing  a much  more  reconciled  demeanour. 

Than  did  the  prima  donna  and  the  tenor. 

LXXXIL 

In  a few  words  he  told  their  hapless  story. 

Saying,  **  Our  Machlavelian  impresario, 

Making  a signal  off  some  promontory, 
llaU'd  a strange  brig ; Corpo  di  Caio  Mario  t 
We  were  tranifcrr’d  on  board  her  in  a hurry. 

Without  a single  scudo  of  salario ; 

But  If  the  Sultan  has  a taste  for  song. 

We  will  revive  our  fortunes  before  long. 

LXXXIII. 

**  The  prima  donna,  though  a little  old. 

And  haggard  with  a dissipated  Hfc, 

And  sul^ect,  when  the  house  U thin,  to  coM, 

Has  some  good  notes  ; and  then  the  tenor's  wife. 
With  no  great  voice,  is  pleasing  to  behold  ; 

Last  carnival  she  made  a deal  of  strife, 

By  carrying  off  Count  Cesarc  Cicouna 
From  an  old  Roman  princess  at  Bologna. 

LXXXIV. 

**  And  then  there  are  the  dancers  ; there 's  the  Nfni, 
With  more  than  one  profession  gains  by  all ; 

Then  there ’t  that  laughing  slut  the  Pelegrlnl, 

She,  too,  was  fortunate  last  carnival, 

And  made  at  least  Ave  hundred  good  secchlnl. 

But  spends  so  fast,  she  has  not  now  a paul ; 

.\nd  then  there ’s  the  Orotesca  — such  a dancer  ! 

Where  men  have  souls  or  bodies  she  must  answer. 

rambles.  The  peataius  of  the  numerous  rlUages.  whom  we 
fTequentir  encountered  ploughing  with  thrir  UiffiUoes.  or 
driving  their  creaking  wicker  can.  laden  with  ^gots  from 
the  mountains,  whether  Greeks  or  Turks,  showed  no  inclin- 
ation to  Interrupt  our  pursuits.  Parties  of  our  crew  might 
be  seen  sesUter^  over  the  plain,  collecting  the  tortoises 
which  swarm  on  the  sides  of  the  rivulets,  and  are  found  I 
under  every  Airxe-bush — HoanoL’sK.]  I 

^ This  is  a fact.  A few  years  ago  a man  engaged  a com-  I 
pany  for  some  foreign  theatre,  embarked  (hem  at  an  Italian  ' 
|K>rt,  and  carrying  tliem  to  Algiers,  sold  them  all.  One  of 
the  women,  returned  from  her  rapttvlty,  1 heard  sing,  by  a 
strange  coincidence,  in  Rossini’s  opera  of  **  L’ltaliana  In 

Algi^,**  at  Venice,  In  the  beginning  of  li>17 (We  have 

reason  to  believe  that  the  following,  which  we  take  from  the 
MS.  Journal  of  a highly  respectable  traveller,  is  a more  ct>r- 
rect  armiint:  — " In  IH13.  a Signor  GuarlgUa  indtieed  several 
young  persoiu  of  both  sexes  — none  of  them  exceeding  fiReen 
years  of  age  — (o  artompwy  him  on  an  operatic  excursion  ; 
part  to  form  (he  opera,  and  part  the  ballet,  lie  conlrlrt^  to 
cft  them  on  board  a vessel,  which  took  them  to  J.inlna.  where 
ne  sold  them  for  the  tuisvst  pvirposrs.  Some  died  from  the 
cfTcct  of  (he  climate,  and  some  irom  suffering.  Among  the 
I few  who  returned  were  a Signor  Molinarl,  and  a female 
dancer  named  UonfiglU.  who  afterwards  beeatne  the  wife  of 
Crespi,  the  tenor  singer.  The  wretch  who  so  basely  sold 
them  was,  when  I.nrd  Rrron  resided  at  Venice,  empluyed  as 
capo  do’YcstarJ,  or  head  Uilur,  at  the  rcnice.’'—  Guaham.] 

* [A  comic  singer  In  the  opera  huflk.  The  ItnHani,  how- 
ever. distinguish  the  btilT<>  cantante,  which  requires  gtW 
singing,  from  the  buflb  coanico,  in  which  there  is  more  I 
acting.] 


I 


LXXXV. 

I **  As  for  the  flj^ranti  ^ they  arc  like 
I The  rest  of  all  that  tribe ; with  here  and  there 
i A pretty  peraon,  which  perhaps  may  strike, 

! The  rest  arc  hardly  fitted  for  a fair ; 

There ’s  one,  though  tall  and  stiffer  than  a pike, 

Yet  has  a sentimental  kind  of  air 
] Which  might  go  far,  but  she  don’t  dance  with  vigour ; 
The  more 's  the  pity,  with  her  fticc  and  figure. 
LXXXVL 

^ As  for  the  men.  they  arc  a middling  set ; 

The  musico  is  but  a crack'd  old  basin, 

But  being  qualified  in  one  way  yet, 

May  the  seraglio  do  to  set  his  face  In,  * 

And  as  a servant  some  preferment  get ; 

I His  singing  I no  further  tnut  can  place  in : 

From  all  the  Pope  > makes  yearly 't  would  perplex 
To  find  three  perfect  pipes  of  the  third  sex. 

LXXXVIL 

•*  The  tenor’s  voice  is  spoilt  by  affectation. 

And  for  the  bass,  the  beast  can  only  bellow ; 

In  fact,  he  had  no  singing  education, 

An  ignorant,  noteless,  timeless,  tuneless  fellow  ; 
But  being  the  prima  donna's  near  relation. 

Who  swore  hU  voice  was  very  rich  and  mellow, 
They  hired  him,  though  to  bear  him  you 'd  believe 
An  ass  was  practising  recitative. 

LXXXVIIL 

**  *T  would  not  become  myself  to  dwell  upon 

My  own  merits,  and  though  young  — I see.  Sir — you 
Have  got  a travell'd  air,  which  speaks  you  one 
To  whom  the  opera  is  by  no  means  new : 

You  Ve  heard  of  Kaucocanti < ? — I'm  the  man ; 

The  time  may  come  when  you  may  hear  me  too; 
You  was  not  last  year  at  the  fklr  of  Lugo, 

But  next,  when  I'm  engaged  to  sing  there do  go. 
LXXXIX. 

**  Our  baritone  ^ I almost  had  forgot, 

A pretty  lad,  but  bursting  with  conceit ; 

With  graceful  action,  science  not  a jot, 

A voice  of  no  great  compass,  and  not  sweet. 

He  always  is  complaining  of  his  lot. 

Forsooth,  scarce  fit  for  ballads  in  the  street ; 

In  lovers'  parts  his  passion  more  to  breathe. 

Having  no  heart  to  show,  be  shows  his  teeth.  ” 

XC. 

Here  Raucocanti's  eloquent  recital 
Was  Interrupted  by  the  pirate  crew, 

\^'hi>  come  at  stated  moments  to  Invite  all 

The  captives  back  to  their  sad  berths ; each  threw 
A rueful  glance  upon  the  waves,  (which  bright  all 
From  the  blue  skies  derived  a double  blue, 

Dancing  all  free  and  happy  in  the  sun,) 

And  then  went  down  the  hatchway  one  by  one. 

XCL 

They  heard  next  day — that  in  the  Dardanelles, 
Waiting  for  his  Sublimity’s  firman, 

* [The  fiaurantt  are  thf>»e  dinceri  of  a hAllei  who  do  not 
dance  slnaly,  but  many  toirether,  and  serve  to  fill  up  the 
background  during  the  exhibition  of  Individual  performera. 
They  corrmpond  to  the  chorus  in  the  opera.  — Guahau.] 

* To  help  the  ladies  In  their  dress  and  lacing. 

9 It  is  strange  that  it  should  be  the  Pope  and  the  Sultatt, 
who  are  the  rhirf  encouragers  of  this  branch  of  trade  — wo- 
men being  prohibited  as  singers  at  St.  Peter's,  and  not  deemed 
trustworthy  as  g\urdians  of  the  harem. 

* [Rs'jco-cantl  — may  be  rendered  by  tloarse-sonc  ] 


The  most  imperative  of  sovereign  spells,  ' 

Which  everv'body  duet  without  who  can,  i 

More  to  secure  them  in  their  naval  cells,  i 

Lady  to  lady,  well  as  man  to  man, 

Were  to  be  chain’d  and  lottcil  out  per  couple, 

' For  the  slave  market  of  Constantinuple. 

XCIL 

It  seems  when  this  allotment  was  made  out. 

There  chanced  to  be  an  odd  male,  and  odd  female,  I 
Mlio  (after  some  discussion  and  some  doubt,  i 

If  the  soprano  might  be  deem'd  to  be  male. 

They  placed  him  o’er  the  women  as  a scout) 

Were  link’d  together,  and  it  happen'd  the  male  : 
Was  Juan, — who,  an  awkward  thing  at  his  age, 

{ Pair'd  off  with  a Bacchante  blooming  visage.  |l 

XCIII. 

With  Kaucocanti  lucklessly  was  chain'd 

The  tenor ; these  two  hated  with  a hate  j 

Found  only  on  the  stage,  and  each  more  pain'd  I 

With  this  his  tunefbl  neighbour  than  hU  fate ; I 
I Sad  strife  arose,  for  they  were  so  cross-grain'd. 

Instead  of  bearing  up  without  debate,  | 

That  each  pull'd  different  ways  with  many  an  oath,  i 
**  Arcades  ambo,**  id  eat  — blackguards  both-  ^ 

xc^^ 

Juan's  companion  was  a Romagnole, 

But  bred  within  the  march  of  old  Ancona, 

With  eyes  that  look’d  into  the  very  soul 
(And  other  chief  points  of  a bella  donna"), 
i Bright  — and  as  black  and  burning  as  a coal ; 

And  through  her  clear  brunette  complexion  shone  a 
Great  wish  to  please  — a most  attractive  dower, 
Especially  when  added  to  the  power. 

XCV. 

But  all  that  power  was  wasted  upon  him, 
j For  sorrow  o’er  each  seme  held  stem  command  ; • 

I Her  eye  might  flash  on  his,  but  found  it  dim : 

And  though  thus  chain'd,  as  natural  her  hand 
Touch’d  his,  nor  that  — nor  any  handsome  limb 
(And  she  bad  some  not  easy  to  withstand) 

Could  stir  his  pulse,  or  make  bis  faith  feel  brittle ; 
Perhaps  bis  recent  wounds  might  help  a little. 

XCVI. 

Ko  matter ; we  should  ne'er  too  much  inquire. 

But  heti  are  fects : no  knight  could  be  more  true, 
And  firmer  fiUth  no  ladye-lovc  desire ; : 

We  will  omit  the  proofs,  save  one  or  two  : ^ 

'T  is  said  no  one  in  hand  “ ran  bold  a fire  i 

By  thought  of  frosty  Caucasus  ' ; ^ but  few,  j 

I nally  think ; yet  Juan's  then  ordeal 
Was  more  triumphant,  and  not  much  less  real, 

XCVII. 

Here  I might  enter  on  a chaste  description, 

Having  withstood  temptation  in  my  youth,* 

But  hear  that  several  people  take  exception 
At  the  first  two  books  having  too  much  truth ; 

* [A  male  voice,  the  compwa  of  which  partakei  of  those  of 
the  comninn  hass  and  the  tenor,  but  dues  not  extend  so  far 
dovmw.xriU  as  the  one,  nor  to  an  equal  height  with  the  other. 

— GasHta.j 

* That  each  pull'd  different  ways  — and  waxlns  rough, 

Had  cuff'd  each  other,  only  fur  the  caff." MS-] 

? Oh.  who  can  hold  a fire  In  hii  hand. 

By  thinking  on  the  frosty  Caucasus  'f  SnAXspxaaa.] 

* f"  Haring  bad  some  experience  In  my  youth."— HS.J 
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Therefore  I ’ll  make  Don  Juan  leave  the  ship  soon. 
Because  the  publisher  decUrrs,  In  sooth. 

Through  needles'  eyes  it  easier  for  the  camel  is 
To  pass,  than  those  two  cantos  into  families. 

xcvm. 

T is  all  the  same  to  me  ; I 'm  fond  of  yielding, 

I And  therefore  leave  them  to  the  purer  page 
■ Of  Smollett,  Prior,  Ariosto,  Fielding, 

I Who  &ay  strange  things  for  so  correct  an  age 
1 once  had  great  alacrity  in  fielding 
j My  pen,  and  liked  poetic  war  to  wage, 

And  recollect  the  time  when  all  this  cant 
I Would  have  provoked  remarks  which  now  it  shan’t.  > 

XCLX. 

As  boys  love  rows,  my  boyhood  liked  a squabble ; 

^ But  at  this  hour  I wish  to  part  in  peace, 

. leaving  such  to  the  literary  rabble » 

Whether  my  verse’s  fame  be  doom’d  to  cease 
While  the  right  hand  which  wrote  it  still  is  able. 

Or  of  some  centuries  to  take  a lease, 

The  grass  upon  my  grave  will  grow  as  long. 

And  sigh  to  midnight  winds,  but  not  to  song. 

C. 


CANTO  IV.  I 


Too  often  in  its  fury  overcoming  all 
Who  would  as ’t  were  Identify  their  dust 
From  out  the  wide  destruction,  which,  entombing  all,  I 
I.,eaves  nothing  till  “ the  coming  of  the  just”  — 

Save  change ; I 've  sUhkI  upon  Achilles'  tomb,«  I 

And  heard  Troy  doubtetl*;  time  will  doubt  of  Rome,  i 
CU. 

The  very  generations  of  the  dead 

Arc  swept  away,  and  tomb  inherits  tomb, 

I Until  the  roeroor}'  of  an  age  Is  fled, 

I And,  buried,  sinks  beneath  Us  ofr»pring’s  doom : 

I Where  arc  the  epitaphs  our  fathers  read  ? 

I Save  a few  glean’d  from  the  sepulchral  gloom 
i ^\'hich  once-named  myriads  namcii'^s  lie  beneath, 

I And  h»c  their  own  in  universal  death.  * 

aiL 

' 1 canter  by  the  spot  each  afternoon 
! \\*hcre  perish'd  in  his  func  the  hero-boy, 
j Who  lived  too  long  for  meu,  but  died  too  soon 
For  human  vanity,  the  young  l)e  Foix  ! 
j A broken  pillar,  not  uncoutbly  hewn, 

But  which  neglect  is  haslciiing  to  destroy, 

I Records  Ravenna's  carnage  on  Us  face, 
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j Of  poets  who  come  down  to  us  through  distance 
I Of  time  and  tongues,  the  foster-babes  of  Fame, 

I Life  seems  the  smallest  ponton  of  exUience ; 

Where  twenty  ages  gather  o'er  a name, 

*Tis  as  a snowball  which  derives  assistance 
From  every  flake,  and  yet  rolls  on  the  same, 

Even  till  an  iceberg  it  may  chance  to  grow ; 

But,  after  all,  ’t  is  nothing  but  cold  snow. 

Cl. 

And  so  great  names  are  nothing  more  than  nominal. 
And  love  of  glorj'  's  but  an  ain*  lust, 

t [*'  Don  Joan  will  be  known,  6^  and  by,  for  what  it  U In- 
tended—a  satire  on  In  the  present  statoi  of  ioclet)', 

and  not  an  oulour}'  of  rkc.  It  tna}*  l>e  now  and  then  «'olup. 
tuoui : — 1 can’t  help  that.  Ariosto  Is  wurte.  Smollett  (see 
Lord  Strutweli  in  iiodcritk  Random)  ten  Umes  worse;  and 
FielcUnc  no  bcuer . No  girl  will  cVer  !'«  seduced  liy  reading 
Don  Juan : — No,  no ; sho  will  go  to  Liitle't  Poems,  anii 
Hotuseau't  Homant  for  that,  or  even  to  the  immaculate 
Oe  SCari.  Ibey  will  encour;^  her,  and  not  the  Don. 
who  laughs  at  that,  and-.-and~tnost  other  things.  But 
nerer  mind— Ca  irai  " — Lord  Byron  to  Afr.  Murrey, 
I«W.] 

• I stood  upon  the  plain  of  Troy  daily,  for  more  than 
a month.  In  lAlU;  atnl  if  anything  dimtnlsbcd  my  plea- 
sure. it  was  that  the  blackguard  Bryant  bad  Unpugnea  its  \e- 
TvAty."  — Byron  Diary,  i'^21.] 

3 [It  seems  hardly  to  admit  of  doubt,  that  the  plain  of 
Anatolia,  watered  br  the  Mender,  and  backed  by  a mouiitain- 
oui  ridge,  of  which  Kaidaghy  is  the  summit,  oShri  the  precise 
territory  alluded  to  by  Homer.  The  long  cootroreriy,  ex- 
cited hy  Mr.  Bryant's  puhliratioo,  and  since  so  vehemently 
•gltateo.  would  probably  never  iiave  existed,  had  it  not  been 
for  the  erroneous  nruips  of  the  country  which,  even  to  this 
hour,  disgrace  our  gTnigraplilcal  knowledge  of  that  part  of 
Asia.  — Da.  E.  D.  CtAaKa. 

" Although  a real  poet  it  naturally  anxious  to  avail  himself 
of  interesting  and  well-known  scenery,  and  a story  hallowed 
by  tra'iititm,  yet  it  b only  so  Ur  as  they  suit  his  purpose,  that 
either  tradition  or  topography  will  be  adhered  to:  and  It  is 
surely  preposterous  to  expect  that  in  a noem,  so  long,  so 
varied,  ana  so  busy  as  that  of  Homer,  he  thowld  exactly  con- 
form to  the  sober  rules  of  the  annalist,  or  the  Und-surveyur. 

I It  was  the  general  opinion  of  antiquity,  that  Homer  had,  in 
many  respMts,  departed  (mm  the  truth  of  history  in  the 

I I orti-m  of  his  poem.  Nor  can  any  reason  be  aisignwl  why  he 
1 1 sliouid  not,  by  an  equal  privilege,  have  omitted  or  soPened. 

I or  altered,  such  features  of  the  scenery  as  interfered,  iti  his 
« oplalon.  with  the  eCh-ct  or  coherence  of  his  narrjUion.  But. 
I while  a poet  hiretcif  b seldom  thus  particular,  it  is  the  privi- 
I lege  of  poetry  to  bestow,  even  on  hnagirury  scenery,  the  roi- 
I nut  enet*  anti  liveliness  which  convey  the  idea  of  accuracy,— 
1 and  if  only  the  general  ffvituroa  ofhb  pklure  are  correct,  the 
I aeol  of  lib  admirers  in  after -ages  will  not  fiul  to  assign  a local 


MTiile  weeds  and  ordure  rankle  round  ttic  base.  * 

: CIV. 

I I pass  each  day  where  Dante’s  bones  are  laid  : 

I A little  cupola,  more  neat  than  solemn, 

Protects  his  dust,  but  reverence  here  Is  paid  ^ 

To  the  bard's  tomb  7,  and  nut  the  warrior’s  co- 
lumn : 

I The  time  mu«t  come,  when  Iwth  alike  decay’d, 

1 The  chieftain’s  trophy,  and  the  poet's  volume, 
j Will  sink  where  lie  the  songs  and  wars  of  earth. 
Before  Pclidcs’  death,  or  Homer's  birth. 

h.ibltAtlon  to  even  the  wildest  of  his  features.  TTie  sexton  of 
MclruM  hoi  olreadr  begun  to  point  mit  the  tomb  of  Michael 
Scott,  as  descrilH-d  in  the  l.ar  of  the  I.A%t  Minstrel ; and 
though  Ibo  main  outlines  of  Uomer's  picture  are  perfectly 
copM  from  nature,  yet  we  doubt  not  that  many  of  tnose  ob- 
jects to  which  Strabo  refers,  instead  of  alFording  subjects  for 
the  bard  to  describe,  derived,  in  after-days,  their  niune  .*uid 
designation  from  his  description."— BtAitop  Huiem.) 

* ["  Ixxvk  bock  who  list  unto  the  former  ages, 

Ami  c-ill  to  count  what  is  of  them  become  ; 

Where  tie  those  learned  wits  and  antique  sages 
Which  of  all  wisdom  knew  the  perfect  sum  ? 

Where  those  great  warriors  which  did  overrome 
The  world  with  conquest  oftlieir  might  and  main, 
And  nude  one  mear  of  the  earth  and  of  their  r«'igu." 

SfSNXEll.l 

* The  pilLir  which  reeords  the  Inltie  of  Ravenna  is  aliout 
I two  miles  from  the  city,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river  to 
I the  road  towards  Forli.  Gastun  ue  Foix.  who  gained  thu 
I Uutcle,  was  killed  in  it:  there  fell  on  both  liuvs  twenty 
i thousand  men.  I'he  present  state  of  the  pillar  and  its  site 
is  describe*!  in  the  l«  xt.  — [De  Foix  was  Iiuke  of  Nemours, 
.and  nephew  to  Ixiuis  XII.,  who  gave  him  the  guvumment  of 
. Milan,  and  moile  him  ^neral  of  ids  army  In  Italy.  Tne 
: young  hero  tlgTiallsod  Ids  valour  and  abilities  in  vartcus 
I artions.whlch  terminated  in  the  battle  of  Kavenna.  fought  on 
' I'astnr-day,  I.M2.  After  he  had  obtained  the  victory,  he 
I could  not  bedUtuaded  ftom  pursuing  a body  of  Spanish  In- 
j fanlry,  which  retreated  in  gwd  order.  Making  a ftiriuus 
j char^  on  this  brave  troop,  he  was  ihrovn  from  bis  horse, 
I and  deinatcltcd  by  a thrust  of  a pike.  He  perished  in  hU 
1 twenty-fourth  year,  and  the  king’s  aflllclion  for  hU  de.xth  ein- 
I bittered  all  the  Ji:^  arising  from  his  success.  — Mor£»i.] 

• ["Protects  his  tomb,  but  greater  care  is  paid,"  — MS.] 

’ [Dante  was  buried  ("in  sacra  minorum  ftde")  at  lU- 
vmna,  in  a hatnisnine  tomb,  which  was  erected  by  bU  protec- 
tor, Guido  da  Polenta,  restored  by  Bernardo  Bembo  m 1<1>3, 
ag.dn  reitorrd  hy  Cardinal  Corsl  In  and  replaced  bv  a 
more  maraificent  sepulchre  in  17**0,  at  the  expense  of  the 
Cardinal  Luigi  Valent  Gontam.  The  Flonmtlnes  having  in 
I vain  and  frequently  attempted  to  recover  Ids  b<Hlv.  erown.'d 
his  Image  in  a church,  ami  bis  picture  is  still  one  of  the  idols 
. of  thetr  cathedral.— iloBKOTjsi.] 
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CV. 


I with  human  blood  that  column  was  cemented. 

With  human  filth  that  column  U defiled. 

As  if  the  peasant’s  coane  contempt  were  vented 
To  show  his  loathing  of  the  spot  he  sutl’d  : > 

Thus  Is  the  trophy  used,  and  thus  lamented 

Should  ever  be  those  blood-hounds,  from  whose  wild 
' Instinct  of  gore  and  glory  earth  has  known 
Those  sufferings  Dante  saw  in  hell  alone.  ^ 

cn. 

Tct  there  will  still  be  bards : though  fame  is  smoke, 
Its  fumes  are  IVankinccnso  to  human  thought; 
And  the  unquiet  feelings,  which  first  woke 

Song  in  the  world,  will  seek  what  then  they 
sought; 3 

As  on  the  beach  the  waves  at  last  are  broke, 

Thus  to  their  extreme  verge  the  {lassloiu  brought 
Dash  into  poetty^,  which  is  but  passion, 

Or  at  least  was  so  ere  it  grew  a fashion. 

evil. 

If  In  the  course  of  such  a life  as  was 
At  once  adventurous  and  contemplative, 

Men  who  partake  all  passions  as  they  pa.ss 
Acquire  the  deep  and  bitter  jK)wer  to  give  * 

Their  images  again  as  In  a gloss. 

And  in  such  colours  that  they  seem  to  live  ; 

Tou  may  do  right  forbidding  them  to  show  ’em, 

But  spoil  (I  think)  a very  pretty  poem. 

cvm. 

Oh ! yc,  who  make  the  fortunes  of  all  books ! 

Benign  Ccruleans  of  the  second  sex  ! 

Who  advertise  new  poems  by  your  looks, 

1 Your  *'  imprimatur”  will  yc  not  annex  ? 

What  1 must  I go  to  the  oblivious  cooks,  ^ 

Those  Cornish  plunderers  of  Tamasalan  wrecks  ? 
j Ah  ( must  I then  the  only  minstrel  be. 

Proscribed  from  tasting  your  Castalian  tea  1 7 

* (*'  With  human  ordurr  U it  now  dHlIed, 

As  If  tho  peuant’s  scorn  this  mode  inrentrd 
^ ^ To  show  his  Ifwthing  of  the  thing  he  soil’d." — 

* C"  Those  stiflhrlngs  once  reserved  for  Hell  alone."— MS.} 
^ f"  lU  fumes  arc  frankincense  ; and  were  there  nought 
Even  of  this  vapour,  still  the  chilling  yoke 
Of  sileocc  would  not  lung  be  home  by  Thought." 

-MS.] 

* [•*  The  Bride  of  Abydos  " was  written  In  four  nights,  to 
dJstrart  my  dreams  from  . . .•  Were  it  not  thus,  it  had  never 
been  cofnpoaed ; and  liad  1 not  done  something  at  Uiat  time. 
1 must  have  gone  mad,  by  eating  my  own  heart— bitter 
diet  { " — .^irrem  Diary,  1^13.} 

^ ["  I hare  drunk  deep  of  passions  as  they  pass. 

And  dearly  bought  the  bitter  power  to  give."— MS.} 

« ["  To  pastry-cooks  and  moths,  ' and  there  an  ervd.*  " 
— Ctrroao.j 

* ("  What  I must  I go  with  Wordy  to  the  cooks  ? 

Read  — were  It  but  your  Grandmother’s  to  vex  — 
And  let  me  not  the  only  minstrel  be 
Cut  off  from  tasting  your  Castalian  tea."— MS.} 

• ("  Away,  then,  with  the  smwlcss  Iteration  of  the  word 
pop^n'tyf  In  everything  which  Is  to  scud  the  soul  Into 
herself,  to  be  admonished  of  her  weakness,  or  to  be  made 

conscious  of  her  strength  ; wherever  life  and  nature  arc  de- 
scribed as  operated  upon  by  the  creative  or  abitractlng  virtue 
of  the  imagination  ; wherever  the  instinctive  wisdom  of  an- 
tiquity. and  her  heroic  passions,  uniting,  in  the  he.art  of  the 
Poet,  with  tho  mediutive  wlKlom  of  later  apes,  have  pro- 
duced that  accord  of  sublimatol  humanity,  which  Is  at  oftcc  a 
history  of  the  remote  piist,  and  a prophetic  announcement  of 
the  remotest  future— lAcrr,  tho  Poet  must  recoucile  himself 


CI.\. 

! can  I prove  “ a Uou  ” then  no  more  ? 

A ball-room  bard,  a foolscap,  hot-press  darling  ? 

To  bear  the  compliments  of  many  a bore. 

And  sigh,  “ I can’t  get  out,”  tike  Yorick’s  starling; 
Why  Uicn  1 ’ll  swear,  as  iKwt  Wordy  swore 
(BeLMuse  the  world  won't  read  him,  always  snarllug), 
That  taatc  U gone,  that  fame  is  but  a lottery. 

Drawn  by  the  blue-coat  misses  of  a cotcric.  ^ 

CX. 

Oh  I **  darkly,  deeply,  beauUAiUy  blue,” 

As  tome  one  somewhere  sings  about  the  sky, 

And  I,  yc  learned  ladles,  say  of  you ; 

They  say  your  stockings  are  so  — (Heaven  knows 
why, 

I have  examined  few  pair  of  that  hue) ; 

Blue  as  the  garters  which  serenely  lie 
Uouiid  the  Patrician  left-legs,  which  atlom 
The  festal  midnight,  and  the  levee  morn.  9 

CXI. 

Yet  some  of  you  are  most  seraphic,  creatures  — 

But  times  arc  alter’d  since,  a rhymiing  lover, 

You  read  my  stanxas,  and  I read  your  features : 

And  — but  no  matter,  all  tbi^  things  are  over; 
Still  I have  no  dislike  to  learned  natures. 

For  sometimes  such  a world  of  virtues  cover ; 

I I knew  one  woman  of  that  purple  sebooU 
The  loveliest,  chastest,  best,  but  — quite  a foot 

cxu. 

Humboldt,  **  the  first  of  traveller*, " but  not 
The  last,  if  late  accounts  be  accurate. 

Invented,  by  some  name  I h.ave  forgot, 

As  well  as  the  sublime  discovery’s  date, 

An  airy  instrument,  with  which  he  sought 
To  ascertain  the  atmospheric  state, 

By  measuring  the  intensity  of  bluet  " 

Oh,  Lady  Daphne  I let  me  xnca.<iure  you  1 >i 


for  a season  to  few  and  scattered  bearers."— Woanswoara’s 
Second  frejaee.'i 

* ["  Not  having  look’d  at  many  of  that  hue, 

Nor  garters  — save  those  of  the  * konisoit  ’—which  lie 
Round  the  ratririan  legs  which  walk  about. 

The  ornaments  of  levee  ami  of  rout."—  MS.} 

***  [The  cyanometer — an  instrument  Invented  for  ascertain- 
ing Die  intensity  of  the  bluo  colour  of  the  sky.  On  the 
summit  of  high  mountains,  clcvatevl  above  the  grosser  portions 
of  the  atmosphere,  it  might  lie  curious  to  compare  experi- 
ments with  tliuse  made  with  the  s.une  kind  of  instrument  by 
M.  Sauuure  on  the  Alps ; but  it  is  mere  osteniatiuii  to  talk, 
as  H.dc  HumboMt  does,  of  such  experimtmts  made  at  sea 
with  a view  of  being  useful  to  navigation.  We  prefer,  as 
more  simple  and  more  correct,  that  natural  di»han<>meter, 
which  for  ages  has  resuiated  the  prognustlci  of  mariners  — 

" a great  pdetiesi  of  the  setting  sun.  a wan  colour,  an  extra- 
ordinary disiiguratiun  of  its  dUc;"  though  we  iboukl  be 
cautious  in  admitting  that  these  meteorolo^ral  phenomena 
are  the  unequivocal  signs  of  a temjicst.  The  marine  ba- 
rometer is  far  mure  itnportanl  to  the  mariner  than  hygro- 
meters or  cyanometers.  By  this  Instrument  a change  of 
weather  never  falls  to  ire  indicaU'd  by  the  least  rising  or  fall- 
ing of  the  mercur}’  in  the  tube ; the  descent,  in  tropical  lati- 
tudes, of  an  eighth  of  an  inch,  w hen  at  a distance  fmm  the 
land,  is  the  unequivocal  indication  of  an  approaching  storm. 
Many  a ship  has  been  larnl  from  dcstniction  by  the  timely 
notice  given  by  this  instrument  to  prepare  for  a storm  ; and 
no  sh'p  should  l*e  pennitted  to  go  to  sea  without  oue.—  ' 
Baatow.}  j 

i*  ["  ! 'll  back  a London  ‘ Jia$  * aj:ainst  Peru."  ! 

Or. 

" I 'll  bet  surae  pair  of  stockings  beat  Peru."  | 

Or.  ; 

And  sn,  old  Sotheby,  we  ’ll  measure  you.”— MS.]  I 
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CXUL 

But  to  the  narrative : — The  vessel  bound 
! With  slaves  to  sell  ofT  in  the  capital, 
j After  the  usual  process,  might  be  found 
At  anchor  under  the  seraglio  wall  *, 

Her  rargcH  from  the  plague  being  safe  and  sound. 
Were  lauded  in  the  market  ^ one  and  all. 

And  there  with  t^rgians.  Bussians,  and  Circassians 
Bought  up  for  different  purposes  and  passions. 

i CXIV. 

I Some  went  off  dearly;  fifteen  hundred  dollars 
I For  <»ne  Circassian,  a sweet  girl,  were  given, 
W.irr.mtcd  virgin  ; beauty's  brightest  colours 
- H:ul  deck’d  her  out  in  all  the  hues  of  heaven; 

Her  sale  sent  home  some  disapimiiitc'd  b.'^wlcrs. 

Who  bode  on  till  the  hundreds  reach’d  eleven ; ® 
But  when  the  offer  went  beyond,  they  knew 
] 'T  was  for  the  Sultan,  and  at  once  withdrew. 

! cxv. 

I TSvi  lve  negresscs  from  Nuhia  brought  a price 

Which  the  West  Judian  market  scarce  coubJ  bring, 
Th  ough  Wllberfon'c,  at  lust,  has  made  it  twice 
I What  ’I  was  ere  Abolition  ; and  the  thing 
! Heed  not  seem  very  wonderful,  for  vice 
I Is  alwa\-s  much  more  splendid  than  a king; 

The  virtues,  even  the  most  exalted.  Charity, 

Are  saving  — vice  spares  nothing  fur  a rarity. 

CXVL 

But  for  the  destiny  of  this  young  troop, 

How  some  were  bought  by  pachas,  some  by  Jews, 
How  some  to  burdens  were  obliged  to  stoop, 

And  others  rose  to  the  command  of  crews 


As  renegadocs ; while  in  hapless  group. 

Hoping  no  very  old  vixier  might  choose, 

The  females  stooQ,  as  one  by  one  they  pick'd  ’em, 

. To  make  a mistress,  or  fourth  wife,  or  victim : ^ 

' CXVIL 

' All  this  must  be  rcsened  for  further  song  ; 

Also  our  hero’s  lot,  huwe’er  unpleasant 
I (Because  this  Canto  has  become  too  long), 

Must  be  postponed  discreetly  for  the  present ; 

, I'm  sensible  redundancy  is  wrong, 
j But  could  not  for  the  muse  of  me  put  less  in ’t: 
1 And  now  delay  the  progress  of  Bon  Juan, 

' TIU  what  is  call'd  in  Ossian  the  fifth  Duan. 


Don  :^uan. 


OAMTO  THE  FIFTH.^ 


I I- 

I Whk>i  amatory  poets  sing  their  loves 
I In  liquid  lines  mellifluously  bland, 
j And  pair  their  rhymes  as  Venus  yokes  her  doves, 
I They  little  think  what  mischief  is  in  hand  ; 
j The  greater  their  success  the  worse  it  promts, 

I As  Ovid's  verse  may  give  to  undenUnd  ; 

Even  Petrarch's  self,  if  Judged  with  due  severity, 
Is  the  Platonic  pimp  of  all  posterity.  ^ 


1 


I p*  The  tlare.mArket  li  s quulranglr.  ftiirroundnl  hy  a 
eoTrrod  f;aUery.  ai<d  range*  of  imall  and  aepnrate  apanmetiU. 
Here  the  poor  wretrhe*  *11  in  a melancboly  posture.  Such  of 
them.  Lioth  men  and  women,  to  whotn  dame  Nature  has  been 
niggardly  of  her  charms,  are  set  apart  for  the  vilest  purposes : 
hut  such  fd/ls  as  have  youth  and  beauty  past  their  time  well 
enough-  The  retailors  of  this  human  ware  are  the  Jews,  who 
take  good  care  of  their  siaves'  education,  that  they  may  sell 
the  Iv-uer:  their  choicest  they  keep  at  home,  and  there  you 
must  go,  if  you  would  have  better  than  ordinary;  for  ft  is 
here,  as  in  markets  for  horses,  the  handsometC  do  not  always 
appe-ir.  but  are  kept  within  doors.‘'-~  Tot'EKxrnaT.] 

* [ The  manner  of  purchasing  slaves  It  thus  described  in 
the  plain  aud  unafR-rted  narrative  of  a (kTinan  merchant, 
••  wiikh,”  says  .Mr.  Thornton,  “ as  I hare  l>een  able  to  ascer- 
tain Its  general  authenticity,  may  be  relied  upon  .vs  correct.” 
The  piflt  were  IntrcHluced  to  me  one  after  another.  A Clr- 
caistaii  maiden,  eighteen  years  old,  was  the  first  who  pre- 
sented herself:  she  was  well-dressed,  and  her  face  was  co- 
vered with  a veil.  She  advanced  towards  me,  bowed  down 
amt  kissed  iny  hand:  by  order  of  her  master  the  walked 
backwards  and  forwards,  to  show  her  shape  and  the  easiness 
of  her  gait  and  carriage.  When  she  took  off  her  veil,  she  dis- 
played a tHist  of  the  most  attractive  beauty : she  nibbed  her 
cheeks  with  a wet  napkin  to  prove  that  she  had  not  used  art 
to  heighten  her  complexion ; and  she  opened  her  inviting  li;^, 
to  show  a remlar  set  of  teeth  of  pearlv  whiteness.  I was 
permitte*!  to  iWt  her  pulse,  that  I might  'be  convinced  of  the 
too  l slate  of  her  health  and  conitliuilou.  She  w.v*  then  or- 
der«xi  to  retire  while  we  deliberated  upon  the  bargain.  The 
wi.e  of  this  beautiful  girl  was  four  thnusaod  piastres.”— 
Se*:  Voyage  dn  N.  E.  Klecman,  and  also  TlmmioV*  Tiirker, 
voMl.  p.  aw.J 

* (”  The  females  stood,  lUi  chosen  each  as  tletlra 

To  the  tuft  oath  of  * Ana  teing  SIktuin  I * ” — MS.] 

* rCanto  V.  was  begun  at  ftavenna.  Octoiier  the  Ifith.  and 
fini«hr<i  Nuveralx'r  the  SOlh,  1820.  It  was  published  late  in 
1821.  along  with  Cvntoi  111.  and  IV.;  and  here  the  I’net 
meant  to  stop— for  what  reason,  the  suUoincd  extracts  from 
bli  letters  wul  show  : 

I-ehrtiarr  I6,  1821.  *•  The  fifth  is  so  far  from  being  the  last 
1'^:'  J'tan.  that  it  I*  hardly  the  beginning.  I meant  to 
take  him  the  tour  of  Europe,  with  a proper  mixture  of  siege, 


tattle,  and  adventure,  and  to  make  him  finish  os  Anarcharsis 
Cloots.  in  the  French  Kevolution.  To  bow  manv  cantos  tlds 
may  extend,  1 know  not.  nor  whether  (even  if  f lire)  I shall  : 
complete  it : but  this  was  my  notion,  i meant  to  have  mode  I 
him  a Cavalier  Servente  In  Italy,  and  a cause  for  a divorce  in 
England,  and  a sentimental  ‘ Werther-faced  man  ’ in  Cer-  ' 
many,  so  as  to  show  the  diflVrenC  ridicules  of  the  society  in 
each  of  those  countries,  and  to  have  displayed  him  gradu^ly  | 
gdf^  and  as  he  grew  older,  as  is  natural.  But!  had  not 
quite  fixed  whether  to  make  him  end  In  hell,  or  in  an  un-  i 
happy  marriage ; not  knowing  which  would  be  the  severest : ! 
the  Spanish  tradition  says  hell:  but  it  is  probably  orUy  on  al-  ' 
legory  of  the  other  state.  You  are  now  in  poMcsaioo  of  my 
notions  on  the  subject.” 

July  fi.  1821.  ” .kl  the  particular  request  of  tlie  Countess 
Culcri<^t  I hare  promised  not  to  continue  Bon  Juan.  Y'ou 
will  theref^ore  long  upon  these  three  Cantos  as  the  last  of  the 
poem.  She  had  read  the  two  first  in  the  French  translation, 
and  never  ceased  beseeching  me  w write  no  more  of  it.  The 
reason  of  this  it  not  at  first  obvious  to  a superficial  observer 
of  rowKiGN  manners ; but  it  arise*  from  the  with  of  all  women 
to  exalt  the  sentiment  of  the  pasilout,  and  to  keep  up  the  il- 
lusion which  is  their  empire.  Now,  Don  Juan  itnp*  off  this 
illusion,  and  laughs  at  that  and  must  other  things.  I never 
knew  a woman  who  did  tuH  protect  Routtcau.  nor  one  who 
did  not  dislike  Dc  Grammont,  Gil  Bias,  and  all  the  comedy 
of  the  passions,  when  brought  out  naturally.  But  ‘king's 
blood  must  keep  word,*  as  Sergeant  Bothwell  says.” 

September  4.  ix2l.  “ 1 read  over  the  Juani,  which  are  ex- 
cellent. Your  squad  are  quite  wrong ; and  so  you  ’ll  find,  by 
and  bv.  1 regret  that  ! do  not  go  on  with  U,  for  1 had  all  the 
plan  tor  several  c.*uitos,  .vnd  different  countries  and  dlroet. 
You  say  nothing  of  the  no/c  1 enclosed  to  you,  w hich  will  ex- 
plain w'hr  I agreed  to  discontinue  it.” 

In  Mnuame  GuirdoU's  note,  here  referred  to,  she  had  said. 

Remember,  my  ii>ron.  the  promlso  you  have  made  me. 
Never  shall  1 be  able  to  tell  you  the  saoslkction  I feel  from 
it;  so  great  are  the  sentiments  of  pleasure  and  ronfidcoce 
with  which  the  sacrifice  you  have  ma<le  has  injpiretl  me.** 

In  a postcript  to  the  note  she  adds.  *•  JSIl  rcveresce  solo  me 
Don  Ctiovami!  non  restl  all*  Inferno.”  *•  I am  only  sorry  that 
Don  Juan  was  not  left  in  the  infernal  regions.”] 

* [See  AewxoiX!  “ Hobhfm«e'*  HUtoiical  Notes  to  tba  !' 
Fourth  Canto  of  ChilUe  Harold.”]  1 1 
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DON  JUAN. 


II  therefore  do  deoounoe  til  imorous  writing, 

Except  In  such  a way  as  not  to  attract  •, 

I Plain  — tirople  — short,  and  by  no  means  inviting, 
But  with  a moral  to  each  error  tack’d. 

Form’d  rather  for  Instructing  than  delighting, 

And  with  all  passions  in  their  turn  attack'd  ; 

Now,  if  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  shod  ill, 

This  poem  will  become  a moral  modeL 

III. 

The  European  with  the  Aslan  shore 

Sprinkleil  with  palaces ; the  Ocean  stream  ^ 

Here  and  there  studded  with  a seventy*four ; 

Serbia's  cupola  with  golden  gleam ; ^ 

The  cypress  groves ; Olympus  high  and  hoar ; 

The  twelve  Isles,  and  the  more  than  1 could  dream, 
Far  less  describe,  present  the  very  view 
I Which  charm’d  the  charming  Mary  Montagu.  ^ 


A crowd  of  shivering  slaves  of  every  nation, 

And  age,  and  sex,  were  in  the  market  ranged ; 
Each  be\7  with  the  merchant  In  his  station : 

Poor  creatures ! thclr  good  looks  were  sadly  changed. 
All  save  the  blacks  seem’d  jaded  with  vexation. 

From  friends,  and  home,  and  freedom  for  estranged ; 
The  negroes  more  philosophy  display'd, — 

Used  to  it,  no  doubt,  as  eels  are  to  be  flay’d. 

VIII. 

Juan  was  Juvenile,  and  thus  was  full, 

As  most  at  his  age  are,  of  hope,  and  health 
Tet  I must  own,  he  look'd  a little  dull, 

And  now  and  then  a tear  stole  down  by  stealth  ; 
Perhaps  hU  rerent  Iom  of  blood  might  pull 
His  spirit  down  ; and  then  the  loss  of  wealth, 

A mistress,  and  such  comfortable  quarters, 
j To  be  put  up  for  auction  amongst  Tartars, 


1 have  a passion  for  the  name  of  **  Mary,”  * 

For  once  it  was  a magic  sound  to  me ; 

And  still  It  half  calls  up  the  realms  of  foiry, 

Where  I beheld  what  never  was  to  be ; 

All  feelings  changed,  but  this  was  last  to  vary, 

A spell  from  which  even  yet  I am  not  quite  free  : 
But  I grow  sad — and  let  a talc  grow  cold, 

Which  must  not  be  pathetically  told. 


Were  things  to  shake  a stoic ; ne’ertheless. 

Upon  the  whole  bis  carriage  was  serene  : 

His  figure,  and  the  splendour  of  his  dress. 

Of  which  some  gilded  remnants  still  were  seen. 
Drew  all  eyes  on  him,  giving  them  to  guess 
He  was  above  the  vulgar  by  bis  mien ; 

And  then,  though  pale,  he  was  so  very*  handsome ; 
And  then  ~ they  calculated  on  hU  ransonL  ? 


The  wind  swept  down  the  Euxlne,  and  the  wave 
Broke  foaming  o’er  the  blue  Symplegades ; 

'Tis  a grand  sight  from  ofT*^  the  Giant's  Grave 
To  watch  the  progress  of  those  rolling  seas 
Between  the  Bosphorus,  as  they  lash  and  lave 
Europe  and  Asia,  you  being  quite  at  ease : 

There’s  not  a sea  the  passenger  e'er  pukes  in, 

Tams  up  more  dangerous  breakers  than  the  Euxlne. 


I Like  a backgammon  board  the  place  was  dotted 
I With  whites  and  blacks,  in  groups  on  show  for  sale, 
Though  rather  more  irregularly  spotted : 

I Some  bought  the  Jet,  while  others  chose  the  pale. 

I It  chanced  amongst  the  other  people  lotted, 

I A man  of  thirty,  rather  stout  and  hale,« 
j With  resolution  in  bis  dark  grey  eye, 

I Next  Juan  stood,  till  tome  might  choose  to  buy. 


'Twas  a raw  day  of  Autumn’s  bleak  beginning, 
When  nights  are  equal,  but  not  so  the  days ; 

The  Parcc  then  cut  short  the  further  spinning 
Of  seamen’s  fates,  and  the  loud  tempests  raise  ^ 
The  waters,  and  repentance  for  past  sinning 
In  all,  who  o'er  the  great  deep  take  their  ways  : 
They  vow  to  amend  their  lives,  and  yet  they  don’t ; 
Because  if  drown'd,  they  can’t — if  spared,  they  won't. 


He  had  an  English  look ; that  Is,  was  square 
In  make,  of  a complexion  white  and  ruddy, 

Good  teeth,  with  curling  rather  dark  brown  hair,  ■ 
And,  it  might  be  from  thought,  or  toil,  or  study. 
An  open  brow  a little  mark'd  with  care  : 

One  arm  had  on  a bandage  rather  bloody ; 

And  there  he  stood  with  such  saay  /roi//,  that  greater 
Could  scarce  be  shown  even  by  a mere  spectator. 


< *n>iTtfT  ktM.  This  expressioDof  llomer  has  been  much 
ciitldMHt.  It  hardly  anawem  to  our  Atlaotlc  Ideas  of  the 
ocean,  but  U luffiriently  applicahio  to  the  Hellespont,  and 
the  Bospborat,  with  the  lotersected  with  islands. 

3 Lady  Mary  Wortley  errs  strangely  when  she  says, 
* 8t.  Paul's  would  cut  a strange  finre  by  St.  Sophia.*  I have 
been  in  both,  surveyed  them  inside  and  out  attentively.  St. 
Sophia's  is  undoubtedly  the  most  interesting,  from  lu  tin* 
mense  antiquity,  aisd  tne  circumstance  of  all  the  Cireek  em- 


* St.  Paul's  would  cut  a strange  figure  by  St.  Sophia.'  I have 
been  In  both,  surveyed  them  inside  and  out  attentively.  St. 
Sophia's  is  undoubtedly  the  most  interesting,  from  lu  tin* 
mente  antiquity,  aisd  tne  circumstance  of  all  the  Cireek  em- 
perors. from  JustlQiau,  having  been  crowned  there,  and  se- 
veral murdered  at  the  altar,  besides  the  Turkish  sultans  who 
attended  it  regularly.  But  it  is  not  to  be  mentioned  In  the 
same  page  with  St.  Paul's  (1  speak  like  a Oxkoey).''— 
IcrtCTj/lSlO,] 


* [‘‘The  pleasure  of  going  Inabarge  to  Chelsea  la  not  com- 

parable to  tnat  of  rowing  upon  the  canal  of  the  sea  here,  where, 
for  twenty  miles  together,  down  the  Bosphorus,  the  most 


beautif^  variety  of  prospects  present  themselves.  The  Aslan 
side  is  covered  with  rrult  trees,  vlllagee,  and  the  most  delightful 
landscapes  in  nature : on  the  Kuropean  standi  Constantinople, 
situated  on  seven  hills ; showing  an  agreeable  mixture  of 
gardens,  pine  aitd  cypress  trees.  pMaces,  moaquee,  and  public 
buildings,  raised  one  above  anocher,  with  as  much  beauty  and 
ap|>earanre  of  symmetry  as  you  ever  saw  In  a cabinet  adorned 
by  th**  most  tkilfdl  hands,  where  jars  show  themselves  above 
)ars,  mixed  with  canisters,  babies,  and  ceDdleitkks.  This  le 


a very  odd  comparison  ; but  it  give*  <he  an  exact  idea  of  the 
thing.".— Lanv  M.  W.  Montaoc.J 

* (Seeanfe.p.SAl.j 

* The  “ Giant's  Grave**  Is  a height  on  the  Asiatic  short  of 
the  Bosphorus,  much  frequented  by  bollday  parties ; like 
Harrow  and  Highsate.  [In  less  than  an  hour,  w e were  on  the 
top  of  the  mountain,  and  repaired  to  the  Tekeh,  or  Der- 
vishes* chapel.  where  we  were  shown.  In  the  adjoining  garden, 
a fiower-MMl  more  than  fifty  feet  long,  rimmed  rou^  with 
Slone,  and  having  a tepoicnral  turbu  at  each  end,  which 
preserves  a simrstiUun  attached  to  the  spot  long  before  the 
time  of  the  Turks,  or  of  the  Byiantlne  Chrlstiaui ; and 
which,  after  having  been  called  the  Comb  of  Araycus,  and  the 
bed  of  Hercules,  U now  known  as  the  Giant's  Grave.— 
HoBBorsK.] 

* ['*  For  then  the  Parcs  ara  most  busy  spinning 

Tlie  fates  of  seamen,  and  the  loud  winds  raise."  — 

MS.] 


[**  That  he  a man  of  rank  and  birth  had  been. 

And  then  they  calculated  on  bis  ransom. 

And  last  not  least— he  was  so  very  handsome.**— MS.] 


* ["  It  ch.'inced,  that  near  him.  separately  lotted. 
From  out  the  group  of  slaves  put  ur>  for  s; 
A man  of  middle  age,  and,"  Ac.  — He.] 


DiqitiZtXl  by  C tOO^Ic 


j[  65t  BYUON’S  WORKS.  canto  r. 

1 

; ' But  K'dng  at  hU  elbow  a mere  lad, 

1 ! Of  a high  spirit  evidently,  though 

At  present  weigh’d  down  by  a doom  which  had 
i|  O’cithrown  even  men.  he  soon  began  to  show 

1 A kind  of  blunt  compassion  for  the  sad 
1 Lot  of  so  young  a partner  in  the  woe, 

' Which  for  hinmdf  he  seem'd  to  deem  no  worse 
i|  Thau  any  other  scrape,  a thing  of  course. 

xni. 

• " My  boy!” — wld  he,  “amidst  this  motley  crew 

1 Of  Georgians,  Russians.  Nubians,  and  what  not. 

All  ragamuffins  UlfTering  but  in  hue. 

With  whom  it  is  our  luck  to  cast  our  lot. 

The  only  gentlemen  seem  I and  you ; 

So  let  us  l>c  acquainted,  as  we  ought : 

If  I could  yield  you  any  consolation,  [nation  ? ** 

’T  would  ^vc  me  pleasure.  — Pray,  what  Is  your 

i XIV. 

I When  Juan  answer’d — “ Spanish  1”  he  replied, 

! “ I thought,  in  fact,  you  could  not  be  a Greek ; 

i Those  servile  dogs  arc  not  so  proudly  eyed : 

Fortune  has  pla> 'd  you  here  a pretty  freak. 

But  that’s  her  way  with  all  men,  till  they’re  tried  j 
But  never  mind,  — she  'll  turn,  perhaps,  neat  week ; 
She  has  8cr\'e<l  me  also  much  the  same  as  you, 
Except  that  I have  found  it  nothing  new." 

XV. 

“ Pray,  sir,”  said  Juan,  “ if  I may  presume,  [rare — 
WJuit  brought  you  here  ? " — “ Oh  t nothing  very 
Six  Tartars  wid  a drag-chain— ’’  — “ To  this  iloom 
But  what  conducted,  if  the  question's  fair, 

Is  that  which  I would  Icam.” — “ I sened  for  some 
Months  with  the  Rus.-sian  array  here  and  there ; 
And  taking  lately,  by  Kuwarrow’s  bidding, 

A town,  was  ta’cn  myself  inateail  of  \Viddln.”t 
1 XVL 

1 “ Have  you  no  friends?" — “I  had— but,  by  God’s 
! 1 bb*ssing, 

' J ILive  not  lK*cn  troubled  with  them  lately.  Now 

I have  answer’d  all  your  questions  without  pressing, 
i And  you  an  equal  courtesy  shwild  show." 

’ “ AI.OS  1”  said  Juan,  “ ‘twere  a tale  distressing. 

And  long  besides." — “Oh!  If 'tis  really  so, 

• You’re  right  on  both  accounts  to  hold  your  tongue ; 
A «ul  talc  saddens  doubly  when  *tls  long. 

1 XVIL 

1 “ But  droop  not ; Fortune  at  your  time  of  life, 

1 AJlho\igh  a female  moderately  fickle, 

. Will  hardly  leave  you  (as  she’s  not  your  wife) 

For  any  length  of  ilays  in  such  a pickle. 

To  strive,  too,  with  our  fate  were  such  a strift; 

As  if  the  com-sheaf  should  oppose  the  sickle : 

Men  arc  the  ?|»ort  of  circumstances,  when 
The  circumstances  seem  the  sport  of  men.” 

XVIII. 

' “ 'T  U not,”  said  Ju.nn,  “ for  my  prwent  doom 
' I mourn,  but  for  the  post ; — I loved  a maid : ” — 
He  paused,  and  his  dark  eye  grew  ftill  of  gloom ; 

A single  tear  upon  his  eyelash  staid 
A moment,  and  then  dropp'd  ; “ but  to  resximc, 

1 *T  is  not  my  prenjnt  lot,  as  I have  said, 

^Vhlch  I deplore  so  much , for  I have  l)ome 
H^irdships  which  have  the  hanlicst  overworn, 

1 * r.\  comkterable  town  in  Bulgaria,  on  the  right  hank  of 

^ the  Banutw.] 

1 1 

“ On  the  rough  deep.  But  this  last  blow  — " and  here 
He  stopp’d  again,  and  turn’d  away  his  face.  i 

“ Ay,"  quoth  his  friend,  “ I thought  it  would  appear 
That  there  had  been  a lady  in  the  case  ; 

And  these  are  things  which  ask  a tender  tear,  : 

Such  AS  I,  too,  would  shed  if  In  your  place : 

I cried  upon  my  first  wife’s  dying  day. 

And  also  when  ray  second  ran  away ; 

XX. 

“MytJhlrd ” — “Tour third! "quoth  Juan,  turn- 

ing round ; 

“ Vou  scarcely  can  be  thirty  : ba\"e  you  three?" 

“ No — only  two  at  present  above  ground ; 

Surely  *t  Is  nothing  wonderful  to  sec 
One  person  thrice  In  holy  wedlock  bound  !” 

“Well,  then,  your  third,"  said  Juan;  “what  did  she? 
She  did  not  run  away,  too,— did  she,  sir?" 

“No,  faith." — What  then?" — “ I ran  away  from  her.” 

XXI. 

“ You  take  things  coolly,  sir,”  said  Juan.  “ MTiy,” 
Replied  the  other,  “ what  can  a man  do  ? 

There  still  are  many  rainbows  in  your  sky. 

But  mine  have  vanish’d.  All,  when  life  U new. 
Commence  with  feelings  warm,  and  proepccts  high ; 

But  time  strips  our  illusions  of  their  hue. 

And  one  by  one  in  turn,  some  grand  mistake 
Casts  off  its  bright  skin  yearly  like  the  snake. 

XXIL 

“ *TU  true,  it  gets  another  bright  and  fresh. 

Or  fresher,  brighter ; but  the  year  gone  through, 
This  skin  must  go  the  way,  too,  of  all  fle«h. 

Or  sometimes  only  wear  a week  or  two  ; — 

Love  ’$  the  first  net  which  spreads  its  deadly  mesh  ; 

Ambition,  Avarice,  Vengeance,  Glory,  glue 
The  glittering  Umc-twlgs  of  our  latter  days, 

^^'hc^e  still  we  flutter  on  for  pence  or  praise.” 

xxm. 

“All  this  Is  very  fine,  and  may  be  true," 

Said  Juan  ; “ but  1 really  don’t  sec  how 
It  betters  present  times  with  me  or  you." 

" No  ?"  quoth  the  other  ; “ yet  you  will  allow 
By  i-cttlng  things  in  their  right  i>olnt  of  view, 
Knowledge,  at  least.  Is  gain’d ; for  instance,  now, 

We  know  what  slavery  Is,  and  our  disasters 
May  teach  us  better  to  behave  when  masters." 

xxrv. 

“ Would  wc  were  masters  now,  if  but  to  try 

Their  present  lessons  on  our  Pagan  friends  here," 

Said  Juan,  — swallowing  a heart-burning  sigh : 

“ Heaven  help  the  scholar,  whom  his  fortune  sends 
here !” 

“ Perhaiw  wc  shall  be  one  day,  by  and  by,"  [here ; 

Rejoin’d  the  other,  “ when  our  bad  luck  mruds 
Mc-antime  (yon  old  black  eunuch  seems  to  eye  us) 

I wish  to  G — d that  8omcb«ly  would  buy  us. 

XXV. 

“But  after  all,  what  is  our  present  state? 

'T  is  bad,  and  may  be  better  — all  men’s  lot ; 

Most  men  are  slaves,  none  more  so  than  the  great, 

To  their  own  whims  and  passions,  and  what  not ; 
Society  itself,  which  should  create 

Kindness,  destroys  what  little  wc  had  got : 

To  fed  for  none  is  the  tme  social  art 

Of  the  world’.s  stoics  — men  without  a heart.” 
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XXVI. 

Ju»t  now  a black  old  neutral  personage 

Of  the  third  »ex  slept  up,  and  jieering  over 
The  captives  seem’d  to  mark  their  looks  and  age. 

And  capabilities,  as  to  discover 
If  they  were  fitted  for  the  purposed  ca^e: 

No  lady  e’er  U ogled  by  o lover, 

Ilor<«  by  a blackleg,  broadcloth  by  a tailor. 

Fee  by  a counsel,  felon  by  a Jailor, 

XXVII. 

As  Is  a slave  by  his  Intended  bidder.^ 

‘T  Is  pleasant  purchasing  our  fellow-creatures  j 
And  all  are  to  be  sold,  if  you  consider 

Their  passions,  and  are  dext’rous ; some  by  features 
Are  bought  up,  othm  by  a warlike  leader. 

Some  by  a place  — as  tend  their  years  or  natures ; 
The  moat  by  ready  cash  — but  all  have  prices,  3 
From  crowns  to  kicks,  according  to  their  vices. 
XXVIU. 

The  eunuch,  having  e>cd  them  o’er  with  care, 

Turn’d  to  the  merchant,  an«l  began  to  bid 
First  but  for  one,  and  after  for  the  pair ; 

They  haggled,  wrangled,  swore,  too  — so  they  did  I 
As  though  they  were  In  a mere  Christian  fair. 
Cheapening  an  ox,  an  ass,  a lamb,  or  kid  ; 

So  that  their  bargain  sounded  like  a battle 
For  this  superior  yoke  of  human  cattle. 

VXIX. 

At  last  they  settled  Into  simple  grumbling. 

And  pulling  out  reluctant  purses,  and 
Turning  each  piece  of  silver  o’er,  and  tumbling 
Some  down,  and  weighing  others  iu  their  hand. 
And  by  mistake  sequins  * vrith  i>aras  jumbling, 

Until  the  sum  was  accurately  scann’d, 

And  then  the  merchamt  giving  change,  and  signing 
Receipts  in  full,  began  to  think  of  dining. 

XXX. 

I wonder  if  his  appetite  was  goo<l  ? 

Or,  If  it  were,  if  also  his  digestion  ? 

Methinks  at  meals  some  odd  thoughts  might  Intrude, 
And  conscience  ask  a curious  sort  of  question, 

> [“  Tbe  !ntcn4icj!  bidilerii  mlnulelv  examine  ibe  poor 
enMttirei  merely  to  ascertain  ihelr  qu-xlitle*  as  animals,  Rdect 
the  iiefkest  «ou  l>i->t-«iudiUone(l  from  the  dlffervut  groups  ; 
and.  beside*  handling  nod  examining  their  make  and  size. 
»ul>i«re  ibfir  mouths,  their  teeth,  and  wliate»er  chiefly  engage* 
aileiiUon.  to  a scrutiny  uf  the  roost  critical  description.  — 
Dr  PocgvstiLLR.J 

* [“  Sir  Robert  Walpole  Is  jiisily  blamed  for  a want  of 
noUueal  docorura,  and  for  deriding  public  tpirU,  to  which 
ropo  allude* : 

• Seen  him,  I hare,  but  in  hi*  hapjder  hour 
Of  social  pleasure,  ill  exchanged  for  power  ; 

Keen  him.  tmt'umbcr’d  with  the  v<  nal  tribe. 

Smile  without  art.  and  win  without  a bribe. 

Wo\ild  he  obliite  me  1 let  me  only  flud 
He  does  not  think  mo  what  he  thinks  mankind.’ 
Although  It  is  not  pouibie  to  justify  him,  yet  this  part  of 
his  cooduct  has  been  greatly  exaggerated.  The  poUticjd 
axiom  generally  attrilnited.  that  aU  vtcn  k/tre  tktir  ptifu",  w-.x* 
X*ervcrie«i  by  learina  out  the  word  those.  Flowery  oratory  h*' 
despised;  he  ascribed  it  to  the  Interested  rl«w*  of  them* 
selves  or  their  relatires,  the  declaratloni  of  pretended  pa- 
triot*. of  whom  he  said.  ‘ All  those  men  bare  their  price,’ 
and  in  the  event  many  of  them  jnstffled  hi*  obserr^loa”— 
Coxa.) 

> [The  Turklih  cecchino  i*  a gold  coin,  worth  about  seven 
fhllllngt  and  sixpence.  The  para  1*  nut  <{ult«  equal  to  an 
KuglUh  halfpenny.] 

« Kee  IMul.ireh  in  Alex..  Q Ttirt.  IlUf.  Alexand.,  and  Sir 
Rich.trd  Cl.vyrim'*  •'  Critical  Inquiry  into  the  Life  of  .Alexan- 
der the  Creat.” 

t ['*  But  for  mere  food.  1 think  with  rhilip’s  loo. 

Or  Ammuu's— for  two  fathers  claim'd  this  one.  ">-1118.] 


About  the  right  divlite  how  far  we  should 

Sell  fiesh  and  blood.  When  dinner  has  oppmt  one, 
1 think  it  U perhaps  the  gltx»mle.<<t  hour 
Which  turns  up  out  of  the  sjtd  twenty-four. 

XXXI. 

Voltaire  says  “ No : " he  tells  you  that  Candide 
Found  life  most  tolerable  after  meals  ; 

He’s  wrong  — unless  man  were  .t  pig,  indeed. 
Repletion  rather  adds  to  what  he  feels, 

Unless  he’s  drunk,  and  then  no  doubt  he’s  freed 
From  his  own  brain’s  oppression  while  it  reels. 

Of  food  1 think  with  Philip’s  son'*,  or  rather 
Ammon’s  (ill  pleased  with  one  world  and  one  father);  * 
XXXII. 

I think  with  Alexander,  that  the  act 
Of  eating,  with  another  act  or  two, 

Makes  us  feel  our  mortality  in  fact 

Redoubled  ; when  a roust  and  a ragout, 

.And  fish,  and  soup,  by  some  side  dishes  back'd. 

Can  give  us  cither  pain  or  pleasure,  who 
Would  pique  himself  on  intellects  whose  use 
Depends  so  much  uiK>n  the  ga-strlc  Juice?  ^ 

XXXIII. 

The  other  evening  (’twas  on  Friday  last)— - 
This  is  a ftich  ami  no  poetic  fable  — 

Just  as  my  great  coat  was  about  me  cast, 

My  hat  and  gloves  still  lying  on  the  table, 

I heard  a shot  — ‘t  was  eight  o’clock  scarce  past  — 
And,  running  out  as  fast  as  I was  able,  ^ 

I found  the  military  commandant 
Stretch'd  in  the  :itreet,  and  able  scarce  to  pant 

XXXIV. 

Poor  fellow  ! for  some  reason,  surely  bad. 

They  had  sl^n  him  with  five  slugs ; and  left  him  there 
To  peri'sh  on  the  pavement : so  1 had 

Him  borne  into  the  house  and  up  the  stair. 

And  ^tripp’d,  and  look'd  to,  * But  why  should  1 

add 

More  circumstances  ? vain  wn.^  every  care  ; 

The  man  was  gone  : in  some  Italian  quarrel 
Kill'd  by  five  bullets  from  an  old  gtin-h:irrd.  ^ 

* r*'  I.ast  night  luffered  horribly  from  an  indigestion.  I re- 
raarVnI  In  niy  lltni-ss  the  complete  ioertion,  inaction,  and  <!«- 
strurtion  of  my  chlsf  mental  urultie*.  1 tried  to  rouse  them, 
and  yet  could  not.  I ihuuld  believe  that  the  soul  was  married 
to  the  body,  if  they  did  not  sympathiie  to  much  aith  each 
other.  If  IOC  cue  rose  when  the  other  fell,  it  would  be  a ilgn 
that  they  lunged  fur  the  natural  state  of  divorce.  But.  as  It 
is.  they  seeio  to  draw  together  like  post-borse*.”— fjrroa 
iJiary,  ISSI.] 

f The  aisasrinatloa  alluded  to  took  place  on  the  ^th  of 
December,  IM'iO,  in  the  streets  of  Ravenna,  not  a hundred 
pace*  from  the  residence  of  the  writer.  The  circumsuticcs 
were  a*  dcicribed.— [“  December  9, 1^20.  I open  my  letter  to 
tell  you  a fart,  which  will  show  the  statu  of  this  country  better 
than  I can.  The  commomUnt  of  the  troops  U lune  lying 
dead  In  my  house,  lie  was  shot  at  a little  post  eight  o'clock, 
about  two  hundred  pares  frutn  my  door.  1 was  putting  on  my 

freat  ccMt  when  I h«  ard  the  shot.  On  coming  into  the  half, 
found  all  my  servants  on  the  balcnor.  exclaiming  that  a 
man  was  murdered.  I immediately  r.ui  efown,  c.vlilng  on  Tita 
(the  bravest  of  them)  to  follow  me.  The  rest  wanted  to 
himler  us  from  going,  os  it  is  the  custom  r>r  evervhody  here, 
it  seems,  to  run  away  from  the  stricken  deer."— ityroa 
LetUrt.'l 

* [-  “ so  1 had 

Him  home,  as  soon 's  I could,  up  'creral  pair 
Of  stairs  — ami  look’d  to.  But  why  should  I add 
More  circumstance*,"  Ac.— MS.) 

* ["  We  found  him  lying  on  hi*  back,  almost.  If  not  quite, 
dean,  with  flve  wound*,  one  in  the  heart,  two  In  the  itoirnch, 
one  in  the  finger,  and  the  other  in  the  arm.  Some  soldier* 
corked  their  guns,  and  wanted  to  hinder  me  from  passiog. 
However,  «o  fiusod,  and  1 fuund  Dlcgc^  the  adjutant,  crying 
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XXXV, 

I gaie<l  upon  him,  for  I knew  him  well  { 

And  though  I have  seen  many  corpses,  never 
Saw  one,  whom  such  an  accident  befell,  [and  liver, 
So  calm  ; though  pierced  through  stomach,  heart. 
He  seem'd  to  sleep, — for  you  could  scarcely  tell 
(As  be  bled  inwardly,  no  hideous  river 
Of  gore  divulged  the  cau.se)  that  he  was  dead : 

So  as  1 gaxed  on  him,  I thought  or  said  — 

XXXVI. 

Can  this  be  death  ? then  what  U life  or  death  ? 
Speak  ! **  but  he  spoke  not : **  wake ! but  stlil  be 
slept ; — 

But  yesterday  and  who  had  mightier  breath  ? 

A thousand  warriors  by  his  word  were  kept 
In  awe  : he  said,  as  the  centurion  salth, 

‘ Go,’  and  he  gocth ; * come,’  and  forth  he  stepp’d. 
The  trump  and  bugle  till  he  spake  were  dumb  — 
And  now  nought  led  him  but  the  muffled  drum."  * 

XXXVIL 

And  they  who  waited  once  and  worsfaipp'd  — they 
With  their  rough  faces  throng'd  abemt  the  betl 
To  gaxc  once  more  on  the  commanding  clay 

Which  for  the  last,  though  not  the  first,  time  bled  ; 
And  such  an  end  t that  he  who  many  a <lay 
Had  fhced  Napoleon’s  foes  until  they  fled,— 

The  foremost  in  the  charge  or  In  the  sally. 

Should  now  be  butcher’d  in  a civic  alley. 

xxxvm. 

The  scars  of  his  old  wounds  wx*re  near  hh  new, 
Those  honourable  scars  which  brought  him  fame ; 
And  horrid  was  the  contrast  to  the  view——* 

But  let  me  quit  the  theme ; os  such  things  claim 
Perhaps  even  more  attention  than  is  due 

From  me : I gaicd  (as  ofl  I have  gazed  the  same) 
To  try  if  1 could  wrench  aught  out  of  death 
Which  should  confirm,  or  shake,  or  make  a faith ; 

XXXIX. 

But  It  was  all  a mystery.  Here  we  arc. 

And  there  we  go:  — but  icAere?  five  bits  of  lead, 
Or  three,  or  two,  or  one,  send  very  fiir ! 

And  is  this  blood,  then,  form'd  but  to  be  shed  ? 
Can  every  element  our  elements  mar  ? 

And  air — earth  —water — fire  live — and  we  dead  i 
We,  whose  minds  comprehend  all  things  ? No  more  ; 
But  let  us  to  the  story  as  before. 

XL. 

The  purcha.ser  of  Juan  and  acquaintance 
Bore  off  his  bargains  to  a gilded  boat. 

Embark’d  himself  and  them,  and  olT  they  went  thence 
As  fast  as  oars  could  pull  and  water  float ; 

They  look'd  like  persons  being  led  to  sentence, 
Wondering  what  next,  till  the  catque  * was  brought 
Up  in  a little  creek  below  a wall 
O’ertopp'd  with  C}*presses,  dark-green  and  tall. 

orer  him  like  a child — a surgeon,  who  tald  nothing  of  his 
profMsion  — a priest,  sobbiug  a frightened  prayer  — and  the 
commandant,  all  this  time,  on  his  bock,  on  the  hard,  cold 
navement.  without  llsht  or  assUtance,  or  anytimig  around 
him  but  confusion  aivd  dismay.  As  nobody  could,  or  would, 
do  anything  but  howl  and  pray,  and  as  no  one  would  stir  a 
finger  to  mure  him,  for  loar  of  consequences,  I lost  my  pa- 
tience-made my  serrant  and  a couple  of  the  mob  take  up 
the  body  — sent  nlT  two  soldiers  to  the  guard  — despatched 
iHego  to  the  Cardinal  with  the  news,  and  had  him  carried  up 
stairs  into  my  own  quarters.  But  it  was  too  late  — ho  was 
tooe."—Sjfrxm  LetUn.] 

1 [“  And  now  as  silent  as  an  unstrung  drum.”—  Mfi.} 

- .... 

XU. 

Here  their  conductor  tapping  at  the  wicket 
Of  a small  Iron  door,  'twas  open'd,  and 
He  led  them  onwanl,  first  through  a luw  thicket 
Flank’d  by  large  groves, which  tower'd  on  either  hand: 
They  almost  lost  their  way,  and  had  to  pick  it  — 

For  night  was  closing  ere  they  came  to  land. 

The  eunuch  made  a sign  to  those  on  board. 

Who  row’d  off,  leaving  them  without  a word. 

XLIL 

As  they  were  plodding  on  their  winding  way 

Through  orange  bowers,  and  jasmine,  and  so  forth  : 
(Of  which  I might  have  a good  deal  to  say, 

There  being  no  such  profusion  in  the  North 
Of  oriental  plants,  **  ct  cetera,” 

But  that  of  late  your  scribblers  think  It  worth 
Their  while  to  rear  whole  hotbeds  In  ihdr  works. 
Because  one  poet  travell'd  ‘mongst  the  Turks ;)  * 

XLin. 

As  they  were  threading  on  their  way,  there  came 
Into  Don  Juan’s  head  a thought,  which  he 
Whlsiwr'il  to  bis  companion : — 't  was  the  same 
\Miich  might  have  then  occurr'd  to  you  or  me. 

“ Methinks," — said  he, — “It  would  be  no  great  shame 
If  wc  should  strike  a stroke  to  set  us  fret ; 

Ut 's  knock  that  old  bLick  fellow  on  the  bead. 

And  march  away  — ’twere  easier  done  than  said.” 

XLIV. 

“ Tes,*’  said  the  other,  “and  when  done,  what  then? 

Ilofc  get  out  ? how  the  devil  got  wc  in  ? 

And  when  wc  once  were  fairly  out,  and  when 

From  Saint  Bartholomew  wc  have  saved  our  skin,  * 
To-morrow 'd  sec  us  In  some  other  den. 

And  worse  ofi"  than  we  hitherto  have  been ; 
Besides,  I ‘m  hungry',  and  just  now  would  take, 

Like  Esau,  for  my  birthright  a beef-steak. 

XLV. 

“ \N  c must  be  near  some  place  of  man’s  abode  ; — 
For  the  old  negro’s  confidence  in  creeping, 

With  his  two  captives,  by  so  queer  a read, 

Shows  that  he  thinks  hb  friends  have  not  been 
sleeping ; 

A single  cry  would  bring  them  all  abro.ad : 

’Tis  better  therefore  looking  before  leaping  — 

.\nd  there,  you  see,  this  turn  has  brought  us  through, 
By  Jove,  a noble  palace  1— lighted  too.'* 

XLVI. 

It  was  indeed  a wide  extensive  building 

Which  open'd  on  their  view,  and  o'er  the  front 
There  seemed  to  be  besprent  a deal  of  gilding 
And  various  hues,  as  is  the  Turkish  wont,— 

A gaudy  taste ; fur  they  are  little  skill'd  in 

The  arts  of  which  these  lands  were  once  the  font: 
Each  villa  on  the  Bosphorus  hx>ks  a screen 
New  painted,  or  a pretty  opera-scene. 

* C”  I had  him  partlr  stripped— made  the  surgeon  ex«- 
mine  hlio,  and  examinra  him  mysrlf.  He  had  been  shot  by  cut 
iKtlls  or  slugs.  1 felt  one  of  the  slugs,  which  had  gone  through 
him,  all  but  the  skin.  He  only  said,  * O Dfo  1 ' and  ‘ Gles u I * 
two  or  three  times,  and  appeared  to  hate  suflered  UtUe. 
Poor  fellow  1 be  was  a brave  officer  ; but  had  made  himaelf 
disliked  by  the  people.”—  i^ron  LetUrt."^ 

3 The  light  and  elegant  wherries  plying  about  the  quays  of 
Constantinople  arc  so  called. 

* [•’  Lutern  Sketches,"  ••  Parga."  **  Phroifise,”  " llderim,” 
Ac.  ike.] 

* St.  Bartholomew  Is  said  tu  have  been  flayed  alive. 
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XLVIL 

And  nearer  as  they  came,  a genial  savour 

Of  certain  stews,  and  roast-meats,  and  pilaus. 
Things  which  in  hungry  mortals’  eyes  find  &vuur, 
Made  Juan  In  his  harsh  intentions  pause, 

And  put  himself  upon  his  good  behaviour : 

UU  fHend,  too,  adding  a new  saving  clause, 

Said,  In  Heaven's  name  let 's  get  some  supper  now, 
And  then  1 'm  with  you.  If  you  're  for  a row." 
XLVIIL 

Some  talk  of  an  appeal  unto  some  passion. 

Some  to  men's  feelings,  others  to  their  reason ; 
The  last  of  these  was  never  much  the  fiuhlon. 

For  reason  thinks  all  reasoning  out  of  season  : 
Some  speakers  whine,  and  others  lay  the  lash  on, 

But  more  or  less  continue  still  to  tease  on. 

With  arguments  according  to  their  “forte;” 

But  no  one  ever  dreams  of  being  short  — 

XLIX 

But  I digress  : of  all  appeals— > although 
1 grant  the  power  of  pathos,  and  of  gold. 

Of  beauty',  flattery,  threats,  a shilling,  — no 
Method's  more  sure  at  moments  to  take  hold  > 

Of  the  best  feelings  of  mankind,  which  grow 
More  tender,  as  wc  every  day  behold. 

Than  that  all-soAening,  overpowering  kncU, 

The  tocsin  of  the  soul — the  dinner-bell. 

L, 

Turkey  contains  no  bells,  and  yet  men  dine  ; 

And  Juan  and  his  friend,  allteit  they  heard 
Ko  Christian  knoll  to  table,  saw  no  line 
Of  lackeys  usher  to  the  feast  prei^ared, 

Tet  smelt  roast-meat,  beheld  a huge  tire  shine. 

And  cooks  In  motion  with  their  clean  arms  bared, 
And  gazed  around  them  to  the  left  and  right. 

With  Che  prophetic  eye  of  appetite. 

LL 

And  giving  up  all  notions  of  resistance. 

They  follow’d  close  behind  their  sable  guide, 

Who  little  thought  that  hU  own  crack’d  existence 
! Was  on  the  point  of  being  set  aside : 

I He  motion’d  them  to  stop  at  some  small  distance, 
And  knocking  at  the  gate,  ’t  was  open'd  wide, 

I .\nd  a magnificent  large  hall  display’d 
The  Asian  pomp  of  Ottoman  parade. 

UI. 

1 won’t  describe ; description  Is  my  forte, 

But  every  fool  descril)es  in  these  bright  days 
His  wondrous  journey  to  some  foreign  court. 

And  spawns  his  quarto,  and  demands  your  praise  — 
Death  to  his  publisher,  to  him  'tis  sport ; 

AVhlle  Nature,  tortured  twenty  thousand  ways, 
Ilesigns  herself  with  exemplary  patience 
To  guide-books,  rhymes,  tours,  sketches,  illustrations.^ 

i [“  Of  upecchei.  beatify,  flattery  — there  1j  do 
Stlelhod  more  cure,”  &c.  — MS.} 

* [•*  Guide  dcs  Voya>;.  urs."  *•  Directions  for  Trtrellers,** 
ftc.  — *•  llhytnei,  Incldetiul  and  Huraoruus,"  “Rhyming 
Ilenilnlscenccs.**  **  Kffu*ioos  in  Rhyme."  Ac.  — " Lady 
Morfan's  Tour  In  Italy,"  " Tour  through  litrla."  Ac.  Ac. 
— " Sketchet  of  Italy,"  **  Sketches  of  Modem  Greece,"  Ac. 
Ac.  — The  last  is  a playful  allusion  to  hU  friend  Mr.  Hob- 
bouse’i  " llluftrationi  of  Cbilde  Harold.”] 
s In  Turkey  nothing  Is  more  common  than  for  the  Muuul- 
mans  to  take  several  glasses  of  stroug  spirits  by  way  of  ap- 
prtlier.  1 have  seen  tnem  take  as  many  as  six  ofraki  b^ore 
i dinner,  and  swear  that  iher  dined  the  better  for  it : 1 trM 
the  experiment,  but  fared  like  the  Scotchman,  who  having 
heard  that  the  birds  called  klttlwakcs  were  ailmirable  irbets, 
I ate  six  of  them,  and  complained  that  " be  was  no  hungrier 
I than  when  be  began.” 




IJII.  I 

Along  this  hall,  and  up  and  down,  some,  squatted  | 
Upon  their  hams,  were  occupied  at  chess; 

Others  in  monosyllable  talk  chatted,  ^ 

And  some  seem’d  much  In  love  with  their  own  dress ; 
And  divers  smoked  superb  pipes,  decorated 
With  amber  mouths  of  greater  price  or  less ; 

And  several  strutted,  others  slept,  and  some 
Prepared  for  supper  with  a glass  of  nun.  ’ 

LIV. 

As  the  black  eunuch  enter’d  with  his  brace 
Of  purchased  Infldels,  some  raised  tbeir  eyes 
A moment,  without  slackening  from  their  pace  ; 

But  those  who  sate,  ne’er  stlrr’d  in  any  wise  : 

One  or  two  stared  the  captives  in  the  fkce. 

Just  as  one  views  a horse  to  guess  his  price ; 

I Some  nodded  to  the  negro  fh>m  their  station, 

But  no  one  troubled  him  with  conversattoo.  * 

LV. 

He  leads  them  through  the  hall,  and,  without  stopping, 
On  through  a flotber  range  of  goodly  rooms. 

Splendid  but  xilcnt,  save  in  ont,  where,  dropping,  ^ 

A martde  fountain  echoes  through  the  glooms 
Of  night,  which  robe  the  chamber,  or  where  popping 
Some  female  head  most  curiously  presumes 
To  thrust  Its  black  eyes  through  the  door  or  lattice, 

As  wondering  what  the  devil  noise  that  Is. 

LVL 

Some  faint  lamps  gleaming  from  the  lofty  walls 
Gave  light  enough  to  hint  their  ftrtber  way, 

But  not  enough  to  show  the  imperial  balls 
In  all  the  flashing  of  their  full  array; 

Perhaps  there 's  nothing — I’ll  not  say  appals, 

But  saddens  more  by  night  as  well  as  day, 

Than  an  enormous  room  without  a soul 
To  break  the  lifeless  splendour  of  the  whole. 

LVII. 

Two  or  three  seem  so  little,  oae  seems  nothing: 

In  deserts,  forests,  crowds,  or  by  the  shore. 

There  solitude,  wc  know,  has  her  ftill  growth  in 
The  spots  which  were  her  realms  for  evermore; 

But  Id  a mighty  hall  or  gallery,  both  In 

More  modem  buildings  and  those  built  of  yore, 

A kind  of  death  comes  o*er  us  all  alone. 

Seeing  what 's  meant  for  many  with  but  one. 

LVIII. 

A neat,  snug  study  on  a winter's  night,  0 
A book,  friend,  single  lady,  or  a glam 
Of  claret,  sandwich,  and  an  appetite. 

Are  things  which  moke  an  English  evening  pass  ; 
Though  cerfes  by  no  means  so  grand  a sight 
As  is  a theatre  lit  up  by  gas. 

I paas  my  evenings  in  long  galleries  solely, 

And  that's  the  reason  I'm  so  melauchc^y. 

« C"  Every  thlog  is  so  stUI  in  the  court  of  the  leraglio,  that 
the  motion  of  a fly  might,  in  a manner,  be  hoard  ; and  if  any- 
one should  presume  to  raise  bis  toIcc  ever  so  little,  or  shov 
the  least  want  of  respect  to  the  maniiun.pUcc  of  thrir  em- 
peror, be  would  instantly  bare  the  bastinado  by  the  oflleers 
tb-it  go  the  rounds,".—  TocasaroaT.} 

* A common  furniture.  I rocoUert  being  received  \yj  All 
Parha,  in  a large  room,  paved  with  marliU*,  rtmtalning  a 
marble  buin,  and  fountain  playing  in  the  centre,  Ac.  Ac. 
[Sae  ante,  p.  23. 

" In  marble-paved  pavtiliw),  where  a spring 

Of  living  water  from  the  centre  rose,  I 

Whose  bubbling  did  a genial  freshrms  fling. 

And  soft  voluptuous  rouehei  brwatbod  repose, 

Au  reclined,  a man  of  war  and  woes.”  Ac.] 

* t”  A small,  snug  chamber  on  a winirr’t  night.  i 

Well  furnish'd  with  a book,  frleod,  ^rl 
Ac — MS.) 
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I.DC. 

AJa»  I man  makei  that  great  which  makes  him  little : 
1 grant  you  in  a church  'tls  very  well: 

What  speaks  of  Heaven  should  by  no  means  be  brittle, 
But  strong  and  lasting,  till  no  tongue  can  tell 
Their  names  who  rear'd  it ; but  huge  houses  fit  ill  — 
And  huge  tonU>s  worse  — mankind,  since  Adam  fell : 
Metbinks  the  story  of  the  tower  of  Babel 
Might  teach  them  this  much  better  than  1 'm  able. 

LX. 

Babel  was  Nimrod’s  hunting-box,  and  then 
A town  of  gardens,  walls,  and  wealth  amazing, 
Where  Ncbuchadonosor,  king  of  men. 

Reign'd,  till  one  summer’s  day  be  took  to  grazing, 
And  Daniel  tamed  the  Huns  in  their  den, 

The  people’s  awe  and  admiration  raising ; 

'Twas  famous,  too,  for  ThUbe  and  for  Fyramus,! 
And  the  calumniated  queen  Semiramis  — * 

LXL 

That  injured  Queen,  by  chroniclers  so  coarse 
Has  been  accused  ([  doubt  not  by  conspiracy) 

Of  an  improper  ftlendsbip  for  her  horse 

(Love,  like  religion,  sometimes  runs  to  heresy): 
This  monstrous  tale  bad  probably  its  source 
(For  such  exaggerations  here  and  there  I see) 
lu  writing  **  Courser  ” by  mistake  for  •*  Courier : ** 

1 wish  the  case  could  come  before  a jury  here.  ^ 

LXIL 

But  to  resume,  — should  there  be  (what  may  not 
Be  in  these  days?)  some  Infidels  who  don't. 
Because  they  can’t  find  out  the  very  spot  * 

Of  that  same  Babel,  or  because  they  won’t 
(Though  Claudius  Rich,  Esquire,  some  bricks  has  got, 
And  written  lately  two  memoirs  upon’t, 

Believe  the  Jews,  those  unbelievers,  who 
Must  be  believed,  though  they  believe  not  you, 

LXUL 

Tct  let  them  think  that  Horace  has  exprest 
Shortly  and  sweetly  the  masonic  fiHIy 
Of  those,  forgetting  the  great  place  of  rest. 

Who  give  themselves  to  architecture  wholly ; 

We  know  where  things  and  men  must  end  at  best : 

A moral  (like  all  morals)  melancholy', 

And  “ Et  scpulchrl  Immemor  struls  domos"® 

Shows  that  we  build  when  we  should  but  entomb  us. 

LXIV. 

At  last  they  reach’d  a quarter  most  retired, 

Where  echo  woke  as  If  from  a long  slumber ; 
Though  full  of  all  things  which  could  be  desired, 

One  wonder’d  what  to  do  with  such  a number 

I [See  Grid's  Uetamorphoset,  lib. 

“ In  Babylcm,  where  first  her  queen,  for  state. 

Raised  walls  of  brick  mairnifiteml^  ftreat. 

Lived  Pjrrainus  and  Tht^,  lorrly  pair  1 
lie  found  no  Lostrm  routh  hts  isjual 
Arvd  she  beyond  the  fairest  nymph  m as  fair.”  — G srtr.] 
s Babylon  was  enlarged  by  Klmrod,  strengthened  aodbeau- 
tilled  by  Nebuchadonosor,  and  rebuilt  by  Semiramis. 

* [At  (he  time  when  Lord  Byron  was  writing  this  Canto, 
the  unfortunate  affair  of  Quren  Caroline,  charged,  among 
ocher  oflences,  with  admlutn^t  her  chamberlain,  Bergamr. 
originally  a anttirr.  to  her  bed.  was  oorupying  much  attention 
in  Italy,  as  In  England.  The  allusluus  to  the  domestic 
IrouWes  of  George  IV.  in  the  text,  are  frequent.] 

* [Excepting  the  ruins  of  some  Urge  and  loftr  turrets,  like 
that  of  Raliel  or  Oelus.  the  cities  of  Daliylon  and  Nlnereh  are 
so  romplelely  crumbled  into  dust,  as  to  be  wholly  uodUtin* 
fuishabie  but  by  a few  Inequalities  of  tho  surface  on  which 


Of  articles  which  nobody  required ; 

Here  wealth  bad  done  its  utmost  to  encumber 
With  furniture  an  exquisite  apartment. 

Which  puzzled  Nature  much  to  know  what  Art  meant  > ' 

LXV.  I 

It  seem’d,  however,  but  to  open  on 

A range  or  suite  of  further  chambers,  which 
Might  lead  to  heaven  knows  where ; but  in  this  one 
The  moveables  were  prodigally  rich : 

Sofas  *t  was  half  a sin  Co  sit  upon. 

So  costly  were  they ; carpets  every  sUtch 
Of  workmanship  so  rare,  they  made  you  wish 
Tou  could  glide  o'er  them  like  a golden  fish. 

LXVL  ' 

The  black,  however,  without  hardly  deigning  | 

A glance  at  that  which  wrapt  the  slaves  in  wonder. 
Trampled  what  they  scarce  trod  for  fear  of  staining, 

As  if  the  milky  way  their  feet  was  under 
With  all  its  stars ; and  with  a stretch  attaining 
A certain  press  or  cupboard  niched  in  yonder. 

In  that  remote  recess  which  you  may  see  — 

Or  if  you  dou’t  the  fault  is  not  1q  me,  — I 

Lxvn.  I 

I wish  to  be  perspicuous ; and  the  black,  j 

1 say,  unlocking  the  recess,  pull’d  forth  ; 

A quantity  of  clothes  fit  for  the  back  | 

Of  any  Mussulman,  whate'er  his  worth  ; < 

And  of  variety  there  was  no  lack  — i 

And  yet,  though  1 have  said  there  was  no  dearth,  — * 
He  chose  himself  to  point  out  what  he  thought  : 

Most  proper  for  the  Christians  he  had  boughL 

Lxvra. 

The  suit  ho  thought  most  suitable  to  each 
Was,  for  the  elder  and  the  stouter,  first 
A Candiotc  cloak,  which  to  the  knee  might  reach. 

And  trousers  not  so  tight  that  they  would  burst. 

But  such  as  fit  an  Asiatic  breech  ; 

A shawl,  whose  folds  in  Cashmlre  had  been  nurst. 
Slippers  of  saf!Yt>n,  dagger  rich  and  bandy ; 

In  short,  ail  things  which  form  a Turkish  Dandy. 

LXIX 

While  he  was  dressing.  Baba,  their  black  friend, 

Hinted  the  vast  advantages  which  they 
Might  probably  attain  both  in  the  end,  j 

If  they  would  but  pursue  the  proper  way 
Wblch  Fortune  plainly  seem’d  to  recommend ; 

And  then  he  added,  that  he  needs  must  say, 

“ *T  would  greatly  tend  to  better  their  condition. 

If  they  would  condescend  to  circumcision.  • 

they  once  ituod.  The  humble  tent  of  the  Arab  now  occupies 
the  spot  formerly  adorned  with  the  palaces  of  king*,  and  hU 
flock*  procure  but  a scaiity  pittance  of  food.  amid»t  the  fallen 
fragments  of  ancient  m.ignsficrncn.  The  bank*  of  the  Eu 
pliratct  Aitd  Tierlf,  once  so  prolific,  are  now.  for  the  uiMt  i 
part,  covered  with  an  Impcnctrikble  bruihuood  ; and  the  in. 
tciior  of  (he  province,  which  was  traversed  and  fertfUsed  with 
innumerable  canals,  U destitute  of  either  InbabilADts  orvcfc- 
tation.  — Moaica.] 

* Two  Memoirs  on  the  Ruins  of  Babylon,  tw  Claudius  ' 
James  Rich,  Esq.,  Resident  for  the  East  India  Company  at 
tne  Court  of  the  Vashaof  Bagdat."] 

* [“  Day  presses  on  the  heels  of  day. 

And  moons  increase  to  their  ds^y; 

But  you.  with  thoughtless  pride  elate, 

Vnconiclnus  of  impending  (ate. 

Command  the  pillar'd  dome  to  rise. 

When,  lo  1 tho  tomb  forgotten  lies." 

Framcis's  Horace.] 
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LXX. 

•*  For  hlf  own  part,  be  really  thould  r^lce 
To  see  them  true  believers,  but  no  lees 
Would  leave  his  proposition  to  their  choice." 

The  other,  thwklnj;  him  for  this  excess 
Of  goodnesa,  In  thus  leaving  them  t voice 
In  such  a trifle,  scarcely  could  express 
**  Sufficiently"  (be  said)  **  bis  approbation 
Of  all  the  customs  of  this  polish'd  nation. 

T.XXT. 

**  For  his  own  share.— he  saw  but  small  objection 
To  so  respectable  an  ancient  rite ; 

And,  after  swallowing  down  a slight  refection. 

For  which  he  own'd  a present  appetite. 

He  doubted  not  a few  hours  of  reflection 
Would  reconcile  him  to  the  business  quite." 

WUl  it  ? " said  Juan,  sharply : “ Strike  me  dead, 
But  they  as  soon  shall  drci^clte  my  bead ! i 

Lxxn. 

**  Cut  off  a thousand  heads,  before  — **  Now, 

Replied  the  other,  “ do  not  interrupt : [pray.” 

Tou  put  me  out  lu  what  1 bad  to  say. 

Sir  !^as  I said,  as  soon  as  I have  supt, 

I shall  perpend  If  your  proposal  may 
Be  such  as  1 can  properly  accept ; 

Provided  always  your  great  goodness  stUl 
Remits  the  matter  to  our  own  flree>will." 

LXXIU. 

Baba  eyed  Juan,  and  said,  “ Be  so  good 
As  dress  yourself — " and  pointed  out  a suit 
fn  which  a Princess  with  great  pleasure  would 
Array  her  limbs ; but  Juan  standing  mute, 

As  not  being  in  a masquerading  mood. 

Gave  it  a slight  kick  with  hla  Christian  foot ; 

And  when  the  old  negro  told  him  to  **  Get  ready," 
Replied,  “ Old  gentlenun,  1 *m  not  a lady. " 

Lxxrv. 

•*  What  you  may  be,  1 neither  know  nor  care," 

Said  ]^ba ; **  but  pray  do  as  1 desire : 

I have  no  more  time  nor  many  words  to  spare." 

**  At  least,"  said  Juan,  “ sure  1 may  Inquire 
The  cause  of  this  odd  travesty  ? " — " Forbear," 

Said  Baba,  **  to  be  rurious  i 't  will  transpire. 

No  doubt,  In  proper  place,  and  time,  and  season: 

I have  DO  authority  to  tell  the  reason." 

LXXV. 

“ Then  If  I do,”  said  Juan,  “ IT!  be  « Hold !" 

Rooln’d  the  negro,  " pray  be  not  provoking ; 

Thi*  spirit’s  well,  but  it  may  wax  too  bold. 

And  you  will  flod  us  not  too  fond  of  joking.” 

**  What,  sir  ! ” said  Juan,  “ shall  it  e'er  be  toW 
That  I unsex'd  my  dress  7 " But  Baba,  stroking 
The  things  down,  said,  **  Incense  me,  and  I call 
Those  who  wilt  leave  you  of  no  sex  at  all. 

LXXVT. 

**  I ofler  you  a handsome  suit  of  clothes : 

A woman's,  true ; but  then  there  is  a cause 
Why  you  thould  wear  them."~“  MThat,  though  my 
soul  loathes 

The  efTcminate  garb?"— thus,  after  a short  pause. 
Sigh'd  Juan,  muttering  also  some  slight  oaths, 

'*  What  the  devil  shall  1 do  with  all  this  gause  7" 
Thus  he  profanely  term'd  the  finest  lace 
Which  e'er  set  off  a znanriage- morning  face. 

^ C If  they  shall  not  as  fooa  cut  off  my  bead.'*— MS.] 


Lxxm 

And  then  he  swore  and,  sighing,  on  be  slipp’d 
A pair  of  trousers  of  flesb-colour'd  silk ; 

Next  with  a virgin  sune  be  was  equipp'd, 

Which  girt  a slight  chemise  as  white  as  milk  ; 

But  tuggiug  on  his  petticoat,  be  tripp'd. 

Which. — as  we  say — or  as  the  S^tch  uy,  whilk, 
(The  rhy*me  obliges  me  to  this ; sometimes 
Monarciu  are  km  imperative  than  rhymes) — > 
LXXVUL 

Wbnk,  which  (or  what  you  please),  was  owing  to 
His  garment's  novelty,  and  his  teing  awkward ; 
And  yet  at  last  he  managed  to  get  through 
His  toilet,  though  no  doubt  a little  backward : 

The  negro  Baba  help'd  a little  too, 

When  some  untoward  part  of  ndment  stuck  bard ; 
And,  wrestling  both  his  am:s  Into  a gown. 

He  paused,  and  took  a survey  up  and  down. 

L.XXXX. 

One  difficulty  still  remain'd  — his  ludr 
Was  hardly  long  enough  ; but  Baba  found 
So  many  false  long  tresses  all  to  spare. 

That  soon  head  was  most  completely  crown'd. 
After  the  manner  then  in  flufaion  there ; 

And  this  addition  with  such  gems  was  bound 
As  suited  the  entembU  of  his  toilet. 

While  Baba  made  him  comb  his  head  and  cdl  it. 
LXXX. 

And  now  being  femininely  all  array'd. 

With  some  small  aid  from  sclssor5,paintAnd  tweexen, 
He  look'd  in  almost  all  respects  a maid. 

And  Bala  smilingly  exclaim'd,  **  You  see,  sin, 

A perfect  tran»formaiiun  here  display'd ; 

And  now,  then,  you  mu^t  come  along  with  me,  sirs, 
That  is — the  I.ady :''  clapping  his  bands  twice. 

Four  blacks  were  at  his  elbow  in  a trice. 

LXXXI. 

" Tou,  sir,"  said  Baba,  nodding  to  the  one, 

" Will  please  to  accomp^uiy  those  gentlemen 
To  supper ; but  you,  worthy  Chrlstiau  nun. 

Will  follow  me ; no  trilling,  sir ; for  when 
I say  a thing,  it  must  at  or.ee  be  done. 

What  fear  you?  think  you  this  a lion's  den? 

Why,  tis  a palace ; where  the  truly  wise 
Anticipate  tl^  Prophet's  [oradisc. 

LXXXO. 

” Tou  fool ! I tell  you  no  one  means  you  barm.” 

**  So  much  the  letter,"  Juan  said,  **  for  them; 

Else  they  shall  feel  the  wricht  of  this  my  arm. 

Which  Is  not  quite  so  light  as  you  may  deem. 

I yield  thus  far;  but  soon  will  break  the  charm, 

If  any  take  me  for  that  which  I seem : 

So  that  I trust  for  e\*ery  body's  sake. 

That  this  disguise  may  lead  to  no  mistake." 

I.XXXUI. 

**  Blockhead  I come  on,  and  see,"  quoth  ; whHe 
Don  Juan,  turning  to  his  comrade,  who 
Though  somewhat  grieved,  could  scarce  forbear  a 
stniio 

Upon  the  metamorphosis  In  view, 

« Farewell  I ” they  mutually  exclaim'd : ‘‘  this  soQ 
Seems  fertile  in  adventures  strange  and  new  ; 

One 's  turn'd  half  Mussulman,  and  one  a maid, 

By  this  old  black  enchanter's  unsought  aid.” 

* f**  Klofi  are  not  more  Inperatire  than  rbnn«i.'*_ir8.1 
U U 2 
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IJtXXIV. 

**  Farewell ! **  said  Juan : **  should  we  meet  no  more, 
I wish  you  a good  appetite.'*  — **  Farewell  !** 
BepUed  the  other ; though  it  grieves  roe  sore : 
When  we  next  meet,  we  ’ll  have  a tale  to  tell : 

We  needs  roust  follow  when  Fate  puts  from  shore. 
Keep  your  good  name ; though  Eve  herself  once 
fell.*’  [carry  me, 

**  Ifay,"  quoth  the  maid,  **  the  Sultan*»  self  shan't 
Unless  his  highness  promises  to  marry  me.** 

LXXXV. 

And  thus  they  parted,  each  by  separate  doors  ; 

Baba  led  Juan  onward  room  by  room 
Through  glittering  galleries,  and  o'er  marble  floors, 
TiU  a gigantic  portal  throiigh  the  gloom, 

Haughty  and  huge,  along  the  distance  lowers ; 

And  wafted  Utr  arose  a rich  perfume : 

It  seem'd  as  though  they  came  upon  a shrine. 

For  all  was  vast,  stll),  fhigrant,  and  divine. 

LXXXVL 

The  giant  door  was  broad,  and  bright,  and  high, 

Of  gilded  bronxe,  and  carved  In  curious  guise ; 
Warriors  thereon  were  battling  furioujily  ; 

Here  stalks  the  victor,  there  the  vanquish'd  lies ; 
There  captives  led  in  triumph  droop  the  eye, 

And  in  perspective  many  a squadron  flies : 

It  seems  the  work  of  times  before  the  line 
Of  Rome  transplanted  fell  with  Constantine. 

LXXXVIl. 

This  massy  portal  stood  at  the  wide  close 
Of  a huge  hall,  and  on  its  either  side 
Two  little  dwarfs,  the  least  you  could  suppose. 

Were  sate,  like  ugly  imps,  as  if  allied 
In  mockery  to  the  enormous  gate  which  rose 
O'er  them  in  almost  pyramidlc  pride : 

The  gate  so  splendid  was  In  all  Its  /eatMrts,  * 

Tou  never  thought  about  those  little  creatures, 

LXXXVIIL 

Until  you  nearly  trod  on  them,  and  then 
Tou  started  back  In  horror  to  survey 
The  wondrous  hldcousness  of  those  small  men, 

Whose  colour  was  not  black,  nor  white,  nor  grey, 
But  an  extraneous  mixture,  which  no  pen 
Can  trace,  although  perhaps  the  pencil  may ; 

They  were  mis-shapen  pigmies,  deaf  and  dumb 

Monsters,  who  cost  a no  less  monstrous  sum. 

LXXXIX. 

Their  duty  was— for  they  were  strong,  and  though 
They  look'd  so  little,  did  strong  things  at  times  — 
To  ope  this  door,  which  they  could  really  do. 

The  hinges  being  as  smooth  ss  Rogers’  rhymes ; 
And  now  and  then,  with  tough  strings  of  the  bow, 

As  is  the  custom  of  those  Eastern  climes, 

To  give  some  rebel  Pacha  a cravat : 

Fur  mutes  arc  generally  used  for  thaL 

• Ffoimrtt  of  a irate— a minitterial  metaphor  : •*  tI>o  fea- 
ture  upon  mhich  questioo  kinget."  See  the  “ Kud|te 
Famllj.”  or  hear  Cartirreagb.  — [Phil.  Fudge,  in  hit  letter 
to  Lord  Cattlereagli.  says: 

*•  Aa  fA.«i  wnuld'st  say,  my  guide  and  teacher 
In  theae  gxj  metaphoric  fringes, 

1 now  embark  into  tnc  /iature 
On  which  tbU  letter  chiefly  hinges.*' 

The  note  adds.  *•  verlxitim  from  one  of  the  noble  Vlacoimt’s 
spoeebet:  ' Aarfisow,  tir,  I mtut  embark  into  Ut4  feauirc 


CANTO  V. 

xc. 

They  spoke  by  signs  — that  Is,  not  spoke  at  all; 

And  looking  like  two  Lncubi,  they  glared 
As  Baba  with  bis  fingers  made  them  fkli 
To  heaving  back  the  portal  folds : it  scared 
Juan  a moment,  as  this  pair  so  small. 

With  shrinking  serpent  optics  on  him  stared ; < 

It  was  as  If  their  little  looks  could  poison  I 

Or  fascinate  wbome’er  they  fix'd  their  eyes  on. 

XCI. 

Before  they  enter'd.  Baba  paused  to  hint 
To  Juan  some  slight  lessons  as  his  guide : 

**  If  you  could  just  contrive,*'  he  said,  to  stint 
T^t  somewhat  manly  majesty  of  stride,  «(ln’t) 

'T would  be  as  well,  and  — (though  there 's  not  much 
To  swing  a little  less  from  side  to  side. 

Which  has  at  times  an  aspect  of  the  oddest ; 

And  also  could  you  look  a little  modest, 

XCU. 

♦*  'T  would  be  convenient ; for  these  mutes  have  e>e»  j 
IJke  needles,  which  may  pierce  those  petticoats ; ] 

And  if  they  should  discover  your  disguise,  I 

You  know  how  near  us  the  deep  Bosphorus  floats ; i 
And  you  and  I may  chance,  ere  morning  rise,  | 

To  And  our  way  to  Marmora  without  boats,  i 

Stitch'd  up  in  sacks — a mode  of  navigation 
A good  deal  pracU:ied  here  upon  occasion."*  )' 

xcm.  I 

With  this  encouragement,  be  led  the  way  ' | 

Into  a room  stlH  nobler  than  the  la.'it ; 

A rich  confuriun  form'd  a disarray  \ 

In  such  sort,  that  the  eye  along  It  cast  ' 

Could  hardly  carry  anything  away, 

Oluect  on  object  flash'd  so  bright  and  lost ; I 

A dazzling  mass  of  gems,  and  gold,  and  glitter,  I' 

Magnificently  mingled  in  a litter.  j 

xciv.  ' 

AVcalth  had  done  wonders  — taste  not  much;  such 
things 

Occur  In  Orient  palaces,  and  even 
In  the  more  chasten'd  dennes  of  Western  kings  , 

(Of  which  I have  also  seen  some  six  or  seven) 

Where  1 can't  say  or  gold  or  diamond  flings 
Great  lustre,  there  Is  much  to  be  forgiven  ; 

Groups  of  bad  statues,  tables,  chairs,  and  pictures. 

On  which  I cannot  pause  to  make  my  strictures. 

xcv. 

In  this  imperiai  hall,  at  distance  lay 
Under  a canopy,  and  there  reclined 
Quite  In  a confidential  queenly  way, 

A lady ; Baba  stopp'd,  and  kneeling  sign'd 
To  Juan,  who  though  not  much  used  to  pray, 

Knelt  down  by  instinct,  wondering  in  his  mind 
Wliat  all  this  meant : while  Baba  bow'd  and  bended 
His  head,  until  the  ceremony  ended. 

on  vkick  this  question  ekitftf  A/ngn.* FiKfge  Fattulu, 

p.  H.] 

» A few  years  ago  Ihe  wife  of  MucliUr  Pacha  complained 
to  bU  father  of  hti  son's  sup]>ofcd  infldrlity:  he  asked  with 
whom,  and  she  had  the  barttarity  to  give  in  a list  of  the 
twelve  handsomest  women  in  Yanina.  They  were  seized, 
fastened  up  in  sacks,  and  drosrned  In  the  lake  the  some  night.  I 
One  of  the  guards  who  was  present  informed  me.  th^  not 
ooe  of  the  victims  uttered  aery,  nr  showed  a symptom  of  ' 
terror  at  so  sudden  a *'  wrench  from  all  we  know,  from  all  we  I 
lore."  [Sec  aatf,  pp.G'i.  7C.]  ' 
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CANTO  y.  DON  JOAN.  «6l  ' 


' XCVL 

I Tbe  Udy  rlstng  up  with  such  an  air 
I As  Venus  rose  with  from  tbe  wave,  on  them 
I Bent  like  an  antelope  a Paphlan  pair  ^ 

I Of  eyes,  which  put  out  each  surrounding  gem ; 
And  raising  up  an  arm  as  moonlight  fair, 

She  sign'd  to  Baba,  who  first  kiss'd  tbe  hem 
Of  her  deep  purple  robe,  and  speaking  low, 

I Pointed  to  Juan,  who  remain'd  below. 

1 xevn. 

Her  presence  was  as  lofty  as  her  state  ; 

Her  beauty  of  that  overpowering  kind. 

Whose  force  description  only  would  abate : 

I’d  rather  leave  It  much  to  your  own  mind, 

Than  lessen  It  by  what  I could  relate 
I Of  forms  and  features ; it  would  strike  you  blind 
‘ Could  I do  justice  to  the  full  detail 
80,  luckily  for  both,  my  phrases  fidl. 

xevin. 

Thus  much  however  I may  add, — her  years 

Were  ripe,  they  might  make  six>and<twenty  springs, 
But  there  are  forms  which  Time  to  touch  forbears, 
And  turns  aside  bis  scythe  to  vulgar  things:^ 
jj  Such  as  was  Mary’s  Queen  of  Scots) ; tnie — tears 
I And  love  destroy ; and  sapping  sorrow  wrings 
Charms  from  the  charmer,  yet  some  never  grow 
Cgly ; for  Instance — Ninon  de  I'EncIos.  * 

XCIX 

I bbc  spake  some  words  to  her  attendants,  who 
! Comi)oscd  a choir  of  girls,  ten  or  a dosen. 

And  were  all  clad  alike ; like  Juan,  too, 

Who  wore  their  uniform,  by  Baba  chosen : 

They  form'd  a very  nymph-llke  looking  crew,* 
Which  might  have  call'd  Diana's  chorus  *•  cousin,” 
As  ftir  as  outward  show  may  correspond ; 

I won't  be  ball  for  anything  beyond 

I 

They  bow'd  obeisance  and  withdrew,  retiring. 

But  not  by  the  same  door  through  which  came  in 
Baba  and  Juan,  which  last  stood  admiring, 

At  some  small  distance,  all  he  saw  within 

As  Venus  rose  ftom  ocean  — bent  en  them 
ith  a far<reaching  glance,  a Paphlan  pair."  MS.] 

I * But  there  arc  forms  which  Ifmc  adorns,  not  wears, 
At)d  to  which  beauty  obstiaately  dings."  — MS.] 

) ["  With  reMrd  to  the  queen's  person,  all  contemporary 
i axithors  agree  In  ascribing  to  Mary  the  utmost  beauty  of 
countenance,  and  elegance  of  shape,  of  which  the  human  form 
Is  capable.  Her  hair  was  black  i her  eyes  were  a dark  grey  ; 
her  complexion  was  exquisitely  fine ; and  her  hands  and 
arms  rctnarkably  delicate,  both  as  to  shape  and  colour.  Her 
ttature  was  of  a ndrtt  th.nt  rose  to  the  majestic.  She  danced. 

I walked,  aitd  rode  with  equ.-U  grace.  Her  taste  for  music  was 
just,  and  she  both  sang  anu  ployed  upon  the  lute  with  un> 
ctnnmon  skill.  No  man.  says  Brantome.  erer  beheld  her 
person  without  admiration  and  love,  or  will  read  ber  liistory 
without  sorrow."— Rorsrtson.] 

* [Mademoiselle  dc  rEnclot,  celebrated  for  her  beauty,  her 
wit.  her  galbintry.  and.  abore  all.  fur  the  extraordinary 
length  of  time  duriag  which  she  preserved  her  attractions. 
She  Intrlracd  with  Ine  young  gentlemen  of  three  genera* 
tions,  and  is  said  to  have  had  a grandson  of  her  own  among 
her  lovers.  See  tbe  works  of  Madame  de  Sevign^,  Voltaire. 
Ac.  Ac.  for  copious  Mrticulars  of  her  life.  The  Bt'of^aj*h/e 
VniverttUf  tap— "In  her  old  age,  her  house  was  tne  ren* 
desTous  of  tlw  most  distinguished  persons.  Scarron  con* 
suited  her  on  his  romances,  St.  Evreraond  on  his  poems, 

I Moline  on  his  comedies,  Fontenellc  on  his  dislogne*.  and  I.a 
Kochefoucault  on  bis  maxims.  Coilgny,  S^r1gn6.  Ac.  were 
her  lovers  and  friends.  At  ber  death,  in  1705.  and  in  her 
ninetieth  yesw,  she  bequeathed  to  Voltaire  a considerable 
sum,  to  expend  Is  books."] 


, This  Strange  saloun,  much  fitted  for  inspiring 

Marvel  and  praise ; for  both  or  none  things  win ; 
And  1 must  lay,  I ne'er  could  see  the  very 
Great  happiness  of  the  **  NU  odmirarl.”  ^ 

CL 

**  Not  to  admire  Is  all  the  art  1 know 
(Plain  truth,  dear  Murray  ?,  needs  few  flowers  of  ■ 
speech)  1 

To  make  men  happy,  or  to  keep  them  so ; **  . 

(80  take  U in  the  very  words  of  Creech).  1 

Thus  Horace  wrote  we  all  know  long  ago ; ! 

And  thus  Pope*  quotes  the  precept  to  re-teach 
From  his  translation ; but  had  itone  admirtd,  \ 

Would  Pope  hare  sung,  or  Horace  been  Inspired  ? > | 

CIL  ; 

Baba,  when  all  the  damsels  were  withdrawn. 

Motion’d  to  Juan  to  approach,  and  then  | 

A second  time  desired  him  to  kneel  down,  j 

And  kiss  the  lady's  foot ; which  maxim  when  I 
Re  heard  repeatctl,  Juan  with  a frown 
Drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height  again. 

And  said,  " It  grieved  him,  but  he  could  not  stoop 
To  any  shoe,  unless  it  shod  the  Pope.” 

cm. 

Baba,  Indignant  at  this  ill*timed  pride. 

Made  fierce  remonstrances,  and  then  a threat 
He  mutter'd  (but  the  last  was  given  aside) 

About  a bow* string — quite  in  vain  ; not  yet 
Would  Juan  bend,  though  twere  to  Mahomet’s  bride  1 
There 's  nothing  In  the  world  like  ttiquth* 

In  kingly  chambers  or  imperial  balU. 

As  also  at  the  race  and  county  balls. 

CIV. 

He  stood  like  Atlas,  with  a world  of  words 
About  bis  ears,  and  nathloss  would  not  bend ; 

The  blood  of  all  his  line's  Castilian  lords 
Boil’d  in  bis  veins,  and  rather  than  descend 
To  stain  his  pedigree  a thousand  swords 
A thousand  times  of  him  bad  made  an  end ; 

At  length  perceiving  the  **foot"  could  not  stand, 

Baba  proposed  that  he  should  kiss  the  hand. 

* ["  Her  lidr  maids  were  ranged  below  the  sofa,  and,  to  tbo 
number  of  twenty,  were  all  dressed  In  fine  light  damasks, 
brocaded  with  silver.  Tb^  put  me  In  mind  of  the  pictures 
of  the  ancient  nymphs.  1 did  not  think  all  nature  coaid 
h.-ive  Smithed  su4^  s scene  of  beauty,”  Ac.— Laov  H.  W. 
MoifTAGir.] 

* ("  Nil  admlrari,  prope  res  cit  una,  Numicl, 

Solaquequje  posslt  foccre  ct  servare  beatum." — lloo. 
lib. !.  eplst.  vi.] 

7 [The  " Murray  " of  Pope  was  tbe  great  Earl  Mansfield.] 

s ["  Not  to  admire.  Is  all  the  art  1 knnv 

To  moke  men  hap^.  and  to  keep  them  to. 

(Plain  truth,  clear  Murray,  need*  no  flowers  of  speech, 

So  take  it  In  the  very  words  of  Creech.")]. 

* ["  I maintained  that  Horace  was  wrong  in  placing  bupi* 
ness  In  luY  adtmrarf,  for  that  I thought  adinlniUon  one  of  tu« 
most  agreeable  of  all  our  feelings ; oud  I regretted  that  I had 
lost  much  of  my  dlipoftition  to  admire,  whicli  people  generally 
do  as  they  advance  in  life.  " Sir,"  said  Johnson,"  as  a man  ad* 
vanccs  in  life,  he  gets  what  is  biettcr  than  admiration  — Judg- 
mnU,  to  estimate  things  at  their  true  value."  I still  inslstra 
that  admiration  was  more  pleasing  than  judgment,  as  love  Is 
more  pleasing  than  friendship.  The  feeling  of  fHendsbip  li  like 
that  of  being  comfortably  filled  with  roast  beef ; love.  like  bring 
enlivened  with  champagne.  Johnson,  " No.  Sir;  admiration 
and  love  ore  like  being  intoxicated  w ith  champagne ; judg* 
ment  and  friendship  Hkc  being  enlivened.  Waller  has  hit 
upon  the  same  thought  with  you ; but  I don’t  believe  you 
have  borrowed  from  Waller." —Boawu.1,,  vol.v.  p.906. 
edit.  1835.] 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 

CANTO  Y,  1 

C7. 

' Here  was  an  honourable  compromise. 

**  To  hear  and  to  obey 

cxn. 

* bad  been  from  birth 

A haif-wmy  house  of  diplomatic  rest,  { The  Uw  of  all  around  her ; to  ful&l 

Wliere  they  might  meet  in  much  more  peaceful  guise ; I AU  phantasies  which  yielded  joy  or  mirth. 


I And  Juan  now  his  willingness  exprest 
j To  use  all  fit  and  proper  courtesies 
I Adding,  that  this  was  commonest  and  best, 

' I Fur  through  the  South,  the  custom  still  commands 
. I The  gentleman  to  kiss  the  lady's  bands. 

!1  evL 

: And  he  advanced,  though  with  but  a bad  grace, 

I Though  on  more  tKorough^ltrtd  > or  fairer  fingers 
I No  lips  e’er  left  their  transitory  trace : 

, I On  such  as  these  the  Up  too  fondly  lingers, 

And  for  one  kiss  would  fain  imprint  a brace, 

' As  you  wUl  sec.  if  she  you  love  shall  bring  hers 
i In  contact ; and  somettmes  even  a ihir  stranger’s 
An  almost  twelvemonth's  constancy  endangers. 

I eviL 

' The  lady  eyed  him  o’er  and  o'er,  and  bade 
I Baba  retire,  which  he  obey’d  In  style, 

As  if  well  used  to  the  retreating  trade ; 

And  taking  bints  In  good  part  all  the  while, 

He  whis}»rr’d  Juan  not  to  be  afraid. 

And  looking  on  him  with  a sort  of  smile. 

Took  leave,  with  such  a face  of  satisfaction. 

As  good  men  wear  who  have  doue  a virtuous  action. 

I CVIIL 

I >Vhen  he  was  gone,  there  was  sudden  change : 

I I know  not  what  might  be  the  lady's  thought, 

I But  o’er  her  bright  brow  flash’d  a tumult  strange, 

. And  into  her  clear  cheek  the  blood  was  brought. 
Blood-red  as  sunset  summer  clouds  which  range 
I The  verge  of  Heaven ; and  In  her  large  eyes  srrought, 
j A mixture  of  sensations  might  be  scann'd, 

I Of  half  voluptuousness  and  half  command. 

CIX. 

Her  form  had  all  the  softness  of  her  sex. 

Her  features  all  the  sweetness  of  the  devil. 

When  he  put  on  the  cherub  to  perplex 

Eve,  and  paved  (God  knows  how)  the  road  to  evil ; 
The  sun  himself  was  scarce  more  free  from  specks 
Than  she  from  aught  at  which  the  eye  could  cavil ; 
Vet,  somehow,  there  was  something  somewhere  want- 
I As  if  she  rather  order'd  than  was  jfrantieg.  — [lug, 
CX. 

, Something  Imperial,  or  imperious,  threw 
A chain  o’er  all  she  did  ; that  U,  a chain 
! Was  thrown  as  'twere  about  the  neck  of  you, — 

I ^ And  rapture’s  self  will  seem  almost  a pain 
'j  With  aught  which  looks  like  despotism  in  view; 

Our  souls  at  least  are  free,  and  *tis  in  vain 
We  would  against  them  make  the  flesh  obey— 

I The  spirit  In  the  end  will  have  its  way. 

il 

; ' Her  very  smile  was  haughty,  though  so  sweet ; 

Her  \Try  nod  was  not  an  inclination ; 

There  was  a self>will  even  in  her  small  feet. 

As  though  they  were  qu  Ite  conscious  of  her  station 

I They  trod  as  upon  necks ; and  to  complete 
I Her  state  (it  is  the  custom  of  her  nation), 

I A ponLird  deck'd  her  girdle,  as  the  sign 

She  was  a sultan's  brilc  (thank  Heaven,  not  mine !) 

I • Th«*r«  U ooiMog.  prrhaps,  more  lUstlactire  of  birth 
f n*n  ihe  tianil  II  u the  imlf  »i<jn  of  blood  which  aris- 

^ tocrarr  can  generate.  [See  anii.  p.  Gtt.J 


Had  been  her  slaves’  chief  pleasure,  as  her  wUl ; 

Her  blood  was  high,  her  beauty  scarce  of  earth ; 

Judge,  then,  if  her  caprices  e’er  stood  still ; 

Had  she  but  been  a Christian,  I 've  a notion 
We  should  have  found  out  the  **  perpetual  motion.** 

cxm. 

Whate’er  she  saw  and  coveted  was  brought ; 

Whate'er  she  did  not  sec,  if  she  supposed 
It  might  be  seen,  with  diligence  was  sought,  [closed: 
And  when  *twas  found  straightway  the  bargain 
There  was  no  end  unto  the  things  she  bought. 

Nor  to  the  trouble  which  her  fancies  caused  ; 

Yet  even  her  tyranny  had  such  a grace. 

The  women  pardon'd  all  except  her  flKe. 

CXIV. 

Juan,  the  latest  of  her  whims,  had  caught 
Her  eye  tn  passing  on  his  way  to  sale ; 

She  order’d  him  directly  to  be  bought. 

And  Baba,  who  had  ne'er  been  known  to  tkO 
In  any  kind  of  mischief  to  be  wrought. 

At  all  such  auctions  knew  how  to  prevaO : 

She  had  no  prudence,  but  be  bad  ; and  tbi« 

Explains  the  garb  which  Juan  took  amiss. 

CXV. 

His  youth  and  features  fiivoar’d  the  disguise. 

And  should  you  ask  bow  .<he,  a sultan's  bride. 

Could  risk  or  eompass  such  strange  pbantaslea. 

This  I must  leave  sultanas  to  decide : 

Emperors  are  only  husbands  in  wives*  eyes, 

And  kings  and  consorts  oft  are  mystified,  * 

As  we  may  ascertain  with  due  predrion. 

Some  by  experience,  others  by  tradition. 

CXVL 

But  to  the  main  point,  where  we  have  been  tending : 

She  now  conceived  alt  difflculties  past. 

And  deem'd  bmelf  extremely  condeseendlng 
When,  being  made  her  property  at  last. 

Without  more  prefiMre,  in  her  blue  eyes  blending 
Passion  and  power,  a glance  on  him  she  ca>t. 

And  merely  saying.  “ Christian,  canst  thou  love  ? ** 
Conceived  that  phrase  was  quite  enough  to  move. 

CXVIL 

And  so  it  was,  in  proper  time  and  place ; 

But  Juan,  who  had  still  his  mind  o'erflowing 
With  Haidee's  isle  and  soft  Ionian  Ihce, 

Felt  the  warm  blood,  which  in  bis  flux  was  glowing. 
Rush  back  upon  his  heart,  which  fill’d  apace. 

And  left  his  cheeks  as  pale  as  snowdrops  blowing : 
These  words  went  through  bis  soul  like  Arah-spean* 

So  that  be  spoke  not,  but  bunt  into  tears. 

eXVUL  I 

She  was  a good  deal  shock'd  ; not  shock’d  at  tears. 

For  women  shed  and  u«e  them  at  their  liking ; » 

But  there  U something  when  roan's  eye  appears  i 

Wet,  still  more  ilisagreeable  and  striking : 

A wonnui's  tear-drop  melts,  a man's  half  sears. 

Like  molten  lead,  as  if  you  thrust  a pike  in 
His  heart  to  force  it  out,  for  (to  be  shorter) 

To  them  *tU  a relief,  to  us  a torture. 

s And  hosbands  now  atid  then  ar«  mystlfici**  — MS.) 
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1 CXIX. 

And  she  would  have  consoted,  but  knew  not  how : 
Having  no  equaU,  nothing  which  had  e'er 
j Infected  her  with  sympathy  till  now, 

^ And  never  having  dn^amt  what 't  was  to  bear 

Aught  of  a serious,  sorrowing  kind,  although 
There  might  arise  some  i>ouUng  petty  care 
To  cross  her  brow,  she  wonder'd  how  so  near 
1 Her  eyes  another's  eye  could  shed  a tear, 
i CSX 

; But  nature  teaches  more  than  power  can  spoil,  ^ 

And,  when  a $trony  although  a strange  sensation 
' Mores — female  hearts  are  such  a genial  soil 
1 for  kinder  feelings,  whatsoe’er  their  nation, 

1 They  naturally  pour  the  **  wine  and  oil,” 

' Samaritans  in  every  situation ; 

, And  thus  Oulbeyax,  though  she  knew  not  why. 

Felt  an  odd  glistening  moisture  in  her  eye. 

1 CXXI. 

1 But  tears  roust  stop  like  all  things  else ; and  soon 
Juan,  who  for  an  instant  had  been  moved 
To  such  a sorrow  by  the  Intrusive  tone 

Of  one  who  darVl  to  ask  if  **  he  had  loved,” 

Call’d  back  the  stoic  to  hU  eyes,  which  shone 
Bright  with  the  very  weakness  he  reproved  ; 

And  although  sensitive  to  beauty,  be 
Felt  roost  Indignant  still  at  not  being  free. 

exxn. 

' Gulbeyax,  for  the  first  time  in  her  days, 

Was  much  embarrass’d,  never  baviog  met 
In  all  her  life  with  aught  save  prayers  and  praise ; 

And  as  she  also  risk'd  her  life  to  get 
Him  whom  she  meant  to  tutor  in  love’s  ways 
1 Into  a comfortable  tcUs4Utete, 

! To  lose  the  hour  would  make  her  quite  a martyr, 
And  they  bad  wasted  now  almost  a quarter. 

cxxiir. 

I also  would  suggest  the  fitting  time. 

To  gentlemen  In  any  such  like  case. 

That  is  to  say — in  a meridian  clime. 

With  us  there  Is  more  law  given  to  the  chase, 

I But  here  a small  delay  forms  a great  crime  : 

So  recollect  that  the  extremest  grace 
Is  just  two  minutes  for  your  declaration  — 

A moment  more  would  hurt  your  reputation. 

exxiv. 

Juan’s  was  good ; and  might  have  been  stUl  better, 
But  he  had  gut  Haidce  into  his  bead  : 

H(»wever  strange,  he  could  not  yet  forget  her. 

Which  made  him  seem  exceedingly  ill-bre^ 
Gulbeyia,  who  look'd  on  him  as  her  debtor 
For  having  had  him  to  her  palace  led. 

Began  to  blush  up  to  the  eyes,  and  then 
Grow  deadly  pale,  and  then  blush  hack  again. 

exxv. 

At  length,  In  an  imperial  way,  she  laid 

Her  hand  on  his,  and  bending  on  him  eyes, 

Mliicb  needed  not  an  empire  to  persuade, 

Look’d  Into  his  for  love,  where  none  replies ; 

> But  nature  teaches  what  power  cannot  spoil. 

And.  though  it  wai  a new  and  itrange  (ensallon, 
Young  feinaic  hearts  are  such  a genial  soil 

For  kinder  (ccllngs,  she  forgot  her  station.”-.'  MS.] 

* [In  Fielding's  ZMvel  of  Joseph  Andrews.] 

• [**  Bot  if  injr  boy  with  virtue  be  endued. 

What  harm  will  beauty  do  him  ? Nay,  what  good  f 

Her  brow  grew  black,  but  she  would  not  upbraid. 

That  being  the  last  thing  a proud  woman  tries ; 

.She  rose,  and  pausing  one  chaste  moment,  threw 
Herself  upon  his  breast,  and  there  she  grew. 

exxvi. 

This  was  an  awkward  test,  as  Juan  found, 

But  he  was  steel’d  by  sorrow,  wrath,  and  pride : 

With  gentle  force  her  white  arms  he  unwound. 

And  seated  her  all  drooping  by  his  side, 

Then  rising  haughtily  be  glanced  around. 

And  looking  coldly  in  her  face,  he  cried, 

**  The  prison'd  eagle  will  not  pair,  nor  1 
Serve  a sultana’s  sensual  phantasy. 

CXXVII. 

**  Thou  ask’st,  if  I can  love  ? be  this  the  proof 
How  much  I havt  loved  — that  I love  not  thee  f 
In  this  rile  garb,  the  distaff,  web,  and  woof^ 

Were  fitter  for  me : Love  Is  for  the  free ! 

I am  not  daxxled  by  tht*  splendid  roof; 

^Vhate’er  thy  power,  and  great  it  seems  to  be, 

Heads  bow,  knees  bend,  eyes  watch  around  a throne. 
And  hands  obey  — our  hearts  are  still  our  own.  ” 

CXXVIII. 

This  was  a truth  to  us  extremely  trite ; 

Not  so  to  her,  who  ne'er  had  hoard  such  things  : 

She  deem’d  her  least  command  must  yield  delight. 
Earth  being  only  made  for  queens  and  kings. 

If  hearts  lay  on  the  left  side  or  the  right 
She  hardly  knew,  to  such  perfection  brings 
I^egitifnacy  its  bom  votaries,  when 
Aware  of  their  due  royal  rights  o'er  men. 

CXXIX 

Besides,  as  has  been  said,  she  was  so  fair 
As  even  In  a much  bumbler  lot  had  made 
A kingdom  or  confusion  anywhere. 

And  also,  as  may  be  presumed,  ^e  laid 
Some  stress  on  charms,  which  seldom  are,  if  e’er. 

By  their  possessors  thrown  Into  the  shade : 

She  thought  hers  gave  a double  right  divine  j ” 

And  half  of  that  opinion ’s  also  mine. 

exxx. 

Bemember,  or  {if  you  can  not)  Imagine, 

Ye  I who  have  kept  your  chastity  when  young, 

While  some  more  desperate  dowager  has  been  waging  | ' 
Love  with  you,  and  been  in  the  dog-days  stung 
By  your  refu^,  recollect  her  raging  t ! 

Or  recollect  all  that  was  said  or  sung  [ 

On  such  a subject ; then  suppose  the  face  i 

Of  a young  downright  beauty  In  this  case. 

CXXXL 

Suppose,  — but  you  already  have  supposed. 

The  spouse  of  Potlpbar,  the  Lady  Booby,  > 

Pbzdra  3,  and  all  which  story  has  disclosed 
Of  good  examples ; pity  so  few  by 

Poets  and  private  tutors  are  exposed. 

To  educate  — • ye  youth  of  Europe  — you  by  1 
But  when  you  have  supposed  the  few  we  know, 

You  can't  suppose  Gulbeyas’  angry  brow. 

Say.  what  ivaird.  of  old.  to  Tbeseoi'  soo. 

The  ftern  re«olre  ? what  to  B«Ueropbon  • — 

O.  thfro  did  Phwdra  retUlrn.  then  her  pride 
Took  Are  to  hr  «o  tted&utly  deoled  1 
Then,  too,  did  .SthenohwA  with  thamr, 

And  both  burst  forth  with  unrtUnfuiih'd  Aame!”— Juv. 
The  adrnttares  of  Hlppolhiu.  the  loo  of  Theseus,  aad  BeL 
leropbon  are  well  known.  They  were  accused  of  lncoott> 
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CXXZIL 

A Tobb’d  of  youn^,  a ]ione«s» 

Or  any  Interesting  beast  of  prey* 

Are  similes  at  hand  for  the  distress 

Of  ladies  who  can  not  have  their  own  way ; 

But  though  my  turn  will  not  be  served  with  less. 
These  don’t  express  one  half  what  1 should  say ; 
For  what  is  stealing  young  ones,  few  or  many. 

To  cutting  short  their  hopes  of  having  any  ? 


cxxxni. 

The  love  of  offspring 's  nature’s  general  law. 

From  tigresses  and  cubs  to  ducks  and  ducklings ; 
There 's  nothing  whets  the  beak,  or  arms  the  claw 
Like  an  invasion  of  their  babes  and  sucklings ; 
And  all  who  have  seen  a human  nursery,  saw  [lings ; 

How  mothers  love  their  children’s  squalls  and  chuck- 
This  strong  extreme  effect  (to  tire  no  longer 
Tour  patience)  shows  the  cause  must  still  be  stronger. 


cxxxv. 

Her  rage  sras  but  a minute’s,  and  ’twas  well  — 

A moment's  more  had  slain  her;  but  the  while 
It  lasted  'twas  like  a short  glimpse  of  hell : 
Nought ’s  more  sublime  than  energetic  bile. 
Though  horrible  to  see,  yet  grand  to  tell, 

Like  ocean  warring  ’gainst  a rocky  isle  ; 

And  the  deep  passions  fiashlng  through  her  form 
Made  her  a beautiful  embodied  storm. 


CXXXVI. 

A vulgar  tempest  t were  to  a typhoon 
To  match  a common  fury  with  her  rage. 

And  yet  she  did  not  want  to  reach  the  moon,  i 
Like  moderate  Hotspur  on  the  immortal  page ; ^ 
Her  anger  pitch'd  Into  a lower  tune. 

Perhaps  the  fault  of  her  soft  sex  and  ago  — > 

Her  wish  was  but  to  “ kill,  kill,  kill,”  like  Lear’s,  * 
And  then  her  thirst  of  blood  was  quench’d  in  tcan. 


CXXXVTL 

A storm  it  raged,  and  like  the  storm  it  pass'd. 

Pass’d  without  words  — in  fact  she  could  not  speak ; 
And  then  her  sex's  shamed  broke  in  at  last, 

A sentiment  till  then  in  her  but  weak. 

But  now  it  flow’d  in  natural  and  Ihst, 

As  water  through  an  unexpected  leak  ; 

For  she  felt  humbled  and  humiliation 
la  sometimes  good  for  people  In  her  station. 


nence,  by  the  women  whoee  inordinate  pasiion*  they  li»d  re* 


CXXXVHL 

It  teaches  them  that  they  are  flesh  and  blood. 

It  also  gently  hints  to  them  that  others. 

Although  of  clay,  are  yet  not  quite  of  mud  ; 

I That  urns  and  pipkins  are  but  ftagile  brothers, 

I Adi!  works  of  the  same  pottery,  bad  or  good, 

I Though  not  all  bom  of  the  same  sires  and  mothers  ; 
I It'  teaches  — Heaven  knows  only  what  it  teaches. 

But  sometimes  it  may  mend,  and  often  reaches. 


rTTTTT, 

Her  first  thought  was  to  cut  off  Juan's  head  ; 

Her  second,  to  cut  only  his  — acquaintance ; 

Her  third,  to  ask  him  where  he  had  been  bred ; 

Her  fourth,  to  rally  him  into  repentance ; 

' Her  fifth,  to  call  her  maids  and  go  to  bed  ; 

I Her  sixth,  to  stab  herself  i her  seventh,  to  sentence 
I The  lash  to  Baba : — but  her  grand  resource 
I Was  to  sit  down  again,  and  cry  of  course. 


cxxxry.  I 

If  I said  fire  flash'd  from  Gulbeyaz'  eyes,  j 

’T  were  nothing  — for  her  eyes  flash’d  always  fire  ; j 
Or  said  her  cheeks  assumed  the  deepest  dyes,  j 

I should  but  bring  disgrace  upon  the  dyer. 

So  supernatural  was  her  passion's  rise ; 

For  ne'er  till  now  she  knew  a check’d  desire  : 

Even  ye  who  know  what  a check’d  woman  is 
(Enough,  God  knows  I)  would  much  fall  short  of  this. 


She  thought  to  stab  herself,  but  then  she  had 

The  dagger  close  at  band,  which  made  it  awkward  ; 
For  Eastern  stays  are  little  made  to  pad. 

So  that  a poniard  pierces  if ’t  is  stuck  bard  : 

She  thought  of  killing  Juan  — but,  poor  lad  ! 

Though  be  deser%’ed  It  well  for  being  so  backward. 
The  cutting  off  his  head  was  not  the  art 
Most  likely  to  attain  her  aim  — > his  heart. 


C.XLI. 

Jaan  was  moved:  he  had  made  up  his  mind 
To  be  impaled,  or  quarter'd  as  a dish 
For  dogs,  or  to  be  slain  with  pangs  refined. 

Or  thrown  to  Hons  or  made  baits  for  fish, 
And  thus  heroically  stood  resign'd, 

Rather  than  sin  — except  to  his  own  wish : 
But  all  hLs  great  preparatives  for  dying 
Dissolved  like  snow  before  a woman  ci^ng. 


CXLIL 

As  through  his  palms  Bob  Acres’  valour  ooced,  ^ 
So  Juan’s  virtue  ebb'd,  I know  not  bow  ; 

And  first  be  wonder’d  why  he  bad  refused  ; 

And  then,  if  matters  could  be  made  up  now ; 
And  next  bis  savage  virtue  he  accused, 

Just  as  a friar  may  accuse  his  vow. 

Or  as  a dome  repents  her  of  her  oath, 

^>'hich  mostly  ends  in  some  small  breach  of  both. 


CXLIIL 

So  be  began  to  stammer  some  excuses ; 

But  words  arc  npt  enough  in  such  a matter. 
Although  you  borrow’d  all  that  e’er  the  muses 
Have  sung,  or  even  a Dandy's  dandlest  chatter. 
Or  all  the  figures  Castlcrcagh  abuses  ; ^ 

Just  as  a languid  smile  began  to  flatter 
His  peace  was  making,  but  before  he  ventured 
Turner,  old  Baba  rather  briskly  enter’d. 


ftueif  tn  gnUlfy  at  the  expeose  of  their  duty,  and  ucriliced 
to  the  fatal  crMulity  of  the  hatbands  of  the  disappointed  fair 
once.  It  ii  very  probable  that  both  the  stories  are  founded 
on  the  Scrlpttiire  account  of  Joseph  and  Potiphar's  wife.— 
Gtrroaa.] 


s ['*  And  when  I have  stolen  upon  these  snns-ln  law. 
Then  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kiU,  kill.'’-- Lear.) 


* (*'  A woman  sromM  is  pitilrsi  as  fate, 

For.  there,  the  dread  of  shame  adds  itlnRs  to  bate.**— . 

GirroHD'i  JumuU."] 


I By  hearen  I methlnks,  It  were  an  easy  leap. 

To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale*UcM  mooQ.".— 
Uenrp  ir.] 


» [“  Y es,  my  valour  It  certainly  going  I it  b sneaking  off  I 


I fe^  it  ooxhui.  at  it  were,  at  the  palms  of  my  hands  I *’  — 
SHsaiOAx's  Atvaii.] 


* Like  natural  Sbakspeare  on  the  Immortal  page.”— 


• r**  Or  all  the  stuff  which  utter’d  by  the  * Blues ' Is.**— 

MS.J 
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CXLIV. 

“ Bride  of  the  Sun  t and  Sister  of  the  Moon  I * 

('T  was  thus  he  spake,)**  and  Empress  of  the  Earth  ! 
Whose  frown  would  put  the  spheres  all  out  of  tune. 
Whose  smile  makes  all  the  planets  dance  with  mirth. 
Tour  slave  brings  tidings  — he  hopes  not  too  soon  — 
Which  your  sublime  attention  may  be  worth  : 

The  Sun  himself  has  sent  me  like  a ray. 

To  hint  that  be  is  coming  up  this  way/' 

CXLV. 

**  Is  it,"  exclaim'd  Gulbeyax,  **  as  you  say  ? 

I wish  to  heaven  he  would  not  shine  till  morning  ! 
But  bid  my  women  form  the  milky  way.  [ing—  * 

Hence,  my  old  comet ! give  the  stars  due  warn- 
And,  Christian  ! mingle  with  them  as  you  may, 

And  as  you 'd  have  me  pardon  your  past  scorn- 
ing  ” 

Here  they  were  Intcmipted  by  a humming 
Sound,  and  then  by  a cry,  **  The  Sultan's  coming  1" 
CXLVI. 

First  came  her  damsels,  a decorous  file, 

.\^nd  then  bU  Highness'  eunuchs  black  and  white ; 
The  train  might  reach  a quarter  of  a mile  : 

Ills  majesty  was  always  so  polite 
As  to  announce  his  visits  a long  while 
Before  he  came,  especially  at  night ; 

For  being  the  last  wife  of  the  Emperour, 

She  was  of  course  the  favourite  of  the  four. 

CXI.VU. 

His  Highness  was  a roan  of  solemn  port, 

Shawl'd  to  the  nose,  and  bearded  to  the  ryes. 
Snatch'd  frx>m  a prison  to  preside  at  court. 

His  lately  bowstrung  brother  caused  his  ri^ ; 

He  was  as  good  a sovereign  of  the  sort 
As  any  mention'd  in  the  histories 
Of  Cantemir,  or  Knollfs,  where  few  shine 
Save  Solyman,  the  glory  of  their  line.  ^ 

CXLVIIL 

He  went  to  mosque  in  state,  and  said  bis  prayers 
With  more  than  **  Oriental  scrupuloaityi"^ 

He  left  to  bis  vlxier  all  state  afiklni. 

And  show'd  but  little  royal  curiosity : 

I know  not  If  be  had  domestic  cares  ~ 

No  process  proved  connubial  animosity; 

Four  wives  and  twice  five  hundred  maids,  unseen. 
Were  ruled  as  calmly  as  a Christian  queen.  * 

CXLIX. 

If  now  and  then  there  happen'd  a slight  slip, 

Little  was  beard  of  criminal  or  crime  ; 

Th'e  story  scarcely  pass'd  a single  Up  — 

The  sack  and  sea  bad  settled  all  in  time, 

> [•*  But  prUbfe  — get  my  women  In  the  way, 

^ That  all  the  itars  may  gleam  with  due  adorning.’'— 

* It  may  not  be  unworthy  of  remark,  that  Baron,  In  hi* 
ettay  on  *'  Kmplre.*'  hlutJ  that  So))'rnan  was  the  UaC  »f  his 
line ; on  what  authority.  1 know  not  These  are  his  words 

**  The  deitnictlon  of  Miutapha  was  so  fatal  to  Sotymati's 
line  ; as  the  succession  of  the  Turks  from  Solyman  until  this 
day  is  suspected  to  be  untrue,  and  of  strange  blood  ; for  that 
Selymui  tne  second  was  Ihouclit  to  he  supposititious."  But 
Bacon,  in  his  hJsturicai  authorities,  is  often  inarcutate.  1 could 
give  hidf  adosen  instances  from  bU  Apophth^ma  only.  [See 
ArrsMMa:  Don  Juan,  canto  v.] 

‘ tr.lMion.] 

* J"  Because  he  kept  them  wrapt  up  in  hit  closet,  he 
Kuted  four  wives  and  twelve  hundred  whores,  unseen. 
More  easily  than  Cbiistiaii  kings  one  queen.’*—  MS.] 

* ["  There  ended  many  a fair  Sultana’s  trip : 

Tbe  Public  knew  no  more  than  does  this  rhyme  ; 

No  printed  scandals  flew,— the  fltb,  of  course. 

Were  better — while  tbe  morals  were  no  worse."  — MS.] 

^ = — 

From  which  the  secret  nobody  could  rip:  1 

Tbe  public  ki>ew  no  more  than  does  this  rhyme ; 

No  made  the  daily  press  a cum  ~ 

Morab  were  better,  and  the  fish  no  worse.  ^ 

CL. 

Re  saw  with  his  own  eyes  the  moon  wa.t  round, 

Was  also  certain  that  the  earth  was  square, 

Because  he  had  journey'd  fifty  miles,  and  found 
No  sign  that  it  was  circular  anywhere ; 

HU  empire  also  was  without  a bound  : ' 

T U true,  a little  troubled  here  and  there,  ' 

By  rebel  pachas,  am]  encroaching  giaours, 

But  then  they  never  came  to  **tbe  Sc%en  Towers  i 

CLt. 

Except  In  shape  of  envoys,'  who  were  sent 

To  lodge  there  when  a war  broke  out,  according 
To  the  true  law  of  nations,  which  ne'er  meant 
Those  scoundrels,  who  have  never  bad  a sword  hi 
Their  dirty  diplomatic  hands,  to  vent 
Their  spleen  In  making  strife,  and  safely  wording 
Their  lies,  yclept  despatches,  without  risk  or 
The  singeing  of  a single  inky  whisker. 

CLII. 

He  had  fifty  daughters  and  four  doxen  sons. 

Of  whom  all  such  as  came  of  age  were  stow’d, 

The  former  in  a palace,  where  like  nuns 

They  lived  till  some  Bashaw  was  sent  abroad, 
tVlien  she,  whose  turn  it  was,  was  wed  at  once, 
Sometimes  at  six  years  old'  — though  thU  seems 
odd, 

'Tis  true ; the  reason  Is,  that  tbe  Bashaw 
Must  make  a present  to  hU  sire  in  law. 

CLHL 

His  sons  were  kept  In  prison,  till  they  grew 
0(  years  to  fill  a bowstring  or  the  thruiic,  j 

One  or  the  other,  but  which  of  the  two 

Could  yet  be  known  unto  tbe  fates  alone ; 1 

Meantime  the  education  they  went  through  | 

Was  princely,  as  the  proofs  have  always  shown  ; 

So  that  the  heir  apparent  still  was  found  r 

No  lest  deserving  to  be  bang’d  than  crown'd.  ; 

CLIV.  ! 

His  Majesty  sainted  hU  fourth  spouse 

With  all  the  ceremonies  of  hl«  rank,  ' 

'Whoclear’d  her  sparkling  eyes  and  smooth'd  her  brows. 

As  suits  a matron  who  has  play'd  a prank ; | : 

These  must  seem  doubly  mindful  of  their  vows,  {' 

To  save  tbe  credit  of  their  breaking  bank : 

To  no  men  arc  such  cordial  greetings  given 
As  those  whose  wives  have  made  them  fit  for  heaven. 

* (The  state  prison  of  Conitaotinople,  in  which  the  Porte 
■huts  up  the  ministers  of  hostile  powers  who  are  dilatory  in 
taking  Ihoir  departure,  under  pretence  of  protecung  Ihesa 
from  the  insults  of  the  mob.  — tiot's. 

We  attempted  to  visit  the  Seven  Toweri , but  were  stopped  | 
at  the  entrance,  and  Informed  that  witb>;Ut  a finnan  It  was 
inaccessible  to  strangers.  It  was  sup|  OS«d  that  Count  Bu»  I 
lukofT,  the  Rusiian  minister,  would  tlM  last  of  tbe  .Voui- 

iqdrs.  or  Imperial  hostages,  confined  In  this  fortress  t but 
since  the  year  17M4,  M.  HuOla  and  many  of  the  French  have 
been  imprisoned  in  the  same  place  ; and  Cite  dungeons  were 
gaping.  It  seems,  for  the  sacred  perions  of  the  gentlemen 
composing  hU  Britannic  Majesty's  mission,  previous  to  the 
rupture  between  Great  Britain  and  tbe  Porte  in  180D.— 
HoBHorst.] 

f ["The  princess '*  f Suita  Asma,  daughter  of  .Achmet 
ill.)  "exclaimed  against  the  barbarity  of  tbe  institution 
which,  at  six  years  old,  had  put  her  to  the  power  ofa  decrepit 
old  man,  who,  ^ treating  her  like  a child,  Kad  only  Inspired 
disgust."— Da  TOTT.] 

i- 
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BYRON’S  WORKS. 


Hit  Hii^hnm  cut  around  his  sreat  bUck  eyct, 

And  looking,  as  he  always  look'd,  percclrcd 
Juan  amon^t  the  damsels  In  disipulae, 

At  which  he  seem’d  no  whit  surprised  nor  grieved* 
But  just  remark'd  with  air  sedate  and  wise, 

While  still  a fluttering  sigh  Gulbeyaa  heaved, 

**  I see  you’ve  bought  another  girl ; tls  pity 
That  & mere  Christian  should  be  half  so  pretty.” 
CLVL 

This  compliment,  which  drew  all  eyes  upon  i 

The  new>bougbt  virgin,  made  her  blush  and  shake  ' 
Her  comrades,  also,  thought  themselves  undone  : 

Oh  I Mahomet ! that  his  M^je^ty  should  take 
Such  notice  of  a giaour,  while  scarce  to  one 
Of  them  hla  lips  imperial  ever  spake  1 
There  was  a general  whisper,  toss,  and  wriggle, 

But  etiquette  forbade  them  all  to  giggle. 

CLVIL 

The  Turks  do  well  to  shut—at  least,  sometimes 
The  women  up— because,  in  sad  reality,  I 

Their  chastity  In  these  unhappy  climes 
Is  not  a thing  of  that  astringent  quality 
Which  In  the  North  prevents  precocious  crimes, 

And  makes  our  snow  less  pure  than  our  morality ; | 
The  sun,  which  yearly  melts  the  polar  Ice, 

Has  quite  the  contrary  effect  on  vice. 

cLvxn. 

Thus  in  the  East  they  are  extremely  strict. 

And  wedlock  and  a padlock  mean  the  same : 
Excepting  only  when  the  former ‘s  pick'd  i 

It  ne’er  can  be  replaced  in  proper  ftame ; 

‘ [TTili  stanxa wnirh  Ixird  Byron  eompaud  in  bed,  Feb. 
17,  rm,  iinot  in  the  firit  edition.  On  discuveriuir  the  omU. 
lion,  be  tbui  retnou»(r»ted  with  Mr.  Murray : Upon  what 

prlndjile  have  you  omitted  one  of  the  concluding  atantaa  eent 
u an  addition  r — became  it  ended,  1 luppoie,  with  »■ 

I ' And  do  not  link  two  rirtuous  louU  fur  life 

I Into  that  morai  ceniaur,  man  and  wife  ? ' 


Spoilt,  as  a pipe  of  claret  is  when  prick’d  i 
But  then  their  own  polygamy 's  to  Uame ; 

Why  don’t  they  knead  two  virtuous  sculs  for  U£s 
Into  that  moral  ceutaur,  man  and  wife  ? > 

CLIX. 

Thus  fir  otir  chronicle  ; and  now  we  pause. 
Though  not  for  want  of  matter ; but 't  bt  time, 

' According  to  the  ancient  epic  laws. 

To  slacken  sail,  and  anchor  with  our  rhyme. 
Let  this  fifth  canto  meet  with  due  applause. 

The  sixth  shall  have  a touch  of  the  sublime  ; 
Meanwhile,  as  Homer  sometimes  sleeps,  perhaps 
You  11  pardon  to  my  muse  a few  short  naps.* 


Don  3luan. 


human  being  to  tnke  such  liberties  with  my  writinxt  because 
I am  absent.  1 drsinr  the  omiaiion  to  lie  replaced,  t have 
read  over  the  poem  carefully,  and  1 tell  you,  ii  it  piKtry. 
l*be  llUle  enviotis  knot  of  parson.poets  may  lar  what  they 
please  : time  viU  show  that  I am  not,  m Ma  iiulamce,  nut- 


s [Blackwood  in  No.  LXV.,  for  June,  H22,  Theta 
three  Cantoa  (III.  IV.  V.)  are.  like  all  Brron’s  pot'ms,  and. 
by  the  war,  like  everything  in  this  wor(d,  partly  good  and 
partly  bad.  In  tl>e  inarticuUr  descriptions  they  are  not  to 
naughty  as  their  nreucccssors  : Indcesl.  hit  lordirtip  has  been 
lo  pretty  and  weluhehaved  on  the  present  occasion,  that  we 
should  not  be  surprised  to  hear  of  the  work  being  dotcctad 


by  the  war,  like  everything  in  this  worid,  partly  good  and 
partly  bad.  In  Use  inarticuUr  descriptions  they  are  not  to 
naughty  as  their  nreucccssnrs  : lndce«l.  hit  lordirtip  has  been 


among  the  threadHrases,  flowcr-Doti.  and  cheap  tracts  that 
lUt«*r  the  drasrlng.room  tables  of  some  of  the  regulated 
(amlUca.  Bythose,  however,  who  suspect  him  of 
-.  ■*  a strange  design 

Against  the  creed  and  morals  of  the  land. 

And  trace  it  in  this  poem  erery  line,' 
it  will  be  found  as  bad  .as  ever.  He  shows  his  knowledge  of 
the  world  too  openly  ; and  it  is  no  extenuation  of  this  free- 
dom  that  he  does  it  playfbUy.  Only  infants  can  be  shown 
rutked  in  company  : but  his  lordship  pulls  the  very  robe.de> 
chambre  from  both  men  and  women,  and  goes  on  siith  his 
exposure  as  smlrkingly  as  a barrister  rTnsi.<lue»t1ot>ing  a 
rhamber.mald  lo  a case  of  cWm.  con.  This,  as  nobody  can 
approve,  we  miut  confess  is  very  bad.  Still,  it  is  harsh  to 
aaertho  to  wicked  motives  what  may  he  owing  to  the  tempt* 
atlnns  of  circumstances,  or  the  headlong  impulse  of  passtra. 
Kvm  the  worst  habits  should  be  charitably  roiisiilered,  for  they 
are  often  the  result  of  the  slow  but  irmistible  force  of 
nature,  over  the  artiflcial  manners  and  discipline  of  society— 
the  flowing  stream  that  waste*  away  Ita  emhankmeoU. 
Man  towaHs  his  fellow-man  should  be  at  least  compeasion. 
ate ; for  he  ran  be  no  judge  of  the  Instincts  and  the  lm> 
pulses  of  action,  ho  can  only  see  eflMs. 


PREFACE  TO  CANTOS  VL  VD.  AND  Tin.  * 

Thk  details  of  the  siege  of  Ismail  In  two  of  the  fol> 
lowing  cantos  (t.  e.  the  seventh  and  eighth)  are 
taken  from  a French  Work,  entitied  **  Histolre  de  la 
Nouvelle  Russie.”*  Some  of  the  incidents  attributed 
to  Don  Juan  really  occurred,  particularly  the  cir- 
cumstance of  his  saving  the  infant,  which  was  the 
actual  case  of  the  late  Due  dc  Richelieu^,  then  a 
young  volunteer  In  the  Russian  service,  and  after- 
ward the  founder  and  benefactor  of  Odessa  where 

>.— * Tremble,  thou  wretch. 

That  hast  within  thee  undivulgod  crimes. 

Unwhipp’d  of  justice  : Hide  thee,  thou  bloody  ; _ 
Thou  i^rjured,  and  thou  slmular  msui  of  virtue, 

'niou  art  Incestuous:  CaitiiT,  to  pieces  shake. 

That  under  covert  and  convenient  seeming 
Has*,  practised  on  man's  life  1 — Close  peot.up  guilts. 

Hire  your  conre<allng  continents,  and  err 
, ,,  . , , These  dreadful  lummonera  grace.”’  — 

Now,  1 must  say.  once  for  all,  that  i will  not  permit  any  « rr*-.,...,-  vi  vn  vii«  , » . 

ov.,  Ih.  po™.  carefully,  .nJ  1 tell  Z.  « ..  l««n,. 

Pisa.  July  S,  IS22.  — *'  It  is  not  impossible  that  I may 
hare  three  or  four  cantos  of  Don  Juan  ready  by  autumn,  or 
a little  later,  as  1 obtained  a permlssiort  from  mydlctatress  to 
continue  it, — preeNfrd  eficMi  it  was  to  ^ more  guartMasid 
decorous  and  sentimental  in  the  continuation  than  in  the 
commencetneni.  How  far  these  conditions  have  been  ful- 
flllcd  may  be  seen,  perluips,  by  and  by  : but  the  embij^  was 
only  taken  off  upon  these  itlpuUUoni.*’  ) 
s [“  Kssal  sur  rHittoire  anrlrnne  et  modeme  de  la  Nou- 
vrlle  Russie,  par  le  Marquis  Gabriel  de  Castelzsau.’'  3 tom 
Parii.lftaa”! 

* {••  Au  commencement  dc  IWO.  le  Due  de  Richelieu  fat 
nomm^  gourrmeur  d'Odcssa.  Quand  le  Due  vlnteo  prendre 
Tadminist ration,  aucune  rue  D*y  ftait  formee,  aucun  ^abllsse- 
ment  n’y  itait  achevi.  On  y comptait  i peine  cinq  mille  b»> 

I blunst  onse  aoi  plus  tard,  lortqu'il  s’en  cloigna,  on  y en 
I comptait  trente-cinq  tniltrs.  Les  rues  Haient  tlr6es  au  cor- 
deau.  plants  d'nne  double  rang  d'arbres  ; rt  I’on  y royait 
tous  les  Hablissemens  qu'exigent  le  culte,  ripstructiuo.  la 
comraedite.  et  mtoe  les  plalsira  des  habllans.  Un  teui  Ml- 
Ace  public  avail  n^ligf  ; le  gouvrrncur,  dans  ret  oubll  de 
lul-mtnne,  etcette  simplir  itf  demcrurs.  qui  distingualcnt  son 
raract^re,  D’anUt  rien  vouju  changer  k la  modeste  hatdutloa 
qu’il  ivait  trouT^  eu  arrirant.  Le  commercr,  d^barais^  d'en- 
trares,  arait  pris  I'cmot  le  plus  rapide  k Odessa,  tandis  qi»e 
la  i^rurit^  ct  la  liberty  de  coosHence  y araient  promptement 
attir^  la  population.”— fffog.  rme.] 

« ( Odesaa  is  a very  interesting  place ; and  being  the  seat  of 
government,  and  the  only  quarantine  allowed  except  Caflh 
> and  Tasanixw.  Is.  though  of  very  recent  erection,  already 
I wealthr  and  flourishing,  Too  much  praise  canrsot  be  given 
- to  the  Duke  of  Richelieu,  to  whose  adaninistratioo.  not  to  any 
natural  advantages,  thU  town  owes  its  prosperity.  — Bishop 
{ lloaa.} 
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hij  name  and  memory  can  never  cease  to  be  re- 
garded with  reverence. 

In  the  course  of  these  cantos>  a itanxa  or  two  will 
be  found  relative  to  the  late  Manjuls  of  Londonderry, 
but  written  some  time  before  his  decease.  Had  that 
penon’s  oligarchy  died  with  him,  they  would  have 
been  suppressed ; as  it  Is,  I am  avrare  of  nothing  in 
the  manner  of  bis  death  ^ or  of  his  life  to  prevent 
the  free  expression  of  the  opinions  of  lU  whom  bis 
whole  existence  was  consumed  in  endeavouring  to 
enslave.  That  he  was  an  amiable  man  In  yrivate 
life,  may  or  may  not  be  true  : but  with  this  the 
public  have  nothing  to  do ; and  as  to  lamenting  hit 
death,  it  will  be  time  enough  when  Ireland  has 
ceased  to  mourn  for  his  birth.  As  a minister,  I, 
for  one  of  millions,  looked  upon  him  as  the  most 
despotic  in  intention,  and  the  weakest  in  intellect, 
that  ever  tyrannised  over  a country.  It  is  the  first 
time  indeed  since  the  Kormans  that  England  has 
been  insulted  by  a HweMter  (at  least)  wbo  could 
not  speak  aiul  that  Parliament  permitted 

itself  to  be  dictated  to  in  the  langunge  of  Mrs.  Mala- 
prop.  1 

Of  the  manner  of  his  death  little  need  be  said, 
except  that  if  a poor  radical,  such  as  Waddington  or 
Watson,  bad  cut  his  throat,  he  would  have  been 
buried  hi  a cross-road,  with  the  usual  appurtenances 
of  the  stake  and  mallet.  But  the  minister  was  an 
elegant  lunatic^ a sendmentai  suicide  — he  merely 
cut  the  “carotid  artery,”  (blessings  on  their  learning !) 
and  lo  t the  pageant,  and  the  Abbey  t and  “ the 
syllables  of  dolour  yelled  forth  ” by  the  newspapers — 


! and  the  harangue  of  the  Coroner  ^ in  a eulogy  over 
I the  bleeding  body  of  the  deceased -~-(an  Anthony 
I worthy  of  such  a Cwsar)  — and  the  nauseous  and 
atrocl^  cant  of  a degraded  crew  of  conspirators 
against  all  that  is  sincere  and  honourable.  In  his 
death  he  was  necesiarily  one  of  two  things  by  the 
>a  felon  or  a madman  — and  in  either  case 
DO  great  subiect  for  panegyric.^  In  bis  life  be  was 

— what  all  the  world  knows,  and  half  of  it  will  feel 
fbr  years  to  come,  onleM  his  death  prove  a “ moral 
lesson  ” to  the  surviving  Seiani  ^ of  Europe.  It  may 
at  least  serve  as  some  consolation  to  the  naUons,  that 
their  oppresaon  are  not  happy,  and  In  some  instances 
Judge  so  Justly  of  their  own  actions  as  to  anticipate 
the  sentence  of  mankind.  Let  us  bear  no  more 
of  this  man ; and  let  Ireland  remove  the  ashes  of 
her  Grattan  from  the  sanctuary  of  Westminster. 
Shall  the  patriot  of  humanity  repose  by  the  Werther 
of  politics  1 1 1 

With  regard  to  the  oUJectiont  which  have  been 
made  on  another  score  to  the  already  published 
cantos  of  this  poem,  I shall  content  myself  with  two 
quotations  frtMn  Voltaire : — “La  pudeur  s’est  eo- 
fuite  des  coeurs,  et  s'est  ref  ogive  sur  les  levrca.  ”... 
“ Plus  les  moeurs  sont  depraves,  plus  lea  expressions 
dvviennent  mesurves ; on  croit  regagner  cn  langage 
ce  qu’on  a perdu  en  vertu." 

This  is  the  real  fact,  as  applicable  to  the  degraded 
and  hypocritical  mass  which  leavens  the  present 
English  generation,  and  U the  only  answer  they  de- 
serve. The  hackneyed  and  lavished  titleof  Blasphemer 

— which,  with  Radical,  Liberal,  Jacobin,  Reformer, 


' [Robert,  second  Marquis  of  I.ondondefTy.  died,  by  his 
ovn  band,  at  his  seat  at  North  Cray,  in  Kmt.  lo  August, 
182)1.  During  the  session  of  parliament  which  had  just 
closed,  bis  lordship  a)ipears  to  hare  sunk  under  the  weight 
of  his  labours,  and  Insanity  was  the  consequence.  The  lot. 
lowing  tributes  to  his  eialoent  qualities  we  take  from  the 
leading  Tory  and  Whig  newspapers  of  the  day : — 

“ Or  high  honour,  fearless,  undaunied,  and  0rin  in  his 
reeolres,  he  combined,  In  a remarkable  manner,  with  the 
JijrUUT  in  rt  the  ttuititer  in  modo.  To  his  polUlca)  adver- 
saries (and  be  had  no  other)  be  was  at  once  open,  frank,  un- 
assuming, and  consequently  eoociliatory.  Hr  was  happy  in 
hie  onloo  with  a most  amiable  consort ; he  was  the  pride  of 
a venerated  fkther ; and  towards  a beloved  brother  U might 
truly  be  said  he  w^  nohu  onimo  journo.  With  regard  to 
bis  public  character,  all  admit  his  talents  to  have  been  of 
a high  order,  and  his  Industry  In  the  discharge  of  his  offleial 
duties  to  have  been  unremittltig.  Party  animMiCy  may  ques- 
tion the  wisdom  of  measures  in  which  be  was  a principal 
actor,  to  tare  Us  own  consistency,  but  It  dors  not  dare  to 
broaibe  a doubt  of  his  Integrity  and  honour.  His  reputation 
as  a minister  Is,  however,  shove  the  reach  of  both  friends  ami 
enemies.  He  was  one  of  the  leaders  of  that  ministry  which 
preserved  the  country  from  being  subjugated  by  a power 
which  subjugated  all  the  rest  of  Europe  — which  fought 
the  country  a^nst  combined  Europe,  and  triumphed  — and 
which  wrenched  the  sceptre  of  dominiun  from  the  desolating 
principles  that  the  French  revolution  spread  through  the 
world,  and  restored  It  to  rellgloo  and  honesty.  If  to  have 
preserved  the  faith  and  llbertiei  of  England  from  destruction 
— to  have  raised  her  to  the  most  magnificent  point  of  great- 
ness—to  have  liberated  a quarter  of  the  globe  from  a despot- 
ism which  bowed  down  body  and  soul — and  to  hare 

filaoed  the  world  again  under  the  control  of  national  taw  and 
ost  principles,  be  transcendent  fame  — such  fame  belongs  to 
this  ministry ; and,  of  all  its  members,  to  none  more  tliao  to 
tbe  Marquis  of  Londonderry.  During  great  part  of  the  year, 
he  toiled  frequently  for  Iwmtc  or  fourteen  hours  per  day  at 
the  most  exhausting  of  all  kinds  of  labour,  for  a salary  which, 
unaided  by  private  fortune,  would  not  here  supported  him. 
He  laboured  for  thirty  years  In  the  service  of  the  country.  In 
this  serrke  be  rulnM  a robust  constHution,  broke  a lofty 

Siirit,  destroyed  a first-rate  understanding,  and  met  an  on- 
tneiy  death,  without  adding  a shiUing  to  his  patrimonial 
fortune.  What  the  country  gained  from  him  may  never  be 
calculated— what  be^ned  from  the  oouniry  was  lunacy,  and 
a martyr's  grave."— X’cie  Tiesrs. 

**  Lera  Loetdondarry  was  a man  of  unassumiiut  manners, 
of  tirople  tastes,  and  (so  for  as  regarded  private  life)  of  kind 


and  generous  dispoettion.  Towards  the  poor  he  was  bene> 
Cceut:  In  bis  family  mild,  cuiutderate,  and  furbearing,  lie 
was  firm  to  the  connectious  and  aisoclatcs  of  bis  earlier  Aiys, 
not  only  those  of  choice,  but  of  accident,  when  not  unworthy  t 
and  to  promote  them,  and  to  advance  their  interests,  bis 
efforts  were  sincere  axsd  indefaclgable.  In  power  be  forgot 
no  service  rendered  to  him  while  he  was  In  a private  station, 
nor  broke  auy  promise,  expressed  or  implied,  nor  aban 
doned  any  fricna  who  claim^  and  meritca  hia  asaistance." 
— Tima.\ 

* [See  Sheridan’s  comedy  of '*  The  Rivals.’’] 

* [Lord  Byron  seems  to  have  taken  hts  notions  of  the  pro- 
ceecOngs  of  this  inquevt  from  Cobbett’s  Register.  What  tbe 
Coroner  really  did  say  was  as  follows  :—**  As  a public  man.  It 
is  Impossible  for  me  to  weigh  his  character  in  any  scales 
that  1 can  bold.  In  private  life  1 believe  the  world  will 
admit  that  a more  amiable  man  could  not  be  found.  Whether 
the  Important  duties  of  the  great  oiBce  which  he  held  pressed 
upon  his  mind,  and  conduct  to  Ute  melancholy  event  which 
you  are  assembled  to  investigate,  is  a circumstance  which,  in 
ail  probaUUty,  never  can  be  discovered.  If  it  should  unfor- 
tunately appear  that  there  Is  not  sufficient  evidence  to  prove 
what  is  generally  considered  the  Indication  of  a disordered 
mind, I trust  that  tbe  jury  will  pay  some  attentlou  to  roy  humble 
opinion,  which  is,  that  no  man  can  be  In  hia  proper  senses  at 
the  moment  be  commits  so  rash  an  act  as  self-murder.  My 
opiiilun  is  In  cooioiiaoce  with  every  moral  sentiment,  and  the 
Information  which  the  wisest  of  men  have  given  to  the  world. 
The  Bible  declam  that  a man  cling*  to  nothing  to  strongly 
as  hla  own  life.  1 therefore  view  it  as  an  axiom,  and  an  ab- 
stract principle,  that  a man  must  necessarily  be  out  of  hia 
mind  at  the  moment  of  destroying  himself.’'] 

* I say  by  tbe  /eir  of  the  land — the  laws  of  humanity  judn 
more  gently  ; but  as  the  legitimates  have  always  tha  inse  la 
their  moutns,  let  them  here  make  the  must  uf  U. 

* [Upon  this  passage  one  of  tbe  magaxtnet  of  the  time  ob- 
serves : “ Lord  Byron  does  not  appear  to  have  remembered 
that  It  it  quite  possible  for  an  English  nobleman  to  be  both 
(in  fart)  a feloo,  and  (what  In  common  parlance  Is  called)  a 
madman."] 

* From  this  number  must  be  excepted  Canning.  Canning 
is  a geniue,  almoat  a universal  one.  an  orator,  a wit,  a poet, 
a statasmaD  \ and  no  man  of  talent  can  long  pursue  tbe  path 
of  bis  late  predecessor.  I,ord  C.  If  ever  man  saved  bis 
country.  Canning  can,  but  %ciU  be  ? 1,  for  one,  hope  so. 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Ike.  an  the  chan^i  which  the  hirelings  an  daily 
ringing  In  the  ears  of  those  who  will  listen  — should 
be  welcome  to  all  who  recollect  on  wAom  it  was 
originally  bestowed.  Socrates  and  Jesus  Christ  wen 
put  to  Beath  publicly  as  bla$ph9mtr$,  and  so  have 
been  and  may  be  many  who  dare  to  oppose  the  most 
notorious  abuses  of  the  name  of  Ood  and  the  mind  of 
man.  But  persecution  is  not  refutation,  nor  even 
triumph : the  **  wretched  inddel.**  as  be  is  called,  Is 
probably  happier  In  his  prison  than  the  proudest  of 
his  assailants.  With  his  opinions  I have  nothing  to 
do — they  may  be  right  or  wrong — but  he  has 
suffered  for  them,  and  that  very  suffering  for  con- 
science’ sake  will  make  more  proselytes  to  delam 
than  the  example  of  heterodox  * Prelates  to  Chris- 
tianity, suicide  statesmen  to  oppression,  or  over- 
pensioned  homicides  to  the  impious  alliance  which 
Insults  the  world  with  the  name  of  “ Holy  f " I have 
no  wish  to  trample  on  the  dishonoured  or  the  dead ; 
but  it  would  be  well  If  the  adherents  to  the  classes 
fh>m  whence  those  persons  sprung  should  abate  a little 
of  the  coNt  which  Is  the  crying  sin  of  this  double- 
dealing and  ftlse-speaking  time  of  selfish  spoUen, 
«nd->~but  enough  for  the  present 
Pisa.  July.  18SS. 


CAKTO  THE  IIXTH. 


Tiiesb  Is  a tide  In  the  affhlrs  of  men. 

Which, — taken  at  the  flood," — you  know  the  rest’, 
And  most  of  us  have  found  It  now  and  then : 

At  least  we  think  so,  though  but  few  have  guess’d 
The  moment,  till  too  late  to  come  again. 

But  no  doubt  everything  is  for  the  best  — 

Of  which  the  surest  sign  is  in  the  end : 

When  things  are  at  the  worst  they  sometimes  mend. 

^ II. 

There  Is  a tide  In  the  affairs  of  women, 

Which,  taken  attbe  flood,  leads — Gcxl  knows  where : 
Those  navigators  must  be  able  seamen 

Whose  charts  lay  down  its  current  to  a hair ; 

Not  all  the  reveries  of  Jacob  Behmen  ’ 

With  Its  strange  whirls  and  eddies  can  compare : 
Men  with  their  heads  reflect  on  this  and  that>— 

But  women  with  their  hearts  on  heaven  knows  what  I 

III. 

And  yet  a headlong,  headstrong,  downright  she. 
Young,  beautiful,  and  daring — who  would  risk 
A throne,  the  world,  the  universe,  to  be 
Beloved  in  her  own  way,  and  rather  whisk 
The  stars  from  out  the  sky,  than  not  be  free 
As  are  the  blUows  when  the  breeze  is  brisk 


Though  such  a she ’s  a devil  (If  there  be  one\ 

Yet  she  would  make  full  many  a Manichean. 

IV. 

Thrones,  worlds,  et  cetera,  are  so  oft  upset 
By  commonest  ambition,  that  when  passion 
O'erthrows  the  same,  wc  readily  forget. 

Or  at  the  least  forgive,  the  loving  rash  one. 

If  Anthony  be  well  remember’d  yet, 

'Tis  not  his  conquests  keep  his  name  in  fkahlon. 
But  Actium,  lost  for  Cleopatra's  eyes. 

Outbalances  all  Casar's  victories. 

V. 

He  died  at  fifty  for  a queen  of  forty ; 

1 wish  their  years  had  been  fifteen  and  twenty, 

For  then  wealth,  kingdoms,  worlds  are  but  a sport  — I 
Remember  when,  though  1 had  no  great  plenty 
Of  worlds  to  lose,  yet  still,  to  pay  my  court,  1 
Gave  what  1 had — a heart ; as  Um  world  went,  1 
Gave  what  was  worth  a world ; for  worlds  could  never 
Restore  me  those  pure  feelings,  gone  for  ever. 

VI. 

'T  was  the  boy’s  “ mite,"  and,  like  the  “widow’s,"  may 
Perhaps  be  weigh'd  hereafter,  if  not  now  ; 

But  whether  such  things  do  or  do  nut  weigh, 

All  who  have  loved,  or  love,  will  still  allow 
Life  has  nought  like  it  God  Is  love,  they  say. 

And  Love 's  a goil,  or  was  before  the  brow 
Of  earth  was  wrinkled  by  the  sins  and  tears 
Of — but  Chronology  bc»t  knows  the  years. 

VIL 

We  left  our  hero  and  third  heroine  in 

A kind  of  state  mure  awkward  than  uncommon. 
For  gentlemen  must  sometimes  risk  their  skin 
For  that  sad  tempter,  a forbidden  woman : 

Sultans  too  much  abhor  this  sort  of  sin, 

And  don’t  agree  at  all  with  the  wise  Roman, 
Heroic,  stoic  Cato,  the  sententious, 

>Vho  lent  his  lady  to  his  friend  Hortensius.  * 

VIII. 

I know  Gulbcyaz  was  extremely  wrong  ; 

1 own  it,  I deplore  It,  I condemn  It ; 

But  1 detest  all  fiction  even  in  song, 

And  so  must  tell  the  truth,  howe’er  you  blame  it 
Her  reason  being  weak,  her  passions  strong, 
i She  thought  that  her  lord’s  heart  (even  could  she 
' claim  it) 

Was  scarce  enough ; for  he  had  fifty-nine 
Years,  and  a fifteen-hundredth  concubine. 

IX. 

1 am  not  like  Cass>io,  “ an  arithmetlciau," 

But  by  •*  the  bookish  theoric  " ^ it  appears. 

If 't  Is  summ’d  up  with  feminine  precision. 

That,  adding  to  the  account  his  lllghneas'  years, 


> \n>en  Lord  Siindwicb  said  “he  did  not  know  the  dit 
ference  between  orthodox/ ami  heterodoxy,”  Warburton,  the 
biihop.  replied,  “ Orthodoxy,  my  lord,  if  mjr  dory,  and  hete- 
rodoxy is  <rao/A4rr  man's  doxr.”  A prelate  of  the  present  day 
has  di^corrred,  it  teems,  a Mi'nf  kind  of  doxy,  which  has  not 
greatly  exalted  in  the  eyes  of  the  elect  that  which  Uentham 
calls  '*  Church-of-Englandiim.” 

* See  Shakspeare,  Julius  Cwsar,  actie.  sc  iil. 

* [A  noted  vlskmary.  bom  near  Gorlitt.  in  Upper  Lusatia, 
In  Iftys,  and  founder  of  the  sect  called  Behmenltas.  Ha  bad 
numerous  followers  in  (Germany,  aiKl  baa  not  been  without 
admirers  In  England ; one  of  these,  the  famous  WUUam 


Law.  author  of  the  “ Serious  Call,"  edited  an  edition  of  his 
works.] 

* Cato  gave  up  his  wife  Martla  to  his  friend  llortenslus; 
but,  on  the  death  of  the  latter,  tocA  her  back  again.  Thla 
conduct  was  ridiculed  by  tbc  Romans,  who  observed,  that 
Martia  entered  the  bouse  of  llorteiisius  very  poor,  but  re- 
turned to  the  bed  of  Cato  loaded  with  treasures.  — Plp- 

TABCH. 

t [**  Forsooth,  a great  arithmetician, 

Une  Michael  Casslo,  a Florentine. 

That  never  set  a squadron  In  the  field, 

Nor  the  division  at  a battle  knows 
More  than  a spinster ; unless  the  bookish  tbeork,"te. 
— OtMAf.] 
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The  fklr  Sultana  err’d  fK>m  inanition  ; 

For,  were  the  Sultan  just  to  all  his  dears, 

She  could  but  claim  the  flftecn>hundredth  part 
Of  what  should  be  monopoly  — the  heart 

X. 

It  is  observed  that  ladies  are  litigious  \ 

Upon  all  legal  ohjccts  of  possession. 

And  not  the  least  so  when  they  are  religious, 

Which  doubles  what  they  think  of  the  trans- 
gression: 

With  suits  and  prosecutions  they  besiege  us, 

As  the  tribunals  show  through  many  a session. 
When  they  suspect  that  any  one  goes  shares 
In  that  to  which  the  law  makes  them  sole  heirs. 


Now,  If  this  holds  good  in  a Christian  land. 

The  heathen  also,  though  with  lesser  latitude, 

Are  apt  to  carry  thtogs  with  a high  band. 

And  take,  wl^  kings  call  **  an  imposing  attitude ; ” 
Aod  for  their  rights  connubial  make  a stand,  [tude ; 

When  their  liege  husbands  treat  them  with  ingrati- 
And  as  four  wives  must  have  quadruple  claims. 

The  Tigris  hath  its  jealousies  like  Thames. 

XII. 

Oulbeyax  was  the  fourth,  and  (as  I said) 

The  favourite  ; but  what ’s  fkvour  amongst  four  ? 
Polygamy  may  well  be  held  in  dread, 

NiiC  only  as  a sin,  but  as  a bore : 

Most  wise  men  with  one  moderate  woman  wed. 

Will  scarcely  find  philosophy  for  more ; 

And  all  (except  Mahometans)  forbear 
To  make  the  nuptial  couch  a “ Bed  of  VN’are.  ” 1 


I A sincere  woman’s  breast, — for  over-icarN 
Or  ovcr-cofJ  annihilates  the  charm. 


His  Highness,  the  snbllmest  of  mankind, — 

So  styled  according  to  the  usual  forms 
Of  every  monarch,  till  they  are  consign'd 
To  those  sad  hungry  jacobins  the  worms, « 

Who  on  the  very  loftiest  kings  have  dined,  — 

HU  Highness  gaxed  upon  Gulbeyaz’  charms, 
Expecting  all  the  welcome  of  a lover 
(A  •*  Highland  welcome  •”  all  the  wide  world  over). 

xrv. 

Now  here  we  should  distinguish  ; for  howe'er 
Kisses,  sweet  words,  embraces,  and  all  that, 

May  look  like  what  U — ’neither  here  nor  there, 

They  are  put  on  as  easily  as  a hat. 

Or  rather  bonnet,  which  the  fair  sex  wear, 

Trimm’d  cither  heads  or  hearts  to  decorate, 

Which  form  an  ornament,  but  no  more  part 
Of  heads,  than  their  caresses  of  the  heart. 

XV. 

A slight  blush,  a soft  tremor,  a calm  kind 
Of  gentle  feminine  delight,  and  shown 
More  in  the  eyelids  tba::  the  eyes,  resign’d 
Rather  to  hide  what  pleases  roost  unknown. 

Are  the  best  toXem  (to  a modest  mind) 

Of  love,  when  seated  on  his  loveliest  throne, 

< [At  Ware,  the  Inn  known  by  the  aign  of  the  Saracen’* 
Hwid  still  ennuina  the  (amous  bed,  meaiuring  tv<he  feet 
tquare.  to  wiilcb  an  aUtulon  i*  made  by  Shakspeare  In 
**  Twelfth  Niuht.”J 

* ♦*  Yotir  worm  l«  rour  only  etnocror  for  diet:  we  fit  all 
creature*  el»«,  to  fat  u<  ; and  we  ut  nuraelves  for  margoti. 
Your  fat  kin/,  and  your  lean  beggar.  Is  but  variable  icrvice: 
two  dishes  but  to  one  table : that  ^s  the  end.”  _ 


For  over- warmth.  If  fklse,  is  worse  than  truth  } 

If  true,  't  U no  great  lease  of  its  osm  fire  ; 

For  no  one,  save  in  very  early  youth. 

Would  like  (I  think)  to  trust  all  to  desire, 

Which  U but  a precarious  bond.  In  sooth. 

And  apt  to  be  tramferr'd  to  the  first  buyer 
At  a sad  discount : while  your  over  chilly 
Women,  on  t’other  band,  seem  somewhat  silly. 

XVII. 

That  Is,  we  cannot  pardon  their  bad  taste, 

For  so  it  seems  to  lovers  swift  or  slow, 

Who  thin  would  have  a mutual  flame  coufess'd, 

And  see  a sentimental  passion  glow, 

Even  were  St  Francis’  paramour  their  guest. 

In  his  monastic  concubine  of  snow  ; — « 

In  short,  the  maxim  for  the  atnorous  tribe  is 
Horatian,  Medio  tu  tudssimus  Ibis." 

XMII. 

The  *^tu’*’s  too  much,  — but  let  It  stand,  — the  verse 
Requires  it,  that 's  to  say,  the  English  rhyme, 

And  not  the  pink  of  old  hexameters ; 

But,  after  all,  there 's  neither  tune  nor  time 
In  the  last  line,  which  cannot  well  be  worse. 

And  was  thrust  in  to  close  the  octave’s  chime  : 

I own  no  prosody  can  ever  rate  it 

As  a rule,  but  truth  may,  if  you  translate  it 

XIX 

If  fair  Gulbeyaz  overdid  her  part 

I know  not  — it  succeeded,  and  success 
Is  much  in  most  things,  not  less  In  the  heart 
Than  other  articles  of  female  dress. 

Self-love  In  man,  too,  l)eats  all  female  art ; 

They  lie,  we  lie,  all  lie,  but  love  no  less: 

And  no  one  virtue  yet  except  starvation. 

Could  stop  that  worst  of  vices — propagation. 


We  leave  this  royal  couple  to  repose  : 

A bed  is  not  a throne,  and  they  may  i«Icep, 

Whate’er  their  dreams  be,  if  of  joys  or  woes: 

Yet  disappointed  joys  are  woes  as  deep 
As  any  man’s  clay  mixture  undergoes. 

Our  least  of  sorrows  arc  such  as  we  weep ; 

'T  Is  the  vile  daily  drop  on  drop  which  wears 

The  soul  out  (like  the  stone)  with  petty  cares.  | 

XXL 

A scolding  wife,  a sullen  son,  a bill 

To  pay.  unpaid,  protested,  or  discounted 
At  a per-centage  ; a child  cross,  dog  UI, 

A &vourite  horse  fallen  lame  just  as  he's  mounted, 

A bad  old  woman  making  a worse  will, 

Which  leaves  you  minus  of  the  cash  you  counted 
As  certain  ; — these  ore  paltry  things,  and  yet 
1 ‘re  rarely,  seen  the  nun  they  did  not  fret. 

I • See  Waveriey. 

I * **  The  bloMd  Frandi,  bring  strongly  loUelted  one  day 
I by  the  erootloDt  of  the  fletb.  pulled  on  his  clothes  md 
scourged  himself  soundly:  being  after  this  indamed  with  a 
j wonderful  fervour  of  mind,  he  plunged  hli  naked  body  into  a 
I great  heap  of  snow.  The  devil,  bemg  overcome,  retired  tm. 

I mediately,  and  the  holy  man  returned  victorious  into  hiS 
I cell.”  » See  UcTLsa's  Lives  <if  SamU. 
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I xxn. 

I *m  a phnosopher  ; confound  them  all ! 

Bills,  beast*,  and  men,  and — no ! not  womankbid  I 
I With  one  good  hearty  curse  I vent  my  gall, 

I And  then  mj  stoicism  leaves  nought  behind 
; Which  It  can  either  pain  or  evil  call, 

: I And  1 can  give  my  whole  soul  up  to  mind  \ 

Though  what  u soul,  or  mind,  their  birth  or  growth. 
Is  mure  than  I know  — the  deuce  take  them  both  l 

XXIII. 

. So  now  all  things  are  d — n'd  one  feels  at  ease, 

As  after  reading  Athanasius*  curse, 

Which  doth  your  true  believer  so  much  please  : 

I doubt  if  any  now  could  make  it  worse 
O’er  hU  worst  enemy  when  at  his  knees, 

*T  is  so  sententious,  positive,  and  terse, 

And  decorates  the  book  of  Common  Prayer, 

As  doth  a rainbow  the  just  clearing  air. 

XXIV. 

Oulbeyas  and  her  lord  were  sleeping,  or 
^ At  least  one  of  them ! — Oh,  the  heavy  night, 
When  wicked  wives,  who  love  some  bachelor, 

I Lie  down  in  dudgeon  to  sigh  for  the  light 
, Of  the  grej'  morning,  and  look  vainly  for 
Its  twinkle  through  the  lattice  dusky  quite 
To  toss,  to  tumble,  dose,  revive,  and  quake 
Lest  their  too  lawful  bed-fellow  should  wake  I 

XXV. 

These  are  beneath  the  canopy  of  heaven. 

Also  beneath  the  canopy  of  beds 
Four-posted  and  silk  curtain’d,  which  are  given 
Fur  rich  men  and  their  brides  to  lay  their  heads 
Upon,  in  sheets  white  as  wb^it  bards  call  ♦'  driven 
1 Snow.***  Well  I 't  is  all  hap-haiard  when  one  weds. 

! Oulbeyas  was  an  empress,  but  had  been 
I Perhaps  as  wretched  if  a peasant's  quean. 

' XXVL 

Don  Juan  in  his  feminine  disguise. 

With  all  the  damsels  In  thrir  long  array. 

Had  bow’d  themselves  before  th*  lmi>erlal  eyes, 

Ami  at  the  usual  signal  ta’en  their  way 
Back  to  their  chambers,  those  long  p:illerics 
I In  the  seraglio,  where  the  ladies  lay 
Their  delicate  limbs  ; a thousand  iKtforas  there 
Beating  fur  love,  as  the  caged  bird ’s  for  air. 

XXVII. 

I love  the  sex,  and  sometimes  would  reverse 
The  tyrant’s* wish,  **  that  mankind  only  had 
One  neck,  which  he  with  one  fell  stroke  might  pierce;*’ 
My  wi«>h  is  quite  as  wide,  but  not  so  iKid, 

And  much  more  tender  on  the  whole  than  fierce; 

It  being  (not  note,  but  only  while  a lad) 

That  womankind  had  but  one  rosy  mouth. 

To  kiss  them  all  at  once  from  North  to  South. 
XXVIIT. 

Oh,  enviable  Briareus  I with  thy  hands 
I And  heads,  if  thou  hadst  all  things  multiplied 
I In  such  proportion  ! — But  my  Muse  withstands 
I The  giant  thought  of  being  a Titan’s  bride. 


— £l 

OAKTO  VI. 


Or  travelling  In  Patagonian  lands  ; 

So  let  us  back  to  LUliput,  and  guide 
Our  hero  through  the  labyrinth  of  love 
In  which  we  left  hiin  several  lines  above. 

XXIX. 

He  went  forth  with  the  lovely  Odalisques,  * 

At  the  given  signal  join’d  to  their  array ; 

And  though  be  certainly  ran  many  risks. 

Yet  be  could  not  at  times  keep,  by  the  way, 
(Although  the  consequences  of  such  frisks 
Are  worse  than  the  worst  damages  men  pay 
In  moral  England,  where  the  thing ’s  a tax,) 

From  ogling  all  their  charms  from  breasts  to 

XXX 

still  he  forgot  not  his  disguise : — along 

The  galleries  from  room  to  room  they  walk'd, 

A virgin-like  and  edifying  throng. 

By  eimuehs  flank'd;  while  at  their  bead  there  stalkM 
A dame  who  kept  up  discipline  among 

The  fentaic  ranlu,  so  that  none  stirr'd  or  talk'd. 
Without  her  sanction  on  their  sbe-parades : 

Her  title  was  “ the  Mother  of  the  Maids.** 

XXXL 

WTjether  she  was  a « mother,*'  I know  not,  [ther ; 

Or  whether  they  were  “ maids”  who  call'd  her  nxw 
But  this  b her  seraglio  title,  got 

I know  not  how,  but  good  as  any  other; 

So  Cantcralr  * can  tdl  you,  or  Dc  Tott ; » 

Her  office  was  to  keep  aloof  or  smother 
All  bad  propcmitics  in  fifteen  hundred 
Young  women,  and  correct  them  when  they  blunder'd. 

XXXII. 

A goodly  sinecure,  no  doubt  I but  made 
More  cosy  by  the  absence  of  all  men  — 

Except  his  majesty, — who,  with  her  aid, 

And  guards,  and  bolts,  and  walls,  and  now  and  then 
A slight  example,  Jast  to  cast  a shade 
Along  the  rest,  contrived  to  keep  this  den 
Of  beauties  cool  as  an  Italian  convent,- 
Where  all  the  passions  have,  alas  I but  one  venL 

XXX  riL 

And  what  is  that  ? Devotion,  doubtless  — bow 
Could  you  ask  such  a question  ? — but  we  will 
Continue.  As  I said,  this  goodly  row 
Of  ladles  of  all  countries  at  the  will 
Of  one  good  man,  with  sUlcly  march  and  slow. 

Like  water-lilies  floating  down  a rill  — 

Or  rather  lake  — for  rtl/s  do  not  run  siowlj/t  — 
l*aced  on  most  maiden-Ukc  and  melancholy. 

XXXIV.  * 

But  when  they  reach’d  their  own  apartments,  there. 
Like  birds,  or  boys,  or  bedlamites  broke  loose. 
Waves  at  spring-tide,  or  women  anywhere 

WTien  freed  from  bonds  (which  arc  of  no  great  use 
After  all),  or  like  Irish  at  a fair, 

Their  guards  being  gone,  and  as  it  were  a truce 
EstahlUh  d between  them  and  bondage,  they 
Began  to  sing,  dance,  chatter,  smile,  and  play. 


* (The  bards  of  Queer  Caroline  were  cootinuAlly.  during 
' the  period  of  her  (rial,  riugiag  the  cbuiges  oo  the  “ drlTcn  I 
j snow  *'  of  her  purity.) 

I * ('•lipoU  — see  Suetonius.  •*  Being  In  • rage  at  the  1 
per«ple.  for  favouring  a party  in  the  <7lr«en«»ao  g.unei  In  op-  i 
■ to  him.  h«  crifd  out, ' 1 wish  the  Jl'-maa  iwople  [ 

but  one  luii.’  ” j 

I.  I 


• The  ladles  of  the  seraglio. 

< [netnetrlus  Camrmlr,  a prince  of  MoWstU;  whose 
“ History  of  the  Growth  and  Dtv.iyofthe  Ottoman  Propire” 
Wat  tfjRslaiiTl  luto  Kugli'h  by  TIudal.  Uediisl  In  1723.) 

» Mcouiirs  of  Uie  Stole  uf  tho  TurLIth  Lfn(.ire.  1785. **) 
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XXXV. 

Their  talk,  of  course,  ran  most  on  the  new  comer  j 
Her  shape,  her  hair,  her  air.  her  everything : 
Some  thought  her  dress  did  not  so  much  become  her. 
Or  wonder'd  at  her  ears  without  a ring  ; 

Some  said  her  years  were  getting  nigh  their  summer. 
Others  contended  they  were  but  In  spring  j 
5tome  thought  her  rather  masculine  in  height. 

While  others  wish’d  that  she  had  been  »o  quite. 

XXXVI. 

But  no  one  doubted  on  the  whole,  that  she 
Was  what  her  dress  bespoke,  a damsel  fklr, 

And  fresh,  and  « beautiful  exceedingly,"  • 

Who  with  the  brightest  Georgians  • might  compare : 
They  wonder’d  how  Oulbcyax,  too,  could  be 
So  silly  as  to  buy  slaves  who  might  share 
(If  that  his  Highness  wearied  of  bis  bride) 

Her  throne  and  power,  and  everything  beside. 

XXXVII. 

But  what  was  strangest  in  this  virgin  crew, 

Although  her  beauty  was  enough  to  vex. 

After  the  first  Investigating  view, 

They  all  found  out  as  few,  or  fewer,  specks 
In  the  fair  form  of  their  companion  new. 

Than  Is  the  custom  of  the  gentle  sex, 

When  they  survey,  with  Christian  eyes  or  Heathen, 
In  a new  fiicc  “ the  ugliest  creature  breathing." 

xxxvni. 

And  yet  they  had  their  little  jealousies. 

Like  all  the  rest ; but  upon  this  occasion. 
Whether  there  are  such  things  as  sympathies 
Without  our  knowledge  or  our  approbation, 
AHbougb  they  could  not  see  through  his  dL*guiae, 
All  felt  a soft  kind  of  concatenation, 

Like  magnetism,  or  deviUsm,  or  what 
You  please we  wlU  not  quarrel  about  that : 

XXXIX. 

But  certain 't  Is  they  all  felt  for  their  new 
Companion  something  newer  still,  as 't  were 
A sentimental  friendship  through  and  through. 
Extremely  pure,  which  made  them  all  concur 
In  wishing  her  their  sister,  save  a few 

Who  wish’d  they  had  a brother  just  like  her, 
Whom,  If  they  were  at  home  in  sweet  Circassia, 
They  would  prefer  to  Padlsba^  or  Pacha. 

XL. 

Of  those  who  had  most  genius  for  this  sort 
Of  senllinental  friendship,  there  were  three, 
Lolab,  Katinka  *,  and  Dudu  ; In  short 
(To  save  description),  fair  as  fair  can  be 
Were  they,  according  to  the  best  report, 

Though  differing  In  stature  and  degree, 

And  dime  and  time,  and  country  and  complexion ; 
They  all  alike  admired  their  new  connection. 


i XLL 

! Lolah  was  dusk  as  India  and  at  warm  ; 

1 KaHnka  wts  a Georgian  \ white  and  red, 

] With  great  blue  eyes,  a lovely  hand  and  arm. 

And  feet  so  small  they  scarce  seem’d  made  to  tread, 
But  rather  skim  the  earth  ; while  Dudti's  form 
Look’d  more  adapted  to  be  put  to  bed. 

Being  somewhat  large,  and  languishing,  and  lasy, 

Yet  of  a beauty  that  would  drive  you  crasy. 

XLII. 

A kind  of  sleepy  Venus  seem’d  Dudii, 

Yet  very  fit  to  “murder  sleep"  in  those 
Who  gaxed  upon  her  cheek’s  transcendent  htie, 

Her  Attic  forehead,  and  her  Phldlan  nose ; 

Few  angles  were  there  in  her  form,  *t  U true. 

Thinner  she  might  have  been,  and  yet  scarce  lose : 
Yet,  after  all,  't  would  puxsle  to  say  where 
It  would  not  spoil  some  separate  charm  to  part, 

XLIIL 

She  was  not  violently  lively,  but 

Stole  on  your  spirit  like  a May-day  breaking ; 

Her  eyes  were  not  too  sparkling,  yet,  half-shut, 

They  put  beholders  in  a tender  taking ; 

She  look'd  (this  simile  ’i  quite  new)  just  cut 
From  marble,  like  P)’grnalion's  statue  waking, 

The  mortal  and  the  marble  still  at  strife, 

And  timidly  expanding  Into  life. 

XLIV. 

Loiah  demanded  the  new  damsel's  name  — 

**  Juanna." — Well,  a pretty  name  cnotagb. 

Katinka  ask'd  her  also  whence  she  came  — 

“ From  Spain.  ’’—  **  Hut  where  is  Spain  ? "— •*  Don’t 
ask  such  stuff, 

Nor  show  your  Georgian  ignorance  — for  shame  I " 
Said  Lolab,  with  an  accent  rather  rough. 

To  poor  Katinka:  “ Spain 's  an  island  near 
Morocco,  betwixt  Egypt  and  Tangier." 

XLV. 

Dudil  said  nothing,  but  sat  down  beside 
Jiianna,  playing  with  her  veil  or  hair; 

And  looking  at  her  steadfastly,  she  sigh'd, 

As  If  she  pitied  her  for  bchig  there, 

A pretty  stranger  without  ft-iend  or  guide, 

And  all  abash’d,  too,  at  the  general  stare 
Which  welcomes  hapless  strangers  In  all  places, 

With  kind  remarks  upon  their  mien  and  faces. 

XLVL 

But  here  the  Mother  of  the  Maids  drew  near. 

With  *'  Ladies  it  Is  time  to  go  to  rest 
I 'm  puxxied  what  to  do  with  you,  my  dear," 

She  added  to  Juanno,  their  new  guest : 

“ Tour  coming  has  been  unexpected  here. 

And  every  couch  Is  occupied  j you  bad  beat 
Partake  of  mine ; but  by  to-morrow  early 
We  will  have  all  things  settled  for  you  &lrly.” 


I r«*  I suets,  t was  fWrttrul  there  to  tee 

^uifUUxcIlein^.^— Ckrittabei.] 

1 ••  It  Is  In  the  adjacent  climates  of  Georgia,  Mlngrelia,  aM 
rir^auU  that  nature  has  placed,  at  least  to  our  eyes,  the 
model  of  beauty,  in  the  shape  of  the  bn»bi.  the  colwir  of  the 
ikin.  the  symmetry  of  the  feature. 

countenance : the  men  are  formed  for  action,  the  women  for 
luTC.”'-  Gibbon. 

» Padlsba  U the  Turkish  UUe  of  the  Grand  Slgnktr. 


* [KatlnkB  was  the  name  of  the  yoonfest  erf  the  thra* 

flrh.  at  whose  house  Lord  Byron  resided  while  at  Athens,  in 
SIO. . See  ofit^,  p.  M5.] 

» (The  “good  points**  of  a Georgian  girl  are  a rosy  or 
carnation  tint  on  her  cheek,  which  they  call  mtmstci.  “ the  salt 
of  beauty dark  hair,  large  black  antelope  eyes  and  arehed 
eyebrows,  a small  nose  or  mouth,  white  teeth,  long  neck, 
Ucate  limbs  and  small  joinU.  They  are  extremely  boauilM, 
biU  of  animation,  grace,  and  el^ance.— Moubb.J 
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XLVD. 

Here  I*oUh  Intcrpoeed  — **  Mamrat,  you  know 
Tou  don't  sleep  soundly,  and  1 cannot  bear 
That  anybody  should  disturb  you  so ; 

1 11  take  Juanna ; we  're  a slenderer  pair 
Than  you  would  make  the  half  of ; — don't  say  no ; 

And  I of  your  young  charge  will  take  due  care." 
But  here  Katinka  interfered,  and  said, 

**  She  also  bad  compassion  and  a bed.  ” 

XLVm. 

**  Besides,  I hate  to  sleep  alone,"  quoth  she. 

The  matron  frown’d ; “ Why  so  ? " — *•  For  fear  of 
Replied  Katinka ; I am  sure  I see  [ghosts," 

A phantom  upon  each  of  the  four  posts ; 

And  then  I have  the  worst  dreams  that  can  be, 

Of  Guebres,  Oiaoun,  and  Ginns,  and  Goals  in  hosts.” 
The  dame  replied,  “ Between  your  dreams  and  you« 
I fear  Juanna's  dreams  would  be  but  few. 


UV. 

But  she  was  pensive  more  than  melancholy, 

And  serious  more  than  pensive,  and  serene. 

It  may  be,  more  than  either — not  unholy 

Her  thoughts,  at  least  till  now,  appear  to  have  been. 
The  strangest  thing  was,  beauteous,  she  was  wholly 
Unconsdous,  albeit  turn’d  of  quick  seventeen. 
That  she  was  fklr,  or  dark,  or  short,  or  tall ; 

She  never  thought  about  herself  at  alL 

LV. 

And  therefore  was  she  kind  and  gentle  as 

The  Age  of  Gold  (when  gold  was  yet  unknow'n. 
By  which  its  nomenclature  came  to  pass  j 
Thus  most  appropriately  has  been  shown 
“ Lucuf  a non  lucendo,"  not  what  iros. 

But  what  was  not ; a sort  of  style  that  *s  grown 
Extremely  common  in  this  age,  whose  metal 
The  devU  may  decompose,  but  never  settle : 


XUX. 

" Tou,  Lolah,  must  continue  still  to  lie 

Alone,  for  reasons  which  don't  matter ; you 
The  same,  Katinka,  until  by  qnd  by : 

And  I shall  place  Juanna  with  Dud^, 

Mlio 's  quiet,  inoffensive,  silent,  shy. 

And  will  not  toss  and  chatter  the  night  throtigh.  '' 
What  say  you,  child  ? **  — Dud  6 said  nothing,  as  . 

Her  talents  were  of  the  more  silent  class ; 

L. 

But  she  rose  up,  and  kiss'd  the  matron's  brow 
Between  the  eyes,  and  Lolah  on  both  cheeks, 
Katinka  too ; and  with  a gentle  bow 

(Curt’sies  arc  neither  used  by  Turks  nor  Greeks) 
She  took  Juanna  by  the  hand  to  show 

Their  place  of  rest,  and  left  to  both  their  piques, 
The  others  pouting  at  the  matron's  preference 
Of  Dudil,  though  they  held  their  tongues  from 
deference. 

LI. 

It  was  a spacious  chamber  (Oda  is 

The  Turkish  title),  and  ranged  round  the  wall 
Were  couches,  toilets — and  much  more  than  this 
I might  describe,  as  I have  seen  it  all. 

But  it  suffices — little  was  amiss ; 

'Twas  on  the  whole  a nobly  furnish’d  hall. 

With  all  things  ladles  want,  save  one  or  two. 

And  even  those  were  nearer  than  they  knew. 

LU. 

Dud^  as  has  been  said,  was  a sweet  creature, 

Not  very  dashing,  but  extremely  winning, 

With  the  most  regulated  charms  eff  feature. 

Which  painters  cannot  catch  like  fkces  sinning 
Against  proportion — the  wild  strokes  of  nature 
Which  they  bit  off  at  once  in  the  beginning, 

Full  of  expre^ou,  right  or  wrong,  that  strike, 

And  pleasing,  or  unpleasing,  still  arc  like.  I 

LIIL 

But  she  was  a soft  landsca{)c  of  mild  earth, 

Where  all  was  harmony,  and  calm,  and  quiet, 
Luxuriant,  budding ; cheerful  without  mirth, 

Which,  if  not  happiness,  U much  more  nigh  it 
Than  are  your  mighty  passions  and  so  forth,  1 

Which,  some  call  Uie  sublime : " I wish  they’d  try  it ; 

I *ve  seen  your  stormy  seas  and  stormy  women. 

And  pity  lovers  rather  more  than  seamen. 

* 'Thh  brat*,  to  fainnus  In  antiquitT,  is  a mixture  of  Ruld, 

shTcr,  and  cojiper,  and  ii  luppuied  to  nave  been  produced  by 


LVI.  I 

I think  it  may  be  of  *'  Corinthian  Brass,”  ^ 

Which  was  a mixture  of  all  metals,  but 
The  bras^n  uppermost).  Kind  reader!  pass 
This  long  parenthesis : I could  not  shut 
It  sooner  for  the  soul  of  me,  and  class 

My  faults  even  with  your  own  I which  mcanetb.  Put 
A kind  construction  upon  them  and  me : 

But  that  you  won’t — then  don't — lam  not  lessfiree. 

LVII. 

'T  is  time  we  should  return  to  plain  narration. 

And  thus  my  narrative  proceeds:  — Dudu, 

With  every  kindness  short  of  ostentation, 

Show'd  Juan,  or  Juanna,  through  and  through 
This  labyrinth  of  females,  and  each  station  [few : 
Described what’s  strange— in  words  extremely 
I have  but  one  simile,  and  that's  a blunder, 

For  wordless  woman,  which  b silent  thunder. 

LYUL 

And  next  she  gave  her  (1  say  4er,  because 
The  gender  still  was  epicene,  at  least 
In  outward  show,  which  is  a saving  clause) 

An  outline  of  the  customs  of  the  East, 

With  all  their  chaste  inti^ty  of  laws. 

By  which  the  more  a harem  is  Increased, 

The  stricter  doubtless  grow  the  vestal  duties 
Of  any  supernumerary  beauties. 

LIX. 

And  then  she  gave  Juanna  a chaste  kiss : 

DudCi  was  fond  of  kbsing  — which  1 'ro  sure 
That  nobody  can  ever  take  amiss. 

Because  'tis  pleasant,  so  that  it  be  pure, 

And  between  females  means  no  more  than  this  — 
That  they  have  nothing  better  near,  or  newer. 

**  Kiss”  rhymes  to  " bliss  ’’  In  fset  as  well  as  verse  — 

I wish  It  never  led  to  something  worse. 

LX. 

In  perfect  Innocence  she  then  unmade 
Her  toilet,  which  cost  little,  fur  she  was 
A child  of  Nature,  carelessly  array'd  : 

If  fond  of  a chance  ogle  at  her  glass, 

'T  was  like  the  fawn,  which,  in  the  l.okc  display’d. 
Beholds  her  own  shy,  shadowy  image  pass, 

\^Tjen  first  she  starts,  and  then  returns  to  peep, 
Admiring  this  new  native  of  the  deep. 

the  fusion  of  these  mcUls.  In  which  Corinth  abounded,  when 
It  was  Mcked.} 

- ■ — 
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LXl. 

! And  one  by  one  her  articles  of  dress 

Were  laid  aside  ; but  not  before  she  offer'd 
Her  aid  to  fhlr  Joanna,  whose  excess 

Of  modesty  declined  the  assistance  proffer’d  : 
Which  pass’d  well  off  — as  she  could  do  no  less ; 

1 Though  by  this  poUtesse  &bc  rather  suffer’d, 

I Pricking  her  fingers  with  those  cursed  pins, 

I Which  surely  were  invented  for  our  sins 

I Lxn. 

' Making  a woman  like  a porcupine, 

Not  to  be  rashly  touch’d.  But  still  more  dread, 

Oh  ye ! whose  fate  it  Is,  as  once ’t  wa<  mine. 

In  early  youth,  to  tiini  a lady's  maid  ■,  — 

j I did  my  very  boyish  best  to  shine 

In  tricking  her  out  for  a masquerade : 

The  pins  were  placed  sufficiently,  but  not 
Stuck  all  exactly  In  the  proper  spot 

LXin. 

But  these  are  foolish  things  to  all  the  wUe, 

And  1 love  wisdom  more  than  she  loves  me ; 

My  tendency  is  to  philosophise 

On  most  things,  from  a tyrant  to  a tree  $ 

But  still  the  spouseless  virgin  Knou'Udpe  flies, 

What  are  we  ? and  whence  came  we  ? what  shall  be 
Our  existence?  what ’s  our  present ? 

Are  questions  answcricss,  and  yet  Incessant 

Lxrv. 

There  was  deep  silence  in  the  chamber : dim 
And  distant  frx>m  each  other  bom’d  the  lights, 

And  slumber  hover’d  o’er  each  lovely  limb 

Of  the  fidr  occupants : if  there  be  sprites,  [trim, 
They  should  have  walk’d  there  In  their  sprightiiest 
By  way  of  change  fTom  their  seimlchral  sites. 

And  shown  themselves  as  ghosts  of  better  taste 
Than  haunting  some  old  ruin  or  wild  waste. 

LXV. 

Many  and  beautiful  lay  thoae  around, 

Li^e  flowers  of  different  hue.  and  clime,  and  root 
In  some  exotic  garden  sometimes  found. 

With  cost  and  care,  and  warmth  induced  to  shoot. 
One  with  her  auburn  tresses  lightly  bound, 

And  fair  brows  gently  drooping,  as  the  fhiit 
Nods  from  the  tree,  was  slumbering  with  soft  breath, 
And  Ups  apart  which  8how*d  the  pearls  beneath. 

LXVI. 

One  with  her  flush’d  cheek  laid  on  her  white  srm, 
And  raven  ringlets  gather’d  in  dark  crowd 
Above  her  brow,  lay  dreaming  soft  and  warm  ; 

And  smiling  through  her  drvam,  as  through  a cloud 
The  moon  breaks,  half  unveU’d  each  further  charm, 
As,  slightly  stirring  In  her  snowy  shroud. 

Her  beauties  seixed  the  unconscious  hour  of  night 
All  bashfully  to  struggle  into  light 

LXVIL 

This  is  no  bull,  although  it  sounds  so ; for 

*T  was  night  but  there  were  lamps,  as  hath  been  said. 
A third ’s  all  pallid  aspect  offer’d  more 

The  traits  of  sleeping  sorrow,  and  betray’d 
Through  the  heaved  breast  the  dream  of  some  far  shore 
Beloved  and  deplored ; while  slowly  stray’d 
(As  night-dew,  on  a cypress  glittering,  tinges 
The  black  bough),  tear-drops  through  her  eyea*  dark 
frlngea. 

tjs-  ■ — 


LXVIII. 

A fourth  as  marble,  statue-like  and  still, 

Lay  In  a breathless,  hush’d,  and  stony  sleep ; 
White,  cold,  and  pure,  as  looks  a frroaen  rill. 

Or  the  snow  minaret  on  an  Alpine  steep. 

Or  Lot's  wife  done  in  salt,  — or  what  you  will ; — 
My  similes  are  gather'd  in  a be^. 

So  pick  and  choose  — perhaps  you  ’ll  be  content 
With  a carved  lady  on  a monument. 

LXIX. 

And  lo ! a fifth  appears ; — and  what  Is  she  7 
A lady  of  a certain  age,"  which  means 
Certainly  aged  — what  her  years  might  be 
1 know  not,  never  counting  past  their  teens ; 

But  there  she  slept,  not  quite  so  fair  to  see, 

As  ere  that  awfrtl  period  intervenes 
Which  lays  both  men  and  women  on  the  shelf, 

To  meditate  upon  their  sins  and  self. 

LXX. 

But  all  this  time  how  slept,  or  dream'd,  BudCi  ? 

With  strict  inquiry  I could  ne’er  discover, 

And  scorn  to  add  a syllable  untrue  ; 

But  ere  the  middle  watch  was  hardly  over, 

Just  when  the  Aiding  lamps  waned  dim  and  blue, 
And  phantoms  hover'd,  or  might  seem  to  hover, 
To  those  who  like  their  company,  about 
The  apartment,  on  a sudden  she  scream’d  out : 

LXXI. 

And  that  so  loudly,  that  upstarted  all 
The  Oda,  In  a general  commotion : 

Matron  and  maids,  and  those  whom  you  may  call 
Neither,  came  crowding  like  the  waves  of  ocean. 
One  on  the  other,  throughout  the  whole  hall. 

All  trembling,  wondering,  without  the  least  notion 
More  than  I have  myself  of  what  could  make 
The  calm  Dudii  so  turbulently  wake. 

Lxxn. 

But  wide  awake  she  was,  and  round  her  bed. 

With  floating  drapcrii'S  and  with  flying  hair. 

With  eager  eyes,  and  light  but  hurried  tread, 

And  bosorns,  arms,  and  ankles  glancing  bare. 

And  bright  as  any  meteor  ever  bred 

By  the  North  T^lc,  — they  sought  her  cause  of  care. 
For  the  seem'd  agitated,  flush’d,  and  frighten'd. 

Her  eye  dilated,  and  her  colour  heighten’d. 

LXXUL 

But  what  is  strange— and  a strong  proof  how  great 
A blessing  is  sound  sleep — Juanna  lay 
As  fast  as  ever  husband  by  his  mate 
In  holy  matrimony  snores  away. 

Not  all  the  clamour  broke  her  happy  state 
Of  slumber,  ere  they  shook  her, — so  they  say 
At  least, — and  then  she,  too,  unclosed  her  e)'es, 

And  yawn’d  a good  deal  with  discreet  surprise. 

LXXIV. 

And  now  commenced  a strict  investigation, 

Wliicb,  as  all  spoke  at  once,  and  more  than  onoa 
Conjecturing,  wondering,  asking  a narration, 

Alike  might  puxzle  cither  wit  or  dunce 
To  answer  in  a very  clear  oration. 

Dud(^  had  never  pass’d  for  wanting  sense, 

But  being  **  no  orator  as  Brutus  is," 

Could  not  at  first  expound  what  was  amiss. 

Xz 


Digitized  by  Google 


BYRON’S  WORKS. 


CANTO  TT. 


At  Icni^h  she  $ald.  that  In  a slumber  sound 
[ She  dream’d  a dream,  of  waUlng  In  a wood  — 

’ ! A wood  obscure,**  like  that  where  Dante  found  * 

' Himself  In  at  the  a^  when  all  grow  good ; 

Life's  holf-wif  house,  where  dames  with  virtue  crown *d 
> Run  much  le^s  rbk  of  lovers  turning  rude; 

II  And  that  this  wood  was  full  of  pleasant  fruits. 

And  trees  of  goodly  growth  and  spreading  roots ; 

|.  LXXVI. 

And  in  the  midst  a golden  apple  grew,  — 

' A most  prodigious  pippin ->but  it  hung 
i Rather  too  high  and  distant ; that  she  threw 

I Her  glances  on  it,  and  then,  longing,  dung 
{ Stones  and  whatever  she  could  pick  up,  to 

Bring  down  the  fruit,  which  still  per\‘enely  clung 
To  its  own  bough,  and  dangled  yet  in  sight. 

But  always  at  a most  provoking  height; — 

LXXVH. 

That  on  a sudden,  when  she  least  had  hope. 

It  fell  down  of  its  own  accord  before 
l'  Her  feet;  that  her  first  movement  was  to  ^toop 
''  And  pick  it  up,  and  bite  it  to  the  core  ; 

That  just  as  her  young  lip  began  to  opo 

I I Upon  the  golden  fruit  the  vision  bore, 

'I  A bee  flew  out,  and  stung  her  to  the  heart, 

; And  so— she  woke  with  a great  scream  and  stai*t. 
j LXXVIIL 

j All  this  she  told  with  some  confusion  and 
! i Dismay,  the  usual  consequence  of  dreams 
Of  the  unpleasant  kind,  with  none  at  hand 
To  expound  their  vain  and  visionary  gleams. 

. I've  known  some  odd  ones  which  seem'd  really  plann'd 
Prophetically,  or  that  which  one  deems 
A “ strange  coincidence,”  to  use  a phrase 
By  which  such  things  are  settled  now^a-days.  * 

I LXXIX. 

I The  damsels,  who  had  thoughts  of  some  great  harm, 
It  Began,  as  Is  the  consequence  of  fear, 

I I To  scold  a little  at  the  false  alarm 

1 1 That  broke  fbr  nothing  on  their  sleeping  car. 

i The  matron,  too,  was  wroth  to  leave  her  warm 
Bed  for  the  dream  she  had  been  obliged  to  hciir, 

I And  chafed  at  poor  Dudii,  who  only  sigh'd. 

And  said,  that  she  was  sorrj’  she  had  cried, 
j LXXX. 

' “I’ve  heard  of  stories  of  a cock  and  bull ; 

! I But  vision.s  of  an  apple  and  a bee, 

' To  take  us  from  our  natural  rest,  and  pull 

The  whole  Oda  from  their  beds  at  half-past  three, 
Would  make  us  think  the  moon  is  at  its  full. 

You  surely  are  unwell,  child  t wc  must  see. 
To-morrow,  what  his  Highness’s  physician 
Will  say  to  this  hysteric  of  a vision. 


LXXXIL 

Lolah’s  eyes  sparkled  at  the  pn^KMltion ; 

But  |K)or  Dudii,  with  large  drops  In  her  own. 
Resulting  from  the  scolding  or  the  vision, 

Implored  that  present  pardon  might  be  shown 
For  tUs  Arst  fault,  and  that  on  no  condition 
(She  added  in  a soft  and  piteous  tone) 

Juanna  should  be  taken  from  her,  and 
Her  future  dreams  should  be  all  kept  in  hand. 

Lxxxm. 

She  promised  never  more  to  have  a dream. 

At  least  to  dream  so  loudly  as  just  now ; 

She  wonder'd  at  ber»eif  bow  she  could  scream— 
*Twas  foolish,  nervous,  as  the  must  allow, 

A fond  hallucination,  and  a theme 

For  laughter — but  she  felt  her  spirits  low, 

And  bo;^’d  they  would  excuse  her ; the 'd  get  over 
This  weakness  In  a few  hours,  and  recover. 

LXXXIV. 

And  here  Juanna  kindly  interposed. 

And  said  she  felt  herself  extremely  well 
^Vhere  she  then  was,  os  her  sound  sleep  disclosed, 
When  all  around  rang  like  a tocsin  bell ; 

She  did  not  flnil  herself  the  least  disposed 
To  quit  her  gentle  partner,  and  to  dwell 
Apart  from  one  who  bad  no  sin  to  show, 

Save  that  of  dreaming  once  “ mal-u-propos.** 
I-XXXV. 

As  thus  Juanna  spoke,  Dudu  turn'd  round 
And  hid  her  face  within  Joanna’s  breast : 

Her  neck  alone  was  seen,  but  that  was  found 
The  colour  of  a budding  rose’s  crest. 

I can't  tell  why  she  blush'd,  nor  can  expound 
The  mystery  of  thU  rupture  of  their  rest ; 

Ail  that  I know  b,  that  the  facts  I state 
Are  true  os  truth  has  ever  been  of  late 
LXXXVI. 

And  so  good  night  to  them, — or,  If  you  will. 

Good  morrow  — for  the  cock  bad  crown,  and  light 
Began  to  clothe  each  Asiatic  hill, 

And  the  mos<iue  crescent  struggled  into  sight 
Of  the  long  caravan,  which  In  the  chill 

Of  dewy  dawn  wound  slowly  round  each  height 
That  stretches  to  the  stony  belt,  which  girds 
Asia,  where  Kalf  looks  down  upon  the  Kurds. 
LXXXVU. 

With  the  first  ray,  or  rather  grey  of  mom, 

Gulbeyax  rose  from  restlessness ; and  pale 
.As  Passictn  rises,  with  its  bosom  worn, 

Army'd  herself  with  mantle,  gem.  and  veiL 
The  nightingale  that  sings  with  the  deep  thorn, 
U*bich  fnltle  places  in  her  breast  of  wail, 

Is  lighter  far  of  heart  and  voice  than  those 
^Vhose  headlong  passUms  form  their  proper  woea. 


LXXXI. 

“ And  poor  Juanna,  too,  the  child's  flrst  night 
Within  these  walls  to  be  broke  in  upon 
I With  such  a clamour — I had  thought  it  right 
1 That  the  young  stranger  should  not  lie  alone, 

And,  as  the  quietest  of  all,  she  might 
1 With  you,  Dudil.  a good  night's  rest  have  known ; 
; But  now  I must  transfer  her  to  the  charge 
[ Of  Lolah — though  her  couch  Is  not  so  lante.” 

• *•  Nell*  mexso  del’  di  aostra  tlU 

Mi  ritrorai  per  una  selTS  oscurm,"  kc.  — 
s [One  of  the  edTocates  employed  for  Queen  CvolhM  in 


LXXXTin. 

And  th.at’s  the  moral  of  this  composition. 

If  ;>eople  would  but  sec  its  real  drift;-— 

But  that  they  will  not  do  without  siLspicion, 

Because  all  gentle  readers  have  the  gift 
Of  closing  'gainst  the  light  their  orbs  of  sdslon  : 
MTiIle  gentle  writers  also  love  to  lift 
Their  voices  'gainst  each  other,  which  Is  natural, 

The  numbers  arc  too  great  for  them  to  flatter  alU 

the  Honte  of  Lords  rpoke  of  some  of  the  most  pursling  pAi. 
sages  tn  the  historr  of  her  Intercourse  with  Borgami.  as 
amounting  to  “ odd  lostatKes  of  strange  cetocideBce."] 
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hXXXlX. 

Rok  the  nUtauft  from  a bed  of  splendour, 

^ Softer  than  the  soft  Sybarite's,  who  cried 
j I Aloud  because  his  feelings  were  ton  tender 
1 1 To  brook  a rufUed  rose-leaf  by  bis  side,—' 

So  beautiful  that  art  could  little  raend  her, 
i|  Though  pale  with  conflicts  between  lore  and 
I So  agitated  whs  she  with  her  error,  [pride  ; — 

She  did  not  crcn  look  into  the  mirror. 

il  xc. 

I Also  arose  about  the  self-sanie  time. 

Perhaps  a little  later,  her  great  lord, 

. Master  of  thirty  kingdoms  so  sublime, 

I And  of  a wife  by  whom  he  was  abhorr’d  ; 

A thing  of  much  less  Import  In  that  clime—  ] 

At  least  to  those  of  Incomes  which  afford  ! 

I The  fining  up  their  whole  connubial  cargo — 
j[  Than  where  two  wives  are  under  an  cmlArgo. 

!|  xci. 

I I He  did  not  think  much  on  the  matter,  nor  i 

I Indeed  on  any  other:  os  a man  i 

He  liked  to  have  a handsome  paramour  I 

^ At  hand,  as  one  may  like  to  have  a fan,  | 

And  therefore  of  Circassians  had  good  store,  l 

As  an  amusement  after  the  Divan ; . 

Though  an  unttsual  fit  of  love,  or  duty,  ! 

Had  made  him  lately  bask  in  his  bride's  beauty.  ' 


Perhaps  precarious,  had  they  but  thought  good, 

{ Without  the  aid  of  prince  or  plenii>o : 

' She  to  dismiss  her  guards  and  be  his  harem, 

I And  for  their  other  matters,  meet  and  share  'em. 

I JCYI. 

But  as  It  was,  his  Highness  had  to  bold 
' His  dally  council  upon  wjiys  and  means 
How  to  encounter  with  this  martial  scold, 

This  modem  Amazon  and  (|uren  of  queans ; 
And  the  perplexity  could  not  be  told 

Of  all  the  pillars  of  the  state,  which  leans 
Sometimes  a little  heavy  on  the  backs 
Of  those  who  cannot  lay  on  a new  tax. 

XeVIL 

I Meantime  Gulbvyai,  when  her  king  was  gone, 

I Retired  into  her  boudoir,  a sweet  place 
[ For  love  or  breakfast ; private,  pleasing,  lone, 

! And  rich  with  all  contrivances  which  grace 
Those  gay  recesses : — many  a precious  stone 
Sparkled  along  its  roof,  and  many  a vase 
j Of  porcelain  held  in  the  fetter’d  flowers, 

, Those  captive  soothers  of  a captive's  hours. 

XCVIIL 

Mother  of  pearl,  and  porphyry,  and  marble. 

Vied  with  each  other  on  this  costly  spot ; 

And  singing  birds  without  were  heard  to  warble ; 


xcri. 

I And  DOW  he  rose ; and  after  due  ablutions 
Exacted  by  the  customs  of  the  East, 

And  prayers  and  other  pious  evolutions, 

I He  drank  six  cups  of  coffee  at  the  least. 

And  then  withdrew  to  hear  about  the  RussUntt, 

I Wh(»c  victories  had  recently  increased 
^ In  Catherine's  reign,  whom  glory'  still  adores 
' As  greatest  of  all  sovereigns  and  w — — s. 

xcm. 

But  oh,  thou  graud  legitimate  .Alexander ! 

Her  son’s  son,  let  not  this  last  phrase  offend 
Thine  ear,  If  it  should  reach  — and  now  rhymes  wander 
Almost  as  far  as  Petersburgh,  and  lend 
A dreadful  impuLte  to  each  loud  meander 

Of  murmuring  Liberty’s  wide  wa%es,  which  Wend 
Their  roar  even  with  the  Baltic's — so  you  be 
Your  father's  son,  'tls  quite  enough  for  me. 

XCIV. 

To  call  men  love-begotten,  or  proclaim 
Their  mothers  as  the  antijKMle^  of  Timon, 

That  hater  of  mankind,  would  be  a shame, 

A libel,  or  whatc*er  you  pleaie  to  rhyme  on : 

But  people's  ancestors  are  history's  game ; 

And  if  one  lady's  slip  c'ould  leave  a crime  on 
All  generations,  I should  like  to  know 
What  pedigree  the  best  would  have  to  show  f 

xcv. 

Had  Catherine  and  the  sultan  understood 
Their  own  true  Interests  which  kings  rarely  know. 
Until  'tls  taught  by  lessons  rather  nulo. 

There  was  a way  to  end  their  strife,  although 

> f Mot  raye,  tn  dpscritthig  tlit  Interior  of  the  Grand  Sifulor't 
palAC«*.  Into  which  he  RaltuHl  ^uimluton  u the  asiistsnt  of  s 
watciimnker,  who  was  employed  to  rcRuUte  (he  clocks.  i»v» 
th.kt  lb«  pumicb  who  rccrir^  them  at  the  entrance  of  the 
lurrrr..  conducted  them  Into  a hall,  which  ^^peared  to  he  the 
most  atnveiible  a|tartmcnt  in  the  edifice:  —.*•  Cette  sallc  est 
Inrnist^  de  porcelolue  flue ; et  le  lainbris  dorc  et  asur6  onl 
: oruc  le  fund  d'uoe  coupolc  qui  r^gne  au-dnsus,  est  des  plus 


I And  the  stain'd  glass  which  lighted  this  fair  grot 
I Varied  each  ray  ; — but  all  descriptions  garble 
I The  true  effect  >,  and  so  we  had  better  not 
I Be  too  minute;  an  outline  is  the  best,— 

I A lively  reader's  fancy  does  the  rest 

i XCIX. 

) And  here  she  summon'd  Baba,  and  required 
j Don  Juan  at  his  hands,  and  information 
I Of  what  had  pa«s*d  since  all  the  slaves  retired, 

And  whether  he  had  occupied  their  station : 
j If  matters  had  been  managed  as  desired, 

I And  his  disguise  w ith  due  consideration 
Kept  up ; and  above  all,  the  where  and  how 
He  had  pass'd  the  night,  wns  what  she  wish'd  to  knon*. 

C. 

• Baba,  with  some  embarrassment,  replied 

I To  this  long  catechism  of  questions,  ask'd 
r More  easily  than  answer'd,  — that  he  had  tried 

* HU  best  to  obey  in  what  he  had  been  task'd ; 

But  there  seem’d  something  that  he  wish’d  to  hIcJe, 

Wliich  hesitation  more  betray'd  than  mask'd ; 

He  scratch'd  his  car,  the  Infallible  resource 
To  which  embarrass'd  people  have  recourse. 

Cl. 

Gulbeyax  was  no  model  of  true  patience. 

Nor  much  disposed  to  wait  In  word  or  deed ; 

She  likcii  quick  answers  In  all  conversations ; 

And  when  she  saw  him  stumbling  like  a steed 
In  his  replies,  she  puzzled  him  for  fresh  once ; 

' And  as  hi*  speech  grew  stlU  more  broken-kneed, 

' Her  cheek  begim  to  flush,  her  eyes  to  sparkle, 

And  her  proud  brow's  blue  veins  to  swell  and  darkle. 

riches.  L'ne  fontaine  artifidclle  ct  iailHssante.dont  le  l>.iS4iia 
j rat  d'on  nrccicux  nnirbre  vert  quI  m’»  ;ani  scnKTiliii  ou 
I Jasp^,  s’cicrnit  itiroctenwot  aa  nUlien,  suus  Ic  dOmc.  Je 
me  troiival  la  si  picinc  de  sophas.  de  precieux  pla- 
rfmds,  de  mrublcs  Mip«rli«s.  m im  mot.  d’uM  si  araDtle  coti- 
niilon  de  niati>Uux  loaguiflqim,  qti’U  srrnit  dllBcii*  d’en 
, donDcr  un  Ideu  claire."—  i offogrt,  tom.  I.  p.  330.j 
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1 1 When  Baba  uw  these  sfmptoms.  which  he  knew 
j J To  bode  him  no  great  good,  he  deprecated 

Her  anger,  and  beseeeb'd  she ’d  hear  him  through  — 
He  could  not  help  the  thing  which  he  related : 
j Then  out  It  came  at  length,  that  to  Dudd 
I Juan  was  given  in  charge,  as  hath  been  stated  i 
I But  not  b]r  Baba’s  fault,  be  said,  and  swore  on 
j The  bolj  camel's  bump,  besides  the  Koran. 

CUL 

I The  chief  dame  of  the  Oda,  upon  whom 
The  discipline  of  the  whole  harem  bore, 

As  soon  as  thej  re-enter’d  their  own  room, 

I For  Baba’s  function  stopt  short  at  the  door, 

: Had  settled  all ; nor  could  he  then  presume 
I (The  aforesaid  Baba)  just  then  to  do  more, 

! Without  exciting  such  suspicion  as 
Might  make  the  matter  still  worse  than  it  was. 

CIV. 

He  hoped,  Indeed  he  thought,  he  could  be  sure, 

Juan  had  not  betray'd  himself ; tn  fact 
’Twas  certain  that  his  conduct  had  been  pure, 

! Because  a foolUh  or  Imprudent  set 

Would  not  alone  have  made  him  insecure,  j 

I But  ended  in  his  being  found  out  and  tacA'J,  | 
And  thrown  into  the  sea.  --Thus  Baha  spoke 
I Of  all  save  Dudii’s  dream,  which  was  no  joke. 

j cv. 

I This  he  discreetly  kept  In  the  hock  ground. 

And  talk'd  away—  and  might  have  talk’d  till  now, 
For  any  further  answer  that  be  found. 

So  deep  an  anguish  wrung  Gulbeyax’  brow : 

Her  check  turn’d  ashes,  cars  rung,  brain  whirl'd  round, 
As  if  she  had  received  a sudden  blow, 

And  the  heart's  dew  of  pain  sprang  Cut  and  chiUy 
O’er  her  fair  front,  like  Morning's  on  a Illy. 

I eVL 

I Although  she  was  not  cf  the  (hinting  sort, 

‘ Baba  thought  she  would  faint,  but  there  he  err'd  — 

' It  was  hut  a convulsion,  which  though  short 
i Can  never  be  described ; we  all  have  heard, 

I And  some  of  us  have  felt  thus  **  aiJ  amort,**  * 
j When  things  beyond  the  common  have  uccurr’d  ; — 

I Gulbeyax  proved  in  that  brief  agony 

What  she  could  ne’er  express — then  how  should  I ? 

j evil. 

She  stood  a moment  as  a Pythoness 
' Stands  on  her  tripod,  agonised,  and  full 
1 Of  Inspiration  gather’d  fh)m  distress, 

I When  all  the  heart-strings  like  wild  horses  pull 
j The  heart  asunder;  — then,  as  more  or  less  j 

Their  speed  abated  or  their  strength  grew  dull,  I 
I She  sunk  down  on  her  seat  by  slow  degrees,  | 

; And  bow’d  her  throbbing  bead  o'er  trembling  knees.  ! 

i cvm. 

I Her  face  declined  and  was  unseen ; her  hair 

I Fell  in  long  tresses  like  the  weeping  willow, 

II  Sweeping  the  marble  underneath  her  chair,  | 

Or  rather  sofa  (for  it  was  all  pillow, 

I A low,  soft  ottoman),  and  black  despair  I 

I Stlrr’d  up  and  down  her  bosom  like  a billow,  ^ 
Which  rushes  to  some  shore  whose  shingles  check 
Its  fiuthcr  course,  but  must  receive  iu  wreck.  \ 

I [**  How  rAres  my  Kate?  What  I sweating,  all  antort  ?” 

[ —Tawunf  ^ the  { 


< C**  III*  guilty  soul,  at  enmity  with  gods  an<l  m«m.  could  ' . Jv,* 

flndnoreii(  so  rlolcntly  was  his  mind  tom  and  di.iracictl  I — Sallust. J 


Her  bead  bung  down,  and  her  long  hair  in  stooping 
Conceal’d  her  features  better  than  a veil ; 

And  one  hand  o’er  the  ottoman  lay  drooping. 

White,  waxen,  and  as  alabaster  pale  : 

Would  that  1 were  a pointer  ! to  be  grouping 
All  that  a |M>et  drags  into  detail ! 

Oh  that  my  words  were  colours ! but  their  tints 
May  serve  perhaps  as  outlines  or  slight  hints. 

CX. 

Baba,  who  knew  by  experience  when  to  talk 
And  when  to  hold  his  tongue,  now  held  it  till 
This  passion  might  blow  o'er,  nor  dared  to  balk 
Gulbey’ax’  taciturn  or  speaking  wilt 
At  length  she  rose  up,  and  began  to  walk 
Slowly  along  the  room,  but  silent  stiU, 

And  her  brow  clear’d,  but  not  her  troubled  eye; 

The  wind  was  down,  but  still  the  sea  ran  high. 

CXI. 

Sbe  stopp’d,  and  raised  her  head  to  speak— but  paused, 
And  then  moved  on  again  with  rapid  pace ; 

Then  slacken'd  it,  which  is  the  march  most  caused 
By  deep  emotion : — you  may  sometimes  trace 
A feeling  in  each  footstep,  as  disclosed 
By  S^tust  in  bis  Catiline,  who,  chased 
By  all  the  demons  of  all  passions,  sbow’d 
Their  work  even  by  the  way  in  which  he  trode.  « 
CXII. 

Gulbeyax  stopp’d  and  beckon’d  Baba  r •*  Slave ! 

Bring  the  two  slaves  1"  she  said  In  a low  tone, 

But  one  which  Baba  did  not  like  to  brave, 

And  yet  he  shudder’d,  and  seem’d  rather  prone 
To  prove  reluctant,  and  begg’d  leave  to  crave 

(Though  be  well  knew  the  meaning)  to  be  shown 
What  slaves  her  highness  wish'd  to  indicate, 

For  fear  of  any  error,  like  the  btc. 

cxni. 

*'  The  Georgian  and  her  paramour,”  replied  ' 

The  imperial  bride  — and  added,  ” the  boat 
Be  ready  by  the  secret  portal’s  side : 

You  know  the  rest."  The  words  stuck  In  her  throat. 
Despite  her  Injured  love  and  fiery  pride ; 

And  of  this  Baba  willingly  took  note. 

And  begg'd  by  every  hair  of  Mahomet’s  beard,  , 

She  would  revoke  the  order  he  bad  heard. 

cxrv.  j 

“ To  hear  is  to  obey,”  be  said ; “ but  still,  j 

Sultana,  think  upon  the  consequence : ^ 

It  Is  not  that  I shall  not  all  fhlfll 

Your  orders,  even  in  their  severest  sense ; 

But  such  precipitation  may  end  lU, 

Even  at  your  own  imperative  expense : 

I do  not  mean  destruction  and  exposure. 

In  case  of  any  premature  disclosure ; 

cxv.  j 

” But  your  own  feelings.  Even  should  all  the  rest  I 

Be  hidden  by  the  rolling  waves,  which  hide  ! 

Already  many  a once  love-bcaten  breast 
Deep  in  the  caverns  of  the  deadly  tide  — 

You  love  this  lioyish,  new,  seraglio  guest. 

And  If  this  violent  rcmtnly  be  tried  — 

Excuse  my  freedom,  when  I here  assure  you. 

That  killing  him  is  not  the  way  to  cuir  you.” 

by  a consdmiinM*  of  guHl.  Accordingly  hU  coimtmrinro 
»a»  pale,  hli  ghaitijr,  hU  pace  one  while  qmrk, 

another  »low  ^ In^HceO.  in  ail  hit  loukt  there  wat  an  air  of 
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CXVI.  I 

**  What  dost  thou  know  of  love  or  feeling  ? — Wretch : { 
Begone ! **  she  cried.  wIUi  kindling  eyes — **  and  do 
My  bidding  ! " Baba  vanish'd,  for  to  stretch 
I His  own  remonstrance  farther  he  well  knew 
I Might  end  in  acting  as  his  own  **  Jack  Ketch ; ** 
j And  though  he  wish'd  extremely  to  get  through 
' This  awkward  business  without  hiurm  to  others, 

Me  still  preferred  his  own  neck  to  another's. 

CXVII. 

I Away  he  went  then  upon  his  commission, 

Growling  and  grumbling  in  goml  Turkish  phrase 
! Against  all  women  of  whate'er  condition, 

Especially  sultanas  and  their  ways ; 

Their  obstlnac)*,  pride,  and  lndeci:siun. 

Their  never  knowing  their  own  mind  two  days, 

The  trouble  that  they  gave,  their  Immorality, 

I Which  made  him  dally  bless  hb  own  neutrality. 

CXVUI. 

And  then  be  call’d  bb  brethren  to  hb  aid, 

I And  aent  one  on  a summons  to  the  pair, 

' That  they  must  instantly  be  well  array'd, 

And  above  all  be  comb'd  even  to  a hair, 

And  brought  before  the  empress,  who  had  made 
Inquiries  after  them  with  kindest  cure : 

At  which  Dudu  look'd  strange,  and  Juan  silly; 

! But  go  they  must  at  once,  and  will  I ^ nlu  1. 

! CXLX. 

And  here  I leave  them  at  their  preparation 
For  the  imperial  presence,  wherein  whether 
Gulbc)’ax  show’d  them  both  commUcratlon, 

Or  got  rid  of  the  parties  altogether, 

Like  other  angry  ladles  of  her  nation,  — 

Are  things  the  turning  of  a hair  or  feather 
May  settle ; but  for  be 't  from  me  to  anticipate 
In  what  way  feminine  caprice  may  dissipate. 

exx- 

I leave  them  for  the  present  with  good  wishes, 

Though  doubts  of  their  welt  doing,  to  arrange 
Another  part  of  history  ; for  the  dishes 

Of  thb  our  banquet  we  roust  sometimes  change  *, 
And  trusting  Juan  may  escape  the  fishes, 

Although  his  situation  now  seems  strange, 

And  scarce  secure,  as  such  dlgiysslons  art  fair, 

\ The  Muse  will  take  a little  touch  at  warfare. 
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CANTO  TIIK  SKVENTH.  ’ 


I. 

O Lovx  ! O Glory  ! what  are  you  who  fly 
Around  us  ever,  rarely  to  alight  ? 

I ['*  The  sereotli  and  effthth  C.intn«  contain  a full  detail 
(like  the  storm  in  Canto  second)  of  the  siere  and  assault  of 
Ismail,  with  much  of  sarcasni  on  those  butchers  in  large  bu> 
sirtess,  your  mercenary  sokllcrs.  With  these  ililngs  and  tbeso 
fellows  It  Is  oecetsar)'.  In  the  present  clash  of  philosophy  and 
tyranny,  to  thnrw  away  the  scabhanL  1 know  it  is  agninst 
feaiiui  odds  ( but  the  battle  must  be  fought ; and  it  will  be 
eventually  for  the  good  of  mankind,  whatever  it  may  be  for 
the  individual  who  risks  himself.”— .Apron  Letitrt,  Aug.  d. 
lt2S.] 

t P*  Scrnwlnl  this  adtUtiooal  page  of  Ufe'i  log-book.  One 
day  more  Is  over  of  It.  and  of  me  ; —but,  ‘ which  is  best,  life 
or  death,  the  gods  ooly  kiww,’  as  .Socrates  said  to  bis  nidges, 
on  the  b’esklng  up  of  the  tribunal.  Two  chousaud  years 


There 's  not  a meteor  in  the  polar  iky 

Of  fuch  transcendent  and  more  fleeting  flight 
Chill,  and  chain’d  to  cold  earth,  wc  Uft  on  high 
Our  eyes  in  search  of  either  lovely  light ; 

A thousand  and  a thousand  colours  they 
Assume,  then  leave  us  on  our  fteealng  way. 

11 

And  such  as  they  arc,  such  my  present  tale  Is, 

A nondescript  and  ever*var>'lng  rb]rme, 

A versified  Aurora  Borealis, 

Which  flashes  o'er  a waste  and  icy  clime.  | 

When  wc  know  what  all  are,  wc  roust  bewail  us,  i 
But  ne'ertheless  I hope  it  is  no  crime 
To  laugh  at  all  things  ~ for  I wish  to  know 
ff'hait  after  ally  are  all  things  — but  a $ho»  9 

111. 

They  accuse  me  — Me  — the  present  writer  of 
The  present  poem  — of — 1 know  not  what  «— 

A tendency  to  undcr>rate  and  scolT 
At  human  power  and  virtue,  and  all  that ; 

And  this  they  say  In  language  rather  rough. 

Good  God  I 1 wonder  what  they  would  be  at ! 

I say  DO  more  than  hath  been  said  In  Dante's 
Verse,  and  by  Solomon  and  by  Cer\iuites ; 

rv. 

By  Swift,  by  Machiavcl,  by  Rochefoucault, 

By  F^n^lon,  by  Luther,  and  by  Plato  ; 

By  TiUotson,  and  Wesley,  and  Rousseau, 

Who  knew  this  life  was  not  worth  a potato. 

'T  is  not  their  fault,  nor  mine,  if  this  be  so,  — 

For  my  part,  1 pretend  not  to  be  Cato, 

Nor  even  Diogenes.  — We  live  and  die. 

But  which  is  best,  you  know  no  more  than  L 

V. 

Socrates  said,  our  only  knowledge  was« 

**  To  know  that  nothing  could  be  known ; " a 
pleasant 

Science  enough,  which  levels  to  an  ass 

Each  man  of  wisdom,  future,  past,  or  presenL 
Newton  (that  proverb  of  the  mind),  alas  ! 

Declared,  with  all  bis  grand  discoveries  recent. 

That  be  himself  felt  only  like  a youth 
Picking  up  sbelb  by  the  great  ocean  — Truth."  9 

VL 

Ecclesiastes  said,  •* that  all  Is  vanity”— 

Most  modem  preachers  say  the  same,  or  show  it 
By  their  examples  of  true  Christianity : 

In  short,  all  know,  or  very  soon  may  know  it ; 

.And  in  this  scene  of  all-confess'd  inanity, 

By  saint,  by  sage,  by  preacher,  and  by  poet, 

Mn«t  I restrain  me,  through  the  fear  of  strife. 

From  holding  up  the  nothingness  of  life  7 | 

since  that  sage’s  declaration  of  IgnoroDce  have  not  enlightened 
u«  more  upon  this  important  point.  ” — B^ron  Diary.  ICKI.] 

> [A  short  time  before  Us  death,  Newton  uttered  this  nte>  | 
oiorablc  sentiment I do  Dot  know  what  I may  appear  to  | 
the  world ; but  to  mjrsetf  I seem  to  have  bem  only  like  a b<^  1 1 
playing  on  the  sea-shore,  and  diverting  myself  In  now  and  | ; 
then  finding  a smoother  pebble  or  a prettier  shell  than  or-  ; 
dinary,  whilst  the  great  ocean  of  truth  lay  oil  undiscovered  ! 
before  me.” — WbaialesKio  to  the  vanity  and  presumption  ' 
of  philusophers  ; Co  those,  csporialiy,  who  have  never  even  | 
found  the  tmootlicr  pebble  nr  the  prettier  shell!  What  a 
preparation  for  the  latest  inquiries,  and  the  last  views,  oi  the  1 1 
decaying  Bplrit,— fur  those  inspired  doctrines  which  alone  1' 
con  throw  a tight  over  the  dork  ocean  of  undiscovered  truth  I i i 
— tiiB  David  Baawsrxa.]  { 
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CA^TO  FTU 


VII. 

Dojfti,  or  men ! — fur  I flatter  you  > in  saying 
That  ye  are  dogs — your  betters  far— yc  may 
Read,  or  read  not,  what  I am  now  essaying 
To  xhow  ye  what  ye  are  in  e%cry  way. 

As  little  as  the  moon  stops  for  the  baying 

Of  wolves,  win  the  bright  Muse  withdraw  one  ray 
From  out  her  skies — then  howl  your  Idle  wrath  ! 
While  she  still  slivers  o'er  your  gloomy  path. 

vm. 

**  Fierce  loves  and  faithless  wars  " — I am  not  sure 
If  this  be  the  right  reading — *tls  no  matter ; 

The  fact  *s  about  the  same,  I am  secure ; 

X sing  them  both,  and  am  about  to  batter 
A town  which  did  a famous  siege  endure, 

.^nd  was  beleaguer'd  both  by  land  aud  water 
By  SouvarotT,  or  Anglice  Suwarrow, 

Who  loved  blood  as  an  oldennan  loves  marrow. 

IX. 

The  fortress  Is  call'd  Ismail,  and  Is  placed 

Upon  the  Danube’s  left  branch  and  left  bank, ' 
With  buildings  in  the  Oriental  taste, 

But  still  a fortress  of  the  foremost  rank, 

Or  was  at  least,  unless  'tis  since  defaced. 

Which  with  your  conquerors  is  a common  prank  : 
It  stands  some  eighty  versts  from  the  high  sea. 

And  measures  ruund  of  toiscs  thousands  three.  < 


Within  the  extent  of  this  fewtifleation 
A borough  is  comprised  along  the  height 
Upon  the  left,  which  fh>m  its  loftier  station 
Commands  the  city,  and  upon  its  site 
A Greek  bad  raised  around  this  elevation 
A quantity  of  palisades  uprufht. 

So  placed  as  to  impede  the  fire  of  those 
' Who  held  the  plan,  and  to  auUt  the  foe's.  ^ 

l|  XI. 

’ This  circumstance  may  serve  to  give  a notion 
1 Of  the  high  talents  of  this  new  Vauban : 

: But  the  town  ditch  below  was  deep  as  ocean. 

The  rampart  higher  than  you'd  wish  to  hang : 

I But  then  there  was  a great  want  of  precaution 
(Prithee,  excuse  this  engineering  slang), 

Nor  work  advanced,  nor  cover’d  way  was  there,® 
fi  To  hint  at  least  “ Here  is  no  thoroughfare." 

j ' (.Hee  **  Inscription  on  tho  Monument  of  a Ncwfouodland 
Dug,*’  auti,  p.  539.] 

* (“An.  1790.  Le  30  de  NoTcmbrc  on  s'approrha  dc  la 

tiacf  ; let  troupes  de  terres  funnaient  un  total  de  vingt  millc 
omtne«,  indrptmdammcnt  do  aept  & bull  tuillc  KosAki."-- 
j j i/iW.  de  la  SoM^elle  Ruuie,  tirm.  li.  p.  SOI.} 

II  ^ [“  Itmacl  est  sitiie  surUrive  guuche  du  bras  gauche  du 
I DanutK.”  — 


XIL 

Bat  a stone  bastion,  with  a narrow  gorge. 

And  w*ails  as  thick  as  most  skulls  bom  aa  yet ; 

Two  batteries,  cap-a-pie,  as  our  bt  George, 

Caseraated  ’ one,  and  t'other  **  a barbette,"® 

Of  Danube’s  bank  took  formidable  charge ; 

I t^liile  two-and«twenty  cannon  duly  set 

' Rose  over  the  town's  right  side,  In  bristling  tier. 

Forty  feet  high,  upon  a cavalier.  * 

! XIIL 

But  from  the  river  the  town 't  open  quite. 

Because  the  Turks  could  never  be  persuaded 
A Russian  vessel  e'er  would  heave  In  sight ; w 
And  such  their  creed  was  till  they  were  invaded, 
W'ben  it  grew  rather  late  to  set  things  right : 

But  os  the  Danube  could  not  well  be  waded, 

They  look’d  upon  the  Muscovite  flotilla, 

And  only  shouted,  **  Allah  I"  and  *'Bis  MUlah  !" 

XTV. 

The  Russians  now  were  ready  to  attack ; 

But  oh,  ye  goddesses  of  war  and  glory  ! 

How  shall  I spell  the  name  of  each  Cossaenue 
^^'ho  were  immortal,  could  one  tell  their  stoiy? 
Alas ! what  to  their  memory  can  lack  ? 

Achilles’  self  was  not  more  grim  and  gory 
Than  thousands  of  this  new  and  polish'd  nation, 
Whose  names  want  nothing  but  — pronunciation. 

XV. 

Still  I’ll  record  a few.  If  but  to  increase 

Our  euphony : there  was  Strongenutr,  and  StrokunofT, 
Mcknop.  Serge  Low,  Arsniew  of  modem  Greece, 

And  Tschitssbukoff,  and  BoguenofT.  and  Cbokenotf, 
And  others  of  twelve  consonants  apiece ; 

Aud  more  might  be  found  out,  if  1 could  poke  enough 
Into  gazettes;  but  Fame  (capricious  strumpet). 

It  seems,  has  got  an  car  as  well  as  trumpet, 

XVI. 

And  cannot  tunc  those  discords  of  narration, 

Which  may  he  names  at  Moscow,  into  rhyme ; 

Yet  there  were  several  worth  commemoration, 

As  e’er  was  virgin  of  a nuptial  chime ; 

Soft  words,  too,  fitted  for  the  peroration 
Of  Londonderry  drawling  against  time. 

Ending  in  “ ischskin,”  •*  ousckln,"  **  ItLkchy,"  ” ouskl," 
Of  whom  we  can  insert  but  Rousamouski,  ^ 


* f^— “k  ncu  pi 
n de  trot*  miU' 


*pr< 


,irk»  i qiuUre-Tingt*  rentM  de  la  mcr:  elle 
lie*  toi»es  d«  tour.'*  — /6rd.] 


> (“  On  a cooipri*  dan*  ce*  furtification*  uti  faubourg  MoU 
dare,  *itu^  k la  gauche  de  la  villo.  lur  uue  liauteur  qui  La 
dominc  : I'ourra^  a cte  termioc  par  un  Gree.  Tout  duiim'r 
une  iilM  de*  talen*  de  cet  ingvnteur ; U *u0ira  de  dire  qu'll 
fit  placer  )c*  pali*M*dc»  |>eritvndiculairrtnc>nt  tur  le  parauet. 
dr  mank^r  qu'cllea  (arurl*Bkiit  le*  auicscan*.  cC  arretaient 
le  Cru  dc*  a**iegc*.“  — Ibid,  p 2Ui.] 

• l.e  rrmpart  en  terre  est  pr<xHj|riru*emoot  /lev*  k cause 
de  rUnmrttse  profoodeur  du  ; il  est  repeudant  abko- 
lummt  rasant ; 11  n*y  a nl  ouvrage  avance,  ni  cbemln  couvert.'* 
— /6id.  p.  Wi.) 

• (Caseinate  li  a work  niJide  under  tbe  rampart,  like  a 


cellar  or  care,  with  ioupholes  to  place  guns  In  it,  and  is  bomb 
proof.  — \tiUt.  Dtct.) 

• [\VJicn  the  breastwork  of  a hallcry  U only  of  *uch  height 
that  the  iruns  may  firo  over  it  without  being  nbligt  d to  make 
rrobrature*,  tbe  suns  are  said  to  tire  In  barl^.  — 

• [“  Un  baition  de  plerres,  ouvert  par  one  goTjre  tr^- 
£troUr,  rt  dont  Ics  muraJlIes  srm  fort  (^laisset.  a un  batterie 
ca*cmat6<‘  et  une  A biiritettc  ; il  d6fend  la  rive  du  Danube. 

Dti  c6t^  droit  de  U viUe  est  un  raralirr  dc  quarante  pied* 
d'elcvation  A pic,  (tarni  de  Tinirt-<leiix  pieces  dc  canun,  cC  qui 
defeod  la  parue  gauche.”— //iW.  de  la  .V.  R.  p.  >02.] 

(“  Du  c6t6  du  fleuve,  la  vllle  est  absotumrnt  ourertc ; les 
Turc*  tie  croyaient  jwa  que  le*  Itussei  pmscot  jiunaU  avoir 
uoc  flotillc  daut  la  Danulic.”  ~ /6id.  p.  203.) 

>1  (“  La  prrmti^re  attaque  Halt  compoai'e  de  trots  rolonnes. 
comniandftw  par  let  licntenans-grtirraux  Paul  PuUamkln, 
Serire  Lwow,  (e«  grnHaux-maiors  Laser,  'rhcodorc  Meknop. 
Trois  autres  colonnes  avairnt  pour  chef*  le  Comte  Saisoilow,  i ' 
ies  fK*neraitx  Klie  d«  Rorborodku.  Michel  Koutousow ; lea  I 
brliradler*  Orlow,  Platow,  lUbaunlcrn*.  I.a  troiil^me  1 
t^ue  par  cau  n’avait  que  deux  cuIoqdm,  sous  les  ordret  dies 
gHu'raux-maJnrs  Hihai  et  ArsHilew,  det  brigadiers  Markoff 
rt  Tchf  ptW  *c Ibid.  p.  »7.J 
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XVU. 

Schereixwtoff  and  Chmnatofl^  Koklopbti« 

Koclobalci,  Kounkin*  and  Moutkln  Pouakin* 

All  proper  men  of  weapons,  as  e'er  scuff'd  high 
At^nst  a foe,  or  ran  a sabre  through  skin : 

Little  cared  they  for  Mahomet  or  Mufti, 

Unless  to  make  their  kettle-drums  a new  skin 
Out  of  their  hides,  if  parchment  had  grown  dear, 

An<l  no  more  bandy  substitute  been  near. 

XVUI. 

Then  there  were  foreigners  of  much  renoifny  ; 

Of  various  nations,  and  all  volunteers ; I 

Not  (ighting  for  their  countr)*  or  Its  crown, 

But  wishing  to  be  one  day  brigadiers ; 

Also  to  have  the  sacking  of  a town ; 

A pleasant  thing  to  young  men  at  their  years. 

II  'Mongst  them  were  several  Englishmen  of  pith, 

]'  Sixteen  call'd  Thocas<m,  and  nineteen  nam^  Smith. 

I XIX. 

Jack  Thomson  and  BUI  Thom.'wn  ; — all  the  rest 
Had  been  call’d  **  Jemmy,”  after  the  great  ban! ; 

I don't  know  whether  they  bad  arms  or  crest. 

But  such  a godfather’s  as  good  a card. 

Three  of  the  Smiths  were  Peters ; but  the  best 
Amongst  them  all,  hard  blows  to  Inflict  or  ward, 
Whs  he,  since  so  renown'd  “ In  country  quarters 
At  Halifiix ; " * but  now  he  served  the  Tartars. 

XX. 

The  rest  were  Jacks  and  Gills  and  Wills  and  Bills, 

But  when  I've  added  that  the  elder  Jack  Smith 
Was  bom  In  Cumberland  among  the  hiUs, 

.\nd  that  hi*  father  wiw  an  honest  blacksmllh, 

I 've  said  all  / know  of  a name  that  fills  [smith," 
Three  lines  of  the  despatch  In  taking  « Schmack- 
A vUlagc  of  Moldavia’s  waste,  wherein 
He  fell.  Immortal  in  a bulletin. 

j XXI. 

I wonder  (although  Mars  no  doubt’s  a god  1 
Praise)  if  a man's  name  in  a Imlletin 
litay  make  up  for  u bvUet  im  bis  body  ? 

I hope  this  little  question  is  no  sin. 

Because,  though  I am  but  a simple  noddy, 

I think  one  Sbakspeare  puts  the  same  thought  In 
The  mouth  of  some  one  in  his  plays  so  doting. 

Which  many  people  pass  tor  wits  by  quoting. 

XXU. 

Then  there  were  Frenchmen,  gallant,  young,  and  gay; 

But  I'm  too  great  a patriot  to  record 
Their  Gallic  names  upon  a glorious  day ; 

I 'd  rather  tell  ten  lies  than  say  a word 
Of  truth;  — such  truth*  arc  treason;  they  betray 
Their  country ; and  as  traitor*  arc  abhorr’d. 

Who  name  the  French  in  English,  save  to  show 
How  Peace  should  make  John  Bull  the  Frenchman's  foe. 

» [See  the  farce  of  “ Lore  Laughs  at  Lockimlths. 
e [‘*  On  t'eUit  propose  deux  bou  egalenuntt  avuntageux, 
per  la  coaetruedon  d«  d^x  bettertee  lur  Hie  qui  evoiiine 
Umael : le  premier,  de  bomberder  U place,  d'en  abattre  let 
prliicipaux  MiAcn  arec  du  canon  de  quarante-buU.  effet 
d'autant  plus  probable,  que  la  rllle  etant  bStle  «n  amphi. 
thvSlre,  pretque  aumn  coup  ne  terait  perdu."  — i/u/.  sr  to 
NowHir  p.  3(D.] 

> [**  Le  second  objet  ftalt  d«  profiter  d^  ce  moment  d'alarme 
pour  que  la  flotille.  aglatant  en  memo  tempe.  pCit  dHnitre 
relle  det  Turca.  L'n  troUldme  motif.  eC  vraltemblemem  le 
p!u«  plausible,  eult  dc  teter  la  constematlon  parmi  lee  Turta, 

' et  da  let  engager  A capitular."  — /Wd.  p.  200. J 


XXIII.  I 

The  Russians,  having  built  two  batteries  on 

An  isle  near  Ismail,  had  two  ends  In  view;  ! 

The  first  was  to  bombani  it.  and  knock  down  j 

The  public  buildings  and  the  private  too, 

No  matter  what  poor  souls  might  be  undone.  I 

The  city's  shape  suggested  this,  'tis  true ; | 

Form'd  like  an  amphitheatre,  each  dwelling  ' 

Presented  a fine  mark  to  throw  a shell  to.  * | 

XXIV.  j 

The  second  object  was  to  profit  by  j 

The  moment  of  the  general  constematlon,  j 

To  attack  the  Tutii's  flotilla,  which  lay  nigh  < 

Extremely  tranquil,  anchor'd  at  Its  station ; 1 

But  a third  motive  was  as  proliably  I 

To  fHghten  them  into  capitulation ; ^ I 

A phantasy  which  sometimes  seizes  w.-uriors,  | 

Unless  they  are  game  as  bull-dogs  and  fox-terriers.  ;j 

XXV.  I 

A habit  rather  blameablr,  which  b j 

That  of  despising  those  we  combat  with, 

Common  In  many  cases,  was  in  this  j 

The  cause  * of  killing  Tchitchitzkoff  and  Smith ; { 

One  of  the  valorous  ” Smiths  ’*  whom  wo  shall  mis*  ! 

Out  of  those  nineteen  who  late  rhymed  to  " pith ; " , 
But  'tis  a name  so  spread  o'er  **  Sir"  and  **  Madam,"  I 
That  <me  would  think  the  first  who  bore  it  Adam."  !| 

XXVL 

The  Russian  batteries  were  incomplete, 

Because  they  wore  constructed  In  a hurry ; ^ 

Thus  the  same  cause  which  makes  a verse  want  feet,  I 
And  throws  acloud  o'er  Longman  and  John  Murray,  : 
Mlien  the  sale  of  new  books  is  not  so  fleet  I 

As  they  who  print  them  think  is  necessary,  { 

May  likewise  put  off  for  a time  what  story 
Sometimes  calls  “ murder,"  and  at  other*  ” glory."  j 

XXVII.  ! 

Whether  it  was  their  engineer's  stupidity,  i 

Their  haste  or  sraste,  1 ndtber  know  nor  enrr.  ^ 
Or  some  contracti^'s  personal  cupidity,  / 

Saving  his  soul  by  cheating  in  the  ware  ^ 

Of  homicide,  but  there  was  no  solidity  , 

In  the  new  butteries  erected  there ; 

They  either  miss’d,  or  they  were  never  miss’d. 

And  added  greatly  to  the  missing  list 

XXVHI. 

A ud  miscalculation  about  distance 

Made  all  their  naval  matters  Incorrect ; 

Three  fireships  lost  their  amiable  existence 

Before  they  reach'd  a spot  to  take  effect ; < 

The  match  was  lit  too  soon,  and  no  assistance  ! 

Could  remedy  this  lubberly  defect; 

They  blew  up  in  the  middle  of  the  river, 

While,  though ‘t  was  dawn,  the  Turks  slept  fast  as  ever.  ^ | 

* ["  Vn  habitude  biSmabie.  celle  de  mfpriser  too  ensen.l. 

hit  U cautr."—  i/iM.  de  to  N.  A.  p.  203.]  j. 

* L * • *' *1^  d6faut  de  prrfectioD  dana  U conftrurtioo  de«  f| 

battrriet;  on  TmUalt  agir  prompteinont,  rt  on  lU'gHgea  de  '' 
donoer  aux  onrrage*  la  toUditv  qu‘11*  exlguicnt."  — /&></.  'j 
p.  m]  ]1 

< On  cakuU  Rial  la  dltConee;  la  fzifme  espnt  Ot  man*  Ji 
quer  Teffet  de  troit  brOloU  i uo  ic  prosta  d'liilumrr  la  m^hc,  ; 
ii«  hrOierent  au  milieu  du  Oeuve,  et  quuiqu'U  flit  t)x  heuret  du 
matin,  let  Turct.  rtirore  couchc*.  u'en  prirvnt  aucua  oia*  ! 
brage."  — 7fri'd.  p.  »0.]  [ 
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XXIX. 

At  tcvcn  they  ro«e,  however,  and  turrey’d 
The  Russ  flotilla  grttinK  under  way ; 

Twas  nine,  when  still  advancing  undlsnuy’d, 

Within  a cable's  length  their  veeieU  lay 
Off  Ismail,  and  commenced  a cannonade, 

Which  was  return'd  with  interest,  I may  say. 

And  by  a fire  of  muskctr}'  and  grape. 

And  shells  and  shot  of  every  slse  and  shape.  i 

XXX. 

For  six  hours  bore  they  without  Intermission 
The  Turkish  Are,  and,  aided  by  their  own 
Land  batteries,  work'd  their  guns  with  great  precision ; 

At  length  they  found  mere  cannoniulc  alone 
By  no  means  would  produce  the  town's  submission, 
And  made  a signal  to  retreat  at  one. 

One  bark  blew  up,  a second  near  the  works 
Running  aground,  was  taken  by  the  Turks.  * 

XXXI. 

The  Moslem,  too,  had  lost  both  ships  and  men ; 

But  when  they  saw  the  enemy  retire. 

Their  Dclhis^  mann'd  some  boats,  and  sail'd  again. 
And  gall'd  the  RitMlans  with  a heavy  flrr, 

And  tried  to  make  a landing  on  the  main ; 

But  here  the  effect  fell  short  of  their  de»ire: 
Count  Damas  drove  them  back  Into  the  water 
PelLrocU,  and  with  a whole  gazette  of  slaughter.  * 
XXXII. 

*♦  If”  (sa>*s  the  historian  here)  “ I could  report 
All  that  the  Russians  did  upon  this  day, 

I think  that  several  volumes  would  fall  short, 

And  I should  still  have  many  things  to  say ; ” ^ 
And  so  be  says  no  more— ~ but  pays  bis  court 
To  some  distinguish'd  strangers  In  that  fray  ; 

The  Prince  de  Ligne,  and  Langeron,  and  Damns, 
Thames  great  as  any  that  the  roll  of  Faroe  has.  d 

XXXIIL 

This  being  the  case,  may  show  us  what  Fame  is: 
For  out  of  these  three  **prsux  Chevaliers,*'  how 
Many  of  common  readers  give  a guess 

That  such  existed  ? (and  they  may  live  now 


I For  aught  we  know. ) Renown ’s  all  hit  or  miss ; 

I There's  fortune  even  in  fame,  we  must  allow. 

’Tis  true,  the  Memoirs?  of  the  Prince  de  Ligne* 

^ Have  half  withdrawn  from  Atm  oblivion's  screen. 

XXXIV. 

But  here  arc  men  who  fought  in  gallant  actions 
As  gallantly  as  ever  heroes  fought. 

But  buried  In  the  heap  of  such  transactions 

Their  names  arc  rarely  found,  nor  ollcn  sought, 

I Thus  even  good  fame  may  suffer  sad  contractions, 

I And  it  extinguish'd  sooner  than  she  ought : 

Of  all  our  modem  battles,  I will  bet 

You  cant  repeat  nine  names  fttnn  each  Gazette. 

XXXV. 

In  short,  this  last  attack,  though  rich  in  gloiy, 
Sbow'd  that  somettkere,  ttmekow,  there  was  a fhuit. 
And  Admiral  Ribas  (known  in  Russian  story) 

Most  strongly  recommended  an  assault ; 

In  which  he  was  opposed  by  young  and  hoary,* 
Which  made  a lung  deb^ ; but  I must  halt. 

For  If  I wrote  down  every  warrior's  speech, 

I doubt  few  readers  e'er  would  mount  the  breach. 

XXXVI. 

There  was  a man,  if  that  he  was  a man, 

Not  that  his  manhood  could  be  call'd  In  quesUoD, 
For  had  he  nut  been  Hercules,  his  span 
Had  been  as  short  in  youth  as  indigestion 
Made  his  last  illness,  when,  all  worn  ami  wan. 

He  died  beneath  a tree,  as  much  unblest  on 
The  soil  of  the  green  province  be  bad  wasted. 

As  e’er  was  locust  on  the  laud  it  blasted. 

XXXVIL 

This  wa^  Potemkin  — a great  thing  In  days 
When  homicide  and  hariotr;*  made  great ; 

If  stars  and  titles  could  entail  long  praise, 

IIU  glory  might  half  equal  his  estate. 

This  fellow,  being  six  foot  high,  could  raise 
A kind  of  phantasy  proportionate 
In  the  then  sovereign  of  the  Russian  people. 

Who  measured  men  as  you  would  do  a steeple. 


1 [“  T>ve.  ITfXl.  Iji  Aotille  Rutte  •'avancs  ven  Ics 
hmirci : il  en  6u)t  nnif  lor»r)U*eiie  te  trmita  A dnqiuinte 
toUrsde  U vllle  d'Umact:  elle  soufiytt,  avre  une  coosUncr 
calmv.  un  fru  <1e  mUroille  et  de  moutqucterie  . . . "—IJui. 
deUy.  R.  p.  204  ] 

pr^  de  six  hetires : let  batteries  de  terre  se> 
coThlaient  la  flotllfe  ; mail  on  reconnOt  alur*  que  lea  canon* 
nodes  ne  suffltaient  pas  pour  reduirr  la  place,  on  fit  la  retraite 
i une  heure.  Dn  lun^nn  sauta  pendant  I’action.  un  autre 
derira  par  la  force  du  courant,  et  nit  pris  par  1m  Turcs.'*  — 
Ilnd.  p.  V04.} 

^ Properijr  madmen:  a spodet  of  troops  who.  In  the 
Turkish  anny.  act  as  the  forlorn  bupe.">^D'HtaiiELOT.] 

* [*'  Les  Turrs  perdirent  beaucoup  de  mondo  et  plosfeurs 
raisscaux  : i ftelne  U retraite  des  Busses  fut*eik  remarquee, 
que  les  plus  braves  d'entre  Ics  cminnis  sc  jet^rent  dans  de 

B tiles  barques  et  rssar^rent  une  drsemte:  le  Comte  dc 
amai  les  mit  en  fuUe,  et  leur  tua  nlusirurs  r^Bcers  #t  grand 
Dombre  de  soldaU.”  — Hist,  de  la  .V.  H.  p.  204.] 
s p'On  ne  tarirait  |uu  si  on  voulait  rapporter  tout  ce  que  les 
Rtltsea  flrent  de  memorable  dans  cette  pHirni-e  ; pour  conter 
les  hauls  (aiU  d'annci,  jKHir  partlrulariscr  loutrt  les  actions 
d’Mlat.  il  faudrait  composer  nos  ruiumos.’*->  Ibid.  p.  204.J 
* Pannl  !ri  Strangers.  Ic  Prince  de  Llsiie  se  dlstlngua  de 
manlire  i metUer  I’estime  gi-m>mle  : <ie  vrais  chevaliers 
Francals.  attires  |>ar  I'amour  do  la  glnire.  se  muiitr^rent 
difnrs  d'elle:  les  plus  marquans  elaient  le  jeuoe  Due  de 
Kkrtielieu.  les  Comtes  de  Lan^ruoet  Damas.**— >7bsd.  p.  204.] 
t I**  I,etters  and  nefipctloni  of  the  Austrian  Field* Marshal, 
Charles  Ji»seph.  Prince  de  I.lgn^*,  edited  by  the  BaroooM  de 
Stad'llolstvln,**  2 vols.  IWj  ] 


* [Charles  Joseph,  Comte  dr  Ligne,  was  born  at  Brussels.  | 
ndug.  In  I7K3,  scat  by  the  Km|H*rur  Joseph  11.  ou  a miisioo  . 
to  Catherine,  he  bec.ime  a great  tarourite  with  her.  She  at>*  ! 
pointed  him  6rld*marshal.  and  gave  him  an  estate  tn  tn«  ' 
Crimea.  In  17 "a,  he  was  st*nt  to  assist  Pulcmkia  at  (be  siege 
of  Oczakoff.  lie  (lied  in  IN14.J 

* [“  I.’Amlral  Hibas  declara,  en  nWn  conseil.  que  ce  n'etait 
• qu’en  donnant  I'assaut  qu’on  nbtlendraft  la  pbu»:  cct  avis 

parut  hard!  t on  lui  oppcM  mille  raisons,  atixquellaa  U 
|K>ndlt  par  de  meilleures.*'— de  la  .V.  R.  p.  20&.] 

>•  [Thrfollowing  character  of  Prince  Pottrmkin  is  from  the  | 
pen  of  Cmuit  Segur.  who  lived  in  habits  of  intimacy  with  ' 
him:  — **ln  his  |>rrson  were  coUrcieil  the  most  opposite  ! 
defects  and  advantages  of  ever)'  kind,  lie  was  avaridmis  and  ' 
ostcntati<ms,  des]>ottc  and  oMi^ng,  politic  and  coiiiiding, 
licentlotts  and  superstitious,  iiolii  ami  timid,  ambitious  ai^ 
Indiscreet  t lavish  of  his  bounties  to  his  relations,  hli  rail* 
tresses,  and  his  favourites,  yet  frequently  paying  i^tber  hla 
household  nor  hU  crctlitors.  HU  cunsrquenco  alwa)-s  ^* 
pendetl  on  a woman,  arsd  he  was  always  unfaithful  to  her. 
Nothing  could  ^nal  the  acilvitrof  his  mind,  nor  the  indolence 
of  his  body.  So  dangers  eould  appal  hU  courage;  no  dlff. 
cultJes  force  him  to  abandon  his  projects.  Ilut  use  success  of 
an  enterprise  always  brought  on  disgust.  Kvrrythlng  with 
him  was  desuliorr : busliHws,  pleasure,  temper,  courage.  Ilia 
preservee  was  a r«-straiiu  on  every  company.  He  was  morose 
to  all  that  stood  in  awe  of  him,  and  caressed  all  sssch  as  ac- 
costed him  with  familiarity.  S'one  had  read  less  than  be; 
few  {teople  were  better  informed.  One  while  he  formed 
project  of  becoming  Duke  of  Courlaod ; at  another  he 
thought  of  Itcslow  lng  on  himself  the  crown  of  Poland.  He 
frequently  g.ive  intimatioo  of  on  intention  to  makehlmaelfa 
bif^P,  or  men  a simple  monk.  He  built  a superb  palace. 
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• XI^IX. 

j The  whole  camp  rung  with  joy ; you  would  have 
thought 

I That  they  were  going  to  a marriage  feast 
j (This  metaphor,  1 think,  holds  good  as  aught, 

I Since  there  is  discord  after  both  at  least) : 

I There  was  not  now  a luggage  boy  but  sought 

Danger  and  spoil  with  ardour  much  increased ; ^ 
And  why?  because  a little— > odd  old  man, 

Stript  to  his  shirt,  was  come  to  lead  the  van. 

L. 

But  so  It  was ; and  every  preparation 
Was  made  with  all  alacrity : the  drst 
Detachment  of  three  columns  took  its  station. 

And  waited  but  the  signal's  voice  to  burst 
Upon  the  foe : the  second's  ordination 
Was  Aho  in  three  columns,  with  a thirst 
For  glory  gaping  o'er  a sea  of  slaughter : 

The  third,  in  ctdunms  two,  attack'd  by  water.  ^ 

U. 

I New  batteries  were  erected,  and  was  held 
A general  council,  in  which  unanimity, 

That  stranger  to  most  councils,  here  pro'all'd,  ^ 

As  sometimes  happens  In  a great  extremity ; 

.\ml  every  difficulty  being  dispell’d. 

Glory  began  to  ^wn  with  due  sublimity, 
Souvorolf,  determined  to  obtain  it, 

' Was  teaching  his  recruits  to  use  the  bayonet.  * 

' LIL 

It  is  an  actual  fact,  that  he,  conunander 

> In  chief,  in  proper  person  deign'd  to  drill 

' The  awkward  squad,  and  could  afford  to  squander 
Uis  time,  a corporal's  duty  to  fulfil ; 

Just  as  you'd  break  a sucking  salamander 
' To  swallow  flame,  and  never  take  it  ill : 

He  show'd  them  how  to  mount  a ladder  (which 
NVas  not  like  Jacob's)  or  to  cross  a ditch.  ^ 

LUI. 

Also  he  dress'd  up,  for  the  nonce,  fesdnes 
Like  men  with  turbans,  scimitars,  and  dirks. 

And  made  them  charge  with  bayonet  these  inachim>, 
By  way  of  lesson  against  actual  Turks ; * 

And  when  well  practised  in  these  mimic  scenes, 

He  judged  them  proper  to  assail  the  works ; 

At  which  your  wise  men  sneer'd  in  phrases  witty : 

He  made  no  answer;  but  be  took  the  city. 

LIV. 

Mi>«t  things  were  in  this  posture  on  the  eve 
Of  the  assault,  and  all  the  camp  was  in 
A stem  repose ; which  you  would  scarce  conceive ; 

I Yet  men  resolved  to  dash  through  thick  and  thin 
I Arc  ^’ery  silent  when  they  once  believe 

> That  all  is  settled : — there  was  little  din, 

I For  some  were  thinking  of  their  home  and  friends, 
.And  others  of  themselves  and  latter  ends. 

II 

j)  I F*  LSirdcur  do  Souwarov,  Km  locroyablo  activity,  ion 

• I (i«4  dangers,  sa  preMUC  certitude  or  rcuaslr,  »oq  Sme 

!|  niiia  s'v4C  cnmruuniqiiM  ilarmue ; 11  n'citpa)iu•qu'audcr• 
i nicr  gotijsl  'qui  uo  dcilre  iToblanir  lltoimour  do  oaouter  a 
'|  i'aiuul."  — tjul.  de  la  S.  p. 

* La  premiere  attaque  ctalt  compoteedo  timli  colonoci  — 
, I trol,  autri's  culounei.  dettinees  i la  icronde  attaque.  avalent 
||  t>oMir  cticf*.  &c.~-U  troltieme  attaque  par  eau  n’arolt  quo 
F iSetm  culonnet.”->/M.  p.  V<r7. 

; ^ [**On  cofutruisitde  nouTOllef  batterlei  1e  1^.  On  tint 


LV. 

Suwarrow  dilelty  was  on  the  alert,  l| 

Surveying,  drilling,  ordering,  jeering,  pondering  ; i 
For  the  man  wa.s  we  safely  may  assert, 

A thing  to  wonder  at  b^nd  most  wondering ; ! 

Hero,  buffoon,  ba]f>deroon,  and  half-dirt. 

Praying,  instructing,  desolating,  plundering ; 

Now  Mars,  now  Momus;  and  when  bent  to  storm 
A fortress.  Harlequin  in  uniform. 

LVI. 

The  day  before  the  assault,  while  upon  drill  — . 

For  this  great  conqueror  play'd  the  corporal  — 

Some  Cossacques,  hovering  like  hawks  round  a hill. 

Mad  met  a party  towards  the  twilight's  fall. 

One  of  whom  spoke  their  tongue — or  well  or  ill, 

'Twas  much  that  he  was  understood  at  all ; 

But  whether  from  bis  voice,  or  speech,  or  manner, 

, They  found  that  he  had  fought  beneath  their  banner. 

Lvn. 

AVhercon  Immediately  at  bU  request  [quarters ; I 
They  brought  him  and  his  comrades  to  head- 
Thcir  dress  was  Moslem,  but  you  might  have  guess'd 
! That  these  were  merely  masquerading  Tartars, 

.Vnd  that  beneath  each  Turkish-feshion'd  vest 
Lurk'd  Christianity ; which  sometimes  barters 
! Her  inward  grace  for  outward  show,  and  makes  I 

\ It  dithcult  to  shun  some  strange  mistakes. 

I Lvm. 

j Suwarrow,  who  was  standing  in  hii  shirt 
I Before  a comiumy  of  Calmucks,  drilling, 

Exduiming,  fooling,  swearing  at  the  inert. 

And  lecturing  on  the  noble  art  of  killing,  — 

For  deeming  human  clay  but  common  dirt, 

This  great  philosopher  was  thus  instilling  1 

His  maxinuL,  which  to  martial  comprehension 
Proved  death  In  battle  equal  to  a pension  ; — I 

LTX. 

Suwarrow,  when  he  saw  this  company 
Of  Cossacques  and  their  prey,  turn'll  round  and  cast 
Upon  them  his  slow  brow  and  piercing  eye : — 

“ Whence  come  yc  ?"  — “ From  Constantinople  U^, 
Captives  just  now  escaped,**  was  the  reply.  [pass'd 
What  arc  yc  ? ” — tVhat  you  see  us.”  Briefly 
This  dialogue  ; for  he  who  answer'd  knew 
To  whom  be  spoke,  and  made  bis  words  but  few. 

LX. 

“ Tour  names  ? " — “ Mine’s  Johnson,  and  my  com-  ,i 
radc’sJuan;  || 

The  other  two  are  women,  and  the  thinl  j 

Is  neither  man  nor  woman.”  The  chief  threw  on 
The  party  a slight  glance,  then  said,  1 have  heard 
Vaur  name  before,  the  second  is  a new  one  f | 

To  bring  the  other  three  here  was  absurd : 

But  let  that  pass  : ^ I think  1 have  heard  your  name 
In  the  Nikolaicw  regixnent  ?*'— **The  same.” 

\ 

un  conieil  de  gn^re.  on  yezanina  lei  plani  pourl'aiiaut ; iU 
reunirent  toui  l«  KnifTragei.”  — Hitt,  de  ta  N*.  R.  p.  80s.] 

* Fact : Suwaroff  did  this  in  person. 

* (**  I..e  in«  ct  le  lOv.  Sonwaroiv  everea  Ics  intdati ; 11  lour 
niontra  comment  it  tallaJt  s*jr  prendre  pour  escaliider ; {)  en- 
s»f  pnia  Aux  recrues  la  manlire  da  donner  le  coup  do  haiooette  ’* 

p.  808.]  ' 

* [••  Four  res  eaerders  d*un  nouveau  genre.  11  to  serrit  de  ! 
fascRiei  diiposies  de  mani^re  A repr^ienter  un  Turc.”— |i 

p.  aw.]  I 
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LXI. 

“ You  served  at  Wlddln  ? " — Yea.”  — ” You  led  the 


attack  7 ” 

« I did.  ” ” What  next  7 ** — “ I reafly  hardly  know.” 

« You  weiT  the  Ent  i*  the  breach  7 " — “ I was  not  slack 
j At  least  to  follow  those  who  might  be  so.” 

' « What  follow’d  ? " — **  A shot  laid  me  on  my  back, 

' And  1 became  a prisoner  to  the  foe.” 

«<  You  shall  have  vengeance*  for  the  town  surrounded 
If  twice  as  strong  as  that  where  you  were  wounded. 

LXU. 

« Where  will  you  serve  ? " — « Where’er  you  please.” 
— •*  I know 

You  like  to  be  the  hope  of  the  forlorn, 

I And  doubtless  would  be  foremost  on  the  foe 

I After  the  hardships  you’ve  already  borne. 

And  this  young  fellow  — say  what  can  he  do  ? 

Ue  with  the  beardless  chin  and  garments  tom  7” 

” Why,  general,  If  be  hath  no  greau-r  fault 
In  war  than  love,  he  hud  better  lead  the  assaulL” 

LXUI. 

“ He  shall  if  that  be  dare.”  Here  Juan  bow’d 
Ix>w  as  the  compliment  deserved.  Suwarrow 
: Continued:  “ Your  old  regiment ’s  allt>w‘d, 

j B>’  special  providence,  to  lead  to-morrow, 

I I Or  it  may  be  to-night,  the  assault : I have  vow’d 

; I To  several  saints,  that  shortly  plough  or  harrow 
I Shall  pass  o'er  what  was  Ismail,  and  its  tusk 

I Be  unimpeded  by  the  proudest  mosque. 

, I LXIV. 

I **  So  now,  my  lads,  for  glory  ! Here  he  turn'd 

I I And  drill’d  away  in  the  most  classic  Russian, 
j Until  each  high,  heroic  bosom  bum'd 

For  cash  and  conquest,  as  if  from  a cushion 
A preacher  had  held  forth  (who  nobly  spum'd  [on 
All  earthly  goods  save  tithes)  and  bade  them  push 
To  slay  the  Pagans  who  resisted,  battering 
The  armies  of  the  Christian  Empress  Catherine. 

I.XV. 

Johnson,  who  knew  by  this  long  colloquy 
Himself  a favourite,  ventured  to  address 
Suwarrow,  though  engaged  with  accents  high 
In  bis  resumed  amusement.  **  1 confess 
i My  debt  in  being  thus  allow'd  to  die 
I Among  the  foremost ; but  if  you 'd  express 
Explicitly  our  several  posts,  my  friend 
j And  self  would  know  what  duty  to  attend.” 

LXVI. 

“ Right ! I was  bu3>’,  and  forgot  Why,  you 
I Will  Join  your  former  regiment,  which  shouUl  be 
I Now  under  arms.  Uo ! Katskolf,  take  him  to  — 

I (Here  he  call'd  up  a Polish  orderly) 
j His  post,  1 mean  the  regiment  Nikolaiew : 

The  stranger  stripling  may  remain  with  me ; 

He  ’•  a fine  boy.  The  women  may  be  sent 
I To  the  other  baggage,  or  to  the  sick  tent” 

LXVIL 

But  here  a sort  of  scene  began  to  ensue : 

I The  ladles,  — who  by  no  means  bad  been  bred 
To  l>e  disposed  of  in  a way  so  new, 

I Although  their  harem  education  led 
I Doubtless  to  that  of  doctrines  the  most  tme, 

1 Passive  obedience,  •—  now  rabed  up  the  head. 

With  flashing  eyes  and  starting  tears,  and  flung 
I Their  arms,  as  hens  their  wings  about  their  young, 

4 


LXVIIL 

O’er  the  promoted  couple  of  brave  men 

AVTio  were  thus  honour’d  by  the  greatest  chief  > 

That  ever  peopled  hell  with  heroes  sUdn,  j 

Or  plunged  a province  or  a realm  In  grief. 

Oh,  foolish  mortals ! Always  taught  in  vain  I 
Oh,  glorious  laurel  1 since  for  one  sole  Ivof 
Of  thine  imaginary  deathless  tree. 

Of  blood  and  tears  must  flow  the  unebblng  sea. 

LXIX. 

Suwarrow,  who  had  small  regard  for  tears. 

And  not  much  sympathy  for  blood,  sun-ey’d  j 

The  women  with  their  hair  about  their  ears 
And  natural  agonies,  with  a slight  shade 
Of  feeling ; for  however  habit  sears  , 

Men’s  hearts  against  whole  millions,  w hen  thiir  trade 
Is  butcher}',  sometimes  a single  sorrow 
Will  touch  even  heroes — and  such  was  Suwarrow. 

LXX.  i 

He  sold,>^and  in  the  kindest  Culmuck  tone,—  I 

“AVhy,  Johnson,  wbat  the  devil  do  you  mean  j 

By  bringing  women  here  7 They  shall  be  shown  m 

All  the  attention  possible,  and  seen  | 

In  safety  to  the  waggons,  where  alone 

In  fact  they  can  be  safe.  You  should  have  been  | 
Aware  this  kind  of  baggage  never  thrives;  ’ 

Save  wed  a year,  I hate  recruits  with  wives.” 

LXXI. 

« May  It  please  your  excellency,”  thus  replied 

Our  British  friend,  “ these  arc  the  w ives  of  others. 
And  not  our  own.  1 am  too  qualified 
By  service  with  my  rolUtar)’  brothers 
To  break  the  rules  by  bringing  one's  own  bride 
Into  a camp : 1 know  that  nought  so  bothers 
The  hearts  of  the  heroic  on  a charge. 

As  leaving  a small  family  at  large. 

LXXIL 

“ But  these  are  but  two  Turkish  ladles,  who 
With  their  attendant  aided  our  escape. 

And  afterwards  accompanied  ns  through 
A thousand  perils  in  this  dubious  shape. 

To  me  thb  kind  of  life  is  not  so  new ; I 

To  them,  poor  things,  it  is  an  awkward  scrape. 

I therefore,  if  you  wbh  me  to  fight  freely,  ; 

Request  that  they  may  both  be  used  genteelly.**  | 

LXXin.  j 

Meantime  these  two  poor  girls,  with  swimming  eyes. 
Look’d  on  as  If  in  doubt  if  they  could  trust 
Their  own  protectors ; nor  was  their  surprise 
I.CM  than  their  grief  (and  truly  not  less  just) 

To  sec  an  old  man,  rather  wild  than  wi.«ie  ^ 

In  aspect,  plainly  cUwl,  besmear'd  with  dust,  ! 

Stript  to  his  waistcoat,  and  that  not  too  dean,  | 

More  fear'd  than  all  the  sultana  ever  seen.  | 

Lxxrv.  ! 

For  everything  seem'd  resting  on  his  nod,  j 

As  they  could  read  In  all  eyes.  Now  to  them, 

I Who  were  accustom’d,  as  a sort  of  god, 

I To  see  the  sultan,  rich  In  numy  a gem,  j 

Like  an  Imperial  peacock  stalk  abroad 
I (That  royal  bird,  whose  tall ’s  a diadem,) 

I With  all  the  pomp  of  power,  it  was  a douM 
I How  power  could  condescend  to  do  without. 
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I LXXV. 

' John  Johnson,  seeing  tbdr  extreme  dUnuy, 

; Though  little  versed  in  feelings  oriental* 

Suggested  some  slight  comfort  in  bis  way : 

' Don  Juan,  who  was  much  more  sentimental. 
Swore  they  should  see  him  by  the  dawn  of  day* 

‘ ' Or  that  the  Russian  army  should  repent  all : 

: And,  strange  to  say,  they  found  some  consolation 
, I In  this  — for  females  like  exaggeration. 

LXXVI. 

And  then  with  tears,  and  sighs,  and  some  slight  kisses* 
; They  parted  for  the  present  — these  to  await, 

: According  to  the  artillery’s  hits  or  misses. 

What  sages  call  Chance,  Providence,  or  Fate 
(Uncertainty  Is  one  of  many  blisses, 

A mortgage  on  Humanity’s  estate)  — 

I While  their  beloved  friends  began  to  arm, 

I To  bum  a tovm  which  never  did  them  barm. 

I LXXVIL 

Suwarrow,  — who  but  saw  things  In  the  gross* 

Being  much  too  gross  to  see  them  In  detail, 

^ Who  calculated  life  as  so  much  dross. 

And  as  the  wind  a widow'd  nation’s  wail, 

' And  cared  as  little  for  his  army’s  loss 
I (So  that  their  efforts  should  ut  length  prevail) 

I As  wife  and  friends  did  for  the  boils  of  Job,  — 
j What  was  *t  to  him  to  hear  two  women  sob  ? 

I LXXVIII. 

Nothing.  — The  work  of  glory  still  went  on 

I In  preparations  for  a cannonade 
' As  tc^ble  os  that  of  lllon, 

, I If  Homer  had  found  mortars  ready  made ; 

I I But  now.  Instead  of  shying  Priam's  son, 

1 1 We  only  can  but  talk  of  escalade, 

' Bomba,  dnims,  guns,  bastions,  batteries,  bayonets, 
bullets; 

Hard  words,  which  stick  in  the  soft  Muses’  gullets. 

I LXXIX. 

I Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer  I who  couldst  charm 
I All  ears,  though  long ; all  ages,  though  so  short, 

I By  merely  wielding  with  poetic  arm 
^ Arms  to  which  men  will  never  more  resort, 

I Unless  gunpowder  should  be  found  to  harm 
Much  lc»  than  U the  hope  of  every  court, 

I Which  now  Is  leagued  young  Freedom  to  annoy  ; 

I But  they  will  not  find  Liberty  a Troy : — 

! LXXX. 

I . Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer  t I have  now 
I To  paint  a siege,  wherein  more  men  were  slain, 

I With  deadlier  engines  and  a speedier  blow, 

I Than  in  thy  Greek  gazette  of  that  campaign  ; 

I And  yet,  like  all  men  else,  I must  allow, 

^ To  vie  with  thee  would  be  about  as  vain 
) .As  for  a brook  to  cope  with  ocean’s  flood  ; 

But  still  we  modems  equal  you  in  blood  ; 

LXXXL 

I If  not  In  poetry,  at  least  in  fact ; 

I And  fact  Is  truth,  the  grand  desideratum  I 
Of  which,  howe'er  the  Muse  describes  each  act, 

There  should  be  nc’»Tthelc4s  a slight  substratum, 
j But  now  the  tewm  Is  gidng  to  tie  attack’d; 

||  Great  deeds  arc  doing  — how  shall  I relate  ’em? 

! ' Souls  of  Immortal  generals  ! Phttbus  watches 
I To  colour  up  his  rays  from  your  despatches. 


Lxxxn. 

I Ob,  ye  great  bulletins  of  Bonaparte  1 
I Oh,  ye  less  grand  long  lists  of  kill'd  and  wounded  I 
; Shade  of  Leonidas,  who  fought  so  hearty. 

When  my  poor  Greece  was  once*  as  now,  sur- 
rounded 1 

Oh,  Cesar’s  Commentaries  ! now  impart,  ye 
Shadows  of  glory  1 (lest  I be  confounded), 

A portion  of  your  fading  twilight  hues, 

So  beautiful*  so  lleetiug*  to  the  Muse. 

T.XTTTTT. 

When  I call  **  fkdlng  ” martial  immortality, 

I mean,  that  every  age  and  every  year. 

And  almost  every  day,  In  sad  reality. 

Some  sucking  hero  Is  compell’d  to  rear, 

^V'ho.  when  we  come  to  sum  up  the  totality 
Of  deeds  to  human  happiness  most  dear, 

Turns  out  to  be  a butcher  in  great  business. 

Afflicting  young  folks  with  a sort  of  dizziness. 

LXXXIV. 

Medals,  rank,  ribands,  lace,  embroidery,  scarlet. 

Are  things  immortal  to  immortal  man* 

As  purple  to  the  Babylonian  harlot : 

An  uniform  to  boys  is  like  a fkn 
I To  women ; there  is  scarce  a crimson  varlet 
I But  deems  himself  the  first  In  Glory’s  van. 

' But  Glorj-'s  glory;  and  if  you  would  find 
What  that  is  — ask  the  pig  who  secs  the  win!  1 

LXXXV. 

At  least  fit  fttU  If,  and  some  say  he  sees, 

Because  he  runs  before  it  like  a pig ; 

: Or,  if  that  simple  sentence  should  displease, 
j Say,  that  he  scuds  before  it  like  a brig, 

' A schooner,  or — but  It  is  time  to  cease 

This  Canto,  ere  nTy  Muse  perceives  fiitlgue. 

The  next  shall  ring  a peal  to  shake  all  people, 

Like  a bob-major  from  a village  steeple. 

LXXXVI. 

Hark  1 through  the  silence  of  the  cold,  dull  nlghL 
The  hum  of  armies  gathering  rank  on  rank  I 
Lo ! dusky  masses  steal  In  dubious  sight 
Along  the  Icagucr'd  wail  and  bristling  bank 
Of  the  arm'd  river,  while  with  straggling  light 

The  stars  peep  tlirough  the  vapours  dim  and  dank, 
»’hich  curl  in  curious  wreaths : — how  soon  the 
smoke 

Of  Hell  shall  pall  them  in  a deeper  cloak ! 

LXXXVIL 

Here  pause  we  for  the  present  — as  even  then 
That  awful  pause,  dividing  life  from  death, 

I Struck  for  an  instant  on  the  hearts  of  men, 

I Thousands  of  whom  were  drawing  their  last  breath ! 

A moment  — and  all  will  be  life  again  ! 

I The  march ! the  charge ! the  shouts  of  cither  fflitb, 

I Hurrah!  mid  Allah!  and — one  moment  more  — 

1 The  death-cry  drowning  In  the  battle’s  roar. 
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Don  Huan. 


CANTO  TUB  EIOHTR. 


OH«b1ood  ind  thunder  I and  oh,  blood  and  wounds  ! 

Tb«e  are  but  vulgar  oaths,  as  you  may  deem, 

Too  gentle  reader ! and  most  shocking  sounds : 

And  so  they  are ; yet  thus  is  Glory’s  dream 
Unriddled,  and  as  my  true  Muse  expounds 

At  present  such  things,  since  they  are  her  theme. 

So  be  they  her  insplren ! Coll  them  Mars, 

Bellona,  what  you  will  — they  mean  but  wan. 

n. 

An  was  prepared  — the  fire,  the  sword,  the  men 
To  wield  them  in  their  terrible  array. 

The  army,  like  a lion  from  his  den, 

March’d  forth  with  nerve  and  sinews  bent  to  slay,  — 
A human  Hydra,  issuing  from  its  fen 

To  breathe  destruction  on  its  winding  way. 

Whose  heads  were  heroes,  which  cut  off  In  vain. 
Immediately  In  others  grew  again. 

m. 

History  can  only  take  things  In  the  gross ; 

But  could  we  know  them  in  detail,  perchance 
In  balancing  the  profit  and  the  loss. 

War’s  merit  It  by  no  means  might  enhance, 

To  waste  so  much  gold  for  a little  dross, 

As  hath  been  done,  mere  conquest  to  advance. 

The  drying  up  a single  tear  has  more 
Of  hoiu*st  fame,  than  shedding  seas  of  gore. 

IV. 

And  why  ? — because  it  brings  self-approbation ; 

Whereas  the  other,  after  all  Its  glare. 

Shouts,  bridges,  arches,  pomions  from  a nation, 

Which  (it  may  be)  has  not  much  left  to  spare, 

A higher  title,  or  a loftier  station, 

Though  they  may  make  Corruption  gape  or  stare, 
Tet,  in  the  end,  except  in  Freedom’s  bailies, 

Are  nothing  but  a child  of  Murder’s  rattlcs- 

' V. 

And  such  they  arc  — and  such  they  will  be  found  : 

I Not  so  I^eonidas  and  Washington, 

» r This  Canto  Is  almost  entirely  filled  with  the  Uklog  of 
Ismail  by  storm.  It  would  b©  abeunl  to  attempt.  In  proec, 

' even  a feeble  outline  of  the  varied  horrors  which  marked  that 
celebrMed  scene  of  ruthleu  aod  indiscriminate  carnage  ; Inc 
noble  writer  has  depleted  them  with  all  that  vivid  and  ap- 
I piling  fidelity,  which,  on  such  a theme,  might  be  expects 
I from  his  powerful  muse}  and.  If  anything  can  add  to  the 
' ahuddertnK  sensation  we  experience  in  reading  these  terrific 
dieUits.  k U the  consideration  that  poetry,  In  this  Instance, 
Initrad  of  dealing  In  fiction,  must  necessarily  relate  a talc 
that  tails  short  of  the  truth.  CAMPUSLt.] 

* f**  Iji  null  ^tait  obecure ; un  broulllard  6^s  ne  nous 
I permettait  de  dlstlngtier  autre  chose  que  1e  feu  <ie  notre 
ftrtilleHe,  dont  rborlxon  dtalt  embras^  de  tous  ebU-s : ce  feu. 

! rartant  du  milieu  du  Danube,  se  reflechissait  sur  les  eanx.  et 
' nfftalt  un  coup  d'wll  trCs-slnguIier.’'  — ta  SouvetU 
I Ruuif.  tom.  ill.  p.  209.1 

! * [“  X peine  eut  on  parcouru  I'espace  de  queiqnes  tolses 

> au-dell  des  batteries,  quo  les  Turcs.  qul  n’avaieot  point  tire 
pendant  toute  la  nult  s'apporccvant  de  noe  mouvemens.  com- 
mencirent  de  leur  c6lc  un  feu  trie-vlf.  qul  erabraM  le  reste 
1 de  I’boTlson : mais  cc  fut  Wen  autre  those  lorsque,  avancts 
' davantage,  le  fett  de  la  mousqueterie  corameocadans  toute 
Tetendue  du  rempart  que  nous  appercevioos.  Ce  fut  alors 
que  la  place  panit  d nos  yeux  commo  un  volcan  dout  le  feu 
sorull  de  toutes  parties. p.  209.] 


Whose  every  battle-ftcld  is  holy  ground. 

Which  bmthes  of  nations  saved,  not  worlds  undone. 
How  sweetly  on  the  car  such  echoes  sound  * 

^Vhlle  the  mere  victor’s  may  appai  or  stun 
The  servile  and  the  vain,  such  names  wlU  be 
A watchword  till  the  ftiture  shall  be  free. 

VI. 

The  night  was  dark,  and  the  thick  mist  allow’d 
Nought  to  be  seen  save  the  artillery's  flame, 

Which  arch’d  the  horlson  like  a fler>  cloud. 

And  In  the  Danulie’s  waters  shone  the  same  — 5 
A mirror’d  hell ! the  volleying  roar,  and  loud 
IfOng  booming  of  each  peal  on  peal,  o’ereame 
The  ear  far  more  than  thunder ; for  Heaven’s  flashes 
Spare,  or  smite  rarely — man’s  make  millions  ashes  l 

va 

The  column  order’d  on  the  assault  scarce  pass’d 
Beyond  the  Russian  battertes  a few  toises, 

^\'hen  up  the  bristling  Moslem  rose  at  last. 

Answering  the  Christian  thunders  with  like  voices: 
Then  one  vast  Are,  air,  earth,  and  stream  embraced, 
Which  rock'd  as ’t  were  beneath  the  mighty  noises ; 
While  the  whole  rampart  biased  like  Ktna,  when 
The  restless  Titan  hiccups  in  his  den; > 

vni. 

And  one  enormous  shout  of  Allah'*'*  rose 
In  the  tame  moment,  loud  as  even  the  roar 
Of  war’s  most  mortal  engines,  to  their  foes 
Hurling  defiance : city,  stream,  and  shore 
Resounded  “Allah  T and  the  clouds  which  close 
With  thickening  canopy  the  conflict  o’er. 

Vibrate  to  the  £U>mal  name.  Hark  ! through 
All  sounds  it  picrcetb  “ Allah  I Allah ! Hu  1 " ^ 

IX. 

The  columns  were  in  movement  one  and  all. 

But  of  the  portioa  which  attack'd  by  water. 
Thicker  than  leaves  the  lives  began  to  fall,  ^ 

Though  led  by  Arsenlcw,  that  great  son  of  slaughter. 
As  brave  9A  ever  fheed  both  bomb  and  ball. 

“ Carnage"  (so  Wordsworth  tells  you)  “ is  God’s 
daughter:*"^ 

If  he  speak  truth,  she  is  Christ’s  sister,  and 
Just  now  behaved  as  in  the  Holy  Land. 

X. 

The  Prince  de  LIgne  v,as  wounded  in  the  knee ; 

Count  Chapeau-Bras,  too,  had  a ball  between 
His  cap  and  head.  which  proves  the  head  to  be 
Aristocratic  as  was  ever  seen, 

* [“  Un  cri  untverxcl  d'AUak  t qul  le  retail  toutautourde 
la  vUln.  vlnl  encore  rendre  plus  extraordiDalre  cet  liuunt, 
dont  II  e»t  Impossible  do  ic  faire  uneidee.">-i/f*f.  .V.  A 
p.  209.] 

* Allmli  Hu  1 U properly  the  war  cry  of  the  Muiiulmans, 
and  they  dwell  on  the  l.-al  lyllable,  which  gives  it  a wild  and 
pet'ullar  Hl>ct. 

* (“  Toiitcx  lc»  colonne*  fulent  en  raouvement ; cellex  qul 
attaquaioru  par  cau  roinmandw*  par  le  g^n6ral  Arterdew, 
euuy^rent  im  fou  cpouvaDUbte.  etpcrdircnt  avant  le  jour  un 
tiers  de  Icurt  ofiiciers.'* » itrfd.] 

J “ But  Tky*  most  dreaded  Instrument 

In  working  out  a pure  intent, 

It  matt  array’d  fur  mutual  tlauchter ; 

Yea,  Canuigr  i$  My  daugkier  ! ‘ 

WoaotwoaTH  t I’hanktgtvmg  Ode. 

* [“  l.#e  Prince  de  Ligne  fut  blett^  au  ^ou ; le  Dim  de 
Rkhelieu  cut  une  baUe  entre  le  fund  de  ton  bonnet  et  ta  tcte.“ 
— de  ta  SouveUe  ttusste,  t.  iU.  p.  SIO.] 


* To  wit,  the  Delty’t:  thU  It  perhi^  ai  pretty  a pedigree 
for  murder  at  ever  wu  found  out  by  Garter  King  at  Arms..— 
What  would  have  been  said,  bad  any  free-tpokm  people  dli- 
corered  such  a lineage  ? 
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Becau^  It  then  received  no  Injury 

More  than  the  cap;  In  fhet.  the  bail  could  mean 
No  h;trm  unto  a ri^t  legitimate  head  ; 

**  A«he:i  to  asbea** — why  not  lead  to  lead? 

XL 

Also  the  General  Markow,  Brigadier, 

In>btJng  on  removal  of  the  prince 
Amidst  some  groaning  thousands  dying  ncar,-~- 
All  common  fellovrs,  who  might  writhe  and  wince, 
And  shriek  for  water  Into  a deaf  ear,— 

The  General  Markow,  who  could  thus  evince 
HU  sympathy  for  rank,  by  the  same  token, 

Ti>  teach  him  greater,  bad  his  own  teg  broken.  ' 

XIL 

Three  hundred  cannon  threw  up  their  emetic, 

And  thirty  thousand  muskets  dung  their  pilU 
Like  hail,  to  make  a bltKHly  diuretic.  3 
Mortality  t thou  hast  thy  monthly  bills  • 

Thy  plagues,  thy  famines,  thy  physicians,  yet  tick,  i 
Like  the  death-watch,  within  our  ears  the  UU  I 
Past,  present,  and  to  come  ; —but  all  may  yield  , 
To  the  true  portrait  of  one  battle-ticid ; ' 

XIII. 

There  the  still  vary  ing  (tangs,  which  multiply 
Itntil  their  very  number  mokes  men  banl 
By  the  Inflnitics  of  agony, 

Which  meet  the  gaze,  wlwte’er  It  may  regard  — 
The  groan,  the  roll  in  dust,  the  ali-whitc  eye 
Turn’d  back  within  its  socket,  — these  reword 
Tour  nmk  and  Ole  by  thousaniU,  while  the  rc?>t  j 
May  win  perhaps  a riband  at  the  breast ! 

XIV. 

Yet  I love  glory  ; — glory ’s  a great  thing: — 

Think  what  It  1$  to  be  in  your  old  age 
Maintain'd  at  the  expense  of  your  good  king : 

A moderate  (wnslon  shakes  full  many  a sage. 

And  heroes  arc  but  made  for  lianb  to  sing. 

Which  ii  still  better;  thxis  in  verse  to  wage 
Yonr  wars  eternally,  besides  enjoying 

Half-pay  for  life,  make  mankind  worth  destroying. 

XV. 

The  titH>ps,  already  dlscmbju-kM,  pu«hM  on 
To  take  a batter)’  on  the  right : the  other?. 

Who  landed  Icwer  down,  their  landing  done. 

Had  set  to  work  as  briskly  a?  their  brothers ; 

Being  grenadiers  they  mounted  one  by  one. 

Cheerful  as  children  climb  the  breasts  of  mothers, 
O’er  the  intrenchment  and  the  (laUsade,  > 

(luitc  orderly,  as  if  upon  parade. 

XVI. 

And  this  was  admirable;  for  so  hot 

The  ftre  was,  that  were  red  Vesuvius  loaded, 

Besidi’s  its  lava,  with  all  sorts  of  shot 

And  shells  or  hells  It  could  not  more  have  goaded. 
Of  otHcers  a third  fell  on  the  spot, 

A thing  which  victory  by  no  means  boded 
To  gentlemen  engaged  in  the  assault : ! 

Hounds,  when  the  huntsman  tumbles  arc  at  fault. 

> ['*  Le  hriinulier  M.irkoir.  lntj»Unt  ponr  (|u’<m  eiaport^t 
le  prince  bleMC,  rc^'it  un  coup  <le  fusil  qui  lul  fraraua  le 
piM.*'  — 7/jsf.  de  ta  SuwkUc  Rueiie,  tom.  ui.  p.  3(0.] 

* I*'  Trol*  rent*  tx>uohe*  i fcii  TomUcaienC  »*ni  tntcrnip- 
tion,  et  trente  mille  fuiti*  .-vUinenuieut  sant  reUch«  uno 
gTcl*  lie  ballea.**  — Ibid.  p.  3(0.] 
s [**  [,es  troupes.  <ifl3  d^barqu«'(*«.  («  (xrrt^rnt  k droitc 
pour  t'emparer  iTun  baUcrie  ; ri  ceHe*  debarquiet  pliu  bas. 


XVII. 

But  here  I leave  the  general  concern. 

To  track  our  hero  on  his  path  of  Ikme  * 

He  roust  his  laurels  separately  earn ; 

For  6fty  thousand  heroes,  name  by  name. 

Though  all  deserving  equally  to  turn 
A couplet,  or  an  elegy  to  claim. 

Would  form  a lengthy  lexicon  of  glory. 

And  what  is  worse  still,  a much  longer  story : 

XVHL 

And  therefore  we  must  give  the  greater  number 
To  the  Gazette  — which  doubtless  fklriy  dealt 
By  the  dccra.stnl,  who  lie  in  famous  slumter 
In  ditches,  fields,  or  where'er  they  felt 
Their  clay  for  the  last  time  their  souls  enctimber;  — 
Thrice  happy  he  whose  name  has  been  well  spelt 
In  the  despatch : 1 knew  a man  whose  loss 
Was  printed  Grope,  although  bis  name  was  Grose.  < 


I Juan  and  Johnson  Joined  a certain  corps. 

And  fought  away  with  might  and  main,  not 
knowing 

The  way  which  they  had  never  trod  befbre, 

' And  still  less  guessing  where  they  might  begoing ; 

But  on  they  march'd,  dead  bodies  trampling  o'er. 
Firing,  and  thrusting,  slashing,  sweating,  glowing, 

I But  fighting  thoughtlessly  enough  to  win, 

I To  their  tiro  selves,  one  whole  bright  bulletin. 


Thus  on  they  wallow'd  in  the  bloody  mire 

Of  deod  and  dying  thousands,  — sometimes  gaining 
A yard  or  two  of  ground,  which  brought  them 
nigher 

To  some  odd  angle  for  which  nil  were  straining ; 
At  other  times  repulsed  by  the  close  fire, 

Which  really  pour’d  as  if  all  hell  wore  raining 
Instead  of  heaven,  they  stumbled  backwards  o’er 
A wounded  comrade,  sprawling  In  his  gore. 


Though 't  was  Don  Juan's  first  of  fields,  and  though 
The  nightly  muster  and  the  silent  march 
In  the  chill  dark,  when  courage  docs  not  glow 
So  much  as  under  a triami>h.‘il  arch, 

Perhaps  might  make  him  sbi%cr,  yawn,  or  throw 
A glance  on  the  ilull  clouds  (as  thick  as  starch, 
N\’h!ch  stiffen’d  heaven)  as  if  he  wish’d  for  day  ; — 
Yet  for  all  this  he  did  not  run  away. 

XXII. 

Indeed  he  could  not  But  what  if  he  had  ? 

There  iuicr  been  and  art  heroes  who  begun 
With  something  not  much  better,  or  as  bad : 
Frederick  the  (ireut  from  Molwita  deign'd  to  run 
For  the  first  and  last  time ; for,  like  a pad. 

Or  hawk,  or  bride,  most  mortals  after  one 
Warm  bout  are  broken  in  to  their  new  tricks. 

And  fight  like  fiends  for  pay  or  pcUtics. 

princip«(efnent  compo«/es  des  grenziUers  de  Fanzsorie,  e«- 
ralAdateot  le  retrancnemcDt  et  U ptliuade.'*— //wf.  de  Im  X. 
H.  p.3IO.] 

4 A fzrt : see  the  Waterloo  Guettes.  1 recollect  rnnarklof 
«C  the  time  to  a friend  There  it /emef  • man  it  killed, 
bii  name  i*  Gmre.  and  they  print  It  Grovt\"  1 was  at 
college  with  the  deceased,  who  was  a rery  amiable  and  clever 
man.  and  Ms  society  In  great  request  for  hts  wit,  gaiety,  and 
•*  Chansons  i bolre.** 
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He  was  what  Erin  calls*  In  her  sublime 
Old  Erse  or  Irish*  or  U maf  be  Puxici  — 

(The  antiquarians  ‘ who  can  settle  time* 

Which  settles  all  thlnga.  Roman,  Greek*  or  Runic* 
Swear  that  Fat’s  langua^  sprung  from  the  same  clime 
With  Hannibal*  wean  the  Tyrian  tunk 
Of  Dido’s  alphabet ; and  this  Is  rational 
As  any  other  notion*  and  not  national ; ) — > 

XXIV. 

But  Juan  was  quite  **  a broth  of  a boy**’ 

A thing  of  impulse  and  a child  of  song ; 

Kow  swimming  in  the  sentiment  of  joy* 

Or  the  Mentation  (if  that  phrase  seem  wrong). 

And  afterward*  if  be  must  needs  destroy* 

In  such  good  company  as  alwa)S  throng 
To  battles,  sieges,  and  that  kind  of  pleasure. 

Mo  less  delighted  to  employ  bis  leisure 

XXV. 

But  always  without  malice ; if  be  warr’d 
Or  loved,  it  was  with  what  wc  call  *•  the  best 
Intentions*"  which  form  all  mankind’s  truji^  card* 
To  be  produced  when  brought  up  to  the  tesL 
The  statesman*  hero,  harlot,  law>er— ward 
Off  each  attack,  when  people  are  in  quest 
Of  their  designs,  by  saying  they  meant  tcfH ; 

*Tls  pity  **  that  such  meaning  should  pave  belL*** 

XXVI. 

I almost  lately  have  begun  to  doubt 

Whether  hell’s  pavement— if  it  be  so  /jaced— 
Must  not  have  latterly  been  quite  worn  out, 

Kut  by  the  numbers  good  intent  hath  saved* 

But  b>*  the  mass  who  go  below  without 

Those  ancient  good  intentions,  which  once  shaved 
And  smooth'd  the  brimstone  of  that  street  of  hcU 
Which  bears  the  greatest  likeness  to  Fall  Mail. 

xxvn. 

Juan,  by  some  strange  chance,  which  oft  divides 
Warrior  from  warrior  In  their  grim  career. 

Like  chastest  wives  from  constant  husbands’  sides 
Just  at  the  close  of  the  first  bridal  year. 

By  one  of  those  odd  turns  of  Fortune’s  tides, 

Was  on  a sudden  rather  puztied  here, 

When,  after  a good  deal  of  heavy  firing. 

He  found  himvclf  alone*  and  frlcn<b  retiring. 

XXVI U. 

I don't  know  how  the  thing  occurr’d  — It  might 
Be  that  the  greater  part  were  kill’d  or  wounded, 
And  that  the  rest  had  faced  unto  the  right 
About : a circumstance  which  has  confounded 
Ctesar  himself*  who,  in  the  very  sight 

Of  his  whole  army,  which  so  much  abounded 
In  courage,  was  obliged  to  snatch  a shield. 

And  rally  back  his  Romans  to  the  field.  ’ 

* See  Oeaeral  Valancey  and  Sir  Lawrence  Parsons. 

s The  Purtuguese  proverb  says  that  **  bell  is  paved  with 
good  tatenUoas.'*  — [See  amti,  p.  AlH.] 

* [ “ The  Nervll  marched  to  the  nnmber  of  sixty  thousand, 
and  fell  upon  Osar,  os  he  w.is  forti^iog  his  camp,  and  hod 
not  the  least  n»tion  of  so  suddm  an  attack.  They  first 
rooted  his  cavnlrr.  and  then  tiirroanded  the  twelfth  .md  the 
serciith  legions,  and  killeit  all  the  otficers-  H.vd  not  ('wsar 
snatched  a buckler  (Vom  one  of  his  own  men,  forced  his  way 
through  the  combatants  before  hhn,  and  rushed  upon  the 
barbarians ; or  had  not  the  tenth  legion,  seeing  his  danger, 
ran  from  the  heights  where  they  wera  poated,  and  uowad 


XTTT. 

Juan,  who  bad  no  tbleld  to  match,  and  was 
Mo  Cesar*  but  a fine  young  lad*  who  fou^t 
He  knew  not  why,  arriving  at  this  pass, 

Stopp’d  for  a minute,  as  perhaps  he  ought 
For  a much  longer  time ; then,  like  an  ass — 

(Start not,  kind  reader*  since  great  ilumer  thought 
This  simile  enough  for  Ajax,  Juan 
Perhaps  may  find  It  better  than  a new  one)  ; — 

XXX. 

Then,  like  an  ass,  he  went  upon  bis  way. 

And,  what  was  stranger,  never  look’d  behind  ; 

But  seeing*  flashing  forwmnl*  like  the  day 
Over  the  hills,  a fire  enough  to  blind 
Those  who  dislike  to  look  upon  a fray. 

He  stumbled  on,  to  try  if  be  could  find 
A path,  to  add  his  own  slight  arm  and  forces 
To  corps,  the  greater  part  of  which  were  corses. 

XXXL 

Perceiving  then  no  more  the  commandant 

Of  his  own  corps,  nor  even  the  corps  which  bad 
Quite  disappear’d  — the  gods  know  bow ! (1  can’t 
Account  for  everything  which  may  look  bad 
In  history ; but  we  at  least  may  grant 
It  was  not  marvellous  that  a mere  lad* 

In  search  of  glory,  should  look  on  before, 

Mor  care  a pinch  of  muff  about  his  corps  :)  — 

TTTTT 

Perceiving  nor  commander  nor  commanded, 

.\.nd  left  at  large,  like  a young  heir,  to  make 
His  way  to— where  he  knew  not — single  handed  ; 

As  travellers  follow  over  bog  and  bnke 
An  **  ignis  fotuuB ; ’*  or  as  sailors  stranded 
Unto  the  nearest  hut  themselves  betake ; 

So  Juan,  following  honour  and  bit  nose. 

Rush’d  where  the  thickest  fire  announced  most  foes.  < 

xxxm. 

He  knew  not  where  he  was*  nor  greatly  cared. 

For  be  was  dissy*  busy*  und  bis  veins 
Fill’d  as  with  lightning — for  his  spirit  shared 
The  hour*  as  is  the  case  with  lively  brains 
And  where  the  hottest  fire  was  seen  and  heard* 

And  the  loud  cannon  peal’d  bis  hoarsest  strains. 
He  rush’d,  while  earth  and  air  were  sadly  shaken 
By  thy  humane  discovery,  Friar  Bacon  l ^ 

XXXIV. 

.knd  as  he  rush’d  along,  it  came  to  pass  he 
Fell  in  with  what  late  the  second  column* 
Under  the  orders  of  the  General  La^cy* 

But  now  reduced,  os  is  a bulky  volume 
Into  an  elegant  extract  (much  less  ma&sy) 

Of  heroism,  and  took  his  place  with  solemn 
Air  'midst  the  rest,  who  kept  their  valiant  face® 

And  teveU’d  weapons  still  a^nst  the  glacis. 

linim  the  efirmy’!!  ninkj.  not  one  Boman  «'ould  have  sur- 
vived the  batUe.*‘>.-  Flvtaecb.J 

* [“  S’apperccvdQt  plus  le  commamlant  du  corps  doot  je 
foiws  partlr.  et  ignorant  ou  jc  dcvali  porter  mrs  pa«,  je  rrui 
reconnoUrp  le  lieu  oO  le  rempart  situp  ; on  y ftiiait  un 
fen  aiSGS  vlf.  qu  • je  jugr.-u  etre  celul  du  Gf  n^rai-majur  de 
LsM-y  i/tfi.  de  to  -V.  It.  p.  [flO.] 

* Cunwwder  li  lald  to  hare  been  discovered  by  this  friar. 
(Ki  B.  Though  Friar  bacon  seens  to  have  discovered  gun- 
powder, he  bod  the  tu$namMif  not  to  record  his  dtsoorerr  ta 
fatelligiUe  Unguage.] 
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XXXV. 

Ju«t  at  this  criaii  up  came  Johnson  too. 

Who  had  ^ retreated.**  as  the  phrase  Is  when 
Men  run  away  much  rather  than  go  through 
Destruction's  jaws  into  the  devil’s  den ; 

I But  Johnson  was  a clever  fellow,  who 

Knew  when  and  how  **  to  cut  and  come  again,** 
And  never  ran  away,  except  when  running 
Was  nothing  but  a valorous  kind  of  cunning. 

XXXVI. 

And  so,  when  all  his  corps  were  dead  or  dying. 
Except  Don  Juan,  a mere  novice,  whose 
More  virgin  valour  never  dreamt  of  flying, 

From  ignorance  of  danger,  which  Indues 
Its  votaries,  like  innocence  relying  [thews, — 

On  its  own  strength,  with  careless  nerves  and 
Johnson  retired  a little,  just  to  rally 
Those  who  catch  cold  in  **  shadows  of  Death’s  valley.** 

XXXVII. 

I And  there,  a little  shelter'd  ftom  the  shot, 

Which  rain’d  from  bastion,  battery,  parapet. 
Rampart,  wall,  casement,  bemse  — for  there  was  not 
In  this  extensive  city,  sore  beset 
By  Christian  soldiery,  a single  spot 

Which  did  not  combat  like  the  devil,  as  yet, — 

He  found  a number  of  Chasseurs,  all  scatter’d 
By  the  resistance  of  the  chase  they  better’d. 

xxxvm. 

And  these  he  call’d  on ; and,  what*s  strange,  they  come 
Unto  his  call,  unlike  **  the  spirits  from 
The  vasty  deep,’*  to  whom  you  may  exclaim. 

Says  Hotspur,  long  ere  they  will  leave  their  home.  * 
Their  reasons  were  uncertainty,  or  shame 
At  shrinking  from  a bullet  or  a bomb. 

And  that  odd  Impulse,  which  in  wars  or  creeds 
Makes  men,  like  cattle,  follow  him  who  leads. 

xxxix. 

By  Jove  t he  was  a noble  fellow,  Johnson, 

And  though  his  name,  than  Ajax  or  Achilles, 
Sounds  less  harmonious,  underneath  the  sun  soon 
We  shall  not  see  his  likeness : be  could  kill  bis 
Man  quite  as  quietly  as  blows  the  monsoon  i 

Her  steady  breath  (which  some  months  the  same 
$tiH  Is)  t 

Seldom  he  varied  feature,  hue,  or  muscle, 
j And  could  be  very  busy  without  bustle ; 

I XU 

And  therefore,  when  he  ran  away,  he  did  so 
1 Upon  reflection,  knowing  that  behind 
I He  would  And  others  who  would  fain  be  rid  so 
Of  idle  apprehensions,  which  like  wind 
Trouble  heroic  stomachs.  Though  their  lids  so 
I Oft  are  soon  closed,  all  heroes  are  not  blind. 

But  when  they  light  upon  immediate  death. 

Retire  a little,  merely  to  take  breath. 

< {Glmdover.  **  I can  call  spirits  from  the  vasty  deep. 
IloUpur.  Why  so  ran  1.  or  so  can  any  man : 

But  will  they  rnmr  when  you  do  call  for 
thirro  f'*— Henry  It'.] 

s '*  ih«  dread  of  somcthlnr  after  death, 

The  undUcover'd  country,  ftotn  whose  bourn 
MotraTcilcr  rrtunis.”>-Ha*>Urf-} 

V fTaftts.  — the  slope  or  Inclination  of  a wall,  whereby,  re. 
cHoiog  at  the  top  to  as  to  fall  within  its  base,  the  ttacknets  it 
fradoaliy  Icttened  arcordlnf  to  the  height.'*  — Milit.  Dirt.] 

c*> 


But  Johnson  only  ran  off,  to  return 
With  many  other  warriors,  as  we  said. 

Unto  that  rather  somewhat  misty  bourne. 

Which  Hamlet  tells  us  is  a pass  of  dread.  ^ 

To  Jack,  howe'er,  this  gave  but  slight  concern  : 

Hls  soul  (like  galvanism  upon  the  dead) 

Acted  upon  the  living  as  on  wire. 

And  led  them  back  into  the  hemviest  fire. 

XLII. 

Egad  1 they  found  the  second  time  what  they 
The  first  time  thought  quite  terrible  enough 
To  fly  from,  roalgre  all  which  people  uy 
Of  glory,  and  all  that  immortal  stulT 
Which  fills  a regiment  (besides  their  pay. 

Tbaldaliyshilllngwhich  makes  warriontough)—  1 
They  found  on  their  return  the  self-same  welcome. 
Which  made  some  Mini,  and  others  knowt  a hell  come.  | 

XLIII.  ! 

They  fell  as  thick  as  harvests  beneath  hall,  i 

Grass  before  scythes,  or  com  below  the  sickle. 

Proving  that  trite  old  truth,  that  life  *s  as  frail 
As  any  other  boon  for  which  men  stickle. 

The  Turkish  batteries  thrash'd  them  like  a flail. 

Or  a good  boxer.  Into  a sad  pickle 
Putting  the  very  bravest,  who  were  knock'd 
Upon  the  head  before  their  guns  were  cock'd. 

XLIV. 

The  Turks  behind  the  traverses  and  flanks 
Of  the  next  bastion,  fired  away  like  devils. 

And  swept,  as  gales  sweep  foam  away,  whole  ranks : I 

However,  Heaven  knows  how,  the  Fate  who  levels  I 
Towns,  nations,  worlds,  In  her  revolving  pranks,  1 
So  order'd  It,  amidst  these  sulphury  revels, 

That  Johnson,  and  some  few  who  had  not  scamper'd,  i 
Reach'd  the  Interior  talus  ’ of  the  rampart  * 

XLV. 

First  one  or  two,  then  five,  six,  and  a dosen  i 

Came  mounting  quickly  up,  fur  it  was  now 
All  neck  or  nothing,  as,  like  pitch  or  rosin. 

Flame  was  shower’d  forth  above,  os  well's  below. 

So  that  you  scarce  could  say  who  best  had  chosen. 

The  gentlemen  that  were  the  first  to  show 
Their  ihartlal  fkces  on  the  parapet, 

Or  those  who  thought  It  brave  to  wait  as  yet. 

XL  VI. 

But  those  who  scaled,  found  out  that  their  advance 
Was  favour’d  by  an  accident  or  blunder ; 

The  Greek  or  Turkish  Cohom's  ignoram'e 
Had  palllsado’d  in  a way  you 'd  wonder 
To  see  in  forts  of  Netherlands  or  France  — 

(Though  these  to  our  Gibraltar  must  knock  un- 
Rlght  in  the  middle  of  the  parapet  [der)— 

Just  named,  these  palisades  were  primly  set ; > 

* f Appellant  ceux  des  choisrurt  qui  eUdent  autour  de  moi 

ro  oiscx  grand  iiorobre,  je  m'aTon^oj  et  reconnus  ne  m'Hre 
point  trompe  doni  mon  colcul ; e'euit  en  elTol  cetU  colonne  ‘ 
aui  i,  riD»tant  porvenait  on  sommet  du  rrtnpart.  Let  Turcs  I! 
dederriere  let  trivert  et  let  fianci  dei  bastioni  voiilnt  fa*  'i 
talent  iiir  elle  un  feu  trei-rlf  de  coiwn  rt  de  moutqueterie.  ' 
Je  graTii,  tree  let  ip-nt  quI  Tn'arolent  culvl,le  talus  incerlcur  I 
du  rernpart."— de  la  .V.  ft.  p.  111.]  ’ 

* C«  ftit  dans  cet  Instant  que  Je  rcconnut  comblen  Tlf* 
noranee  du  coastrurtcur  det  palissadcs  6tait  importante  pour  ij 
nout  i ear.  comme  elles  italeitt  places  au  milieu  du  paraucu**  I 

I ac JWd.  p.xn.j  I 
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XLVII. 

So  that  on  eithrr  tide  fom«  nine  or  ten 
Paces  were  left,  whereon  you  could  contrive 
To  march  ; a great  convenience  to  our  men, 

At  least  to  all  those  who  were  left  alive. 

Who  thus  could  form  a line  and  fight  again  ; 

And  that  which  farther  aided  them  to  strive 
Wa.4,  that  they  could  kick  down  the  palisades. 

Which  scarcely  rose  much  higher  thw  grass  blade?,  ^ 

XLvm. 

Among  the  first,  — I will  not  say  the 

For  such  precedence  upon  such  occasions 
Will  oftentimes  make  deadly  quarrels  burst 
Out  between  friends  as  well  as  allied  nations : 

The  Briton  must  be  bold  who  really  durst 
Put  to  such  trial  John  Bull's  partial  patience. 

As  say  that  Wellington  at  Waterloo 

Was  beaten,  — though  the  Pruastana  say  so  too  ; — 

XLIX. 

And  that  if  Blucher,  Bulow,  Gneisenau, 

And  God  knows  who  besides  in  **  au  " and  **  ow,** 
Had  not  come  up  in  time  to  cast  an  awc^ 

Into  the  hearts  of  those  who  fought  till  now 
As  tigers  combat  with  an  empty  craw. 

The  Duke  of  Wellington  hail  ceased  to  show 
His  orders,  also  to  receive  his  pensions ; 

Which  arc  the  heaviest  that  our  history  mentions. 

L. 

But  never  mind ; — •*  God  save  the  king  !’*and  kings ! 

Fur  if  Ae  don't,  I doubt  if  men  will  longer 
I think  I hear  a little  bird,  who  tings 

The  people  by  and  by  will  be  the  stronger : 

The  veriest  Jade  will  wince  whose  harness  wrings 
So  much  into  the  raw  as  quite  to  wrong  her 
Beyond  the  rules  of  posting,— and  the  mob 
At  last  fall  sick  of  li^tating  Job. 

LL 

At  first  It  grumbles,  then  It  swears,  and  then. 

Like  David,  filogs  smooth  pebbles  'gainst  a giant ; 
At  last  ft  takes  to  weapons  such  as  men 

Snatch  when  desp^  makes  human  hearts  less 
pliant 

Then  comes  **  the  tug  of  war;  "—'twill  come  again, 
1 rather  doubt ; and  1 would  fain  say  **  fie  on 't" 
If  I had  not  perceived  that  revolutioa 
Alone  can  save  the  earth  ftoro  bell's  pollution. 

LIT. 

But  to  continue  t — I say  not  fA«  first. 

But  of  the  first  our  little  friend  Don  Juan 
Walk’d  o’er  the  walls  of  lanudl,  as  if  nursed  [uie 
Amidst  such  scenes — though  this  was  quite  a new 
To  him,  and  I should  hope  to  aiosf.  The  thirst 
Of  glory,  which  so  pierces  through  and  through  one, 
Pervaded  him — although  a generous  creature, 
i As  warm  In  heart  as  feminine  in  feature. 

< r**  11  f avail  de  chaqoe  c6tf  neufi  dts  plrd*  leaqueU 
on  pwvaU  marcher  : et  let  aoldau.apret  Ctre  rnont^.  STaleot 
pu  •«  ran^r  commod^ent  iur  I'cvpare  extirieur.  qul  ne 
s'Aleva  que  d’l-peU'prC*  deux  pird*  aa^lessus  du  niveau  de 
la  terra,  —//itf.  it  la  N.  R.  p-  tl  I .] 
a [U  has  been  a favourite  aMortlon  with  almost  aH  the 
French,  and  loroe  English  writers,  that  the  Engliih  were  on 
the  point  of  being  dc-fcatod,  when  the  Prtiui.m  force  came 
up.  The  contrary  ii  the  truth.  Baron  MuOllng  given 
the  mott  explicit  testimony,  “ that  the  battle  could  hare 
alTurdcd  no  favourable  result  U>  the  enemy,  even  If  the 
Frusslaos  had  never  coiae  up."  The  Uureu  of  Waterloo 


Ltll. 

And  here  he  was  — who  upon  woman's  breast. 

Even  from  a child,  felt  like  a child  ; howe'er 
The  man  In  all  the  rest  might  be  confest. 

To  him  It  was  Elysium  to  be  there  ; 

And  he  could  even  withstand  that  awkward  test 
Which  Rousseau  points  out  to  the  dubious  fair, 

••  Observe  your  lover  when  he  Uatt$  your  arms  j" 

But  Juan  never  left  them  while  they  bad  charms,  j 

HV. 

Unless  compell’d  by  fate,  or  wave,  or  wind. 

Or  near  relations,  who  are  much  the  same. 

But  Acre  he  was  ! — where  each  tie  that  can  bind 
Humanity  must  yield  to  steel  and  flame  : 

And  Ae  whose  very  body  was  all  mind. 

Flung  here  by  fate  or  circumstance,  which  tame 
The  loftiest,  hurried  by  the  time  and  place. 

Dash'd  on  like  a spurr'd  blootUbone  in  a race. 

LV. 

So  was  his  blood  stirr’d  white  he  found  resistance. 

As  is  the  hunter's  at  the  five-bar  gate. 

Or  double  post  and  rail,  where  the  existence 
Of  Britain's  youth  depends  upon  their  weight. 

The  lightest  being  the  safest : at  a distance 
lie  hated  cruelty,  as  all  men  hate 
Blood,  unUl  heated — and  even  then  bis  own 
At  times  would  curdle  o’er  some  heavy  groan. 

LVI. 

The  General  Lascy,  who  had  been  hard  prusa'd. 

Seeing  arrive  an  aid  so  opportune 
As  wore  some  hundred  youngsters  all  abreast. 

Who  came  as  if  Just  dropp'd  down  from  the  moon. 

To  Juan,  who  was  nearest  him,  address'd 
His  thanks,  and  hopes  to  take  the  city  soon. 

Not  reckoning  him  to  be  a " base  Besonian'*  ^ 

(.Vs  Pistol  calls  itX  hut  a young  Livonian.  * 

LVIL 

Juan,  to  whom  be  spoke  in  German,  knew 
As  much  of  German  as  of  Sanscrit,  and 
In  answer  maile  an  inclination  to 
The  general  who  held  him  In  command  ; 

For  seeing  one  with  ribands,  black  and  blue, 

Stars,  medals,  and  a bloody  sword  In  band. 
Addressing  him  in  tones  which  seem’d  to  thank. 

He  recogniKd  an  officer  of  rank. 

LVIIL 

Short  speeches  pa»  between  two  men  who  speak 
No  common  language ; and  betides,  in  time 
Of  war  and  taking  towns,  when  many  a shriek 
Rings  o'er  the  dialogue,  and  many  a crime 
Is  perpetrated  ere  a word  can  break 

Upon  the  ear,  and  sounds  of  horror  chime 
In  like  cburch-belU,  with  sigb,  howl,  groan,  yeti,  prayer, 
There  cannot  be  much  eoovemtlon  there. 

miut  be  divided  ->  the  British  won  the  battle,  the  PruialaM  I 
achieved  and  retidered  available  the  victory.  — 8ia  Waltss 

Scott.) 

* fPUtol's  " Bnoniaa  " Is  a corruption  of  ^iMOgucfo  ~ s 
needy  nan  — meupborically  (at  loast)  a icottodrelO 

* " Le  G(n6ral  Lascy.  voyant  arriver  uncorpi.sl  Apropos 
i son  seoour,  I’avanca  vers  I'offlclcrqul  1‘aralt  coodiiK, 
et,  le  prenant  pour  un  Livonten,  lul  fit.  «i  Alleman  1,  les 
compiltnens  let  plus  flatteurs;  le  Jeuna  nUltalre  (le  Duede 
Ktchelieii)  qul  parlait  piuiaitenent  cette  langue,  yrbpiTHlit 
avec  la  modcstle  ordinaire.*'  — deia  .V.  A.  p.  til.) 

Ty  ^ 
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LK. 

And  therefore  all  we  have  related  in 

Two  long  octaves,  pass’d  in  a little  minute ; 

But  in  the  same  small  minute,  cverj-  sin 
Contrived  to  pet  itself  comprised  within  it 
The  very  cannon,  dcafenwl  hy  the  din, 

Grew  dumb,  for  you  might  almost  hear  a linnet. 
As  soon  as  thun«ler,  'niUUt  the  general  noise 
Of  human  nature's  agonising  voice  ! 

hX. 

The  town  was  enter’d.  Oh  eternity ! — 

**  God  made  the  countr>’,  and  roan  made  the  town,” 
So  Cowper  says — and  1 begin  to  be 
Of  his  opinion,  when  I see  cast  down 
Home,  B:ib>lon,  Tyre,  Carthago,  Nineveh, 

All  walls  men  know*,  and  many  never  known  ; 

And  pondering  on  the  present  and  the  i>ast 
To  deem  the  woods  sbaU  be  our  home  at  last : — 

LXl. 

Of  nil  men,  saving  Sylla  i the  man-slayer, 

Who  {lasscs  for  in  life  and  death  most  lucky, 

Of  the  great  names  which  In  our  faces  stare. 

The  GencraJ  Bikhi.  bHck-wood>man  of  Kentucky, 
Was  happiest  amongst  mortals  anywhere ; 

For  killing  nothing  but  a bear  or  buck,  he 
Knjoy’d  the  lonely,  vigorous,  harmless  days 
Of  his  old  age  In  wilds  of  deepest  maze,  * 

LXll. 

Crime  came  not  near  him  — she  is  not  the  child 
Of  solitude ; Health  shrank  not  from  him  — for 
Her  home  is  in  the  rarely  trodden  wild. 

Where  if  men  seek  her  not,  and  death  be  more 
Their  choice  than  life,  forgive  them,  as  Iwguiled 
By  habit  to  what  their  own  hearts  abhor — 

In  cities  caged.  The  present  case  in  point  I 
Cite  is,  that  Boon  lived  hunting  up  to  ninety; 

LXni. 

And  what ’s  still  stranger,  left  bchlml  a name 
i For  which  men  vainly  decimate  the  throng. 

Not  only  famous,  but  of  that  yooc/  fame 
I Without  which  gloiy 's  but  a tavern  song-— 
Shnple,  serene,  the  unti{>odes  of  shame. 

Which  hate  nor  envy  e'er  could  tinge  witli  wrong ; 
An  active  hermit,  even  in  age  the  child 
I Of  Nature,  or  the  31an  of  Ross  run  wild. 

I I.XIV. 

*TI«  true  he  shrank  fnim  men  even  of  his  nation. 
When  they  built  up  unto  his  darling  trees, — 

I lie  moved  some  hundred  miU*s  olf,  fur  a station 
I Whore  there  were  fewer  lu»usos  and  more  ease ; 3 
] The  inconvenience  of  civilisation 
I It,  that  you  neither  can  be  plc.iscd  nor  please ; 

But  where  he  met  the  individual  man. 

He  show'd  himself  as  kind  as  mortal  can. 

* [See  p.  4gl.3 

3 ('*  The  wllileft  tolitQd«  are  to  the  Uttool  some  people, 
(•eiieral  Boon,  who  was  chiefly  inttrumental  in  the  first  set- 
tlement  of  Kentucky,  it  of  tbii  turn,  it  is  said,  that  he  it 
rvow  (1*11  H),  at  the  age  of  •erenty.pursuina  the  daily  chase  two 
hundred  miles  to  the  weitward  or  the  last  abntlc  of  civilised 
man.  Ito  had  retired  to  a chosen  spot,  beyoud  the  MlsMiuri, 
which,  after  liim.  It  named  Boon'i  Lick,  out  of  tlie  reach,  as 
he  liuucred  himself,  of  tutruMon  ; but  white  men.  even  there, 
encroached  upon  him,  and,  two  years  a^o,  he  went  back  two 
I hundred  miles  farther.”  — Ilirkmxk'i  Sotf*  on  America.] 

I * ['*  Such  it  the  rettless  disposition  of  these  back-wondi- 
men.  and  lo  averse  are  their  habits  from  those  of  a civliisod 
oelirhbourhood,  that  nothing  short  of  the  salt,  sandy  desert 


LXV. 

He  w.xs  not  all  alone : anmnd  him  crew 
A sylvan  trilie  of  children  of  the  clia.se, 

MTiose  young,  unawaken’d  world  was  ever  new. 

Nor  sword  nor  sorrow  had  left  a trace 
On  her  unwrinkled  brow,  nor  could  you  view 
A frown  on  Nature’s  or  on  human  tacc; 

The  free-bom  forest  found  and  kept  them  free, 

And  fresh  as  U a torrent  or  a tree. 

LXVL 

And  fUl,  and  strong,  and  swift  of  foot  were  they, 
Beyond  the  dwarfing  city'*  fiale  abortions, 

Bfc.iit'-**  their  thoughts  had  never  been  the  prey 
Of  care  or  pain  i the  green  woods  were  their  portiooa ; 
No  sinking  spirit*  told  them  they  grew  grey, 

No  fashion  made  them  at»e*  of  her  distortions ; 
.Simple  they  were,  not  savage ; and  their  rifles. 
Though  very  true,  were  not  yet  used  for  trifles. 

LXVn. 

.Motion  was  in  their  days,  rest  in  their  slumbers, 

.\nd  cheerfulness  the  handmaid  of  their  toil; 

Nor  yet  t«*o  many  nor  too  few  their  numbers ; 

Corruinion  could  not  make  ihclr  hearts  her  soil ; 
The  lu.st  which  stings,  the  splcndourwhleh  encumbers. 
With  tl»e  free  foresters  tUvide  no  spoil ; 

Serene,  not  sullen,  were  the  solitudes 
or  this  unsighing  people  of  the  woods. 

LXVIII. 

So  much  for  Nature : — by  way  of  variety, 

Now  hack  to  thy  gre.'it  joys,  Civilisation  J 
And  the  sweet  consequence  of  laige  society, 

War,  pestilence,  the  despot’s  desolation, 

The  kingly  scourge,  the  lust  of  notoriety. 

The  millions  slain  by  soldiers  for  their  ration. 

The  scenes  like  Catherine's  boudoir  at  threescore, 
tViih  Ismail's  storm  lo  soften  it  the  more. 

LXI.X. 

The  town  was  enter'd  : first  one  column  made 
Its  sanpuin.iry  w:i>-  pood — then  another; 

The  rooking  bayonet  and  the  flashing  blade 

Clash'd  ’gainst  the  sciinibir,  and  babe  and  mother 
With  distant  shrieks  were  hean!  Heaven  to  upbraid  ; — 
8llll  closer  sulphury*  clouds  l>cgan  to  smother 
The  biY.'ith  of  moni  and  man,  where  foot  by  foot 
The  madden'd  Turks  their  city  still  dispute. 

LXX. 

Koiitousow,  he  who  afterwards  beat  hack 

( With  some  assistance  from  the  frost  and  snow) 
Na|)oleon  on  hi*  bold  and  bloody  track, 

It  hapiteii'd  wa.s  himself  beat  back  just  now  : 

He  was  a jolly  fellow,  and  could  crack 
Ills  jest  alike  in  face  of  friend  or  foe, 

Though  life,  and  death,  and  victory  were  at  stake 
But  here  it  seem'd  bis  jokes  had  ceased  to  take : 

can  stop  them.  The  notoriou*  Daniel  Boon,  who  about  fifty 
dUreretil  times  has  shifted  his  abode  westward,  as  civilisation 
apprtiacbcd  hltdwrlUng,  when  asked  the  cause  of  his  frequent 
change,  replied. ' I think  it  time  to  rciDuve,  when  I can  no 
longer  fell  a tree  for  fuel,  so  that  its  top  will  lie  within  a few 
yards  of  my  cabin.'  ‘'—fiuart.  Rev.  vol.  xxix.  p.  14.] 

< [”  r.vrmi  les  cnlcmnes,  une  de  crlles  qul  souflVIrent  le 
plus  6tait  commandee  par  le  General  Koutourow  (autour- 
d'hui  Prince  de  Smuicnsko).  C«  brave  mllltaire  revnit 
I’lntrcpiditc  i un  grand  nomhre  die  connaUsances  acquises  ; 
il  marche  au  feu  avec  la  ni6me  gaiety  qu‘il  va  fi  une  fHe ; 
il  salt  commander  arcc  autant  de  sang  froid  qu'il  d^ploie 
tT esprit  et  il'amabilitc  dans  Ic  commerce  habituel  de  la  vie.” 
—Hist,  de  la  .Votrrcfte  Russie,  tom.  lU.  p.  811] 
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LXXI. 

For  having  thrown  hlm«lf  into  a ditch, 

Follow'd  in  haste  by  various  grenadiers, 

Wha*e  blood  the  imtidle  greatly  did  enrich. 

He  climb'd  to  where  the  parapet  appears ; 

Cut  there  hU  pnycct  reach’d  its  utmost  pitch 
(’Mongst  other  deaths  the  General  Ribaupieire’s 
Was  much  regretted),  for  the  Moslem  men 
Threw  them  oil  down  into  the  ditch  again.  * 

Lxxn. 

And  had  it  not  been  for  some  stray  troops  landing 
They  knew  not  where,  being  carried  by  the  stream 
To  some  spot,  where  they  lost  their  understanding, 
.knd  wander'd  up  and  down  as  in  a dream, 

Cntil  they  reach'd,  as  daybreak  was  ex|)anding, 

'fhat  which  a portal  to  their  eyes  did  seem, — 

The  great  and  gay  Koutousnw  might  have  lain 
Where  three  parts  of  his  column  yet  remain.  * 

LXXIIL 

And  scrambllnc  round  the  rampart,  these  same  troops, 
.Alter  the  taking  of  the  “Cavalier,"* 

Just  as  Koutmi>ow's  most  “ forlorn  ” of  “ hopes  " 
Took,  like  chameleons  some  slight  tinge  of  fear, 
Oj>cn’d  the  gate  call’d  “ KUia,"  to  the  grou|>s* 

Of  laffled  heroes,  who  stood  shyly  near. 

Sliding  knee-di^cp  in  Lately  frozen  mud. 

Now  thaw'd  into  a nuursh  of  human  blood. 

LXXIV. 

The  Kuzacks,  or,  If  so  you  please,  Cossacques  — 

(I  don’t  much  pique  myself  upon  orthography. 

So  that  1 do  not  grossly  err  in  facts. 

Statistics,  tactics,  politics,  and  geography)— 
Having  been  used  to  ser\'e  on  horses’  ba<'ks, 

And  no  great  dilettanti  in  topography 
Of  fortresses,  but  fighting  where  it  pleases 
Their  chiefs  to  order,  — were  all  cut  to  pieces.  * 

LXXV. 

Their  column,  though  the  TurkUh  batteries  thunder'd 
Upon  them,  ne’erthdesa  had  reach'd  the  ramimrt,  ® 
And  naturally  thought  they  could  have  plunder'd 
The  city,  without  being  farther  hamper'd ; 

But  as  it  happens  to  brave  men,  they  blunder’d  — 
The  Turks  at  first  pretended  to  have  scamper’d. 
Only  to  draw  them  'twixt  two  bastion  comers,  ’ 
From  whence  they  sallied  on  those  Christian  scomers. 

* ["  Ce  brave  Koutouzow  se  jtta  dani  le  fois^,  fut  lulrl 

de«  alens.  rt  ne  penvtra  juaqu'au  haul  du  parnpet  qu'aprgs 
a»-oir  eprourt?  <ln  dilliculle*  liicroyablr*.  (1^  brisiidler 
Rihaupterr^  r>erdlt  la  vie  dans  cede  ocraaion  : 11  arau  fixe 
rrstfme  grneralv,  ft  m mort  occaiSonna  heaucoup  de  regrets. 
I^*  Turcf  accoururrnt  rti  grand  nombre ; cette  muUHude 
rcf>otu*a  detix  fob  le  g(-nvral  jutqu'au  tiui.de  ia 

Soupi'lif  Ruute.  p-  Sl'i-i 

* U*  Quelf^nei  troupes  Russes,  cmportces  par  le  courant, 
n’ayaiit  pu  dcb.srquer  tiir  le  terrein  qum  leur  avait  prescrit," 
*c.  — tout.  p.  aii] 

3 [ A “ Caralier  “ Is  an  elevation  of  earth,  situated  ortUua« 
rlly  In  the  fc«>rge  of  a ha»tion.  bordered  with  a parigict,  and 
cut  into  more  or  fewer  embraiurcs,  according  to  Ua  cqweity.’' 
_ Mtiit.  Dtri.} 

* f . . . **  longdrent  le  mnpart.  aprfrs  la  jwdsi'  du  cavalier,  et 
osirrirent  la  p«)rte  illte de  A't/fd  aux  loldou  du  General  Kou* 
Iciixow.”  — f/i*/.  de  in  S.  It.  p.  213.} 

s [**  II  Rait  r<  serve  aux  Kozaks  de  mmblfr  de  leur  corps 
la  partie  du  fmie  oO  111  rombattnlcDt ; Ivur  culonne  avait  HO 
divls«e  eture  MM.  Platow  rtd'Orlow  . . . p.  213.) 

« r. , . I.a  premiere  partle,  devant  *e  ioimlre  i la  gauche 
du  t.en^ral  Artrnleu,  fut  foudroyi‘c  par  le  feu  dea  batteries, 
ct  parvinl  n^amnoins  au  haul  du  rempart.'*  — /6<d.  p.  213.] 

7 Lea  Tuns  la  laissdrent  un  peu  ■‘avancer,  dans  la  vlUe, 


LX.WI. 

Then  l)dng  taken  by  the  tail  — a taking 
Fatal  to  bishops  as  to  soldiers — these 
Cos.'sacques  were  all  cut  off  a.s  day  was  breaking, 

And  found  their  lives  were  let  at  a short  leaser 
But  perish’d  without  shivering  or  shaking, 

Leaving  as  ladders  their  heap'd  carcasses. 

O'er  which  Lieutenant-Colunel  Yesou^koi 
March'd  with  the  brave  battalion  of  Pulouzkl : — * 

Lxxvn. 

This  valiant  man  kill'd  all  the  Turks  he  met, 

But  could  not  eat  them,  being  in  his  turn 
Slain  by  some  Mussulmans  9,  who  would  not  yet. 
Without  resistance,  see  their  city  bum. 

The  walls  were  won,  but  ‘twas  an  even  bet 

MTiich  of  the  armies  would  have  cause  to  mourn : 
'Twas  blow  for  blow,  disputing  inch  by  inch, 

For  one  would  not  retreat,  nor  t'other  flinch. 

LXXVUI. 

Another  column  also  suffer'd  much  : — 

And  here  we  may  remark  with  the  historian, 

You  should  but  give  few  cartridges  to  such 

Troopsas  .ire  meant  to  march  with  greatest  glory  on : 
When  matters  must  be  carried  by  the  touch 

Of  the  bright  bayonet,  and  they  all  should  hurryon, 
They  sometimes,  with  a hankering  for  existence, 
Keep  merely  firing  at  a foolish  distance. 

LXXIX. 

A junction  of  the  General  Meknop'i  men 

(Without  the  General,  who  had  fiUlen  tome  time 
Before,  being  badly  seconded  just  then) 

Was  made  at  length  with  those  who  darctl  to  climb 
The  death-<li.'igorging  rampart  once  again ; 

And  though  the  Turk's  resistance  was  sublime, 
They  took  the  bastion,  which  the  Scraskier 
Defended  at  a price  extremely  dear.  1 > 

LXXX. 

Juan  and  Johnson,  anti  some  volunteers 

Among  the  foremost,  offiT’d  him  good  quarter, 

A word  which  little  suits  with  Seruskiers, 

Or  at  least  suited  not  this  valiant  Tartar. 

He  died,  dcsenlng  well  his  coimtry's  tears, 

A savage  sort  of  military  raartyT. 

An  English  naval  officer,  who  wish’d 
To  make  him  prisoner,  was  also  dish’d : 

et  firmi  deux  sorties  par  let  aaflet  saillans  dcs  baitloni.“-> 
Hilt,  de  la  N.  R.  Com.  ii.  p.  213.) 

" [“  Alors,  le  trouvant  prise  en  queue,  die  fUt  ^rasee ; ce> 
penoant  1«  LleuteoanKolond  Yesouikoi,  qui  coimnondait  la 
reserve  eompoi/e  d'ua  bataillon  du  regiment  de  Poloik,  tra- 
versa  le  foss^  lur  le«  cadavres  dee  Kozaks.  /6m/. 

p.  212.) 

* [ . . . “ eC  extermlna  tuus  les  Turcs  qu'il  eut  «u  t6te : co 
brave  bomme  fut  tue  pendant  I’actlon.'*—  Ibid.  p.  213.) 

f“  L’autrc  partie  des  Kozaks,  qu’Orlow  commamlalt, 
soiiurit  de  la  miniere  la  plus  cruelie  t die  attaqua  A mAlulcs 
reprises,  futiouvent  reptxmee.  etperdlt  let  deux  tiers  de  son 
monde.  Et  e'est  Irl  lo  lieu  de  placer  unc  observation,  que 
nous  prennns  dans  let  infmolres  qui  nous  guidsr.t ; die  fait 
remarquer  comblen  il  e*t  mal  vu  de  donner  bcaucoup  de  car- 
touches  auK  toldata  qui  dulvent  emporter  un  noste  de  vlve 
force,  ct  par  consequent  oCtU  hainnnette  doit  pnnrip.vlement 
agtr ; ill  pensent  ne  devoir  se  serv  ir  de  cette  demlere  arme. 
q^ue  lursque  les  cartntiches  sont  epuUves:  dans  cette  persua- 
sion. Us  retardent  leur  marchc,  et  restent  plus  long-temps  ex* 
posC-s  au  canon  et  A la  mltraiUcde  renncmL''^/6M/.  p 214.] 
n [**  La  Jonctloo  do  la  coloime  de  Meknop.~(le  g<‘n6ral 
^tant  mal  second^  fut  tutl)  — sVtant  effretu^  .ivec  cdic  qui 
ravolsinalt.  ces  colounes  attaquArent  un  bastion,  et  fpruu- 
vbrent  mi  resistance  oplnUtre ; mail  blentAt  des  cris  de  vie- 
toire  se  foot  entendre  oe  toute\ parts,  et  le  bastion  est  eropor- 
le  seraskJcr  d^feodalt  cette  |<arUe.*'*«-/6id.  p 214.) 
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LXXXI. 

' For  all  the  answer  to  his  proposition 

I Was  from  a pUtoUshot  that  laid  him  dead  ; i 
On  which  the  rest,  without  more  Intermission, 

II  Began  to  lay  about  with  steel  and  lead  — 
j The  pious  metals  most  In  requisition 

' ; On  such  occasions ; not  a single  head 

J’  Was  spared;  — three  thousand  Moslems  perish’d  here, 

ti  And  sixteen  bayonets  pierced  the  Seraskier.  ^ 


i' 

ii 


I 


ll 


Lxxxn. 

The  city’s  taken  — only  part  by  part  — 

And  Death  Is  drunk  with  gore  j there’s  not  a street 
Where  fights  not  to  the  last  some  desperate  heart 
For  those  for  whom  It  soon  shall  cea>c  to  beat.  * 
Here  War  forgot  his  own  destructive  art 
In  more  destroying  Nature ; and  the  heat 
Of  carnage,  like  the  Nile’s  sun-sodden  slime, 
Engender’d  monstrous  shapes  of  every  crime. 

LXXXIII. 

A Russian  officer,  in  martial  tread 
Over  a heap  of  bodies,  felt  his  heel 
Seised  fast,  as  if ’t  were  by  the  serpent’s  head 

Wliose  fangs  Eve  taught  her  human  seed  to  feel ; 
In  vain  he  kick'd,  and  swore,  and  writhed,  and  bled. 
And  howl'd  for  help  as  wolves  do  for  a meal  — 
The  teeth  stilt  kept  their  gratifying  bold. 

As  do  the  subtle  snakes  described  of  old. 


I LXXXVTI.  ‘ 

The  city’s  taken,  but  not  render'd ! — No  1 
There's  not  a Moslem  that  hath  yielded  sword: 

The  WchmI  may  gosh  out,  as  the  Danube's  flow 
Rolls  by  the  city  wall ; but  deed  nor  wonl 
Acknowledge  augbt  of  dread  of  death  or  foe : 

In  vain  the  yell  of  victory  Is  roar'd 
By  the  advancing  Muscovite  — the  groan 
Of  the  last  foe  is  echoed  by  his  own. 

LXXXVIIL 

The  bayonet  pierces  and  the  sabre  cleaves, 

And  human  lives  are  lavish'd  everywhere, 

As  the  year  closing  whirls  the  scarlet  leaves 
When  the  stripp'd  forest  bows  to  the  bleak  air. 

And  gntans;  and  thus  the  peopled  city  grieves. 

Shorn  of  Its  best  and  loveliest,  and  left  bare ; 

But  still  it  falls  In  vast  and  awftil  splinters. 

As  oaks  blown  down  with  all  their  thousand  winters.  ! 

LXXXIX.  ! 

It  is  an  awful  topic  — but 't  Is  not 
My  cue  for  any  time  to  be  terrific  : 

For  checker'd  as  Is  seen  our  human  lot  I 

With  good,  and  bad,  and  worse,  alike  prolific 
Of  melancholy  merriment,  to  quote  • 

Too  much  of  one  sort  would  be  sopjriflc  ; — ( 

Without,  or  with,  offence  to  friends  or  foes,  j 

I sketch  your  world  exactly  as  it  goes.  I 


I LXXXIV. 

: A dying  Moslem,  who  had  felt  the  foot 
I Of  a foe  o'er  him,  snatch’d  at  it,  and  bit 
The  very  tendon  which  is  most  acute  — 

(That  which  »ome  andent  Muse  or  modem  wit 
Named  after  thee,  Achilles)  and  quite  through  *1 
He  made  the  teeth  meet,  nor  relinquish'd  It 
Even  with  his  life — for  (but  they  lie)  'tls  said 
To  the  live  leg  still  clung  the  sever'd  head. 

LXXXV. 

llnwcver  this  may  bo,  ’tis  pretty  sure 
Tile  Russian  officer  for  life  was  lamed. 

For  the  Turk's  teeth  stuck  faster  than  a skewrr, 
.And  left  him  *mldst  the  invalid  and  maim’d : 
The  regimental  surgeon  could  not  cure 
HU  patient,  and  perhaps  was  to  be  blamed 
More  than  the  bead  of  the  inveterate  foe. 

Which  was  cut  off,  and  scarce  even  then  let  go. 

1 LXXXVI. 

But  then  the  fact 's  a fact  — and  't  is  the  part 
Of  a true  poet  to  escape  from  fiction 
Whene’er  he  can;  for  there  Is  little  art 
'•  In  leaving  verse  more  free  firora  the  restriction 
>1  Of  truth  than  prose,  unless  to  suit  the  mart 
I For  wlut  is  sometimes  called  poetic  diction, 
l<  And  that  outrageous  appetite  for  lies 
j|  Which  Satan  angles  with  for  souls,  like  flies. 


And  one  good  action  In  the  mulst  of  crimes 

Is  “ quite  refreshing,”  in  the  affected  phrase  i 

Of  these  ambrosial,  Pharisaic  times, 

With  all  their  pretty  milk-and>w,ater  ways,  ^ 

And  may  serve  therefore  to  bedew  the.»e  rhymes,  ! 

A little  scorch'd  at  present  with  the  blaxe 
Of  conquest  and  its  consequences,  which 
Make  epic  poesy  so  rare  and  rich. 

XCL 

Upon  a taken  bution,  where  there  lav  ! 

Thousands  of  slaughter'd  men,  a yet  warm  group  ' 
Of  murder’d  women,  who  had  found  their  way  ‘ 

To  this  vain  refuge,  made  the  good  heart  droop  ' 
And  shudder;— while,  as  beautiful  as  May,  ' 

A female  child  of  ten  years  tried  to  stoop  ' 

And  hide  her  little  palpitating  breast  . 

Amidst  the  bodies  lull’d  in  bloody  rest.*  i 

xcir.  I 

< Two  villanous  Couacques  pursued  the  child  j 

‘ With  flashing  eyes  and  weapons:  match'd  with 
I them, 

i The  rudest  brute  that  roams  Siberia’s  wild  > 

Has  feelings  pure  and  polUb'd  as  a gem,  — j 

The  bear  is  civilised,  the  wolf  is  mild  ; I 

And  whom  for  this  at  last  must  we  condemn  ? 

Their  natures  7 or  their  sovereigns,  who  employ 

All  arts  to  teach  tbetr  suluects  to  destroy  ? ^ 


• f . . . “ un  ofBder  de  msrlae  Anglolt.  mil  le  Csire  pri- 
sonoirr.  et  ree»H  un  coup  de  pUtoIet  qui  rctcudruidcmort” 
^Uut.  tUlaH.H.  p.riij 


I s U*  I.e«  Hiiism  potsent  trois  mfllc  Turn  au  fil  de  ; 
I seiie  haiotmettes  percent  i U foil  le  serukler.  **— 

' P.  214.1 


* [••  Lv  vllio  e»l  etnportie:  IMmace  de  U mort  ct  de  la 
dMtructlim  *e  repr^-sente  de  tout  le*  cAtes  ; le  loldat  fUrieux 

n’ccuiitv  plu*  U voix  de  *es  offlclun.  11  DC  mptro  que  le 


camaxe;  aitir6  de  sana.  tout  est  iodiffereot  pour  Ud.”—  ,i 
Hut.de  la  H.  li-  p.  214.]  ‘ 

4 (**  it  taurai  la  vie  d une  fille  dr  dlx  am,  dont  I'lnnocmre  I 
el  la  candcur  formalrnt  un  eontratte  blen  tVappart  arec  la  i 
rage  de  tout  cequi  m'envirnnnalt.  En  arrirant  *ur  le  haailon  | 
oti  comroenca  le  canMge.  J'appercui  uu  rroupe  de  quatre 
rctnmet  6gorgrr«.  entre  Ickquellcti  cet  en&il,  d’une  figure  ' 
rharmante,  rhercbalt  on  aaile  centre  la  fureur  de  driix  Ko-  -] 
x-kks  quf  ^lem  *ur  le  point  de  la  ma<uarrer.''.~I>r''  os  || 
lUcnsLiEC.  bee //if/,  dr  M /'lut.  tom.  ill.  p.  ?17.]  | 
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XCIU. 

Their  sabres  glitter’d  o’er  her  little  head, 

Whence  her  fair  hair  rose  twining  with  affright. 
Her  hidden  face  was  plunged  amidst  the  dead  : 
When  Juan  caught  a glimpse  of  this  sad  sight, 

I shall  not  say  exactly  what  he  sau/, 

Becauiie  it  might  not  solace  *'  ears  polite 
But  what  he  did^  was  to  lay  on  their  backs, 

The  readiest  way  of  reasoning  with  Cossacques. 

xerv. 

One’s  hip  be  stash’d,  and  spilt  the  other’s  shoulder. 
And  drove  them  with  their  brutal  yells  to  seek 
If  there  might  be  chirurgeons  who  could  solder 
The  wo'inds  they  richly  merited  *,  and  shriek 
Their  baffled  rage  and  pain  ; while  waxing  colder 
As  be  turn’d  o’er  each  pale  and  gory  cheek, 

Don  Juan  raised  bis  litth  captive  from 
The  heap  a moment  more  had  made  her  tomb. 

XCV. 

And  she  was  chill  as  they,  and  on  her  f:ice 
A slender  streak  of  blood  announced  bow  near 
Her  fate  had  been  to  that  of  all  her  race; 

For  the  same  blow  which  laid  her  mother  here 
Had  scarr’d  her  brow,  and  left  its  crimson  trace. 

As  the  last  link  with  all  she  had  held  dear;* 
But  else  unhurt,  she  open'd  herlargeeyes. 

And  gased  on  Juan  with  a wild  surprise. 

XCVL 

Just  at  this  instant,  while  their  eyes  were  fix’d 
r|H>n  each  other,  with  dilated  glance. 

In  Juan's  look,  pain,  pleasure,  hope,  fear,  mix'd 
With  Joy  to  save,  and  dread  of  some  mischance 
Cnto  his  protegee ; while  hers,  transfix’d 
With  Infant  terrors,  glared  as  from  a trance, 

A pure,  tramiparent,  pale,  yet  radiant  face, 

Like  to  a lighted  alaba<(tcr  vase ; — 

XeVIL 

Up  came  John  Johnson  (I  will  not  say  **  JacA,” 

For  that  were  vulgar,  cold,  and  common-place 
On  great  occasions,  such  as  an  attack 

On  cities,  as  hath  been  the  prcj>cnt  ca5e)t 
Up  Johnson  came,  with  hundreds  at  his  back, 
Kxclaiming  : — “Juan  I Juan  ! On,  boy!  brace 
Tour  arm,  and  I ’ll  bet  Moscow  to  a dollar, 

That  you  and  1 will  win  St.  George’s  collar.  < 
XCVIII. 

**  The  Sera-iklcr  Is  knock'd  upon  the  head. 

But  the  stone  bastion  still  remains,  wherein 
The  old  Pacha  sits  among  some  hundreds  dead, 
Smoking  his  pipe  quite  calmly  'midst  the  din 
Of  our  artillery  and  his  own  : ’tls  said 
Our  kill’d,  already  piled  up  to  the  chin, 

Lie  round  the  battery  ; but  still  it  batters. 

And  grape  in  volleys,  like  a vineyard,  scatters. 

XCIX. 

“ Then  np  with  me  I”  — But  Juan  answer’d,  "Look 
Upon  this  child  — I saved  her  — must  not  leave 
Her  life  to  chance  ; but  point  me  out  some  nook 
Of  safety,  where  she  less  may  shrink  and  grieve, 


And  1 am  with  you.’*  — Whereon  Johnson  took 
A glance  around  — andshrugg'd — and  twitch'd  hit 
sleeve 

And  black  silk  neckloth— and  replied,  “ You’re  right; 
Poor  thing ! what’s  to  be  done  ? I 'm  pusxled  quite." 

C. 

S^d  Juan  — “ \^'hatsoever  is  to  be 

Done,  1 11  not  quit  her  till  she  seems  secure  | 

Of  present  life  a good  deal  more  than  wc."  — 

t^uoth  Johnson  — **  Seithtr  will  I quite  insure;  i 
But  at  the  least  you  may  die  gloriously.’’—  1 

Juan  replied  — “At  least  1 will  endure  ! 

Whate'er  is  to  be  borne  — but  not  resign 
This  child,  who  is  parentless,  and  therefore  mine." 

Cl. 

Johnson  said  — "Juan,  we’ve  no  time  to  lose  ; 

The  child's  a pretty  child  — a very  pretty  — 

1 never  saw  such  eyes  — but  hark  1 now  choose 

Between  your  fame  and  feelings,  pride  and  pity: 

Hark ! how  the  roar  increases  1 — no  excuse 

Will  serve  when  there  U plunder  In  a city ; 

I sliuuld  be  loath  to  march  without  you,  but. 

By  God  1 we  ’ll  be  too  late  for  the  first  cut." 

CIL 

But  Juan  was  Immovable ; until 
Johnson,  who  really  loved  him  in  bis  way. 

Pick’d  out  amongst  his  followers  with  some  skill  i 
Such  ts  he  thought  the  least  given  up  to  prey  ; 

.\nd  swearing  if  the  infant  came  to  ill 

That  they  should  all  be  shot  on  the  next  day ; 

But  if  she  were  deliver'd  safe  and  sound. 

They  should  at  least  have  fifty  rubles  round, 

CIU. 

And  all  allowances  besides  of  plunder  ! 

In  fair  proportion  with  their  comrades;  — then  ' 
Juan  consented  to  march  on  through  thunder,  * 

Which  thinn’d  at  every  step  their  ranks  of  men  ; j 
Anil  yet  the  rest  rush'd  eagerly  — no  wonder,  i 

For  they  were  heated  by  the  hope  of  gain,  | 

\ thing  which  happens  everywhere  each  day—  ■ 
No  hero  tnuteth  wholly  to  half  pay. 

CIV. 

And  such  Is  victory,  and  such  is  man  ! 

At  least  nine  tenths  of  what  w-c  call  so : — Oo<! 

May  have  another  name  for  half  we  scan 
As  human  beings,  or  bis  ways  arc  odd. 

But  to  our  sut^ect : a brave  Tartar  khan  — 

Or  " sultan,"  as  the  author  (to  whose  nod 
In  jirose  I bend  my  bumble  verse)  doth  call 
Tills  chieftain  — somehow  would  not  yield  at  all  t 

CV. 

But  flank’d  by/ee  brave  sons  (such  Is  polygamy, 

That  she  spawns  wrarriors  by  the  score,  wuen.*  none 
Arc  prosecuted  for  that  false  crime  bigamy). 

He  never  would  believe  the  city  won 
While  courage  dung  but  to  a single  twig.  — Am  I 
Describing  Priam’s,  Pclcus’,  or  Jove's  son  ? 

Neither — but  a good,  plain,  old,  temperate  mun,  . 
Who  fought  with  his  five  children  In  the  van,  * 


' Bui  ncrer  mention  hell  to  ear*  polUe."— -Poml] 

V (•*  Ce  spocuci®  n’attlra  bientOt.  et  J®  n’hetlUi  pa*, 
coinme  on  peut  le  croire,  i prendre  entre  m«n  bra*  ertte  In- 
fi>rtun<’B.  qu®  let  bArturri  voulalenl  jr  pourfiilvre  eneoro. 
J'eo*  bien  d©  la  peliie  A me  retenlr  et  i ne  pa*  fiercer  ces  mi- 
serable* du  tabre  que  j©  tenaii  *u«iK-ndu  »ur  leur  teta:_je 
me  cunienui  cepeodant  de  le*  eloljfiier.  non  mo*  leur  pro- 
digu<^f  iei  coup*  ec  le*  injure*  qu'ii*  .mcritaient.  . . . 

HiCKKLIKC.} 


*[•*...  J eu*  le  ptaliir  d’apwreeToIr  qu©  ma  pellte  pri- 
tonulcre  n'avait  d'autre  mal  qu^une  coupure  Icgdre  que  lul 
aralt  failr  au  ritage  Ic  nieine  ler  qul  atalt  perce  sa  mere.**  — 
Uiciieuti'.] 

* A Ru»iian  military  order.  ' 

* (•'  I.e  luiton  p^rit  dan*  I’aetlon  en  brave  homme,  dign©  i 
d un  mciUeur  deitin  i c«  ful  lut  qui  rallia  Ic*  Tore*  lortque 
I'ennrmi  p^^tra  dan*  le  pUce:  ce  tultan,  d un®  valeur  j 
6prouYK,  aurpastalt  en  g/n^oilU  le®  plus  eiviiuis  Ue  «a  , 
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CVI. 

To  taie  him  was  the  point — The  truly  brave, 

\rhen  they  behold  the  brave  oppress'd  with  odds 
Are  touch'd  with  a desire  to  shield  and  save ; 

A mixfure  of  wild  ltea»L*  atid  demtgods 
Arc  they —now  furious  as  the  sweeping  wave. 

Now  moved  with  pity  : even  as  sometimes  inxis 
The  rugged  tree  unto  the  summer  wind, 

Com]»assion  breathes  along  the  savage  mind. 

evil. 

But  be  would  not  be  luArit,  and  replied 
To  all  the  proportions  of  surrender 
By  mowing  Christians  down  on  every  side, 

As  obstinate  as  Swedish  Charles  at  Bender.  > 

His  five  brave  boys  no  Ins  the  foe  detled ; 

Whereon  the  llusslan  pathos  grew  less  tender. 

As  being  a virtue,  like  terrestrial  patience. 

Apt  to  wear  out  on  tritUiig  provocations. 

cvm. 

And  spite  of  Johnson  and  of  Juan,  who 
Expended  all  their  Extern  phraseology 
In  begging  him,  for  God’s  sake,  just  to  show 
So  much  less  fight  as  might  form  an  apology 
For  tkrm  In  saving  such  a desperate  foe  — ■ 

He  hew’d  away,  like  doctors  of  theology 
When  they  dispute  with  sceptics ; and  with  curses 
Struck  at  his  friends,  as  babies  boat  their  nurses. 

CIX. 

Nay,  he  had  wounded,  though  but  slightly,  both 
Juan  and  Johnson  ; whereupon  they  fell, 

The  flm  with  sighs,  the  second  with  an  twth. 

Upon  his  angry  sultan^hip,  pcU-mcll, 

And  all  around  were  grown  exceeding  wroth 
At  such  a pertinacious  infidel, 

And  i»our'd  upon  him  and  hb  sons  like  rain, 

Which  they  resisted  like  a sandy  plain 

CX. 

That  drinks  and  still  Is  dry.  At  last  they  perish'd  — 
HU  second  son  was  levcll'd  by  a Khot ; 

His  thinl  was  sabred;  :md  the  fourth,  mwt  cherish’d 
Of  all  the  five,  on  bayonets  met  hU  lot ; 

The  fifth,  whfj,  by  a Christian  mother  nourish'd, 
ll.vd  been  neglected,  ilUused,  and  whnt  not. 
Because  deform’d,  yet  dlc<l  all  game  and  bottom, 

To  save  a sire  who  blush’d  that  he  begot  him. 

CXI. 

The  eldest  was  a true  and  tameless  Tartar, 

As  great  a scomcr  of  the  Naaanme 
As  ever  Mahomet  pick’d  out  for  a martyr, 

Who  only  saw  the  black-cyed  girls  in  green, 

^Vho  make  the  Iwds  of  those  who  won’t  take  quarter 
On  earth,  in  ParadUe  ; and  when  once  seen, 
ThoM?  houris,  like  all  other  pretty  creatures. 

Do  just  wbale’er  they  please,  by  dint  of  features. 

CXII. 

And  what  they  pleased  to  do  with  the  young  khan 
In  heaven  1 know  nut,  nor  pretend  to  gxicss  ; 

But  doubtless  they  prt'fer  a fine  young  man 
To  totigh  old  heroes,  and  can  do  no  les« ; 


And  that  *s  the  cause  no  doubt  why,  if  we  scan 
\ field  of  battle's  ghastly  wiidcme»<. 

For  one  rough,  weather-beaten,  veteran  lK>dy, 

You  *11  And  ten  thousand  handsome  coxcombs  bloody. 

C.MII. 

Your  houris  also  have  a nulural  pleasure 
In  lopping  off  your  lately  married  men, 

Before  the  bridal  hours  have  danced  their  measure. 
And  the  sad,  second  moon  grows  dim  again. 

Or  dull  repentance  hath  had  dreaiy  leisure 
To  wish  him  back  a bachelor  now  and  then : 

And  thus  your  houri  (it  may  be)  disputes 
Of  these  brief  blos&oms  the  immediate  fruits. 

CXIV. 

Thus  the  young  khan,  with  houris  In  hU  sight. 
Thought  not  upon  the  charms  of  four  young  brides. 
But  bravely  rush’d  on  his  first  heavenly  night. 

In  short,  howe'er  oar  better  faith  derides. 

These  black-eyed  virgins  make  the  Moslems  fight. 

As  though  there  were  one  heaven  and  nunc  be- 
sides,— 

'Vhen*as  If  all  be  true  we  hear  of  heaven 
And  hell,  there  mu:>t  at  least  be  six  or  seven. 

cxv. 

So  fully  flx«h'd  the  phantom  on  his  eyes. 

That  when  the  very  lance  was  in  his  heart. 

He  shouted  **  Allah ! **  and  saw  Paradise 
With  all  its  veil  of  mystery  drawn  apart. 

.\nd  bright  eternity  without  disguise 

On  his  soul,  like  a ceaseless  sunrise,  dart  : — 

With  prophets,  houris,  angels,  sainta,  descried 
In  one  voluptuous  blaze,  — and  then  he  died 

CXVI. 

But  with  a heavenly  rapture  on  hU  face. 

The  good  old  kban,  who  long  had  ceased  to  see 
Houris  or  aught  except  his  florid  race, 

Who  grew  like  cedars  round  him  gloriously  — 
he  beheld  hU  latest  hero  grace 
The  earth,  which  he  became  like  a fell’d  tree. 
Paused  for  a moment  from  the  fight,  and  cast 
A glance  on  that  slain  son,  his  first  and  last. 

CXVII. 

The  soldiers,  who  beheld  him  drop  bli  |>oint. 

Stopp'd  as  If  once  more  willing  to  concede  " 

Quarter,  in  case  he  bade  them  not  “ aroynt ! ” 

As  he  l)cfore  had  done.  He  did  not  heed 
Their  pause  nor  signs:  his  heart  was  out  of  joint. 

And  shook  (till  now  unshaken)  like  a reed. 

As  he  look’d  down  upon  his  children  gone. 

And  felt  — though  done  with  life  — he  was  alone.  ^ 

CXVIII. 

But  'twa.s  a transient  tremor:  — with  a spring 
Upon  the  Russian  .steel  his  breast  be  flung. 

As  carelessly  as  hurls  the  moth  her  wing 

Against  ^e  light  wherein  she  dies  : he  dung 
Closer,  that  all  tlie  deadlier  they  might  wring, 

Unto  the  bayonets  which  had  pierced  bis  young ; 
.And  throwing  back  a dim  l(x>k  on  his  sons, 

In  one  wide  wound  i>our'd  forth  his  soul  at  once. 


nation  : dnq  de  ie«  fils  ramlMttaient  £ se<  rdtts,  il  let  vn-  i rrsurily  at  variance  with  all  the  ministers  of  the  Porte."  — 
couragrait  par  son  exetnple."  — //fit.  dc  la  -V.  It,  tom.  Ul.  ! Voltaibe.] 

P- ''***■)  • * t"  Ces  cinq  fils  ftirent  tons  tu6s  sous  cm  reux:  It  ne 

I [*'  At  Hcmler.  after  the  fAtal  battle  nf  PultAwa.  Charles  j cetia  point  de  se  baltre,  repondlt  par  des  coups  de  sabre  aux 
gave  a proof  of  that  unreasonablr  obstinacy,  which 'iccasioncd  < propositions  de  se  rendre,  et  ne  fut  attelnt  du  roup  morud 
^1  his  Tnisfortimes  in  Turkey.  When  advised  to  write  to  the  qu'  fg>res  avoir  abaitu  de  >a  main  beaucoup  de  Koraks  des 
grand  rtzler,  accordluj  to  the  ettstoin  of  tlie  Turks,  he  said  it  plus  acharncs  >1  so  prise  ; Ic  reste  de  sa  troupe  fut  massacre. ’* 
v.as  beneath  his  dignity.  The  same  obstinacy  placed  him  ne-  . — ffisi.  de  la  N.R.  p.  UIA] 
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CANTO  VIII.  DON  JUAN.  U95 


CXIX.  I 

*TU  stTiinKe  enough  — the  rough,  tough  toldlers,  1 

who  I 

Spared  neither  sex  nor  age  In  their  career  | 

Of  caniagi*,  when  this  old  man  was  pierced  through, 
And  lay  before  them  with  bU  children  near,  ■ 

Touch'd  by  the  heroUni  of  him  they  slew.  j 

Were  melted  for  a moment ; though  no  tear  j 

Flow'd  from  their  bloodshot  eyes,  all  red  with  strife,  I 
They  honour’d  such  dctennlni'd  scorn  of  life.  j 

cxx. 

But  the  stone  bastion  still  kept  up  Its  fire,  [ 

Where  the  chief  pacha  calmly  held  his  iK»t:  i 

Some  twenty  times  he  made  the  Uu'is  retire,  * 

And  bathed  the  assaults  of  all  their  host ; 

At  length  he  condescended  to  inquire  j 

If  yet  the  city’s  rest  were  won  or  l«>st ; 1 

And  being  told  the  latter,  sent  a bey  1 

To  answer  Ribas’  summons  to  give  way.  > 


exxiv. 

If  here  and  there  some  transient  trait  of  pity  I 

Was  sbowrn,  and  some  more  noble  heart  broke  through  ' 
Its  bloody  bond,  and  saved,  perhaps,  some  pretty  I 
Child,  or  an  aged,  helpless  man  or  two  — 

What's  this  In  one  annlhiiated  city,  | 

^^'here  thousand  loves,  and  ties,  and  duties  grew  7 I 
Cockneys  of  London  1 Mu^cadins  of  Paris  I i 

Just  ponder  what  a pious  pastime  war  is.  I 

exxv. 

Think  how  the  Joyi  of  reading  a Gasette 
Are  purchased  by  all  agonies  and  crimes : 

Or  if  these  do  not  move  you,  don’t  forget 
Such  doom  may  be  your  own  in  after-times. 
Meantime  the  Taxes,  Castlereagh,  and  Debt, 

Are  hints  as  good  as  sermons,  or  m rhymes. 

Head  your  own  hearts  and  Ireland’s  present  slor)*, 

'Fhen  feed  her  fkmine  fat  with  Wellesley's  glory. 

CXXVL  , 


CXXI. 

j In  the  mean  time,  cross-legg’d,  with  grc.at  sang-froid, 
I .Vmong  (he  scorching  r.iins  he  siit  smoking 
Tobacco  on  a little  car|>et ; — Troy 
I Saw  nothing  like  the  scene  around  ; — yet  looking 
With  martial  stoicism,  nought  seem’d  to  annoy 
; Uis  stem  philosophy  ; but  gently  stroking 
I His  beard,  he  puff’d  bis  pipe's  ambrosial  gales, 

As  if  he  had  three  lives,  as  well  as  tails.  * 


But  still  there  is  unto  a imtriot  nation, 

\\'hlch  loves  HO  well  its  country  and  Its  king, 

A subject  of  sublimest  exultation  — 

Bear  It,  ye  Muses,  on  your  brightest  wing  I 
Howe’er  the  mighty  locust.  Desolation, 

Strip  your  green  fields  and  to  your  hars  ests  cling. 

Gaunt  f^lne  never  shall  approach  the  throne 

Though  Ireland  starve,  great  George  weighs  twenty 
stone. 


j CXXII. 

j The  town  was  taken  — whether  he  might  yield 
Himself  or  bastion,  little  matter'd  now : 

His  stubborn  valour  was  no  future  shiehl. 

' Ismail ’s  no  more  1 The  croscent’s  silver  Iww 
Sunk,  and  the  crimson  cross  glared  o’er  the  field, 
But  red  with  no  redeenung  gore  : the  glow 
I Of  burning  streets  like  moonlight  on  the  water, 

I Was  imaged  back  in  blood,  the  sea  of  slaugbUT. 

CXXIII. 

^ All  that  the  mind  would  shrink  from  of  excesses; 
All  that  the  body  perpetrates  of  bad ; 

All  that  we  read,  hear,  di-eam,  of  man's  dlstresseH ; 

All  that  the  devil  would  do  if  run  stark  mod ; 
All  that  defies  the  worst  which  pen  exprexses ; 

I All  by  which  hell  is  pet>plcd,  or  as  sad 
, As  hell  mere  mortals  who  their  power  abu<e  — 
Was  here  (as  heretofore  and  since)  let  loose.  ^ 


c.xxvn. 

But  let  me  put  an  end  unto  my  theme : 

There  was  an  end  of  Ismail  — hapless  town  1 
Far  flash'd  her  burning  towers  o’er  Danube's  streiun. 
And  redly  ran  his  blushing  waters  down. 

The  horrid  war-whoop  and  the  shriller  scream 
I Rose  still ; but  fainter  were  the  thunders  grown  : 

; Of  fi>rty  thousand  who  had  maim’d  the  wall, 
i Some  hundrixU  breathed — the  rest  were  silent  all!* 

I CXXVIir. 

! In  one  thing  ne'erthcless ’t  is  fit  to  praise 
The  Russian  army  uj>on  this  occasion, 

A virtue  much  in  fashion  now-a-days. 

And  therefore  worthy  of  commemoration : 

‘J'hc  topic’s  tender,  so  shall  be  my  phrase — 

Perhaps  the  season’s  chill,  and  their  long  station 
In  winter’s  depth,  or  want  of  rest  and  victual. 

Had  made  them  chaste;  — they  ravish’d  very  little. 


* ["  Qu^ue  les  Kuiw«  fuueot  repandui  dam  la  rille,  ]o 
i bastion  de  plerre  rcflstait  encore ; il  ctait  dcfendii  par  un 
TiefUsrd.pacba  i truU  queues,  ft  rommaodant  let  forvet  rc- 
unici  .1  Ismael.  Un  lui  proposa  one  capitulation;  U de- 
man  da  li  le  reste  de  ta  Tiltr  ctait  cnnquls ; sur  cette  r6- 
ponse,  II  aulorisa  quelques-uns  dr  rt**  offlHers  i capituler 
avec  M.  de  Kibas.'*—  df  la  S',  /t.  p.  2IA.] 

> r“  Pendant  cc  coUisque,  U rcsta^tendusurdi'stapls  places 
■ur  let  mines  d«  la  forten^se.  rmnaiit  sa  pipe  arec  la  m^e 
(raxsquillitA  ci  la  mime  indilTi-rence  q'le  sil  eiit  Stranger 
a tout  ce  qui  se  passalt."— 76/d.  p.  !215.j 
s [So  man  could  describethc  horrors  which  ensued.  The 
ferocious  victors,  instead  of  being  struck  with  atlmiration  or 
I respect  by  the  noble  defence  of  the  brave  xarrlion,  were  so 
I enraged  at  the  great  slaughter  of  their  fellows  which  had 
I taken  place,  that  no  bounds  cciild  be  prescrihni  to  the  excess 
^ of  their  l^ry.  All  order  and  command  seem  to  have  been 
entirely  at  an  end  during  the  horrors  of  that  terrible  night : 
the  otBcers  could  neitlier  restrain  the  slaughter,  nor  prevent 
the  general  plunder,  lo.'ule  by  the  lawless  and  ferrKious  sol- 
diers. Thousands  of  the  I'urks.  Incapable  of  enduring  the  i 
sight  of  the  horrid  scenes  of  destruction  in  w hieh  all  that  was  i 
dear  to  them  was  Invutvvd,  rti>hed  dnsperately  upon  th  I 
bayonets  of  the  enemy,  in  order  to  shorten  their  miser  I 


while  those  who  could  reach  the  Danube  threw  themselvn 
headlong  Into  it  for  the  same  purpose.  The  streets  and  pass- 
ages  were  so  choked  by  the  heaps  of  dead  and  dying  bodies 
which  lay  in  them,  as  conslderalily  ui  Impede  the  progress  of 
the  victors  in  their  eager  search  for  plunder.  Da.  Xmu- 
asMct,  ra  Ann.  Rtg.  /or  1791.} 

* On  ^gorgea  indistinrtement.  on  saccagea  la  place ; et 
la  rage  dii  vainqueur  so  renandit  romme  un  torrent  furieux 
qul  a renverse  tes  digues  nul  le  retenaient : persoime  obtlnt  de 

Sacc,  et  trenU  kuu  mtlU  kuil  emt  sof/wnte  Turcs  pvrirent 
ns  cette  journ^e  de  sang."—.  Hi$t.  de  la  .Vowv.  Huuie,  tom. 
ill.  P.  VI4. 

*■  Among  those  who  fell  were  a number  of  the  bravest, 
most  experienced,  and  renowned  commanders  in  the  Turkish 
armies,  hix  or  seven  Tartar  prioces.  of  the  Illustrious  Une  I 
of  Gberai,  likewise  perished  with  the  rest.  A few  hundreds  | 
of  prisoners  were  preserved,  to  serve  as  melancholy  riK-orcirrs  i 
and  witnesses  of  the  destruction  which  they  had  beheld,  tn 
ccHisequence  of  an  accurate  Inquiry  set  nn  t'nothvan  Ottoman 
commander  of  rank,  it  appears  that  the  witole  number  of 
Turks,  who  perished  in  the  slaughter  of  Ismail,  amounted  j 
to  thirty-eight  thmuand  elglit  hundred  and  sixteen." Da-  1 
LAVHXXCg.]  I 
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I cxxix. 

I Much  diil  they  s!ay,  more  plunder,  and  no  less 
I Might  here  and  there  occur  some  violation 
, In  the  other  line  ; — but  not  to  such  cxw.*»s 
As  when  the  French,  that  dissiiJateil  nation, 

I Take  towns  by  storm : no  causes  can  1 guess, 

Except  cold  weather  and  commiwration } 

But  ait  the  ladli^s,  save  some  twenty  score. 

Were  almost  as  much  virgins  as  before. 

i exxx. 

j Some  odd  mistakes,  too,  happen'd  in  the  dark, 
j Wlilch  show'd  a want  of  lanterns,  ur  of  Uste  — 
j Indeed  the  smoke  was  such  they  scarce  could  mark 
Their  friends  from  foes  — besides  such  things  from 
Occur,  though  rarely,  when  there  is  a sjmrk  [haste 
Of  light  to  save  the  venerably  chaste: 

But  six  old  danwls,  each  of  seventy  years, 

Were  all  deflower’d  by  different  grenadiers. 

cxxxr. 

But  on  the  whole  their  continence  was  great ; 

So  that  some  disainndntmcnt  there  ensucil 
To  those  who  had  felt  the  Inconvenient  state 
Of  “ single  blessedness,”  and  thought  It  good 
(Since  It  was  not  their  fault,  but  only  fate, 

To  bear  these  cnKscs)  for  each  waning  prude 
To  make  a Roman  sort  of  Sabine  wedding. 

Without  the  expense  and  the  suspense  of  bedding. 

CXXXll. 

Some  voices  of  the  buxom  middle-aged 
Were  also  heard  to  wonder  in  the  din 
(Widows  of  forty  were  thest*  birds  bmg  caged) 

" VTiercfore  the  ravishing  did  not  Ifcgin  : ” 

But  while  the  thirst  for  gore  and  plunder  nged. 
There  was  small  leisure  for  su|terfluous  sin  ; 

But  whether  they  escaped  or  no.  lies  hid 
In  darkness — I can  only  hoi>e  they  did. 


cxxxv. 

He  wrote  this  Polar  mclofly,  and  set  it, 

Duly  accompanievl  by  shrieks  and  groans, 

Which  few  will  sing,  I trust,  but  nutie  forget  it  — 
For  I will  teach,  if  possitde,  the  stones 
To  rise  against  earth's  tyrants.  Never  let  it 
Be  said  that  we  still  tnjcklc  unto  thmoesi  — 

But  ye  — our  children's  children  ! think  how  we 
Jshow'd  tekat  thimgt  were  iK’fure  the  world  was  free ! 
CXXXVI. 

That  hour  is  not  for  us,  but 't  is  for  you ; 

.\nd  as,  in  the  great  joy  of  your  millennium, 

You  hardly  will  believe  such  things  were  true 

As  now  occur,  1 thought  that  I would  i>cn  you  'em; 
But  may  their  very  memory  perUh  too!  — 

Yet  if  iierchance  remember'd,  still  disdain  you  'em 
More  than  you  scorn  the  savages  of  yore. 

Who  painted  their  bare  limbs,  but  Hid  with  gore. 
CXXXVII. 

And  when  you  bear  historians  talk  of  thrones. 

And  those  that  sate  ui>on  them,  let  it  be 
As  we  now  gaic  upon  the  mammoth's  bones. 

And  wonder  what  old  world  such  iltings  could  see. 
Or  hieroglyphics  on  i-lgyptlan  stono, 

The  pleasant  riddles  of  futurity  — 

Guessing  at  what  shall  happily  l>c  hid, 

As  the  real  purjKXc  of  a pyramid. 

CXXXVI  II. 

Reader!  I have  kept  my  word,  — at  least  sc  far 
As  the  first  Canto  promised.  You  have  now 
Hatl  sketches  of  love,  tempest,  travel,  war,— 

All  very  accurate,  you  must  allow, 

And  epic,  if  plain  truth  should  pttA’c  no  bar ; 

For  1 have  drawn  much  less  with  a long  bow 
Than  my  forerunners.  Carelc«>ly  1 sing. 

But  Pha’bus  lends  me  now  and  then  a string. 


; cxxxiii. 

I Suwarrow  now  wa.s  conqueror — a match 
I For  Timour  or  f«»r  Zinghis  In  hU  trade.  [thatch 
While  mosques  and  streets  beneath  his  eyes  like 
Blaxed,  and  the  cannon's  roar  was  scarce  allay'd, 
M'lth  blootly  hands  he  wrote  his  first  dc<|)atrh; 

Atul  here  exactly  follows  what  he  said  ; — 

I “ Glory  to  Ootl  and  to  the  Empres-, : " ( Poterre  ^ 
' Eternal!  iuck  names  minplnl!)  “ Ismail's  oun."  ’ 
CXXXIV. 

j Methinks  these  are  the  most  tremendous  wonK 
1 Since  **  Mene,  Menc,  Tekel,*'  and  “ Vpharsin,” 
Which  hands  or  pens  have  ever  tracetl  of  swonl-*. 

Heaven  help  me ! I ’m  but  lllUe  of  a i«irson ; 

What  Daniel  read  was  short-hand  of  the  I^ord’s, 

I Severe,  sublime ; the  prophet  wrote  no  farce  on 
; The  fate  of  nations;  — but  this  Ru“s  to  witty* 

j Could  rhyme,  like  Nero,  o'er  a burning  city.  • 

I I In  the  original  Russian  — 

**  Klava  bojOi ! iUva  vva  ! 

Krepost  VxaU  y i&  tan*  ;** 
a kind  of  couplet  i fur  he  was  a poerL 

II  • [Mr.  Tweddrll,  who  mrt  with  Suwarrow  In  the  LHiraine. 
says  — “He  Is  a most  extraordinary  character,  lie  dines 
every  morning  about  nine.  Hr  sleeps  alimxst  naketl ; he 
alV^t*  a pertret  indifl'rrencc  to  heat  and  cold ; and  quits  hU 
rhamber,  which  ntnuuarhes  to  suffeication,  in  order  to  review 
ills  troops,  in  a inln  linen  incket.  while  the  lliennometor  of 
Reaimmr  is  at  ten  degree*  below  freoxlng.  His  manners 
rorresimnd  with  hts  humours.  I dlited  with  him  this  morn- 
ing. lie  cried  to  me  across  the  table, — * Tweddelll  * (he 

Igvmeraily  addressed  me  t>y  my  surname.  wltbfKit  addition) 

* the  French  have  token  Porlsmotitb—  1 have  just  received  a 


CXXXIX. 

With  which  I still  can  harp,  and  carp,  and  fiddle. 

What  further  hath  befallen  rtr  may  bc&ll 
The  hero  of  this  grand  poetic  riddle, 

I by  and  by  may  tell  you,  If  at  all : 

But  now  1 choose  to  break  off  in  the  middle. 

Worn  out  with  battering  Ismail's  stubborn  wall. 
While  Juan  is  sent  off  with  the  desi>atch. 

For  which  alt  Petenburgh  Is  on  the  watch.  ’ 

CXL. 

This  special  honour  was  conferr'd,  because 

He  had  behaved  with  courage  and  humanity  — 
A)'hich  last  men  like,  when  they  have  time  to  |*ause 
From  their  ferocities  pnxlucvd  by  vanity. 

His  Utile  captive  g;dn'd  him  some  applause 
Fur  saving  her  amirlst  the  wild  insanity 
Of  carnage,  — and  I think  he  was  more  glad  iu  her 
Safety,  than  bU  new  order  of  St.  Vladimir. 

courier  from  F.ngland.  The  King  Is  In  the  Towr«r ; .■uid 
Sheridan.  Protertur.*  A great  deal  of  his  whimsical  mauhcr 
Is  affected:  he  finds  that  it  suits  his  troops,  and  the  poitila 
he  has  to  deal  with.  1 asked  him.  If,  affev  the  massorre  at 
hmaii.  he  was  pcrfec-rly  s.-ui»fied  with  the  conduct  of  the 
day.  He  sail  he  went  home  and  wept  la  bU  lent**— Ac* 
mfims,  p.  13-S.} 

> f“  The  ostentatious  and  fantastic  display  of  the  bloody 
trophies  taken  at  Umall,  which  were  some  time  after  cxt.i- 
bitcti  at  Pvtcrsbureh,  was  unworthr  the  greatness,  the  mag- 
nanimity, and  (he  nigh  character  of  the  Fmpre»s  Cathciinn. 
The  tragedy  should  have  closed  iU  the  cooclusUm  of  the  l.ut 
act  on  the  sjmt.  It  was  attributed  mure  to  a desire  of  gra- 
tifying the  excessive  vanity  of  Prince  Putemkin,  which  wu 
mit  easily  satiated,  than  tlsM  of  the  empress  herself.’* — Da. 
LACrj(>ct.] 


I- 
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'1  CANTO  IZ.  DON 


CXLL 

The  Modem  orphan  went  with  her  protector, 

For  she  was  homeless,  houseless,  hclph*ss;  all 
Her  friends,  like  the  «ad  family  of  Hector, 

Had  perish’d  In  the  field  or  by  the  wall : 

Her  very  place  of  birth  was  but  a siwctre 

Of  what  it  had  been ; there  the  Mueszin'i  call  • 
To  iirayer  was  beard  no  more  1 — and  Jiun  wept, 
And  made  a vow  to  shield  her,  which  he  kept.  * 


\ ]3on  Suan. 

CANTO  THE  NINTH.  * 

I. 

Oh,  Wellin^on  1 (or  “ Villainton"  ^ — for  Fame 
Sounds  the  heroic  syllables  both  way# ; 

France  could  not  even  conquer  your  preat  name, 

But  punn’d  it  down  to  this  facetious  phrase  — 
Beating  or  beaten  she  will  laugh  the  same,) 

You  have  obtain’d  great  pensions  and  much  pnil*c : 
Glory  like  your#  should  any  dare  gainsay, 

1 Humanity  would  rise,  and  thunder  “Nay  {**  ^ 


JUAN.  697  jj 

IIL  ! 

Though  Britain  owes  (and  pays  you  too)  much,  1 1 
Yet  Europe  doubtless  owes  you  greatly  more : | 

You  have  repair’d  Legitimacy's  crutch,  I 

A prop  not  quite  so  certain  as  before:  * 

The  Spanish,  and  the  French,  as  well  as  Dutch,  • 

Have  seen,  and  felt,  how  strongly  you  rntorts 
And  Waterloo  has  made  the  world  your  debtor 
( I wish  your  bards  would  sing  it  rather  better). 

IV. 

You  are  “ the  best  of  cuUthroats : **?  — do  not  start; 
The  phrase  Is  Shakspeare’s.  and  not  misapplied : — 
i War ’s  a brain>»]«ttciing,  windpii>e<#litting  art,  ' 
Unless  her  cause  by  right  be  sanctified. 

If  you  have  acted  cmc<  a generous  part. 

The  world,  not  the  world’s  masters,  will  decide. 

And  I shall  be  delighted  to  Icam  w ho, 

Save  you  and  yours,  have  gain'd  by  Waterloo  ? 

V. 

I am  no  flatterer — you’ve  supp'd  full  of  flattery*: 

They  say  you  like  It  too  — *tis  no  great  wonder. 

He  whose  whole  life  has  been  assault  and  battery, 

At  last  may  get  a little  tired  of  thunder; 

And  swallowing  eulogy  much  more  than  satire,  he 
May  like  being  praised  for  every  lucky  blunder, 

Cair<l  “ Saviour  of  the  Nations'* — not  yet  saved, 

And  **  £uro{>e’B  Liberator*'— still  enslaved.  • 


I ”• 

I I don't  think  that  you  used  Klnnalrd  quite  well 
In  Marinct’s  affair  « — In  fact,  'twas  shabby. 

And  like  some  other  things  won't  do  to  tell 
Upon  your  tomb  In  Westminster’s  old  abbey, 
j Upon  the  rest  'tls  not  worth  while  to  dwell, 

Such  tales  being  for  the  tea-hours  of  some  tabby ; 

I But  though  your  years  as  man  tend  fust  to  icru. 

In  fact  your  grace  Is  still  but  a young  Aero. 

» |Sec<t«^^.  p*2il 

t fCanlo  VI..  VM..  ami  VIII,.  if  we  except  *01116  pirt*  of 
the  usMult  of  lunad.  conUln  a eomidrriUdy  In*  pr«>{KjrU<m 
of  the  higher  eU«»  of  p<n-tr>',  than  wat  to  be  found  in  those 
which  preceded  them.  But  in  the  keen  and  perrwling  wUrc. 
the  bitter  and  bhing  irony.  whichcofi»tllute  the  peculiar  forte 
of  Lord  Uyrun.  wc  ;>ercciie  00  falling  ofT  in  present 

cantoi.  Nor  are  they  defideni  in  (hat  vein  of  playful  hu- 
mour, and  that  feliciloua  lran«ltloa  “ from  Rrare  to  gay, 
from  ilvely  to  aevere.*’  bo  rontpiiuout  to  their  prcdece»Mrrsi. 
The  eaecution,  on  the  ahole.  we  think  quite  equal  to  that 
diaplayed  in  the  earlier  part*  of  the  poem.  — Camcbblu} 

> [Canto*  IX.,  X..  and  XI.  were  written  at  riui,  and 
nublldied  In  lomdon,  by  Mr.  John  limit.  In  Auguit.  IH-rt. 
V>  extract  the  following  ipecimen  uf  cuntemporary  criU- 

••  That  thereUagreat  deal  of  what  I*  ohjectlonablelntheae 
three  cauto*.  who  can  deny  ? What  can  lie  more  *o  than  to 
attack  the  King,  with  low.  vile,  perconal  buffbonoriei 
bottomed  In  utter  faliehood,  ami  expre«»<d  In  crawling 
malice  ? What  can  lie  more  exquHItely  worthy  of  contempt 
than  the  Mvage  imbecility  of  three  eternal  tirade*  against  the 
Duke  nf  Wellington?  \\nat  more  pitiable  than  the  lUle  of 
mind  that  can  Ond  any  cratiAcation  In  calling  *uch  a man  at 
Southey  by  nickname*  that  one  would  be  aihained  of  applying 
to  a conl-heaver?  What  can  be  *0  abject  as  tbli  eternal 
trampling  up<in  the  dtiil  of  Caillereagh  ? Lord  Byron  ought 
to  know  that  all  men.  of  all  parties,  unite  in  regarding  ail 
lhe*e  thing*,  but  eapedally  the  fir»t  and  the  last,  a*  inudta 
to  themselvr*.  andoi  mo«t  miserable  degradation*  of  him. 

But  (tin  Don  Juan  il,  without  exception,  the  flrit  of 
Lord  Byron’*  work*.  It  t*  by  far  the  matt  original  in  point 
of  eonetption.  It  la  decidedly  oiiguial  in  point  of  tong.  It 
contnlot  the  fine*t  »pecimen«  of  trriou*  poetry  he  ha*  ever 
wriUcut  and  It  ennuin*  the  finest  ipecimen*  of  ludicruua 
poetry  that  our  age  has  wtUieiicd.  Frere  may  have  wriUeii 
the  tianxa  earlier;  he  may  hate  written  It  more  carefully, 
more  muileally.  if  you  will ; but  what  U he  to  Byron  ? Where 
U the  iwccp,  the  T»lth.  the  »n.\rlng  pinion,  the  Urt»h  luxury 
of  genius  revelling  In  strength.  No : no ; Don  Juan,  *ay  the 


I VI. 

I’ve  done.  Now  go  and  dine  fnmi  off  the  plate 
I Presented  by  the  Prince  of  the  Brazils, 

I And  send  the  sentinel  before  your  gate 

A slice  or  two  fr*>m  your  luxurious  meal* : ^ 

He  fought,  but  has  nut  fed  so  well  of  late. 

Some  hunger,  too,  they  say  the  people  feel# : — 
There  is  no  duubt  that  you  deserve  your  ration. 
But  pray  give  back  a little  to  the  nation. 


canting  world  what  it  will,  i*  destined  to  hold  a permanent 
ra.nk  in  the  literature  uf  our  country.  It  will  always  W relVrred 
to  a*  furnlthing  the  most  powerful  tdeture  of  that  vein  uf 
(huughl  (iiu  matter  how  false  and  bail)  which  dUtInguishe*  a 
grr.at  portloo  of  the  thinking  people  of  uur  time."— Ulaca- 
WOOD. 3 

* [**  Faut  qii’  lord  Vlllaiiiton  ait  tout  pri*. 

N'y  a piui  d‘ argent  dan*  c'gueux  de  Pari*."  — 

Da  BzasNOta.] 

^ Query,  NcFf— Prlotcr'i  DeiU. 

* [The  late  lx>rd  Kinoaird  was  received  In  Paris,  In  |A]4, 
with  great  civility  by  the  Duke  of  Wellington  and  the  ruyol 
family  of  France,  but  he  had  himself  pmi-iited  to  ]Inona|>arte 
during  the  hundred  day*,  and  intrigued  on  with  those  of  that 
faction.  ID  tplle  of  the  Duke'*  remoiutraiu-e*.  until  there- 
stored  government  ordered  him  out  of  the  French  territory 
Ml  IHld.  In  1M17.  lie  become  acquainted  at  Bru**rl*  with  one 
Marinti.  an  adventurer  mlxeil  ui>  in  acontpirocy  to  a*«a\»!nate 
the  Duke  in  the  street*  of  Paris.  ThU  tellow  at  first  pro- 
mt'ed  to  discover  the  man  who  actually  shot  at  hU  Orace.  but, 
nn  reaching  Pari*,  tli'iffled  and  would  tay  nothing ; and  lyord 
Kinnaird's  aroirat  cause  of  cotnplaint  against  the  Duke  was, 
that  he  did  not  orotget  this  creature  from  tiic  French  imlice, 
who,  not  doubting  that  he  luul  been  one  uf  the  cnntrirator* 
against  his  Grace  • Ufe.  arrested  him  accordingly,  lie  was 
tried  along  with  the  actual  aMoum,  and  both  were  acquitted 
by  the  Parisian  jury.} 

7 I"  Thou  art  the  best  o’  the  cut-ihroatt.'*  — d/ac6c/A. 
act  III.  sc.  lil.} 

* Vide  Speeches  in  Parli.vmeot,  after  the  liattle  of  Waterloo. 

* **  I at  this  time  got  a post,  being  for  fatigue,  with  four 
other*.  We  were  sent  to  break  biscuit,  and  make  a mess  for 
lo)rd  WelUogton's  hound*.  I was  very  hungry,  and  thought 
it  a good  Job  at  the  time,  a*  we  got  our  own  fill  while  wo 
broke  the  bltcuit,  — a thing  I had  not  got  for  some  days. 
When  thus  eiingcd.  the  Prodigal  Son  was  never  once  out  of 
my  mind;  and  1 sighed,  as  I b'd  the  dogs,  over  my  humble 
situatiou  and  my  rulued  hottrt."—  Jounuii  of  a SoJdicr  (f  the 
71sZ  HggimnU  during  the  li'ar  tm  Spam. 


BYRON’S  WORKS. 


I don't  mean  to  reflect— a man  so  great  as 
You,  my  lord  duke ! is  far  above  reflection : 
The  high  Roman  fa:»bion,  too,  of  Cinclnnatus 
With  modent  history  has  but  small  ctmuection : 
Though  as  an  Irishman  you  love  potatoi.<, 

You  need  not  take  them  under  your  direction ; 
And  half  a million  for  your  Sabine  fann 
Is  rather  dear ! — I’m  sure  1 mean  no  harm. 


And  thus  Death  laughs  — it  Is  sad  merriment. 

But  still  it  It  so  j and  with  such  example 
; Why  should  not  Life  be  equally  content 
[ With  his  superior,  in  a smile  to  trample 
Upon  the  nothings  which  are  dally  spent 
Like  bubbles  on  an  ocean  much  less  ample 
Than  the  eternal  deluge,  which  devoxuw 
Suns  as  rays — worlds  like  atoms  — years  like  hours  ? 


Great  men  have  always  scorn’d  great  recompenses  : 
Epaminondos  saved  bis  Thebes,  and  died. 

Not  leaving  even  his  funeral  expenses:  > 

George  Washington  had  thanks,  and  nought  beside, 
Except  the  alUcIoudless  glory  (which  few  men's  is) 
To  free  his  country : Pitt  too  had  his  pride, 

And  as  a high>soul'd  minister  of  state  Is 
Renown  *d  for  ruining  Great  Britain  gratis.  3 

IX. 

Never  had  mortal  man  such  opportunity. 

Except  Napoleon,  or  abused  it  more : 

You  might  have  freed  fallen  Europe  from  the  unity 
Of  tyrants,  ami  been  blest  from  shore  to  shore* 
And  note — what  tt  your  fame?  Shall  the  Muse 
tune  it  ye  ? 

.You?  — that  the  rabble’s  first  vain  shouts  arc  o’er? 
Go ! hear  it  In  your  famish’d  country’s  cries  I 
Behold  the  world  ! and  curse  your  victories ! 

X. 

As  these  new  cantos  touch  on  wrarlike  feats. 

To  you  the  unflattering  Muse  deigns  to  Inscribe 
Truths,  that  you  will  not  read  In  the  Gaieties, 

But  which  'tls  time  to  teach  the  hireling  tribe 
MTio  fitten  on  their  country’s  gore,  and  debts, 

Must  be  recited  — and  without  a bribe. 

You  did  yrtal  things : but  not  being  grtui  In  mind. 
Have  left  undone  the  yreofesf— and  mankind. 


To  be,  or  not  to  be  ? that  Is  the  question,** 

Says  Shakspeare,  who  just  now  Is  much  in  fashion. 
1 am  neither  Alexander  nor  Hephastion, 

Nor  ever  bad  for  abstraet  fame  much  passion ; 

But  would  much  rather  have  a sound  digestion 
Than  Buanaimrte’s  cancer: — could  1 dash  on 
Through  fifty  victories  to  shame  or  fame, 

Without  a stomach— what  were  a good  name? 

XV. 

**  O dura  ilia  messorumj”*  — “ Oh 
Ve  rigid  guts  of  reapers  1 ” I translate 
For  the  great  benefit  of  those  who  know 
What  indigestion  is — that  inw:ird  fate 
IVhich  makes  all  Styx  through  one  small  liver  flow. 

A peasant’s  sweat  is  worth  his  loni’a  estate ; 

Let  this  one  toll  for  bread  — rack  for  rent. 

He  w ho  slee(M  best  may  be  the  most  content- 

XV  L 

**  To  be,  or  not  to  be  ? **— Ere  1 decide, 

I should  be  glad  to  know  that  which  u bciny. 

: *T  U true  we  speculate  both  far  and  wide. 

And  deem,  because  we  #ee,  we  are  atUteeing  .■ 

For  my  part,  I ’ll  enlist  on  neither  side, 

Until  1 see  both  sides  for  once  agreeing. 

For  me,  I sometimes  think  that  life  is  death. 

Rather  than  life  a mere  affair  of  breath. 


Death  laughs  — Go  ponder  o’er  the  skeleton 
With  which  men  image  out  the  unknown  thing 
That  hides  the  past  world,  like  to  a set  sun 

Which  still  elsewhere  may  rouse  a brighter  spring — 
Death  laughs  at  all  you  weep  for : — look  upon 
This  hourly  dread  of  all  I whose  threaten'd  eting 
Turns  life  to  terror,  even  though  In  Its  sheath : 

Mark  1 how  its  lipless  mouth  grins  without  breath  ! 

XII. 

Mark  t how  it  laughs  and  scorns  at  all  you  are  1 
And  yet  teas  what  you  arc;  from  ear  to  ear 
It  laugh*  not  — there  is  now  no  fleshy  bar 

So  call’d ; the  Antic  long  hath  cea^  to  Arar, 

But  still  he  $miles ; and  whether  near  or  far, 

He  stri|>s  from  man  that  mantle  (far  more  dear 
Than  even  the  tailor's),  his  Incarnate  skin, 

MTiite,  bLick,  or  copper — the  dead  bones  will  grin. 

• lo  other  Itluitrious  men  you  will  obierre  that  carh 
potsctierl  some  one  shining  quality,  which  was  the  foundation 
of  his  fame:  in  Epazr.tnmdas,  the  Tirtuei  are  found 
united;  force  of  liodr,  eloquence  of  expression,  rigour  of 
mind,  contempt  of  ricnei.'*—  Diuo.  Sic.  lib.  xr.j 


and  fattening  unon  the  public  spoil,  n>u»t  either  he  grosaly 
ignorant,  or  wicked  enough  to  «>mploy  arguments  which  they 
know  to  be  false.  The  emolumeots  nf  ofllce,  alraoft  in  every 
department  ol  the  state,  and  esttcvially  in  all  the  highest,  are 
notoriously  tn4d>'«iuate  to  the  expenditure  which  the  situation 
requires.  >Ir.  Tilt,  who  was  no  gambler,  no  prodigal,  and 


«Que  scais-Je  7 " * was  the  motto  of  Montaigne, 

As  also  of  the  first  academicians : 

That  all  is  dubious  which  man  may  attain, 

Was  one  of  their  most  favourite  positlomt. 

There’s  no  such  thing  as  certainty,  that’s  pbln 
As  any  of  Mortality’s  conditions ; 

So  little  do  we  know  what  we’re  alK>ut  In 
This  worW,  I doubt  if  doubt  Usdf  be  doubting. 

XVIIL 

It  Is  a pleasant  voyage  perhaps  to  float. 

Like  Pyrrho on  a sea  of  speculation; 

But  what  If  carrying  sail  capsize  the  boat  ? 

Tour  wise  men  don’t  know  much  of  navigation  ; 
And  swimming  long  in  the  abyss  of  thought 

Is  apt  to  tire : a calm  and  sh^low  station  [gathers 
Well  nigh  the  shore,  where  one  stoops  down  and 
Some  pretty  shell,  is  best  for  moderate  bathers. 

too  much  a msa  of  butionx  to  hare  expenslre  habits  of  any 
kind,  died  In  debt;  and  the  nation  dlKbarged  hU  debu,  not 
leM  aj  a mark  of  respect,  than  as  an  act  of  justice  — 

SOCTHXY.] 

> f**  O,  dura  racisonim  ilia  1”  Ac.  — Hou.) 

* [See  Biographic  UrUrersclle,  tom.  xix.  p.  434.] 

* (Pyrrho,  the  philosopher  of  ElU.  was  In  contlniu]  cusnente 
of  Judgment  s he  doubted  of  everything  ; never  made  any 
coiiclusicm ; ami  when  he  h«l  rarefiilly  examined  a subject 

investlgitted  all  its  points,  he  concluded  by  siiU  doubtiaa 
ofiti  evidence  ^Aix.  Get.] 
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1 CANTO  IX. 

i AlX. 

[ “ Bat  heaven,**  as  Casiio  aaya,  “ U above  all — ‘ 

[ No  more  of  this,  then,  let  ua  pray  1**  We  hava 
Souls  to  save,  since  Eve's  slip  and  Adain’s  fall. 

Which  tumbleil  all  mankind  into  the  ^avc, 

I Besides  hsh,  beasts,  and  birds.  **  The  spamnr's  f;dl 
I Is  special  providence, *'<  though  how  it  gave 
j Offence,  we  know  not ; probably  it  perch’d 
i Uixm  the  tree  which  Eve  so  fondly  search’d. 

XX. 

Oh  I ye  Immortal  Gods  I what  If  thcogony  ? 

Oh  1 thou,  too,  mortal  man  1 what  la  philanthropy  ? 
Oh ! world,  which  was  and  is,  what  U ensmr^ony  ? 

Some  people  have  accused  me  of  misanthropy ; 

And  yet  I know  no  more  than  the  mahogany 

That  forms  this  desk,  of  what  they  mean  ; lykan- 
1 comprehend,  for  without  tnnsfonnation  [tkrttpif 
I Men  become  wolves  on  any  slight  occasion. 

i XXL 

But  1,  the  mildest,  meekest  of  mankind. 

Like  Moses,  or  Melancthon,  who  have  ne'er 
Done  anything  exceedingly  unkind..— 

I And  (though  I could  not  now  and  then  forbear 
|l  Following  the  bent  of  bo<ly  or  of  mind) 
j|  Have  always  had  a tendency  to  spare,— 

Ij  Why  do  they  call  me  mlsanlhn)|>c  ? Because 
j|  Tkry  hate  tite,  not  / them  : — and  here  we  'U  pause. 

■ XXII. 

' *T  is  time  we  should  proat'd  with  our  good  poem,  — 
For  1 maintain  that  It  Is  really  good. 

Not  only  in  the  Ixgly  but  the  proem, 

However  little  both  are  understood 
Just  now,  — but  by  and  by  the  Truth  will  show 
Ilerndf  In  her  sublimest  attiturle  : 

Ami  till  she  doth,  I fain  must  be  content 
I To  share  her  beauty  and  her  banishment 
! XXIIL 

Our  hero  (and,  I trust,  kind  reader  1 yours) 

W’as  left  upon  his  way  to  the  chief  city 
I Of  the  immortal  Peter's  poii^h'd  boors,  [witty. 

Who  still  have  shown  themselves  more  brave  than 
I know  its  mighty  empire  now  allures 

Much  flattery  — even  Voltati^'s,  and  that**  a pity. 

I For  me.  1 <ivcm  an  absolute  autoemt 
I Sot  a barbarian,  but  much  worse  than  that. 

XXIV. 

And  I will  war,  at  least  in  words  (and — should 
My  chance  so  hai>pcn — deeds),  with  all  who  war 
With  Thought  \ — and  of  Thought's  foes  by  for  most 
rude, 

Tyrants  and  s>*cophants  h.tve  bt*cn  and  arc. 

I know  Dot  who  may  conquer:  If  I could 
Have  such  a prcK’lence,  It  should  be  no  bar 
To  this  n»y  plain,  sworn,  downright  detesutiun 
Of  ewr)'  dcfiwtbm  In  every  nation. 

XXV. 

It  Ls  not  that  I adulate  the  people: 

Without  me,  there  are  demagogues  enough, 

I And  infidels,  to  pull  down  every  steeple, 

j And  set  up  in  their  stead  some  proper  stuff. 

I I I Sec  Othello. 

j I • [ — ••  W©  defy  fiifiify  \ there  U a 

I PruTidenev  iu  the  >oU  of  a s|Nirru».*  —HamUi.\ 


699 


'Vhether  they  may  sow  scepticism  to  reap  hell, 

As  is  the  Christian  dogma  rather  rough, 

1 do  not  know ; — 1 wish  men  to  be  free 
As  much  from  mobs  as  kings  — from  you  os  me. 

‘ XXVI. 

The  consequence  is,  being  of  no  party, 

I shall  offend  all  parties : — never  mind  ! 

My  Words,  at  least,  arc  more  sincere  and  hearty 
Than  if  I sought  to  soli  before  the  wind. 

He  who  has  nought  to  gain  can  have  small  art : he 
Who  neither  wishes  to  be  bound  nor  blm). 

May  still  expatiate  freely,  as  will  1, 

Nor  give  my  voice  to  slavery’s  jackal  cr>-. 

XXVIL 

That'*  an  appropriate  simile,  that  jackal;  — 

I 've  heard  them  In  the  Ephesian  ruins  howl  < 

By  night,  as  do  that  mercenary  pack  all. 

Power's  base  purveyors,  who  for  pickings  prowl, 
.\nd  scent  the  prey  their  masters  would  attack  all. 
However,  the  poor  jackals  are  less  foul 
[ (As  being  the  brave  lions'  keen  providers) 

Than  human  Insects,  catering  for  spiders. 

XXVIII. 

Ual-»e  but  an  ami ! *twiU  bru^h  their  web  away, 

And  without  thaty  their  pobon  and  their  claws 
' Arc  useless.  Mind,  gcjod  people!  what  I say  — 

(Or  rather  peoples) — go  on  without  jwusc ! 

I The  web  of  these  tarantulas  each  day 

Increases,  till  you  shall  make  common  cause  : 

• None,  save  the  'Spanish  fly  and  Attic  bee, 

I X»  yet  arc  strungly  stinging  u»  lie  fi*ec. 

XXIX. 

Don  Juan,  who  h.nd  shone  in  the  late  slaughtci, 

Wo3  left  ux>on  his  way  wiih  the  dcsiwtch, 

Whore  blooil  was  talk’d  of  .as  we  would  of  svatcr; 

And  carcasses  that  by  a<  thick  as  thatch 
I O'er  silenced  cltjoj,  iti^rel)  mtm  iI  to  flatter 

Fair  Catherine’s  laistime  — who  l>jok'd  on  the 
match 

Between  these  nations  as  a nudn  of  cocks. 

Wherein  she  liked  her  own  to  stand  like  rocks. 

XXX. 

And  there  In  a kihitka  he  roll'd  on, 

(A  cursed  sort  of  carriage  without  springs, 

Which  on  rough  roaib  leaves  scarcely  a whole  Ume.) 
Pondering  on  glory,  chivalry,  and  kings, 

I And  orders,  and  on  all  that  he  had  done  — 

And  wishing  that  post-horses  had  the  wlugs 
: Of  Pegasus,  or  at  the  least  post-chaises 
Had  feathers,  when  a traveller  on  deep  ways  b. 

XXXI. 

At  every  jolt  — and  they  were  many  — still 
He  tum’<I  his  eyes  upon  his  little  charge, 

.\s  if  he  wish'd  that  she  should  hire  less  ill 
Than  he,  in  these  »a<l  highways  left  at  I.irge 
To  ruts  and  flints,  and  lovely  Nature's  skill, 

Who  is  no  {Hiviour,  nor  admits  .i  b:irge 
f)n  her  canids,  where  Uod  takes  sea  and  land, 

Fishery  .and  farm,  both  into  hU  own  h.uid. 

• [•'  A kind  of  madness,  la  which  men  have  the  quaHties 
of  wild  beasts.'*— Tooo.J 

* In  Orm-r  I never  s.^w  or  heard  thete  .iniinaU  : hut  among 
the  ruins  of  Ephesus  1 hav©  heard  them  by  iiuudredi.  [See 
anli,  p.  131.} 
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At  least  he  pays  no  rent,  and  h«*  best  rfuht 
To  be  the  first  of  what  we  u*eil  to  call 
*•  (ientlemen  fanners  ** — a race  worn  otit  quite, 

I Since  lately  there  have  been  no  rents  at  all, 

! And  “Reiitlemcii”  are  In  a piteous  plight, 
j And  •*  fanners”  can't  raise  Ceres  from  her  fall : 

She  fell  with  Buonaparte  — What  strange  thoughts 
I Arise,  when  we  ice  emperon  fall  with  oats! 

1 

xxxm. 

But  Juan  turn'd  bis  eyes  on  the  sweet  child 
Whom  be  bad  saved  from  slaughter — what  atrophy! 
Oh  ! ye  who  build  up  monuments,  defiled 

With  gore,  like  Na^lir  Shah,  that  costive  sophy, 
Who,  after  leaving  Hlndostan  a wild. 

Anti  scarce  to  the  Mogul  a cup  of  coffee 
To  soothe  his  woes  withal,  was  slain,  the  slnnerl 
Because  he  could  no  more  digest  his  dinner;  > — 

XXXIV. 

Oh  ye ! or  we  ! or  he  ! or  she ! reflect. 

That  one  life  saved,  espcchdly  If  young 
Or  pretty,  is  a thing  to  recollect 

Far  sweeter  than  the  greenest  laurels  sprung 
From  the  manure  of  human  clay,  though  deck'd 
With  all  the  praises  ever  said  or  sung  ; ^ 

Though  hymn’d  by  cvety  harp,  unless  within 
Your  heart  Joins  chorus,  Fame  is  but  a din. 

XXXV. 

Oh  ! ye  great  authors  luminous,  voluminous ! 

Ye  twice  ten  hundred  thousand  daily  scrilH’s ! 
Whose  ixunphlets,  volumes,  newspapers.  Illumine  u.s  * 
MTicthcr  you  ’re  paid  by  government  in  bribes. 

To  prove  the  public  debt  Is  not  consuming  m — 

Or,  roughly  treariing  on  the  **  courtier’s  kibes  ” 
With  clownish  heel  *,  your  popular  circulation 
Feeds  you  by  printing  half  the  realm’s  starvation ; — 
XXXVI. 

Oh,  ye  great  authors ! — “ Apropos  des  bottes,"  — 

I I have  forgotten  what  I meant  to  say, 

As  sometimes  have  l)con  greater  sages'  lots  ; — 

{ 'T  wa.s  something  calculated  to  allay 
I All  wrath  in  bamicks,  palaces,  or  cots  : 

] Certes  It  would  have  been  but  thmwn  away, 

And  that 's  one  comfort  for  my  lost  advice. 

Although  no  doubt  it  was  beyond  all  price. 

XXXVII. 

But  let  it  go : — it  will  one  day  be  found 
' With  other  relies  of  ” a former  world,” 

1 When  this  world  shall  he  former,  underground. 
Thrown  tops3*-turvy,  twUted.  crisp’d,  and  curl'd, 
Baked,  fried,  or  burnt,  turn’d  in*ide-out,  or  drown’d, 

! Like  all  the  worlds  l)cfore,  which  have  been  hurl'd 
First  out  of,  and  then  back  again  to  chaos. 

The  superstratum  which  will  overlay  us. 

xxxviir.  I 

I So  Cuvier  s.ays:  — and  then  shall  come  again  [ 

Unto  the  new  creation,  rising  out 
• From  our  old  crash,  some  mystic,  ancient  strain 

Of  things  destroy’d  and  left  in  airy  doubt;  j 

> He  was  killed  in  a conipiracv.  after  hl«  temper  had  been  | 
eva»|M*rateil  by  hU  extreme  cortfvity  to  a degree  of  insanity.  | 
* C”  One  lirtuoui.  or  a mere  irood-naturcd  deed,  I 

Does  all  desert  in  sciences  exceed.*’.—  SiiErrir.tD.} 

I s p*  The  age  U grown  Ropicked,  that  thetne  of  the  peasant 

Ieoines  «n  near  the  heel  of  the  courtier,  he  gulls  Ids  kibe.”  — | 

namU4.}  j 

i 


Like  to  the  notions  we  now  entertain 
Of  Titans  giants,  fellows  of  about 
Some  hundri'd  feet  in  height,  not  to  say 
And  mammoths,  and  your  winged  crtH^ilrs,  ! 

XXXIX. 

Think  If  then  George  the  Fourth  should  be  dug  up  * 
How  the  new  worldlings  of  the  then  new  East 
Will  wonder  where  such  animaU  could  sup  * 

(For  they  lhcm«lvcs  will  be  but  of  the  least : 

Even  worlds  miscarry,  when  too  oft  they  |>up. 

And  every  new  creation  huth  decreased 
In  size,  from  overworking  the  material  — 

Men  arc  but  maggoti  of  some  huge  Earth's  burial. ) 

XL. 

Hotv  will  — to  these  young  people,  just  thru«t  out 
Fnirn  some  fresh  Paradise,  and  set  to  plough, 

•\nd  dig,  and  sweat,  and  turn  themselves  about. 

And  plant,  and  reap,  and  spin,  and  grind,  and  sow,  i 
Till  all  the  arts  at  length  are  brought  rJ>out, 

Especially  of  war  and  taxing, — how, 

I say,  will  these  great  relics,  when  they  see  ’em. 

Look  like  the  monstert  of  a new  museum  { 

XLI. 

But  I am  apt  to  grow  too  metaphysical : 

” The  time  U out  of  joint, — and  so  am  I ; 

1 quite  forget  this  poem’s  merely  quizzical, 

.Vnd  deviate  Into  matters  rather  dry. 

I ne’er  decide  what  I shall  say,  and  this  I call 
Much  too  poetical ; men  should  know  why 
They  write,  and  for  what  end  ; but,  note  or  text, 

I never  know  the  word  which  will  come  next. 

XLir. 

5>o  on  I ramble,  now  and  then  narrating, 

Now  pandering;  — It  is  time  we  should  narrate. 

1 loft  Don  Juan  with  his  horses  baiting  — 

Now  well  get  o'er  the  ground  at  a great  rate. 

I shall  not  be  {Kirticuiar  in  stating 

Hi?  journey,  we  ’vc  so  many  tours  of  late : 

SiipiK>s.*  him  then  at  Petersburgh ; suppo>e 
That  pleasant  capital  of  p.iinted  snows ; 

XLIII. 

Suppose  him  In  a haniLcme  uniform  ; 

A scarlet  coat,  black  facings,  a long  plume, 

Waving,  like  sails  new  sbiver'tl  In  a storm. 

Over  a cock’d  hat  In  a crowded  room, 

And  brilliant  breeches,  bright  as  a Calm  Gomu , > 

Of  yellow  casimire  wc  may  presume, 

White  stockings  drawn  uncurdled  as  new  milk 

O’er  limbs  whose  lymmctiy  set  off  the  silk  ; j 

XLIV. 

Suppose  him  sword  by  side,  and  hat  in  hand. 

Made  up  by  youth,  fame,  and  an  army  tailor  — 

That  great  enchanter,  at  whose  rod’s  command 
Beauty  springs  forth,  and  Nature's  self  turns  iJulcr, 
Seeing  how  .\rt  can  make  her  work  more  grand 

( When  she  don’t  pin  men’s  limbs  in  like  a gaoler), \ 

Behold  him  placetl  as  If  upon  a pillar!  He 
Seems  Love  turn’d  a lieutenant  of  artillery  ! 

* [•*  The  time  Is  out  of  joint : — O mrsed  spile  ! 

That  erer  I born  to  set  It  right.**—  Jiamiet.] 

• [A  yellow.eotoi}rc«l  crysUl.  denominated  from  a hiUin 
Invime»»-ihirr.  whore  It  is  found.  This  hoi  Wr»  generxUy 
calletl  the  Scottish  lutuu  ; but  It  now  |rive*  place  to  another 
cf)*stal  of  a far  harder  quality,  found  near  Invercauld. — 
Jamicsox.] 
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XLV. 


Ilii  Iwndage  *llp|i'd  down  Into  a cravnt ; 

Hl»  win^'9  subdued  tu  epaulettes  ; hU  quiver 
Shrunk  to  a scabbard,  with  his  arrows  at 
His  side  as  a small  sword,  but  sharp  as  ever; 

Ills  bow  converted  into  a cock’d  hat ; 

But  still  so  like,  that  Psyche  were  more  clever 
Than  some  wives  (who  make  blunders  nu  less  stupid), 
If  she  had  not  mistaken  him  for  Cupid. 

XLVI. 

The  courtiers  start'd,  the  ladies  whisper'd,  and 
The  empress  smiled  : the  reigning  favourite 
frown’d  — 

I quite  forget  which  of  them  was  in  band 

Just  then  ; as  they  are  rather  numerous  found, 
AVho  took  by  turns  that  didlcult  command 
Since  first  her  msgesty  was  singly  crown’d : 

But  they  were  mostly  nervous  six-foot  fellows. 

All  fit  to  make  a Patagonian  jealous. 

XL  VII. 

Juan  was  none  of  these,  but  slight  and  slim, 

Blushing  and  beardless;  and  yet  ne'ertheless 
There  was  a something  In  his  turn  of  limb, 

And  still  more'  in  his  eye,  which  seem’d  to  express, 
That  though  he  look’d  like  one  of  the  st'raphUn. 

There  lurk’d  a man  beneath  the  spirit’s  drea:. 
Besides,  the  empress  sometimes  liked  a boy, 

And  bad  just  buried  the  fair-faced  Lanskoi.  > 

xLvm. 

Xo  wonder  then  that  Yermoloff,  or  MomonofT, 

Or  Scherbatoff,  or  any  other  off 
Or  tm,  might  dread  her  majesty  had  not  room  enough 
Within  her  bosom  (which  was  not  too  tough) 

For  a new  flume  ; a thought  to  cast  of  gloom  enough 
Along  the  aspect,  whether  smooth  or  rough, 

Of  him  who.  in  the  language  of  hia  station, 

Then  held  that  **  high  official  situation." 

XLI.t. 

O,  gentle  ladles  ! should  you  sktek  to  know 
The  import  of  this  diplomatic  phrast'. 

Bid  Ireland's  Londonderry's  ManiunsS  show 
His  parts  of  speech  ; and  in  the  strange  displays 
Of  that  odd  string  of  words,  all  In  a row, 

Which  none  divine,  and  every  one  obc*ys. 

Perhaps  you  may  pick  out  some  queer  mo  meaning, 
Of  that  weak  wordy  harvest  the  sole  gleaning. 

L. 

I think  I can  explain  myself  without 
That  sad  Inexplicably  lic:ist  of  prey>— 

That  Sphinx,  whose  wonls  would  ever  be  a doubt. 

Did  not  hU  deeds  unriddle  them  each  day 

That  monstrous  hieroglyphic  — that  long  spout 
Of  blood  and  water,  leaden  Castlercagh ! 

And  here  I must  an  anecdote  relate, 

Bui  luckily  of  no  great  length  or  weight 

1 He  was  the  grande  passion  of  the  grande  Catherine.  See 
her  Live*  under  the  head  of**  Laiukof.  **  — (**  Lanskoi  was  a 
youth  of  as  fine  and  Interesting  a figure  as  ttw  Imagination 
can  paint.  Of  all  Catherine's  favourites,  be  was  the  man 
whom  she  loved  the  most.  His  education  having  been 
neglected,  she  look  the  care  of  hU  Improvement  upon  liersrlf. 
Ill  17K4.  he  «us  attacked  with  a fevef.  and  perished  In  the 
flow  er  of  hii  age.  in  the  arms  of  ber  majesty.  When  he  was 
no  more,  Catherine  gave  herself  up  tu  the  most  poignant 
grief,  and  remained  three  months  without  gobig  out  of  her 


u.  1 

.\n  English  lady  ask'd  of  an  Italian.  j 

What  were  the  actual  and  official  duties  ; 

Of  the  strange  thing,  some  women  set  a value  on 
Which  hovers  oft  about  some  married  beauties, 

Called  “ Cavalier  Krvente  ? " i a Pygnialion 

Whose  statues  warm  (I  fear,  alas  1 tw  true ’t  Is) 
Beneath  his  art.  The  dame,  press'd  to  discluse  them. 
Said—  “Lady,  I beseech  you  to  suppote  them.** 

LIL  I 

And  thus  I supplicate  your  supposition, 

And  mildest,  matron-like  interpretatiun, 

Of  the  imperial  favourite's  condition.  i 

'Twas  a high  place,  the  highest  in  the  nation 
In  fact,  if  not  in  rank  ; and  the  suspicion  i 

Of  any  one's  attaining  to  bis  station, 

No  doubt  gave  pain,  where  each  new  pair  of  shouldci's. 

If  rather  broad,  made  stocks  rise  and  their  holders. 

LIII.  ■ 

Juan,  I said,  was  a most  tx*autcous  bqy, 

And  had  retain'd  his  lioyLh  look  bejond  | 

The  usual  hirsute  seasons  which  destroy,  ! 

With  beanis  and  whiskers,  and  the  like,  the  fond  t 
Pariaian  aspect,  which  upset  old  Troy 
And  founded  Doctors’ Commons : — I have  conn'd  I 
The  hlsloty  of  divorces,  which,  though  chequer'd,  ^ 

Calls  Ilion's  the  first  damages  on  record.  1 

LIV. 

And  Catherine,  who  loved  all  things  (save  her  lord, 
Who  was  gone  to  bis  place),  and  pass'd  for  much. 
Admiring  those  (by  dainty  dames  abhorr’d) 

Gigantic  gentlemen,  yet  had  a touch 
Of  sentiment : and  he  she  most  adored 
Was  the  lamented  Lanskoi,  who  was  such 
A lover  as  bad  cost  her  many  a tear, 

And  yet  but  made  a middling  grenadier. 

LV. 

I Oh  thou  “ tetorrima  causa”  of  all  “ belli " — * 

Thou  gate  of  life  and  death  — thou  nondescript ! 
Whence  is  our  exit  and  our  entrance,  — well  I 
May  pause  in  pondering  how  all  souls  are  dipt 
In  thy  perennial  fountain : — how  man  fell  I 

Know  not,  since  knowledge  saw  her  branch's 
stript 

Of  her  first  fruit ; but  how  be  falls  aqd  rises 
5'inee,  thou  hast  settled  beyond  all  surmises. 

LVL 

Some  call  thee  “ the  worst  cause  of  war,”  but  I 
Maintain  thou  art  the  beat  .*  for  after  all. 

From  thee  we  come,  to  thee  we  go,  and  why 
To  get  at  thee  not  batter  down  a wall, 

Or  wa.ste  a world  ? since  no  one  can  deny 

Thou  dost  replenish  worlds  both  great  and  small : 
With,  or  without  thee,  all  things  at  a stand 
Arc,  or  would  be,  thou  sea  of  life's  dry  land  { 

palace  nf  Tsar«ko-fclo.  She  afterwards  raliol  a superb 
monument  to  his  memory,  in  the  gardrus  of  that  itsp^-rial 
seal.  Lanikui'i  fortune  was  esUmati^  at  Ihrte  miltioQ  ruldes. 

He  bequeathed  it  to  the  empreti.  nhu  returutxl  it  to  the  | 
sikters  of  Uiat  favourite,  reserving  onlv  to  herself  the  riglit  of 
purchasing  the  pictures,  nu-dals,  and  library.'*—  Tooxs.] 
s This  « as  written  long  before  the  suicide  of  that  persen. 

• [Sec  anti,  p.  148  ] 

4 Uor.  Sat  lib.  I.  sat.Ui. 
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CANTO  IX. 


!j  LVU. 

t;  Catherine,  who  was  the  ^nnd  epitome 

Of  that  ereat  cau<e  of  war,  or  peace,  or  what 
You  please  (it  cauH*s  all  the  thin^  which  be, 

' So  you  may  take  your  choice  of  this  or  that)  — 
*(  Catherine,  I say,  was  very  gUd  to  sec 
I,  The  handsome  herald,  on  whose  plumage  &at 
Victor}’;  and,  pausing  as  she  saw  him  kneel 
’ M'ith  bis  despatch,  forgot  to  break  the  icaL  * 


LXIII. 

With  her  the  latter,  though  at  times  convenient. 
Was  not  so  necc>'ary ; for  they  tell  [knient. 
That  she  was  band'Uino,  and  though  fierce  look'd 
And  always  used  her  favourites  too  well. 

If  once  bej  ond  her  boudoir's  precincts  In  ye  went. 
Your  **  fortune”  was  in  a fair  way  to  swell 
A man”  (as  Giles  says)<;  for  though  she  would 
Nations,  she  liked  man  as  an  individuaL  [widow  all 


I Lvm. 

[j  Then  recollecting  the  whole  emjHvss,  nor 
i Forgetting  quite  the  woman  (which  composed 
||  At  least  three  parts  of  this  great  whole),  she  tore 

I The  letter  open  with  an  air  which  posed 
The  court,  that  watch’d  each  look  her  visage  wore, 
Ihitll  a royal  smile  at  length  disclosed 
Fair  weather  for  the  day.  Though  rather  spacious, 
Her  face  was  noble,  her  eyes  fine,  mouth  gracious.  * 


LXIV.  I 

Whiit  a strange  thing  is  man  ! and  what  a stnmger  '• 

Is  woman  ! What  a whirlwind  is  her  head,  ) 

And  what  a whirtiMHiI  full  of  depth  and  danger  I 

Is  all  the  rest  about  her  1 Whether  wed, 

Or  widow,  maid,  or  mother,  she  can  change  her 
Mind  like  the  wind  : whatever  she  has  said 
Or  done,  is  light  to  what  she  ‘U  say  or  do;  — 

The  oldest  thing  on  record,  and  yet  new  1 


LIX. 

Great  joy  was  hers,  or  rather  joy* : the  first 
Wo-s  a ta’cn  city,  thirty  thousand  slain. 

Glor>-  and  triumph  o’er  her  aipcct  burst. 

As  an  Eiist  Indian  sunrise  on  the  main. 

These  quench’d  a moment  her  ambition’s  thirst  — 
So  Arab  dt^erfa  drink  In  summer's  rain  : 

: In  vain  I — As  fall  the  dews  on  quenchless  sands. 
Blood  only  serves  to  wash  Ambition's  hands ! 

I LX. 

I Her  next  amusement  was  more  fanciful ; 

! She  smiled  at  mad  Suwarrow’s  rhymes,  who  threw 
] Into  a Aus»ian  couplet  rather  dull 

The  whole  gazette  of  thousands  whom  he  slew.  > 

I Her  third  wu  feminine  enough  to  annul 

I The  shudder  which  runs  naturally  through 
Our  veins,  when  thing*  call’d  sovereigns  think  it  best 
To  kill,  and  generals  turn  it  into  jest. 

LXI. 

The  two  first  feelings  ran  their  course  complete. 

And  lightc<l  first  her  eye,  and  then  her  mouth  : 

I The  whole  court  look'd  immediately  mrt^t  sweet, 

\ Like  flower*  well  water’d  after  a long  drouth  : — 
But  when  on  the  lieutenant  at  her  feet 
' Her  majesty,  who  liked  to  gaze  on  youth 
Almost  as  much  as  on  a new  despatch. 

Glanced  mildly,  all  the  world  was  on  the  watch. 


LXV. 

Oh  Catherine  ! (fur  of  all  intcriection?,  I 

To  thee  both  ok  ! and  ah  ! belong  of  right 
In  love  and  war)  how  odd  arc  the  connections  | 

Of  human  thought;,  which  jostle  in  their  flight  I 
Just  now  yovrt  were  cut  out  In  different  sections  : ' 

FiTtt  Lmuil’s  capture  caught  your  fanc}-  quite ; 

Sril  of  new  knights,  the  fre>-h  and  glorious  batch ; 

And  ihinlly  he  who  brought  you  the  despatch  ! 

LXVI.  i 

Shakspeare  talks  of  “ the  herald  Mercury  \ 

New  lighted  on  a hoaven-kis.sing  hilt : ” ^ [ 

.\nd  some  such  visions  cross’d  her  niajcst}',  I 

While  her  young  herald  knelt  before  her  still.  ,! 
’Tls  verj-  true  the  hill  seem'd  rather  high, 

For  a lieutenant  to  climb  up;  but  skill  [blessing,  ^ 
Smooth'd  even  the  Simplon’s  sleep,  and  by  God’s  | 
With  youth  and  health  all  ki»ses  arc  “ bcavcn.kissing.  ” i 
Lxvn.  ^ 

Her  majesty  look’d  down,  the  youth  look'd  up — I 

And  so  they  fell  in  love;  — she  with  his  face.,  ‘ 

HU  grace,  hla  God-know»-w  hat ; for  Cupid's  cup  j 
With  the  first  draught  intoxicates  apace, 

A quintessential  laudanum  or  “ black  drop,”  | 

Which  make*  one  drunk  at  once,  without  the  base 
Kxpediont  of  full  bumpers ; for  the  ej  e [ 

In  love  drinks  all  life's  fountains  (save  tears)  dr}-. 


LXII. 


LXVIII. 


I Thouah  somewhat  large,  exuberant,  and  truculent, 

I wroth  — while  pliaud^  she  was  as  fine  a figure 

I A*  those  who  like  things  rosy,  ripe,  and  succulent. 
Would  wish  to  look  on,  while  they  are  in  vigour. 

( She  could  repay  cjich  amator}'  look  you  lent 
i With  interest,  and  in  turn  was  wont  with  rigour 
To  exact  of  Cupid's  bill.*  the  full  amount 
Ij  At  sight,  nor  would  {icrmit  you  to  discounL 


He,  on  the  other  hand,  if  not  In  love, 

Fell  into  that  no  less  imperious  passion, 

Self-love — which,  when  some  sort  of  thing  above 
Ourselves,  a singer,  dancer,  much  in  fo2>hion. 

Or  duche-M,  princess,  empress,  “ deigns  to  prove  ” ® 
('Tis  Fo|)c's  phrase)  a great  louging,  though  a 
For  one  especial  person  out  of  many,  [rash  one, 
Make*  us  believe  ourselves  as  good  as  any. 


I • fThe  union  of  (Ichaiiehery  andfrrocity  which  characterlued 
CAlhi*Ttne,  Are  admirAhiy  depicted  in  her  iiunoer  of  feeing 
ber  ambition  with  the  |<cru«id  of  the  despatch,  and  gratiiying 
her  risine  with  the  contejnphulon  of  Jtian  ; who.  tn 

I spite  of  the  Jealousy  wtd  mumturings  of  rSeal  rxpretants  aiwl 
candidate*,  U fairly  installed  Into  the  ” highofflcultltuatioo" 
I of  Catherine's  favourite. CaMraELL.] 

* C*  Catherine  had  been  handsome  In  her  youth,  and  ahe 

rireaerved  a gracefulnraa  and  moje-itylo  the  laitper^  of  her 
lie,  Khe  was  of  a moderate  stature,  but  well  proimrtlooed ; 
and  os  *he  carried  her  head  very  high,  the  appeared  rather 
tail.  She  hod  an  open  front,  an  aquiline  note,  an  agreeable 
mouth,  and  her  chin,  though  long,  wa*  not  mitshapen.  Her 
hair  wa*  auburn,  her  eyebrow*  black  and  rather  thick,  and 
her  blue  eye*  hod  a gentleneu  which  »a*  often  afit-cird.  but 
,|  oRrner  itill  a mixture  of  pride.  Her  physiognomy  wat  not 
I defleknt  in  expression  ; but  this  cxpres*km  never  lilKovered 


what  was  paating  in  the  eoul  of  Catherine,  or  rather  it  served 
her  the  better  to  disguise  It.*'— Tooxx.) 

• (••  Suwarrow  it  as  singular  for  the  brevity  «f  hU  style  as 
for  tne  n^hUty  of  hU  conqintts.  On  the  taking  Tourtour- 
kaya.  in  Bulgaria,  he  actu^ly  wrote  do  more  to  the  rmprcM 
thw  two  lines  of  Russ  poetry  : — 

* SUwo  Bogon,  Siawolwwani, 
r,lory  to  Cod,  ghrtV  to  you. 

Tourtourkaya  aviaia.  la  tarn. 

Tourtourkaya  Is  taken,  here  am  1.’”  — Tooxe.] 

* “ His  fortune  •well*  him.  It  is  rank,  he’s  married.”—. 
5l^  GtU$  Orrrrrtuk  i Msssiscir’i  Netr  H'ay  to  pay  Otd 
Dfhu." 

* rilamlet,  act  HI.  sc.  iv.] 

• Kot  t'wsar'i  eraprets  would  1 deign  to  prove ; 

No  I make  mo  mistress  to  the  mao  I love.” 

Fora:  AIosm.) 
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LXIX 

Besides,  be  was  of  that  delighted  age 

Which  makes  all  female  ages  equal  — when 
We  don’t  much  care  with  whom  we  may  engage. 

As  bold  os  Daniel  in  the  lions*  den, 

So  that  we  can  our  native  sun  assuage 

In  the  next  ocean,  which  may  flow  just  then, 

To  make  a twilight  in, just  as  Sols  heat  Is 
Quench'd  in  the  lap  of  the  salt  sea,  or  Thetis. 

LXX. 

And  Catherine(we  must  say  thus  much  for  Catherine), 
Though  tx>ld  and  bloody,  was  the  kind  of  thing 
Whose  temporary  passion  was  quile  flattering, 
Because  each  lover  look'd  a sort  of  king, 

Made  up  upon  an  amatory  pattern, 

A royal  husband  la  all  save  the  rint; — 

Which,  being  the  damn'dest  pari  of  matrimony, 
Seem'd  taking  out  the  sUng  to  leave  the  honey. 

LXXI. 

And  when  you  add  to  this,  her  womanhotxl 
In  its  meridian,  her  blue  eyes  • or  pnty  — 

(The  last,  if  they  have  soul,  arc  quite  as  good, 

Or  better,  as  the  best  examples  say ; 

Napoleon’s,  Mar>’*5^  (queen  of  Scotland),  should 
L.end  to  that  colour  a transcendent  niy ; 

And  Pallas  also  sanctions  the  same  hue. 

Too  wise  to  look  through  optics  black  or  blue)— > 

LXXII. 

Uer  sweet  sn)ite,  and  her  then  majestic  figure, 

Her  plumpness,  her  imperial  condescension. 

Her  preference  of  a boy  to  men  much  bigger 
(Fellows  whom  Messalina’s  self  would  pension). 
Her  prime  of  life,  just  now  in  juicy  vigour. 

With  other  ejrtro4,  which  we  need  not  mention, — 
All  these,  or  any  one  of  these,  explain 
Enough  to  make  a stripling  very  vain. 

Lxxm. 

And  that’s  enough,  for  love  is  vanity, 

Selfish  in  its  beginsiug  as  its  end. 

Except  where  'tia  a mere  insanity, 

A maddening  spirit  which  would  strive  to  blend 
Itself  with  beauty’s  frail  inanity, 

On  which  the  passion's  self  seems  to  deiKind  ; 

And  hence  some  heathenish  philosophers 
Make  love  the  main-spring  of  the  uuiverse. 

L3CXIV. 

Besides  Platonic  love,  besides  the  love 
Of  Ood,  the  love  of  sentiment,  the  loving 
Of  faithful  pairs  — (I  needs  must  rhyme  with  dove, 
That  good  old  steam-boat  which  keeps  verses  moving 
’Gainst  reason  — Reason  ne’er  was  hand-and-glovc 
With  rhyme,  but  always  leant  less  to  improving 
The  sound  than  sense) — besides  all  these  pretences 
To  love,  there  ore  those  things  which  words  name 
senses ; 

’ [**  Several  pertoni  who  Ur«d  at  the  court  affinn  that 
Ctiherioe  had  very  blue  eyei,  aad  not  gray,  as  M.  ItulhUTcs 
has  stated.”— Tooat.] 

’ [See  oisilr,  p.  661.] 

^ {'*  Lust,  through  cerUin  strainers  well  refined. 

Is  gentle  love,  and  charms  all  woman  kind.'*  — Popx.] 

* A Kujsuu)  estate  U always  valued  by  the  number  of  the 
•laves  upon  It. 

* p*  Peter  the  Third  died  In  July.  1762,  Just  one  week  after 
hU  oepotltkm.  The  real  monocr  in  which  he  came  b>*  hU 
death  IS  ooe  of  those  events  over  which,  it  Is  probable,  tbere 
will  be  for  ever  a veil  Impenetrable  to  human  eyei,  aod  known 


LXXV.  ij 

Those  movements,  those  improvement  »n  our  bodies  ' 
Which  make  all  bodies  anxtoas  to  get  out  i 

Of  tbeir  own  saiid.pits,  to  mix  with  a gtMidcss,  ; 

For  such  all  women  arc  at  first  no  <2<iubt.  1 

How  beautiful  that  moment ! and  how  odd  Is 
That  fever  which  precedes  the  languid  nmt 
Of  our  sensations ! What  a carious  way  i 

The  whole  thing  is  of  clothing  souU  in  clay  I 

LXXVI. 

The  noblest  kind  of  love  is  love  Platonical,  1 

To  end  or  to  tiegin  with  ; the  next  grand  I 

Is  that  which  may  be  christen’d  love  canonical, 

Becaa'^.•  the  clergy’  take  the  thing  in  hand ; t 

The  thinl  sort  to  be  noted  in  our  chronicle 
As  flourishing  in  every  Christian  land. 

Is,  when  chaste  matrons  to  their  other  ties 
Add  what  may  be  call'd  marriage  in  digpuise, 

LXXVII. 

Well,  wc  won't  analyse — our  story  must 
Tell  for  lUelf : the  sovereign  was  smitten, 

Juan  much  flatter'd  by  her  love,  or  lust; ^ 

I cannot  slop  to  alter  words  once  written, 

And  the  two  are  so  mix’d  with  human  dust. 

That  he  whonaines  one,  both  perchance  may  hit  on : 

Hut  in  such  matters  Russia’s  mighty  empress 
-Behaved  no  better  than  a common  sempstress. 

LXXVin. 

The  whole  court  melted  into  one  wide  whisper,  ■ 

And  all  lips  were  applied  unto  all  ears  ! 

The  elder  ladies'  wrinkles  curl’d  much  crimper 
As  they  beheld ; the  younger  cast  some  leers 
On  one  another,  and  each  lovely  lisjier 

Smiled  as  she  talk'd  the  matter  o'er;  but  tears 
Of  rivalshlp  rose  in  each  clouded  eye 
Of  all  the  standing  army  who  stood  by.  I 

LXXIX. 

All  the  amlwks^idors  of  all  the  powers 

Inquired,  Who  was  this  very  new  young  man. 

Who  promised  to  lie  great  In  some  few  hours  ? 

Which  Is  full  soon  (though  life  is  but  a span). 

Already  they  beheld  the  silver  showers 
Of  rubles  rain,  as  fa^t  as  specie  can, 

Upon  his  cabinet,  besides  the  presents 
Of  several  ribands,  and  some  thousand  pca<ant'.  * 

I.XXX.  I 

Catherine  was  generous,— ;U1  such  ladies  are:  j 

Love — that  great  opener  of  the  heart  and  all  ! 

The  ways  that  le.'ul  there,  be  tliey  near  or  far,  j 

Above,  below,  by  turnpikes  great  or  small,—  ' 

Love— (though  she  had  a cursed  taste  for  wai-,  , 

And  was  not  the  best  wife  >,  unless  we  call  | 

Such  Clytemnestra,  though  perhaps  ’tls  better 
That  one  should  die,  than  two  drag  on  the  fetter)—  I 

only  to  that  Being  to  «'hom  the  heart  li  open,  and  from  whom  j 
no  secret*  are  concealed.  The  parti»ans  that  might  hare  | 
retained  their  attachment  to  him  after  hU  fall ; the  murmurs  I 
of  the  populace,  who  quietly  permit  revolutions  to  be  effected,  j 

and  afterwards  lament  (hose  who  hare  fallen  their  victims  { i 
the  diflkulties  arisinx  from  keeping  in  custody  a prisoner  of  I 
such  consequence ; all  these  mikives  In  cooj  unction  tend  to  ( 
give  credit  to  the  opinion,  that  some  hand  of  uncontrollable  [ 
uutbority  sbortcueil  hit  days.  But  t)>e  conduct  of  Catlserine  j 
before  that  event,  and  especially  for  four  and  thirty  years  ' 
tliat  she  afterwards  reigned,  is  of  tUelf  alone  a sufflcleut  j 
refutation  of  s»  atrocious  a c^umny  as  would  fix  the  guUt  of 
it  on  her.”—  Tookk.] 
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LXXXI 

Love  had  made  Catherine  make  each  lover'*  fortune, 
Unlike  our  own  half>cba»te  Elizabeth, 

Whose  avarice  all  dlsbunement*  did  importune. 

If  history,  the  grand  liar,  ever  saith  [shorten. 
The  truth ; and  though  grief  her  old  age  might 
Because  she  put  a favoiuite  to  death. 

Her  vile,  ambiguous  methotl  of  flirtation. 

And  stinginess,  disgrace  her  sex  and  station. 

LXXXU. 


I But  when  the  levee  rose,  and  all  was  bustle 
I In  the  dissolving  circle,  ail  the  nation^* 
Ambassador*  began  as  'twere  to  hustle 
i Round  the  young  man  with  their  congratulations. 
I Also  the  sofber  liiks  were  heanl  to  nistU* 

: I Of  gentle  dames,  among  whose  recreations 

111  is  to  speculate  on  handsome  face?, 

^ E»{>eciaUy  when  such  lead  to  high  places. 


]|  LXXXIII. 

; Juan,  who  found  himself,  he  knew  not  how. 
li  A general  ohjcct  of  attention,  made 
II  IIU  answers  with  a very  graceful  bow, 

' As  if  bum  for  the  mlnistciial  trade. 

Though  modest,  on  his  unembarra5-''d  brow 
i Nature  had  written  '*  gentleman.”  He  said 
Little,  but  to  the  purpose ; and  his  manner 
>1ung  hovering  graces  o’er  him  like  a banner. 

;i  Lxxxnr. 

I An  order  from  her  majesty  consign’d 

Our  young  lieutenant  to  the  genial  care 
Of  those  in  office : all  the  world  look’d  kind, 

' (As  It  will  look  sometimes  with  the  first  stare. 
Which  youth  would  not  act  ill  to  keep  in  mind, ) 
As  also  did  Miss  rrotasofT  then  there. 

Named  from  her  mystic  office  “ T Eprouveuse," 

A term  inexplicable  to  the  Muse. 


1 LXXXV. 

I * With  kfT  then,  a*  in  humble  duty  bound, 

!l  Juai)  retired,^ and  so  will  I,  until 
My  Pegasus  sbalt  tire  of  touching  ground. 

I We  have  just  lit  on  a *'  heavcn>kl>sing  hill,’* 
So  lofty  that  I feel  my  brain  turn  round. 

And  all  my  fancies  whirling  like  a mill  ; 

1 Which  is  a signal  to  my  nerves  and  brain, 

To  take  a quiet  ride  in  some  green  lane. 


Son  j^uan. 


CANTO  THE  TENTH. 


I. 

WiiEK  Newton  saw  an  apjile  fall,  he  found 

In  that  sHcht  startle  from  his  contemplation  — 
*TU  (for  111  not  answrr  above  ground 
For  any  sage’s  cre«l  or  calculation)  — 


WORKS.  cAjrro  2:. 


A mode  of  proving  that  the  earth  turn'd  round 
In  a most  natural  whirl,  called  “gravitation  i ** 
And  this  is  the  sole  mortal  who  could  grapple. 

Since  Adam,  with  a fall,  or  with  an  apple.  * 

II. 

Man  fell  with  apples,  and  with  apples  rose, 

If  tbU  be  true  ; for  we  roust  deem  the  mode 
In  which  Sir  Isaac  Ncn*ton  o>uI4  disclose 

Through  the  then  unpaved  stars  the  turnpike  road, 
A thing  to  counterbalance  human  woes: 

For  ever  since  immortal  man  hath  glow'd 
Witii  all  kinds  of  mechanics,  and  full 
.^tcam•CDgiaes  will  conduct  him  to  the  moon. 

IIL 

And  wherefore  this  exordium  ? — Why,  just  now, 

In  taking  up  this  paltry  sheet  of  pa|ter, 

My  bosom  underwent  a glorious  glow, 

And  my  internal  spirit  cut  a caper: 

And  though  so  much  inferior,  as  1 know, 

To  those  who,  by  the  dint  of  glass  and  vapour, 
Discover  stars,  and  sail  in  the  wind'*  eye, 

1 wish  to  do  as  much  by  poesy. 

n*. 

In  the  wind's  eye  I have  sail’d,  and  sail ; but  for 
The  stars,  I own  my  telescope  Is  dim ; 

But  at  the  least  I have  shunn'd  the  common  shore. 
And  leaving  land  far  out  of  sight,  would  skim 
The  ocean  of  eternity : the  roar 

Of  breakers  has  not  daunted  my  slight,  trim. 

But  ttiU  sea-worthy  skiff ; and  she  may  float 
Where  ships  have  founder'd,  a*  doth  many  a boat. 

V. 

We  left  our  hero,  Juan,  in  the  Uoom 
Of  favouritism,  but  not  yet  in  the  hiiuh;  — 

Anil  far  be  it  from  my  A/«*«  to  presume 
(For  1 have  more  than  one  Muse  at  a push) 

To  follow  him  beyond  the  drawing-room ; 

It  is  enough  that  Fortune  found  him  flush 
Of  youth,  and  vigour,  beauty,  and  those  things 
Which  for  an  Instant  clip  enjoyment's  wings. 

VL 

But  soon  they  grow  again  and  leave  their  nest. 

**  Oh  1 " salth  the  P^mUt,  '*  that  I had  a dove’s 
Pinions  to  flee  away,  and  be  at  rest  I " 

And  who  that  recollects  young  years  and  love*,— 
Though  hoary  now,  and  with  a withering  breast. 

And  palsied  fancy,  which  no  longer  roves 
Beyond  Its  dimm’d  eye's  sphere,  — but  would  much 
rather 

Sigh  like  his  son,  than  cough  like  hb  grandfather  ? 

vn. 

But  sighs  subside,  and  tears  (even  widows')  shrink, 
Like  Amo  in  the  summer,  to  a shallow, 

$0  narrow  as  to  shame  their  wintry  brink, 

Which  threatens  inundations  deep  and  yellow  I 
Such  difference  doth  a few  months  make.  You 'd  think 
Grief  a rich  field  which  never  would  lie  fallow; 

No  more  It  doth,  it*  ploughs  but  change  their  boys, 
^^^lo  furrow  some  new  soil  to  sow  for  joys. 


il 

(t. 


* r**  Tlie  reiebratrd  applc-trr^.  the  fall  of  one  of  Ihe  apple* 
of  which  li  »Htd  In  have  turned  the  attentlun  uf  Novrino  to 
the  ujtfect  of  gravity,  wa»  dntroyed  by  wind  about  four 

yttor*  oiio.  The  aneid^  of  the  faUiog  apple  U mentioned 


neither  by  Dr.  .Stukeley  nor  by  Mr.  CnnduH,  aitd,  as  I have 
Dot  Iteen  able  tn  nnd  any  authority  Icr.  it  whatever,  I did 
not  feel  myself  at  liberty  to  use  It.’*  — BaawsTaa's  Life  qf 
Sevton,  p.  944.j 
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I vni. 

\ But  couf^hs  will  come  when  sigha  depart — and  now 
And  then  before  sighs  cease ; for  oft  the  one 
f Will  bring  the  other,  ere  the  Iakc>likc  brow 
I Is  ruffled  by  a wrinkle,  or  the  sun 

Of  life  reach'd  ten  o'clock : and  while  a glow. 

Hectic  and  brief  as  summer's  day  nigh  done, 
OVrspreads  the  cheek  which  seems  too  pure  for  clay, 
Thousands  blaae.  love,  hope,  die, — how  happy  they ! — 

I IX. 

I But  Juan  was  not  meant  to  die  so  soon. 

I We  left  biro  in  the  focus  of  such  glory 
I As  may  be  won  by  fluvuur  of  the  moon 
I Or  ladies' fancies — rather  transitory 

I Perhaps  ; but  who  would  scorn  the  month  of  June. 

II  Because  December,  with  his  breath  so  hoary, 

* Must  come  ? Much  rather  should  he  court  the  ray, 

' To  hoard  up  warmth  against  a wintry  day. 

X. 

Besides,  he  had  some  qualities  which  flx 
Middle>aged  ladles  even  more  than  young : 

The  former  know  what's  what;  wbUe  new*fiedged 
chicks 

Know  little  more  of  love  than  what  Is  sung 
In  rhymes,  or  dreamt  (for  fancy  will  play  tricks) 

In  vUlons  of  those  skies  from  whence  Love  sprung. 
Some  reckon  women  by  their  suns  or  years, 

I rather  think  the  moon  should  date  the  dears. 

XI. 

And  why?  because  she’s  changeable  and  chaste. 

1 know  no  other  reason,  whatsoe'er 
I Suspicious  people,  who  find  fault  In  haste, 

May  choose  to  tax  roe  with ; which  is  not  fair, 

1 Nor  flattering  to  “ their  temper  or  their  taste,’' 

As  my  friend  JrflVey  writes  with  such  an  air : ^ 
However,  I forgive  him,  and  I trust 
He  will  forgive  himself;  — if  not,  I must 

XIL 

Old  enemies  who  have  become  new  friends 
Should  BO  continue — 'tis  a point  of  honour ; 

I And  I know  nothing  which  could  make  amends 
I For  a return  to  hatred  : I would  shun  her 
Like  garlic,  howtKtcver  she  extends 

Her  hundred  arms  and  legs,  and  fain  outrun  her. 
Old  flames,  new  wives  become  our  bitterest  foes  — 
Converted  foes  should  scorn  to  join  with  those. 

XIII. 

This  were  the  worst  desertion : — rcnegadocs, 

Even  shuffling  Southey,  that  incarnate  lie, 

Would  scarcely  join  again  the  “ reforroadoes,"  2 
Whom  be  forsook  to  fUl  the  laureate's  sty ; 

J [See  p fiM3  — ••  1 have  read  the  recent  article  of 
Jeffrey.  I the  long  and  the  short  of  tt  li,  that  he 

»Uhea  to  proroke  me  u>  renlr.  But  I won't,  for  I owe  him 
a good  turn  •till  for  hi*  kindness  hr-gone.  Indeed,  I pre- 
sume that  the  pre-ient  opportunity  of  attacking  me  a^ain  was 
irresistible  ; and  I can  t blame  him.  knowing  what  human 
nature  l$."-^£yron  LfUers,  June,  1822.] 

* **  Reformers.**  or  rather  **  Reformed.**  The  Baron 
Bradvirdlne  In  Warerley  is  authority  for  the  word. 

> Query,  swiif— Printer’s  Devil. 

* [This  tribute  to  a former  antagonist  displays  so  much 
frankness,  generosity,  and  manly  feeling,  that  It  must  eradi- 
cate all  latent  remains  of  animosity  from  the  bosom  of  any 
but  the  most  rancorous  and  vindlctfre.  In  addition  to  these 
merits,  the  felicitous  introduction  of  the  poet’s  recolloctluns 
of  his  boyi*h  days  renders  this  passage  equal  in  poetical 
beauty  to  any  that  has  proceeded  from  bis  pen.  CaMraxi,L.] 


And  hoDcst  men  from  Iceland  to  Barbailocs,  I 

W’hether  In  Caledon  or  lUJy, 

Should  not  veer  round  with  every  breath,  nor  seise 
To  pain,  the  moment  when  you  cease  tu  please. 

XIV. 

The  lawyer  and  the  critic  but  behold 
The  baser  sides  of  literature  and  life. 

And  nought  remains  unseen,  but  much  untold. 

By  those  who  scour  those  double  vales  of  strife. 

MTiilc  common  men  grow  ignorantly  old, 

The  lawyer’s  brief  Is  like  the  surgeon’s  knife, 
Dissecting  the  whole  Inside  of  a question, 

And  with  it  aU  the  process  of  dlgi^tion. 

XV. 

A legal  broom’s  a moral  chimney-sweeper. 

And  that’s  the  reason  he  hlmself's  so  dirty; 

The  endless  soot*  bestows  a tint  far  deeper 
Than  can  be  hid  by  altering  his  shirt;  he 
Retains  the  sable  stains  of  the  dark  creetwr. 

At  least  some  twenty-nine  do  out  of  thirty. 

In  all  their  habits ; not  so  you,  1 own  ; 

As  Cesar  wore  his  robe  you  wear  your  gown. 

XVL 

And  all  our  little  feuds,  at  least  all  mine, 

Dear  Jeffkvy,  once  my  most  redoubted  foe 
(As  for  as  rhyme  and  criticism  combine 
To  make  such  puppets  of  us  things  below), 

Are  over:  Here’s  a health  to  “ Auld  Lang  Sync  ! ** 

I do  not  know  you,  and  may  never  know  ! 

Your  &ce  — but  you  have  acted  on  the  whole 
Most  nobly,  and  I own  it  from  my  soul.  * 

XVU. 

-\nd  when  I use  the  phrase  of  “ Auld  Lang  Syne  1 
Tis  not  addre>2s'd  to  you  — the  more’s  the  pity  j 
For  me,  for  I would  rather  take  my  wine  I 

With  you.  than  aught  (save  Scott)  In  your  proud  city.  1 

But  somehow it  may  seem  a schoolboy’s  «bine, 

And  yet  I seek  not  to  be  grand  nor  witty. 

But  1 am  half  a Scot  h)’  birth,  and  bred 
A whole  one,  and  my  heart  flics  to  my  head, s 

XVII L 

As  “Auld  Lang  S.vne"  brings  Scoa-md.  one  and  all, 
Scotch  plaid-s  Scotch  snoods,  the  blue  hills,  and  clear 
streams. 

The  Dee,  the  Don.  Balgounle’s  brig’s  black  waJly^ 

All  my  boy  feelings,  all  my  gentler  dreams 
Of  what  I them  dreamt,  clothed  In  their  own  pal], 

Like  Banquo’s  offspring ; — floating  ;iast  me  seems 
My  childhood  In  this  childishness  of  mine : 

I care  not  — 'tis  a glimpse  of  « Auld  Lang  Syne.” 

» [•*  I don’t  like  to  bore  you  about  the  Scotch  novel*  (a* 
thw  call  them,  though  two  of  them  arc  RnRlUh,  and  the  rest 
half  *o) ; but  nothing  can  or  could  ever  periuade  me.  linee  1 
wa*  the  firit  ten  minute*  In  your  company,  that  you  arc  not 
the  man:  to  me  these  novel*  have  to  much  of  ' AuUt  lane 
iyne'  (I  wa*  bred  a canny  Scot  iHl  ten  yvar*  old),  that  l 
never  move  without  them.”— /a?rd  Bfrron  to  Sir  tV.  ScoU, 
Jan.  12.  1822.) 

• The  hrig  of  Don,  near  the  '*  auld  toun  ” of  Aberdeen, 
with  lu  one  arch,  and  lu  black  deep  talmou  itrram  below.  U 
in  my  memory  a*  yesterday.  I itllJ  remember,  though 
perhaps  I may  misquote,  the  awftd  proverb  which  made  me 
pause  to  cros*  It,  and  yet  lean  over  it  with  a childish  detieht, 
being  an  only  ton.  at  fca»l  by  the  mother's  side.  The  saying 
as  recollected  by  me  wa*  this,  but  I hare  never  beard  or  seeo 
it  since  I was  nine  years  of  age:  — 

•*  Brig  of  llafgounie.  Mocl's  ywir  tPa'.  i 

Wl  a wife’s  ae  son,  and  a rocar’s  ae Jb«/. 

Doan  ye  ahall  Ik'  I ” | 
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! XIX. 

tj  Ami  thoiuth,  you  reincmber,  in  a fll 
1 1 Of  wrath  and  rh>Tne,  when  juvenile  and  curly, 

' I I rail'd  at  Scots  to  show  my  wrath  and  wit, 

1 Which  must  be  owiiM  sensitive  and  surly, 

I Yet  'tis  In  vain  such  sallies  to  iiennlt, 

I They  cannot  quench  youm?  feelings  ftwh  and  early : 

! I **  na)tch\i  not  kill’d  ” the  Scotchman  in  my  blood, 

' And  love  the  land  of  “ mountain  and  of  flood.*'  > 

I! 

' ' Don  Juan,  who  was  real,  or  ideal,  — 

For  bt»th  are  much  the  same,  since  what  men  think 
' Exists  wtu.-n  the  once  thinkers  are  less  real 
I Than  what  they  thought,  for  mind  can  never  sink, 
And  'gainst  the  bo<ly  makes  a strong  ; 

!.  And  yet  ’tis  very  puwllng  on  the  brink 
!}  Of  what  U call’d  eternity,  to  st.arc, 

1 ; And  know  no  more  of  what  Is  here,  than  there ; — 

i XXI. 

‘ Don  Juan  grew  n very  pulLsh’d  llusslan  — 

JTtyte  we  won’t  mention,  irAy  we  need  not  say : 

Few  youthful  minds  can  stand  the  strong  concussion 
1 Of  any  slight  temptation  in  their  way ; 

I But  hi$  jit«t  now  were  spread  as  is  a cushion 
Smooth’d  for  a monarch’s  sent  of  honour ; gay 
DamscK  and  dances,  revels,  ready  money, 

Made  ice  seem  paradise,  and  winter  sunny. 

XXIL 

The  favour  of  the  empress  was  agreeable ; 

And  though  the  duty  wax'd  a little  hard. 

Young  people  at  his  time  of  life  should  be  able 
To  come  off  handMjmcly  in  that  reganJ. 

He  was  now  growing  up  like  a green  tree,  nhle 
For  love,  war,  or  ambition,  which  reward 
Thdr  luckier  wtarica,  till  old  age’s  tedium 
Make  some  prefer  the  circulating  medium. 

XXIII. 

About  this  time,  as  might  have  been  anticipated, 

• Seducfd  by  youth  and  dangerous  examples, 

I>on  Juan  grew,  1 fear,  a little  dissipated ; 

. Which  Is  a sad  thing,  and  not  only  trrunpics 
i On  our  fresh  feelings,  but — as  being  participated 
With  all  kinds  of  Incorri^blc  samples 
Of  fhdl  humanity — must  make  us  selflsh. 

And  shut  our  souU  up  in  us  like  a shcli-flsh. 

:l  XXIV. 

I This  we  pass  over.  We  will  also  i«ss 
I The  usual  prt^fress  of  intrigues  between 

I Unequal  matches,  such  as  are,  alas ! 

II  A young  lieutenant’s  with  a not  M queen, 

'I  But  one  who  is  not  .so  youthful  as  she  was 

i In  all  the  royalty  of  sweet  sevenreen. 

I Sovereigns  may  sway  materials,  but  not  matter. 

And  wrinkles,  the  li d democrats,  won’t  flatter. 

I I XXV. 

} And  Death,  the  f^oven  ign’s  .sovereign,  thoiujh  the  great 
I Gracehas  of  all  in<’r!allty,  who  levels 
With  his  .i;!rnrvm  laws*,  the  high  estate 

Of  him  who  fea>tji,  and  fights,  aiul  roars,  and  revels 

* f*'  l..ni  .1  fifliroBTi  heath  .snd  shacf*/ 

L.nut  o<  the  moubUtn  atxi  th<  (1  ‘ixl.’’  .*sc. 

I.oif  oj  ihf  l.ast  ifinstrrt.] 

* Tlbenu*  being  tHbuno  of  the  people,  de- 

nxnd(7.t  in  tbclr  name  the  cxecutioo  of  Uie  .\graiiaa  law  ; by 


To  one  small  'rrass-grown  patch  (which  roust  await 
Corruptifin  for  its  crop)  with  the  poor  devils 
I Who  never  had  a foot  of  land  till  now, 

Death's  a reformer,  all  men  must  allow. 

i XXVI. 

He  lived  (not  Death,  but  Juan)  In  a hurr)* 

I Of  waste,  and  baste,  and  glare,  and  gloss,  and  glitter, 

I In  this  gay  clime  of  bear-skins  block  and  furry  — 

' Which  (though  I hale  to  say  a thing  that’s  bitter) 
Peep  out  sometimes  when  things  are  in  a flurrj', 
Through  all  the  •»  purple  amt  fine  linen,"  fitter 
Fur  Babylon's  than  Russia’s  royal  harlot — > 

I .And  neutralise  her  outward  show  of  scarlet. 

xxvu. 

^And  this  same  state  we  won't  describe:  we  would 
Perhaps  from  hearsay,  or  from  recollection ) 

But  getting  nigh  grim  Dante’s  “obscure  wood,’’* 

That  horrid  equinox,  that  hateful  section 
Of  human  yeara,  that  half-way  hou<«c,  that  rude 
liut,  whence  wise  travellers  drive  with  dreura* 
spection 

Life’s  sad  post-horses  o’er  the  dreary  frontier 
Of  age,  and  looking  back  to  youth,  give  one  tear ; — 

XXVIII. 

I won’t  describe, — that  is,  if  I can  help 
Dfscriirtion;  and  I won’t  reflect,  — that  Is, 

If  1 can  stave  off  thought,  which — as  a whelp  ' 

Clinin  to  its  teat — sticks  to  me  through  the  abyss 
Of  this  odd  labyrinth ; or  as  the  kelp 
Holds  by  the  rock ; or  as  a lover's  kiss 
Drains  its  fii^t  draught  uf  lit>s : — but,  0:>  I said, 

I won't  phllusophUe,  and  trt//  be  read. 

XXIX. 

Juan,  instead  of  courting  courts,  was  courted,  — I 
A thing  which  happens  rarely : this  he  owed 
Much  to  his  youth,  and  much  to  his  reported 
Valour ; much  also  to  the  blood  be  sfaow'd. 

Like  a race-horse ; much  to  each  drcs.s  he  sported, 
^Vhlch  set  the  beauty  off  In  which  he  glow’d, 

As  purple  clouds  befringe  the  sun  } but  meut  j 

He  owed  to  an  old  woman  and  his  pot>t.  i 

XXX.  ' 
He  wrote  to  Spain ; — and  all  his  near  ndations, 

Perceiving  he  was  in  a handsome  way 
Of  fitting  on  himself,  amt  finding  stations 
For  cousins  also,  answer'd  the  same  day. 

Several  preiwired  themselves  for  emigrations; 

And  eating  ices,  were  o’erheard  to  say, 

That  with  the  addition  of  a slight  pelisse,  | 

Madrid's  and  Moscow’s  climes  were  of  a piece.  ' 

XXXI. 

HU  mother,  Donna  Iner,  finding,  too, 

That  in  the  lieu  of  drawing  on  Ms  lianker. 

Where  hU  assets  were  waxing  rather  few,  [anchor,— 

He  had  brought  his  s]>ending  to  a handsome 
Rfplied,  “ that  she  was  gl;id  to  sec  him  through 
Those  pleasures  afler  which  wild  youth  will  hanker ; 

As  the  sole  sign  of  man’s  being  in  his  senses 
Is  learning  to  reduce  his  past  expenses. 

n-hich  all  pCMnns  postrulne  above  a certain  munber  of 
acre*  were  to  be  deprived  of  the  lurpluB  for  the  benefit  of  th«  I 
|M)or  cituent.  ' 

* **  Mi  retroT.ai  per  un  wlra  oicuxa. /q/inso.  Canto  1.  j 
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XXXIL 

**  She  also  recommended  him  to  God, 

And  no  less  to  God's  Son,  as  well  as  Mother, 
Warn’d  him  against  Greek  worship,  which  looks  odd 
In  Catholic  eyes  ; but  told  him,  too,  to  smother 
Outward  dUlike,  which  don't  look  well  abroad ; * 

Inform'd  him  that  he  had  a little  brother 
Bom  in  a second  wedlc^ck ; and  abo%*e 
All,  praised  the  empress's  nuitemai  love. 

xxxin. 

**  She  could  not  too  much  give  her  approbation 
Unto  an  empress,  who  preferr’d  young  men 
Whose  age,  and  what  was  better  still,  whose  nation 
An<l  climate,  stopp'd  all  waudal  (now  and  then);  — 
At  home  It  might  have  given  her  some  vexatidn ; 

But  where  thermometers  sink  down  to  ten. 

Or  five,  or  one,  or  aero,  she  could  never 
Believe  that  virtue  thaw’d  before  the  river.” 

XXXIV. 

Oh  for  a Jorty-parton  poteer^  to  chant 
Thy  praise.  Hypocrisy  1 Oh  for  a hymn 
Ix)ud  as  the  virtues  thou  dost  loudly  vaunt. 

Not  practise  ! Oh  for  trump  of  cherubim  I 
Or  the  car-trumpet  of  my  good  old  aunt. 

Who,  though  her  spectacles  at  last  grew  dim, 

Drew  ijuiet  consolation  through  its  hint, 

MTicn  she  no  more  could  read  the  pious  print. 

XXXV. 

She  was  no  hjTJocritc  at  least,  poor  soul. 

But  went  to  heaven  In  as  sincere  a way 
As  anybo<l3r  on  the  elected  roll. 

Which  portions  out  upon  the  judgment  day 
Heaven’s  freeholds,  in  a sort  of  doomsday  scroll, 

Such  as  the  conqueror  William  did  repay 
His  knlghbJ  with,  lotting  others’  properties 
Into  some  sixty  thousand  new  knights*  fees. 

XXXVI. 

1 can’t  complain,  whose  ancestors  are  there, 

Emcis,  Radulphus — cigbt-and-forty  manors 
(If  that  my  memory  doth  not  gnatly  err) 

Were  their  reward  for  following  Billy’s  banners : * 
And  though  I can't  help  thinking  *t  was  scarce  fair 
To  strip  the  Saxons  of  their  like  tanners; 

Tct  as  thej’  founded  churches  with  the  produce, 
You’ll  deem,  no  doubt,  they  put  it  to  a good  use. 

XXXVII. 

The  gentle  Juan  flourish’d,  though  at  times 
He  felt  like  other  plants  call’d  sensitlw, 

Which  shrink  from  touch,  as  monarchsdo  from  rhymes, 
Save  such  as  Southey  can  afford  to  give. 

Perhaps  he  long’d  In  bitter  ftwts  for  climes 
In  which  the  Neva’s  Ice  would  cease  to  live 
Before  May-day ; perhaps,  despite  his  duty, 

In  royalty's  vast  arms  he  sigh'd  for  beauty : 

xxxvm. 

Perhaps  — but,  sans  jK-rhaps,  wc  need  not  seek 
For  causes  young  or  old ; the  canker-worm 
Will  feed  ujwn  the  fairest,  freshest  cheek. 

As  well  as  further  dndn  the  wither’d  form  : 

• A TTieUphor  tsAen  from  the  '*  forty-horse  power"  of  a 
fteam-engme.  That  mad  wag.  the  Revereud  Sydofw  Smith, 
sitting  by  a brother  clererman  at  dinner,  observed  aflerwa^ 
that  hit  dull  Dcl;;hbour  Lid  a **  trreltv-parton  potetr"  of  coo- 
reraation. 

a [See  Collin* 's  Peeric/e.  vol.  vll.  p.  71.] 


Care,  like  a housekeeper,  brings  every  week 
' llis  bills  In,  and  however  we  may  storm, 

I They  must  be  paid : though  six  days  smoothly  run, 
j The  seventh  will  bring  blue  devils  or  a dun. 

I xxxix. 

I I don’t  know  how  it  was,  but  he  grew  sick: 

The  empress  was  alarm’d,  and  her  physician 
I (The  same  who  physlck’d  Peter)  found  the  tick 
I Of  his  fierce  pulse  betoken  a condition 
I Which  augur'd  of  the  dead,  however  quick 
Itself,  and  show’d  a feverish  disposition ; 

' At  which  the  whole  court  was  extremely  troubled, 
The  sovereign  shock'd,  and  all  his  medicines  doubled. 

XL. 

Low  were  the  whispers,  manifold  the  rumours : 

Some  said  he  had  been  poison'd  by  Potemkin  • 
Others  talk’d  learnedly  of  certain  tumours,  * 
Exhaustion,  or  dlsoi^ers  of  the  same  kin  ; 

Some  said  ’twas  a concoction  of  the  humours, 

^\Tiich  with  the  blood  loo  readily  will  claim  kin? 
Others  again  were  ready  to  maintain, 

« 'Twas  only  the  fatigue  of  last  campaign.’* 

XLL 

But  here  Is  one  prescription  out  of  many : 

“ Sod®  sulphat.  5yj.  t^s.  Manna*  opUm. 

Aq.  fervent,  f.  5 Ifs.  tIncL  Senn®  [him) 

llausius"  (.\iid  here  the  »un;con  came  and  cupp'd 
" H Pulv.  Com.  gr.  iij.  Ipecacuanha " 

(With  more  beside  if  Juan  harl  not  stopp’d  ’em). 

" Bolus  Potasso*  Siilphuret  sumendus, 

Et  hausfus  ter  In  die  capiendus." 

XLIL 

This  Is  the  way  physicians  mend  or  end  us. 
Secundum  artera : but  although  we  sneer 
In  health — when  III,  we  call  them  to  attend  us, 
Without  the  least  pro|>cnsity  to  jeer; 

VTiilc  that  hiatus  maxime  deflendus" 

To  be  fill’d  up  by  spade  or  mattock 's  near, 

Instead  of  gliding  graciously  down  Lethe, 

We  tease  mild  BaiUie^,  or  soft  Abemethy.  » 

XLDI. 

Juan  deniurr’d  at  this  first  notice  to 

Quit;  and  though  death  had  threaten’d  an  Section, 
His  youth  .and  constitution  bore  him  through. 

And  sent  the  doctors  in  a new  direction. 

But  still  his  state  was  delicate : Uie  hue 
Of  health  but  flicker'd  with  a fidnt  reflection 
Along  his  wasted  check,  and  seem’d  to  gravel 
'rhe  faculty  — who  said  that  he  roust  travel. 

XLH’. 

The  cllro.itc  was  too  cold,  they  said,  for  him. 
Meridian-bom,  to  bloom  In.  This  opinion 
Made  the  chaste  Catherine  look  a little  grim. 

Who  did  not  like  at  first  to  lose  her  minion : 

But  when  she  saw  his  daxxUug  eye  wax  dim. 

And  drooping  like  an  eagle’s  with  dipt  pinion. 

She  then  resolved  to  send  him  on  a mission. 

But  in  a style  becoming  hU  condition. 

" Ilydp."— I believe  a hyde  of  laai!  to  be  aleeitlmalc 
word.  And,  as  such,  subject  to  the  tax  of  a quibble. 

«couat  of  Dr.  BalUie’s  visit  to  Lord  Byron,  sc* 

CtUr,  p.  J 

» [Both  l>r.  BjUjlleand  Johu  Abcmetliy,  the  great  surgeon, 
were  remarkable  for  piaiitncss  of  speech,  j 
Z z 2 
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There  was  just  then  a kind  of  a discussion, 

I A sort  of  treaty  or  negotiation, 

I Between  the  British  cabinet  and  Russian, 

1 Maintain'd  with  all  the  due  prevarication 
[ With  which  great  states  such  things  are  apt  to 
push  on; 

Something  about  the  Baltic’s  navigation. 

Hides,  train-oil,  tallow,  and  the  rights  of  'rhetis, 

1 Which  Britons  deem  their  " uti  possidetis." 

I XLVI. 

I So  Catherine,  who  had  a handsome  way 
or  fltting  out  her  favourites,  conferr'd 
This  secret  charge  on  Juan,  to  display 
At  once  her  royal  splendour,  and  reward 
j His  services-  He  kiss’d  hands  the  next  day. 

Received  instructions  how  to  play  his  cani. 

Was  laden  with  all  kinds  of  gifts  and  honours, 

^Vhlch  show’d  what  great  diacenunent  was  the  donor's. 

! ' XLVU. 

I But  she  was  lucky,  and  luck  ’a  all.  Tour,  queens 

I Are  generally  prosperous  in  reigning ; 

i i Which  puailes  us  to  know  what  Fortune  means. 

I I But  to  conUnue : though  her  years  were  waning, 

' I Her  climacteric  teased  her  like  her  teens ; 

1 1 And  though  her  dignity  brook'd  no  complaining, 

1 So  much  did  Juan’s  setting  off  distress  her, 

I She  could  not  Bnd  at  first  a fit  successor. 

I xi.vm. 

But  time,  the  comforter,  will  come  at  la.'t ; 

And  four-and-twenty  hours,  and  twice  that  number 
Of  candidates  requesting  to  be  placed, 

I MadeCatherlne  taste  next  nightaquiet  slumber: 
i Not  that  the  meant  to  fix  again  in  haste, 
j I Nor  did  she  find  the  quantity  encumber, 

But  always  choosing  with  deliberation, 

I Kept  the  place  open  for  their  emulation. 

1‘,  XLIX. 

While  this  high  post  of  honour's  in  abej-ance, 

I I For  one  or  two  days,  reader,  we  request 

1 ! You’ll  mount  with  our  young  hero  the  conveyance 
Ii  Which  wafted  him  from  Petersburgh  : the  best 
! Barouche,  which  had  the  glory  to  dUplay  once 
i I The  fair  czarina’s  autocratic  crest, 

! Mfhen,  a new  Iphlgene,  the  went  to  Tauris, 
i Was  given  to  her  favourite  >,  and  now  tore  /ii’s. 


A bull-dog,  and  a buUlinch,  and  an  ermine.  | 

All  private  favourites  of  Don  Juan ; — for  | 

(Let  deeper  s-sges  the  true  cause  determine) 

He  bad  a kind  of  Inclination,  or 
Weakness,  for  what  most  people  deem  mere  vermin, 

I Live  animals  : an  old  maid  of  threescore 
’ I For  cats  and  birds  more  penchant  ne’er  dlspl.ay’d, 
i Although  he  was  not  old,  nor  even  a maid  ; — 

' 1 The  empress  irent  to  the  Crimea,  aeeompanied  by  the 

!l  Emperor  Joseph.  In  the  year— 1 foraet  whirh.  — (The 
j I I’rlnre  de  LIgne.  who  accompanlid  Catherine  in  her  progress 

I tlirouah  her  southern  provinces,  in  1TS7.  rives  the  following 
\ I narviculars  We  have  been  traversing,  during  severid  days. 

I I an  immense  traet  of  .leserts  formerly  Inlialilted  by  hostile 
Tartar  hordes,  but  reeorered  by  the  arms  other  Majeity.and 

I at  pre*ent  ornamented  from  sUm  to  ct^e  »ith  ma^fiitficent 
' I tems>where  we  are  supplied  with  breakfast,  collation,  dinner, 
ji  cupper,  and  lodglnf  ; and  oor  encaropmenu,  decorated  with 


The  anlmaU  afore&old  occupied  J 

Their  station  : there  were  valets  secretaries, 

In  other  vehicles ; but  at  his  side  , 

Sat  little  Leila,  who  survived  the  parries 
He  made  ‘gainst  Cossacque  sabres  in  the  wide  ' 

Slaughter  of  Ismail.  Though  my  wild  Muse  varies 
Her  note,  she  don't  forj?et  the  Infant  girl 
Whom  he  preserved,  a pure  and  Uring  pearL 

LI  I. 

Poor  little  thing ! She  was  as  fair  as  docile. 

And  with  that  gentle,  serious  character. 

As  rare  in  living  beings  as  a fossile 

Man,  ‘midst  thy  mouldy  nuunmoths,  ” grand 

Cuvier  J"  I 

HI  fitted  was  her  ignorance  to  jostle  * 

With  this  o’crwhelming  world,  where  all  must  err: 

But  she  was  yet  but  ten  years  old,  and  therefore 
Was  tranquil,  though  she  knew  not  why  or  wherefore. 

I 

LIIL  i 

Don  Juan  loved  her,  and  she  loved  him,  as  ij 

Hor  brother,  fiither,  sister,  daughter  love, 

I cannot  tell  exactly  what  it  was  ; i 

He  was  not  yet  quite  old  enough  to  prove 
Parental  feelings,  and  the  other  class. 

Call’d  brotherly  affecUon,  could  not  move 
His  bosom,  — for  he  never  had  a sister : 

Ah  ! if  be  had,  how  much  he  would  have  miss'd  her  1 

LIV. 

And  still  less  was  It  sensual ; for  besides 
That  he  was  not  an  ancient  debauchee. 

(Who  like  sour  fruit,  to  stir  their  veins’  salt  tides. 

As  acids  rouse  a dormant  alkali,) 

Although  happen  as  our  planet  guides)  ; 

’ Uts  youth  was  not  the  chastest  that  might  be, 

I There  was  the  purest  Platonism  at  bottom 
I Of  all  his  feelings  — only  he  forgot  'em. 

LV. 

Just  now  there  was  no  peril  of  temptation  ; 

I He  loved  the  Infant  orphan  he  had  saved,  j 

As  patriots  (now  and  then)  may  love  a nation  ; 

His  pride,  too,  felt  that  she  was  not  enslaved 
Owing  to  him  ; — as  also  her  salvation 

Through  bis  means  and  the  church’s  might  be  paved. 
But  one  thing's  odil,  which  here  must  be  inserted, 

! The  little  Turk  refused  to  be  converted. 

' I LVI. 

'T  was  strange  enough  she  should  retain  the  Impression 
Through  such  a scene  of  change,  and  dread,  and  . 
slaughter ; | 

\ But  though  three  bbhops  told  her  the  transgression, 
She  show’d  a great  dislike  to  holy  water  j 
She  also  had  no  passion  for  confession ; 

Perhaps  she  hud  nothing  to  confess: — no  m-itter 
Whate’er  the  cause,  the  church  made  little  of  it  — 

She  still  held  out  that  Mahomet  was  a prophet, 

e all  the  pomp  of  Aii.alc  irlendour.  pr««it  a noWe  nuhUry 
fi  tpoctacle-  Thermprm  hai  left,  in  each  town,  present^  to 
« the  amount  of  IftO.fWO  roubles.  Each  day  of  re»t  Is  marked 
g by  the  Rift  of  some  diamonds,  by  balls,  by  fireworks,  and  by 
k.  illuminations  extending  for  leagues  In  every  dirf*cUon. 
e During  the  last  two  months  I have  been  daily  employed  in 
d throw  ing  monev  out  of  our  carriaM  w Indowi,  and  have  thus 
It  distributed  theValua  of  some  milUoiu  oflivrcs.  Lettreset 
r.  I pensfet.] 
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LVU. 

In  factf  tbc  only  Christian  she  could  bear 

Was  Juan ; whom  she  inrem’d  to  have  selecte<l 
In  place  of  what  her  home  and  friends  once  tccrf. 

He  naturcdl^  loved  what  be  protected  : 

And  thus  they  funn'd  a rather  curious  pair, 

A ^'uardtan  green  In  years,  a ward  connected 
In  neither  clime,  time,  blood,  with  her  defender  ; 

And  yet  this  want  of  lies  made  theirs  more  tender. 

LYIII. 

They  journey’d  on  through  Poland  and  through 
Warsaw, 

Famous  for  mines  of  salt  and  yokes  of  Iron  : 
Through  Courland  also,  which  that  famous  farce  saw 
Wh  Ich  gave  her  dukes  the  graceless  name  of  “Biron. " * 
*T  Is  the  same  landscape  which  the  modem  Mars  saw, 
Who  march'd  to  Mosc<iw,  led  by  Fame,  the  siren  1 
To  lose  by  one  month’s  frost  some  twenty  years 
Of  conquest,  and  bU  guard  of  grenadiers. 

LIX. 

Let  thU  not  seem  an  anti-ellmax : — “ Oh ! [clay. 

My  gnanl ! my  old  guard  1 “ * esclalm’d  that  god  of 
Think  of  the  Thunderer’s  falling  down  below 
Carotid-artcry-cutUng  Casticreagh  I 
Alas ! that  glory  should  be  chill'd  by  sr.ow  ! 

But  should  we  wUh  to  wann  lu  on  our  way 
Through  Poland,  there  Is  Kosciusko's  name 
Might  scatter  hre  through  tcc,  like  Hecla’s  flame.  ^ 

LX 

From  Poland  they  came  on  through  Prui^sia  Proper. 

And  Kdnigsherg.  the  capital,  whose  vaunt. 

Besides  some  veins  of  iron,  lead,  or  copper. 

Has  lately  l>ecn  the  great  Professor  Kant< 

Juan,  who  cared  not  a tobacco-stopper 
About  philosophy,  pursued  his  jaunt 
To  Germany,  whose  somewhat  tanly  millions 
Have  princes  who  spur  more  than  their  postilions. 

LXI. 

And  thence  throush  Berlin,  Dresden,  and  the  like, 
Outil  he  reach'd  the  castellated  Rhine  : — 

Tc  glorious  Gothic  scenes ! how  much  yc  strike 
All  phantaslct,  not  even  excepting  mine ; 

A grey  wall,  a green  nUn,  rusty  pike, 

Make  my  soul  pa&s  the  equinoctial  line 
Between  the  present  and  past  worlds,  and  hover 
Upon  their  airy  confines,  half-seas-over. 

LXII. 

But  Joan  posted  on  through  Mannheim,  Bonn, 
Which  DracbenfeU  ^ frowns  over  like  a spectre 

• la  the  Emprcsi  Annc’i  time.  BIren.  her  farourllr.  a»- 
•umed  the  name  anil  arms  of  the  *•  Blron>”  of  France; 
which  families  are  yet  extant  vritli  that  of  England.  There 
are  still  the  daughters  of  Courland  of  that  n.tnie ; one  of  them 
I remetnlter  seeing  in  F.ngland  In  the  blessed  year  of  the 
Allies  (Itllt)— the  Duehets  of  K.  — to  whom  the  English 

I litcbcss  of  Somerset  presented  me  as  a namesake ['*  Ernest 

John  niren.  become  so  fafnims  by  bis  great  advancements, 
luid  hii  nirt  less  extiaordinAry  reverses  of  fortune,  wu  burn 
in  Courland.  of  a family  of  mean  extraction.  Hit  grandfather 
had  been  hea<l  groom  to  James,  the  third  Duke  of  Courland, 
■od  obtained  from  his  master  the  present  of  a small  estate  in 
laitrL  ...  1(1 1714,  he  made  hU  ap;»caranee  at  St.  Petersburg, 
and  solicited  the  pl.tre  of  page  to  the  Princes*  Charlotte, 
aifo  of  the  Tsarovilch  Alexey;  but  being  contemptuously 
rejected  as  a person  of  mean  extraction,  retired  to  .Mituu, 
ahere  he  chaneitl  to  ingratiate  bimu'lf  with  Count  llcstu- 
ctieff.  master  of  the  household  to  Anne,  widow  of  Frederic 
Wilham  duke  nf  Courland,  who  resided  at  Mittau.  Being  of 
a himdsome  figure  .xnd  polite  aildress.  he  soon  g(Stned  the 
good-will  of  the  duchess,  and  became  her  Mcretory  and 
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Of  the  good  feudal  times  for  ever  gone. 

On  which  I have  not  time  Just  now  to  lecture. 

From  thence  he  was  drawn  onwards  to  Cologne, 

A city  which  presents  to  the  Inspector 
I'lleven  thousand  roiddenheads  of  bone. 

The  greatest  number  flesh  hath  ever  known.® 

LXIII. 

From  thence  to  Holland’s  Hague  and  (lelvoetsluys. 

That  water-land  of  Dutchmen  and  of  ditches. 

Where  Juniper  expresses  Its  best  Juice, 

The  poor  man's  sparkling  substitute  for  riches. 
Senates  and  sages  have  condemn'd  Its  use  — 

But  to  deny  the  mob  a cordial,  which  is 
Too  often  all  tbc  clothing,  meat,  or  fuel. 

Good  government  has  left  them,  teems  but  cruel. 

Lxrv. 

Here  he  embark’d,  and  with  a flowing  sail 
Went  bounding  for  the  island  of  the  free. 

Towards  which  the  impatient  wind  blew  half  a gale  ; 

High  dash'd  the  spray,  the  bows  dipp'd  in  the  sea, 
And  sea-sick  passengers  turn’d  somewhat  pale ; 

But  Juan,  season'd,  as  he  well  might  bo, 

By  former  voyages,  stood  to  watch  the  skiffs 
Which  pass'd,  or  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  the  cliffs. 
LXV. 

At  length  they  rose,  like  a white  wall  along 
'I’hc  blvie  sea’s  border;  and  Don  Juan  felt  — 

Whnt  even  young  strangers  feel  a little  strong 
At  the  first  sight  of  Albion’s  chalky  l>eU  — 

A kind  of  pride  that  he  should  be  among 

Those  haughty  shopkeepers,  who  sternly  dealt 
Their  goods  and  edicts  out  from  pole  to  pole. 

And  made  the  very  billows  pay  them  tolL 
LXVI. 

I 'vc  no  great  cause  to  love  that  spot  of  earth, 

NMilch  holds  what  might  havt  btrn  the  noblest 
But  though  I owe  It  little  but  my  birth,  [nation  ; 

I feel  a mix'd  regret  and  veneration 
For  Its  decaying  fame  and  former  worth. 

Seven  years  (the  usual  term  of  transportation) 

Of  absence  lay  one’s  old  resentments  level. 

When  a man's  country's  going  to  the  devU. 

LXVIL 

Alas  1 could  she  but  fully,  truly,  know 

How  her  great  name  Is  now  throughout  abhorr’d; 
How  eager  all  the  earth  is  for  the  blow 

Mliich  shall  lay  bare  her  bosom  to  the  sword  ; 

Ilow  all  the  nations  deem  her  their  worst  foe. 

That  worse  than  wont  of  the  once  adored 
False  friend,  who  held  out  freedom  to  mankind. 

And  now  would  chain  them,  to  the  very  mind ; — 

chi«f  favourite.  On  her  being  declared  sovereign  of  Russia, 
Aiin«  colled  Biren  to  Petersburg,  and  the  secretary  toon 
U-caroe  Duke  of  Courland,  and  first  miolilcr  or  rather  despot 
nf  lluttia.  On  the  death  of  Anne,  which  happened  in  1740, 
Biren,  being  declared  regent,  continued  doily  Wreaiing  hi* 
vexation*  and  cruelties,  till  be  was  arrettra.  on  the  isth 
of  December,  only  twenty  days  after  he  had  been  appointed 
to  the  regenty ; .ind  at  the  revolution  that  ensued  he  was 
exiled  to  the  frozen  shores  of  the  Ohr."—  Tooxt.]  ^ i 

* [Kspoleon's  excUanoiioa  at  the  Elysee  Bourbon,  June  u 

the  23d.  I 

> (*•  Hone  for  a moment  hade  the  world  farewell,  | 

And  Freedom  shriek’d  when  Kosciusko  fell."— Cxwen.]  ' j 

* rimmanucl  Kant,  the  celebrated  founder  of  a new  philo.  1 [ 
soph'ical  sect,  was  lH>m  at  Koiiigsberg.  He  died  in  1804.] 

* (“  The  c;i*th*d  crag  of  DrachenfeU  I j 

Frown « o’er  the  wide  and  winding  Rhine.”  Ac.  — 

See  on/e.  p.  31.1  1 

* 5r.  UrniU  and  her  eleven  thimsond  virgin*  were  still  I 

exunt  in  IM6,  and  may  be  *u  ye<.  as  much  as  ever.  | 

Z a 3 I 
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) LX  VIII. 

1 1 Would  she  be  pmu<l,  or  bcmt  herself  the  frect 
II  Who  ii  but  first  of  sUve«  ? The  natioui  are 
In  prison,  — but  the  gaoler,  vrh.U  is  he  ? 

I No  Icsi  a victim  to  the  bolt  and  bar. 

I Ls  the  poor  privilege  to  turn  the  key 
M UjK>a  the  captive,  freedom?  Hc'sasfar 
! From  the  eryojTncnt  of  the  earth  ami  r.ir 
jj  Who  watches  o'er  the  chain,  as  they  who  wear. 

Ij  LXIX 

Don  Juan  now  «aw  Albion's  «irile«t  beauties, 

] I Thy  cliffs,  dutr  Dover  I harbour,  and  hotel ; 

1 1 Thy  custom-house,  with  all  its  delicate  duties  ; 

I 'rhy  waiters  running  mucks  at  every  hell ; 

! ' Thy  packets,  all  whose  passengers  arc  booties 
! i To  those  who  upon  land  or  water  dwell ; 

And  last,  not  least,  to  strangers  unimtructe<l, 

Thy  long,  long  bills,  whence  nothing  is  ded,ucted. 

LXX. 

Juan,  though  careless,  young,  and  magnifi<iue. 

And  rich  in  rubles,  diamonds,  cash,  and  crtulit. 
Who  did  not  limit  much  his  bills  per  week, 

Yet  sLircsl  at  this  a little,  though  he  paid  It,  — 
(His  Magglor  Duomo,  a smart,  subtle  Greek, 

Before  him  summ’d  the  awful  scroll  and  rca»l  it) ; 
But  doubtless  as  the  air,  though  seldom  sunny, 

Is  free,  the  respiration ’s  worth  the  money. 

LXXl. 

On  with  the  horses  I Off  to  Canterbury  3 [puddle ; 

Tramp,  tramp  o’er  pebble,  and  splash,  splash  through 
Hurrah  I how  swiftly  speeds  the  post  so  merry ! 

Not  like  slow  Germany,  wherein  they  muddle 
Along  the  road,  as  if  the>*  went  to  burj* 

Their  Cure ; and  also  pause  besides  to  fuddle. 

With  ” schnapps  ” — sad  dogs  \ whom  “ llundsfot,”  or 
**  Vcrflucter.** 

Affect  no  more  than  lightning  a conductor. 

LXXII. 

Now  there  Is  nothing  gives  a man  such  spiribi. 
Leavening  his  blood  as  cayenne  doth  a cuny, 

As  going  at  full  speed  — no  matter  where  its 
Direction  be,  so  'tis  but  in  a burry, 

And  merely  for  the  sake  of  its  own  merits  \ 

For  the  less  cause  there  is  for  all  this  flurry. 

The  greater  is  the  pleasure  in  arriving 
At  the  great  tnd  of  travel  — which  is  driving. 

LXXIII. 

They  saw  at  Canterbury  the  cathedral  ; 

Black  Edward’s  helm,  • and  Becket's  bloody  stone,* 
Were  pointed  out  as  usual  by  the  U'dral, 

In  the  same  quaint,  uninterested  tone  : — 

There’s  glory  again  for  you,  gentle  reader!  All 
Ends  in  a rusty  casque  and  dubious  bone,’ 

Half- solved  into  these  sodas  or  ma^ruesiaa. 

Which  form  that  bitter  draught,  the  human  species. 

> [On  the  tomb  of  tbp  prince  lies  a whotMength  bran* 
figure  of  him.  hit  »rmour  with  a hmxi  of  mail,  and  a trull 
np  enriched  with  a coronet,  which  h.-ul  bet>n  once  Kudded 
with  jewels,  but  only  the  coUeU  now  remain.} 

* [Becket  wa*  ainastlnatcd  In  the  cathedral,  in  1171.} 

* (The  French  inscrintion  on  the  IlUrh  Prince's  monu- 
nisnt  is  thus  translated  in  the  History  of  Kent : — 

Whoso  thou  be  that  pa**est  by 
Where  these  corps  inlerre<l  Iw, 

Understand  what  I shall  say, 

At  at  this  time  speak  1 may. 

Such  at  thou  art.  «cim<*t!me  was  7. 

Such  as  1 am.  such  shalt  titon  be. 


LXXIV. 

' The  effect  on  Juan  was  of  course  sublime  : 

He  brcathetl  a thtnixand  Cressys,  as  be  saw 
That  casque,  which  never  stoop’d  except  to  Time. 

Even  the  bold  Churchman’s  tomb  excited  awe. 
Who  died  in  the  then  grc.vt  attempt  to  climb 
O'er  kings,  who  now  at  Ira<t  mtut  talk  of  taw 
Before  they  butcher.  Little  I>cUa  gaxed. 

And  asked  why  such  a structure  had  been  raised : 

LXXV. 

And  being  told  It  was  “ God’s  house,"  she  Kiid 
He  was  well  lodged,  but  only  wonder'd  bow 
! He  suffer’d  Infidels  In  bis  homestead, 

The  cruel  Nararenes,  who  had  laid  low 
j UIs  holy  temples  in  the  lands  which  bred 
I The  True  Believers ; — and  her  infant  brow 
j Was  bent  with  grief  that  Mahomet  should  resign 
[ A mosque  so  noble,  flung  like  i>earU  to  swine. 

LXXVI. 

’ On  ! on  I through  meadows,  managed  like  a ganleu, 
A paradise  of  hops  and  high  production ; 

; For,  after  years  of  travel  by  a banl  In 

Countries  of  greater  heat,  but  lesser  suction. 

A green  Held  Is  a sight  which  makes  him  panlun 
The  absence  of  that  more  sublime  construction ; 
Which  mixes  up  vines  olives,  prccipket. 

Glaciers  volcanos,  oranges  and  ices. 

LXX  VII. 

i And  when  I think  upon  a put  of  beer 

I But  I won’t  weep ! — and  so  drive  on,  postilions  ! 

: As  the  smart  boys  spurr’d  fast  in  their  career, 

I Juan  admired  these  bighw.ny's  of  free  mililons ; 

J A country  in  all  senses  the  nwwt  dear 
( To  foreigner  or  native,  save  some  silly  ones. 

Who  **  kick  against  the  pricks"  just  at  thU  juncture, 
! And  for  their  joins  get  only  a fresh  puncture. 

I Lxxviir. 

' ^^'hat  a delightful  thing's  a turnpike  road  I 
, So  smooth,  so  level,  such  a mode  of  shaving 
i The  earth,  as  scarce  the  eagle  in  the  broad 
j Air  can  accomplish,  with  his  wide  wings  waving. 

' Had  such  iHxm  cut  in  Phaeton’s  time,  the  god 
Had  told  his  son  to  satisfy  his  craving 
With  the  York  mall; — but  onward  as  we  roll, 

I ” Surgit  amari  aliquid"— the  toll! 

i LXXIX. 

Alas  ! how  deeply  painful  Is  all  payment ! 

{ Take  lives,  take  wives,  take  aught  except  men’s 
[ purses. 

; As  MachUvel  shows  those  in  purple  raiment. 

Such  is  the  shortest  way  to  general  curses. 

They  hate  a murderer  much  less  than  a claimant 
On  that  sweet  ore  which  everjbody  nurecs.  — 
Kill  a man's  family,  and  he  may  brook  It, 

But  keep  your  bands  out  of  his  breeches’  pocket : 

I lUtle  thotuht  oD  the  hour  of  death 
So  lone  M 1 enjuyrd  breath. 
r,rcAt  riches  here  I did  ponseu, 

Whereof  I made  great  nobleness  ; 

I had  gold,  iilTcr.  wardrobes,  uid 
Great  trcsuutt‘«.  horses,  houses,  land, 
but  how  a caltlir  pour  am  I. 

I>eeft  in  the  ground,  lo  here  I lie  j 
My  beaute  great  it  Ml  quite  ^rone. 

My  flesh  ft  wasted  to  the  bune  ; 

And  if  yoa  ihcnild  see  me  this  day, 

1 do  tV4]<  thick  but  you  would  say. 

That  I had  never  been  a man. 

So  much  alter'd  now-  1 an."J 
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! 8o  raid  the  Florentine : ye  monarebs,  hearken 
To  your  instructor.  Juan  now  was  borne, 

Just  as  the  day  l)effan  to  wane  and  darken, 

OVr  the  high  hiU,  which  looks  with  pride  or  scorn 
Toward  the  great  city.  — Ye  who  have  a spark  in 
Your  veins  of  Cockney  spirit,  smile  or  mount 
According  as  you  take  things  well  nr  ill ; — 

Bold  Britons,  wc  are  now  on  Shooter’s  Hill ! * 

LX  XXI. 

The  sun  went  down,  the  smoke  rose  up,  as  from 
A holf-unquench'd  volcano,  o'er  a space 
Which  well  beseera’d  the  “Devil’s  drawing-room,” 

As  «»me  have  quailAeil  that  wondrous  pLice  : 

But  Juan  felt,  though  not  approaching  home. 

As  one  who,  though  he  were  not  of  the  race, 
Revered  the  soil,  of  those  true  sons  the  mother. 

Who  butcher'd  half  the  earth,  and  bullied  t'other.  ^ 
LXXXtl. 

1 1 A mighty  mass  of  brick,  and  smoke,  and  shipping. 

I ' Dirty  and  dusky,  but  as  wide  as  eye 

Could  reach,  with  here  and  there  a sail  just  skipping 
In  slgh%  then  lost  amidst  the  forestry 
j Of  nuists ; a wilderness  of  steeples  peeping 
On  tiptoe  throtu^h  their  sea-coal  canopy  ; 

A huge,  dun  cupola,  like  a foolscap  crown 
On  a fool's  head — and  there  is  London  Town  1 
LXXXriT. 

But  Juan  saw  not  this : each  w reath  of  smoke 
: Appear’d  to  him  but  us  the  magic  vapour 

• Of  some  alchymlc  furnace,  from  wh'-nce  broke 
^ The  wealth  of  worlds  (a  wealth  of  tax  and  iwipcr) ; 

The  gloomy  clouds,  which  o’er  it  as  a yoke 
: Are  bow’il,  and  put  the  sun  out  like  a taper, 

j Were  nothing  but  the  natural  atmosphere, 

Extremely  wholesome,  though  but  rarely  dear. 


LXXXIV. 

Re  paused  — and  so  will  I ; as  doth  a crew 
Before  they  give  their  broadside.  By  and  by, 

My  gentle  countrymen,  we  will  renew 

Our  old  acquaintance ; and  at  least  I’ll  try 
tell  you  truths  you  will  not  take  as  true, 

Because  the>’  ®re  so;-— a male  Mrs.  Frj’,* 

With  a soft  besom  will  I sweep  your  halls. 

And  brush  a web  or  two  from  off  the  walls. 

LXXXV. 

Oh  Mrs.  Fty  ! Why  go  to  Newgate  7 Why 

Preach  to  poor  rogues  ? And  wherefore  not  l>egin 
With  Carlton,  or  with  other  bouses  ? Try 
Tour  hand  at  harden'd  and  Imperial  sin. 

[**  Under  his  proud  survey  the  city  Ues, 

And  like  a mist  beneath  a hill  doth  rise, 

Whose  state  and  wealth,  the  biutness  and  tho  crowd, 
Seem  at  this  distance  but  a darker  cloud. 

And  is.  to  him  who  rightlr  things  esteems. 

No  other  In  eflhct  than  wnat  It  seems ; 

Where,  with  like  haste,  tho'  several  ways  they  nin. 
Some  to  undo,  and  some  to  be  undone  ; 

While  luxury  and  wealth,  like  war  and  peace. 

Arc  each  the  other’s  ruin  and  Increase.'’.—  Dcxiusi.l 
s [India ; America.] 

^ (The  Quaker  lady,  whose  benevolent  exertions  have 
effected  so  (treat  a change  In  the  couditiun  of  the  female  pri- 
soners In  Newgate.] 

* {This  worthy  alderman  died  in  1H29.] 

* O for  a blast  of  that  dread  horn. 

On  Kontarabian  echoes  borne, 

That  to  King  Charles  did  come. 

When  liowlaml  brave,  and  Olivier. 

And  every  paladin  and  peer. 

On  Roncesvalles  died.’*— A/armion.] 
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To  mend  the  jicoplc'a  an  absurdity, 

A jai^ou,  a mere  philanthr<»pU'  din, 

Unless  you  make  their  betters  better ; — Fy  I 
I thought  you  had  more  religion,  Mrs.  Fry. 

' LXXXVI. 

. Teach  them  the  decencies  of  good  threescore ; 

' Cure  them  of  tour:*,  hursar  aud  highland  dresses ; 
i Tell  them  that  youth  once  gone  returns  no  more, 

! That  hired  huxaas  redeem  no  land’s  distresses ; 

' Tell  them  Sir  William  Curtis  i Is  a bore, 

I Too  dull  even  for  the  dullest  of  excesses, 
j The  wlUess  FaLstaff  of  a hoary  Hal, 

I A fool  whose  bulls  have  ceased  to  ring  at  all. 

Lxxxvn. 

Tell  them,  though  it  may  lie  ^rhups  too  late 
On  life's  worn  confine,  jaded,  bloated,  sated, 

To  set  up  vain  pretences  of  being  great, 

'Tis  not  so  to  bo  gotxl ; and  be  It  stated, 

The  worthiest  kings  h.avc  ever  loved  least  state  ; 

And  tell  them— —But  you  won't,  ami  I have  prated 
Ju.it  now  enough  ; but  by  and  by  1 11  prattle 
Like  Boland’s  horn  ^ iii  Kuncesvalles'  battle. 


Don  3uan. 

CANTO  THE  ELEVENTH. 


I. 

When  BUhop  Berkeley  said  “ there  was  no  matter,”* 
And  proved  it — ’twas  no  matter  what  he  said : 

They  say  his  system  ’tU  In  vain  to  batter, 

, Too  subtle  for  the  airiest  human  head  ; 

And  yet  who  can  believe  It  ? I wriuJd  shatter 
Gladly  all  matters  down  to  stone  or  lead, 

Or  adamant,  to  find  the  world  a spirit,  | 

' And  wear  my  head,  denying  that  I wear  it  j 

n.  I 

What  a sublime  discover}'  ’twas  to  m.ikc  the  \ 

Universe  universal  egotism,  [ 

That  all  *9  ideal — ali  nurteiret  f I'll  stake  the  | 

World  (be  it  what  you  will)  Uiat  Maf’s  no  KbUm.  j 
Oh  Doubt ! — if  thou  be’st  Doubt,  for  which  some  j 
take  thee. 

But  which  1 doubt  extremely  — thou  sole  prism 
Of  the  Truth’s  rays,  spoil  not  my  draught  of  spirit! 
Heaven’s  brandy,  though  our  brain  can  hardly  ^ar  It, 

• fThe  cclebfnled  and  ingenioo*  BUhop  of  Cloyne,  tn  his 
•'  PrWlplc*  of  Human  Knowlodgp."  dcnlr*,  uilhout  any  ce- 
remony, thccxliience  of  every  kind  of  matter  whatever ; Dor 
(foot  he  think  thU  eom  liitloo  one  that  need,  In  anr  degree, 
stagger  the  iiKfe«lulous.  “ Some  truths  there  are,’’  Mva  be, 

**  so  near  aud  obvious  to  the  roind.  that  a man  need  Mtly 
open  hif  eyes  to  see  them.  Such  I take  this  Important  one 
to  be.  that  all  tho  choir  of  heaven,  rimI  furniture  of  earth, 

in  a word,  all  those  l)odles  which  com(>ose  the  mighty 

frame  of  the  world,  — have  not  any  subsUtcoce  without  a 
mind.”  This  dcducllon.  however  singular,  was  readily  made 
from  the  theory  of  our  purceptlons  lalit  down  by  Descartes 
and  Mr.  I,ocke.  and  at  that  time  generally  received  in  the 
world.  According  to  that  theory,  «se  perceive  nothing  but 
Ideas  whirh  are  present  In  the  mfod.  ai»d  which  have  no  de- 
pendence whatever  upon  external  things;  so  that  we  have 
'■  no  evidence  of  the  existence  of  am  thing  external  to  our 
minds.  Berkeley  appears  to  have  been  altogether  in  earnest, 
tn  maintaining  hU  scepticism  conccmltig  the  existence  of 
matter ; and  the  more  lu.  as  he  conreiv^  tliii  system  to  be 
highly  favourable  to  the  doctrines  of  religion,  since  It  re- 
moved matter  from  the  world,  which  had  already  been  the  ! 
stronghold  of  the  Atheuts.  — Sta  David  Ba&wrria.]  I 
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IIL 

For  ever  and  anon  comes  Induction 

(Xot  the  most  **  dainty  Ariel”),*  and  perplexes 
Our  soarings  with  another  sort  of  question : 

And  that  which  after  all  my  spirit  vexes. 

Is,  that  I find  no  spot  where  man  can  n*st  eye  on. 
Without  confusion  of  the  sorts  and  sexes, 

Of  beings,  stars,  and  this  unridd]i*4l  wonder. 

The  world,  which  at  the  worst’s  a glorious  blunder  — 

IV. 

If  it  be  chance ; or  if  it  be  according 

To  the  old  text,  still  better: — lest  it  should 
Turn  out  so,  we'll  say  nothing  ’gainst  the  wording, 
As  several  people  think  such  hazards  rude. 

They  're  right  j our  da>*s  arc  too  brief  for  affording 
S{Ace  to  dispute  what  no  one  ever  could 
Decide,  and  erery&ody  one  day  will 
Know  very  clearly  — or  at  least  lie  still. 

V. 

And  therefore  will  I leave  off  mctaphr^ilcal 
Discussion,  which  Is  neither  here  nor  there : 

If  1 agree  that  what  is.  is ; then  this  I call 
Being  quite  perspicuous  and  extremely  fair; 

The  truth  Ls  I ’ve  grown  lately  rather  phthisical : 

I don’t  know  what  the  reason  Is  — the  atr 
Perhaps ; but  as  I suffer  from  the  shocks 
Of  illness,  I grow  much  more  orthodox. 

VI. 

The  first  attack  at  once  proved  the  Divinity 
(But  that  I never  doubted,  nor  the  Devil) ; 

The  next,  the  Virgin's  mystical  virginity; 

The  third,  the  usual  Origin  of  Evil ; 

The  fourth  at  once  established  the  whole  Trinity 
On  so  uncontrovertible  a level. 

That  1 devoutly  wlih'd  the  three  were  four 
On  purpose  to  believe  so  much  the  more. 

VII. 

To  our  theme. — The  man  who  has  stootl  on  the 
Acru^Hilis, 

And  look’d  down  over  Attica ; or  he 
Who  has  sail’d  where  plcturewjue  Constantinople  Is, 
Or  seen  Tlmbucton,  ur  hath  taken  tea 
In  small-eycd  China's  cnicker}'-ware  metropolis, 

Or  sat  amidst  the  bricks  of  Nineveh, 

M.!)'  nt>t  think  much  of  London’s  first  appearance  — 
But  a»k  him  wliat  he  thinks  of  it  a year  hence  I 

VIII. 

Don  Juan  had  got  out  on  Shooter’s  Hill; 

Sunset  the  time,  the  place  the  same  declivity 
Which  looks  along  that  vale  of  good  and  ill 
Where  London  streets  ferment  in  full  activity; 
While  everything  around  was  calm  and  still. 

Except  the  creak  of  wheels,  which  on  their  pivot  he 
Heard,  — and  that  bee-like,  bubbling,  busy  hum 
Of  cities  tSiat  boil  over  with  their  scum  : — 

IX. 

I say,  Don  Juan,  wrapt  In  contemplation. 

Walk’d  on  behind  his  carriage,  o’er  the  summit, 
.And  |t»t  In  wonder  of  so  great  a nation. 

Gave  way  to't,  since  be  could  not  overcome  it 


“ And  here,”  he  cried,  Is  Freetlom’s  chosen  station  ; 

Here  peals  the  people's  voice,  nor  can  entomb  it 
Racks,  prbon.%  inquisitions ; resurrection 
Awaits  it,  each  new  meeting  or  election. 

X 

•*  Here  are  chaste  wives,  pure  lives ; here  people  pay 
But  what  they  please  ; and  if  that  things  be  dear, 
'TU  only  that  they  love  to  throw  away 

Their  cash,  to  show  how  much  they  have  a-year. 
Here  laws  are  all  Inviolate ; none  lay 

Traps  for  the  traveller ; every  highway  *s  dear ; 
Here**—  he  was  Interrupted  by  a knife, 

W'ith — “Damn  your  eyes  I your  nrwney  or  your 
lifer— 

XL 

These  freeborn  sounds  proceeded  from  four  pads 
In  ambush  laid,  who  bad  perceived  him  loiter 
Behind  his  carriage ; and,  like  bandy  lads. 

Had  seized  the  lucky  hour  to  reconnoitre, 

In  which  the  heedless  gentleman  who  g.'ids 
UiK)ii  the  road,  unless  he  prove  a fighter, 

May  find  himself  within  that  isle  of  riches 
Exposed  to  lose  his  life  as  well  as  breeches. 

XII. 

Juan,  who  did  not  understand  a wonl 

Of  English,  save  their  shibbtdclh,  “God  damn  I" 
And  even  that  he  had  so  rarely  heard, 

He  sometimes  thought  ’tw.M  only  their  “Salim,** 
Or  “ God  be  with  youl" — and  *ti.s  not  absurd 
To  think  so;  for  half  English  as  1 am 
(To  my  mbfortune),  never  can  1 say 
I heard  them  wish  “ God  with  you,"  sax'c  that  way  ; — 

XIIL 

Juan  yet  quickly  understood  their  gesture, 

.And  being  somewhat  choleric  and  sudden. 

Drew  forth  a ]>ocket  pistol  from  hU  vesture. 

And  fired  it  into  one  assailant's  pudding  — 

Who  fell,  as  rolls  an  ox  o'er  in  his  pasture. 

And  roar'd  out,  as  he  writhed  hU  native  mud  in, 
L'nto  his  nearest  follower  or  henchman, 

“ Oh  Jack  1 I 'm  floor'd  by  that  ’ere  bloody  French- 
man !” 

xrv. 

On  which  Jack  and  his  train  set  off  at  speed, 

And  Juan’s  suite,  late  scatter’d  at  a distance. 

Came  up,  all  marvelling  at  such  a deed, 

And  offering,  as  usual,  late  assistance. 

Juan,  who  saw  the  moon’s  late  minion  3 bleed 
As  If  his  veins  would  ix>ur  out  his  existence. 

Stood  calling  out  for  bandages  and  lint. 

And  wish'd  he  bad  been  less  hasty  with  his  flint.* 

XV. 

“ Perhaps,”  thought  he,  “ it  b the  country’s  wont 
To  welcome  foreigners  in  thin  way : now 
1 recollect  .some  innkeepers  who  don’t 
Differ,  except  in  robbing  with  a bow. 

In  lieu  of  a hare  blade  and  brazen  front. 

But  what  b to  be  done  ? I can’t  allow 
The  fellow  to  lie  groaning  on  the  n>od : 

So  take  him  up  ; 1 'll  help  you  with  the  load. 


* I ffttp,  W hy,  that  i rnv  «lalntjr  Arid  : t thall  iwIm  th^ ; {oiiilons  of  Iho  mooa  : and  let  men  tav,  we  be  men  of  sood 

liut  yet  thouihait  have  IVi.‘edotn.’‘  — retN/v4f.J  Rtnernment;  being  mvemed,  as  the  *ea  I*,  bv  our  noble 

• [■■  FiiUlitff:  UUui.-.  forcurr.,  gmllmieii  of  tl>.  ihul.,  , n 
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XV  r. 

Cut  prc  they  could  perform  this  pious  duty. 

The  d)in(?  man  cried,  ” Iloldl  Vre  eot  my  gruel  I 
Oh  1 for  a glass  of  wi.'ijt  f * WeVe  mlsi'd  our  booty ; 

Let  me  die  where  1 am  !"  And  as  the  fuel 
Of  life  shrunk  in  his  heart,  and  thick  and  sooty 
The  drops  fell  from  bis  death-wound,  and  he  drew  iU 
HU  breath.— > he  fmm  hU  swelling  throat  untied 
A kerchief,  crj'ing,  ‘♦Oive  Sal  that!’*  — and  died. 

XVII. 

The  cravat  stain’d  with  hlootiy  drops  fell  down 
Before  Don  Juan’s  fi*et : he  could  not  tell 
Exactly  why  It  was  bcfiiro  him  thrown, 

Nor  what  the  meaning  of  the  man’s  farevreli. 

Poor  Tom  was  once  a kiddy*  uiK)n  town, 

A thorough  vannint,  and  a real  swril,* 

Full  Aash  ail  fancy,  until  fairly  diddlofl. 

HU  pockets  tirst  and  then  his  body  nddled. 

XVIIL 

Dun  Juan,  having  done  the  best  be  could 
In  all  the  circumstances  of  the  cisc. 

As  soon  as  “ Crowner’s  quest"*  allow’d,  pursued 
His  travels  to  the  capital  apace;  — 

Esteeming  it  a little  hard  he  should 

In  twelve  hours'  time,  and  very  little  space, 

Have  been  obliged  to  slay  a freeborn  native 
In  self-defence  : this  made  him  meditative. 

XIX. 

He  from  the  world  had  cut  »>ff  a great  man. 

Who  in  hU  time  had  made  heroic  buttle. 

Wbo  in  a row  like  Tom'  could  lead  the  van. 

Boose  in  the  ken^,  or  at  the  spcllken?  hustle  7 
Who  queer  a flat  7«  Who  (spite  of  Bow-street’s  ban) 
On  the  high  toby-tpice^  so  flash  the  muitle? 

Who  on  a iark  with  black*eycd  Sal  (his  blowing ),>* 
So  prime,  so  swell  so  nutty  and  so  knowing  ? 

XX. 

But  Tom’s  no  more — and  so  no  more  of  Tom. 

Heroes  must  die;  and  i>y  God's  blessing  *tU 
Not  long  before  the  mo^t  of  them  go  home. 

Hall  I Thamis,  hail  I Upon  thy  verge  it  U 

> [Gio  or  llollAndt.] 

* (a  thief  of  the  lower  order,  who.  when  he  ii  breeched  by 
a course  of  iMccessful  deprevi  itien,  dre«»c«  in  the  extreme  of 
Tul;;ar  gentitUy.  and  aJb<l«  .i  kuowlngtm*  in  his  air  and  cori- 
rer»Att<>n.  which  renders  hint  in  reality  an  object  of  ridicule. 

■ — Vacx.J 

* (Any  well-dressed  person  Is  emphatically  called  a swell, 
or  area/ swell.— H.  Kcan.^ 

* [A  fellow  wtin  .iflhrts  any  p«rt*cidar  habit,  as  swearing, 
dressing  In  a particular  m.:nner,  taking  snuff.  Ac.  merely  to 
be  noticed,  is  said  to  do  it  out  ol'/osA.  — 

w*  {“  3d  C'loim.  Uut  is  this  law  ? 

Is/  C/oiets.  Ay  marry  is 't?  crnwncr'i  quest  law."  — 
Jiamlfl.] 

* fA  house  that  h-arltours  thieves  is  catted  a ten.  — * The 
plarhuuse.  — " To  puttie  nr  confound  a gsill,  or  silly  fellow. 
— > Uobitery  on  horseback.  — Fun  or  s;x'rt  of  any  kind.  — 
n A pick-iKwkel'i  iruU.  — So  grnttvmanly.  .See  A'/awg 
D/er/oJuxry.J 

[ To  l«e  ntUt  Upon,  It  to  be  very  mtich  pleased  or  gratifleii 
with  any  thing:  thus,  a person  mho  ronceirrs  a strong  liirlin- 
ation  for  anosTier  of  the  opposite  sex  is  said  to  be  quite  nuz/jr 
upon  him  or  her. — Ibid.) 

T*i»e  advance  of  science  and  of  tangiuge  h.u  rendered  it 
unnecessary  to  translate  the  olwoe  goo-1  and  true  Rngilsh, 
spoken  in  its  original  purity  by  the  select  moidtity  and  their 
patrons.  The  luMow  log  is  a stanza  of  a song  which  was  very 
popul.ir  at  le.ist  In  my  early  days : — 

" On  the  high  toby-spice  flash  t]«c  miiztle, 
in  spite  of  each  gallow  i old  scout ; 

Ifyou  at  the  spellken  can't  bustle. 

You  'll  be  hobbled  in  making  a Clock 


That  Juan'fl  chariot,  rolling  like  a dinim 
In  thunder,  holds  the  way  it  can't  well  miss. 

Through  Kennington  and  all  the  other  **  tons,'* 

Which  make  us  wish  ourselves  in  town  at  once  ; — ■ 

XXI. 

Throtigh  Groves  so  call’d  as  being  void  of  trees. 

(Like  tucuM  from  no  light);  through  pros(iects 
named 

Mount  Plea'^ant,  ns  containing  nought  to  please. 

Nor  much  to  climb ; through  little  boxes  framed 
Of  bricks  to  let  the  dust  In  at  your  ease. 

With  **  To  be  let,"  uiK>n  their  doors  proclaim'd  ; 
Through  “ Rows  ” most  modi*stly  call’d  ” PamlHc," 
Which  Eve  might  quit  without  much  sacrifice;  — 

X.XII. 

Through  coiichcs,  drays  choked  tiimpikes,  ami  a whirl 
Of  wheels,  and  roar  of  voices  and  confusion  ; 

Here  taverns  wooing  to  a pint  of  " purl,"  i* 

There  mails  fast  flying  oil  like  a delusion  ; 

There  b.irbcrs’  blocks  with  periwigs  In  curl 
In  windows  ; here  the  lamplighter's  Infusion 
Slowly  distiU'd  into  the  glimmering  glass 
(For  in  those  days  we  h^l  not  gut  to  gas — ) ; 

xxrii. 

Through  this,  and  much,  and  more.  Is  the  approach 
Of  travellers  to  mighty  Babylon : 

Whether  they  come  by  horse,  or  chaise,  or  coach, 

With  slight  excei»Uons,  all  the  ways  seem  one. 

I could  say  more,  but  <lo  not  choose  to  encroach 
U|K>n  the  Guhlc-lMM>k's  prlvil^c.  The  sun 
Hml  set  some  time,  and  night  was  on  the  ridge 
Of  twilight,  os  the  parly  cross'd  the  bridge. 

XXIV. 

That's  mther  fine,  the  gentle  sound  of  Thamls  — 

Wlio  vindic.ites  a moment,  too,  his  stream  — 

Though  bordlyheurd  through  multlfarloas  ‘‘damme's." 

The  lam|H  of  Westminster’s  more  regular  gleam. 

The  breadth  of  pavement,  and  yon  shrine  where  fame  jj 
A spectral  resident  — whose  pallid  beam  [U  i 
In  shape  of  moonshine  hovers  o'er  the  pile  — 

Make  this  a sacred  part  of  Albion's  isle.  O 

" Tlien  your  Blowing  will  wax  gallows  l)aii;;hty. 

When  shr  hrars  uf  vutir  sraiy  mistake. 

She  'U  surrW  turn  iiiftch  fur  the  forty  — 

That  her  Jack  may  be  regular  weight." 

If  there  be  any  grrmnar  tn  fimorant  as  to  rrtpiire  a tradur- 
tlon,  1 refer  him  tn  my  old  friend  and  ronwrral  {Mutoraml 
master.  John  Jackson.  Km|..  Prufessor  of  rugiUsm  ; wbo,  [ 
tru»t,  »tlll  retain*  the  *trr;ig1h  and  *yn.tnetry  of  Id*  m'*dcl  of 
a furro.  together  with  hi*  huinuur,  aud  athletic  a*  well 
a*  mental  accomplishment*. 

f A kind  of  tretlirnled  malt  liquor,  in  which  wormwood 
and  aromatic*  are  Uiiuied.  — Toon.] 

*•  [The  streets  of  London  were  ftrit  regularly  lighted  with 
gas  in  lSI3.j 

If  ["  I very  often."  i.ny*  Addl*or»,  •*  walk  bymy*etfin  We«t- 
minster  Abbey.  When  I look  upon  the  tombs  of  the  great, 
every  emotion  of  envy  dies  in  me;  when  1 rend  Ihe  epitaphs 
uf  t^e  iseautiful.  eveiw  inordinate  desire  goes  nut ; when  I 
meet  with  the  grief  m parent#  upon  a Coml>»tone,  my  heart 
melts  with  compassion ; when  I aer  the  tomb  of  (he  juirmls 
themselves,  1 consider  (he  vanity  of  grieving  for  those  whom 
we  must  quickly  follow.  When  I see  king*  lying  by  tboH! 
who  depoml  them  ; when  1 consider  rival  wits  plan'd  side  hy 
side,  or  the  holy  men  that  divided  the  world  with  thrir  con- 
tests and  disputes;  I reflect  with  sorrow  and  astonishment 
on  the  little  compctitloni.  fortions,  and  debates  of  manktniL 
When  I read  the  several  dales  of  Ihe  tombs,  of  tome  that 
dhd  yesterday,  and  some  six  hundred  years  ago.  I consider 
that  great  day,  when  we  shall  all  of  us  be  cunteriiporaries,  aud 
make  our  appearance  together.'*] 
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XXV. 

Tbe  Druids'  groves  are  gone — so  much  the  better : 
Stonehenge  is  not  — but  what  the  devil  b it  ? — 
Rut  RetILni  still  exists  with  its  sage  fetter, 

Tha:  madmen  may  not  bite  you  on  a visit ; 

The  Rcnch  too  seals  or  suits  full  many  a debtor  ; 

The  Mansion  IIouw,  too  (though  some  people  quiz 
To  me  t4>iiears  a sUlf  yet  grand  erection ; [It), 

Rut  then  the  Abbey’s  worth  the  whole  collection. 

XXVI. 

The  line  of  lights  too,  up  to  Charing  Cross, 

Pall  Mall,  and  so  forth,  have  a c^jmscation 
Idlic  gold  as  in  comiwri^^on  to  dross, 

Match’d  with  the  Continent’s  Illumination, 

\nu»e  cities  Night  by  no  means  deigns  to  glos?. 

The  French  were  not  yet  a lamp-lighting  nation, 
And  when  they  grew  so — on  their  new-found  lantern, 
Instead  of  wicks,  they  m.ade  a wicked  man  turn. 

xxvu. 

A row  of  gentlemen  along  the  streets 
Suspended  may  illuminate  mankind, 

As  also  bonfires  made  of  country  seats  ; 

Hut  the  old  way  b best  for  the  purblind  ; 

The  other  looks  like  phtwphorus  on  sheets, 

A sort  of  ignis  fatuus  to  the  mind. 

Which,  though  'tls  certain  to  perplex  and  frighten. 
Must  bum  more  mildly  ere  it  can  enlighten. 
XXVIII. 

But  London’s  so  well  lit,  that  if  Dii^enes 
Could  recommence  to  hunt  his  hoiusi  man. 

And  found  him  not  amidst  the  various  progenies 
Of  this  enormous  city’s  spreading  sp.-jn, 

'Twerc  not  for  want  of  lamps  to  aid  hb  dodging  his 
Tct  undiscorer'd  treasure.  What  / can, 

I *vc  done  to  find  the  same  throughout  life’s  journey, 
But  see  the  world  U only  one  attorney. 

XXIX. 

Over  the  stones  still  rattling,  up  Pail  Mall. 

Through  crowd*  and  carriages,  but  waxing  thinner 
As  thunder'd  knockers  broke  the  long  scal’d  spell 
Of  doors  ’galmt  duns,  and  to  an  early  dinner 
Admitted  a small  imrty  as  night  fell,  — 

Don  Juan,  our  young  diplomatic  sinner. 

Pursued  his  p.’^th,  and  drove  past  some  hotel*, 

$t.  James's  Palace  and  St-  James’s  “ Hells.”  » 

XXX. 

They  reach’d  the  hotel ; forth  stream’d  from  the  front 
A tide  of  well-clad  waiters,  and  around  [door 
The  mob  stood,  and  as  u*ual  several  score 
Of  those  pedestrian  Paphians  who  abound 
In  decent  Ix)ndon  when  the  daylight’s  o'er; 

Commodiou*  but  immoral,  they  are  found 
Useful,  like  Midthus,  in  promoting  marriage. — 

But  Juan  now  Is  stepping  from  his  carriage 

XXXI. 

Into  one  of  the  swgctest  of  hotels. 

Especially  for  foreigners — and  mostly 
For  those  whom  favour  or  whom  f<)rtunc  swells, 

And  cannot  find  a bill  s small  items  costly. 

There  many  an  envoy  cither  dwelt  or  dwells 
(The  den  of  many  a diplomatic  lost  lie). 

Until  to  some  consplcuou*  square  they  pass. 

And  blazon  o'er  the  door  their  names  in  bra.*s. 


XXXIL 

Juan,  whose  was  a delicate  commission. 

Private,  though  publicly  important,  bore 
No  title  to  point  out  with  due  preebion 
The  exact  aftuir  on  which  he  was  sent  o’er. 

*T  was  merely  known,  that  on  a secret  mission 
A foreigner  of  rank  bad  graced  our  shore. 

Young,  handsome,  and  accoinplijb'd,  who  was  said 
(In  whispers)  to  have  turn’d  his  sovereign’s  head. 

xxxm. 

Some  rumour  also  of  some  strange  adventures 
Had  gone  before  him,  and  bb  wars  ai^d  loves ; 

And  as  romantic  heads  are  pretty  painters. 

And,  above  all,  an  Englishwoman *s  roves 
Into  the  excursive,  breaking  the  Indentures 
Of  sober  reason,  whcri‘Soe’er  It  moves, 

He  found  himself  extremely  in  the  fiishion, 

\Hilch  senes  our  thinking  people  for  a posilmu 

XX.TIV, 

1 don’t  mean  that  they  arc  pn?^ionle«,  but  quite 
The  coatraiy ; but  then  'ib  in  the  head; 

Yet  as  the  consequences  are  as  bright 
A*  if  they  acted  with  the  heart  instead, 

MTtat  after  all  can  signify  the  site 
Of  ladies'  lucubrations  ? So  they  lead 
In  safety  to  the  place  for  which  you  start. 

What  matters  if  the  road  be  head  or  heart  ? 

XXXV. 

Juan  presented  in  the  pixjiHT  place. 

To  proper  plact  men,  cverj*  Ku.ss  credential ; 

And  wa*  received  with  all  the  due  grimace 
I By  those  who  govern  in  the  mood  potentud, 

I Who.  seclitg  a handsome  stripling  with  smooth  face. 
Thought  (what  in  state  affairs  u mcnit  essential) 

' Thai  they  as  easily  might  do  the  youngster, 

As  hawks  may  iK>uncc  upon  a woodland  songster. 

XXXVI. 

They  err'd,  as  aged  men  will  do ; but  by 
And  by  we  'll  talk  of  that ; and  If  we  don't, 

’T  will  he  because  our  notion  is  not  high 
Of  politicians  and  their  double  front. 

Who  live  by  lies,  yet  dare  not  bohlly  lie : — 

Now  what  I love  in  women  Is,  they  won't 
Or  can't  do  otherwise  than  He,  but  do  it 
So  well,  the  very  truth  seems  fabehtxrf  to  it. 

xxxvn. 

And,  after  all,  what  U a lie  ? ’T  is  but 
The  truth  In  masquerade ; and  I defy 
Hlrtorlans,  heroes  lawyers,  priests  to  put 
A fact  without  some  leaven  of  a lie. 

The  very  shadow  of  true  Truth  w ould  shut 
Up  annals,  revelations,  ptwsy, 

And  prophecy — except  it  should  be  dated 
I Some  years  before  the  incidents  related. 

I .XXXVII 1. 

I Praised  be  all  liars  and  all  lies  1 ^\'ho  now 
I Can  tax  my  mild  Muse  with  misanthropy  ? 

: She  rings  the  world’s  Te  I>eum,”  and  her  brow 
< Blushes  for  those  who  will  not : — but  to  sigh 
Is  Idle ; let  us  like  most  others  how, 

I Kiss  hand-',  fetd,  any  part  of  m ’jesty, 

After  the  j^i  example  of  “Green  Erin,”  2 
Whose  shamrock  now  seems  rather  woinc  for  wearing. 


^ “ tIelU.”  camiiis.hvtises.  Wh»t  thrtr  number  m«jr  now  me  where  I ifaotipht  that  hii  soul  would  be  fuunil  hereafter.  I 
be  in  this  life,  I know  not.  Deforc  1 was  of  a«cc  1 knew  them  auswerod,  **  In  Stiver  HeU.*’ 
praCtv  accuraUlf.  both  and  *' sUver.**  I was  imcc  i 

nearljr  called  out  by  an  acquaintaocc,  becauetf  when  he  asked  i 


* [See  the  Irish  AraUr,  ante,  p.  475.] 


JUAN. 


XXXIX. 

Don  Juan  was  presents,  and  his  dress 

And  mien  excited  general  admiration 

I don't  know  which  wus  more  admired  or  less: 

One  monstrous  diamond  drew  much  observation. 
Which  Catherine  in  a moment  of  “ ivresse" 

I (In  love  or  brandy’s  fenent  fennentation) 

I Ikstow’d  upon  liim,  as  the  public  learn 'i! ; 

I And,  to  say  truth,  it  had  been  f.drly  carnM. 

i XL. 

Besides  the  ministers  and  und(Tilo;ts, 

Who  must  be  courteous  to  the  accredited 
I Diplomatists  of  rather  wavering  kings, 

‘ Dntil  their  ixiyal  riddle’s  fully  read, 

[ The  very  clerks, — those  somewhat  dirt>’  springs 
Of  office,  or  the  bouse  of  office,  fed 
By  foul  corruption  into  streams,  — even  they 
Were  hardly  rude  enough  to  cam  tbclr  pay : 

XLI. 

I And  Insolence  no  doubt  Ls  what  they  arc 
( Employ’d  for,  since  It  U their  daily  labour, 

In  the  dear  offices  of  peace  or  war ; [neighbour. 
And  should  you  doubt,  pray  a‘>k  of  your  next 
When  for  a passport,  or  some  other  bar 
To  freedom,  he  applied  (a  grief  and  a bore), 

If  he  found  not  this  spawn  of  taxbom  riches 
I Like  lap-dogs,  the  least  ci\ii  sons  of  b s. 

XUI. 

j But  Juan  was  received  with  much  “ empressement — 
These  phrases  of  refinement  I must  borrow 
! From  our  next  neighbours*  land,  where,  like  a chcs5. 
man, 

There  Is  a move  set  down  for  joy  or  som>w, 

Not  only  in  mere  talking,  but  the  press.  Man 
In  island!!  is,  It  seems,  downright  and  thorough. 
More  than  on  continents  — as  if  the  sea 
(See  Billingsgate)  made  even  the  tongue  more  free. 

xLm. 

j And  yet  the  British  *•  Damme  **'s  ratlier  Attic, 

I Your  continental  ooths  are  hut  Incontinent, 

' And  tnm  on  things  which  no  aristocratic 

Spirit  would  name,  and  therefore  even  I won’t  anent  ‘ 

I This  subject  quote ; as  it  would  be  schismatic 

In  politessc,  and  have  a sound  affronting  in’t*  — 
But  **  Dammc'"s  quite  ethereal,  though  too  daring  — 
Platonic  blasphemy,  the  soul  of  swearing. 

XLIV. 

For  downright  rudeness,  ye  may  stay  at  home  ; 

For  true  or  false  politeness  (and  scarce  that 
iVose)  you  may  cross  the  blue  deep  and  white  foam  — 
The  first  the  emblem  (rarely  though)  of  what  i 
You  leave  behind,  the  next  of  much  you  come  | 

To  meet.  However,  ‘tls  no  dmc  to  chat  I 

On  general  topics:  poems  must  confine 
Themselves  to  unity,  like  this  of  mine. 


t XLV. 

In  the  great  world, — which,  bring  interpreted, 
Mea:>eth  the  west  or  worst  end  of  a city, 

.Vnd  about  twice  two  thousand  people  bred 
I By  no  means  to  be  very  wise  or  witty, 

' Hut  to  sit  up  while  others  lie  in  bed, 

! And  look  down  on  the  universe  with  pity,— 

■ Juan,  as  an  inveterate  patrician. 

; Was  well  remved  by  t>ersoiu  of  condition. 

I XLVI. 

He  was  a bachelor,  which  is  a matter 
j Of  import  both  to  virgin  and  to  bride, 

1 The  former's  hymeneal  hoix's  to  flatter; 

Anti  («ihnnld  she  hold  fast  by  love  or  prldr) 

'Tls  also  of  some  moment  to  the  latter; 

A rib's  a thorn  in  a wed  gallant's  side, 

. Requires  decorum,  and  is  apt  to  double 
I The  borrld  sin — and  wbaC’i  still  worse,  the  trouble. 

I XLVH. 

■ Rut  Juan  was  a bachelor  — of  arts. 

And  ports,  an«l  hearts : he  danced  and  sung,  and  had 
' An  air  as  sentimental  as  Mozart's 

Softest  of  melodics ; and  could  l>e  ^ad 
Or  cheerful,  without  any  “ flaws  or  ftarts*** 

Just  at  the  proper  time:  and  tb«nufh  a lad. 

Hud  soon  the  world — which  is  a curious  sight. 

And  very  much  unlike  what  people  write. 

xi.viir. 

Fair  virgins  blush'd  uiwn  him : wedded  daincs 
Bbx»m’d  also  In  less  transitory  hues ; 

For  both  commodities  dwell  by  the  Thames, 

The  painting  and  the  painteii ; youth,  ceru’-r, 
Against  his  heart  preferr'd  their  iu>ual  claims. 

Such  as  no  gentlenun  can  quite  refuse : 

Daughters  admired  his  dress,  and  pious  medio  rs 
Inquired  bis  Income,  and  If  he  had  brutlkcrs. 

XUX. 

The  milliners  who  furnish  " draper}’  Misses”* 
Throughout  the  season,  upon  s]M‘culation 
Of  pa>Tnent  ere  the  boney-moort’s  last  kls.x  s 
Have  waned  into  a crescent’s  coruscation, 

Thought  such  an  opportunity  as  this  Is, 

Of  a rich  foreigner's  Initiation, 

Not  to  be  overlook’d — and  gave  such  credit. 

That  future  bridegrooms  swore,  and  sigh'd,  and  paid  it, 

I.. 

The  Blues,  that  tender  tribe,  who  sigh  o'er  sonnets. 
And  with  the  pages  of  the  Ia«t  Review 
Line  the  Interior  of  their  heads  or  bonnets, 

, Advanced  in  all  their  azure's  highest  hue : 

1 They  talk'd  bad  French  or  Spanish,  and  upon  its 
I l>atc  authors  ask’d  him  for  a hint  or  two; 
jknd  which  was  softest,  Ra«;slan  or  Castilian  ? 

And  whether  in  his  travels  he  saw  llion  ? 


* Aiient**  wju  a Scotch  phrase  meaning '*  coDcrming  ” | 
— wtth  regard  to:”  It  has  been  made  KnglUh  by  the 
Scotch  iiovHa  ; and.  as  the  Frenchman  said,  ” If  it  ke  not, 
otigkt  to  be  English.” 

* Oh,  these  flaws,  and  starts. 

(Impostors  to  tnie  fear,)  would  well  become 

A woman's  storjr,”  eic.—  A/ocArtA.l 

Drapery  Miste*.”— This  term  U probaldy  anything 
now  but  a mgs/rry.  It  was.  buwewr.  almmt  so  to  me  when 
1 first  returned  n’ora  the  Fast  in  lnll->|h|s.  It  means  a 
pretty,  a high-l^m,  a fashionable  young  female,  well  In- 
stnKted  by  her  friends,  and  furnished  by  her  millii>er  with  a 


I wardrobe  uran  credit,  to  be  repaid,  when  married,  by  the 
htubamd.  The  riddle  was  first  read  to  me  by  a ytrung  and 
pretty  heiress,  on  my  praising  tbo  ••  drapery"”  of  the  “we- 
lockered"  but  ” pretty  rfrfinities  ” (like  >lr».  .Anne  Page)  of 
tbe  Uun  day,  which  has  now  been  some  years  yesterday  : she 
I assured  me  that  the  thing  was  common  in  Lornton ; and  as 
; her  own  thouuudf.  and  blot»ming  lonki,  and  rich  simplicity 
i of  array,  put  any  suspicion  in  her  own  rase  nut  of  the  ques- 
tion. 1 confess  I gave  some  credit  to  the  allegation.  If  nrces- 
sarr,  authorities  might  te  cited : in  which  cose  1 could  quote 
both  ” drapery'*  and  Use  wearers.  J.ct  us  hops,  however, 
that  it  is  now  obsolete. 
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Juan,  who  was  a little  luperflcUl, 

And  not  In  literature  a great  Drawcamir, 
Kxamined  by  this  learned  and  especial  < 

Jury  of  matrons,  scarce  knew  what  to  answer : 

Ills  duties  warlike,  loving  or  official, 
liis  steady  application  as  a dancer. 

Had  kept  him  from  the  brink  of  Hlppocrene, 

Which  now  be  found  was  blue  instead  of  green. 

LIL 

However,  he  replied  at  baaard,  with 

A modest  confidence  and  calm  assurance. 

Which  lent  hU  learned  lucubrations  pith. 

And  pass’d  for  arguments  of  good  endurance. 

That  prodigy,  Miss  Aramlnta  Smith 

(wiio  at  sixteen  translated  “ Hercules  Furcn>” 
Into  as  furious  English),  with  her  best  look. 

Set  down  his  sayings  In  her  common>place  book. 

LIU. 

Junn  knew  several  languages  — as  well 

lie  might  and  brought  them  up  with  skill,  in  time 
To  save  his  fame  with  each  accomplish'd  belle, 
tVlio  still  regretted  that  he  did  not  rhyme. 

There  wanted  but  this  requisite  to  swell 
His  qualities  (with  them)  Into  sublime  : 

I.ady  FitX'Frtsky,  and  Miss  Msvia  Mannish, 

Both  long'd  extremely  to  be  sung  in  Spanish. 

LIV. 

However,  he  did  pretty  well,  and  was 
Admitted  as  an  aspirant  to  all 
The  coteries,  and,  as  in  Banquo’s  glass. 

At  great  assemblies  or  in  partita  small. 

He  saw  ten  thousand  living  authors  pass. 

That  being  about  their  average  numeral ; 

Also  the  eighty  **  greatest  living  poets” 

As  ever)*  paltry  magazine  can  show  it's. 

LV. 

In  twice  five  years  the  “greatest  living  poet.” 

Like  to  the  champion  in  the  fisty  ring. 

Is  call'd  on  to  support  his  claim,  or  show  it. 

Although 't  is  an  imaginno'  thing. 

Even  I >- albeit  I’m  sure  1 did  not  know  it. 

Nor  sought  of  foolscap  suldects  to  be  king, — 

Was  reckon'd,  a considerable  time, 

The  grand  Napoleon  of  the  realms  of  rhjTne. 

LVI. 

But  Juan  was  my  Moscow,  and  Fallcro 

My  Ix!ipslc,  and  my  Munt  Saint  Jeon  seems  Cain ; • 
“ La  Belle  Alliance”  of  dunces  down  at  lero. 

Now  th.*it  the  Lion  *s  fall’n,  may  rise  again  ; 

But  1 will  fall  at  least  as  fell  my  hero ; 

Nor  reign  at  all,  or  as  a monarch  reign  } 

Or  to  some  lonely  Isle  of  gaolers  go, 

M ith  turncoat  Southey  for  my  turnkey  I.,owe. 

Lvn. 

Sir  Walter  reign'd  before  me  ; Moore  and  Campbell 
Before  and  after;  but  now  grown  more  holy, 

■ [See<TA/^p.339.] 

* [Sojue  neviewer  had  bestowed  the  title  of  “a  Morsl 
nvrnn  *'  on  ^!r.  Itryan  Printer,  author  of  **  Pratn.iilr 
^i,H^hes."  Ac.  Ac.  all  publUhed  under  th«  name  nf  *'  ll.irrj 

t\>niw*ll.'*] 


The  Muses  upon  Sion's  hill  must  ramble 
With  poets  almost  clergymen,  or  wholly  ; 
And  Pegasus  has  a psalmodic  amble 

Beneath  the  very  Reverend  Rowley  Powley, 
Who  shoes  the  glorious  aninud  with  stilts, 

A modem  Ancient  Pistol  — by  the  hilts  ! 


I * [See  anif,  p.  &IS  ] I 

I * [The  Bloffraphlod  DIrtlonary  — •*  Brine  In  drM- 
I rate  hralth.  he  induced  to  try  the  climate  of  luly,  where  j 


LVIII. 

Still  he  excels  that  artificial  hard 

Labourer  in  the  same  vineyard,  though  the  vine 
Yields  him  but  vinegar  for  his  reward, — 

That  neutralised  dull  Dorus  of  the  Nine ; 

That  swarthy  Sporus,  neither  man  nor  hard ; 

That  ox  of  verse,  who  piouffhs  for  every  line : — 
Cambyses’  roaring  Romans  beat  at  least 
The  howling  Hebrews  of  Cybcle's  priest. 

: LIX. 

I Then  there  *s  my  gentle  Euphues ; who,  they  say, 
Sets  up  for  being  a sort  of  moral  me  i* 

He'll  find  It  rather  difficult  some  day 
I To  turn  out  both,  or  cither,  It  may  be. 
j Some  persons  think  that  Coleridge  hath  the  sway ; 

■ .\nd  Wordsworth  has  supporters,  two  or  three ; 
i And  that  deep-mouth’d  Bccotlin  “ Savage  Landor  **  ’ 
' Has  taken  for  a swan  rogue  Southey's  gander. 

1 

LX. 

I John  Keats,  who  w.is  kill'd  off  by  one  critique. 

Just  as  he  really  promis'd  something  great, 

I If  not  intelligible,  without  Gnnrk 

Contrived  to  talk  aliout  the  gods  of  late, 

Much  as  they  micht  ha%*c  been  supposed  to  s]>cak.  * 

\ Poor  fellow  ! His  was  an  untoward  fate  ; 

’T  is  strange  the  mind,  that  very  fler)-  |«rticle,  * 
Should  let  itself  be  snutf'd  out  by  an  article. 

LXI. 

The  list  grows  long  of  live  and  dead  pretenders 
To  that  which  none  wiil  gain — or  none  will  know 
The  conqueror  at  least ; who,  ere  Time  renders 
His  last  award,  will  have  the  long  grass  grow 
Above  his  bumLout  brain,  and  sapless  cinders. 

If  1 might  augur,  I should  rate  but  low 
Theirchances ; — they  're  too  numerous,  like  the  thirty 
Mock  tyrants,  when  Erne's  annals  wax'd  but  dirty. 

Lxn. 

This  is  the  literary  lower  empire, 

Where  the  pnetorian  bands  take  up  the  matter;  — 
A “dreadful  trade,”  likehiswbo  “gathers  sarophlre,”<’ 
The  Insolent  soldiery  to  soothe  and  flatter. 

With  the  same  feelings  as  you'd  coax  a vampire. 

Now,  were  I once  at  home,  and  in  good  satire. 

I’d  try  conclusions  with  those  Janizaries 
And  show  them  what  an  intellectual  war  U. 

LXIII. 

I think  I know  a trick  or  two,  would  turn 

Their  flanks ; — but  it  is  hardly  worth  my  while, 
With  such  small  gear  to  give  myself  concern : 

Indeed  I ‘ve  not  the  luccssary  bile  ; 

he  *rrlve«l  In  November.  1B30.  and  died  In  the  followln*  De- 
cember. Ills  death  has  been  attributed  to  the  attacks  of 
critics  t but  It  waa.  In  fact,  owing  to  a consumptive  compUint 
of  long  sundlug.”  Cumiwrv.  however.  uhU,  p.  &74.] 

* ••  Divine  partlculuin  aurir.” 

* f Half-wav  down 

Hangs  one  that  gathers  Mmphfre  ; drcwlful  trade  ! “ 
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My  natural  temper '»  really  aught  but  atem.  Must  steer  with  care  through  all  that  gUttrrinx  sea 

Ami  even  my  Muse's  worst  reproof's  a smile;  Of  gt'ms  and  plumes  and  pearls  and  sillus  to  where 


And  then  she  drops  a brief  and  modem  curuy, 

And  glides  away»  assured  she  never  hurts  yv. 

LXIV. 

My  Juan,  whom  I left  in  deadly  peril 

Amongst  live  poets  and  blue  ladies,  pass'd 
; With  some  small  profit  through  that  field  so  sterile, 

1 Being  tired  in  time,  and  neither  least  nor  last, 

I Left  it  before  he  had  been  treated  very  ill ; 

And  henceforth  found  himself  more  g;d]y  class'd 
Amongst  the  higher  spirits  of  the  day. 

The  sun's  true  sun,  no  vapour,  but  a ray. 

, LXV. 

His  moms  he  paM'd  In  business  — which  dissected, 
Was  like  all  business,  a laborious  nothing 
That  leatls  to  lassitude,  the  most  infreted 

And  Centaur  Nessus  garb  of  mortal  clothing,  1 
I And  on  our  sofas  makes  us  Ue  dejected, 

I And  talk  in  tender  horrors  of  our  loathing 
I All  kinds  of  toil,  save  for  our  country's  good 
I Which  grows  no  better,  though  'tU  time  it  should. 

1 LXVI. 

I Ills  afternoons  he  pass'd  in  visits  luncheons. 
Lounging,  and  boxing  ; and  the  twilight  hour 
In  riding  round  those  vegetable  puncheons  [fiower 
Call'd  Parks,"  where  there  is  neither  fruit  nor 
Enough  to  gratify  a bee's  slight  munchings  ; 

But  after  <ill  it  is  the  only  ** bower"* 

I (In  Moore's  phrase)  where  the  fuhlonable  fair 
Can  form  a slight  acquaintance  with  fresh  air. 

LXVIL 

Then  dress,  then  dinner,  then  awakes  the  world  t 
Then  glare  the  lamps,  then  whirl  the  wheels,  then 
roar 

Through  street  and  square  fast  flashing  chariots  hurl’d 
Like  harness'd  meteors;  then  along  the  floor 
. Chalk  mimics  painting ; then  festoons  arc  twirl'd ; 

I Then  roll  the  brazen  thunders  of  tlie  door, 

I Which  opens  to  the  thousand  happy  few 
i An  earthly  Paradise  of  **  Or  Molu." 

LXVIIL 

There  stands  the  noble  hostess,  nor  shall  tink 

With  the  three-thousandth  curtsy ; there  the  waltz,  : 
The  only  dance  which  teaches  girls  to  think,  * 

Makes  one  in  love  even  with  its  very  fruits. 

Saloon,  room,  hall,  o'erflow  beyond  their  brink, 

I And  long  the  latest  of  arrivals  halts, 

'Midst  royal  dukes  and  dames  condemn'd  to  cUmh, 
j|  And  gain  an  inch  of  staircase  at  a time. 

I|  LXIX. 

Ij  Thrice  happy  he  who,  after  a survey 

1 Of  the  good  com;>any,  can  win  a comer,  | 

1 A door  that 's  in  or  boudoir  mtt  of  the  way,  j 

Where  be  may  fix  himself  like  small  “Jack  Ilomcr," 

^ And  let  the  Babel  round  run  as  it  may,  j 

And  look  on  as  a mourner,  or  a svoyncr. 

Or  an  approver,  or  a mere  spectator,  I 

' Yawning  a little  as  the  night  grows  later. 

I LXX. 

But  this  won't  do,  save  by  and  by  ; and  he  | 

Who,  like  Don  Juan,  takes  an  active  share, 

* •*  Ullta  Netseo  tlhl  texta  Teaeno.”—  Ovid.  P.pUL  ii. 

I • [*•  Come  lo  me,  love,  1 'ee  »-«mler'd  far, 

^ 'T  U pail  the  promlicd  hour : 

j Come  to  me.  love,  the  twilight  (tar 

Shall  guide  thee  to  my  bower."  — Monax.] 


I He  deems  it  is  bis  proper  place  to  be ; 

I DU>tolving  in  tha  w^ta  to  some  soft  air, 

I Or  proudller  prancing  with  miTcuiial  skill, 
j Where  Science  marshals  forth  her  own  quailrille. 

; LXXI. 

Or,  if  he  dance  not,  but  hath  higher  views 
Upon  an  heiress  or  his  neighbour's  bride. 

Let  him  take  care  that  that  which  he  pursues 
Is  not  at  once  too  palpably  descried. 

I Full  many  an  eager  gentleman  oft  rues 

His  baste ; Impatience  is  a blundering  guide. 
Amongst  a people  famous  for  reflection, 

Who  like  to  play  the  fool  with  circumspection. 

LXXn. 

But,  If  you  can  contrive,  get  next  at  supper ; 

Or  if  forestall'd,  get  ot'posite  and  ogle  : — 

Oh,  ye  ambrosial  moments  ! always  upper 
In  mind,  a sort  of  sentimental  bogle,  * 

Which  sits  fur  ever  upon  memory's  crupper. 

The  ghost  of  vanish’d  pleasures  once  in  vogue  I 111  • 

Can  tender  souls  relate  the  rise  and  frll  I 

Of  hopes  and  fears  which  shake  a single  ball.  I 

LXXIII. 

But  these  precautionary  hints  can  touch 
Only  the  common  run,  who  must  pursue, 

And  watch,  and  ward  ; whose  plans  a wonl  too  much 
Or  little  overturns  ; and  not  the  few 
Or  many  (for  the  number’s  sometimes  such) 

Whom  a good  mien,  especially  If  new. 

Or  frme,  or  name,  for  wit,  war,  sense,  or  nonsens*.*, 
Permits  whate'er  they  please,  or  did  not  long  since. 

LXX  IV. 

Our  hero,  as  a hero,  young  and  handsome, 

Noble,  rich,  celebrated,  and  a stranger. 

Like  other  slaves  of  course  must  pay  his  ransom,  I 
Before  he  can  escape  from  so  much  danger 
As  viill  environ  a conspicuous  man.  Some 

Talk  about  pootrj',  and  **  rack  and  manger,"  j 

And  ugliness,  disease,  as  toll  and  trouble ; — , 

1 wish  they  knew  the  life  of  a young  noble.  1 

LXXV. 

They  are  young,  but  know  not  youth — It  is  anticipated ; ' 
Handsome  but  wasted,  rich  without  a sou ; < 

Their  vigour  In  a thousand  anns  is  di.  oipated ; ] 

Their  cash  conu*s  from,  their  wealth  goes  to  a Jew  ; ; 
Both  senates  sec  their  nightly  votes  partidputed 
Between  the  tyrant's  and  the  tribunes'  crew ; 

And  having  voted,  dined,  drunk,  gamed,  and  whored, 
The  family  vault  receives  another  lord.  , 

LXXVI.  ! 

“Where  Is  the  world?"  cries  Young,  at  riyhttf—.^  1 

“ Where  • 

The  world  in  which  a man  was  bom  ? ” Ala.s ! ) 

Where  Is  tbeworld  of  e»o/*f  years  j»a.st?  ' 7'ic«s/Acrf — 

I look  for  it — 'tis  gone,  a globe  of  glass  I 
Crack’d,  shiver’d,  vanish'd,  scarcely  gazed  on,  cre 
A silent  change  dissolves  the  glittering  ma<ss. 
Statesmen,  chiefs,  orators,  queens,  tMtriots,  king*, 

And  dandies,  all  arc  gone  on  the  wind’s  wings. 

’ [Se€  ami.  p.  4.sd] 

* Scotch  fur  gobUn. 

• [Young  was  more  than  eighty  yean  old  when  h«  pub-  1 

Ushi^  bli  poem,  entitlod  " Kesignation,"  ftr.]  ' 

I 
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LXXVII. 

Where  is  Napoleon  the  Grand  ? Ood  known: 

Whore  little  Castlerca^jh  ? The  devil  can  tell: 
Whore  Grattan,  Cuiran,  Sheridan,  all  those 
Who  hound  the  Ixif  or  senate  In  their  spell  ? 

Where  is  the  unhappy  (^een,  with  all  her  woes  ? 

And  where  the  Daughter,  whom  the  Isles  loved  well  ? 
W'hero  are  those  martjT’d  saints  the  Five  per  Cents  ? * 
And  where— oh,  where  the  devil  arc  the  Rents? 
LXXVIU. 

W' here's  Brummcll?  Dish'd.  MTiere’s  Lonx  Pole 
Wellesley  ? Diddled.  [the  Third  ? 

W’hore's  Whitbread?  Romilly?  Wlicre’s  George 
Whore  U his  will  ?s  (That's  not  so  soon  unriddled.) 

And  where  Is  “ Fum  " the  Fourth,  our  “ royal  bird  ? " * 
Gone  down,  it  scorns,  to  Scotland  to  be  Addled 
Unt*>  by  Sawney’s  violin,  we  have  heard : 

“Caw  me,  caw  thee” — for  six  months  hath  been 
hatching 

This  scene  of  royal  itch  and  loyal  scratching. 

LXXIX. 

Where  Ls  I.nrd  This?  And  where  my  Lady  That? 

The  U'jnourablc  Mistresses  and  Misses  ? 

Some  laid  aside  like  an  old  Opera  hat. 

Married,  unmarried,  and  remarried ; (this  b 
An  evolution  oft  performed  of  late). 

Where  are  the  Dublin  shouts — and  London  hisses  ? 
Where  arc  the  Grenvilles  ? Turn'd  as  usmil.  Where 
My  friends  the  ^^'hig8  ? Exactly  where  they  were. 
LXXX 

Whore  are  the  Loily  Carolines  and  Franceses  ? 

Divorced  or  doing  thcreanent.  Te  annals 
So  brilliant,  where  the  list  of  roub  and  dances  b, — 
Thou  Morning  Post,  sole  record  of  the  panels 
Brokern  in  carriages,  and  all  the  phantasies 

Of  fashion,  — say  Fhat  streams  now  All  those 
channels  ? | 

Some  die,  some  Ay,  some  languish  on  the  Continent,  1 

Becaua*  the  times  have  hardly  left  them  one  tenant.  ' 
LXXXI. 

Some  who  once  set  their  caps  at  cautious  dukc«,  I 

Have  taken  up  at  length  with  younger  brothers : I 

Some  heiresses  have  bit  at  sharpers’  hooks ; 

Some  maids  have  been  made  wives,  some  merely 
mothers : i 

Others  have  lost  their  fresh  and  fairy  looks: 

In  short,  the  list  of  alterations  bothers. 

There 's  little  strange  in  this,  but  something  strange  b 
The  unusual  quickness  of  these  common  changes. 
LXXXIL 

Talk  not  of  seventy  years  as  age ; in  seven 

I have  seen  more  changes,  doNvn  from  monarchs  to 

* I am  ready  to  accept  the.  ur  almost  any  mortaage,  any 
thing  to  art  out  of  the  irL-muluus  Funds  of  tue*«  ofollatory 
tlmcs.  There  will  be  .v  war  lome^t  here,  no  doubt ->  and 
wherever  it  may  be.  the  Fiuidi  will  bo  alfb'  ted  more  or  less ; i 
su  pray  get  US  out  of  them  with  all  proper  cx(tedition.  It  hiu  : 
been  the  burthen  of  my  song  to  you  three  years  and  better, 
and  at>out  a«  uviful  as  better  couaK'Is.”— /.Vnf  Jtymn  to  Mr. 
Ktnnatrd.  Jan.  IS, 

* [The  old  story  of  the  will  of  George  t , said  to  have  been 
dcstroved  i?y  (ieur^  !L  No  such  c^umny  was  ever  heard 
of  as  to  Grurge  III.] 

* rSi'C  Moore’s  *•  Fum  and  Bum.  the  Two  Birds  of  Roy. 
tlty.^’  ;q»pi.’i»rtcd  to  his  “ Fudge  F.-u«dy.”} 

* [The  Congress  at  Verma.  in  See  anti,  p.  4SQ.J 

* 1'*  If  I hail  a thousiwd  sons,  the  first  human  principle 

:atioii5 , and 


T would  tearh  them  should  he  to  forswear  tfaln  

aildU  t theiiiielves  to  sack."  — SitaKse.  Henry  It'A 
* Corpe  diem,  qoim  ntinimuui  crrditla  postero.'* 


-Boa.] 


I 


The  humblest  Indhidual  under  heaven. 

Than  might  suffice  a moderate  century  through. 

I knew  that  nought  vras  bsting,  but  now  even 
Change  grows  too  changeable,  without  being  new : 
Nought ’s  permanent  among  the  human  race. 

Except  the  Whigs  not  getting  into  place. 

Lxxxm. 

I have  seen  Napoleoi\,  who  seem’d  quite  a Jupiter, 
Shrink  to  a Saturn.  I have  seen  a Duke 
(No  matter  which)  turn  politician  stupider, 

D'  that  can  well  be,  than  bb  wooden  look. 

But  it  U time  that  1 should  hoist  my  “ blue  Peter," 
And  sail  for  a new  theme : — 1 have  seen  — and  shook 
To  see  it— the  king  hiss'd,  and  then  carest; 

But  don’t  pretend  to  settle  which  was  best. 

LXXXIV. 

I luivc  seen  the  Landholders  without  a rap  — 

1 have  seen  Joanna  Southcote  — I have  seen 

The  House  of  Commons  turn’d  to  a tax.trap 

I have  seen  that  sad  affair  of  the  late  Queen 

I have  seen  crowns  worn  instead  of  a fool’s  cap 

I have  seen  a Congress  * doing  all  that ’s  mean  — 

I have  seen  some  lutions,  like  o’erloaded  asses. 

Kick  off  their  burthens — meaning  the  high  classes. 

LXXXV. 

1 have  seen  small  poets,  and  great  prosers,  and 
Interminable'— not  r/ema/—. speakers.— 

I have  seen  the  funds  at  war  with  house  and  land 

[ have  seen  the  country  gentlemen  turn  squeakers 

1 have  seen  the  people  ridden  o’er  like  sand 

By  slaves  on  horseback  — I have  sci*n  malt  Uijuors 

Exchanged  for  “ thin  potations"*  by  John  Bull 

1 have  seen  John  half  detect  himself  a fool.  — 

LXXXVI. 

But  " carpe  diem,"  Juan,  “ carpe,  carpe  I " 8 
To-morrow  sees  another  race  as  gay 
And  transient,  and  devour’d  by  the  same  harpy. 

“Life’s  a poor  player," — then  “play  out  the’ play, 7 
Yc  villains ! " and  above  all  keep  a sharp  eye 
Much  less  on  what  you  do  than  what  you  say : 

Be  hyijocritical,  be  cautious,  be 

Not  what  you  teem,  but  always  what  you  see. 

LXXXVII. 

But  how  shall  I relate  In  other  cantos 
Of  what  befell  our  boro  la  the  land, 

Which  *tb  the  common  cry  and  lie  to  vaunt  as 
A moral  country  ? But  I hold  roy  hand  — 

For  1 dLsilain  to  write  an  Atalantis;* 

But  'tis  as  well  at  once  to  understand. 

You  are  not  a moral  people,  and  you  know  it. 

Without  the  aid  of  too  sincere  a i>oct. 

^ ["  Out,  you  roifue  1 play  out  the  play.”  — /fiwrjr/r.) 

" [.S<*e  the  *•  New  .^taUotb  or  Memoir*  an«i  Manner*  of 
several  Person*  of  Quality."— a work  in  which  the  au> 
thorcss,  Mr*.  Manlor,  make*  verr  free  with  many  diatin. 
guithod  charactef*  of  her  day.  Warburton  call*  it  *•  a famous 
tmok.  full  of  court  am!  party  tcaodal,  and  written  In  a loose 
e(remfn.tcy  of  style  and  sentiment,  which  well  sulti'd  the  de. 
iMuchrd  taste  of  the  better  vulgar."  Pope  also  alludes  to  it 
In  the  " itape  of  the  Lock."  — 

“ As  long  as  Atainnii*  shall  be  read, 

Or  the*  small  jitlluw  ;;race  a huly’s  ImhI. 

While  nymphs  Uke  tre.ats  or  assignations  rive, 

Su  long  tny  honnur,  name,  and  praise  >hall  live." 

And  Swift,  in  his  ballad  on  ” Corirma:  " — 

" Her  cnmmon.plare  l>ook  all  gallant  U ; 

Of  scandAl  now  a comucupia  — 

She  pours  It  out  in  AtaOm'tt. 

Or  memoirs  of  the  New  Utopia."} 
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CANTO  XII.  DOX  JUAN.  7 jj 

LX  XX  VIII. 


^Vhat  Juan  &aw  and  undcnrent  shall  be 
My  toidc,  with  of  course  the  due  restriction 
Which  b required  by  projKT  courtesy  ; 

And  recollect  the  work  is  only  fiction, 

And  that  I sing  of  neither  mine  nor  me, 

Though  every  scribe.  In  some  slight  turn  of  diction, 
NVUi  hint  allustonfi  never  mpunt.  Ne’er  doubt 
7^11— when  1 speak,  1 don't  hint,  but  $p<ak  out. 

LXXXIX. 

Whether  he  nrurried  with  the  third  or  fourth 

Otbpring  of  some  s^e  husband-hunting  countess. 
Or  whether  with  some  vin?in  of  more  worth 
(1  mean  in  Fortune's  matrimonial  bounties) 

He  took  to  regularly  peopling  Earth, 

Of  which  your  lawful,  awful  wedlock  fount  U,  — 
Or  whether  he  was  taken  in  for  damages. 

For  being  too  excursive  in  his  homages,— 

XC. 

Is  yet  within  the  unread  events  of  time. 

TTuis  far,  g<»  forth,  thou  lay,  which  I wlU  back 
Against  the  same  given  quantity  of  rhyme. 

For  being  as  much  the  subject  of  attack 
As  ever  yet  was  any  work  sublin>e, 

ily  those  who  love  to  say  that  white  U black. 

So  much  the  better ! — 1 may  stand  alone, 

But  would  not  change  my  free  thoughts  finr  a throne. 


Don  ^uan. 


Love  lingers  still,  although  'twert  late  to  wive: 

And  as  for  other  love,  the  illusion’s  o'er ; 

And  money,  that  most  pure  imagination. 

Gleams  only  through  the  dawn  of  its  creation.  * 

lU. 

0 Gold  1 Why  call  we  misers  mlM*rablc  ? ^ 

Theirs  b the  pleasure  that  can  never  poll ; 

Theirs  b the  best  bower  anchor,  the  chain  cable 
Which  holds  fast  other  pleasures  great  and  small. 
Yc  who  but  see  the  saving  man  at  table, 

And  scorn  his  temperate  board,  as  none  at  all. 

And  wonder  how  the  wealthy  can  be  s)>aring, 
Knownot  what  vblons  spring  from  eachcheeH'.paring. 

IV. 

I Love  or  lust  makes  man  sick,  and  wine  much  sicker ; 

Ambition  rends,  and  gaming  gains  a la<is  ; 

1 But  making  money,  slowly  first,  then  quicker, 

' And  adding  still  a little  through  each  cruoa 
I (Which  viU  come  over  things),  beau  love  or  liquor, 
j The  gxme«tcr’s  counter,  or  the  statesman's  d>oM. 

, O Gold  J 1 still  prefor  thee  unto  paiar, 

I Mlilch  makes  bank  credit  like  a bank  of  vapour. 

V. 

Who  bold  the  balance  of  the  world  ? Who  reign 
O’er  congress,  whether  royalbl  or  liberal  ? 

Who  muse  the  shiftless  patriots  of  Spain  ? > [aII). 

(That  make  old  Europe’s  jouniab  squeak  and  glbbtf 
Who  keep  the  world,  both  old  and  new,  in  pain 
Or  pleasure  ? Who  make  {lolitics  run  glibber  all? 
The  shade  of  Buonap.arte's  noble  daring  ? — 

Jew  Rothschild,  and  hb  fcllow-Christian,  Baring. 

VI. 


Those,  and  the  truly  liberal  Lalltte, 

Arc  the  true  lords  of  Euroi>e.  Every  loan 
Is  not  a merely  9]>eculatlvc  hit. 

But  seaU  a matJon  nr  upsets  a throne. 
Republics  also  get  involved  a bit ; 

Columbia’s  stock  hath  holders  not  unknosra 
On  'Change ; and  even  thy  silver  toll,  Peru, 
Must  get  itself  discounted  by  a Jew. 


CANTO  THE  TSntLrXH.* 


I. 

Or  all  the  barbarous  middle  ages,  that 

Which  Is  most  barbarous  is  the  middle  age 
Of  manl  it  Is  — I really  scarce  know  what ; 

But  when  we  hover  between  fool  and  sage. 

And  don’t  know  justly  what  we  would  be  at  — 

A period  something  like  a printed  page, 

Bl.vck  letter  upon  foolscap,  while  our  hair 
Grows  griailed,  and  we  are  not  what  we  were  ; — 

II. 

Too  old  for  youth,  — too  young,  at  thlrt>’.flve, 
Toherdwith  boys,  or  hoard  with  good  threescore,— 
I wonder  people  should  be  left  alive ; 

But  since  they  are,  that  epoch  is  a bore : , 


; VII. 

j Mhy  call  the  miser  miserable  ? as 
I said  before : the  frugal  life  is  bis, 

I Which  In  a saint  or  cynic  ever  was 
I The  theme  of  praise : a bennit  would  not  miss 
Canonization  for  the  self-same  cau«e, 

I And  whoreforc  blame  gaunt  wealth’s  nnstcritlcs  ? 

! Because,  you'll  say,  nought  calls  fur  such  a trial ; — 
' Then  there’s  more  merit  in  his  self-denial. 


J tConUM  XU..  XIII.,  and  XIV.  opfteurrd  in  X.ondon,  la 
Norerabrr.  ISSS.] 

* (In  an  unnuhlUhed  letter  tnMr.  Douglas  KInnalrel, dated 
Genoa,  Jan.  ik.  we  And  the  following  passage:  —**  1 tri7/ 
economise  and  do.  as  1 bare  partly  proved  to  you  by  my 
surplus  rereime  of  IS22,  which  ^most  equals  the  dttto  of  tbe 
t'lulod  States  of  America  (vide  Pre<ldent'B  lieport  to  Om> 
yress);  and  do  you  second  my  parsimony  by*  judicimis  dis- 
btirsements  of  what  is  requisite,  and  a moderate  liquidatton. 
Also  make  an  inrestment  of  any  »pare  moneys  as  may  render 
some  usance  to  the  owner  ; because,  however  Uttie.  * every 
little  makes  a mickle, ' as  we  uf  the  north  say,  with  more 
reason  than  rhyme.  1 liope  that  you  have  all  receipts,  Ac. 
I Ac.  Ac.,  and  acknowledgments  of  moners  p.*ild  In  Uquldailoo 
; of  debts,  to  prevent  extortion,  and  htntler  the  fellows  from 
i cnmlnc  twice,  of  which  they  would  he  capable,  partlcuLvIy 
! as  toy  altsence  would  lend  a pretext  to  theWetension.  — You 
‘ win  p«rha{>s  woader  at  this  recent  and  furions  fit  of  accumu* 
Ution  and  retrenctunent;  but  it  it  iwU  an  unnatural.  1 am 
not  naturally  ostenUtii>us.  although  once  careless,  and  ex- 
I enslve  because  carvIfsB : and  mr  roost  extrarngant  tMSsiuns 
nave  pretty  well  subsideiJ,  os  It  U tune  they  should  on  lh« 


I very  vern  of  thirty  .five.  1 always  looked  to  about  thirty  as 
I the  barner  of  any  real  or  fierce  delight  In  the  pasilons,  and 
I determined  to  work  them  out  In  the  younjmr  ore  and  better  , 

' veins  of  the  mine  I and  I flatter  myself  (perhapa)  that  I havo  m 
' pretty  well  done  so.  and  now  the  dross  Is  cumiag,  and  1 Ames  1 1 
, ittcre : fur  wo  must  love  somelhlng.  At  any  rate,  then.  T |l 
' h.ive  a passion  the  more,  and  thus  a feelinc.  However,  it  Is  '' 

I iiut  (br  myself;  but  I should  like,  God  willing,  to  lease  jl 
: sumelliins  to  my  reUtlvn  mure  tlsan  a mere  lutne ; and  | ' 

' besides  Uiat,  to  iw  able  to  do  good  to  others  to  a greater 
; extent.  If  nothing  else  will  do,  1 must  try  bread  and  wat  T ; i 
which,  by  the  way,  are  very  nourbhiuc  and  sullicJunt,  if  good 

I oflhdrklDd.’*)  / o M 

* [Boswell.  **  I have  heard  old  Mr.  Sheridan  maintain,  1 1 
witli  much  inuetmity.  that  a complete  miser  is  a happy  man  : ' 

^ a miser  who  gives  liinmlfwholly  tutheonc  | a.«sU>ti  of  saving.”  j 

— '*  T'hat  is  dying  lu  the  fare  of  ull  the  wnrid,  I 

, who  have  colled  an  avarlciuus  man  a tu>t*r,  because  he  it  I 
roUcrahle.  No,  sir;  a man  who  b>rth  si>ends  and  saves  ! 
I money  is  the  happinttnan.because  he  has  bolt)  cajuyments.'' 

! vol.  vli.  I).  174.,  edit.  1^.] 

, * The  Uescamuaout.  i 
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vrii. 

He  id  your  only  poet ; — pa»iion,  pure, 

Anii  sparkling  on  from  heap  to  heap,  displays, 
Potae$$'dy  the  ore,  of  which  mere  hcpet  allure 
I Nations  athwart  the  deep : the  golden  rays 
. Flash  up  In  Ingots  from  the  mine  obscure : 

I On  him  the  diamond  pours  its  brilliant  bbxe, 

; ^^'h^e  the  mild  emerald's  beam  shades  down  the  dies 
Of  other  stones,  to  soothe  the  miser's  e>'es. 

IX. 

The  lands  on  either  side  are  his;  the  ship 
From  Ceylon,  Inde,  or  far  Cathay  >,  unloads 
For  him  the  fragrant  produce  of  each  trip  ; 

Beneath  hii  cars  of  Ceres  groan  the  nods, 

Anil  the  Tine  blushes  like  Aurora's  Up ; 

His  very  cellars  might  be  kings'  abodes; 

I U'hile  he,  despising  every  sensual  call. 

Commands — the  Intellectual  lord  of  all. 

i X- 

I Perhaps  he  hath  great  projects  In  hU  mind, 

I To  build  a college,  or  to  found  a race,  > 

! A hospital,  a church,  — and  leave  behind 

Some  dome  surmounted  by  his  meagre  free  : 
Perhaps  he  ftUn  would  liberate  mankind 

Even  with  the  very  ore  which  makes  them  base; 
Perhaps  he  would  be  wealthiest  of  bis  nation, 

Or  revel  In  the  joys  of  calculation. 

I XI. 

! But  whether  all,  or  each,  or  none  of  these 
May  be  the  hoarder’s  principle  of  action, 

I The  fool  will  call  such  mania  a disease  : — 

What  is  his  own  9 Go — look  at  each  transaction. 
Wars,  revels,  loves — do  these  bring  men  more  e.ise 
Than  the  mere  plodding  through  each  “ vulgar 
i fraction  ? " 

j Or  do  they  benefit  mankind  ? Lean  raiser  ! 

' X.et  spendthrifts' heirs  Inquire  of  yours — wbo'swiscr? 

^ ML 

How  beauteous  are  rouleaus  I how  charming  chests 
I Containing  ingots,  bags  of  dollars,  coins 
(Not  of  old  victors,  all  whose  beads  and  cresU 
Weigh  not  the  thin  ore  where  their  visage  shines. 
But)  of  fine  uncllpt  gold,  where  dully  rests 

Some  likeness,  which  the  glittering  cirque  confines, 
i Of  modem,  reigning,  sterling,  stupid  stamp : — 

; Tet ! ready  money  u Aladdin’s  lamp. 

I 

> [China  ] 

* [“  Die,  and  endow  a collofr,  or  a cat.’*—  Port.] 

* (“  Love  rules  the  court,  the  camp,  the  grora, 

I And  men  below,  and  aalnu  above. 

And  love  U heaven,  and  heaven  b love.” 

the  iMt  Hinxtrtl.^ 

* [Mr.  ^lalthus  tells  us.  that  the  way  to  reduce  our  poor* 
rale*  \%  to  ]ieriuiide  the  lower  orden  to  rontlnenoe ; to  dis- 
co'trage  them,  as  much  as  possible,  from  marrying;  to  preach 
wedding-sermoiii  to  then;,  if  they  will  marry,  upon  the 
iromnriuity  of  breeding,  — that  being  a luxury  reserred  only 
for  those  who  can  afford  it ; and  if  they  wUI  persist  In  so 
improper  and  immoral  a practice,  aAer  so  solemn  and  well* 
limed  a warning,  to  leave  them  to  the  punishment  of  severe 
want,  and  rigidly  deny  all  parish  assistance.  No  public 
relief  Is  to  be  given  to  the  starving  infant ; it  is  worth  nothing 
to  society,  for  Its  place  will  be  presently  supplied,  and  society, 
therefore,  has  no  further  business  than  to  hang  the  mother, 
if  she  should  shorten  the  sufferings  of  her  babe  rather  than 
see  it  die  of  want.  The  rich  are  to  be  called  upon  for  no 
sacrifices  i nothing  more  Is  req^uired  of  them,  th.an  that  they 
should  harden  thetr  hearts.  That  we  may  not  be  tuspected 
of  exaggerating  the  detestable  hard-heartednesi  of  hli  system, 
wc  present  It  in  his  own  language.—  SoernaY.] 

— = 


XIII 

“ Love  rules  the  camp,  the  court,  the  grove. 

for  love  [Isanl ; 

Is  heaven,  and  heaven  is  love;"* — so  sings  the 
Which  it  were  mther  difficult  to  prove 
(A  thing  with  poetry  in  genenU  hard). 

Perhaps  there  may  be  something  In  "the  gTOve,** 

At  least  It  rhymes  to  "love:”  but  I'm  prepared 
To  doubt  (no  less  than  landlords  of  their  rental) 

If  **courts*'  and  "camps”  be  quite  so  sentimental. 

XIV. 

But  if  Love  don't.  Cash  docs,  and  Cosh  alone  : 

Cash  rules  the  grove,  and  fells  it  too  besides  ; 
Without  cosh,  comps  were  thin,  and  courts  were  none ; 

Without  cash,  Holtbus  tells  you — " take  no 
So  Cash  rules  Love  the  ruler,  on  his  own  [brides. " ■» 
High  ground,  as  virgin  Cynthia  sways  the  tides : 
And  as  for  " Heaven  being  Los-e,"  why  not  say  honey 
Is  wax  ? Heaven  is  not  Love,  'tis  Matrimony. 

XV. 

Is  not  all  love  prohibited  whatever. 

Excepting  marriage  ? which  is  love,  no  doubt. 
After  a sort ; but  somehow  people  never  [out. 

With  the  same  thought  the  two  words  have  help'd 
Love  may  exist  with  marriage,  and  should  ever, 

And  marriage  also  may  exbt  without ; 

But  love  aans  banns  is  both  a sin  and  shame, 

And  ought  to  go  by  quite  another  name. 

XVI. 

Now  if  the  "court,”  and  "camp,”  and  "grrjve,”  be 
Recruited  all  with  constant  marriid  men,  [not 
Who  never  oovcttd  their  neighbour's  lot, 

I say  that  line ‘s  a lapsu-<  of  the  pen ; 

Strange  too  in  my  " buon  camcrado”  Scott, 

So  celebmted  for  his  morals  wlicn 
My  Jeffrey  held  him  up  as  an  example  ^ 

To  me ; — of  which  these  morals  are  a sample. 

XVII. 

Well,  If  I don’t  succeed,  I haoe  succeeded. 

And  that's  enough ; succeeded  in  my  youth. 

The  only  time  when  much  success  is  needed  : 

And  my  success  produced  what  I.  in  sooth. 

Cared  most  about ; It  need  not  now  be  pleaded 

Whate’er  it  was,  ’twas  mine  ; I’ve  paid,  in  truth, 
Of  late,  the  penalty  of  such  succom. 

But  have  not  leam'd  to  wish  it  oi^y  less. 

* We  hSTf  no  notion  that  Lord  Byron  had  any  mischlcvoos 
IntentlM  in  these  nubllcatlont.  and  readily  acquit  him  of  any 
wlfh  to  corrupt  the  mon.U,  or  impair  the  happiness  of  hii 
readers ; but  it  is  our  duty  to  uy.  that  much  of  what  be  has 
published  appears  to  us  to  have  this  tendency.  How  opu^te 
to  this  is  the  system,  or  the  temper,  of  the  great  autnor  of 
Warerlcy  I With  all  his  unrivalfod  jKiwer  or  invention  and 
Judgment,  of  pathos  and  pleasantry,  the  tenour  of  his  tenti. 
ments  is  uniformly  generous.  Indulgent,  and  good>humoured : 
and  so  remote  from  the  Wtterneis  of  mlaanthropy,  that  he 
never  indulges  In  sarcasm,  and  scarcely,  in  any  case,  carries 
his  merriment  so  far  as  derision.  liiit  the  peculiarity  by 
which  he  stands  roost  hroa<lly  and  proudly  distinguished  from 
Lord  Drroo  is.  that  beginning,  as  he  rrequcnily  docs,  with 
some  ludicrous  nr  satirical  theme,  be  never  fails  to  raise  out 
of  it  some  feelings  of  a generous  or  gentle  klr»d,  and  to  end 
by  exciting  our  tender  pity,  or  deep  respect,  for  those  very 
Individuals  or  classes  of  persons  «*liost  emed  at  first  to  b« 
brought  on  the  suge  for  our  mere  sport  and  amusement 
thus  making  the  liidicruus  itself  subservient  to  the  cause  of 
txmcvolence — and  iutulcating,  at  every  turn,  and  as  the  true 
end  and  result  of  all  his  trials  and  exporinirnts.  the  luve  of 
our  kind,  and  tho  duty  and  delight  of  a cordial  and  Muine 
sympathy  with  the  joys  and  sorrovrs  of  every  comihion  ot 
men.”  — JarrasY,  m lAe  AVsnisergA  Jirwiewybr  1822.) 
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j XVIIL 

I That  *uit  in  Chancer)',  — which  some  persons  plead 
, In  an  appeal  to  the  unborn,  whom  they, 

■ In  the  faith  of  their  procreative  creed, 

I Baptiae  posterity,  or  future  clay,— 
i To  me  seems  but  a dubious  kind  of  reed 
I To  lean  on  for  support  in  any  way  ; 

' Since  odds  are  that  posterity  will  know 
j No  more  of  them,  than  they  of  her,  I trow. 

I XIX. 

Why,  1 *m  posterity  — and  so  are  you  ; 

' And  whom  do  wc  remember  ? Not  a hundred. 
Were  every  memor)'  written  down  all  true, 

The  tenth  or  twentieth  name  would  be  but 
blunder'd  , 

Even  Plutarch’s  Lives  have  but  pick'd  out  a few, 
And  'jndnst  those  few  yourannalUts  have  thunder'd ; 
And  Mitfjrd  » In  the  nineteenth  century 

II  Gives,  with  Greek  truth,  the  good  old  Greek  the  llc.^ 

i XX. 

II  Good  people  all.  of  every  degree, 

,1  Ye  gentle  readers  and  ungentle  writers, 

; In  this  twelfth  Canto  ’tLs  my  wbh  to  be 
jl  As  serious  as  if  I had  for  inditers 
I Malthus  and  Wllbcrforcc:  — the  la-^t  set  free 
I The  Negroes,  and  is  worth  a million  fighters ; 

I WTiile  Wellington  has  but  enslaved  the  Whites, 

' And  Malthus  docs  the  thing  ’gainst  which  be  writes. 
XXI. 

I'm  serious — so  are  all  men  upon  paper ; 

And  why  should  1 not  form  my  speculation, 

I And  hold  up  to  the  sun  my  little  Uiper  ? ’ 

I I Mankind  just  now  seem  wrapt  in  meditation 
^ ! On  constitutions  and  steam-boats  of  vapour ; 

, While  sages  write  against  all  procreation, 
jl  Vnless  a man  can  calculate  his  means 
! Of  feeding  brats  the  moment  his  wife  weana. 

1 1 XXIL 

That  *s  noble  I That’s  romantic  I For  my  part, 

1 think  that  "Fhilo-genitlvcnese  ” is — 
j (Now  here 's  a word  quite  after  my  own  heart. 

Though  there's  a shorter  a good  deal  than  this, 

I If  that  politeness  set  it  not  apart ; 

! But  1 'm  resolved  to  say  nought  that’s  amiss) — 

I say,  methlnks  that  “ Philo-Kcnitiveness  '* 

Might  meet  from  men  a little  more  forgiveness. 

jj  xxm. 

II  And  now  to  business.  — O my  gentle  Juan  f 

j Thou  art  in  London  — in  that  plea«ant  place, 
j Where  every  kind  of  mischief's  daily  brewing, 

I Which  can  await  warm  youth  In  its  wild  race. 

' 'Tis  true,  that  thy  career  is  not  a new  one  ; 

: Thou  art  no  novice  In  the  headlong  cbusc 

i Of  early  life ; but  this  is  .i  new  land, 

‘ WTilch  foreigners  can  no*cr  understand. 


XXIV.  ; 

What  with  a small  diversity  of  climate,  jj 

Of  hot  or  cold,  mercurial  or  sedate, 

I could  send  forth  my  mandate  like  a primate  !l 

Upon  the  rest  of  Europe’s  social  state  ; il 

But  thou  art  the  most  difficult  to  rhyme  at.  If 

Great  Britain,  which  the  Muse  may  penetrate.  I| 

All  countries  have  their  **  Lions,”  but  In  thee  i| 

There  is  but  one  superb  menagerie,  !; 

XXV.  j 

But  I am  sick  of  politics.  Begin,  | 

“ Paulo  Mujora."  Juan,  undecided  , 

Amongst  the  }uiths  of  being  “ taken  In,"  j 

Above  the  Ice  had  like  a skater  glided ; ' 

>^’hen  tired  of  play,  he  flirted  without  sin  I! 

With  some  of  those  fklr  creatures  who  have  jir’  lcu 
Themselves  on  innocent  tantallsation,  i! 

And  hate  all  vice  except  its  reputation. 

XXVI.  j 

But  these  are  few,  and  in  the  end  they  make  j 

Some  devilish  escapade  or  stir,  which  shows  ^ 

That  even  the  purest  people  may  mistake  |i 

Thclrway  through  virtue’s  primrose  paths  of  snows; 
And  then  men  stare,  as  if  a new  ass  spake  { 

To  Balaam,  and  fh)m  tongue  to  ear  o’erflows  i 

Quicksilver  small  talk,  ending  (If  you  note  It) 

With  the  kind  worid's  amen — “ Who  would  have  j; 
thought  It?" 

xxm  I 

The  little  lyefla,  with  her  Orient  eye?,  } 

And  taciturn  Asiatic  disposition,  jj 

(Which  saw  all  Western  things  with  small  surprise, 

To  the  surpnse  of  people  of  condition,  I 

Who  think  Uut  novelties  are  butterflies  ' 

To  be  pursued  as  food  for  inanition,)  ! 

Her  charming  figure  and  romantic  history  | 

Became  a kind  of  fiuhionable  mystery.  j 

XXVIIL  ! 

The  women  much  divided — as  Is  usual 

Amongst  the  sex  In  little  things  or  great,  [all 1 

Tliink  not,  fair  creatures,  that  I mean  to  abuse  you  j' 
I have  always  liked  you  better  than  I state : 

Since  I *ve  grown  moral,  still  I must  accuse  you  all 
Of  being  apt  to  talk  at  a great  rate  ; ; 

And  now  there  was  a general  sensation  j| 

Amongst  you,  about  Leila’s  education.  || 

XXIX.  I 

In  one  point  only  were  you  settled  — and  j 

You  har!  rcstson  { t was  that  a young  child  of  grace, 

At  beautiful  as  her  own  native  land,  jl 

And  fkr  away,  the  last  bud  of  her  mcc, 

Howe’er  our  friend  Don  Juan  might  command  II 

Himself  for  five,  four,  three,  or  two  years’  space,  *• 
Would  be  much  better  taught  beneath  the  eye 
Of  peeresses  whose  follies  had  run  dry.  i 


• See  Mitford's  Greece.  ••  Crjeria  Vera*."  Hli  preal 
ideiuure  c<>i»icts  in  nraitittg  tyraou.  abusing  PloUrrh.  tpeli* 
inr  oddly,  uwl  writing  quaintly ; and  whnt  is  strange,  after 
all.  Aw  l»  the  best  modern  history  of  Greece  In  any  language, 
atid  be  is  perhaps  the  best  of  all  modem  historians  wbatso* 
e>  er.  Having  oiunod  his  lius,  it  U but  fair  to  state  hts  virtues 
— learning,  labour,  research,  wrath,  and  partiality.  leal) 
the  Utter  virtue*  in  a writer,  because  they  make  him  write  in 
earnest. 

* [“  it  has  been,  irduriousir  for  him.  loo  exteasivclr  held 
among  motlem  writers,  that  1*1  march  was  to  be  constdered 
as  an  nUtorlan  whose  authority  might  be  q«inte<i  for  matters 
of  fact  With  the  same  cotifidenre  as  that  of  'riiucpiides  or 
Xenophon,  or  Cirmr  or  Taiilus.  Sometimes,  indeed,  ho 
umlcrcakes  historicaldlscussion.  or.  relating  dltTircnt  reports, 
leaves  judgment  OQ  them  to  his  reader.  When  truth  thus 


appears  bis  object,  his  matter  U valuable  for  the  historian. 
Uiit  generally  to  do  juitten  to  his  great  work,  his  Lives, 
apiKiret'tly  it  should  l«  contidert^l  that,  next  nt  least  to 
p^ieg)’ric  of  hts  n.ntlnn,  examnle.  political  and  moral,  w.ii  his 
purpoim,  more  than  historirai  Information.  Little  senipntous 
as  he  h.vs  shown  himself  about  traiuactioiu  Iho  most  public, 
coneeming  which  he  often  rontratllcts,  without  reserve  or 
apology,  not  only  the  highest  *uthi>rllles,  but  even  himself,  it 
enn  hardly  tse  supposed  that  he  would  scrutiulic  with  great 
soHcitudr  the  testimonies  to  private  aucs»iuteit.  if  even  he  does 
not  sometimes  indulge  his  inventfoo.’*  — 

_ > (*'  Thu*  cnmment.itnrs  each  d.irk  passage  shun. 

Ami  hold  their  farthing  caiKllei  to  the  lun." — V'oL'Kn.] 
* [Philo-pregcnitiveness.  Spursheim  and  Gall  discover 
the  organ  of  this  name  in  a bump  lM.'bind  tho  ears,  aad  say  it 
is  remarkably  developed  in  the  bull.] 
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CANTO  XU. 


XXX. 

So  first  there  was  a gcneroui  eroulatioo. 

And  then  there  was  a general  competition. 

To  undertake  the  orphan's  education. 

As  Juan  was  a |>erson  of  condition, 

It  had  bi*en  an  aflk>nt  on  this  occasion 
To  talk  of  a subscription  or  petition ; 

Diit  sixteen  dowagers,  ten  unwed  she  sages. 

Whose  talc  belongs  to  **  Hallam’s  Middle  Ages,**’ 

XXXI. 

And  one  or  two  sad,  separate  wives  without 
A fruit  to  bloom  uiwn  their  withering  bough  — 
Begged  to  bring  up  the  Uttlc  girl,  and  ” out,"  — 

For  that 's  the  phra<*e  that  settles  all  things  now, 
Meaning  a virgin's  first  blush  at  a rout. 

And  all  her  points  as  thorough-bred  to  show : 

And  I assure  you,  that  like  virgin  honey 

Tastes  their  first  ses^on  (mostly  if  they  have  money). 

XXXIL 

How  all  the  needy  honourable  misters. 

Each  out-at-citow  peer,  or  desperate  dandy. 

The  watchful  mothers,  and  the  careful  sisters, 

(Who,  by  the  by,  when  clever,  are  more  handy 
At  making  matches,  where  **  *t  Is  gold  that  glisters,’* 
Than  their  ht  relatives),  like  flies  o'er  candy 
Buir  round  “ the  Fortune  **  with  their  busy  battery. 
To  tiim  her  head  with  waltzing  and  with  flattery  i 

XXXIII. 

Each  aunt,  each  cousin,  hath  her  speculation  ; 

Nay,  married  dames  will  now  and  then  discover 
Such  pure  dislnU‘restedne«s  of  passion, 

I 'vc  known  them  court  an  heiress  for  their  lover. 
**  Tantffne  I " * Such  the  ^dTtue8  of  high  station. 
Even  in  the  hopeful  Isle,  whose  outlet 's  •*  DoN’cr  !** 
Willie  the  poor  rich  wretch,  olycct  of  these  cares, 

Has  cause  to  wish  her  sire  bad  had  male  heirs. 

XXXIV. 

Some  are  soon  barg'd,  and  some  reject  three  doxen. 

*Tis  fine  to  sec  them  scattering  refusals 
And  wild  dismay  o’er  every  angr>’  cousin 
(Friends  of  the  party),  who  begin  accusals, 

Such  as  — Unless  Ml^s  ( Blank)  meant  to  have  chosen 
Poor  Fre<lfTick,  why  did  she  accord  perusals 
To  his  billets  ? waltz  with  him  ? W'hy,  I pray. 
Look  yci  last  night,  and  yet  say  no  to-day  ? 

XXXV. 

'*  Wliy  ? — Why  ? — Besides,  Fred  really  was  attach'd ; 

*T  was  not  her  fortune  — he  has  enough  without : 
The  time  will  come  she  ’ll  wi>h  that  she  had  snatch'd 
So  good  an  opportunity,  no  doubt : — 

But  the  old  Marchioness  some  plan  had  hatch’d, 

As  ni  tell  Aurea  at  to-morrow’s  rout : 

And  after  all  jioor  Frederick  may  do  better  — 

Pmy  did  you  see  her  answer  to  his  letter  ?** 

XXX  VL 

Smart  uniforms  and  sparkling  coronets 
Are  spum’d  in  turn,  until  her  turn  arrives. 

After  male  loss  of  time,  and  hearts,  and  bets 
Upon  the  sweepstakes  for  substantial  wives  ; 

And  when  at  last  the  pretty  creature  gets 

Some  gentleman,  who  fights,  or  writes,  or  drives. 
It  soothes  the  awkward  squad  of  the  rejected 
To  find  how  very  badly  she  selected. 

‘ P*  Taccwne  animit  cerirsUbui  Ir*  1”— Viac.) 


xxxvn. 

For  sometimes  they  accept  some  long  pursuer. 

Worn  out  with  importunity ; or  fall 
(But  here  i>erhaps  the  iustances  are  fewer) 

To  the  lot  of  him  who  scarce  pursued  at  all. 

A hazj*  widower  turn’d  of  forty 's  sure  • 

(if  ’tls  not  vain  examples  to  recall) 

To  draw  a high  prize : now,  howe'er  he  got  her,  I 
See  nought  more  strange  in  this  than  t'  other  lottery. 

xxxvin. 

I,  for  my  part  — (one  “ modem  instance"  more, 

♦*  True,  ’tls  a pity  — pity  tls,  tls  true”) — 

Was  chosen  from  out  an  amatory  score. 

Albeit  my  years  were  less  discreet  than  few ; 

But  though  1 also  had  reform’d  before 

Those  became  one  who  soon  were  to  be  two, 

I ’ll  not  gainsay  the  generous  public’s  voice. 

That  the  young  lady  ma«le  a monstrous  choice. 

XXXLX. 

Oh,  pardon  my  digression  — or  at  least 
Peruse  ! ’Tls  always  with  a moral  end 
That  I dissert,  like  grace  before  a feast ; 

For  like  an  age<l  aunt,  or  tiresome  friend, 

A rigid  guardian,  or  a zealous  priest. 

My  Muse  by  exhortation  means  to  racud 
All  people,  at  all  times,  and  In  most  places 
Which  puts  my  P«^gasus  to  these  grave  paces. 

XL. 

But  now  I *m  going  to  be  immoral ; now 
I mean  to  show  things  re:dly  as  they  are, 

Not  as  they  ought  to  be:  for  1 avow. 

That  till  wc  sec  what’s  what  in  fact,  we’re  far 
From  much  improvement  with  that  virtuous  plom^b 
Which  skims  the  surface,  leaving  scarce  a scar 
Upon  the  Mack  loam  long  manured  by  Vice, 

Only  to  keep  Its  com  at  the  old  price. 

XLL 

But  first  of  little  Leila  well  dispose ; 

For  like  a day-dawn  she  whs  young  and  pure. 

Or  like  the  old  comparison  of  snows. 

Which  are  more  pure  than  pleasant  to  be  sure. 
Like  many  people  everyb<Kly  knows, 

Don  Juan  was  delighted  to  ^ure 
A goodly  guardian  for  bis  infant  charge. 

Who  might  not  profit  much  by  being  at  large. 

XLn. 

Besides,  he  had  found  out  he  was  no  tutor 
(I  wish  that  others  would  find  out  the  same), 

.And  rather  wish’d  in  such  things  to  stand  neuter. 
For  silly  wards  will  bring  their  guardians  blame ; 
So  when  he  saw  e:y;h  andcut  dame  a suitor 
To  make  his  little  wild  Asiatic  tame. 

Consulting  **  the  Society  for  Vice 
Suppression,"  Lady  Pinchbeck  was  his  choice. 

XUII. 

Olden  she  was — but  had  been  very  young; 

Virtuous  she  was  — and  had  bi‘en,  I believe ; 
Altfaoiigh  the  world  has  such  an  evil  tongue 

That but  my  chaster  car  will  not  receivv' 

An  echo  of  a syllable  that’s  wrong : 

In  fact, there's  nothing  makes  me  so  much  grieve. 
As  that  abominable  tittle-tattle, 

\Vhich  is  the  cud  eschew’d  by  human  cattle. 


* Ibis  line  msr  putsle  the  ooounentators  i 
present  generstioa. 


I than  the 
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I XLIV. 

I Moreover  I've  remark’d  (and  I was  onec 
, A alight  observer  in  a modest  way), 

And  so  may  every  one  except  a dunce, 

1 That  ladies  in  their  youth  a little  gay, 

. Besides  their  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  sense 
Of  the  sad  consequence  of  going  a;stray, 

' Are  wiser  In  their  warnings  'ga'nst  the  w«)c 
Which  the  mere  passionless  can  never  know. 

1 ' XhV. 

^FhIIe  the  h;irsh  prude  indemnifies  her  virtue 
By  railing  at  the  unknown  and  envied  pa^loo, 

I ' Seeking  fur  less  to  save  you  than  to  hurt  you. 

Or,  what 's  still  worse,  to  put  you  out  of  fo-shiun,  — 

I The  kinder  vctenui  with  calm  wonls  will  court  you, 

I Entreating  you  to  pause  before  you  dash  on ; 

I Ext>ounding  and  Illustrating  the  riddle 
Of  epic  Love's  beginning,  end,  and  middle. 

XLVL 

Now  whether  it  be  thus,  or  that  they  arc  stikter, 

■ As  better  knowing  why  they  should  be  so, 

I I think  you'll  find  from  many  a family  picture, 

' That  d.iughters  of  such  mothen  as  may  know 
The  world  by  experience  rather  than  by  lecture. 
Turn  out  much  better  for  the  Smithfield  .Siiow 
Of  v^tids  brought  into  the  marriage  mart. 

Than  those  bred  up  by  prudes  without  a heart. 

I XLVIL 

^ I said  that  Iguly  Pinchbeck  had  been  talk'd  gi)out-~ 
As  who  has  not,  if  female,  young,  and  pretty  ? 

! But  now  no  more  the  ghost  of  Scand.il  stalk’d  about ; 

I She  merely  was  deem’d  amiable  and  witty, 

! And  several  of  her  best  bon-mots  were  hawk'd  about : 

I I Then  she  was  given  to  charity  and  ]>ity. 

And  pass’d  (at  least  the  tatter  years  of  Life) 

Fur  being  a most  exemplary  wife. 

XLVIII. 

High  in  high  circles,  gentle  in  her  own, 

. She  was  the  mild  reprover  of  the  young, 

! Whenever — which  mcairs  every  day  — they'd  shown 
An  awkward  inclination  to  go  wrung. 

The  quantity  of  good  she  ilid’s  unknown, 
j Or  at  the  least  would  lengthen  out  my  song: 

In  brief,  the  little  on>han  of  the  Ea»t 

llad  rulMrd  an  Interest  in  her,  which  increased. 

j XLLX. 

Juan,  too,  was  a sort  of  ftivourite  with  her, 

I Becaase  she  thought  him  a good  heart  at  bottom, 

I A little  spoU'd,  but  not  so  altogether ; 

Mliicb  was  a wonder,  if  you  think  who  got  him, 
And  how  ho  had  been  toss’d,  he  scarce  knew  whither: 
Though  this  might  ruin  otben«,  it  did  not  him, 

At  least  entirely  — for  he  had  seen  too  numy 
Changes  In  youth,  to  bo  surprised  at  any. 

L. 

And  these  vicissitudes  tell  best  in  vouth  j 
j For  when  they  hap]>en  at  a rijtcr  age, 

I People  are  apt  to  blame  the  Fates,  forsooth, 

I And  wonder  Pruvidenro  Is  not  more  sage. 

y • [**  The  same  feeling  that  makes  the  people  of  Frsncewiih 

I I to  l^p  the  pictures  and  stiUiies  of  oUurr  natiooi,  miut 
I TuUurafir  make  other  n.itloas  wish,  now  that  victory  is  on 

their  tide,  to  return  thu*e  articles  to  the  lawful  ownera 
j . .\ccording  to  my  fcetlngi,  it  woukl  not  only  he  uigust  lo  the 

I' 

- - 

. ■ — ...  ^ . . . ■ 
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JUAN.  7i3  |[ 


Adversity  U the  first  path  to  truth ; I 

He  who  hath  proved  war,  storm,  or  woman'i  rage. 
Whether  his  wintera  be  eighteen  or  eighty,  | 

Hath  won  the  experience  which  is  deem'd  so  weighty. 

u. 

How  far  it  profits  is  anothi  r matter 

Our  hero  gladly  M\r  hb  little  chan?t‘ 

Safe  with  a lady,  whose  last  grown>up  daughter 

Being  long  m.'irried,  and  thus  set  at  large,  ' 

Had  left  all  the  accompUshments  she  taught  her 
To  be  transmitted,  like  the  Lord  Mayer's  barge, 

To  the  next  comer ; or — as  It  will  tell 
Mure  Muse-like  — like  to  Cytherea's  shell. 

LU. 

1 call  such  things  transmission ; fur  there  is 
A floating  balance  of  arc'umplishment, 

WTiich  forms  a pedlgrcc^from  Miss  to  Miss, 

.According  as  thdr  minds  or  hacks  arc  bent. 

Some  walti ; some  draw ; some  futhum  the  abyss  ( 

Of  metaphysics ; others  are  content 
With  music ; the  most  moderate  shine  as  wits ; 

'SVbUc  others  have  a genius  turn'd  fur  fits. 

LHL  I 

But  whether  fits,  or  wits,  or  harpsichords,  j 

Theology,  fine  arts,  or  finer  stays,  : 

May  be  the  baits  for  gentlemen  or  lords  I 

With  regular  descent.  In  these  our  days,  I 

The  last  ye.or  to  the  new  transfers  Its  hoards ; j 

New  vestals  claim  men’s  eyes  with  the  $an:e  j>raise  j 
Of  elegant " et  ctetrnx,  in  fresh  batches  — j 

All  matchlcffl  creatures,  and  yet  bent  on  matches.  j 

LIV. 

But  now  I will  l>egln  my  poem.  'Til 

Perhaps  a little  strange,  if  not  quite  new,  j 

That  from  the  first  of  Cantos  up  to  this  ; 

I’ve  not  begun  what  we  have  to  go  through.  1 

These  first  twelve  books  are  merely  flourbhl•^,  1 

Prehuiios,  tr>'ing  just  a string  or  two  j 

U|Jon  my  lyre,  or  making  the  pegs  sure ; 

And  when  so,  you  shall  have  the  overture.  ' 

LV. 

My  Muses  do  not  care  a pinch  of  rosin  j, 

About  what’s  called  success,  or  not  succeeding: 

Such  thuughts  are  quite  below  the  strain  the>*  have 
chosen ; 

’Tis  a “ great  moral  lesson"  * they  are  reading. 

I thought,  at  setting  off,  about  two  dozen 

Cantos  would  do ; but  at  Apollo's  pleading,  [ 

If  that  my  IVgnsus  should  not  be  founder'd,  ' j 

I think  to  canter  gently  through  a hundred.  i| 

LVI.  ! 

Don  Juan  saw  that  microcosm  on  stilts,  '| 

Yclept  the  Great  World;  fur  it  is  the  least. 

Although  the  highest : but  as  swords  have  hilts  I 
By  which  their  power  of  mischief  is  increased,  I 
When  man  In  Ijaltlc  or  in  quarrel  tilts,  I 

Thus  the  low  world,  north,  south,  or  west,  or  rast. 
Must  still  obey  the  high* — which  U their  handle. 

Their  moon,  their  sun,  their  gas,  their  farthing  candle. 

Allied  SfJTerelsna  to  gratify  the  French  people,  but  the  sarri- 
Qcc  thej'  wuuiu  make  would  be  Impolitic,  aa  It  would  deprive 
them  Of  the  opportunity  «f  givlog  the  French  nation  a grtai 
moruf  Utson.-^  WaLUMOroN,  Peru.  ISIS.} 

> Knfin  partout  la  boone  sod^t^  regie  tout.**— Voltaiei.^ 

3 A 2 
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LVII. 

Ho  hftd  many  friend*  who  had  many  wives,  and  was 
Well  look'd  upon  by  both,  to  that  extent 
Of  (Hendship  which  you  may  accept  or  pass. 

It  dors  nor  good  nor  harm  ; bclnK  merely  meant 
To  keep  the  wheeb  Koin;;  of  the  higher  class. 

And  draw  them  nightly  when  a ticket's  sent; 
And  what  with  masquerades,  and  fetes,  and  balls, 
For  the  first  season  such  a life  scarce  palls. 

LVIII. 

A young  unmarried  man,  with  a good  name 
And  fortune,  has  an  awkward  part  to  play  ; 

For  good  soclrty  is  but  a game, 

“ The  royal  game  of  Goose  as  I may  say, 
»Tiere  ever>  body  has  some  separate  aim, 

An  end  to  answer,  or  a plan  to  lay — 

The  single  ladles  wbhing  to  be  double. 

The  married  one*  to  save  the  rii^lns  trouble. 


I don't  mean  this  as  general,  hut  particular 
Examples  may  be  found  of  such  pursuits ; 

Thotigh  several  also  keep  their  i»erpendicular 
Like  poplars,  with  good  principles  for  roots ; 

Yet  many  have  a method  more  rtiicular  — 

“ Fishers  for  men,**  like  sirens  with  soft  lutes : 

For  talk  six  times  with  the  same  single  lady. 

And  you  may  get  the  wedding  dresses  ready. 

LX. 

Pcrha|»s  you  11  have  a letter  from  the  mother. 

To  say  her  daughter’s  feelings  are  trvpann’d ; 
Perhaps  you’ll  have  a visit  fnim  the  brother. 

All  strut,  and  stays,  and  whiskers,  to  demand 
What  “ your  Intentions  arc  ? " — t)ne  way  or  other 
It  seems  the  viixln's  heart  expects  your  hand : 

And  between  pity  for  her  case  and  yours, 

You  11  add  to  Matrimony*  list  of  cures. 

Lxr, 

I I’ve  known  a dozen  weddings  made  even  thus. 

And  some  of  them  high  narni'^ : I have  also  known 
Young  men  who — though  they  hated  to  discuss 
Pretensions  which  they  never  dreant’d  to  have 
Yet  neither  frighten’d  by  a female  fuss,  [shown  — 
Nor  by  mustachios  moved,  wen*  let  alone, 

And  llvt^,  as  did  the  broken-hearted  fair. 

In  happier  plight  than  if  they  form’d  a jiair. 

LX  II. 

There  ’»  also  nightly,  to  the  uninitLited, 

A peril  — not  Indeed  like  love  or  marriage, 

But  not  the  less  for  thU  to  be  depreciated : 

It  is  — I meant  and  mean  not  to  disparage 
The  show  of  virtue  even  in  the  vitiated  — 

It  adds  an  outward  grace  unto  their  carriage— 
But  to  denounw  the  amphibious  sort  of  harlot, 

••  Couleur  de  rose,”  who’s  neither  white  nor  scarlet. 

LXIII. 

Such  b your  cold  coquette,  who  can’t  say  •*  Xo,” 
i And  won’t  say  Yes,”  and  keeps  you  on  and  otf-ing 
I On  a lee-shore,  till  It  begins  to  blow — [scoffing. 
Then  sees  your  heart  wreck'd  with  an  inward 


I Tbb  work*  a world  of  sentimental  woe. 

And  sends  new  Werters  yearly  to  their  co&n ; 

But  yet  is  merely  innocent  flirtation, 

Not  quite  adulter)*,  but  adulteration. 

LXIV. 

” Ye  gods,  I grow  a talker  I"  Lot  us  prate. 

The  next  of  i»erib,  though  I place  It  s/or«est. 

Is  when,  without  n'gard  to  “ church  or  stati'," 

A wife  makes  or  takes  love  in  upright  eaniest. 
Abroad,  such  things  decide  few  women'*  fiite  — 
(Such,  early  traveller!  b the  truth  thou  Icamest) — 
But  in  old  England,  when  a young  bride  errs. 

Poor  thing  1 Eve’s  was  a trifling  case  to  hers. 

LXV. 

For  ’tb  a low,  newspaper,  humdrum,  lawsuit 
Country,  where  a young  couple  of  the  same  ages 
Can’t  form  a friendship,  but  the  world  o’erawes  it. 
Then  there's  the  vulgar  trick  of  those  d — d damages  I 
' A verdict — grievous  foe  to  those  who  cause  It ! — 
Forms  a sad  climax  to  romantic  homage* ; 

Besides  those  soothing  s)>eeches  of  the  pleaders, 

And  evidences  which  regale  all  readers. 

LXVL 

But  they  who  blunder  thus  are  raw  beginners ; 

! A little  genial  sprinkling  of  by*pocrby 
Has  saved  the  fame  of  thousand  splendid  sinners, 

The  loveliest  oligarchs  of  our  g)*nocracy ; 

You  may  see  such  at  all  the  balb  and  dinners, 
Among  the  proudest  of  our  aristocracy, 

So  gentle,  charming,  charitable,  chaste— 

And  all  by  having  tact  ns  well  as  taste. 

I LXVII. 

I Juan,  who  did  not  stand  In  the  predicament 
I Of  a mere  novice,  had  one  safeguard  more ; 

For  he  was  sick no,  *t  was  not  the  word  sici  I 

\ meant — 

But  he  had  seen  so  much  good  love  before, 

That  he  was  not  in  heart  so  ver>'  weak;  — I meant 
' But  thus  much,  and  no  sneer  against  the  shore 
Of  white  cliff’s,  while  necks,  blue  eyes,  bluer  stockings. 
Tithes,  taxes,  duns,  and  doors  with  double  knocklngs. 

LXVni. 

But  coming  young  from  lands  and  scenes  romantic. 
Where  Uvea,  not  lawsuits  must  be  risk’d  for  Passion, 
And  Irion’s  self  must  have  a spice  of  frantic. 

Into  a countr>-  where  ’tb  half  a frshion, 

Seem’d  to  him  half  commercial,  half  pedantic. 
Howe’er  he  might  esteem  this  moral  nation : 
Besides  (alas  • his  t.vlc  — forgive  and  pity  !) 

At  first  he  did  not  think  the  women  pretty. 

LXIX. 

I say  at^/frrt — for  he  found  out  at  fa*/, 

! But  by  degrees,  that  they  were  fairer  far 
1 Than  the  more  glowing  dames  whose  lot  Is  ca*t 
Beneath  the  influence  of  the  eastern  star. 

A further  prcK»f  we  ihouid  not  judge  in  haste ; 

[ Yet  inexperience  could  not  ^ hb  tar 
’ To  taste ; — the  truth  Is,  if  men  wuidd  confess 
j That  novelties  plta$e  less  than  they  imjjrfu. 


' fThi*  ancient  (Rune  oHrinafrd.  I helieve.  In  Genn.vnx,  partment  of  the  table  in  mccetil'm  a goose  U depicted ; ard  If 
and  li  well  calculaUM  make  young  |«er*ooi  rc.uijr  nl  reck,  the  co«  thrown  by  the  player  falls  upon  a pooce.  he  saorec  ! 

oninathe  produce  of  two  given  nuinherr.  It  It  lalled  the  forw.ird  double  the  uumber  of  bu  throw. ...  StaCTT.]  [ 

game  of  tiie  goote.  because  at  every  fourth  and  hftb  com-  I 
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I LXX. 

n Though  travcU’d,  I have  never  had  the  luck  to 
ji  Trace  up  those  shuffling  negroes,  Nile  or  Niger, 

I ' To  that  impmciicable  pbee  Timbuctoo, 

' \Vhere  Geography  finds  no  one  to  oblige  her 
1 With  inch  a chart  as  may  be  safely  stuck  to  — 

I For  Europe  ploughs  in  Afric  like  “ bos  plger : ** 

: I But  if  1 had  Uen  at  Timbuctoo,  there 

No  doubt  I should  be  told  that  black  Is  fair,  t 

! LXXI. 

i j It  Is.  I will  not  swear  that  black  U white } 

' But  I suspect  in  fact  that  white  is  black, 

' And  the  whole  matter  rests  upon  eye-sight. 

Ask  a blind  man,  the  best  jttdge.  You  11  attack 
I Perhaps  this  new  positiim  — but  I'm  right; 

I Or  if  I'm  wrong,  III  not  be  ta'en  aback : — 

I He  bath  no  mom  nor  night,  but  all  is  durk 

I Within ; and  what  scest  thou  ? A dubious  spark. 

hXXlL 

But  I‘m  relapsing  into  metaphysics. 

That  labjTlnth,  whose  clue  Is  of  the  same 
Construction  as  your  cure*  for  hectic  phthisics, 

J Those  bright  moths  fluttering  round  a dying  flame ; 
j And  this  reflection  brings  me  to  plain  physics, 

I I And  to  the  beauties  of  a foreign  dame, 

I ] ComiKircd  with  those  of  our  pure  |»earls  of  price, 

■ I Those  polar  summers,  all  sun,  and  some  ice. 

I r.XXIIL 

Or  say  they  are  like  virtuous  mermaids,  whose 
Beginnings  arc  fair  faces,  ends  mere  fishes ; — 
i Not  that  there’s  not  a quantity  of  those 
j Who  have  a due  res|«fct  for  their  own  wishes. 

Like  Russians  rushing  from  hot  baths  to  snows  * 
j Are  they,  at  bottom  riituous  even  when  vicious ; 

I TTicy  warm  Into  a scrape,  but  keep  of  course, 

' As  a reserve,  a plunge  Into  remorse. 

LXXIV. 

But  this  has  nought  to  <lu  with  their  outsides. 

1 said  that  Juan  did  not  think  them  pretty 
At  the  first  blush ; for  a fair  Briton  hides 
Half  her  attractions  — probably  from  pity  — 

And  rather  calmly  into  the  heart  glid^ 

Than  storms  it  as  a foe  would  take  a dty ; 

But  once  there  (If  you  doubt  thi^  prithee  try) 

She  keeps  it  for  you  like  a true  ally. 

LXXV. 

She  cannot  step  as  does  an  Arab  barb, 

Or  .Vndaiusian  girl  from  m.iss  returning, 

Nor  wear  as  gnicefully  as  Gauls  her  garb, 

Nor  in  her  eye  Ausonia’s  glance  Is  burning ; 

Her  voice,  though  sweet.  Is  not  so  fit  to  warb- 
I le  those  bravuras  (which  1 still  am  learning 
1 To  like,  though  I have  been  seven  years  in  Italy, 

I And  have,  or  had,  an  car  that  served  me  prettily) ; — 

i LXXST. 

j She  cannot  do  these  things,  nor  one  or  two 
I Others,  in  that  otf-hand  and  da&hing  style 


Which  takes  so  much  — to  give  the  devil  bis  due  • 

Nor  is  she  quite  so  ready  with  her  smile. 

Nor  settles  all  things  In  one  interview, 

(A  thing  approved  as  saving  time  and  toil)  ; — 

But  though  the  soil  may  give  you  time  and  trouble. 
Well  cultivated,  it  will  render  double.  i 

LXXVII. 

And  if  in  fact  she  takes  to  a **  grande  passion,** 

It  is  a very  serious  thing  indeed : 

Nine  times  in  ten  ’tls  but  caprice  or  fashion. 

Coquetry,  or  a wish  to  take  the  lead, 

The  pride  of  a mere  child  M'ith  a new  sash  on, 

Or  wish  to  make  a risml's  bosom  bleed: 

But  the  U'ntb  Instance  will  be  a tornado, 

For  there's  no  saying  what  they  will  or  may  do. 

Lxxvm. 

The  reason's  obvious ; if  there’s  an  wlat. 

They  lose  their  caste  at  once,  as  do  the  Parias ; 

.\nd  when  the  delicacies  of  the  law 

Have  fill'd  their  itaiiers  with  their  comments  various. 
Society,  that  china  without  flaw, 

(The  hyiKHTrite  !)  will  biuiUh  them  like  Marius, 

To  sit  amiiUt  the  ruins  of  their  guilt : ^ 

For  Fame '»  a Carthage  not  so  soon  rebuilt  • 

LXXLX. 

Perhaps  this  Is  as  it  should  be ; — It  Is 

A comment  on  the  Gospel’s  **  Sin  no  more. 

And  be  thy  sins  forgiven:” — but  upon  this 
I leave  the  saints  to  settle  their  own  score. 

Abroad,  though  doubtless  they  do  miu'h  amiss. 

An  erring  woman  finds  an  opener  door 
For  her  return  to  Virtue  — as  they  call 
That  lady,  who  should  be  at  home  to  all. 

I LXXX. 

: For  me,  I leave  the  matter  where  1 find  It, 
i Knowing  that  such  uneasy  virtue  leads 
People  some  ten  times  less  in  fact  to  mind  It, 
j And  care  but  for  discoveries,  and  not  deeds. 

I And  as  for  chastity,  you  11  never  bind  It 
' By  all  the  laws  the  strictest  lawyer  pleads. 

But  aggravate  the  crime  you  have  not  preventrd. 

By  nuulering  desperate  those  who  luid  else  repented. 

LXXXL 

But  Juan  was  no  casuist,  nor  had  ponder’d 
Upon  the  moral  lessons  of  mankind  • 

Besides,  he  had  not  seen  of  several  hundred 
A Imly  altogether  to  his  mind. 

A little  “ blase" — 'tls  not  to  be  wonder’d 
At,  that  his  heart  had  got  a tougher  rind : 

And  though  not  vainer  fn>m  his  past  success. 

No  doubt  hU  sensibilities  were  less. 

LXXXII. 

He  also  had  been  busy  seeing  sights — 

The  ParUament  and  all  the  other  houses ; 

. Had  sat  beneath  the  gallery  at  nights, 

To  bear  debates  whose  thunder  roiaeJ  (not  rouses) 


< (Ms]nr  Denham  says,  that  wbeo  he  first  saw  European 
women  aAer  his  travels  tn  Africa,  they  appeared  to  him  to 
have  unnatural  sickly  countenances.] 

* rbe  Russians,  as  is  well  known,  ntn  out  from  thcrir  hot 
baths  In  plunge  into  the  Neva  ; a pleasant  practical  aiiUti>rsU, 
which  it  seems  docs  them  no  barm, 
s A Gaulish  or  Gennan  soldier  sent  to  arrost  him,  over- 


awed by  bis  aspect,  recoiled  from  the  task  ; and  the  peo{)le  of 
the  place,  w if  moved  by  the  miracle,  cuixoirred  in  aiding  his 
escape.  The  preseiRf  of  such  an  exile  on  the  ground  where 
Carthase  had  stood  was  sup|K»«ed  to  increase  the  majesty  and 
the  mefancholv  of  the  Kcnr.  * Go.'  ho  said  to  the  llctor  w ho 
twoughl  him  Uie  orders  of  the  prstur  to  depart,  ‘ tell  him  that 
you  have  secu  Marius  siuUig  on  the  ruins  of  Carthage.' " «« 
Fsaccsox.] 
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Tbe  world  to  i?asc  upon  those  northern  lights, 

Which  flash’d  as  far  as  where  the  mu»k-bu]l 
browses ; t 

He  bad  also  stood  at  times  behind  the  throne  — 

But  Orejrtt  was  not  arrived,  and  Chatham  gone.  * 

LXXXIII. 

He  saw,  however,  at  the  dosing  session, 

That  noble  sight,  when  reo/Zy  free  the  nation, 

A king  in  cooxtitutiuoal  poasesdton 

Of  such  a throne  as  is  the  proudest  station. 

Though  desjxits  know  it  not— till  the  progression 
Of  freedom  shall  complete  their  education. 

'Tis  not  mere  splendour  makes  the  show  august 
To  eye  or  heart  — it  U the  people's  trust. 

LXXXIV. 

There,  too,  he  saw  (whate'er  be  may  be  now) 

A Prince,  the  print'e  of  princes  at  the  time,^ 

With  fiiscinatlon  in  his  very  bow. 

And  full  of  promise,  as  the  spring  of  prime. 
Tliough  ro>alty  was  written  on  his  brow, 

He  hatl  then  the  grace,  too,  rare  in  every  clime, 

Of  i>elng,  without  alloy  of  fop  or  beau, 

A floish'd  gentleman  from  top  to  toe.  ^ 

LXXXV. 

And  Juan  was  received,  hath  been  said. 

Into  the  best  society;  and  there 
Occurr'd  what  often  happens,  I *m  afraid, 

However  disciplined  and  debonnaire  : — 

The  talent  and  good  humour  he  display’d, 

Bestdes  the  mark'd  disUnctitm  of  hit  air. 

Exposed  him,  as  was  natural,  to  temptation, 

Even  though  himself  avoided  the  occasion. 

LXXXVI. 

But  what,  and  where,  with  whom,  and  when,  and  why, 
Is  not  to  be  put  hastily  together; 

And  as  my  olpect  is  morality 

(W’hatever  people  say),  I don't  know  whether 
I '1!  leave  a single  reader’s  eyelid  dry, 

But  harrow  up  his  feelings  till  they  wither. 

And  hew  out  a huge  monument  of  pathos, 

As  Philip’s  son  proposed  to  do  with  Athos.  c 

LXXXVIL 

Here  the  twelfth  canto  of  oer  Introduction 
Ends,  When  the  body  of  the  book’s  U-gun, 

You  'll  find  it  of  a difTcrent  oonitruction 
From  what  K»me  people  say  ’twill  be  when  done ; 
The  plan  at  present '%  simply  in  concoctioi^ 

2 can't  oblige  you,  reader,  to  read  on ; 

) For  a desrruHion  and  print  of  this  Inhabitant  of  the  polar 
rreioti  nml  naioc  country  of  the  Aurora  Uoreale*.  »cc  Parrr's 
Vo}'n(*e  in  aRArch  of  a Nortb*west  Ha*Mge.  [bee  ante,  p.  51 
3 [Charles,  serond  Earl  Grey,  succeeded  to  the  peerage  in 
iwi7.] 

3 [Wmiam  Pitt,  Rrtt  Rarl  of  Chatham.  tUed  In  Mar,  177B. 
.■iftcr  haring  t>eon  carried  home  from  the  House  of  I.nrcls. 
w here  he  h.vl  fainted  away  at  the  elute  of  a remarkable  speech 
on  the  American  «-ar.] 

* [**  Nature  had  bestowed  xincommon  rrares  on  his  figure 
and  perstm.  Conriviai  as  well  as  social  in  his  temper.  d<*a> 
titiite  of  all  reserre.  aiul  affable  even  to  familiarity  m his  re- 
ception aferery  perron  who  had  the  honour  to  approach  him  ; 
endued  with  all  tiii<  aptituiles  to  profit  of  itistnirtion.  hb  mind 
bad  been  cultivated  with  great  rare;  and  h<‘  was  probably  the 
«mljr  prince  In  Europe,  h^r  to  a powerful  monarchy,  com- 
prteot  to  peruse  the  Greek  as  wolf  as  tbe  Roman  poets  and 
nisturiattS  in  their  own  language.  Hunusoe  ami  cumpassiwtMtc. 
bU  purse  was  open  In  every  at>pltcailon  of  dUtreu  ; i»or  waa 
it  ever  shut  against  genius  or  merit.’*.— Wwaxall.  17b3.} 

* [••  Waving  mrself,  let  me  talk  to  you  of  the  Prince  Regent. 
He  ordered  mo  to  be  presented  to  him  at  a ball  { and  aAcr 


That  ’*  your  aff;iir,  not  mine ; a real  spirit 
Should  neither  court  neglect,  nor  dread  to  bear  It. 

LXXXA'm. 

And  if  my  thunderbolt  not  always  rattles. 

Remember,  reader!  you  have  had  before. 

The  worst  of  tempests  and  the  best  of  battles. 

That  e’er  were  brew’d  from  elements  or  gore, 
Besides  the  most  sublime  of  — Heaven  knows  what 
else ; 

An  u-surcr  could  scarce  expect  much  more  — 

But  my  best  canto,  save  one  on  astronomy, 

Will  turn  upon  “political  economy." 

LXXXIX. 

That  Is  your  present  theme  for  popularity : 

Now  that  the  public  hedge  bath  setorce  a stake. 

It  grows  an  act  of  patriotic  charity, 

To  show  the  people  the  best  way  to  break. 

,Vy  plan  (but  I,  If  but  for  singularity. 

Reserve  it)  will  be  very  sure  to  take. 

Meantime,  read  all  tlie  natknal-debt  slukert. 

And  tell  me  what  you  think  of  our  great  thlnkeiv. 


Don  Stun. 


CANTO  TUB  THIRTEilNTll. 


I xow  mean  to  be  serious  ; — It  is  time, 

Since  laughter  now-n-dayi  Is  deem'd  too  serious; 

A jest  at  Vice  by  Virtue 's  coll'd  a crime. 

And  critically  held  as  deleterious: 

Besides,  the  sad 's  a source  of  the  sublime. 

Although  when  lung  a little  apt  to  weary  us ; 

And  therefore  shall  my  lay  soar  high  and  solemn. 

As  an  old  temple  dwindled  to  a column. 

U. 

The  Lady  Adeline  AmundevUle 

(’T  Is  an  old  Norman  name,  and  to  be  found 
In  pedigrees,  by  those  who  wander  still 

Along  the  last  fields  of  that  Gothic  ground) 

Was  high-bom.  wealthy  by  her  father's  wUl, 

And  beauteous,  even  where  beauties  most  abound. 
In  Britain  — w hich  of  course  true  patriots  find 
The  goodliest  soil  of  body  aud  of  mind. 

Myingi  peculiarly  pleasing  from  royal  Ups.  as  to  tny  own 
attcmpti.  be  talkAl  to  me  of  you  and  your  lomtortalttlcs  ; be 
pr*‘ferred  you  t»  every  other  bard  ]u»vt  and  present.  He  spoke 
alternately  of  Homer  aixl  yourself,  and  seemed  wreli  ac- 
quainted with  both.  All  this  was  oofiveyed  in  language  whk^ 
wrould  only  sufTtr  hv  my  attempting  tu  transcribe  it.  and  with 
n tone  and  ta«te  whirh  gave  me  a v err  high  idea  of  h1i  abllitie* 
aod  accoiB|iHs]miiruts,  which  1 bad  bitberto  considered  as 
confined  to  memurt  rertatnly  suiwiior  to  those  of  any  Urteg 
frentleman."  — Lord  U.  to  Str  Water  Scott,  July,  1S13.] 

* A sculptor  rrojerted  to  bew  Mount  Atbos  Into  a statue  of 
.Alexander,  with  a dty  in  on«  hand,  an«1, 1 belSere,  a rtver  in 
his  pocket,  with  various  other  sbniiar  devices.  Rut  Alexatsder  *s 
gone,  and  Atlios  reniAins,  I trust  ere  long  to  look  over  a na- 
tion of  freemen.— [“  .StraskraUHi,  au  rngineer  in  the  xerrice 
of  Alexander.  otP>red  to  convert  tbe  whole  mountain  Into  a 
statue  of  that  prince.  The  enonoous  figure  was  to  hold  a 
city  in  its  left  hAiid.  containing  ten  thous.tnd  inhabitants,  and 
in  the  right,  an  immense  basin,  whence  the  cuUrrt^  torrfs^ts 
of  the  mountain  siiould  Issue  in  a migbty  Hver.  Rut  the 
project  was  ihourht  to  b«  loo  extravagant,  even  by  Alex- 
ander.”—RatotJ 
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III. 

1 II  not  gainsay  them ; it  is  not  roy  cue ; 

1 11  leave  them  to  their  taste,  no  doubt  the  best : 
An  eye’s  ;ui  eye,  and  whether  black  or  blue. 

Is  no  great  matter,  so'tis  in  request; 

'T  is  nonsense  to  dispute  about  a hue  — 

The  kindest  may  be  taken  as  a test 
The  fair  sex  should  be  always  fair;  and  no  man, 
Till  thirty,  should  perceive  there 's  a plain  woman. 

IV. 

And  after  that  serene  and  somewhat  dull 
llpoch,  that  awkward  comer  turn'd  for  days 
More  (juiet,  when  our  moon ’s  no  more  at  full, 

We  may  presume  to  criticise  or  praise ; 

Because  inditference  begins  to  lull 

Our  passions,  and  we  walk  in  wi^dom’s  ways ; 

Also  because  the  figure  and  the  face 

Hint,  that ’t  Is  time  to  give  the  younger  place. 

' V. 

I know  that  some  would  &in  po<tix)ne  this  era. 
Reluctant  as  all  placemen  to  resign 
Their  post ; but  theirs  U merely  a chimera, 

I Fur  they  bu\*c  pass’d  life's  equinoctial  line : 

I But  then  they  have  their  claret  and  Madeira, 

To  Irrigate  the  dryness  of  decline ; 

And  county  meetings,  and  the  parliament, 

I And  debt,  and  what  not,  for  their  solace  sent. 

i VI. 

i And  Is  there  not  religion,  and  reform, 

Fe:icc,  war,  the  taxes,  and  what's  call'd  the  '*  Na- 
The  jftrugglc  to  be  pilots  in  a storm?  [tion"f 

‘ The  landed  and  the  monied  six:culation  ? 

I The  joys  of  mutual  hate  to  keep  them  warm, 

Instead  of  love,  that  mere  hallucination  ? 

Now  hatred  is  by  far  the  longest  pleasure; 

I Men  love  In  haste,  but  they  detest  at  leisure. 

1 vn. 

j Rough  Johnson,  the  great  moralist,  profess’d, 

' Right  honestly,  “he  liked  an  honest  haler  I" — * 

I The  only  truth  that  yet  has  been  confest 
i Within  these  latest  thousand  years  or  later. 

I Pci  haiw  the  fine  old  fellow  s|K)ko  in  jest : — 

For  my  part,  I am  but  a mere  spectator, 

I And  gaie  where’er  the  pabcc  or  the  hovel  Is, 

. Much  in  the  mode  of  Goethe's  Mephlstopheles ; > 

1TII. 

j But  neither  love  nor  hate  In  much  excess; 

I Though  *t  was  not  once  (K).  If  I sneer  sometimes, 
It  is  because  I cannot  well  do  less, 

And  now  and  then  it  also  suits  my  rhymes. 

I should  be  very  willing  to  redress 
I Men's  MTongs,  and  rather  check  than  punUb  crimes, 
Had  not  Cervantes,  In  that  too  true  talc 
Of  Quixote,  shown  how  all  such  efTorts  fail 

I P*  SU.  1 loro  a ROOi!  hator."  — S«e  Boswbll'i  Joknttm, 
rul.lx.  p.30.  edit. 

9 [Mophlttophelet  is  the  name  of  the  DevU  in  CoeUie's 
Fault.] 

s [*'  Air.  Spence,  the  author  of  the  late  ingenious  Tour  in 
I Spain,  seems  tobrUere,  m hat  I should  hare  supposed  was 
I t*T)tiroly  eaplodod,  that  Ccrrontci  wmtr  his  book  for  the 
purpose  of  ridiculing  knight-errantry ; and  that,  unfortunately 
for  his  country,  his  satire  put  out  of  fashion,  nut  merely  the 

|a)>surd  misdirection  of  the  spirit  of  hirroism,  but  that  socred 
spirit  itietf.  But  the  practice  of  knight-errantry,  if  ever  there 
W)u  such  a thing,  hod.  it  is  well  known,  been  out  of  date  long 
tiefore  the  .igc  u which  Don  Quixote  appeared;  and  ai  for 

©=' — 


IX. 

Of  all  talcs 't  is  the  saddest  — and  morr  sad. 

Because  It  make*  us  smile : his  hero's  right. 

And  still  pursues  the  right ; — to  curb  the  bad 
His  only  olycct,  and  'gainst  odds  to  fight 
Uis  guerdon : t U his  virtue  makes  him  mad  ] 

But  bis  adNTntures  form  a sorry  sight ; — 

A sorrier  still  is  the  great  moral  taught 
By  that  real  epic  unto  all  who  have  thought 

X. 

Redressing  Injury,  revenging  wrong. 

To  aid  the  damsel  and  destroy  the  caitiff ; 
Opposing  singly  the  united  strong, 

From  foreign  yoke  to  free  the  helpless  native : — 
Alas  ! must  noblest  views,  like  an  old  song. 

Be  for  mere  fancy’s  sport  a theme  creative, 

A jest,  a riddle.  Fame  through  thick  and  thin  soughtl 
And  Socrates  himself  but  Wisdom’s  Quixote  ? 

XI. 

Cervantes  smiled  Spain's  chivalry  away ; 

A single  laugh  demolish’d  the  right  arm 
Of  bis  own  country;  — seldom  since  that  day 

Has  Spain  had  heroes.  While  Romance  could  charm, 
The  world  gave  ground  before  her  bright  array ; 

And  therefore  have  bis  volumes  done  such  harm. 
That  all  their  glory*,  as  a com{>usition. 

Was  dearly  purchased  by  his  land’s  perdition.  ^ 

XII. 

I’m  “ at  my  oM  lunes”-*  — digression,  and  forget 
The  Lady  Adeline  Amundcville  ; 

The  fair  most  fiital  Juan  ever  met, 

Although  she  was  not  evil  nor  meant  lU ; 

But  Destiny  and  l*assion  spread  the  net 
(Fate  is  a gtxxl  excuse  fur  our  own  will). 

And  caught  them ; — what  do  they  not  catch,  metblnks  ? 
But  I 'm  not  (Edipus,  and  life 's  a Sphinx. 

xni. 

1 tcU  the  tale  as  it  Is  told,  nor  dare 

To  venture  a solution : *'  Davus  sum ! “ ^ 

And  now  I will  proceed  upon  the  pair. 

Sweet  Adeline,  amidst  the  gay  world's  hum. 

Was  the  Qucen-Bcc,  the  glass  of  all  that's  fair ; 

Whose  charms  made  all  men  speak,  and  women 
The  last  'a  a mlmcle,  and  such  was  reckon'd,  [dumb, 
.knd  since  that  time  there  has  not  been  a second. 

xrv. 

Chaste  was  she,  to  detraction’s  des{>cTation, 

And  wedded  unto  one  she  had  loved  well  — 

A man  known  in  the  councils  of  the  nation, 

Cool,  and  quite  Englbh,  imperturbable, 

Though  apt  to  act  with  fire  upon  occasion, 

Proud  of  himself  and  her ; the  world  could  tell 
Nought  against  either,  and  both  seem’d  secure  — 

She  in  her  virtue,  he  in  his  hauteur. 

the  spirit  of  heroisni.  I think  few  wdll  sympathise  with  the 
critic  who  deemi  it  poesiblo  that  an  Individual,  to  say  nothing 
of  n notion,  shuula  have  imbibed  any  contempt,  either  for 
that  or  any  other  elevotlag  principle  of  mtr  nature,  from  the 
manly  page  of  Cervantes.  One  of  tho  greatest  triumphs  of 
ids  skin  is  the  success  with  which  he  continually  preveou  us 
from  confounding  the  absurdities  of  tho  knight.erraut  with 
the  gviwruus  osplralluns  of  the  cavalier.  For  the  last,  even 
in  the  midst  of  madness,  we  re*[>ect  Don  Quixote  hlmseU"-^ 
Lockhast  ; Pr^aci  to  Don  Quixote,  tS3.] 

* Your  husband  is  In  his  old  luocs  again." Merry 
IVitct  qf  h'tmUor.] 

* ["  Dsvus  sum,  non  (Edipus.** .—  Taa.j 
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It  chanced  tome  diplosnatical  reiationi. 

Arising  out  of  business,  often  brought 
Himself  and  Juan  in  their  mutiuil  stations 

Into  close  contact.  Though  rrsened,  nor  caught 
l)y  specious  seeming,  Juan's  youth,  and  patience, 
And  talent,  on  hU  haughty  spirit  wrought. 

And  form'd  a basis  of  esteem,  which  ends 
In  mahiog  men  what  courtesy  calls  friends. 


i XXIL 

He  liked  the  gentle  Spaniard  for  his  gravity ; 

lie  almost  honour'd  him  for  his  docility ; 

Because,  though  young,  be  acquiesced  with  suavity. 
Or  contradicted  but  with  proud  humility. 

' He  knew  the  world,  and  would  nut  see  depravity 
I In  faults  which  sometimes  show  the  soil’s  fertility, 
{ If  that  the  w'ceds  o’erlive  not  the  first  crop — 

' Fur  then  they  arc  very  difficult  to  stop. 


Lord  Hcnr>'  also  liked  to  l)C  superior, 

A*  most  men  do,  the  little  or  the  great ; 
The  verj-  lowest  find  out  an  inferior. 

At  least  they  think  so,  to  exert  their  state 
UiK»n  ; for  there  arc  very  few  things  wearier 
Than  solitarj'  Pride’s  oppressive  weight, 
PThich  mortals  generously  would  dl\1de. 

By  bidding  others  carrj’  while  they  ride. 


In  birth.  In  rank,  in  fortune  likewise  equal. 

O’er  J iian  he  could  no  distinction  claim  ; 

In  years  he  had  the  advantage  of  time’s  se<iuel ; 

And,  as  he  thought.  In  country  much  the  sam'*- 
Decause  bold  Britons  have  a tongue  and  free  quill, 
At  which  all  modem  nations  vainly  aim ; 

And  the  Lord  Henry  wa-s  a great  debater, 

So  that  few  members  kept  the  house  up  later. 


XXL 

These  were  advantages:  and  then  he  thought — 

It  was  his  foible,  but  by  no  means  sinister — 

That  few  or  none  more  than  him'«elf  had  caught 
Court  mysterli*s,  having  been  him-self  a minister ; 
He  liked  to  teach  that  which  he  had  been  taught. 
And  greatly  shone  whenever  there  had  been  a stir; 
And  reconciled  all  qualities  which  grace  man, 

Always  a patriot,  and  sometimes  a placeman. 


I And  thus  J»rd  Henry,  who  was  cautious  as 
' Reserve  and  pride  could  make  him,  and  full  slow 
In  judging  men  — when  once  his  ju<tgment  was 
Ikdermined,  right  or  wrong,  on  friend  or  foe, 

Had  all  the  pertinacity  pride  has, 

^^'b^ch  knows  no  ebb  to  its  imperious  flow, 

And  loves  or  bates,  disdaining  to  be  guided. 

Because  its  own  good  pleasure  hath  decided. 

XVII. 

Hw  friendships,  therefore,  and  no  less  aversions. 
Though  oft  well  founded,  which  confirm’d  but  more 
Ills  prepossessions,  like  the  laws  of  Per.-iana 

And  Mede.s  would  ne’er  revoke  what  went  befi>re. 
llis  feelings  had  not  those  strange  like  tertians. 
Of  common  likings,  which  make  some  deplore 
What  they  should  laugh  at  — the  more  ague  still 
Of  men’s  regard,  the  fever  or  the  chill. 

xvm. 

“ ’T  Is  not  in  mortals  to  command  success:  * 

But  e/o  you  more,  Sempronius  — don't  deserve  it,” 
And  take  my  word,  you  won’t  have  any  less. 

Be  wao‘»  watch  the  time,  and  nlwa)"^  serve  it ; 
Give  gently  way,  when  there ’s  too  great  a press ; 

And  for  your  conscience,  only  learn  to  nerve  it ; 
For,  like  a racer,  or  a boxer  tniining, 

'T  win  ir.akc,  if  proved,  vast  efforts  without  paining. 


XXIII. 

I And  then  he  talk’d  with  him  about  Madrid, 

! Constantinople,  and  such  distant  places ; 
j ^V^le^e  people  always  did  as  they  wore  bid, 

I Or  did  what  they  should  not  with  foreign  graces. 

I Of  coursers  also  spake  they : Henry  rid 
^ Well,  like  most  Englishmen,  and  loved  the  races; 

And  Juan,  like  a true-born  Andalusian, 

' Could  back  a horse,  as  despots  ride  a Russian. 


XXIV. 

And  thus  acquaintance  grew,  at  noble  routs. 

And  diplomatic  dinners,  or  at  other  — 

For  Juan  stood  well  both  with  Ins  and  Outs, 

As  in  freemasonry  a higher  brother. 

Upon  his  talent  Henry  hiid  no  doubts; 

His  manner  show’d  him  sprung  from  a high  mother ; 
And  all  men  like  to  show  their  hospitality 
To  him  whose  breeding  matches  with  his  quality. 

XXV. 

At  Blank- Blank  Square ; — for  we  will  break  no  squares 
By  naming  streets:  since  men  are  so  censorious. 
And  apt  to  sow  an  author’s  wheat  with  tarc-i, 

Reaping  allusions  private  and  inglorious. 

Wure  none  were  dreamt  of,  unto  love's  affiurs, 
Which  were,  or  are,  or  are  to  be  notorious, 

That  therefore  do  I previously  declare, 

Uird  Henry’s  mansion  was  in  Blank-Blank  Siiuare. 

XXVI. 

Also  there  bln  • another  pious  reason 
For  making  squares  and  streets  anonj-mous ; 

Which  is,  that  there  b scarce  a single  season 
^^'hich  doth  not  shake  some  very  splendid  house 
With  some  slight  heart -quake  of  domestic  treason  — 
A topic  scandal  doth  delight  to  rouse : 

Such  I might  stumble  over  unawares, 

Unless  1 knew  the  very  chastest  squares. 


XXVII. 

’TIs  true,  I might  have  chosen  Piccadilly, 

A place  where  peccadillos  arc  unknown ; 

But  I hare  motives,  whether  wi.«e  or  silly, 

For  letting  that  pure  sanctuary  alone. 

' Therefore  I name  not  square,  street,  place,  until  I 
Find  one  where  nothing  naughty  can  be  shown, 
A vestal  shrine  of  Innocence  of  heart : 

[ Such  arc hut  I have  lost  the  London  Ch.*ut. 


xxvin. 

At  Henry’s  mansion  then,  in  Blank-Blank  Square, 
Was  Juan  a recherche,  welcome  guest. 

As  many  other  noble  scions  were ; 

And  some  who  had  but  talent  fbr  their  crest ; 
Or  wealth,  which  b a passport  everywhere  ; 

Or  even  mere  fashion,  which  Indeed 'g  the  best 
Recommendatiou ; and  to  be  well  drest 
Will  very  often  supersede  the  rest. 


1 [*'  ’T  it  not  in  TnortnU  to  command  succeit ; 

Uut  we  *11  do  more,  Setuprouiiu  — wr  *1J  deserve  it.**  — 

Cato.] 


••  With  every  thing  that  pretty  fcm. 

My  lady  iwcet,  arise.*’  — SHAkSPiAtB. 
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XXIX. 

And  since  **  there 's  safety  In  a multitude 
Of  couDScUoris"  as  Solomon  has  ^d, 

Or  some  one  for  him,  in  some  w^te,  grave  mood;  — 
Indeed  we  sec  the  daily  proof  display’d 
In  senates,  at  the  bar,  in  wordy  feud. 

Where’er  collective  wMdom  can  parade. 

Which  Is  the  only  cause  that  wc  can  guess 
l!  Ot'  Britain’s  present  wealth  and  happiness ; — 

XXX. 

, But  as  **  there's  safety”  grafted  In  the  numbi'r 
•*  Of  counsellors, " for  men,  — thus  for  the  sox 
!j  A Large  acquaintance  lets  not  Virtue  slumber; 

'!  Or  should  It  shake,  the  choice  will  more  perplex — 
il  Variety  Itself  will  more  cncuml>er. 
j[  ’Midst  many  rocks  we  guard  more  against  wircks ; 
A!id  thus  with  women  : ho>vsoe’er  it  shucks  some's 
6clf-lovc,  there’s  safety  in  a crowd  of  coxcombs. 

XXXI. 

I But  Adeline  had  nut  Uic  Ieiu»t  occasion 

Fur  such  a shield,  which  leaves  but  little  merit 
! To  virtue  proiier,  or  good  education. 

Ij  Her  chief  resource  was  In  her  own  high  spirit, 

II  Which  ju<tged  mankind  at  their  due  estimation  ; 

I'  And  fur  coquetr}',  she  disdain'd  to  wear  it : 

H Secure  of  admlmiioa,  its  impression 
‘ Was  faint,  ns  of  an  cvery-day  possession, 
j XXXII. 

jl  To  all  she  was  polite  without  parade ; 

To  some  she  show’d  attention  of  that  kind 
|i  WTiich  flatters,  but  is  flattery  convey’d 
''  In  such  a sort  as  cannot  leave  behind 
ij  A trace  unworthy  cither  wife  or  maid  ; — 

A gentle,  genial  courtesy  of  mind, 

' I To  those  who  were,  or  pass’d  for  meritorious, 

I Just  to  console  sad  glory  for  being  glorious; 

l!  xxxm. 

\ Which  is  in  all  respects,  save  now  and  then, 

A dull  and  desolate  appendage.  Gaze 
Upon  the  shades  of  those  distinguish’d  men. 

Who  were  or  are  the  puppet-shows  of  praise, 

The  praise  of  persecution.  Gaze  again 

On  the  most  favour’d ; and  amidst  the  blaze 
Of  sunset  halos  o’er  the  laurel-brow’d, 

What  can  ye  recognise?  — a gilded  cloud. 

X.XXIV. 

jj  There  also  was  of  course  in  Adeline 

I I That  calm  patrician  polish  in  the  address. 

Which  ne’er  can  pass  the  equinoctial  line 

Of  anything  which  nature  would  express  ; 

Just  as  a mandarin  finds  nothing  tine. — 

At  least  hU  manner  suffers  not  to  guess, 

That  anything  he  views  can  greatly  please. 

Terhups  we  have  borrow’d  this  from  Gie  Chinese  — 

1 XXXV. 

I Pcrhaiw  from  Horace : his  **  A't/  cui/Rirari”  * 

I Witf  what  he  call’d  the  •*  Art  of  Happiness ; ” 

! All  art  on  which  tlic  artists  greatly  vary. 

And  have  not  yet  attain'd  to  much  success. 

jj  1 CSwf  nn/f,  p.  6CI.] 

M The  creed  of  /orrutrr,  wh!<di  naturally  occuri  to  un- 

I I aiiiited  reason  as  a mode  of  accounting  for  the  mingled  ex- 
1 Utence  of  good  and  evil  in  the  visilde  world. that  belief 
j wlikh,  ill  imo  modification  or  another,  suppose*  the  eo- 
j rxJitencv  of  h benevolent  and  malevolent  nnndple.  which 
I contend  togetiirr  without  either  being  able  decUtvoly  to  pre- 
I vail  over  his  aubigonfst,  — leads  the  fear  and  awe  de^ly 

inpreued  oo  the  bmnao  mind  to  the  worship  as  well  of  the 


However,  'tis  expedient  to  be  wary: 

Indifference  certes  don’t  produce  distress  { 

And  rash  enthusiasm  in  good  society 
Were  nothing  but  a moral  inebriety. 

XXXVI. 

But  Adeline  was  not  Indifferent:  for  li 

(.Votu  fur  a common-place !)  beneath  the  snow, 

As  a volcano  holds  the  lava  more 

Within  — et  c<rfrra.  Shall  1 go  on  ? — No ! 

I hale  to  hunt  down  a tlretl  metaphor. 

So  let  the  oftcii-used  volcano  go.  I 

Poor  thing ! How  fK'quently,  by  me  and  others. 

It  hath  been  stlrr’d  up  till  its  smoke  quite  smothers ! 
XXXVH. 

1 'll  have  another  figure  In  a trice : — 

What  say  you  to  a bottle  of  champagne  ? 

Frozen  Into  a very  vinous  Ice, 

Which  leaves  few  drops  of  that  Immortal  rain, 

Yet  in  the  very  centre,  past  all  price. 

About  a liquid  glassful  will  remain ; 

And  this  Is  stronger  than  the  strongest  grape 
Could  e'er  express  in  its  expanded  shape : 

XXXVIII. 

’TU  the  whole  spirit  brought  to  a quintcs'^ence  ; 

And  thu.s  the  chilliest  aspects  may  concentre 
A hidden  nectar  under  a cold  presence. 

And  such  arc  many — though  1 only  meant  her 
From  whom  I now  deduce  these  mural  lessons. 

On  which  the  Muse  has  always  sought  to  enter. 

And  your  cold  people  are  beyond  all  price. 

When  once  you’ve  broken  their  confounded  ice, 
XXXIX. 

But  after  all  they  are  a North-West  Pass.Tge 
Unto  the  glowing  India  of  the  soul ; 

And  as  the  good  ships  sent  upon  that  racssage 

Have  not  exactly  ascertain’d  the  Pole  i 

(Though  Parry's  clforts  look  a lucky  pre>agc), 

Thus  gentlemen  may  run  upon  a shoal ; 

For  If  the  Pole’s  not  open,  but  all  frost  j . 

(A  chuuce  still),  ’tis  a voyage  or  vessel  lost.  1 1 

XL.  I j 

.Vnd  young  beginners  may  ns  well  commence  i ' 

With  quiet  cruising  o’er  the  ocean  woman  ; 1 , 

Wille  those  who  are  not  beginners  should  have  sense  j • 
Enough  to  make  for  port,  ere  Time  shall  summon  ' ' 
With  his  grey  signal-flag ; ami  the  past  ten^ie, 

The  dreary  “ Fuimus”  of  all  things  human,  1 1 

Must  be  declined,  while  life’s  thin  thread’s  spun  out  |' 
Between  the  gaping  heir  and  gnawing  gout.  i 

XJJ.  ' i 

But  heaven  must  be  diverted  ; Its  diversion 
Is  sometimes  truculent— but  never  mind; 

! The  world  upon  the  whole  ts  worth  the  assertion 
j (If  but  for  comfort)  that  all  things  are  kind  : 

1 And  that  same  devilish  doctrine  of  the  Persian,* 

Of  the  two  principles,  but  leaves  behind 
As  many  doubts  as  any  other  doctrine 
Has  ever  puzzled  Faith  withal,  or  yoked  her  in. 

author  of  rrll,  so  trempadous  In  all  the  effccti  of  which  ere-  . ' 
duUty  accounts  him  th<;  primary  cauac,  os  to  that  of  his  great 
opimnent,  who  U loved  and  adored  as  the  father  of  all  that  U 1 1 
go^  and  bountiful,  N«y.  such  Is  the  timid  servility  of  human  | 
nature,  th.'it  the  worihippers  will  neglect  the  altar  of  the  . i 
Author  of  good,  rather  than  that  of  .Snmaiies  ; trusting  with  1 
indifferpiicr  to  the  well-known  mercy  of  the  one,  while  they  I 
shrink  from  the  idea  of  irritating  the  vengeful  jealousy  of  the 
awful  father  of  evU.”— Sia  WaLTsa  Scott;  Vanvnoiogjf,  \ 
p.  a*.]  I 
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XLIL 

The  EntzlUh  winter — endinx  in  July, 

To  recommence  in  August  — now  wai  dune. 

'Tis  the  postilion's  paradise:  whetds  Ry; 

Oti  roads.  eA5t,  south,  north,  west,  there  Is  a run. 
But  for  {KMt-boncs  who  finds  sympathy  ? 

Man’s  pity 's  for  himself,  or  fur  his  son. 

Always  premising  that  said  son  at  college 
lias  not  contracted  much  more  debt  than  knowledge. 
XLIIL 

The  I^ndon  winter's  ended  in  Jnly  — 

Sometimes  a little  later.  I don’t  err 
In  this:  whatever  other  blunders  lie 
Upon  my  shoulders,  here  1 must  aver 
My  Muse  a glass  of  wcathvrology ; 

For  i^arliament  is  our  b:irometer : 

I^et  radicals  its  other  acts  attack. 

Its  sessions  form  our  only  almanack. 

XLIV. 

When  its  quicksilver's  down  at  sero, — !o ! 

Coach,  chariot,  lugcage,  baggage,  eiiuJpagc  : 

Wheels  whirl  fh>m  Carlton  palace  to  Soho, 

And  happiest  they  who  horses  can  engage  ; 

The  turnpikes  glow  with  dust ; and  Rotten  Row 
Sleeps  from  the  chivalr)'  of  this  bright  age ; 

And  ti^csmen,  with  long  bilk  and  longer  faces. 

Sigh  — as  the  postboys  fasten  on  the  traces. 

XUV. 

They  and  their  bills,  “ Arcadians  both  are  left 
To  the  Greek  kaleiHU  of  another  session. 

Alas ! to  them  of  ready  cash  bereft, 

What  hoi>c  remains  ? Of  fn>pe  the  full  posscs^iou, 
Or  generous  draft,  concedinl  as  a gift. 

At  a long  date  — till  they  can  get  a fre^^h  one — 
Hawk’d  about  at  a discount,  small  or  large ; 

Also  the  solace  of  an  overcharge. 

XLVI. 

But  these  arc  triflvs.  Downward  flics  my  lord. 
Nodding  liesidc  my  lady  In  his  carriage. 

Away  I away  I “ Fresh  horses ! ’’  are  the  word. 

And  changeti  as  quickly  as  hearts  after  marriage  ; 
The  obsequious  laudlord  hath  the  change  restored ; 

The  postboys  have  no  reason  to  disparage 
Their  fee;  but  ere  the  water'd  wheels  may  hl&s  hence, 
The  oi>ticr  pleads  too  for  a reminiscence. 

XLVIL 

'Tis  granted ; and  the  valet  mounts  the  dickey— 
That  gimtleman  of  lords  and  gentlemen ; 

Ako  my  lady's  gentlewoman,  tricky. 

Trick’d  out,  but  modest  more  than  poet’s  pen 
Can  paint,  — **  Con  ciap^ino  i Jitechi  / ’*  * 

(Excuse  a foreign  «Iip>lop  now  and  then. 

If  but  to  show  I've  traveU’d : and  what’s  travel, 
Unless  it  teaches  one  to  quote  and  cavil  ?) 

XLVUI. 

The  lA>ndon  winter  and  the  countrj'  summer 
Were  well  nigh  over.  ’Tis  perhat^s  a pity. 

When  nature  wears  tbe  gown  that  doth  become  her. 
To  lose  those  best  months  in  a sweat>'  city. 

And  wait  until  the  nightingale  grows  dumber, 
Listening  debates  not  very  wise  or  witty. 


Ere  patriots  their  true  coutU/y  can  remember;—  || 
But  there’s  no  shooting  (save  grouse)  till  September. 
XLTX. 

I 've  done  with  my  tirade.  The  world  was  gone; 

Tbe  twice  two  thousand,  for  whom  earth  was  mode, 
Were  vanish'd  to  be  what  they  call  alone  — 

That  is,  with  thirty  scr%’ants  for  jiaradc, 

As  many  guests,  or  more  ; before  whom  gnxm 
As  many  covers,  duly,  doily  laid. 

Let  none  eu^use  old  England’s  ho^ipitalit}'  — 

Its  quantity  is  but  condensed  to  quality. 

L. 

Ix>rd  Henry  and  the  I^uly  Adeline 

Dep.irted  like  the  rest  of  their  compecnf. 

The  jK-cragf,  to  a mon.'iion  very  fine; 

The  Gothic  Babel  of  a tbouNind  yeuv. 

; None  than  themselves  could  boust  a longer  line, 

I Where  time  through  heroes  and  through  la^autles  | 
j And  oaks  as  olden  as  their  pedigree  [steers ; 

j Told  of  their  sires,  a tomb  In  every  tree, 
j LI. 

1 A iKxragraph  In  every  told 

Of  tbelr  departure  : such  is  modem  fame : 

'T  k pity  that  it  takes  no  further  hold 
I Than  an  advertkement,  or  much  tbe  same  ; 

' tVhen,  ere  the  ink  be  diy',  the  sound  grows  coI;U 
The  Morning  Post  was  foremost  to  proclaim  — 

•*  I>eparture,  for  hk  country  seat,  to-day, 
l>ord  U.  Amundcville  and  Lady  A. 

LIL 

W'c  understand  the  splendid  host  intends 
To  entertain,  tbk  autumn,  a select 
.\nd  numerous  p;uty  of  his  noble  friends ; [correct, 
whom  we  have  beard,  from  sources  quite 
The  Duke  of  D ■ the  shouting  sea.H«n  spends, 

M ith  many  more  by  rank  and  fashion  deck’d ; 

Ako  a foreigner  of  high  condition, 

Tbe  envoy  of  the  secret  Rus&ian  mission,” 

LIII. 

I .\nd  thus  wc  sec  — who  doubts  the  ^foming  Post? 
j (Whose  articles  arc  like  the  “Thirty-nine,” 

! ^VhlL■h  those  most  swear  to  who  believe  them  most)— 

! Our  gay  Russ  Sjianlard  was  ordain’d  to  shine, 

Deck’d  by  tbe  rays  rcflci’tcd  from  his  host,  j 

With  those  who,  Pope  says,  “greatly  daring  dine." — 

•T  k odd,  but  true,  — last  war  the  News  abounded  | 
More  with  these  dinners  than  the  kill’d  or  wounded ; — t 
f Lr\'. 

! As  thus:  “ On  Thursday  there  was  a grand  dinner ; 

Present,  Lords  A.  B.  G."— Earls,  dukes,  by  name 
I Announced  with  no  less  lomptban  victory’s  winner  : 

, Then  underneath,  and  in  the  very  some 
Column : date,  “Falmouth.  There  has  lately  been  here 
I The  SIai>-dash  regln)cnt,  so  well  known  to  fiunc 
> Whose  loss  in  tbe  late  action  wc  regnl ; 
j The  vacancies  are  flU'd  up  — see  G:.zelte.” 

1 LV. 

t To  Norman  Abbey  whirl’d  the  noble  pair,  — 

I An  old,  old  monastery  once,  and  now  I 

I Still  older  mansion  — of  a rich  and  rare 
Mix’d  Gothic,  such  as  artkU  all  allow 


' “ Arcodw  ambo.*'  , ^ ....... 

1 1 * C”  Thu » the  rich  trawl ’*]  »a*  etemalljr  crrMlnc  and  unnrrrin^  hirr,  — hrtice  tW  dark 

’ [nTn.n»..t<»rK»l  Uvi..tur.  I.r  ,hiU  h.  .Uhed  lo  be 


I night*c3p -hence  that  i«lf-rcj*roaching  mclancholr  which 


I -be  couM  not  dreln  the  lilooj  of  the  eoToUer,  out  of  hit  ' JeKtlluloo  of  hi.  own  lott 

• veini  — be  could  not  cover  the  coronet  all  over  with  tbe  r&i  i LocaiuaT, 


..'Ocl  Ir,  Goot^It 


DON  JUAN, 


II  CANTO  XIII. 


Few  specimens  yet  left  us  can  ctimpare 
Withal  > : it  lies  perhaps  n little  Iow» 

Because  the  monks  preferr’d  a hill  behind. 

To  shelter  their  devotion  from  the  wind.  * 

LYL 

It  stood  embosom'd  in  a happy  valley, 

Crosm’d  by  high  woodUmds,  where  the  Druid  oak 
Sttxxl  like  Caractacui,  Ln  act  to  rally 

His  host,  with  brood  anus  'gainst  the  thunder- 
stroke ; 

And  from  beneath  bis  boughs  were  seen  to  sally 
The  dappled  foresters ; as  day  awoke. 

The  branching  stag  swept  down  with  oU  bU  herd, 

To  quaff  a brook  which  murmur'd  like  a bird.  3 

HVIL 

Before  the  mansion  lay  a lucM  lake,  * 

Brood  as  transparent,  deep,  and  freshly  fed 
By  a river,  which  its  soften’d  way  did  take 
In  currents  through  the  calmer  water  spread 
Around : the  wildfowl  nestled  in  the  brake 
And  sedges,  brooding  in  their  liquid  btKl : 

The  woods  sloped  downwards  to  Its  brink,  and  sUkhI 
With  their  green  faces  fix’d  upon  the  flood. 

LVin. 

Its  outlet  dash'd  into  a deep  cascade, 

Sparkling  with  foam,  until  again  subsiding. 

Its  shriller  echoes — like  an  infant  made 
Quiet — sank  into  softer  ripples,  gliding 
Into  a rivulet ; and  thus  allay'd. 

Pursued  its  course,  now  gleaming,  and  now  hiding 
Its  windings  through  the  woods;  now  clear,  now  blue, 
Acconllng  as  the  skies  their  shadows  threw. 

LIX. 

A glorious  remnant  of  the  Gothic  pile 

(While  yet  the  church  was  Home's)  stood  half  apart 
In  a grand  arch,  which  once  screen'd  many  an  aide. 

These  last  had  disappear’d  — a loss  to  oit : 

The  first  yet  frown’d  superbly  o’er  the  soil. 

And  kindled  feelings  In  the  roughest  heart, 

>Vhich  mourn'd  the  power  of  time’s  or  tempest’s 
In  gazing  on  that  venerable  arch.  [march, 

LX. 

Within  a niche,  nigh  to  its  pinnacle, 

Twelve  saints  had  unce  stood  sanctified  In  stone  : 


But  thc^e  had  fkllen,  not  when  the  frtars  fvli,  . 

But  In  the  war  which  struck  Charles  fri>m  his 
throne, 

When  each  bou'^e  was  a fortaUce  — > os  tell 

The  annals  of  full  many  a line  undone,  — I 

The  gallant  cavaliers,  who  fought  lu  vain 
For  those  who  knew  not  to  resign  or  reign.  ^ 

LXI. 

But  in  a higher  niche,  alone,  but  crown’d. 

The  Virgin- Mother  of  the  God-bom  Child,  * 

With  her  Son  in  her  Mess’d  arms  l(X»k’d  round ; 

Spared  by  some  chance  when  all  beside  was  spoil’d ; j 
She  made  the  earth  below  seem  holy  ground. 

This  may  be  superstition,  weak  or  wild,  \ 

But  even  the  faintest  relics  of  a shrine 
Of  any  worship  wake  some  thov-ghts  fllvine.  j 

LXII.  ' 

A mighty  window,  hollow  in  the  centre, 

Shorn  of  its  glass  of  thousand  colouiingr, 

Through  which  the  deepen’d  glories  once  could  enter. 
Streaming  from  off  the  sun  like  seraph’s  wings, 

Now  yawns  all  desolate : now  loud,  now  fainter,  t 

The  gale  sweeps  through  its  fretwork,  and  oft  I 
sings 

The  owl  his  anthem,  where  the  silenced  quire  I 

Lie  with  their  hallelujahs  quench’d  like  fire.  j 

Lxni. 

But  In  the  noontide  of  the  moon,  and  when  l| 

The  wind  is  winged  from  one  point  of  heaven,  ! 

There  moans  a strange  unearthly  sound,  which  then 
Is  musical  — a dying  accent  driven  • 

Through  the  huge  arch,  which  soars  and  sinks  agal:L  • 
Some  deem  it  but  the  distant  echo  given  ■ 

Back  to  the  night  wind  by  the  waterfall. 

And  harmonised  by  tbe  old  choral  wall : i 

Lxrv. 

Otherv,  that  some  original  shape,  or  form 

Shaped  by  decay  perchance,  hath  given  the  power 
(Though  less  than  that  of  Memnon’s  statue  warm  I 
In  Eg}*pt’s  rays,  to  harp  at  a fix'd  hour)  i 

To  thU  grey  ruin,  with  a voice  to  charm  j 

Sad,  but  serene,  it  sweeps  o’er  tree  or  tower ; ■ 

The  cause  I know  not,  nor  can  solve ; but  such  j 

The  fact;  — I’ve  beard  It, — once  i<crh.ip3  too  much.® 


^ [**  The  front  of  Kevstead  Abbey  baa  a raoit  noble  and 
raajeitie  aptiearaDce ; bring  built  In  itte  form  of  the  west  end 
of  a rathcwol.  adorned  with  rkh  carTings  and  lofty  nio. 
naclev”  — Art.  yttetUad,  in  UcautleA  of  Hogland,  rol.  xjl) 

> [**  How  sweetly  in  front  looked  the  traniparent  water, 
and  the  light  of  religtous  remain*  (eou.illpd  by  oo  archit«rture 
acarrwljf  In  the  kiiigdom.  eaerpt  that  of  York  catheiiral), 
IncktHl  l>y  the  mo»t  splendid  field  beautiei.  dlv«r«iOvd  by  the 
**  i*ll*  of  the  e.irth  on  which  they  were  rooted  1”  — Tnoao- 
Xoftingiui$Hthire-.} 

s [*•  The  beautiful  park  of  Sew»tede,  which  oner  w.n  richly 
omameuted  with  two  thoutand  «even  hundred  hratl  of  di*cr, 
and  numbcrletft  fine-spreading  oaks,  it  now  divided  and  tub- 
dirideil  into  farms.**—  76W.) 

< [See  onif,  p-  — 

“ I did  remind  th««  of  our  own  dear  l.vke. 

By  the  old  Hall,  which  may  be  mine  no  more ; 
Lpeman's  U fair  ; hut  think  nik  t forsake 
The  iweet  rrmenibraiico  of  a dearer  shore  ; 

S.nl  h.avoc  Time  miut  with  my  memonr  make, 

Frc  that  or  cau  fade  these  eyes  iM-fure  ” — 

EpitUt  tii  .ittjvtiaA 

* [.See  p.  37S.) 

• f“  In  the  bow-window  of  the  Hall  there  are  yet  the  arms 

of  Newstede  Priory,  vii.  England,  with  a chltf  azure,  in 


I the  middle  whereof  is  the  Virgin  M.iry  with  Babe  or.**— 
j Tgottoro.v.] 

I * [The  history  of  thli  wonderful  statue  teems  to  be  simply 
i tills  : — Herodotus,  when  he  went  into  Egypt,  was  ihown  the 
j fnementt  of  a colossus,  thrown  down  some  year*  before  hy 
Cambyset..  This  he  rails  Memnon  ; but  says  not  a syllable 
re«]>ectlng  Its  emitting  a vocal  sound;  a prodigy  which  ap- 
pears to  h.*ive  be<*n  an  .after-thought  of  the  priests  of  Thebes. 
The  upper  }«rt  of  this  statue  mu  been  covered  by  the  sand 
fur  many  ; it  is  that  which  yet  remains  on  Us  pedittal 
which  performs  the  wonders  mentioned  by  so  many  travellers. 

— In  a word,  the  whole  appears  to  have  been  a trick,  not  ill 
a'iapted  to  such  a place  as  Egypt,  where  men  w ent,  and  still 
go.  with  a free  of  loolish  woridermont.  predisposed  to  swallow 
the  grossest  absurdities.  The  sound  (for  some  sound  there 
WAS}.  1 incliuc  to  think,  with  Dc  Pauw,  pruci^edcd  from  an 
excavation  near  the  plinth,  the  ildrs  of  which  might  be  stntck,  ; 
at  a preconcerted  momi-nt,  with  a bar  of  s<n]orous  metal. 
Even  ,'tavary,  who  saw  nothing  but  prodigies  in  Egypt,  treats  , 
this  foolish  aiSklr  at  an  artifice  of  the  priests.  So  much  for 
the  harp  of  Memnon  I — tbrroaD.  See  also  Sir  David  Brew-  I 
ster*s  iVorwroI  .Vagtr.  p.  234.] 

V [**  Kext  to  the  apArlment  called  King  Edward  the  7*hird*s 
room,  on  acrount  u(  (hat  monarch  having  slept  there,  Is  the  i , 
sounding  gallery, — so  called  from  a very  remarkable  echo  <> 
which  It  p^cMee.”  — Art  Xctcslrod,  in  Beauties  of  EncUnd,  ! 

TOl.  xil.J  II 


BYRON’S  WORKS. 


CANTO  XJIU 


I Amidst  thr  court  a Gothic  fountain  play’d.  * 
f Symmetrical,  but  deck’d  with  caninffs  quaint  — 

I Strauftc  faces,  like  to  men  In  masquerade, 
j And  here  perhaps  a monster,  there  a saint : 

' The  spring  gush’d  through  grim  mouths  of  granite 
[ And  sparkled  into  basins,  where  It  siicnt  [made, 

, Its  little  torrent  in  a thousand  bubbles, 

Like  man's  rain  glory,  and  hU  vainer  troubles. 

LXVI, 

The  mansion's  self  was  vast  and  venerable. 

With  more  of  the  mona<«tic  than  lias  l)ecn 
Elsewhere  preserved  ; the  cloister*  still  were  stable. 
The  cells,  too,  and  refectory,  I ween  : 

An  exquisite  small  chapel  liad  been  able. 

Still  unlmpur'd,  to  decorate  the  si'ene ; * 

The  rest  bad  been  reform'd,  replaced,  or  sunk, 

And  spoke  more  of  the  baron  than  the  monk. 

LXVH. 

' Huge  halls,  long  galleries,  sfiaclous  chambt^rs,  join'd 
By  no  quite  lawful  marri;«ge  of  Uje  arts, 

Might  shook  a connoisseur;  but  when  combim-d. 
Form'd  a whole  which,  irregular  in  parts, 

Yet  left  a grand  impression  on  the  mind. 

At  least  of  those  whose  eyes  are  In  their  hearts: 
Wc  gaae  upon  a giant  for  his  stature, 

Nor  judge  at  first  if  all  be  true  to  nature. 

LXVIll. 

Steel  barons,  molten  the  next  gimeration 
To  silken  rows  of  gay  and  garter’d  earls, 

Glanced  from  the  walls  in  goodly  preservation  : 

And  Lady  Marys  blooming  into  girL, 

With  fair  long  locks,  had  :dso  kept  their  station : 

And  countesses  mature  in  rolies  and  pearls : 

Also  some  beauties  of  Sir  IVler  Lely, 

Whose  draper}-  hints  wc  may  admire  them  freely. 

LXIX. 

Judges  In  verj’  formidable  ermine 

Were  there,  with  brows  that  did  not  much  invite 
The  accused  to  think  their  lordships  would  determine 
His  cause  by  leaning  much  from  might  to  right : 
BUhops  who  had  not  left  a single  sermon ; 

Attomeys-general,  awful  to  the  sight. 

As  hinting  more  (unless  our  Judgments  wan>  us) 

Of  the  “ Star  Chamber"  than  of  **  Habeas  Corpus.” 

LXX. 

Generals,  some  all  in  armour,  of  the  old 
.Vnd  in>n  time,  ere  lead  had  la’en  the  Icatl ; 

Others  In  wigs  of  Marlborough's  martial  fold, 

Huger  than  twelve  of  our  degenerate  breed  : 
Ijordlings,  with  staves  of  white  or  keys  of  gold  : 
Nlmrod-s  whose  canvas  scarce  cont^n'd  the  steed ; 
And  here  and  there  some  stem  high  patriot  stood. 
Who  could  not  get  the  place  for  which  he  sued. 

LXXI. 

But  ever  and  anon,  to  soothe  your  vision. 

Fatigued  with  these  hereditary  glories, 


I There  rose  a Carlo  Dolce  or  a Titian, 

Or  wilder  group  of  savage  Salvatore’s : * 

Here  danced  Albanu’s  bo)**,  and  here  the  sea  shone 
I In  Vemet’s  ocean  lights ; and  there  the  stories 
Of  martyrs  awed,  as  Spagnolctto  tainted 
! His  brush  with  all  the  blood  of  all  the  sainted. 

j ■ LXXII. 

Here  sweetly  spread  a landscape  of  Lorrdne ; 

I There  Rembrandt  made  bis  darkness  equal  light. 
Or  gloomy  Caravaggio’s  gloomier  stain 
' Bronsed  o’er  some  lc.-in  and  stoic  anchorite ; 

' But,  )o  i a Teniers  woos,  and  not  in  vain, 

I Your  eyes  to  revel  In  a livelier  sight : 

His  bell-mouth 'd  goblet  makes  me  feel  quite  Danish  * 
Or  Dutch  with  thirst  — What,  ho ! a flask  of  UhenUh. 

j LXXIII. 

0 reader ! if  that  thou  canst  read,  — and  know, 

'T  is  not  enough  to  s]>clt,  or  even  to  read, 

; To  constitute  a reader;  there  must  go 
I Virtues  of  which  both  you  and  1 have  ncnl. 

, Firstly,  begin  with  the  beginning  — (though 
That  clause  is  hard) ; and  secondly,  proceed  : 
Thirdly,  commence  not  with  the  end  — nr,  sinning 
In  this  sort,  end  at  last  with  the  beginning. 

Lxxrv. 

But,  reader,  thou  hast  patient  been  of  late. 

While  I,  without  remorse  of  rhyme,  or  fear. 

Have  built  and  laid  out  ground  at  such  a rate, 

Dan  Phoebus  takes  me  for  an  auctioneer. 

That  poets  were  so  from  their  earilitt  date. 

By  Homer’s  ” Catalogue  of  ships  " Is  clear ; 

But  a mere  modem  must  be  mo<U'rate  — 

1 >parc  you  then  the  furniture  and  plate. 

j LXXV. 

' The  mellow  autumn  came,  and  with  it  came 
j The  promised  party,  to  enjoy  Its  sweets. 

The  com  U cut,  the  manor  full  of  game  ; 

The  pointer  ranges,  and  the  sportsman  beats 
In  russet  jacket : — lynx-like  is  his  aim  ; 

Full  grows  his  bag,  and  wonde^M/  his  feats. 

Ah,  nutbrown  partridges  ! Ab,  brilliant  pht-asants! 
And  ah,  ye  poachers  I — ’T  Is  no  sport  for  peasants. 

i LXXVI. 

i An  English  autumn,  though  it  hath  no  vinr«. 
Blushing  with  Bacchiuit  coronals  along 
I The  paths,  o’er  which  the  f;tr  festoon  entwines 
! The  red  grape  in  the  sunny  lands  of  aor.g, 

J Hath  yet  a purchased  choice  of  choicest  wines ; 

The  claret  light,  and  the  Madeira  strong. 

If  Britain  mourn  her  bleakness  we  ran  tell  her. 

The  very  best  of  vineyards  is  the  cellar. 

LXXVII. 

Then,  if  she  hath  not  that  seivne  doelinc 

Which  makes  the  southem  antiimn’s  day  appear 
I As  If  ’twould  to  a second  spring  resign 
1 The  season,  rather  than  to  winter  drear,— 


(*  tbp  « indow*  of  the  pnllrry  over  the  doiuen.  we  chapel,  too.  ii  ttill  entire ; lu  celKDR  U a verv  bandcorae  #po- 
•ee  the  cloister  court,  with  a basin  in  the  centre,  tunl  as  a ' Hmen  of  the  Gothic  style  of  spriugInR  arches.''  — Aft.  .vAr. 
Tol\i?1  b«*.autics  of  England,  tUod,  in  IWantics  of  KngUnd,  vol.  xii.j 

j * Salrator  noia— % 


I,  • [*•  The  cloisters  exactly  resemble  ihoee  of  Westminster 

I Abbi*y,  only  on  a frnnller  scale  ; but  pesses«lnR.  If  possible,  a 
^ more  «itirmb1e  r.t>|>«^rjnee.  These  vere  the  rinlttrrs  of  tin* 
I p.nelent  ahl>ey.  and  nianr  of  Its  itnrlent  temuiU  now  lie  Jn 
^ slK'iit  rc(KMe  utiiicr  the  patonetU.  The  ancient 


Wh.it«’Vr  I.orralne  light  touch'd  with  *ofle-?ng  hue. 

Or  tarage  Rosa  dash’d,  or  learned  Poussin  drea  ." 

T(IOSIik>m‘s  Coftie  qf 

* If  1 err  not.  your  Dane”  is  one  of  Ugo't  satalogue  of 
natl'jns  ••  exquidte  in  their  drinking.” 
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Of  In-door  comfurtt  still  she  hath  a mine,  — j 

The  sea-coal  Arcs,  the  “ earliest  of  the  year ; **  * ; 

Without  doors,  too,  ahe  may  compete  In  mellow,  j 
As  what  is  lost  in  green  is  gain’d  In  yeUow.  j 

i.xxvin.  j 

And  for  the  effeminate  riileffgiatvra — [chase. 

Rife  with  more  horns  than  hounds — she  hath  the  ' 
So  animated  that  it  might  allure  a 

Saint  iVom  hU  beads  to  join  the  jocund  race ; 

Even  Nimrod’s  self  might  leave  the  plains  of  Dura,** 
And  wear  the  Melton  jacket’  for  a space : 

If  she  hath  no  wild  boars,  she  hath  a tune 
Preserve  of  bores,  who  ought  to  be  made  game. 

LXXIX- 

Tbe  noble  guests,  assembled  at  the  Abbey, 

Consisted  of — we  give  the  sex  the  jtaa  — 

The  Duchess  of  FlU-Fulke ; the  Counters  Crabby  ; 

The  Ladies  Sciliy,  Busey  ; — Miss  Eclat, 

Miss  Uombazecn,  Mis*  Muckstay,  Mbs  O Tabby, 

And  Mrs.  lUbbl,  the  rich  banker's  stiuaw; 

Also  the  honourable  Mrs.  Sleep, 

Who  look’d  a white  lamb,  yet  was  a black  sheep : 

LXXX. 

With  other  Countesses  of  Blank  — but  rank ; 

At  once  the  “He”  and  the  “elite”  of  crowds  5 
Who  pa'<»  like  water  Alter’d  in  .'i  tank, 

All  purged  and  pious  from  their  native  clouds ; 

Or  paper  turn’d  to  money  by  the  Bank : I 

No  matter  how  or  why,  the  passport  shrouds  [ 
The  “ passt-c”  and  the  iMust;  for  gi»d  society  | 

Is  110  less  famed  for  tolerance  than  piety, — 

j LXXXI. 

That  is,  up  to  a certain  point ; which  point 
! Forms  the  most  difficult  In  punctuation, 
j Appearances  apfiear  to  form  the  joint 

On  which  It  hinges  In  a higher  station ; 

And  so  that  no  explosion  cry  “Aroint 

Thee,  witch  !"<  or  each  Medea  has  her  Jason  } 

Or  (to  the  point  with  Horace  and  with  Puld) 

I “ Omne  tuHt  punetum,  qua;  mucuif  titiU  dulci.** 

LXXXII. 

i I can’t  cx.ictly  trace  their  rule  of  right, 

Which  hath  a little  leaning  to  a lottery. 

I I ’vc  seen  a virtuous  woman  put  down  quite 
By  the  mere  combination  of  a cotcric ; 

: Also  a so-so  matron  boldly  Aght 

Her  way  back  to  the  world  by  dint  of  plottery, 

I And  shine  the  very  Stria  ’ of  the  spheres, 

Escaping  with  a few  slight,  scarless  sneers. 

LXXXITI. 

I have  seen  more  than  m say;^ — but  we  will  sec 
How  our  viUeppialura  will  get  On. 

I The  party  might  consist  of  thirty. three 
' Of  highest  caste  — the  Brahmins  of  the  ton. 

I have  nuned  a few,  not  foremost  In  degn*e, 

But  ta'en  at  haaard  os  the  rhyme  may  run. 


By  way  of  sprinkling,  scatter'd  amongst  these, 

There  abo  were  some  Irish  absentees. 

LXXXIV. 

; There  was  Parolles,  too,  the  legal  bully, 

Who  limits  all  his  battles  to  the  bar 
And  senate : when  invited  elsewhere,  truly, 

He  shows  more  appetite  for  words  than  war. 

There  was  the  young  bard  Rackrbymc,  who  had  newly 
Come  out  and  glimmer’d  as  a six  weeks’  star. 
There  was  Lord  iSTrho,  too,  the  great  freethinker ; 
.\nd  Sir  John  Pottledeep,  the  mighty  drinker. 

LXXXV. 

There  was  the  Duke  of  Dash,  who  was  a — duke, 
“Ay,  every  Inch  a”duke;  there  were  twelve  peers 
Like  Charlemagne’s — and  all  cucb  peers  in  look 
And  intellect,  that  neither  eyes  nor  ears 
For  commoners  bad  ever  them  mistook. 

There  were  the  six  Miss  Rawbolds— pretty  dears  ! 
All  song  and  sentiment ; whose  hearts  were  set 
Less  on  a convent  than  a coronet. 

LXXXVI. 

There  were  four  Honourable  Misters,  whose 

Honour  was  more  before  their  names  than  after; 
There  was  the  preux  Chevalier  de  la  Uusc,  [here, 
^^*hom  France  and  Fortune  lately  deign’d  to  waft 
Whose  chieAy  harmless  talent  was  to  amuse ; 

But  the  clubs  found  it  rather  serious  laughter, 

I Because — such  was  his  magic  power  to  please — 

I The  dice  seem’d  charm’d,  too,  with  his  repartees. 

I LXXXVII. 

There  was  Dick  Dubious  the  metaphysician. 

Who  loved  philosophy  and  a good  dinner ; 

Angle,  the  soi-disant  mathematician ; 

Sir  Henry  Silvercup,  the  great  race-winner. 

There  was  the  Reverend  Rodomont  Precisian, 

Who  did  not  hate  so  much  the  sin  as  sinner ; 

And  Lord  Augustus  Fits- Plan tagcnct, 

Good  at  all  things,  but  better  at  a bet. 

LXXXVTU. 

There  was  Jack  Jargon,  the  gigantic  guardsman ; 

And  General  Fireface,  famous  in  the  Aeld, 

A great  tactician,  and  no  less  a swordsman, 

Who  ate,  last  war,  more  Yankees  than  he  kill’d. 
There  was  the  waggish  Welsh  Judge,  Jefferies  HanN- 
In  his  grave  oHice  so  completely  skill’d,  [man.'’ 
That  when  a culprit  come  for  condemnation, 

He  had  his  judge’s  joke  for  consolation. 

LXXXIX. 

Good  company  ’a  a chess-board  — there  arc  kings, 
Queens,  bishops,  knights,  rooks,  pawns;  the  world's 
a game ; 

Save  that  the  puppe  ts  pull  at  their  own  strings, 
Methinks  gay  Punch  hath  something  of  the  same. 
My  Muse,  the  buttcrAy  hath  but  her  wings. 

Not  stings,  and  Aits  through  ether  without  aim. 
Alighting  rarely: — were  she  hut  a hornet. 

Perhaps  there  might  be  vkes  which  would  mourn  It 


' ["  Cray’s  omU/rd  stanza— 

* Here  «calter’d  oft.  earUfit  qf  Mr  yecr. 

■py  hands  are  ihmsers  of  violets  fnard ; 

Thu  ri'dbrrasl  love*  to  IrnMd  and  vr.irble  here. 

And  lltllo  fooutep*  lightly  print  the  ground.’ 
is  as  Ane  as  any  In  the  Klegy-  I wonder  that  he  could  have 
the  heart  toomlllt.’’  — Diary,  Feb.  1851.] 

* In  Assyria. 

> [For  a graphic  acetrant  of  Melton  Mowbray,  the  head- 


quarter* of  the  English  chase,  see  Quarterly  Review,  vol. 
xirli.  p.216.] 

* f‘‘  Aroint  tkfe,  teitch!  the  nunu-fed  ronyon  cries.*’  — 

* Slrla,  i.  t.  bitch-*tar. 

* [George  Hardinge,  E*q.,  M.P.,  one  of  the  Welsh  judge*, 
dh‘d  In  1KI6.  Ills  works  were  <»U(Xted,  in  1S18,  by  Mr. 
Nichols.] 
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xc. 


I bad  fonjottcn — but  must  not  forget  — 

An  orator,  the  latest  of  the  session. 

Who  had  deliver’d  well  a very  set 
Smooth  speech,  his  first  and  maidenly  tcansgression 
Upon  debate : the  papers  echoed  yet 

With  bU  dC'but,  which  made  a strung  lmprc*ssUm, 
And  rank’d  with  what  U every  day  display’d  — 

” The  l>est  first  speech  that  ever  yet  was  matlc." 

xcr. 

Proud  of  his  “ Hear  hints ! " proud,  too,  of  his  vote 
And  lost  virginity  of  oratory, 

Pnvad  of  his  learning  fjust  enough  to  quote), 

He  rcvcU’d  in  his  Ciceronian  glory  ; 

With  ntemory  cxccUont  to  get  by  rote. 

With  wit  to  hatch  a pun  or  tell  a story. 

Graced  with  some  merit,  and  with  more  effrontery, 

'♦  His  country’s  pride,”  he  came  down  to  the  country. 

XCIL 

There  also  were  two  wits  by  acclamation, 

Longbow  from  Ireland,  Strungbow  from  the  Tweed,  * 
Both  lawyers  and  both  men  of  education  ; 

But  Stmngbow’s  wit  was  of  more  polish’d  breed ; 
Ijongbow  was  rich  in  an  imagination 
As  beautiful  and  liounding  as  a steed, 

But  sometimes  stumbling  over  a potato, — [Cato. 
^Vhile  Strongbow*s  best  things  might  have  come  from 

XCUL 

Strongbow  was  like  a uew-tuned  harps«ichord  j 
But  I/)ngbow  wild  as  an  harp, 

With  which  the  winds  of  heaven  can  ci^m  accord, 
And  make  a music,  whether  flat  or  sharp. 

Of  Strongbow’s  talk  you  would  not  change  a word ; 

At  Longbow’s  phrases  you  might  sometimes  airp ; 
Both  wits — one  bora  so,  and  the  other  bred, 

This  by  his  heart — his  rival  by  his  head. 

XCIV. 

If  alt  these  seem  an  hctert^ncoui  mass 
To  be  assembled  at  a country  seat. 

Yet  think,  a si>ecimen  of  everj*  class 
!s  lK<ttcr  than  a humdrum  tete-o-tete. 

The  days  of  Comedy  ore  gone,  alas : 

WTien  Congreve’s  fool  could  vie  with  Molierc’s  tv/e  .♦ 
Society  Is  smooth'd  to  that  excess. 

That  manners  hardly  differ  more  than  dress, 

xcv. 

Our  ridicules  are  kept  in  the  back-ground  — 
Ridiculous  enough,  but  also  dull ; 

Professions,  too,  arc  no  more  to  be  found 
Pn>fcssional ; and  there  is  nought  to  cull 
Of  foUy's  fruit ; for  though  your  fools  abound. 
They're  barren,  and  not  worth  the  pains  to  pull. 
Society  Is  now  one  polish'd  horde, 

Form’d  of  two  mighty  tribes,  the  Bores  and  Bored, 

XCVL 

But  from  being  farmers  we  ttirn  gleaners,  gleaning 
The  scanty  but  right-well  thresh’d  cars  of  truth ; 
And,  gentle  reader  1 when  you  gather  meaning. 

You  may  be  Boax,  and  1 — modest  Ruth. 


Further  1 ’d  quote,  but  Scripture  Intervening 
Forbids.  A great  Impression  la  my  youth 
Was  made  by  Mrs.  Adams,  where  she  cries, 

I “ That  Scriptures  out  of  church  arc  blasphemies.  **  * 

XCVII. 

But  what  we  can  we  glean  in  this  vile  age 
, Of  chaff,  although  our  gleanings  be  not  grist. 

1 must  not  quite  omit  the  talking  sage, 

Kit-Cat,  the  famous  Conversationist, 

W'ho,  in  his  common-place  book,  had  a page 

Prepared  each  mom  for  evenings.  **  List,  oh 
list!" 

"Alas,  poor  ghost!** — >niat  unexpected  woes 
Aw^t  those  who  have  studied  their  bons-mots  1 

XCVIII. 

Firstly,  they  must  allure  the  conversation, 

By  many  windings  to  their  clever  clinch  j 
And  secondly,  must  let  slip  no  occasion,  , 

Nor  bate  (abate)  their  hearers  of  an  lacA, 

But  take  an  cll — and  make  a great  sensation. 

If  possible ; and  thirdly,  never  flinch 
W*hcn  some  smart  talker  puts  them  to  the  test. 

But  seLze  the  last  word,  which  no  doubt  'a  the  be'st. 

' xerx. 

' Lord  Henry  and  his  lady  were  the  hosts ; 

The  party  we  have  touch'd  on  were  the  guests. 
Their  table  was  a board  to  tempt  even  ghosts 
To  pass  the  Styx  for  more  substantial  feasts. 

I will  not  dwell  upon  ragouts  or  roasts, 

{ All>cit  (U1  human  history  attests 
That  happiness  for  man  — the  hungry  sinner ! — 
.Since  Eve  ate  apples,  much  depends  on  dinner.  * 

C. 

"Witness  the  lands  which  " Qow'd  with  milk  and  honey,” 
Hold  out  unto  the  hungry  Israelites : 

To  this  we  have  added  since,  the  love  of  money, 

I The  only  sort  of  pleasure  which  requites. 

Youth  fades,  and  leaves  our  days  no  longer  sunny ; 

We  tire  of  mistresses  and  parasites ; 

But  oh,  ambrosial  cash  1 Ah  1 who  would  lt»e  thee  ? 
When  wc  no  more  can  use,  or  even  abuse  thee  t 

I Cl. 

I The  gentlemen  got  up  betimes  to  shoot, 

• Or  hunt : the  young,  because  they  Uk^  the  sport — 
■ The  first  thing  boys  like  after  play  and  fruit ; 

I The  middle-age^  to  make  the  day  more  short ; 
j For  ennui  is  a growth  of  English  root. 

Though  nameless  in  our  language  t — we  retort 
1 The  fact  for  words,  and  let  the  French  translate 
I That  awful  yawn  which  sleep  can  not  abate. 

’ CIL 

The  elderly  walk'd  through  the  library. 

And  tumbled  books  or  criticised  the  pictures 
Or  smnter’d  through  the  gardens  piteously, 

I And  made  upon  the  hot-house  several  strictures 
Or  rode  a nag  which  frotted  not  too  high. 

Or  on  the  morning  pai^ers  read  their  lectures 
Or  on  the  watch  their  longing  eyes  would  fix, 
Long’uig  at  sixty  for  the  hour  of  six. 


' [Curran  and  Erskine.]  i , 

j ’ ["  A man  feldum  thinks  with  n>ore  carDeatneas  of  any 
> **  Mrs.  Adams  aiuwered  Mr.  Adams,  that  it  was  bias-  , thing  than  he  dnet  of  hia  dinner;  and  If  be  caatwW  get  that 
hemoui  to  ulk  of  Scripture  out  of  church.”  T*hi»  dogma  ' well  dre»ert.  he  should  be  sust>ected  of  inaccuracr  in  other 
was  brnarhed  to  her  huiband  — the  best  Christian  in  any  i things.”  .—Jounsu.h.I 
book.  — 8cc  Jotepk  Andreict. 
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I COL 

I But  none  were  “ gimo : ” the  great  hour  of  union 
I ' Was  rung  bj  dinner’s  knell ; till  then  all  were 
! ! Masters  of  their  own  time — or  In  cuminunlon, 

I Or  solltaryi  as  they  chose  to  bear 
! , The  hours,  which  how  to  pass  is  but  to  few  kDo%m. 

I Each  rose  up  at  his  own,  and  haxl  to  sp  ire 
I ' \Vliat  time  he  chose  for  dress,  and  broke  his 
' : MTien,  where,  and  how  he  chose  for  that  repast. 

I CIV. 

I The  ladles — some  rouged,  some  a little  pole  — 

Met  the  morn  as  they  might.  If  line,  they  rode, 
Or  walk'd ; If  foul,  they  read,  or  tokl  a tale. 

Sung,  or  rehearsed  the  last  dance  from  abroad  ; 
Discuss’d  the  fashion  which  might  next  prevail. 

And  settled  bonnets  by  the  newest  code. 

Or  cramm’d  twelve  sheets  into  one  little  letter. 

To  make  each  correspondent  a new  debtor. 

CV. 

For  some  had  absent  lovers,  all  had  friends. 

The  earth  has  nothing  like  a she  cptstle. 

And  hardly  heaven  — because  it  never  ends. 

I love  the  mystery  of  a female  missal. 

Which,  like  a creed,  ne'er  sap  all  it  Intends, 

But  full  of  cunning  as  Ulysses’  whistle. 

When  he  allured  p<x>r  Dolon : — you  had  better 
Take  care  what  you  reply  to  such  a letter. 

eVL 

Then  there  were  billiards ; cards,  too,  but  no  dice ; — 
Save  in  the  clubs  no  man  of  honour  plap ; — 
Boats  when  'twss  water,  skating  when 't  was  Ice, 
And  the  hard  fhMt  destroy’d  the  scenting  days : 
And  angling,  too,  that  solitary  vice, 

Wliatever  Izaak  Walton  sings  or  says : 

The  (juaint,  old,  cruel  coxcomb.  In  his  gullet 
Should  have  a hook,  and  a small  trout  to  pull  it.  t 

eVIL 

With  evening  came  the  banquet  and  the  wine  ; 

The  conversazione ; the  duet, 

Attuned  by  voices  more  or  less  divine 

(My  heart  or  head  .aches  with  the  memory  yet). 
The  four  Miis  Rawbolds  in  a glee  would  shine  ; 

But  the  two  youngest  loved  more  to  be  set 
Down  to  the  harp — because  to  music’s  charms 
They  added  graceful  uccks,  white  hands  and  arms. 


evin. 

Sometimes  a dance  (though  rarely  on  field  days, 
For  then  the  gentlemen  were  rather  tired) 
Display’d  some  sylph-like  flgtires  In  Us  m;izc; 

Then  there  was  small-talk  ready  when  required ; 
Flirt.'ition — but  decorous;  the  mere  praise 

Of  charms  that  should  or  should  not  be  admired. 
The  hunters  fought  their  fox-hunt  o'er  again, 

And  then  retreated  soberly  — at  ten. 


> U would  have  taught  him  humanity  at  least.  This  sentl- 
m«oUl  savage,  whom  It  ts  a mode  to  quote  (amongst  the 
nuTelisti)  to  show  their  sjrmpathr  for  innocent  sports  and 
old  tongs,  teaches  how  to  sew  up  irogs,  and  break  their  legs 
by  way  of  experiment,  in  addition  to  the  art  of  angling,— the 
cfuelcst,  thoculdnt,  and  the  stupideet  of  pretended  sports. 
They  may  t.dk  alxiut  tiie  beauties  of  nature,  but  the  angler 
merely  thinks  of  his  dUh  offish  ; he  has  no  leisure  to  take  his 
eret  from  off  the  streiuns.  anda  single  fri/e  Is  worth  to  1dm  more 
than  all  the  scenery  around.  Besides,  some  fish  bite  best  on 
a rainy  day.  The  vh.nle,  the  shark,  and  the  tunny  fishery 


CIX. 

The  politicians,  in  a nook  apart. 

Discuss'd  the  world,  and  settled  all  the  sphen:a ; 
The  wits  watch’d  every  loophole  for  their  art. 

To  introduce  a bon-mot  head  and  ears  ; 

Small  is  the  rest  of  tliose  who  would  be  sntart, 

A moment's  good  thing  may  have  cost  them  years 
Before  they  find  an  hour  to  introduce  it ; 

And  then,  even  <A«n,  some  bore  may  make  them  lose  it. 

CX. 

But  all  was  gentle  and  aristocratic 

In  this  our  party  ; polish’d,  smooth,  and  cold, 

As  Phidian  forms  cut  out  of  marble  Attic. 

There  now  are  no  Squire  Westerns  as  of  old  ; 

And  our  Sophias  arc  not  so  emphatic. 

But  fair  as  then,  or  fairer  to  behold. 

Wc  have  co  accomplished  blackgiiards,  like  Tom  Jones, 
But  geutlemen  in  stap,  as  stitf  as  stones. 

CXI. 

They  separated  at  an  early  hour ; 

That  Is  ere  midnight — which  is  London’s  noon  : 
But  in  the  country  ladles  seek  their  bower 
A little  earlier  than  the  waning  moon. 

Peace  to  the  slumbers  of  each  folded  flower — 

May  the  rose  call  back  its  true  colour  soon  ! 

Good  hours  of  fair  cheeks  arc  the  fairest  tinters 
And  lower  the  price  of  rouge — at  least  some  wlntors. 


13on  Suan. 


CANTO  THK  FOURTEENTH. 


I. 

If  from  great  nature’s  or  our  own  abyss 

Of  thought  wc  could  but  snatch  a certainty. 
Perhaps  mankind  might  find  the  path  they  miss  — 
But  then  *t  would  spoil  much  good  philosophy. 
One  system  eats  another  up,  and  this 
Much  as  old  Saturn  ate  bis  progeny  ; 

Fur  when  his  pious  consort  gave  him  stones 
In  lieu  of  sons,  of  these  be  made  no  bones. 

n. 

But  S}*stem  doth  reverse  the  Titan’s  breakfast. 

And  eats  her  parents,  allielt  the  digestion 
Is  difficult.  Pmy  tell  me,  can  you  make  fast. 

After  due  search,  your  faith  to  any  qucstioii  ? 

Look  back  o'er  ages,  ere  unto  the  stake  fast 

Tou  bind  yourself,  and  call  some  mode  the  bestone. 
Nothing  more  true  than  not  to  trust  your  senses ; 
And  yet  what  arc  your  other  evidences  ? 

hare  somewhat  of  noble  and  periloua  in  them ; even  net  fish- 
ing, trawling,  Ac.  are  mure  humane  umI  useful.  But  angling  I 
—no  angler  can  be  a guod  man. 

<>n«  of  the  best  men  I ever  knew,- as  humane,  delicate- 
minded,  generous,  and  excellent  a creature  ax  any  in  the 
world.  — was  an  angler:  true,  he  angled  wHh  painted  files, 
and  would  have  been  incapable  of  the  eatravagauclea  of  1. 
Walton.*' 

The  above  addition  was  made  hr  a friend  in  reading  over 
the  MS.— “ Audi  alteram  partem.'^’ — i leave  U to  counter- 
balance my  own  observaUoo. 
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CAXTO  XIV.  Ij 


For  roo.  I know  nought ; nottaloff  I deny. 

Admit,  Inject,  contemn ; and  what  know  you. 
Except  perhapi  that  you  were  bom  to  die  7 
And  both  may  after  all  turn  out  untrue. 

An  age  may  come.  Font  of  Eternity, 

\^lien  nothin;^  shall  be  either  old  or  new. 

Death,  so  call'd,  is  a thing  which  makes  men  weep. 
And  yet  a third  of  life  is  pass'd  in  sleep. 

IV. 

A sleep  without  dreams  after  a rough  day 
Of  toll,  is  what  we  covet  most  j and  yet 
How  clay  shrinks  back  from  more  quie>cent  clay  I 
The  very  Suicide  that  pays  his  debt 
At  once  without  instalments  (an  old  way 
Of  pa3dng  debts  which  creditors  regret), 

I^ts  out  impatiently  hU  rushing  breath. 

I Lea  from  disgust  of  life  than  dread  of  ileatb. 

V. 

T is  round  him,  near  him,  here,  there,  everywhere, 
i And  there ‘s  a courage  which  grows  out  of  fear, 

I Perhaps  of  all  roost  dcsi>erate,  wUch  will  dare 

The  worst  to  know  It : when  the  mountains  rear 

I Their  peaks  beneath  your  human  foot,  and  there 

I You  look  down  o’er  the  precipice,  and  drear 
The  gulf  of  rock  yawns  — ) can’t  gaic  a minute, 
Without  on  awful  wish  to  plunge  within  it 

VI. 

T U true,  you  don’t — but,  pale  and  struck  with  terror, 
I Retire : but  look  into  your  past  Impres-^lon ! 

And  you  will  find,  though  shuddering  at  the  mirror 
Of  your  own  thought*,  In  all  their  self-confession, 
The  lurking  bias  be  it  truth  or  error, 

To  the  MJtknown ; a secret  prepossession, 

To  plunge  with  all  your  fears— r but  where?  You 
know  not. 

And  that’s  the  reason  why  you  do — or  do  not 
VII. 

But  what’s  this  to  the  purpose?  you  will  say. 

Gent,  reader,  nothing ; a mere  speculation. 

For  which  my  sole  excuse  Is — ’tis  my  way  ; 

Sometimes  with  and  sometimes  without  occadoD, 

I I write  what  *s  uppermost  without  delay  j 
This  narrative  is  not  meant  for  narration, 

But  a mere  aliy  and  fantastic  basis 
I To  build  up  common  things  with  comn^on  places. 

vm. 

You  know,  or  don’t  know,  that  great  Bacon  sailh. 
Fling  up  a straw,  'twill  show  the  way  the  wind 
blows;” 

. And  such  a straw,  borne  on  by  human  breath, 

I Is  poesy,  according  as  the  mind  glows ; 

' A paper  kite  which  flies  ’twixt  life  and  death, 

I A shadow  which  the  onward  soul  iH'hind  throws : 

I And  mine's  a bubble,  not  blown  up  for  praise, 

I Hut  just  to  play  with,  as  an  infant  plays. 

I.\ 

The  world  is  all  before  me  — or  behind ; 

For  I have  seen  a portion  of  that  same, 

' And  quite  enoush  for  me  to  keep  In  mind  ; — 

Of  pas  ions,  too,  I have  proved  enough  to  blame, 

I To  the  great  pleasure  of  our  friends  mankind, 

W*ho  like  to  mix  some  slight  alloy  with  fame  ; 

;i  For  I was  rather  famous  In  my  time, 

ViitU  1 fairly  knock’d  it  up  with  rhyme. 


I have  brought  this  world  about  my  ears,  and  eke 
The  other;  that's  to  say,  the  clergy  — who 
Upon  my  head  have  bid  their  thunders  break 
I In  pious  libels  by  no  means  a few. 

' And  yet  I can’t  help  scribbling  once  a week, 

I Tiring  old  readers,  nor  discovering  new. 

, In  youth  I wrote  because  my  mind  was  full. 

And  now  because  1 feel  it  growing  dull. 

XL 

But  **  why  then  publish  ? ” • —There  are  no  rewards 
Of  fkme  or  profit  when  the  world  grows  weary. 

I ask  In  turn,  — Why  do  yoti  play  at  cards  ? 

^\^^y  drink?  MTiy  read?— To  make  some  hour 
less  dreary. 

It  occupies  me  to  turn  Inck  regards 

On  what  1 ‘re  seen  or  ponder'd,  sad  or  cheery ; 
And  what  I write  I cast  upon  the  stream, 

To  swim  or  sink  — I have  had  at  least  my  dream. 
XII. 

I think  that  were  I cerfotn  of  success, 

I I hardly  could  compose  another  line : 

So  long  I 've  battled  either  more  or  less 

That  no  defeat  can  drive  me  from  the  Nine. 

This  feeling  'tis  not  ea*y  to  express, 

I And  yet  *tis  not  ifTected,  I opine. 

, In  play,  there  arc  two  pleasures  for  your  choosinfr— 

I The  one  is  winning,  and  the  other  losing. 

I XIIL 

Besides  my  Muse  by  no  means  deals  in  fiction  : 

She  gathers  a repertory  of  facts 
Of  course  with  some  rescn  c and  slight  restriction, 
But  mostly  sings  of  human  things  and  acts  — 

And  that’s  one  cause  she  meets  with  contradiction; 

For  too  much  truth,  at  first  sight,  ne’er  attracts ; 
And  were  her  ol^ject  only  what’s  call’d  glor>-. 

With  more  ease  too  she  ‘d  tell  a dlficrcnt  storj*, 

XIV. 

Love,  war,  a tempest — surely  there's  variety; 

Also  a seasoning  slight  of  lucubration ; 

A bird’s-eye  view,  too,  of  that  wild.  Society ; 

A slight  glance  thrown  on  men  of  every  station, 
i If  you  have  nought  else,  here 's  at  least  satiety, 
j Both  In  performance  and  in  preparation  ; 

, And  though  these  lines  should  only  line  portmantcao*. 
Trade  will  be  all  the  better  for  these  Cantos. 

XV. 

The  portion  of  this  world  which  I at  present 
Have  taken  up  to  till  the  following  sermon. 

Is  one  of  which  there’s  no  description  recent  : 

The  reason  why,  h easy  to  determine : 

Although  it  seems  lK»th  prominent  and  pleasant. 
There  is  a sameneis  in  its  gems  and  ermine, 

A dull  and  family  likeness  through  all  ages 
Of  no  great  promise  for  poetic  pages. 

! XVI. 

I With  much  to  excite,  there’s  little  to  exalt ; 

Nothing  that  si>caks  to  all  men  and  all  times ; 

A sort  of  vami*h  over  ever)-  fault ; 

A kind  of  common-place,  even  In  their  crirrcN ; 
Factitious  iXL-dons  wit  without  much  salt, 

A want  of  that  true  nature  which  sublimes 
Wh.ite’cr  it  shows  with  truth ; a smooth  monotony 
! Of  character,  in  thewo  at  least  who  have  got  any. 

I • [•*  Dul  why  thMi  riP'lssh  ?—  Oranville.  the  poHic, 

‘ And  knowing  WoJsh,  would  toll  me  1 could  write.' 

, Pol-C.J 
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xvn. 

1 Sometimes,  Indeed,  like  soldiers  off  parade. 

They  break  their  ranks  and  gladly  leave  the  drill ; 

I But  then  the  roll-call  draws  them  back  afraid, 

I And  they  must  be  or  seem  what  they  were ; still 
I Doubtless  It  Is  a brilliant  masquerade : 

! But  when  of  the  first  sight  you  ba*.e  had  your  fill, 

' It  palls— ‘ at  least  It  did  so  upon  me, 

I This  paradise  of  pleasure  and  ennuL 

j XVUL 

I When  wc  have  made  our  love,  and  gamed  our  gaming, 
Dri'st,  voted,  shone,  and,  may  be,  something  more ; 
With  dandies  dined ; heard  senators  declaiming ; 

: Seen  beauties  brought  to  market  by  the  score, 

I Sad  rakes  to  sadder  husbands  chastely  taming ; 

I There’s  little  left  but  to  be  bored  or  bore, 
j Witness  those  “ ci-decant  Jeunes  hommei'*  who  stem 
The  stream,  nor  leave  the  world  which  leaveth  them. 

i XIX. 

*Tis  said  — indeed  a general  complaint — 

That  no  one  has  succeeded  in  describing 
1 The  mondc,  exactly  as  they  ought  to  paint : 

1|  Some  say,  that  authors  only  snatch,  by  bribing 
The  porter,  some  slight  scandals  strange  and  ({uaint, 

( To  furnish  matter  for  their  moral  gibing; 

I And  that  their  books  have  but  one  style  in  common  — 
My  lady’s  prattle,  filter’d  through  her  woman. 

I XX. 

I But  this  can’t  well  be  true,  just  now ; for  writers 
I Are  grown  of  the  beau  monde  a pari  potential : 
I'tc  seen  them  balance  even  the  jtcale  with  fighters. 
Especially  when  young,  for  that's  e^sentiaL 
Why  do  their  sketches  fail  them  as  iaditers 

Of  what  they  deem  themselves  most  consequential, 
The  real  portrait  of  the  highest  tribe  ? 

*Tis  that.  In  fact,  there's  little  to  describe. 

XXL 

« TFauri  tpnara  loquor;*'  these  are  quorum 

Part  parN-a/wi,”  but  still  art  and  part 
Now  I could  mui'h  more  easily  sketch  a harem, 

A battle,  wreck,  or  history  of  the  heart. 

Than  these  things ; and  besides,  I wish  to  spare  ’em. 
For  reasons  which  I choose  to  kwp  apart. 

**  VeUtbo  Ctrtria  tacrum  qui  vnlqarit'* — • 

Which  mean?, that  vulgar  people  must  not  share  it. 

XXII. 

And  therefore  what  I throw  off  Is  Ideal  — 

Lower'd,  leaven’d,  like  a history  of  freemasons ; 
^Vhich  bears  the  same  relation  to  the  real. 

As  Captain  Parry’s  voyage  may  do  to  Jason's.. 

The  grand  arcanum '»  not  for  men  to  see  all  j 
My  music  has  some  mystic  diapasons ; 

And  there  is  much  which  could  not  be  appreciated 
la  any  manner  by  the  uninitiated. 

XXIIL 

Alas ! worlds  &Il  — and  woman,  since  she  fell’d 
The  world  (as,  since  that  history,  less  polite 
Than  true,  hath  been  a creed  so  strictly  held), 

Uas  not  yet  given  up  the  practice  quite. 

Poor  thing  of  usages ! coerced,  compcll’d, 

Victim  when  wrong,  and  martyr  oft  when  right. 
Condemn’d  to  child-bed,  as  men  for  their  sins 
Have  shaving  too  entail’d  upon  their  chins, — 

1 [llor.  Cam.  1.  iU.  od.  3.] 
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XXIV. 

A daily  plague,  which  In  the  aggregate 

Hay  average  on  the  whole  with  parturition. 

But  as  to  women,  who  can  penetrate 

The  real  sufferings  of  their  she  condition  ? 

Man's  very  sympathy  with  their  estate 

Has  much  of  selfishness,  and  more  suspicion. 

Their  love,  their  virtue,  beauty,  education. 

But  form  good  housekeepers,  to  breed  a nation. 

XXV. 

All  this  were  very  well,  and  can’t  be  better; 

But  even  this  is  difficult.  Heaven  knows, 

So  many  troubles  from  her  birth  beset  her, 

Such  small  distinction  between  friends  and  foes, 
j The  gliding  wears  so  soon  from  off  her  fetter. 

That but  ask  any  woman  If  she’d  choose 

(Take  her  at  thirty,  that  is)  to  have  boon  \ 

Female  or  male  ? a schoolboy  or  a queen  7 

XX  VL 

I **  Petticoat  influence**  is  a great  reproach. 

Which  even  those  who  obey  would  fain  be  thought 
i To  fly  from,  as  from  hungry  pikes  a roach ; 

I But  since  beneath  it  upon  earth  wc  are  brought, 

1 By  various  joltings  of  life’s  hackney  coach, 

I fo’"  one  venerate  a petticoat — 

A garment  of  a m)*stical  sublimity, 

No  matter  whether  nwet,  silk,  or  dimity. 

XXVII. 

Much  I respect,  and  much  I have  adored. 

In  my  young  day?,  that  chaste  and  goodly  veil, 

\Vhich  holds  a treasure,  like  a niber's  board. 

And  more  attracts  by  all  It  doth  conceal — 

A golden  scabbard  on  a Damasque  sword, 

A loving  letter  with  a mystic  seal, 

A cure  for  grief — for  what  can  ever  rankle 
Before  a petticoat  and  peeping  ankle  7 

XXVIII. 

And  when  upon  a silent,  sullen  day. 

With  a sirccco,  for  example,  blowing, 

Wlten  even  the  sea  looks  dim  with  all  its  spray, 
j And  sulkily  the  river's  ripple’s  flowing, 

And  the  sky  shows  that  very  ancient  gray. 

The  sober,  sad  antithesis  to  glowing, — 

*Tis  pleasant.  If  (ken  anything  is  pleasant. 

To  catch  a glimpse  even  of  a pretty  peasant  j 

XXIX. 

We  left  our  heroes  and  our  heroines 

In  that  fair  clime  which  don't  depend  on  climate, 
Quite  independent  of  the  Zodiac's  signs, 

Though  certainly  more  difficult  to  rhj*me  at 
Because  the  sun,  and  stars,  and  aught  that  shines. 
Mountains,  and  all  we  can  be  most  sublime  at 
Are  there  oft  dull  and  dreary  as  a dun  — 

Whither  a sky’s  or  tradesman's  is  all  one. 

XXX. 

An  in-door  life  is  less  poetical ; 

And  out-of-door  bath  showers,  and  mists,  and  sleet 
With  which  1 could  not  brew  a pastoral. 

But  be  it  as  it  may,  a bard  must  meet 
All  difficulties,  whether  great  or  small,  I 

To  spoil  his  undertaking, or  complete, 

And  work  away  like  spirit  upon  matter. 

Embarrass'd  somewhat  both  with  fire  and  water. 

SB 
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XXXI. 

Juan  — In  this  respect,  at  least,  like  saints  — 

Was  all  thin^  unto  people  of  all  sorts, 

And  lived  contentedly,  without  complaints, 

. In  camps,  in  ships,  in  cottages,  or  courts  — 

I Bom  with  that  happy  soul  which  seldom  faints, 

I I And  minelinR  modestly  in  tolls  or  sports, 

1 1 He  likewise  could  be  most  things  to  all  women, 

I Without  the  coxcombry  of  certain  the  men. 

j ■ XXXII. 

I A fox-hunt  to  a foreigner  is  strange ; 
j *T  Is  also  sul^ect  to  the  double  danger 
I Of  tumbling  first,  and  ha\ing  in  exchange 
I Some  pleasant  jesting  at  the  awkward  stranger : 

1 But  Juan  bad  been  early  taught  to  range 

I The  wilds,  as  doth  an  Arab  turn’d  avenger, 

So  that  his  horse,  or  charger,  hunter,  hack, 

Knew  that  be  bad  a rider  on  his  back. 

|l 

I I xxxrn. 

I And  now  in  this  new  field,  with  some  applause, 

I He  clear’d  hedge,  ditch,  and  double  post,  and  rail, 

' And  never  craned  and  made  but  few  **faux  pas," 
And  only  frctteil  when  the  scent  ’gan  fail. 

I He  broke,  “t  Is  true,  some  statutes  of  the  laws 
i i Of  bunting — for  the  sagest  youth  is  frai*  i 

Bode  o’er  the  hounds,  it  may  be,  now  and  then, 

And  once  o’er  several  countrj’  gentlemen. 

XXXIV. 

But  on  the  whole,  to  general  admiration 

He  acquitted  both  himself  and  horse : the  squires 
Marvell’d  at  merit  of  another  nation ; 

The  boors  cried  “ Dang  it  I who'd  have  thought 
it?" — Sires, 

The  Nestors  of  the  si>orting  generation. 

Swore  praises  and  recall’d  their  former  fires ; 

The  huntsman’s  self  relented  to  a grin, 

And  rated  him  almost  a whipper-in. 

XXXV. 

Such  were  his  trophies — not  of  spear  and  shield, 

But  leaps,  and  bursts,  and  sometimes  foxes'  brushes ; 
Tet  I must  own, — although  in  this  I yield 
To  patriot  s^'mpatby  a Briton’s  blushes,— 
lie  thought  at  heart  like  courtly  Chesterfield, 

Who,  after  a long  chase  o’er  hills,  dales,  bushes. 
And  what  not,  though  he  rode  beyond  all  price. 
Ask'd  next  day,  **  If  men  ever  hunted  twice  f ’ « 

I XXXVL 

He  also  had  a quality  uncommon 
To  early  risers  after  a long  chase, 
j Who  wake  in  winter  ere  the  cock  can  summon 
1 December’s  drowsy  day  to  his  dull  race, — 

I A quality  agreeable  to  woman, 

I >V*bcn  her  soft,  HqiUd  words  run  on  apace, 

I Who  likes  a listener,  whether  saint  or  sinner,  — 

He  did  not  fall  asleep  just  after  dinner  ; 

j > Cramag.  — **  To  crane”  U,  or  w.ii,  an  expression  used 
I to  denote  a gcntl^raan’s  stretebing  out  tits  neck  over  a hedgi*, 

I **  to  look  before  h«  leaped  — a pause  in  hit  " vaulting  am- 
I tdtion.**  which  in  the  dcid  iluUi  occasion  some  delay  and 
I execration  In  those  who  may  be  immediately  behind  the 
I equestrian  •Mpiic.  '*  Sir,  tf  you  don't  choose  to  take  the 
I leap,  let  me  l'^...was  a phrase  which  Bencraily  sent  th«  as> 
pirant  on  again  : ami  to  n>o<i  purpose:  mr  though  '*  the  horse 
and  rider*' might  fall,  mey  made  a gap  throu^  which,  and 
ever  him  and  his  steed,  the  field  mlfbt  toUow. 

& 


xxxvn. 

But,  light  and  airy,  stood  on  the  alert, 

And  shone  in  the  best  port  of  dialogue. 

By  humouring  always  what  they  might  assert. 

And  listening  to  the  topics  most  in  voguct  — 
Now  grave,  now  gay,  but  never  dull  or  pert ; 

I And  smiling  but  in  secret  — cunning  rogue ! — 
I He  ne'er  presumed  to  make  an  error  clearer  »— 

I In  short,  there  never  was  a better  bearer. 

XXX\^1^ 

j And  then  he  dar.eed  ; — all  foreigners  excel 

iThe  serious  Anglos  In  the  eloquence 
Of  pantomime  ; — he  danced,  I say,  right  well. 
With  emphasis,  and  also  with  good  sense — 

A thing  in  footing  Indlsiiensable ; 

I He  danci*d  without  theatrical  pretence, 

I Not  like  a ballet-master  in  the  van 
. Of  bis  drill'd  nymphs,  but  like  a gentleman. 


[ Chaste  were  bis  steps,  each  kept  within  due  bound, 

I And  elegance  was  sprinkled  o'er  his  figure ; 

1 Like  swift  Camilla,  he  scarce  skimm'd  the  ground,  ’ 
And  rather  held  in  than  put  forth  hU  vigour ; 

And  then  he  had  an  car  for  music's  sound, 

W’hlch  might  defy  a crotchet  critic’s  rigour. 

Such  cloMic  lias  — sans  flaws  — set  OS'  our  hero, 

He  glanced  like  a personified  Bolero ; * 

XL. 

Or  like  a flying  Hour  before  Aurora, 

In  Guido's  famous  fresco  S which  alone 
' Is  worth  a tour  to  Rome,  although  no  more  a 

Remnant  were  there  of  the  old  world’s  sole  throne. 
The  **t(yut  ensettMe"  of  his  movements  wore  a 
Grace  of  the  soft  ideal,  seldom  shown. 

And  ne’er  to  be  described ; for  to  the  dolour 
O.*'  bards  and  prosers,  words  are  void  of  colour. 

XLI. 

No  marvel  then  he  was  a favourite ; 

A full-grown  Cupid,  very  much  admired ; 

A little  sixillt,  but  by  no  means  so  quite  ; 

At  least  he  kept  his  vanity  rctlped. 

Such  was  his  tact,  he  could  alike  delight 

The  chaste,  and  those  who  are  not  so  much  inspired. 
The  Duchess  of  I'itx-Fulke,  who  loved  **  tracas- 
aenV,” 

Bogan  to  treat  him  with  some  small  ” agacerie.  *’ 
XLII. 

She  was  a fine  and  somewhat  full-blown  blonde. 
Desirable,  distinguish'd,  celebrated 
For  several  winters  In  the  grand,  t;rand  mondc. 

I ’d  rather  not  say  what  might  be  rclattsl 
Of  her  exploits,  for  this  were  ticklish  ground  ; 

Besides  there  might  be  falsehood  in  what’s  stated: 
Her  late  pcrformaik-e  had  been  a dead  set 
At  Lord  Augustus  Flu-Plantogenet 

* .See  hU  Letters  to  hi*  Son. 

* **ju  »he  skimm'd  along, 

Hr*Tflpag  feel  unbaih'd  oo  billows  hung."  — DavoKk'f 
yirgii.} 

* [A  Spanish  dance  noted  for  its  livclioesi.j 

^ fGuidu's  most  celebrated  work,  tn  the  palaces  of  Roma, 
is  hU  fresco  of  the  Aurora,  in  the  Palaxso  Koipigllosi.— 
UaVANT.] 
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XLIIl. 

ThU  noble  persona^  began  to  look 
A little  black  upon  thli  new  flirtation ; 

But  such  small  licences  must  lovers  brook, 

Mere  freedoms  of  the  female  corporation. 

^Voc  to  the  man  who  ventures  a rebuke  I 
*T  will  but  precipitate  a situation 
Extremely  disagreeable,  but  common 
To  calculators  when  they  count  on  woman. 

XLIV. 

The  circle  smiled,  then  whisper’d,  and  then  sneer’d 
The  misses  bridled,  and  the  matrons  frown’d ; 
Some  hoped  things  might  not  turn  out  as  they  fear'd 
Some  would  not  deem  such  women  could  be  found 
Some  ne’er  believed  one  half  of  what  they  beard  ; 

Some  look’d  perplex’d,  and  others  look’d  profound 
And  several  pitied  with  sincere  regret 
Poor  Lord  Augustus  FlU-Flantagenet. 

XLV. 

But  what  U odd,  none  ever  named  the  duke, 

Who,  one  might  think,  was  something  in  the  afikir: 
True,  he  was  absent,  and,  t was  rumour’d,  took 
But  small  concern  about  the  when,  or  where, 

Or  what  bis  consort  did ; If  he  could  brook 
Her  gaieties,  none  had  a right  to  stare  : 

Theirs  was  that  best  of  unions,  past  all  doubt, 

AVhich  never  meets,  and  therefore  can’t  fall  out. 

XLVI. 

But,  oh ! that  I should  ever  pen  so  sad  a line  ! 

Fired  with  an  abstract  love  of  virtue,  she. 

My  Dian  of  the  Ephesians,  t^dy  Adeline, 

Began  to  think  the  duchess’  conduct  five  ; 
Regretting  much  that  she  had  chosen  so  bad  a line, 
And  waxing  chiller  in  her  courtesy, 

Look’d  grave  and  pale  to  sec  her  friend’s  fragility. 
For  which  most  friends  reserve  their  sensibility. 

XLvn. 

There ’t  nought  in  this  bad  world  like  sympathy : 

’T  is  so  becoming  to  the  soul  and  face, 
j Sets  to  soft  music  the  harmonious  sigh, 

And  robes  sweet  friendship  in  a Brussels  lace. 
Wlihout  a friend,  what  were  humanity, 

To  hunt  our  errors  up  with  a good  gi-ace  ? 
Consoling  us  with — **  Would  you  had  thought  twice  1 
Ah  I If  you  had  but  follow'd  my  advice  I ** 

XLVUL 

0 Job ! you  had  two  friends : one ’s  quite  enough, 
Especially  when  wc  arc  ill  at  ease  ; 

They  are  but  bad  pilots  when  the  weather ’s  rough, 
Doctors  less  famous  for  their  cures  than  fees. 

Let  no  man  grumble  when  his  friends  fall  off, 

As  they  will  do  like  leaves  at  the  first  breeze : 
When  your  affklrs  come  round,  one  way  or  t’other, 
Go  to  the  coffee-house,  and  take  another.  > 

XLIX. 

But  this  Is  not  ray  maxim  : had  it  been,  [not 

Some  heart-aches  had  1*060  sp.ired  me : vet  I care 

1 would  not  be  a tortoise  In  his  screen  * [ not. 

Of  stubborn  shell,  which  waves  and  weather  wear 

* In  Sw(ri*i  or  Horace  Walpole’*  letter*  1 think  it  1*  mcn- 
tmned  that  aompbndjr,  ro^ttlna  the  lo*»  of  a Wend,  wa* 
Mtwerrd  by  an  unirertal  Pyl«d<H*:  “ \\*heo  i lo»e  one,  I go 
to  the  8aint  Jaroet'aCofTee-fiouac.  and  take  another.**  I re- 
h.'irlng  heard  an  anecdote  of  the  *amn  kind,  — Sir  W. 

t>-  *a*  a great  game*t«r.  Coming  in  one  day  to  the  Club  of 


’T  is  better  on  the  whole  to  have  felt  and  seen 
That  which  humanity  may  bear,  or  bear  not : 
’T  will  teach  discernment  to  the  sensitive, 

And  not  to  pour  their  ocean  in  a sieve. 


Of  all  the  horrid,  hideous  notes  of  woo. 

Sadder  than  owl-songs  or  the  midnight  blast. 

Is  that  portentous  phrase,  **  I told  you  so,” 

Utter'd  by  friends,  those  prophets  of  the  past. 
Who,  ’stead  of  saying  what  you  now  should  do. 

Own  they  foresaw  that  you  would  fall  at  last. 

And  solace  your  slight  lapse  ’gainst  « bono*  mores*' 
With  a long  memorandum  of  old  stories. 

LL 

The  Lady  Adeline’s  serene  severity 

Was  not  confined  to  feeling  for  her  friend, 

\^T)03e  fame  she  rather  doubted  with  posteritj-, 
Unless  her  habits  should  begin  to  mend : 

But  Juan  also  shared  in  her  austerity. 

But  mix’d  with  pity,  pure  as  e'er  was  penn'd : 

IIU  inexperience  njoved  her  gentle  ruth. 

And  (as  her  junior  by  six  weeks)  his  youth. 

LU. 

These  forty  days’  advantage  of  her  years— 

And  hers  were  those  which  can  face  calculation, 
Boldly  referring  to  the  list  of  peers 

And  noble  births,  nor  dreail  the  enumeration 

Gave  her  a right  to  have  matcnul  fears 
For  a young  gentleman's  fit  education, 

Though  she  was  far  from  that  leap  year,  whose  leap. 
In  female  dates,  strikes  Time  all  of  a heap. 

LUL 

This  may  be  fix’d  at  somewhere  before  thirty— 

Say  seven-and-twemy ; for  I never  knew 
The  strictest  In  chronology  and  virtue 
Advance  beyond,  while  they  couM  pass  for  new 
O Time ! why  dost  not  i»ause  ? Thy  scythe,  so  dirty 
With  rust,  should  surely  cease  to  hack  and  hew. 
Reset  it ; shave  more  smoothly,  also  slower. 

If  but  to  keep  thy  credit  as  a mower, 

LIV. 

But  Adeline  was  far  from  that  ripe  age, 

"'hose  ripe  ness  is  but  bitter  at  the  best : 

'T  was  rather  her  experience  made  her  sage. 

For  she  had  seen  the  world  and  stood  its  test. 

As  I have  said  in — I forget  what  page  j 
My  Muse  despises  reference,  as  you  have  guess’d 
By  this  time ; — but  strike  six  from  seven-and-tw  enty, 
And  you  will  find  her  sum  of  years  in  plenty. 

LV. 

At  sixteen  she  came  out;  presented,  vaunted, 

She  put  all  coronets  Into  commotion : 

At  seventeen,  too.  the  world  was  still  enchanted 
With  the  new  Venus  of  their  brilliant  ocean  • 

At  eighteen,  though  below  her  feet  stiU  panted 
A hecatomb  of  suitors  w Ith  devotion, 

.She  bad  consented  to  create  again 

That  Adam,  called  « The  happiest  of  men." 

« ® nienjbcr.  he  wa*  ob*erred  to  look  mdanchoT. 

“ \N  hat  U the  maUcr,  .Sir  Wniiam  ?’*  cried  }Jnre 
^n,orjr  “Ah  r replied  Sir  W..  | baUju 

Lo*r/  What  at  ? or  /foaJrd 

•olatory  rejoinder  of  the  querift. 
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Since  then  *he  had  sparkled  through  three  plowing 
Admired,  adored  ; but  also  so  corn'd,  [wmtera. 
That  she  had  puxaled  all  the  acutest  blnters. 

Without  the  apparel  of  being  circurasi»cct ; 

They  could  not  even  glean  the  slightest  splinter* 
From  off  the  marble,  which  had  no  defect. 

She  had  also  snatch’d  a moment  since  her  marrngc 
To  bear  a son  and  heir  — and  one  miscarriage. 

I.VII. 

|i  Fondly  the  whecUng  fire-flies  flew  around  her. 

Those  little  gUttcrers  of  the  London  night ; 

But  none  of  these  pos««j.’d  a sting  to  wound  her  — 
She  was  a pitch  beyond  a coxcomb’s  flight. 

Perhaps  she  wUh’d  an  aspirant  profounder ; 

But  whatsoe’er  she  wish’tl,  she  actnl  right ; 

And  whether  coldness,  pride,  or  virtue,  dignify 
A woman,  so  she  *s  good,  what  does  It  signify  7 

Lvm. 

I hate  a motive,  like  a lingering  bottle 

Which  with  the  landlord  makes  too  long  a stand, 
Leartng  all-claretless  the  unmoUten’d  throttle, 
Especially  with  politics  on  hand ; 

I hate  it,  as  1 hate  a drove  of  cattle. 

Who  whirl  the  dust  as  simooms  whirl  th<  »and ; 

I I hate  it  as  I hate  an  arguroent. 

A laureate's  ode,  or  servile  peer’s  **  content.” 

LIX. 

’T  is  -sad  to  hack  into  the  roots  of  things, 

They  arc  so  much  intertwisted  with  the  earth  i 
So  that  the  branch  a goodly  verdure  flings, 

I reck  not  if  an  acorn  gave  it  birth. 

To  trace  all  actions  to  their  secret  springs 

Would  make  indeed  some  melancholy  mirth ; 

But  this  la  not  at  pn'sent  my  concern, 

And  I refer  you  to  wise  Oxcnstlem.  * 

LX. 

With  the  kind  view  of  saving  an  ^lat. 

Both  to  the  duchess  and  diplomatiKt* 

The  Lady  Adeline,  as  soon  *s  she  saw 
That  Juan  was  unlikely  to  resist  — 

(For  foreigners  don’t  know  that  a p<t* 

In  England  ranks  quite  on  a different  list 
From  those  of  other  lands  uuWest  with  juries. 
Whose  verdict  for  such  sin  a certain  cure  Is ; — ) 

LXI. 

The  Lady  Adeline  resolved  to  take 

Such  measures  as  she  thought  might  be>t  im|)ode 
The  farther  pr>grcs5  of  this  sad  mUtakc. 

.She  thought  with  some  simplicity  indeed ; 

But  innocence  is  l»old  even  at  the  stake, 

And  simple  In  the  world,  and  doth  not  need 
Nor  use  those  palisades  by  dames  erccti^d. 

Whose  virtue  lies  In  never  being  delected. 

LXIT. 

It  was  not  that  she  fear’d  the  very  worst ; 

HU  Grace  was  an  enduring,  married  man, 

And  was  not  likely  all  at  once  to  burst 
Into  a scene,  and  swell  the  clients’  clan 


Of  Dortors’  Commons;  but  she  dreaded  fint 
The  magic  of  her  Grace’s  talisman. 

And  next  a quarrel  (as  he  secn;’d  to  fret) 

With  Lord  Augustus  Fiti-Planlagcnct, 

LXIIL 

Her  Grace,  too,  pass’d  for  being  an  Intrigante, 

And  somewhat  mtchante  in  her  amorous  sphere ; 
One  of  those  pretty,  precious  plagues,  which  haunt 
A lover  with  caprices  soft  and  dear. 

That  like  to  make  a quarrel,  when  they  can't 
Find  one,  each  day  of  the  delightful  y-ear: 
Bewitching,  torturing,  as  they  freere  or  glow, 

And  — what  Is  worst  of  all  — won’t  let  you  go; 

LXIV. 

The  sort  of  thing  to  turn  a young  man’s  head. 

Or  make  a Werter  of  him  in  the  end. 

No  wonder  then  a purer  soul  should  dread 
This  sort  of  chaste  liuUon  for  a friend ; 

It  were  much  better  to  be  wed  or  dead, 

Than  wear  a heart  a woman  loves  to  rend. 

’T  is  best  to  pause,  and  think,  ere  you  rush  on, 

If  that  a “ bonne  fortune'*  be  really  **lcnne." 

LXV. 

And  first,  in  the  overflowing  of  her  heart, 

^^'hich  really  knew  or  thought  It  knew  no  gxiilc, 
She  call’d  her  husband  now  and  then  ajrart. 

And  bade  him  counsel  Juan.  With  a smile 
Lord  Henry  heard  her  plans  of  artless  art 
To  wean  Hon  Juan  from  the  siren’s  wile  ; 

And  answer’d,  like  a statesman  or  a prophet. 

In  such  guise  that  she  could  make  nothli\g  of  it. 

LXVL 

Firstly,  he  said,  *•  he  never  interfered 
In  anybody’s  business  but  the  king's 
Next,  that  **  he  never  judged  from  what  appear'd, 

I Without  strong  reason,  of  those  sort  of  things 
' Thirdly,  that  “Juan  had  more  brain  than  beard. 
And  was  not  to  be  held  in  leading  strings 
And  fourthly,  what  need  hardly  be  said  t^Ticc, 

“ That  good  but  rarely  came  from  good  advice.” 

I..XYII. 

And,  therefore,  doubtless  to  approve  the  truth 
Of  the  last  axioAi,  he  advised  his  spouse 
To  leave  the  i>artles  to  themselves,  forsooth  — 

At  least  as  far  as  biensSanee  allows: 

That  time  would  temper  Juan's  faults  of  youth ; 

That  young  men  rarely  made  monastic  vows ; 
That  opposition  only  more  attaches  — 

But  here  a messenger  brought  In  despatches : 

LXV  I II. 

And  being  of  the  council  call’d  “ the  Privy,” 

Ixjrd  Henry  walk’d  into  his  cabinet. 

To  fumUh  matter  for  some  future  Livy 
To  tell  how  he  reduced  the  nation’s  debt ; 

And  if  their  full  contents  I do  not  give  ye, 

It  is  because  I do  not  kuow  them  yet; 

But  I shall  add  them  in  a brief  appendix. 

To  come  bctMccn  mine  epic  and  its  index. 


> Thp  faroous  Chancellor  Oxenutlern  said  to  hU  ion,  on 
the  latter  exprciilng  hii  iur;>ri*e  upon  the  ?r«U  li 
from  petty  cau»ri  in  the  prc*unic-.l  mjriterjr  of  polillci : i ou 

hT  Ihfi.  inr  ion.  wUh  how  little  wImIoto  the  kitigdomi  of 
the  world  are  governed.**  — (The  true  story  Is;  — joung 


OxcniUern.  on  being  told  ho  was  to  proc«'d  on  lomr  diplo- 
matic  mlMMin,  cyjreised  hi*  douWs  of  his  own  fltwis  for 
such  an  oOice.  The  old  Chanrrllur.  laughing,  aniweml.— 
“ Ncscis,  ml  flU,  quantuU  scienlil  guhcniatur  tnundui.*'j 
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I LXIX. 

' But  ere  he  went,  he  added  a slight  hint. 

Another  genUe  common-place  or  two. 

Such  as  are  coin’d  in  conversation's  mint, 
i Asd  pass,  for  want  of  better,  though  not  new ; 

' Then  broke  his  packet,  to  see  what  was  in 't. 

And  having  casually  glanced  it  through, 

I Retirt‘d ; and,  as  he  went  out,  calmly  kis>»’<l  her, 

‘ 1jC*s  like  a young  wife  than  an  aged  sWter. 

LXX. 

He  was  a cold,  good,  honourable  man. 

Proud  of  his  birth,  and  proud  of  everything  ; 

A goodly  spirit  for  a state  divan, 

A figure  fit  to  walk  before  a king ; 

Tall,  stately,  form’d  to  lead  the  courtly  van 
On  birthdays,  gl(*rious  with  a star  and  string; 

The  very  model  of  a chamberlain — 
j And  such  I mean  to  make  him  when  I reign. 

' LXX 

But  there  was  something  wanting  on  the  whole— 

I don’t  know  what,  and  therefore  cannot  tell  — 
M’hich  pretty  women  — the  sweet  soids  \ — call  loiJ. 
Ctriet  It  was  not  body ; he  was  well 
I Proportion’d,  as  a poplar  or  a pole, 

A handsome  man,  that  human  miracle ; 

, I And  in  each  circumstance  of  love  or  war 
‘|  Had  still  presen  ed  his  perpendicular. 

LXXII. 

!i  Still  there  was  something  wanting,  as  I’ve  raid  — 

I That  undefinablc  “ Jt  ne  jf«w  quoi^ 

I Which,  for  what  I know,  may  of  yore  have  led 
I To  Homer’s  lUad,  since  it  drew  to  Troy 
! The  Greek  Eve,  Helen,  ftrum  the  Siwrtan’s  bed ; 

I Though  on  the  whole,  no  doubt,  the  Bardan  boy 
I Was  much  inferior  to  King  Menclaus : — 

But  thus  it  is  some  women  will  betray  us. 

|j  LXillL 

1 1 There  is  an  awkwanl  thing  which  much  pcrplexea, 
j Unless  like  wise  Tirrslas  wc  had  proved 
I By  turns  the  difference  of  the  several  sexes ; 
j Neither  can  show  quite  htm  they  would  l>c  loved. 

The  sensual  for  a short  time  but  connects  us — 

I The  sentimental  bo-asts  to  be  unmoved ; 

I But  both  together  form  a kind  of  centaur, 

I Upon  whose  back  ‘t  is  better  not  to  venture. 

I LXXIV. 

A something  all-sufficient  for  the  heart 

Is  that  for  which  the  sex  arc  always  seeking : 

But  how  to  fill  up  that  same  vacant  part  ? 

There  lies  the  rub — and  this  they  are  but  weak  in. 
Frail  mariners  afloat  without  a chart,  [ing ; 

They  run  beft>re  the  wind  through  high  seas  break- 
!j  And  when  they  have  made  the  shore  through  every 
1 1 *Tls  odd,  or  odds,  it  may  turn  out  a rock.  [shock, 

LXXV. 

There  is  a flower  call’d  Love  In  Idleness," 

For  which  see  Shakspeare ’sever  blooming  garden ; — 
I will  not  make  his  great  description  less, 

And  beg  ids  British  godsbip’s  humble  pardon. 

If,  In  my  extremity  of  rhyme’s  distn*ss, 

I touch  a shigie  leaf  where  he  is  warden  ; — 

But  though  the  flower  is  different,  with  the  French 
J Or  Swiss  Rousseau,  ciy  “ FotVd  la  Peroenche 
,\ 

II  ^ See  **  L*  NoUTcUe  Kcloiso.** 

& 


LXXVI. 

Eureka  1 I have  found  it  1 What  I mean 
To  say  Is,  not  that  love  Is  Idleness, 

But  that  in  love  such  idleness  has  been 
An  accessory,  as  I have  cause  to  guess. 

Hard  labour’s  an  Indifferent  go-between; 

Your  men  of  business  are  not  apt  to  expi*ess 
I Much  luission,  since  the  merchant-ship,  theAi^n, 
Convey’d  Medea  as  her  supercargo. 

I LXXVII. 

” Beatu*  tile  procvll''  from  “ neyo/iVs,"  * 

Salih  Horace;  the  great  little  poet's  wrong; 

His  other  maxim,  **  .Vtwn'fHr  d tociie*' 

Is  much  more  to  the  purpose  of  hU  song; 

Thtmgh  even  that  were  sometimes  too  fertkcious. 
Unless  good  company  be  kept  too  long ; 
j But,  in  his  teeth,  whate’er  their  state  or  station, 
Thrice  happy  they  who  have  an  occupation  1 

LXXYni. 

Adam  exchanged  his  Paradise  for  ploughing, 

Eve  made  up  millinery  with  fig  leaves  — 

The  earliest  knowledge  f^rom  the  tree  so  knowing. 

As  far  as  I know,  that  the  church  receives ; 

Anil  since  that  time  it  need  not  cost  much  showing, 
That  many  of  the  Ills  o’er  which  man  grieves, 

And  still  more  women,  spring  from  not  cmploring 
Some  hours  to  make  the  remnant  worth  enjoying. 

LXXIX. 

And  hence  high  life  is  oft  a dreary  void, 

A rack  of  pleasures,  where  we  must  invent 
A something  wherewithal  to  be  annoy’d. 

Bards  may  sing  what  they  please  al)out  CoM/ent; 
CoHtmted,  when  translated,  means  but  cloy’d  ; 

And  hence  arise  the  woes  of  sentiment. 

Bine  devils,  and  blue-stockings,  and  romances 
Reduced  to  practice,  and  iKrfurm'd  like  dances. 

LXXX. 

I do  declare,  upon  an  affidavit, 

Romances  1 ne’er  read  like  those  I hare  seen  ; 

Nor,  if  unto  the  worM  I ever  gave  It, 

Would  some  believe  that  such  a tde  had  been : 

But  such  intent  I never  had,  nor  have  it ; 

Some  truths  are  better  kept  l>chfnd  a scifen, 
E'ipeclally  when  they  would  look  like  lies ; 

I therefore  deal  in  generalities. 

LXXXI. 

“ An  oyster  may  be  cross’d  in  love*," — and  why  ? 

Because  he  mopeth  idly  in  bis  shell, 

And  heaves  a lonely  subterraqueous  sigh, 

Much  as  a monk  may  do  within  his  cell : 

And  a-propoe  of  monks,  their  piety 

With  sloth  hath  found  it  difficult  to  dwell ; 

Those  vegetables  of  the  Catholic  creed 
Are  apt  exceedingly  to  run  to  seed. 

LX.VXU. 

O Wiibcrforce  ! thou  man  of  black  renown. 

W'bose  merit  none  enough  can  sing  or  say. 

Thou  hast  struck  one  Immense  Colossus  down, 

Thou  moral  Washington  of  Africa ! 

But  there 's  another  little  thing,  I own, 

Wldcb  you  should  perpetrate  some  summer’s  day, 
And  set  the  other  half  of  earth  to  rights  ; [whites. 
Y'ou  have  flrced  the  Uacke — now  pray  shut  up  the 

» llor.  Epod.  Od.  11.  > ISee  Sheridan's  '•  Critic.”] 
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1 
'•  I 


xc. 


Lxxxm. 

Shut  up  the  bald>coot ' bully  Alexander  I 
Ship  off  the  Holy  Three  to  Senegal ; 

Teach  them  that  **  sauce  for  is  sauce  for  gander," 
And  ask  them  bow  they  Uke  to  be  In  thrall  ? 

Shut  up  each  high  heroic  salamander. 

Who  eats  Arc  gratis  (since  the  pay's  but  smali); 
Shut  up — no,  not  the  King,  but  the  Pavilion,  << 

Or  else  'twill  cost  us  all  another  miliioo. 

LXXXIV. 

Shut  up  the  world  at  large,  let  Bedlam  out ; 

And  you  will  be  perhaps  surprised  to  find 
All  things  pursue  exactly  the  same  route. 

As  now  with  those  of  soi^i$ant  sound  mind. 

This  I could  prove  beyond  a single  doubt. 

Were  there  a jot  uf  sense  among  mankind ; 

I But  till  that  point  d'appui  Is  found,  alas  1 
I Like  Archin^es,  1 leave  earth  as  *t  was. 

! LXXXV. 

i Our  gentle  Adeline  had  one  defect — 
i Her  heart  was  vacant,  though  a splendid  mansion ; 
Her  conduct  had  been  perfectly  correct. 

As  she  had  seen  nought  claiming  its  expansion. 

A wavering  spirit  may  be  easier  wreck’d. 

Because  th  frailer,  doubtless,  than  a stanch  one; 
But  when  the  latter  works  its  own  undoing, 

I Its  Inner  crash  Is  Uke  an  earthquake’s  ruin. 

I LXXXVI. 

; She  loved  her  lord,  or  thought  so ; but  that  love 
Cost  her  an  eflTort,  which  Is  a sad  toll, 

1 The  stone  of  Sysiphus,  if  once  we  move 
(.)ur  feelings  'gainst  the  nature  of  the  soil, 
j She  had  nothing  to  complain  of,  or  reprove, 

I No  bickerings,  no  connubial  turraoU : 

Their  union  was  a model  to  behold. 

Serene  and  noble, — conjugal,  but  cold. 

LXXXVII. 

There  was  no  great  dbparity  of  years, 

Though  much  In  temper ; but  they  never  clash’d : 

I They  moved  like  stars  united  in  their  spheres, 

I Or  like  the  Rhone  by  Iceman's  waters  wash’d, 
^^*he^e  mingled  and  jTt  separate  appears 
The  river  from  the  lake,  all  bluely  dash'd 
Through  the  serene  and  placid  glassy  deep, 

\Vbicb  fain  would  lull  its  river-child  to  sleep.  ^ 
LXXXVIIL 

Now  when  she  once  had  ta’cn  an  interest 
; In  anything  however  she  might  (latter 
j Herself  that  her  intentions  were  the  best, 

I Intense  Intentions  are  a dangerous  matter : 

I Impressions  were  much  stronger  than  she  gueu’d, 
j And  gather'd  as  they  run  like  growing  svater 
j Upon  her  mind ; the  more  so,  as  her  breast 
I Was  not  at  first  too  readily  Impress’d. 

LXXXIX, 

; But  when  it  sras,  she  had  that  lurking  demon 
I Of  double  nature,  and  thus  doubly  named  — 

! Firmness  yclept  In  heroes,  kings,  and  seamen, 

That  is  when  they  succeed ; but  greatly  blamed 
As  nhstinaey,  both  in  men  and  women, 

^^’heneV^  their  triumph  pales,  or  star  Is  tamed : — 
.\nd  ’twin  jTerplcx  the  casuist  In  morality 
j To  fix  the  due  bounds  of  this  dangerous  qualitj-. 

I»  (The  U a imall  bird  of  prey  Id  marshoa  The 

Emperor  Alexander  wax  baldlah.] 

* [The  KIng'i  paUce  at  BriKbton.1 


Had  Buonaparte  won  at  Waterloo,  , 

It  had  been  firmness;  now  tU  pertinacity: 

Must  the  event  decide  between  the  two  ? 

I leave  it  to  your  people  of  sagadtj' 

To  draw  the  line  between  the  &lse  and  true. 

If  such  can  e'er  be  drasm  by  man’s  capacity : . 

My  business  is  with  Lady  Adeline, 

: M'ho  in  her  way  too  was  a heroine. 

I XCI. 

j She  knew  not  her  own  heart ; then  how  should  1 ? 

1 think  not  she  was  thtn  in  love  with  Juan : 

If  so,  she  would  have  bad  the  strength  to  fly  i 

The  wild  sensation,  unto  her  a new  one : j 

She  merely  felt  a common  sympathy  'i 

(I  will  not  say  it  was  a false  or  true  one)  | 

In  him,  bec.-^nse  she  tbotight  he  was  In  danger,-^  f 
Her  husband's  friend,  her  own,  young,  and  a stranger.  | 
XCIL 

She  was,  or  thought  she  wa.4,  bis  friend — and  this 
Without  the  farce  of  friendship,  or  romance  ' 

(>f  idatunism,  which  leads  so  oft  amiss  I 

I..adi«  who  have  studied  friendship  but  in  France, 

Or  Germany,  where  people  purdy  kiss.  1 ' 

To  thus  much  Adeline  would  n<A  advance ; [ 

But  of  such  friendship  as  man's  may  to  man  be  ' 

She  was  as  callable  as  woman  can  be. 

XCIIL  I 

No  doubt  the  secret  influence  of  the  sex 

Will  there,  as  also  In  the  ties  of  blood,  ' i 

An  Innocent  predominance  annex, 

I And  tune  the  concord  to  a finer  mood. 

If  free  from  passion,  which  oil  friendship  checks. 

And  your  true  feelings  fully  understood. 

No  friend  Uke  to  a woman  earth  discovers. 

So  that  you  have  not  been  nor  wlU  be  lovers. 

XCIV. 

I.,ove  bears  within  Its  breast  the  very  germ 
Of  change ; and  how  should  this  be  otherwise  ? 

That  riolent  things  more  quickly  find  a term 
Is  shown  through  nature's  whole  analogies ; * 

And  how  should  the  most  fierce  of  all  be  firm  ? 

Would  you  have  endless  lightning  in  the  skies  ? 
Methinks  Love’s  very  title  says  enough : 

How  should  “ the  tenfier  passion"  e’er  be  tough  f 

xcv. 

Alps  1 by  all  experience,  seldom  yet 
(I  merely  quote  what  1 have  heard  from  many) 

Had  lovers  not  some  reason  to  regret 

The  passion  which  made  Solomon  a xany. 

1 've  also  seen  some  wives  ( not  to  forget 

The  marriage  state,  the  best  or  worst  of  any) 

Who  were  the  very  pantgons  of  wives. 

Yet  made  the  misery  of  at  least  two  Uves.  I 

XCVL  i 

I’ve  also  seen  some  fonxalc  friends  (’tls  odd, 

But  true — as,  if  exi*edient,  I could  prove)  l 

That  ftUthfUl  were  through  thick  and  thin,  abroad,  1 
.\t  home,  fhr  more  than  ever  yet  was  Love  — 

Who  did  not  quit  me  when  Oppression  trod 
Upon  me ; whom  no  scandal  could  remove ; 

Who  fought,  and  fight.  In  al»scDce,  too,  my  battles, 
Despite  the  snake  Society’s  loud  rattles.  | 

* rSee<mtf,  |i.3A]  I 

* 1“  Th«**«  Ttok’n:  dc\igbt>  have  violent  ends,  | 

And  in  tlielr  triumph  die.  **  — Romeo  and  Jutiei.l  ^ 
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XCVII. 

^Vbctber  Don  Jua  and  chaate  Adeline 
Grew  frienda  in  ttaU  or  any  other  sense. 

Will  be  discuss'd  hereafter.  1 opine : 

At  present  1 am  glad  of  a pretence 
To  leave  them  hovering,  as  the  effect  is  fine. 

And  kees»  the  atrocious  reader  in  vuepente : 

The  surest  way  for  ladles  and  for  books 
To  bait  their  tender  or  their  tenter  books. 

XCVIII. 

>Thcther  they  rode,  or  walk'd,  or  studied  Spanbb, 

To  reatl  Iton  Quixote  In  the  original, 

A pleasure  before  which  all  others  vanish  ; 

Whether  their  talk  was  of  the  kind  call'd  **  snull," 
Or  serious,  arc  the  topics  J must  banish 
To  the  next  Canto ; where  perhaps  1 shall 
Say  soinetbing  to  the  purpose,  and  display 
Considerable  talent  in  my  way. 

XCIX. 

Above  all,  I beg  all  men  to  forbear 
Anticipating  aught  about  the  matter; 

ThcyMI  only  make  mistakes  about  the  fiUr, 

And  Juan  too,  especially  the  latter. 

And  I shall  take  a much  more  serious  air 
Than  I have  yet  done.  In  this  epic  satire. 

It  Is  not  clear  that  Adeline  and  Juan 
Wilt  foil ; but  if  they  do,  *twlll  be  their  ruin. 

C. 

But  great  things  spring  from  little : — Would  you  think. 
That  in  our  youth,  as  dangerous  a |ias9k>n 
As  e'er  brought  man  and  woman  to  the  brink 
Of  ruin,  rose  f^om  such  a slight  occasion, 

As  few  would  ever  dream  could  form  the  link 
Of  such  a sentimental  situation  ? 

You  11  never  guess,  I'll  bet  you  mUUuns,  milliards-.- 
It  all  sprung  from  a harmless  game  at  billiards. 

CL 

*T  is  strange,  — but  true ; for  truth  is  always  strange ; 

1 1 StrangiT  than  fiction : if  it  could  be  told. 

How  much  would  novels  gain  by  the  exchange ! 
j How  differently  the  world  would  men  behold  ! 

How  oft  would  vice  and  virtue  places  change ! 

The  new  world  would  be  nothing  to  the  old. 

If  some  Columbus  of  the  moral  seas 
Would  show  mankind  their  souls’  antipodes. 

cn. 

What  **  antres  vast  and  deserts  Idle  ’*  i then 
Would  be  discover’d  in  the  human  soul ! 

What  Icebergs  in  the  hearts  of  mighty  men. 

With  self'lovc  in  the  centre  as  their  pole ! 

What  Anthropophagi  are  nine  or  ten 
' Of  those  who  hold  the  kingdoms  in  control ! 

I Wore  things  but  only  call’d  by  their  right  name, 
Cxsar  bimwlf  would  be  ashamed  of  farot. 


Don  jDuan. 


CANTO  TIIK  FIFTEENTH.* 


I. 

Ah  t — Wiat  should  follow  slips  from  my  reflection  ; 
Whatever  follows  nc'crthcleas  may  be 

> iOlkeUo,  Act  1.  Sc.  M.) 

0— 


As  i-propos  of  hope  or  retrospection, 

As  though  the  lurking  thought  h^  follow'd  ftve. 

All  present  life  Is  but  an  intetjeetkm,  ! 

I An  “ Oh ! " or  “ Ah  I ” of  joy  or  misery,  i 

■ Or  a “ Ha ! ha!”  or  “ Bab  !” — a yawn,  or  **Pooh 
Of  which  perhaps  the  latter  is  most  true.  1 

I IL 

But,  more  or  less,  the  whole ’s  a syncope 
I Or  a singultus— cmblcmi  of  emotion, 

I The  grand  antithesis  to  great  ennui, 

Ulicrcwlth  we  break  our  bubbles  on  the  ocean. 

That  watery  outline  of  eternity, 

Or  miniature  at  least,  as  Is  my  notion. 

Which  ministers  unto  the  soul's  delight,  l 

In  seeing  matters  which  arc  out  of  sighL  I 


But  all  are  better  than  the  sigh  supprest,  : 

Corroding  In  the  cavern  of  the  heart,  i 

Making  the  countenance  a masque  of  rest.  I 

And  turning  human  nature  to  an  art  I : 

Few  men  dare  show  their  thoughts  of  worst  or  best ; | ' 
pUsimuIation  always  sets  apart 
A comer  for  herself;  and  therefore  fiction  |; 

Is  that  which  pauses  with  least  contradiction. 

IV. 

Ah  ! who  can  tcU  ? Or  rather,  who  can  not 
Remember,  without  telling,  passion's  errors  ? 

The  drainer  of  oblivion,  even  the  sot. 

Hath  got  blue  devils  for  his  morning  mirrors : 

What  though  on  Lethe's  stream  he  seem  to  float. 

He  cannot  sink  bUtremoursor  histerrors; 

The  ruby  glass  that  shakes  within  his  hand 
Leaves  a sad  sediment  of  Time's  worst  sand. 

V. 

I And  as  for  love  — O love  ! We  will  proceed. 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amundcvllle, 

A pretty  name  as  one  would  wish  to  read,  j 

Must  perch  harmonious  on  my  tunefbl  quOL  | 

There 's  music  In  the  sighing  of  a reed  ; ) 

There ’s  music  In  the  gushing  of  a rill ; I 

There’s  music  in  all  things,  if  men  had  ears:  ^ 

Their  earth  U but  an  echo  of  the  spheres.  I 

1 

VL 

The  Lady  Adeline,  right  honourable. 

And  honour'd,  ran  a ri»k  of  growing  less  so  i 
Fur  few  of  the  s<^  sex  are  very  stable 
In  tbclr  resolves— alas  t th^  I should  say  so;  j 
They  differ  as  wine  differs  from  its  label,  i 

When  once  decanted ; — I presume  to  guess  so,  : 
But  will  not  swear ; yet  both  upon  occasion,  I 

Till  old,  may  undergo  adulteration.  I 

vn. 

But  Adeline  was  of  the  purest  vintage,  ’ 

The  unmlngled  essence  of  the  grape  ; and  yet  I 
Bright  AS  a new  Napoleon  from  Its  mintage,  I 

Or  glorious  as  a diamond  richly  set ; 

A page  where  Time  should  hesitate  to  print  age, 

And  for  which  Nature  might  forego  her  debt— 

Sole  creditor  whose  process  doth  involve  In  t 
The  luck  of  finding  everybody  solvent. 

* [Cantos  XV.  and  XVI.  were  pubUtbed  in  London,  Id 
MAKb,  lOl] 
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VUL 

O Death  t thou  dunnest  of  all  duns ! thou  dalljr 
Knockest  at  doors,  at  first  with  modest  tap. 

Like  a meek  trailesman  when,  approaching  palely. 
Some  splendid  debtor  he  would  take  by  sap ; 

But  oft  denied,  as  patience  'gins  to  &il,  ^ 

Advances  with  exasperated  rap. 

And  (If  let  In)  Insist*,  in  terms  unhandsome, 

On  ready  money,  or  ” a draft  on  Ransom."  * 

IX. 

Whate’er  thou  takest,  spare  awhile  poor  Beauty ! 

She  is  so  rare,  and  thou  hast  so  much  prey. 

MTiat  though  she  now  and  then  may  slip  from  duty, 
The  more’s  the  reason  why  you  ought  to  stay; 
Gaunt  Gourmand  I with  whole  nations  for  your  booty. 
You  should  be  civil  In  a modest  way  ; 

Suppress,  then,  some  slight  feminine  diseases, 

And  take  as  many  heroes  as  Heaven  pleases. 

X. 

Fair  Adeline,  the  more  ingenuous 

Where  she  was  interested  (as  was  said). 

Because  she  was  not  apt,  like  sumo  of  us 
To  like  too  readily,  or  too  high  bred 
To  show  It  — (points  we  need  not  now  dlscuiK)^ 
Would  give  up  artlessly  both  heart  and  head 
Unto  such  feelings  as  seem’d  innocent. 

For  objects  worthy  of  the  sentiment. 

XI. 

Some  parts  of  Juan's  history,  which  Rumour, 

That  live  gazette,  had  scatter'd  to  disfigure. 

She  had  heanl ; but  women  hear  with  more  good 
humour 

Such  al)errations  than  we  men  of  rigour : 

Besides,  his  conduct,  since  in  England,  grew  more 
Strict,  and  his  mind  assumed  a nunller  vigour; 
Because  he  had,  like  Alclblades, 

The  art  of  Using  in  all  climes  with  case.  • 

XIX. 

Hia  manner  was  perhaps  the  more  seductive. 

Because  he  ne’er  seem’d  anxious  to  seduce  ; 
Nothing  affected,  studied,  or  constructive 
Of  coxcombry  or  conquest ; no  abuse 
Of  his  attractions  marr’d  the  fair  perspective. 

To  indicate  a Cupidon  broke  loose. 

And  seem  to  say,  *•  Resist  us  if  you  can" — 

Which  makes  a dandy  while  it  si>oils  a man. 

XIII. 

They  are  wrong  — that’s  not  the  way  to  set  about  it ; 

As,  if  they  told  the  truth,  could  well  be  shown. 
But,  right  or  wrong,  Don  Juan  was  without  it; 

In  fact,  his  manner  was  hLs  own  alone : 

Sincere  he  was  — at  least  you  could  not  doubt  it. 

In  listening  merely  to  his  voice’s  tone. 

The  devil  hath  not  in  all  his  quiver's  choice 
An  arrow  for  the  heart  like  a sweet  voice. 

XIV. 

By  nature  soft,  his  whole  address  held  off 
Suspicion : though  uot  timid,  his  regard 
Was  such  as  rather  seem'd  to  keep  aloof. 

To  shield  himself  than  put  you  on  your  guard  : 

* [RaiuoTTi.  Klnnaird.  and  Co.  were  Lord  Byron’s  bankers.] 
® [See  MUford’s  Creecp,  twI.  lii.) 

® [Raphapl's  tnaaleryWc  Is  railed  the  TransB^ruratlon.] 
s As  It  is  uercssarr  In  these  times  to  aroid  atnhiKulty.  1 say 
that  I mean,  by  Dirlncr  still,"  Cukist.  If  ever  God  was 
nuD--.or  mao  God » he  was  botJt.  1 never  arraigned  his 


Perhaps 't  was  hardly  quite  assured  enough, 

I But  modesty 's  at  times  its  own  reward. 

Like  virtue ; and  the  absence  of  pretension 
I Will  go  much  farther  than  there’s  need  to  mention. 

I XV. 

Serene,  accomplish'd,  cheerful  hut  not  loud ; 

Insinuating  without  insinuation ; 

Observant  of  the  foibles  of  the  crowd. 

Yet  ne’er  betraying  this  in  conversation  ; 

Proud  with  the  proud,  yet  courteously  proud. 

So  as  to  make  them  feel  he  knew  bis  station 
.\nd  their*;  — without  a struggle  for  priority. 

He  neither  brook'd  nor  claim'd  superiority^- 

i XVI. 

That  is,  with  men ; with  women  he  was  what 
They  pleased  to  make  or  take  him  for;  and  their 
Imagination’s  quite  enough  for  that : 

So  that  the  outline ’s  tolerably  fair, 

They  fill  the  canvas  up  — and  “ verbum  »at." 

If  once  their  phantasies  be  brought  to  bear 
Upon  an  object,  whether  sad  or  playful. 

They  can  transtlgurc  brighter  than  a lUphaeL  > 

XVII. 

.\delinc,  no  deep  judge  of  character, 

Was  apt  to  add  a colouring  from  her  own  : 

T is  thus  the  good  will  amiably  err, 

And  eke  the  wise,  as  has  been  often  shown. 
Experienw  Is  the  chief  philosopher. 

But  saddest  when  his  science  Is  well  knuvn  ; 

And  persecuted  sages  teach  the  schools 
Their  folly  in  forgetting  there  arc  fooU. 

xvin. 

Was  it  not  so,  great  Locke  7 and  greater  Bacon  ? 

Great  Socrates  ? And  thou.  Diviner  still,  * 

Whose  lot  it  is  by  man  to  be  mistaken, 

And  thy  pure  creed  made  sanction  of  all  111  ? 
Redeeming  worlds  to  \)t  by  bigots  shaken. 

How  was  thy  toll  rewarded  ? We  might  fill 
Volumes  with  similar  sad  illustrations, 

But  leave  them  to  the  conscience  of  the  nations. 

XIX. 

I porch  upon  an  humbler  promontory, 

Amidst  life’s  infinite  variety : 

With  no  great  care  for  what  Is  nicknamed  glory. 

But  speculating  as  I cast  mine  eye 
On  what  may  suit  or  may  not  suit  ray  story. 

And  never  straining  hard  to  versify, 

I rattle  on  exactly  as  I 'd  talk 
With  anybody  in  a ride  or  walk. 

XX. 

I don’t  know  that  there  may  be  much  ability 
Shown  in  this  sort  of  desultory  rhyme ; 

But  there ’s  a conversational  facility, 

Which  may  round  off  an  hour  ui)on  a time. 

Of  this  I’m  sure  at  least,  there’s  no  servility 
In  mine  irregularity  of  chime, 

AMiIch  rings  what’s  upiJormost  of  new  or  hoar>'» 

Just  as  I feel  the  “ Improvxisatore." 

eroed,  btit  the  uic.— or  nbufc—mado  of  It.  Mr.  Canning  one 
(Uy  quoted  Chrittlanity  to  sanction  ocfrotlavrry.  nnd  Mr. 
Wllberforce  had  little  to  Mir  In  reply.  And  wjw  ChrUt  mi- 
clfiod,  that  b)M‘k  men  miitht  be  aciHiriml  ? If  »o,  be  bad 
better  been  born  a MuUitu.  to  Kite  Ixah  colours  au  equal 
chance  of  freedom,  or  at  least  salvation. 
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XXL 

Omnia  tuH  belle  Matha  diccre  — die  nllquando 
£l  bene^  die  neutrhm,  die  aliquando  jnale.**  ^ 

The  first  Is  rather  more  than  mortal  can  do ; 

The  second  may  be  sadly  done  or  pdly  \ 

The  third  is  still  more  difflcult  to  stand  to; 

The  fourth  we  hear,  and  see,  and  say  too,  daily : 
The  whole  tOftethiT  is  what  I could  wish 
To  serve  in  this  conundrum  of  a dish. 

X.XII. 

A modest  hope  — but  modesty 's  my  forte, 

And  pride  my  feeble : — let  us  ramble  on. 

I meant  to  make  this  poem  very  short, 

•But  now  I can’t  tell  where  it  may  not  run. 

No  doubt,  if  I had  wish’d  to  pay  my  court 
To  critics,  or  to  hail  the  sun 

Of  t)'ranny  of  all  kinds,  my  concision 
Were  more ; — but  1 was  bom  for  opposition. 

XXIII. 

But  then  ‘t  is  mostly  on  the  weaker  aide ; 

So  that  1 rerlly  believe  if  they 
W*ho  now  arc  basking  in  their  full-blown  pride 
Were  shaken  down,  and  “ dogs  hatl  hail  their  day,"  * 
Though  at  the  first  I might  perchance  deride 
Their  tumble,  I should  turn  the  other  way, 

And  wax  an  ultra-royalist  in  loyalty. 

Because  I hate  even  democratic  royalty. 

XXIV. 

I think  I should  have  made  a decent  spouse. 

If  1 had  never  proved  the  soft  condition ; 

I think  1 should  have  made  monastic 
But  for  my  own  peculiar  superstition : 

*Oaitjst  rhyme  I never  should  have  knock’d  my  brows. 
Nor  broken  my  own  head,  nor  that  of  Prisclan, 
Nor  worn  the  motley  mantle  of  a poet, 

) If  some  one  hod  not  told  me  to  forego  it.  * 

XXV. 

But  “ lalssez  allcr” — knights  and  dames  I sing. 

Such  as  the  times  m.ay  furnish.  *T  is  a flight 
Which  seems  at  first  to  need  no  lofty  wing, 

[ Plumed  by  Longinus  or  the  StagjTite : 

The  difficulty  lies  in  colouring 
' (Keeping  the  due  proportions  still  in  sight) 

I With  nature  manners  which  arc  artificial, 

II  And  rend’ring  general  that  which  b ospeclaL 

I XXVI. 


1 


XXVII. 


We  11  do  our  best  to  make  the  best  on  *t : — March ! 

March,  my  Muse  ! If  you  cannot  fly,  yet  flutter ; 
And  when  you  may  not  Im  sublime,  be  arch. 

Or  starch,  as  are  the  edicts  statesmen  utter. 

We  surely  may  find  something  worth  research  : 
Columbus  found  a new  world  in  a cutter, 

Or  brigantine,  or  pink,  of  no  great  tonnage, 

W'hile  yet  America  was  in  her  non-age.  * 

xxvin. 

When  Adeline,  In  all  her  growing  sense 
Of  Juan’s  merits  and  his  situation, 

Felt  on  the  whole  an  interest  Intense,  — 

Partly  perhaps  because  a fresh  sensation. 

Or  that  he  had  an  air  of  innocence, 

WTUch  is  for  innocence  a sad  temptation. — 

As  women  hate  half  measure*,  on  the  whole. 

She  ’gan  to  ponder  bow  to  save  his  souL. 

XXIX. 

She  had  a good  opinion  of  advice, 

Like  all  who  give  and  eke  receive  it  gratis, 

For  which  s.mali  thanks  are  still  the  marki-t  price. 
Even  where  the  article  at  highest  rate  U : 

She  thought  upon  the  sul^ect  twice  or  thrice, 

.4.nd  morally  decided,  the  best  state  is 
For  morals,  marriage ; and  this  question  carried. 

She  seriously  advised  him  to  get  married. 

XXX. 

Juan  replied,  with  all  becoming  deference. 

He  bad  a predilection  for  that  tic ; 

But  that,  at  present,  with  immediate  reference 
To  his  own  circumstances,  there  might  lie 
Some  difficulties,  as  In  his  own  preference, 

Or  that  of  her  to  whom  he  might  apply ; 

That  still  be ’d  wed  with  such  or  such  a lady, 

If  that  they  were  not  married  all  already. 

XXXI. 

Next  to  the  making  matches  for  herself, 

And  daughters,  brothers,  sisters,  kith  or  kin, 
Arran.i^ng  them  like  books  on  the  same  shelf. 

There ’s  nothing  women  love  to  dabble  in 
More  (like  a stock-holder  in  growing  pelf) 

Than  match-making  in  general : 'tis  no  tin 
Certes,  but  a preventative,  and  therefore 
That  is,  no  doubt,  the  only  reason  wherefore. 

XXXII. 


I The  difference  is,  that  in  the  days  of  old 
I Men  made  the  manners ; manners  now  make  men  — 

I Pinn’d  like  a flock,  and  fleeced  too  in  their  fold, 

\ At  least  nine,  and  a ninth  beside  of  ten. 

Now  this  at  all  events  must  render  cold 
Your  writers,  who  must  cither  draw  again 
j:  Days  better  drawn  before,  or  else  assume 
1^  The  present,  with  their  common-place  costume. 

! ! [*'  Tliou  finely  wouldit  lay  all  ? Say  lomothlne  well : 

I.Sny  lometliing  ill,  if  tiiou  wuuldsK  bear  tbe  beU.’*->- 
F.LPHIN^rON.] 

* (*•  The  cat  will  mow;  the  dog  will  hare  h!s  day."— 
Ham/rf.] 

j ’ [The  reader  basalreadr  seen  In  what  style  the  Edinburgh 
|i  Revf  ewer*  <k*Alt  with  Lord  Byron's  early  TCrfortnancr<  {mtfe, 
419.)  — the  effbet  which  that  crltlrlsm  pro^lurr*!  on 
m at  the  time  — and  how  he  felt  the  more  farnnrHble 
treatment  whirh  he  received  from  the  Monthly  Hcriew 
(p.  420.).  Wc  should  not,  howerer,  in  the  page  last  rcferre«l 
to.  hare  forgotten  to  obfcrre.  that  the  youni:  poet  was  not 
le*«  couitmiiily  and  encouragingly  wclromed  in  onother  pub- 
UcattOQ.  We  allude  to  an  article  on  the  " Hours  of  Idleness." 
by  J.  H.  Marklaud,  Esq.,  tho  learned  Editor  of  the  CSetUr 


But  never  yet  (except  of  course  a miss 
Unwed,  or  mistress  never  to  be  wed. 

Or  wed  already,  who  object  to  this) 

Was  there  chaste  dame  who  had  not  In  her  head 
Some  drama  of  the  marriage  unities, 

Obscrvcil  as  strictly  both  at  board  and  bod, 

As  those  of  Aristotle,  though  sometimes 
They  turn  out  melodramcs  or  pantomimes. 

Mifileritt,  which  roncludod  in  these  terms  Wc  heartily 
hop*  tliat  the  nineu  and  deprensidn  of  spirits,  whirh  cvl- 
deutly  perradc  tho  greater  part  of  these  elTUsioni,  arc  entirely 
dU|wllM ; and  arc  coiilidcnt  tliat  * George-riurdon  Lord 
Bvron  * will  have  a conspicuous  niche  in  every  future  edition 
of  'Royal  and  Noble  Authors.* " — See  Ccullcman's  Mag. 
Tol.  Ixxvi.  p.  1217.] 

* [Three  small  vessels  were  apparently  alt  that  Columbus 
had  required.  Two  of  them  were  light  barques,  called  ca- 
ravels, not  superior  to  river  and  coasting  craft  of  more 
mrniem  days.  That  such  long  and  perilous  expeditions  Into 
unknown  seas,  should  be  undertaken  In  vessels  without  decks, 
and  that  they  should  live  through  the  violent  tora|>esls  by 
which  they  were  frequently  assail<>d,  remain  among  the  sin- 
gular draim stances  dt  those  daring  voyages.  — WasHiMGTON 
laviNO.] 
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xxxnt 

They  generally  hare  tome  only  «on, 

Some  heir  to  a large  property,  dome  friend 
Of  an  old  fiuntly,  Boine  gay  Sir  John,  [end 

Or  grave  LoM  George,  with  whom  pcriukpi  might 
A line,  and  leave  posterity  undone. 

Unless  a marriage  was  applied  to  mend 
The  prospect  and  their  moraU : and  besides, 

They  have  at  hand  a blocmlng  glut  of  brides. 

xxxrv. 

From  these  they  wlU  be  careful  to  select. 

For  thb  an  heiress,  and  for  that  a beauty ; 

For  one  a songstress  who  hath  no  defect. 

For  t'other  one  who  promises  much  duty; 

For  this  a lady  no  erne  can  reject. 

Whose  sole  accomplishments  were  quite  a booty; 

A second  for  her  excellent  connections  ; 

A third,  because  there  can  be  no  objections. 

XXXV. 

When  Rapp  the  Harmonist  embargo'd  marriage  ’ 

In  his  harmonious  settlement  — (which  flourishes 
Strangely  enough  as  yet  without  miscarriage. 

Because  it  breeds  no  more  mouths  than  it  nourishes. 
Without  those  sad  expenses  which  disparage 
What  Nature  naturally  most  encourages)  — 

Why  call'd  he  “ Harmony  " a state  satu  we^ock  ? 
Now  here  I 've  got  the  preacher  at  a dead  lock. 

XXXVI. 

Because  be  cither  meant  to  sneer  at  harmony 
Or  marriage,  by  divorcing  them  thus  oddly. 

But  whether  reverend  Rapp  team'd  this  in  Germany 
Or  no,  't  is  said  bis  sect  is  rich  and  godly, 

Pious  and  pure,  beyond  what  1 can  term  any 
Of  ours,  although  they  propagate  more  broadly. 
My  objection 's  to  his  title,  not  his  ritual. 

Although  I wonder  how  it  grew  habitual. 

xxxvn. 

But  Rapp  Is  the  ri'vme  of  sealous  matrons, 

Mlio  favour,  malgre  Maltbus,  generation  — 
Professors  of  that  genial  art,  and  patrons 
Of  all  the  modest  part  of  propagation  ; 

Which  after  all  at  such  a destwrate  rate  runs. 

That  half  Its  produce  tends  to  emigration, 

That  sad  result  of  passions  and  potatoes  — 

Two  weeds  which  pose  our  economic  Catos. 

XXX  VIII, 

Had  Addine  read  Malthas  ? 1 can’t  tell ; 

I wish  she  had : his  book 's  the  eleventh  command.^ 
ment, 

%Vhich  says,  **  Thou  sbalt  not  marry,"  unless  weff.* 
This  he  (aa  &r  as  I can  xinderstand ) meant 
'T  is  not  my  purpose  on  his  views  to  dwell. 

Nor  canvass  what  *‘so  eminent  a hand"  meant 
But  certes  it  conducts  to  lives  ascetic. 

Or  turning  marriage  into  arithmetic. 

< This  extraordinary  and  flourithinir  Opnaan  coloor  to 
Amrrk-.-i  does  not  rntirdy  exrtude  matritDoay.  os  the  **  oha- 
kers  ” do  ; but  lays  such  restrictioos  iinoo  it  ju  prevcou  more 
than  a certain  quantum  of  births  wlihtn  a cettiiin  numlter  of 
yvATts  which  birtfaa  (as  Mr.  Hulmc  observes)  generally  ar- 
rive “In  a UtUe  Oock  like  those  of  a Asntier'i  Iambs,  all  within 
the  same  month  perhaps."  These  llarroooists  (so  called  from 
the  name  of  their  settlement ) are  represented  u a remarkably 
flourishing,  pioru,  and  quiet  pe^e.  Seetheraiimu  recent 
writers  on  America. 


XXXIX. 

But  Adeline,  who  probably  presumed 
That  Juan  had  enough  of  maintenance. 

Or  teparatt  maintenance,  in  case  t was  doom'd  >— 

As  on  the  whole  it  is  an  even  chance 
That  bridegrooms,  after  they  are  Csirly  yroom’if. 

May  retrograde  a little  in  the  dance 
Of  marriage — (which  might  form  a painter's  fame. 
Like  Holbein’s  **  Dance  of  Death " ^ — but  'tis 
same);  — 

XL. 

But  Adeline  determined  Juan's  wedding 

In  her  own  mind,  and  that 's  enough  for  woman : 
But  then,  with  whom  ? There  was  the  sage  Mi>s 
Reading, 

Miss  Raw,  Miss  Flaw,  Bliss  Showman,  and  Miss 
Knowman, 

And  the  two  fair  co-beiresscs  GUtbedding. 

She  deem’d  bis  merits  something  more  than  com- 
All  these  were  unobjectionable  matches,  [mou ; 
And  might  go  on,  if  well  wound  up,  like  watches. 

XLL 

There  was  Miss  Millpond,  smcxitb  as  sununer’s  sea, 
That  usual  paragon,  an  only  daughter. 

Who  seem'd  the  cream  of  equ^mlty, 

Till  skimm'd  — and  then  there  was  some  milk  >pd 
With  a slight  shade  of  blue  too,  it  might  be. 

Beneath  the  surface ; hut  what  did  It  matter  ? 

I Love's  riotous  but  marriage  should  have  quiet, 

I And  being  consumptive,  lU*e  on  a milk  diet 

I XLII. 

I .\nd  then  there  was  the  MissAudacia  Shoestring, 

A dashing  demoiselle  of  good  estate. 

Whose  heart  was  fix’d  upon  a star  or  blue  string ; 

But  whether  English  dukes  grew  rare  of  late. 

Or  that  she  had  nut  harp'd  upon  the  true  string. 

By  which  such  hlrens  can  attract  our  great 
She  took  up  with  some  foreign  younger  brother, 

A Buss  or  Turk — the  one’s  as  good  as  'tother. 

XLITL 

And  then  there  was— > but  why  should  I go  on. 

Unless  the  ladies  should  go  ofT?<— there  was 
Indeed  a certain  fair  and  fairy  one, 

Of  the  best  class,  and  better  than  her  class,  ~ 
Aurora  Raby,  a young  star  who  shone 

O'er  life,  too  sweet  an  Image  for  such  glass, 

A lovely  being,  scarcely  form’d  or  moulded, 

A rose  with  all  its  sweetest  leaves  yet  folded ; 

XLIV. 

Rich,  noble,  but  an  orphan ; left  an  only 

Child  to  the  care  of  guardians  good  and  kind ; 

But  still  her  aspect  had  an  air  so  lonely ! 

Blood  is  not  water ; and  where  shaU  we  find 
Feelings  of  youth  like  those  which  overthrown  lie 
By  death,  when  we  are  left,  alas  I behind. 

To  frel,  In  friendless  palaces,  a home 
Is  wanting,  and  our  best  tics  In  the  tomb  ? 

1 Jacob  Tofuon.  according  to  Hr.  Pope,  was  acciutomed  to 
call  hl>  writers  ••  able  prns,  " ••  persons  of  honour."  and 
portally  " eminent  bands."  Vide  Corretpoodenre,  See.  Ste.  — 
[“  Perhaps  1 sbuuld  m>'self  be  much  better  pirasod,  if  I were 
' told  you  called  me  your  I ! ;tle  friend,  than  if  you  complimented 
' me  with  the  title  of  a ' threat  geniiu.'  or  an  * emlomt  hand,' 

' oa  Jacob  does  all  his  authors." — Pope  So  Sierle.] 

* (See  D’Isracirs  Curiosities  of  Literature,  New  Serlss, 

I voL  ii  p.  30a.,  and  the  Dissrrtatiatti  prefised  to  Mr.  DenMe*! 
valuable  edition  of  Hollar's  Dance  of  Death,  j 
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XLV. 

Early  in  years,  and  yet  more  infantine 
In  figure,  she  had  something  of  sublime 
In  eyes  which  sadly  shone,  as  seraphs'  shine. 

Ail  youth — but  with  an  aspect  beyond  time; 
R.'idlant  and  grave — as  pitying  man’s  decline; 

Mournful  — but  mournful  of  another's  crime, 

She  look’d  as  if  she  sat  by  Eden’s  door, 

And  grieved  for  those  who  could  return  no  more. 

XLVI. 

She  was  a Catholic,  too,  sincere,  austere, 

As  far  as  her  own  gentle  heart  allow'd. 

And  deem’d  that  fallen  worbhlp  far  more  dear 

Perhaps  because  *twas  fallen:  her  sires  were  proud 
Of  deeds  and  days  when  they  had  fill’d  the  car 
Of  nations,  and  hud  never  bent  or  bow’d 
To  novel  power ; and  as  she  was  the  lust, 

She  held  their  old  faith  and  old  feelings  fast. 

XLVII. 

She  gazed  upon  a world  she  scarcely  knew, 

As  seeking  not  to  know  it ; silent,  lone. 

As  grows  a flower,  thus  quietly  she  grew. 

And  kept  her  heart  serene  within  its  zone. 

There  was  awe  in  the  homage  which  she  drew ; 

Her  spirit  seem’d  as  seated  on  a throne 
Apart  from  the  surrounding  world,  and  strong 
In  its  own  strength  — most  strange  in  one  so  young! 

XIATU. 

Now  It  so  happen’d,  In  the  catalogue 
Of  Adeline,  Aurora  was  omitted. 

Although  her  birth  and  wealth  had  given  her  vogue, 
Beyond  the  charmers  we  have  already  cited ; 

Her  teauty  also  seem’d  to  form  no  clog 
Against  her  being  mention’d  as  well  fitted. 

By  many  virtues,  to  be  worth  the  trouble 
Of  single  gentlemen  who  would  be  double. 

XLIX. 

And  this  omission,  like  that  of  the  bust 
Of  Brutus  at  the  pageant  of  Tiberius,  i 
yVidc  Juan  wonder,  as  no  doubt  he  must 

This  he  express’d  half  smiling  and  half  serious  5 
When  Adeline  replied  with  some  disgust, 

-\jid  with  an  air,  to  say  the  least,  imperious, 

She  marvell’d  “ what  he  saw  In  such  a baby 
As  that  prim,  silent,  cold  Aurora  Raby 

L. 

Juan  rgoin’d— She  was  a Catholic, 

And  therefore  fittest  as  of  his  persuasion  ; 

Since  he  was  sure  his  mother  would  fall  sick. 

And  the  Pope  thunder  excommunication. 

If **  But  here  Adeline,  who  seem’d  to  pique 

Herself  extremely  on  the  inoculation 
Of  others  with  her  own  opinions,  stated  — 

As  usual  the  same  reason  which  she  late  did. 

LL 

And  wherefore  not  ? A rea.sonablc  reason. 

If  good,  is  none  the  worse  for  repetition  ; 

If  bad,  the  best  way ’s  certainly  to  tease  on. 

And  antpllfy : you  lose  much  by  concision, 
\>'hcrcas  insisting  In  or  out  of  season 
Convinces  all  men,  even  a politician ; 

Or — what  is  just  the  s.*tme — it  wearies  out 
.So  the  end’s  gain’d,  what  bignifics  the  route? 

I See  Tacitus,  b.  vI. 
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LIE 

IfViy  Adeline  had  this  slight  prejudice  — 

For  prejudice  it  was — against  a creature 
As  pure  as  sanctity  itself  from  vice, 

W'ith  all  the  added  charm  of  form  and  feature. 

For  me  appears  a questiem  far  too  nice. 

Since  Adeline  was  liberal  by  nature ; 

But  nature ’s  nature,  and  has  more  caprices 
Than  1 have  time,  or  will,  to  take  to  pieces. 

LIII. 

Perhaps  she  did  not  like  the  quiet  way 

With  which  Aurora  on  those  baubles  look’d, 

MTilch  charm  most  people  In  their  earlier  day : 

For  there  arc  few  things  by  mankind  less  brook’d. 
And  womankind  too.  If  wc  so  may  say. 

Than  finding  thus  their  genius  stind  rebuked, 
Like  **  Antony's  by  Cscsiri',”  by  the  few 
Who  look  upon  them  as  they  ought  to  do. 

LIV. 

It  was  not  envy — Adeline  had  none  ; 

Her  place  was  far  beyond  it,  and  her  mind. 

It  was  not  scorn  — which  could  not  light  on  one 
Whose  greatest  fault  was  leaving  few  to  find. 

It  was  not  jealousy,  I think : but  shun 
Follow  ing  the  ignes  fatui”  of  mankind. 

It  was  not but  ’tis  ea.sler  far,  alas  I 

To  say  what  it  wras  not  than  what  it  was. 

LV. 

Little  Aurora  deem'd  she  was  the  tberoe 

Of  such  discussion.  She  was  there  a guest ; 

A beauteous  ripple  of  the  brilliant  stream 

Of  rank  and  youth,  though  purer  than  the  rest, 
WTiich  flow’d  on  for  a moment  in  the  Iwam 

Time  sheds  a raometit  o’er  each  sparkling  crest. 
Had  she  known  this,  she  would  have  calmly  smiled  — 
She  bad  so  much,  or  little,  of  the  child. 

LVI. 

The  d.asbing  and  proud  air  of  Adeline 
Impo«e«l  not  upon  her:  she  saw  her  blaze 
Much  as  she  would  have  seen  a glow-worm  shine. 
Then  turn’d  unto  the  stars  for  loftier  rays. 

Juan  was  something  she  could  not  divine. 

Being  no  sibyl  in  the  new  world’s  ways ; 

Tet  she  was  nothing  dazzled  by  the  meteor 
Because  she  did  not  pin  her  faith  on  feature. 

Lvn. 

His  fame  too,  — for  he  had  that  kind  of  fame 

Which  sometimes  plays  the  deuce  with  womankind, 
A heterogeneous  mass  of  glorious  bkamc. 

Half  virtues  and  whole  vices  being  combined ; 
Faults  which  attract  because  they  are  not  tame ; 

Follies  trick’d  out  so  brightly  that  they  blind  . — 
These  seals  upon  her  wax  made  no  impression, 

Such  was  her  coldness  or  her  self-possession. 

Lvm. 

Junn  knew  nought  of  such  a character — 

High,  yet  resembling  not  hU  lost  H:ud^ ; 

Yet  each  was  radiant  in  her  pro|>cr  sphere : 

The  island  girl,  bred  up  by  the  lone  sea. 

More  warm,  os  lovely,  and  not  le^  sincere. 

Was  Nature’s  all : Aurora  could  not  be, 

Nor  would  be  thus : — the  difference  in  them 
Was  such  as  lies  between  a flower  and  gem. 

• f— And,  uod«’r  him. 

My  ceniuB  is  rebuked ; as  It  U said 
Mark  Antony’s  was  by  Cwtar.”  — Jl/acA(tA.] 
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HavJnjf  wound  up  with  this  sublime  compariwn, 
MethinX^  we  may  proceed  upon  our  narrative, 
And,  as  ray  friend  Scott  say*,  **  I sound  my  warlson ; ” * 
Scott,  the  superlative  of  my  comparative  — 

Scott,  who  can  paint  your  Christian  knight  or  Snnicen, 
Serf,  lord,  man.  with  such  skill  as  none  would  share 
It,  if 

There  had  not  been  one  Shakspeare  and  Voltaire, 

Of  one  or  both  of  m bom  he  seems  the  heir. 

LX. 

I say,  In  ray  slijtht  way  I may  proceed 
To  play  upon  the  surface  of  humanity. 

I write  the  world,  nor  care  If  the  world  read. 

At  least  for  this  I cannot  spare  Its  vanity. 

My  Mu.*c  hath  bred,  and  still  perhaps  may  breed 
More  foes  by  this  same  scroll ; when  I began  it,  I 
Thought  that  it  might  turn  out  so — note  1 X-noie  it. 
But  still  I am,  or  was,  a pn‘tty  poet 

LXI. 

The  conference  or  congress  (for  it  ended 
As  congresses  of  late  do)  of  the  Lady 
Adeline  and  l>on  Juan  rather  blended 

Some  acids  with  the  sweets  — for  she  was  heady ; 
Bat,  ere  the  ntatlcr  could  be  tnarr'd  or  mended, 

The  silvery  bell  rang,  not  for  “ilinticr  ready," 

But  for  that  hour,  call'd  half-kaurt  given  to  dress. 
Though  lathes'  it>be<  seem  scant  enough  for  less. 

LXII. 

Great  things  were  now  to  be  achieved  at  table. 

With  massy  plate  for  armour,  knives  and  forks 
For  weapons ; but  what  Muse  since  Homer’s  able 
(His  feasts  arc  not  the  worst  part  of  bis  works) 

To  draw  up  in  array  a single  day-bill 

(K  modem  dinners  ? where  more  mystcrj’  lurks, 
In  soups  or  saiu'cs,  or  a sole  ragout. 

Than  witches,  b — ches,  or  physicians,  brew. 

LXHI. 

There  was  a goodly  “soupc  a la  ftoaae /rmme,"  2 
Though  God  knows  whence  it  came  from ; there 
W3.S,  too, 

A turbot  for  relief  of  those  who  cram, 

Relieved  with  dindon  k b Parlgrux;” 

There  also  was the  sinner  that  I am  t 

How  shall  I get  thU  gourmand  stanaa  Ihnjugh?  — 
” Soupe  k la  Beauveau,"  whose  relief  was  dory. 
Relieved  itself  by  pork,  fur  greater  glorj*. 

Lxn*. 

But  I must  crowd  all  into  one  grand  mess 
Or  mass  i for  should  I stretch  into  detail. 

My  Muse  would  run  much  more  Into  exci-sa. 

Than  when  some  squeartibh  people  deem  her  frail ; 
But  though  a “ bonne  vivantc,"  I roast  confess 
Her  stomach 's  not  her  peccant  part ; this  tale 
However  doth  require  some  slight  refection, 

Just  to  relieve  her  spirits  from  defection. 

I [ irtfrijoa-^cri-de-fnierre  — note  of  tuaulC:  — 

**  Either  nvriTc  within  the*e  tower* 

Two  hundrcil  of  mjr  tna*U*r’*  powers, 

Or  ttrafght  the)*  lound  (heir  trtirisoHf 
And  <torm  and  ipoU  tbii  gmrriion." 

J.aif  q/  Uk  Last  .V/iuTrrf.] 
s [5te«  Alnuuucb  de*  Gourmand*.  Code  Gourmand,  L« 
Culiloirr  Royal,  ace.  Av-] 

* A di*h  **  i U Lucullu*."  Thi*  hero,  who  conquered  ths 
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LXV.  [! 

Fowls  **  a la  CondtV  slices  eke  of  salmon,  i. 

With  **  sauces  Genevoises,”  and  haunch  of  venison ; L 
Wines  too,  which  might  again  have  slain  young 

Ammon  — I 

A man  like  whom  I hope  we  sha’n’t  see  many  soon  ; 
They  also  set  a glazed  Westphalian  ham  on,  | 

Whereon  Apicius  would  l^cstow  his  benisOn ; \ 

And  then  there  was  champagne  with  fiKuning  whirls, 

As  white  as  Cleopatra's  melted  pearls.  : 

LXVI.  [ 

Then  there  w,as  Goil  knows  what  **  a rAllcmande,'*  ! 

**  'A  I'Espagnole,"  “tlmballe,”  and  “saJptcon" — 

With  things  1 can’t  wlth<>tand  or  understand, 

Though  swallow'd  with  much  zest  upon  the  whole ; 
And  “entremets”  to  piddle  with  at  hand,  ! 

Gently  to  lull  down  the  subsiding  soul ; j 

While  great  LucuUus' /?awr/n'«m/iAaf  muffles — ‘ 

( There  '$  fame) — young  partrlilge  tillcts,  deck'd  with  ] ‘ 
truffles.  * jj 

LXVIL 

What  arc  thc^//rtz  on  the  victor's  brow  i 

To  those?  They  arc  rags  or  dust.  MTierc  Is  the  arch  'I 
Which  nodded  to  the  nation’s  spoils  below  ? 

^^'he^c  the  triumphal  chariots'  haughty  march  ? { 

Gone  to  where  victories  must  like  dinners  go. 

Farther  I shall  not  follow  the  research ; 

But  oh ! ye  modem  heroes  with  your  cartridges. 

When  will  your  nanus  lend  lustre  e’en  to  partridges  ? i 

LXVIII.  I 

Those  truffles  too  arc  no  bad  accessaries, 

Follow'd  by  “ jictlts  pults  d'aroour" — a dish  ■, 

Of  which  i>crhaps  the  cookery  rather  varies. 

So  everj'  one  may  dress  it  to  his  wish. 

According  to  the  best  of  dictionaries, 

Which  encyclopedisc  both  fii'sh  and  fish  ; 

But  even  sans  “ confitures,’’  it  no  less  true  Is, 

There 's  pretty  picking  in  those  “ j'ctits  pulls. 

LXIX  I 

The  mind  is  lost  In  mighty  contemplation  ■ 

Of  intellect  cxp:mdcd  on  two  ctHirses ; 

And  indigestion’s  grand  multiplication 

Requires  arithmetic  beyond  my  forces.  j 

Who  would  suppose,  from  Adam’s  simple  ration,  | 

That  cookery  could  have  call’d  forth  such  n sources,  ' 
As  form  a science  and  a nomenclature  ’ 

From  out  the  irommonest  demands  of  nature  ? | 

LXX.  ; 

The  gbasses  jingled,  and  the  palates  tingled;  ]\ 

The  diners  of  celebrity  dlnctl  well ; 

The  ladies  with  more  moderation  mingled 

In  the  feast,  pecking  less  than  I can  tell;  i| 

ALw  the  younger  men  too:  for  a springald  [ 

Can’t,  like  ripe  age,  in  gormamlise  excel. 

But  thinks  less  of  good  eating  than  the  whisper 
(When  seated  uext  him)  of  some  im.tty  llspcr.  ' 

Ra*t.  haj  left  hi*  more  extended  celebritr  tn  the  tr*T^  I 
pUnution  of  cherries  (which  he  first  brougiit  iulo  Kurofte), 
and  the  nomenebture  of  fomc  very  gocMl  dishes and  1 am  I 
not  sure  tiutt  ilarring  indigeitlon)  he  hat  not  done  m»re 
service  to  mankind  by  his  OMAery  than  by  hi*  conquest*.  .\ 
cherry-tree  may  weigh  against  a bloody  laurel ; txnkles.  he 
has  contrived  to  earn  celeurity  fVenti  both. 

V *■  Petits  Trtiits  d’amour  garni*  dev  confitures,**~.a  clas- 
sical and  w ell  known  dish  fur  part  of  the  flank  of  asacood 
course.  ; 
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Lxxr. 

A1.V  ! I m«'t  leave  untli^scnUni  the  plblcr, 

The  &almi|  the  consommes  the  puree. 

All  which  I use  to  make  my  rhymes  run  glibber 
Than  could  roast  beef  In  our  rough  John  UuU  way: 
I must  not  Introduce  even  a spare  rib  here, 

“ Bubble  and  S(|ueak  " would  spoil  my  liquid  lay, 
But  I have  dined,  and  must  forego,  ahu ! 

The  chaste  description  even  of  a **  becassc  j" 

LXXU. 

And  fruits,  and  ice,  and  ail  that  art  rcAnes 
From  nature  for  the  service  of  the  gout — 

Ttute  or  the  you/, >->pronouiice  it  as  inclines 
Your  stomach  ] Ere  you  dine,  the  Frcuch  will  do ; 
But  aJtcTf  there  are  sometime*  certain  *ign«( 

Which  prove  plain  English  truer  of  the  two. 

Hast  ever  had  the  pout  f I have  not  had  it  — 

But  1 may  have,  and  you  too,  reader,  dread  it. 

LXXIII. 

The  simple  olive#,  beit  ailics  of  wine, 

Mu^t  1 pass  over  in  my  bill  of  fare  ? 

I must,  although  a favourite  “plat”  of  mine 
In  Spain,  and  Lucca,  Athens,  everywhere : 

On  them  ami  brood  'twos  oft  my  luck  to  dine. 

The  gra-<4  my  table-clulh,  in  open  air, 

On  Sunfum  or  Hymettus,  like  Diogenes, 

Of  whom  hall'  my  philosophy  Uic  progeny  is.  • 
LXXtV. 

Amidst  thU  tumult  of  fl»h,  flesh,  and  fowl, 

And  vcgeUkbles,  all  in  ma>qucrade, 

The  guests  were  placed  arconling  to  their  ndl, 

But  various  as  the  various  meats  display'd: 

Don  Juan  sat  next  an  '*  k I'Espagnalc”— 

No  damsel,  but  a dUh,  as  hath  been  said ; 

But  80  far  like  a laily,  that  'twas  drest 
Superbly,  and  contain'd  a world  of  *esL 

LX  XV. 

By  some  odd  chance  too,  he  was  placed  between 
Aun>ra  and  the  Lady  Adeline  — 

\ sittuitiun  dlthcult,  1 ween. 

For  man  therein,  with  eyes  and  heart,  to  dine. 
Also  the  conference  which  wc  have  iieen 
Was  not  such  as  to  encourage  him  to  shine. 

For  Adeline,  addre-wlng  few  words  to  him,  [hlnu 
With  two  transcendent  eyes  seem’d  to  look  through 

LXXVL 

I sometimes  almost  think  that  eyes  have  cars: 

This  much  b sure,  that,  out  of  earshot,  thing# 

Are  somehow  echoed  to  the  pretty  dears, 

Of  which  I can’t  tell  whence  their  knowledge  springs. 
Like  that  same  mystic  music  of  the  spheres, 

^VTilch  no  one  hears,  »o  loudly  though  it  rings, 

*T  is  wonderful  how  oft  the  sex  have  heard 
Long  dialogue*  — which  passd  without  a word  * 
I.XXVXI. 

Aurora  sat  with  that  indifference 

Which  piques  a preux  chevalier- — us  It  ought: 

Of  all  offences  that’s  the  worst  offence, 

Which  seems  to  hint  you  are  not  wortli  a thought 
Now  Juan,  though  no  coxcomb  In  pretence, 

Was  not  exactly  pleased  to  be  so  caught ; 
i j Like  a good  ship  entangled  among  ice, 
j And  after  so  much  excellent  advice. 

’ [*•  To-day  io  a iwlare,  lo-raorrow  la  a eow.housc—  thii 
<hy  with  the  pacha,  die  next  with  a sbepbar^”  — Arroa 
I Leaeri,  1810.] 


LXXVIIL 

To  hb  gay  nothings,  nothing  is-us  replied. 

Or  something  which  was  nothing,  as  urbanity 
Bequired.  Aurora  scarcely  look'd  aside, 

Nor  even  smiled  enough  for  any  \’anity. 

The  devil  was  in  the  girl ! Could  it  be  pride  ? 

Or  modesty,  or  absence,  or  inanity  ? 

Heaven  knows  | But  Adeline’s  malicious  eyes 
Sparkled  with  her  8ucce»>ful  prophecies, 

LXXIX. 

And  look’d  as  much  as  if  to  say,  **  1 said  it ; ^ 

A kind  of  triumph  I'll  not  recommend, 

Because  it  sometimes,  as  1 have  seen  or  read  It, 

Both  in  the  case  of  lover  and  of  friend. 

Will  pique  a gentleman,  for  his  own  cmiit. 

To  bring  what  was  a jest  to  a serious  end : 

For  all  men  prophesy  what  u or  was. 

Ami  hate  those  who  won't  let  them  come  to  pass. 

LXXX. 

Juan  was  drawn  thus  Into  some  attentions. 

Slight  but  select,  and  Just  enough  to  express, 

To  females  of  perspicuous  comprehension#. 

That  he  would  rather  make  them  more  than  less. 
Aurora  at  the  last  (so  history  mentions, 

Though  probably  much  less  a fact  than  guess) 

So  far  relax'd  her  thoughts  from  their  sweet  prison. 
As  once  or  twice  to  smile,  if  not  to  listen. 

LXXXI. 

From  answering  she  began  to  question : this 
With  her  was  rare ; and  Adeline,  who  a#  yet 
Thought  her  predictiom  went  not  much  anib*. 
Began  to  dread  she’d  thaw  to  a co<iuettc~— 

So  very  dUBcuU,  they  say,  it  b 

To  keep  extremes  from  meeting,  when  once  set 
In  motion  ; but  she  here  too  much  refined  — 
.kurora’s  spirit  was  not  of  that  kind. 

LXXXU. 

But  Juan  had  a sort  of  winning  way, 

A proud  humility,  if  such  there  l»e. 

Which  show'd  such  deference  to  what  females  say, 

As  if  each  charming  word  were  a decree. 

Hb  tact,  too,  temper’d  him  from  grave  to  gay, 

And  taught  him  when  to  be  rc^ofred  or  free ; 

He  had  tlie  art  of  drawing  people  out. 

Without  their  seeing  what  he  was  about. 

LXXXIIl. 

Aurora,  who  in  her  indifference 

Confounded  him  in  common  with  the  crowil 
Of  flatterer#,  though  she  deem’d  he  had  more  ?cn?e 
Than  whbj>cring  f(»plingN  or  than  witlings  loud  — 
Commenced  (from  such  .slight  things  will  great  com- 
mence) 

To  feel  that  flattery  which  attracts  the  proud 
lUthcr  by  deference  than  compliment. 

And  win.s  even  by  a delicate  dissent. 

LXXXTV. 

And  then  be  bud  good  looks ; — that  point  was  carried 
AVm.  con.  amongst  the  women,  which  I grieve 
To  Say  leads  oft.  to  criiw.  con.  with  the  married  — 

A ca.#*'  which  to  the  juries  we  may  leave, 

Since  with  dlgrcMlons  wc  loo  long  have  tarried. 

Now  though  wc  know  of  old  that  looks  deceive, 
And  always  have  done,  somehow  these  good  looks 
Make  more  impression  than  the  best  of  books. 
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LXXXV. 

Aurora,  who  look’d  more  on  book!)  than  faces. 

Was  very  younK.  although  so  very  sage, 

Admiring  more  Minerva  than  the  Graces, 

KspecLally  upon  a printed  page. 

But  Virtue’s  self,  with  all  her  tightest  laces, 

• ' Has  not  the  natural  stays  of  strict  old  age ; 
i i And  SocratcJ,  that  model  of  all  duty, 

! Own’d  to  a penchant,  though  discreet,  for  beauty. 

I LXXXM. 

[ [ And  girls  of  sixteen  are  thus  far  Socratic, 

I But  innocently  so,  as  Socrates ; 

I j And  really,  if  the  sage  sublime  and  Attic 

At  seventy  years  had  phantas-les  like  these, 

Jj  MTilch  Plato  in  his  dialt^ucs  dramatic 
! Has  shown,  1 know  not  why  they  should  displease 
In  virgins — always  In  a modest  way, 
t)bserve;  for  that  with  me’*  a “sine  qua.”* 

. LXXXVII. 

. Also  obM?r\'c,  that,  like  the  great  Lord  Coke 
(See  Littleton),  whene’er  I have  express’d 
Opinions  two,  which  at  tirst  sight  may  look 
Twin  opposites,  the  second  is  the  best. 

' Perhaps  I have  a third  Un>,  in  a nook. 

Or  none  at  all — which  seems  a sorry  jest : 

> But  if  a writer  should  be  quite  cemsbtent. 

How  could  he  possibly  show  things  existent  7 
LXXXVHI. 

ij  If  people  contradict  themselves,  can  I 
'■  Ilelp  contradicting  them,  and  everybody, 

: Even  my  veracious  self  ? — But  that ’s  a lie : 

1|  i never  did  so,  never  will  — how  should  I ? 
j|  He  who  doubts  tUl  things  nothing  can  deny : 

!'  Truth’s  fountains  may  be  clear— her  streams  are 
i muddy, 

,1  And  cut  through  such  canals  of  contradiction, 

' : That  she  must  often  navigate  o'er  fiction. 

I LXXXIX. 

, Apoi(^e,  fable.  poes>*,  and  parable, 

.\re  false,  but  may  be  rendtT’il  also  true. 

By  those  who  sow  them  in  a land  that 's  arable. 

. ’Tis  wonderful  what  fable  will  not  do  I 
'Tis  said  it  makes  reality  more  Ix'arablc : 

' But  what ’s  reality  ? Who  has  its  due  ? 

I Philosophy  ? Ko ; she  too  much  rejects. 

; Religion  ? ¥e$  / but  which  of  all  her  sects  ? 

XC. 

Some  millions  must  be  wrong,  that’s  pretty  clear  ; 

Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  that  all  were  right. 

Gofl  help  us ! Since  we  have  need  on  our  career 
To  keep  our  holy  beacons  always  bright, 

I *Tis  time  that  some  new  prophet  should  api>car, 

Or  old  indulge  man  with  a second  sight. 

O]dnions  wear  out  In  some  thousand  years. 

Without  a sn»all  refreshment  from  the  spheres. 

! XCL 

I But  here  again,  why  will  1 thus  entangle 

Myself  with  mcbtphyslcs  ? None  can  hate 
I So  much  as  I do  any  kind  of  w rangle ; 

I And  yet,  such  is  my  folly,  or  my  fete, 

I > Subaudltor  **ncH;’*  omitted  for  the  sake  of  euphony, 
i i * ^ Joha  Earl  of  Eldon,  Chancellor  of  England  (with 

the  mteiTuption  of  fourteen  months)  from  1801  to  1830.] 

’ Itecla  if  a (iufloua  hot.fprlog  hi  Icelaud. 

[I  * Hamlet  Act  HI.  sc.  11. 


I always  knock  my  head  against  some  angle 
About  the  present,  past,  or  future  state  : 

Yet  I wish  well  to  Trqjan  and  to  Tj-rian, 

For  1 was  bred  a moderate  Presbyterian. 

xcn. 

But  though  1 am  a temperate  theologian. 

And  also  meek  as  a metaphysician. 

Impartial  between  T\Tian  and  Trqjan 
As  Eldon  2 on  a lunatic  commission, — 

In  politics  my  duty  is  to  show  John  | 

I Bull  something  of  the  lower  world’s  condition. 

It  makes  my  blood  boil  like*  the  springs  of  Hvcla,  > 

To  see  men  let  these  scoundrel  sovereigns  break  law.  [ 

XCUL 

But  politics,  and  policy,  and  piety. 

Are  topics  which  I sometimes  introduce, 

Not  only  for  the  sake  of  their  variety. 

But  as  subsei^dent  to  a moral  use  ; 

Because  my  biLsiness  is  to  drtss  society, 

And  stuff  with  tage  that  very  verdant  goose. 

And  now,  that  wc  may  furnish  with  some  matter  all 
Tastes,  we  are  going  to  try  the  sui)cmaturaL 

XCIV. 

And  now  I will  give  up  all  argument ; 

And  positively  henceforth  no  temptation 
Shall  ” fool  me  to  the  top  up  of  my  bent — * 

Yes,  ni  begin  a thorough  reformation. 

Indeed,  I never  knew  what  people  meant 
By  deeming  that  my  Muse’s  conversation 
Was  dangerous : — 1 think  she  is  as  harmless 
A*  some  who  labour  more  and  yet  may  charm  less. 

xcv. 

Grim  reader  ! did  you  ever  sec  a ghost? 

No;  but  you  have  hcnnl — I understand — be  dumb ! 
j And  don't  regret  the  time  you  may  have  lost, 

For  you  have  got  that  pleasure  still  to  come  : 

And  do  not  think  1 mean  to  sneer  at  most 
Of  these  things,  or  by  ridicule  bennmb 
That  source  of  the  sublime  and  the  mysterious 
Fur  certain  reasons  my  belief  U serious. 

XCVI. 

Serious  7 You  laugh ; — you  may : that  will  I not ; 

My  smiles  must  be  sincere  or  not  at  all. 

I say  1 do  believe  a haunted  spot 

Exists  — and  where  7 That  shall  I not  recall, 
Because  1 ‘d  rather  it  should  be  foi^ot, 

**  Shadows  the  soul  of  Richard”^  may  appal. 

In  short,  upon  that  subject  I ’ve  some  qualms  very  | 
Like  those  of  the  philosopher  of  Malmsbury. 

XeVIL 

The  night  — (I  sing  by  night — somellmes  an  owl. 

And  now  and  then  a nightingale)  — U dim, 

Ami  the  loud  shriek  of  sage  Minerva’s  fowl 
Rattles  around  me  her  disconlant  hymn  ; 

Old  portraits  from  old  walls  upon  roe  scowl  — 

1 wish  to  heaven  they  would  not  look  so  grim  ; 

The  dying  embers  dwindle  in  the  grate  — 

I think  too  that  I have  sat  up  too  late : 

* [“  By  Ihe  apotlle  Paul,  shadows  to-nisht 

Have  stni  k more  terror  to  tiic  »oiu  of  Richard 
Thao  cau  tlic  »iih»ta»cv  of  tco  thousand  soldiers,'*  Ac. 

/lieAard  JII.]  ' 

S Hobbes  . who,  doubting  of  his  own  s.o\il.  paid  that  com*  | 
pllment  to  the  souls  uf  other  ri-ople  os  to  ilvcUne  their  viiiU,  i 
of  wbkh  he  had  some  .npprcocnsion  1 1 
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XCVQL 

And  therefore,  though 't  U by  no  moans  my  way 
To  rhyme  at  noon  — when  I have  other  things 
To  think  of,  if  1 ever  think  — I say 

I feel  some  chilly  midnight  shuddering^. 

And  prudently  postpone,  until  mid-day, 

TreatiDg  a topic  which,  alas  1 but  brings 
Shadows ; — but  you  must  be  in  my  condition, 
Before  you  learn  to  call  this  superstition. 

XCIX 

Between  two  worlds  life  hovers  like  a star, 

'Twixt  night  and  mom,  upon  the  horiaon’s  verge. 
How  little  do  we  know  that  which  we  are  J 
How  less  what  we  may  be  ! The  eternal  surge 
Of  time  and  tide  rolls  on  and  bean  afar 
Oar  bubbles ; as  the  old  bunt,  new  emerge. 
Lash'd  from  the  foam  of  ages ; while  the  graves 
Of  empires  heave  but  like  some  passing  waves.  * 


IV. 


Don  g)uan. 


CANTO  THE  gJXTEENTll. 


,Thb  antique  Persians  taught  three  usefrti  things 
J To  draw  the  bow,  to  ride,  and  speak  the  truth.  - 
I This  was  the  mode  of  Cyrus,  best  of  kings  ~ 

I A mode  adopted  since  by  modem  youth. 

I Bows  have  they,  generally  with  two  strings  ; 
j Horses  they  ride  without  remorse  or  ruth ; 

, At  speaking  truth  perhaps  they  ore  less  elcvcr, 

But  draw  the  long  bow  better  now  tlum  ever. 

II. 

The  cause  of  thU  effect,  or  this  defect,  — 

“ For  this  effect  defective  comes  by  cause,"—* 

Is  what  1 have  not  leisure  to  inspect ; 

But  this  I mmt  say  in  my  own  applause. 

Of  all  the  Muses  that  I recollect, 

Whate’er  may  be  her  follies  or  her  flaws 
In  M)me  things,  mine  *s  beyond  all  contradiction 
The  most  sincere  that  over  dealt  In  fiction. 

III. 

And  as  she  treats  all  things,  and  ne'er  retreats 
From  anything,  this  epic  will  contain 
A wilderness  of  the  most  rare  conceits. 

Which  you  might  elsewhere  hope  to  find  in  vain. 
TIs  true  there  be  some  bitters  with  the  sweets. 

Yet  mix’d  so  slightly,  that  you  can’t  complain. 

But  wonder  they  so  few  arc,  since  my  talc  is 
**  De  rebus  cunctis  et  qulbusdam  allis. " 

> [**  Man*t  life  Is  like  a •parrow  — mighty  Ung  ! 

That,  ftcalina  tn  while  bv  the  flrtr  yuu  »it, 

Hoiu^  with  n joictns  friPiuU.  is  M^n  to  flit 
Safe  (Vom  the  storm.  In  cutnfnrt  tarrying. 

Here  did  It  enter  — there  on  haxtr  wictg 
FUes  out,  and  passes  ou  from  c-oUi  to  cold  ; 

Rut  whence  (t  came  we  know  im>C.  nor  trehold 
Whither  It  goes.  Eren  such  that  transient  thing 
The  human  soul : not  utterly  unknown 
W’hlle  tn  the  body  lodged,  her  warm  abode  ; 

But  from  what  world  she  came,  what  woe  or  weal 
On  berdepoituro  wails,  no  tongue  hath  shown.** 

WoaDswoam.] 


But  of  all  truths  which  she  has  told,  the  most 
True  is  that  which  she  is  about  to  telL 
I said  it  was  a story  of  a ghost — 

What  then  ?,  1 only  know  it  so  bcfelL 
Have  you  explored  the  limits  of  the  coast, 

M'hcre  all  the  dwellers  of  the  earth  must  dwell  ? 
'T  U time  to  strike  such  puny  doubters  dumb  as 
The  sceptics  who  would  not  believe  Columbus. 

V. 

Some  people  would  Impose  now  with  authority, 
Turpin's  or  Monmouth  Gcotny'a  Chronicle  ; 
Men  whose  historical  superiority 
Is  alwa)'s  greatest  at  a miracle. 

But  Saint  Augustine  has  the  great  priority, 
bids  all  men  believe  the  impossibie, 
lifcatue 't  is  so.  Who  nibble,  scribble,  quibble,  he 
Quiets  at  once  with  **  quia  impossibilc." 

VI. 

And  therefore,  mortals,  cavil  not  at  all ; 

Believe : — if 'tl<  improbable,  you  must, 

And  If  it  is  Impossible,  you  shatl : 

’T  is  always  best  to  take  things  upon  trust. 

I do  not  speak  profonely,  to  recall 

Those  holier  mysteries  which  the  wise  and  just 
Receive  as  gospel,  and  which  grow  more  rooted. 

As  all  truths  must,  the  more  they  are  disputed ; 

vn. 

I merely  mean  to  say  what  Johnson  said. 

That  tn  the  course  of  some  six  thousand  years, 
All  nations  have  believed  that  from  the  dead 
A visitant  at  Intervals  appears : * 

And  what  Is  strangest  upon  this  strange  bead. 

Is,  that  whatewr  bar  the  reason  rears 
’Gain*t  such  belief,  there's  something  stronger  still 
In  its  behalf,  let  those  deny  who  wilL 

vm. 

The  dinner  and  the  soiree  too  were  done, 

Tbe  supper  too  discuss'd,  the  dames  admired. 

The  banqueteera  had  dropp'd  off  one  by  one 

The  song  was  silent,  and  the  dance  expired : 

The  last  thin  petticoats  were  vanish'd,  gone 
Like  fleecy  clouds  into  the  sky  retired. 

And  nothing  brighter  gleam'd  through  tbe  salu^n 
Than  dying  tapers — and  the  peeping  moon. 

IX. 

Tbe  evaporation  of  a joyous  day 

Is  like  the  last  gloss  of  champagne,  without 
The  foam  which  made  its  virgin  biunper  gay ; 

Or  like  a system  coupled  with  a doubt ; 

Or  like  a soda  bottle  when  Its  spniy 
Has  sp.'irklcd  and  let  half  its  spirit  out ; 

Or  like  a billow  left  by  storms  behind. 

Without  the  animation  of  tbe  wind  ; 


' X«ioi»hoii,  Cyrop. 


* lUinlrt,  .act  II.  ic.  It. 


s That  the  di'a-l  arr  no  idure,*’  '.liil  Imhic,  “ I will  j 
nf>t  undertake  to  mainUtn.  the  runnirrent  and  un- 

varitxl  tcUimeDjrof  a!lagc«.  and  of  all  uationa.  There  it  no  n«o« 
pic,  rude  or  unlearned. atnuiig  whotnapparitiocu  of  thedeadore 
not  related  a}id  brlievc<l.  Thl*  ophiiim,  which  preraih  at  lar  as 
htim.tn  nature  1*  difhised,  could  become'  universal  only  Uy  its 
tnitb  : those  that  never  heard  of  one  anotlier  would  not 
have  agreed  in  a tale  whU  li  nothing  hut  experience  coo  make 
credible.  That  it  Is  doubtwl  by  single  cavillers,  con  very 
llttlo  weaken  the  general  evidence  ; and  some,  who  deny  it 
with  their  tongues,  coufcM  it  with  their  fears.*’— /foue/os.] 
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Or  like  an  opiate,  which  brln?*  trouWed  rest,  i 

Or  none  ; or  like  — like  nothing  that  I know 
Except  lliclf; — such  is  the  human  breast; 

A thing,  of  which  simlliiude*  can  show 
No  real  llkenew,— like  the  old  TjTlan  vest 
Dyed  purple.  noHe  at  present  can  tell  how. 

If  from  a shell-fish  or  from  cochineal.  • 

So  perish  every  tyrant’s  robe  piecc-ineal ! 

XI. 

But  next  to  dressing  for  a rout  or  ball, 

Undretslng  is  a woe ; our  robe  dc  chambre 
May  sit  like  that  of  Nessus*,  and  recall 

'FhougbU  quite  as  yellow,  but  less  clear  thaii  amber. 
Titus  exclaim'd,  “I’ve  lost  a day  !**  Of  all 

The  nights  and  <lays  most  people  can  remember, 

(I  have  had  of  both,  some  not  to  be  disdain’d,) 

I wish  they’d  state  how  many  they  have  gain’d. 

XU. 

And  Juan,  on  retiring  for  the  night. 

Felt  restless,  and  p<Tplex’d,  and  compromised : 
lie  thought  Auroni  lUby’s  eyes  more  bright 
Than  Adeline  (such  is  advice)  advised  ; 

If  he  had  known  exactly  his  own  plight. 

He  probably  would  have  philosophised  : 

\ great  resource  to  all,  and  ne’er  denies! 

Till  wanted ; therefore  Juan  only  sigh’d. 

XIU. 

He  sigh’d; — the  next  resource  is  the  full  moon, 
Where  all  sighs  are  deposited ; and  now 
It  happen’d  luckily,  the  chaste  orb  shone 
As  dear  as  such  a climate  will  allow ; 

And  Juan's  mind  was  In  the  proper  tone 

To  hail  her  w ith  the  apostrophe — “ O thou  J " 

Of  amator>'  egotism  the  7’mwm, 

^VTiich  further  to  explain  would  be  a truism. 

XIV, 

But  lover,  poet,  or  astronomer. 

Shepherd,  or  swain,  whoever  may  behold. 

Feel  some  abstraction  when  they  gaxc  on  her  i 

Great  thoughts  wccatchl‘<cn.thcncc  (besides  a cold 
Sometimes,  unless  my  feelings  rather  err); 

Deep  secrets  to  her  rolling  light  arc  told ; 

The  ocean's  tides  and  mortals'  bndns  she  sways, 

And  also  hearts.  If  there  be  truth  in  lays. 

XV. 

Juan  felt  somewhat  pensive,  and  disposed 
For  contemplation  rather  than  hU  pillow ; 

The  Gothic  chamber,  w here  he  was  enclosed. 

Let  In  the  rippling  sound  of  the  lake’s  billow, 

With  all  the  mystcr>’  by  midnight  caused : 

Below  his  window  waved  (of  couree)  a willow; 

And  he  stood  gaxing  out  on  the  cascade 
That  flash’d  and  after  darken’d  In  the  shade. 

XVI. 

Upon  bis  table  or  his  toilet,  — ic/a'cA 
Ofthc.se  Is  not  exactly  ascertained,— 

(I  state  tbU,  for  I am  cautious  to  a pitch 
Of  nicety,  where  a fact  Is  to  be  gain'd,) 


A lamp  bum’d  high,  while  he  leant  from  a niche. 
Where  many  a Gothic  ornament  remain'd, 

In  chisell'd  stone  and  painted  glass,  and  all 
That  time  has  left  our  fathers  of  their  ball. 

XVII. 

Then,  as  the  night  was  clear  though  cold,  he  threw 
UU  chamber  door  wide  open  — and  went  forth 
Into  a gallery,  of  a sombre  hue. 

Long,  furnish’d  with  old  pictures  of  great  worth. 
Of  knights  and  dames  heroic  and  chaste  too. 

As  doubtless  should  be  people  of  high  birth. 

But  by  dim  lights  the  portraits  of  the  dead 
Have  something  ghastly,  desolate,  and  dread. 

XVIIL 

The  forms  of  the  grim  knight  and  pictured  saint 
Look  living  in  the  moon ; and  as  you  turn 
Backward  and  forward  to  the  echoes  faint 
Of  your  own  footsteps — voices  from  the  um 
.\ppear  to  wake,  and  shadows  wild  and  quaint 

Start  from  the  frames  which  fence  their  as]>ects  stem, 
As  if  to  ask  bow  you  can  dare  to  keep 
A vigil  there,  where  all  but  death  should  sleep. 


And  the  pale  smile  of  beauties  in  the  grave. 

The  charms  of  other  days.  In  starlight  gtcam.s 
Glimmer  on  high ; their  buried  locks  still  wave 
Along  the  canvas  ; their  eyes  glance  like  dreams 
On  ouw,  or  spars  within  some  dusky  cave. 

But  death  is  imaged  In  their  shadow)-  beams. 

A picture  U the  past ; even  ere  its  frame 
Be  gilt,  who  sate  bath  ceased  to  be  the  same. 

XX. 

As  Juan  mused  on  mutability, 

Or  on  his  mistress — terms  synonymous — 

No  sound  except  the  echo  of  his  sigh 

Or  step  ran  sadly  through  that  antique  bouse ; 
When  suddenly  he  heard,  or  thought  so,  nigh, 

A supi'matural  agent — or  a mouse. 

Whose  little  nibbling  nxsUc  will  embarrass 
Most  people  as  it  plays  along  the  arras. 

XXI. 

It  was  no  mouse,  but  lo  I a monk,  array'd 
In  cowl  and  beads,  and  dusky  garb,  apitcar'd, 

Now  In  the  moonlight,  and  now  lapsed  in  shade. 
With  steps  that  trod  as  hea%7,  yet  unheard  *, 

His  garments  only  a slight  murmur  made  ; 

He  moved  as  shadowy  as  the  sisters  weird,^ 

But  slowly  ; and  as  he  passed  Juan  by. 

Glanced,  without  pausing,  on  him  a bright  eye. 

! XXII. 

I Juan  was  petrified  ; be  had  beard  a hint 
Of  euch  a spirit  in  these  halls  of  old. 

But  thought,  like  most  men,  there  was  nothing  in’t 
Beyond  the  rumour  which  such  spots  unfold, 
Coin'd  from  surviving  siipcrslitlon’s  mint. 

Which  posses  ghosts  In  currency  like  gold. 

But  rarely  seen,  like  gold  compared  with  paper. 

And  did  he  sec  this  ? or  was  it  a vapour  ? 


* The  coinpofUion  of  the  old  Tjrriap  porplc,  whether  from  * [See  OtW.  EpUt.  lx.J 

A thell-fiih,  or  from  cochitieal.  or  from  kerme*,  1»  itUl  an  . . , , 

article  of  diepute;  and  even  its  colour  — some  aay  purple,  1 Shew  hUerM,  and  grieve  hl»  heart : 

oth,r.  K.rlot : I u,  noUilng.  0»n.«  Uk.  .Iwdowl,  «o  dcpirt."- ] 
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XXUL 

Oncp,  twice,  thrice  pass’d,  repass’d •»- the  thing  of  air. 
Or  earth  beneath,  or  heaven,  or  t’other  place ; | 

i And  Juan  gaied  upon  It  with  a stare,  j 

Tet  could  nots{>eak  or  move;  but,  on  Its  base  | 
As  stands  a statue,  stood  : he  felt  his  hair 
I Twine  like  a knot  of  snakes  around  bis  face ; 

He  tax'd  h is  tongue  for  words,  which  were  not  granted, 

: To  ask  the  reverend  person  what  be  wanted. 

I XXIV. 

I : The  third  time,  after  a still  longer  pause, 

I The  shadow  pass'd  away  but  where  ? the  hall 

I I Was  long,  and  thus  fkr  there  was  no  great  cause 
1 1 To  think  his  vanishing  unnatural : 

' I>oors  there  were  many,  through  which,  by  the  laws 
i I Of  physics,  bodies  whether  short  or  tall 
Might  come  or  go ; but  Juan  could  not  state 
Through  which  the  spectre  seem’d  to  evaporate. 

XXV. 

j.  He  stood how  long  he  knew  not,  but  It  seem'd 
II  An  age  — expectant,  powerless,  with  his  eyes 
1 1 Strain'd  on  the  spot  where  first  the  figure  gleam’d ; 

Then  by  degrees  recall’d  his  energies, 

I , And  would  have  pass’d  the  whole  otT  as  a dream, 

' ; But  could  not  wake  ; he  was,  he  did  sumilse, 

' Waking  already,  and  return'd  at  length 
Back  to  his  chamber,  shorn  of  half  ^ strength. 

ji  XXVI. 

1 1 All  there  was  as  be  left  It : still  bis  taper 
' Burnt,  and  not  bluet  ^ modest  tapers  use, 

. Receiving  sprites  with  sympathetic  vapour ; 

' He  rubb’d  bis  eyes,  and  they  did  not  refuse 
Their  office  : he  took  up  an  old  newspaper ; 

I The  paper  was  right  easy  to  peruse  ; 
j He  read  an  article  the  king  attacking, 

I And  a long  eulogy  of  “ patent  blacking.” 

■1  XXVII. 

I This  savour'd  of  this  world  ; but  bis  hand  shook  : 

I He  shut  hU  door,  and  after  having  read 
. A paragraph,  I think  about  Home  Tookc, 

Undrest,  and  rather  slowly  went  to  bed. 

I There,  couch’d  all  snugly  on  his  pillow's  nook, 

> With  what  he  had  seen  his  phantasy  he  fed ; 

I And  though  it  wa.s  no  opiate,  slumber  crept 
Upon  biiii  by  degrees,  and  so  he  slept. 

xxvm. 

He  woke  betimes  ; and,  as  may  be  supposed, 

Ponder'd  upon  his  visitant  or  vision, 

And  whether  it  ought  not  to  be  disclosed, 

, At  ri>k  of  being  quizs'd  for  superstition. 

^ The  more  he  thought,  the  more  his  mind  was  posed : 
j In  the  mean  time,  his  valet,  whose  precision 
Was  great,  \>ccause  his  master  brook’d  no  lets. 

Knock’d  to  inform  him  it  was  time  to  dress. 

XXIX- 

He  dress'd  ; and  like  young  people  he  was  wont 
To  take  some  trouble  with  hii  toilet,  but 
; This  morning  rather  spent  less  time  upon 't ; 

^ Aside  his  very  mirror  soon  was  put ; 
j His  curls  fell  negligently  o'er  his  front. 

His  clothes  were  not  curb’d  to  their  ustud  cut, 
j His  very  neckcloth's  Gordian  knot  was  tied 

II  Almost  an  hair's  breadth  too  much  on  one  side. 

i . ' [I>unn9  a viiit  to  Newstead,  In  IS14.  Lord  Bpon  Mtually 
.|  fancied  be  *«*  the  ghoit  of  the  Black  Friar,  which  »u  sup*  \ 


XXX. 

And  when  he  walk'd  down  into  the  saloon. 

He  sate  him  pensive  o’er  a dish  of  tea. 

Which  be  perhaps  had  not  discover'd  soon, 

Had  it  not  happen'd  scalding  hotfto  be, 

Which  made  him  have  recoune  unto  his  spoon ; 

So  much  distrait  he  was,  that  all  could  see 
That  something  was  the  matter  — Adeline 
The  first — but  what  she  could  not  well  divine. 

X.XXJ. 

She  look’d,  and  saw  him  pale,  and  turn’d  as  pale 
Herself;  then  hastily  look’d  down,  and  mutter’d 
Something,  but  what  ’$  not  stated  in  my  tale.  I 

Lord  Henry  said,  his  muffin  was  ill  butter’d;  ! 

The  Duchess  of  Flts-Fulke  play’d  with  her  veil,  \ 

And  look’d  at  Juan  hard,  but  nothing  utter’d. 

Aurora  Baby  with  her  large  dark  eyes 
Survey’d  him  with  a kind  of  calm  surprise. 

XXXII. 

But  seeing  him  all  cold  and  silent  still. 

And  everybody  wondering  more  or  less,  i 

Fair  Adeline  Inquired.  **  If  he  were  ill?”  j 

He  started,  and  said,  **  Ves — no — rather— yes.” 
The  family  physician  had  great  skill, 

And  being  present,  now  began  to  express 
His  readiness  to  feel  his  pulse  and  tell 
The  cause,  but  Juan  said,  **  He  was  quite  well”  I 
X.XXIII. 

**  Quite  well;  yes,  — no.”— These  answers  were 
mysterioas, 

And  yet  his  looks  appear’d  to  sanction  both, 

However  they  might  savour  of  delirious ; 

Something  like  illness  of  a sudden  growth 
Weigh'd  on  his  spirit,  though  by  no  means  serious : 

But  for  the  rest,  as  be  hitmclf  seem’d  loth 
To  state  the  case,  It  might  be  ta’en  for  granted 
It  was  not  the  physician  that  he  wanted. 

XXXIV. 

Lord  Henry,  who  had  now  dbcuss'd  his  chocolate,  I 
Also  the  muffin  whereof  he  complain’d,  j 

Said,  Juan  had  not  got  his  usual  look  elate,  I 

At  which  he  marvcll’d,  since  it  h.nd  not  rain'd ; 

Then  ask'd  her  Grace  wbut  news  were  of  the  duke  | 
of  late  ? j 

Her  Grace  replied,  hit  Grace  was  rather  pain'd 
With  s<Mne  slight,  light,  hereditary  twinges  I 

Of  gout,  which  rusts  aristocratic  Unges.  ' 

XXXV.  I 

Then  Henry  turn'd  to  Juan,  and  address'd 

A few  words  of  condolence  on  bis  state : 1 

**  You  look,”  quoth  he,  “ as  If  you  had  had  your  rest 
Broke  in  upon  by  the  Black  Friar  of  late.” 

**  What  Friar?”sald  Juan  ; and  be  did  his  best  I 

To  put  the  question  with  an  air  sedate. 

Or  careless ; but  the  eflbrt  was  not  valid 
To  hinder  him  from  growing  still  more  pallid. 

XXXVI. 

“ Oh  ! have  you  never  heard  of  the  Black  Friar  ? * 

The  spirit  of  these  walls?” — “ In  truth  not  I.” 

” Why  Faroe  — but  Fame  you  know's  sometimes  a 
Tells  an  odd  story,  of  which  by  and  by : [liar— 

Whether  with  time  the  si>ectre  has  grown  shyer. 

Or  that  our  sires  had  a more  gifted  eye 
For  such  sights,  though  the  tale  is  half  believed. 

The  Friar  of  late  has  not  been  oft  perceived.  j 

Epd  (o  have  hauntod  the  Abhe^  front  the  tfane  ot  (bedlaM^  i 
on  of  the  inonatteriet.— Mv4>aa.l  * 

11 
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!'  XXXVII. 

; « The  last  time  was ” — **  I pray,”  «:ild  Adeline— 

' (Who  watch'd  the  chanj?es  of  Don  Juan’s  brow, 

1 1 And  from  its  context  thought  she  could  divine 
Connections  str^ger  than  he  chose  to  avow 
j i With  this  same  legend)*-”  If  you  but  design 
I To  Jest,  you  'll  choose  some  other  theme  just  now, 

I j Because  the  present  talc  has  oft  been  told. 

And  is  not  much  improved  by  growing  old." 

■I  xxxvm. 

I “ Jest  I"  quoth  Milor;  **  why,  Adeline,  you  know 

I That  we  ourselves— 't was  in  the  houey  moon  — 
Saw—” — ” Well,  no  nutter,  ’twas  so  long  ago; 

, But,  come.  I’ll  set  your  story  to  a tune.” 

Graceful  as  D!an  when  she  draws  her  b>jw, 

< She  seized  her  harp,  whose  strings  were  kindled  soon 
As  touch’d,  ai^d  plaintively  began  to  play 
i The  air  of  ” 'Tvras  a Friar  of  Onlers  Gray." 

[ XXXIX. 

: ” But  add  the  words,”  cried  Henry, which  you  made ; 

I I For  Adeline  is  half  a poetess," 

• j Turning  round  to  the  rest,  he  smiling  said. 

I j Of  coun«  the  others  could  not  but  expri-sg 
:!  In  courtesy  their  wish  to  sec  display'd 

I I By  one  three  talents,  for  there  were  no  less — 

The  voice,  the  words,  the  harper’s  skill,  at  once. 

Could  hardly  be  united  by  a dunce. 

XL, 

j|  After  some  fascinating  hesitation, — 

1 1 The  charming  of  these  charmers,  who  seem  bound, 

(|  I can't  tell  why,  to  this  dissimulation,— 
t|  Fair  Adeline,  with  eyes  fix’d  on  the  ground 

I At  first,  then  kindling  into  animation, 

j Added  her  sweet  voice  to  the  lyric  sound, 
j And  sang  with  much  simplidt)*,  — a merit 
j Not  the  less  precious  that  we  seldom  hear  U, 

M 1. 

I ' Beware ! tk'ware ! of  the  Black  Friar, 

I I Who  sltteth  by  N'onnan  stone, 

1 1 For  he  mutters  his  prayer  In  the  midnight  air, 

And  his  mass  of  the  days  that  arc  gone. 

I When  the  Lord  of  the  Hill,  -\mimdeviUe, 

I Made  Norman  Church  hU  prey, 

I And  exfK-U'd  the  friars,  one  friar  still 
i|  Would  not  be  driven  away. 

I!  2. 

> i Though  be  came  in  his  might,  with  King  Ilcnir's  right, 

, ' To  turn  church  lands  to  lay, 

; I With  sword  in  hruul,  and  torch  to  light 
Their  walls.  If  they  sai<!  nay ; 

A monk  remain’d,  unebased,  unchain’d. 

And  he  did  not  seem  form’d  of  clay. 

For  he’s  i»ecn  in  the  porch,  and  he  *s  seen  in  the  church, 
Though  be  is  not  seen  by  day. 

3. 

And  whether  for  good,  or  whether  for  ill. 

It  U not  mine  to  say ; 

But  still  with  the  hoiisc  of  Amundeville 
He  abidetb  night  and  day. 

1 or  the  1<*arliD?  lUtMTStltlons.  one  of  the  mott  heautifiit 

U the  Irish  fiction.  wl>lcn  aMigu*  tnceruln  t.nmUln of  uictect 
dr  rent  aimI  dUtioguUbrd  rook,  the  prtvltrKc  of  a llamiiie, 
«ho»c  oBIrc  it  i*  tu  a{)pvar.  seemingiy  mourning,  while  »hr 
aunounrrt  the  appruarbioir  deiith  of  tome  one  of  the  de«ti»e<t  j 
rHO*.  The  tubjc-ct  hat  lately,  and  brauUfUIlr,  inretll* 
jiMted  by  Mr.  Crofion  Croker,  In  hit  Fairy  Legenos.'*  — Sir  I 
Wactck  Scott.  Is'Jb.J  • I 


By  the  marriage-bed  of  their  lord-s  'tU  said. 

He  flits  on  the  bridal  eve ; 

And  'tls  held  as  faith,  to  their  bed  of  death 
He  comes  — but  not  to  grieve. 

•t. 

When  an  heir  is  bom,  he's  heard  to  mourn. 

And  when  aught  is  to  befall 
That  ancient  line,  in  the  pale  moonshine 
He  walks  from  hall  to  ball  > 

HU  form  you  may  trace,  but  not  hU  face, 

’T  is  shadow'd  by  his  cow] ; 

But  hU  eyes  may  be  seen  from  the  folds  between. 
And  they  seem  ot  a iMirtcd  souL 
5. 

But  beware  ! beware  I of  the  Black  Friar, 

He  still  retains  his  sway, 

For  be  is  yet  the  church's  heir 
\Mioever  may  he  the  lay. 

Amundeville  is  lord  by  da^’, 

But  the  monk  U lord  by  night ; 

Nor  wine  nor  wassail  could  ntUc  a vassal 
To  question  that  friar's  right. 

G. 

Say  nought  to  him  as  he  walks  the  ball, 

And  hell  say  nought  to  you; 

He  sweeps  along  in  hU  dusky  pall. 

As  o’er  the  grass  the  dew. 

Then  grammercy  I for  the  Black  Friar; 

Heaven  sain  him  I fair  or  foul. 

And  whatsoe’er  may  be  bis  prayer. 

Let  ours  be  for  bis  souL 

XLL 

The  lady’s  voice  ceased,  and  the  thrilling  wires 
Died  from  the  touch  that  kindled  them  to  sound ; 
And  the  pause  follow'd,  which  when  song  expires 
Pervades  a moment  those  who  listen  round ; 

And  then  of  course  the  circle  much  admires. 

Nor  lest  applaud.*,  as  in  politenea  bound. 

The  tones,  the  feeling,  and  the  execution, 

To  the  performer’s  diffident  confusion. 

XLIL 

Fair  Adeline,  though  In  a careless  way. 

As  if  she  rated  such  accomplishment 
As  the  mere  pastime  of  an  idle  day. 

Pursued  an  Instant  for  her  own  content. 

Would  now  and  then  as  'twere  triMoaf  display, 

Yet  iriM  display  in  at  times  relent 
To  such  performances  with  haughty  smile. 

To  show  she  could,  If  it  were  worth  her  while. 

XLIU. 

Now  this  (but  wc  will  whisper  it  aside) 

Was— pardon  the  pedantic  illustration  — 
Trampling  on  Plato's  pride  with  greater  pride. 

As  did  the  Cynic  on  some  like  occasion; 

Perming  the  sage  would  be  much  mortified. 

Or  thrown  into  a philosoiibic  passion, 

Fur  a spoilt  carpet— but  the  '*  Attic  Bee" 

Was  much  consoled  by  his  own  repartee.  ~ 

s I think  that  It  tros  a carpet  on  which  Diograci  trod,  with 
Thus  i trampie  on  the  pride  of  Plato  V...”  With  gmatcr 
pride."  ai  the  other  replied.  Uut  as  carpets  are  me:iiu  to  be 
trodden  upon,  rpy  memory  probatdy  tui<^voi  me,  and  It  might 
be  a rube,  or  U;mtrA',  or  a tabitseloth,  or  tome  utber  ex- 
pcosiTe  aud  uoc}iiic^  piece  of  iuraUarc. 
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XLIV. 

Thus  Adeline  would  throw  into  the  shade 
(By  doing  easily,  whene'er  she  chue»e. 

What  dilettanti  do  with  vast  parade) 

Their  sort  of  half  profession  / for  it  grows 
, To  something  like  this  when  too  oft  dbplay’d ; 

I And  that  it  Is  so,  everybody  knows, 

I Who  have  beard  Miss  That  or  This,  or  I-ady  T’other, 

I Show  off — to  please  their  company  or  mother. 


JUAN.  ^j| 


L. 

I have  not  heard  she  was  at  all  poetic. 

Though  once  she  was  seen  reading  the  **  Bath 
Guide,** 

And  « Haylcy's  Triumphs,”  which  she  deem’d  pathetic. 
Because  she  said  her  temper  had  been  tried 
So  much,  the  bard  had  really  been  prophetic 

Of  what  she  bad  gone  through  with— -since  a bride. 
But  of  all  verse,  what  m<Mt  ensured  her  praise 
W’erc  sonnets  to  herself,  or  **  bouts  rimes.”* 


1 1 Oh ! the  long  evenings  of  duets  and  trios ! 

' 1 The  admlratinns  and  the  speculations ; 

The  “ 2hlamma  Mia’s  ! " and  the  **  Amor  Mlo’s ! ” 

I The  Tanti  palpiti’s”  on  such  occasions ; 

I The  '*  Lasciomi’s,”  and  qiuveting  **  Addio’s  I ” 

I Amongst  our  own  most  musical  of  ualious  ; 

I With  *'  Tu  mi  chamas's”  from  Fortingale,  * 
i To  soothe  our  ears,  lest  Italy  should  fail.  ^ 

XLVI, 

In  Babylon's  bravuras — as  the  home 

Heart-ballads  of  Green  Krin  or  Gray  Highlands, 

I I That  bring  Lochaber  back  to  eyes  that  roam 
It  O'er  far  Atlantic  continents  or  islands, 

II  The  calentures  of  music  which  o’ercome  [lands 
I ' All  mountaineers  with  dreams  that  they  are  nigh 
i No  m(»e  to  be  beheld  but  in  such  visions— 

J Was  Adeline  wcU  versed,  as  compositions. 

I XLVIL 

I I She  also  had  a twilight  tiuge  of  **  Bltuf 

Could  write  rhymes,  and  compose  more  than  she 
wrote, 

Made  epigrams  occasionally  too 

Upon  her  friends,  as  every  body  ought 
But  still  from  that  sublimer  azure  hue. 

So  much  the  present  dye,  she  was  remote ; 

Was  weak  enough  to  deem  Pope  a great  poet, 

And  what  was  worse,  was  not  ashamed  to  show  it 

XLVin. 

Aurora — since  we  are  touching  upon  taste, 

Which  now-a-days  is  the  thermometer 
By  whose  degrees  all  characters  are  class'd— 

Was  more  Sbakspearian,  if  1 do  not  err. 

The  worlds  beyond  this  world's  perplexing  waste 
Had  more  of  her  existence,  for  in  her 
There  was  a depth  of  feeling  to  embrace 
Thoughts,  boundless,  deop,  but  silent  too  as  Space. 

XLIX. 

Not  so  her  gracious,  graceful,  graceless  Grace, 

,i  The  full-grown  Hebe  of  Flts-Fulke,  whose  mind. 

If  she  had  auy,  was  upon  her  face, 

I And  that  was  of  a Ascinatlng  kind. 

A little  turn  fur  mischief  you  might  trace 
AUo  thereon, — but  that’s  not  much;  we  find 
; Few  females  withoiit  some  such  gentle  leaven, 

For  fear  we  should  suppose  us  (}uite  in  heaven. 

( (For  two  tnuuUtloQt  of  tbit  Portuguese  song,  see  p.  557.} 
s I remproberthat  the  mayoress  of  a provinried  town,  some- 
I wbat  surfeited  with  a similar  dUplar  from  foreign  parts,  did 
I rathor  indecorously  break  Cbrouffh  trie  applauses  ot  an  intel- 
ligent andienco-^mte^tigent.  1 mean,  as  to  music  — for  the 
word*,  beside*  being  in  recooilUe  languages  (U  was  sotne 
years  before  the  peace,  ere  all  the  world  bad  travelled,  and 
while  1 was  a coUegisn).  were  sorely  disguised  br  the  per- 
formers:—tills  mayoress,  I say,  broke  out  with,  Rot  your 
Itallanoi  ] for  toy  |iart,  1 loves  a simple  ballat  !'*  Rossini  will 

— 


LL  i 

'T  were  difBcult  to  say  what  was  the  object 
Of  Adeline,  In  bringing  this  same  lay 
To  bear  on  what  appear'd  to  her  the  subject 
Of  Juan'b  nervous  feelings  on  that  day. 

Ferhaps  she  merely  had  the  simple  pn^ect 
To  laugh  him  out  of  his  supposed  dismay ; 

, Ferhaps  she  might  wish  to  confirm  him  in  it, 
j Though  why  I cannot  say — at  least  this  minute.  j 

LII.  1 , 

But  so  far  the  immediate  effect  i, 

Was  to  restore  him  to  hU  self-propriety,  || 

A thing  quite  necessary  to  the  elect,  j 

Who  wish  to  take  the  tone  of  their  society : I 

In  which  you  cannot  be  too  circumspect,  | 

Whether  the  mode  be  persiflage  or  piety,  j 

But  wear  the  newest  mantle  of  hypocrisy,  I 

On  pain  of  much  displeasing  the  gynocracy.  * ^ 

LIII. 

^Vnd  therefore  Juan  now  began  to  rally 
I HU  iplritA,  and  without  more  explanation 
To  jest  upon  such  themes  In  many  a sally. 

I Her  Grace,  too,  also  seixed  the  same  occasion,  | 
I With  various  similar  remarks  to  tally,  j 

I But  wish’d  for  a still  more  detail'd  narration 
Of  this  same  m3rstlc  friar's  curious  doings. 

About  the  present  fiunlly's  deaths  and  wooings. 

LIV. 

Of  these  few  could  say  more  than  has  been  said ; ; 

They  pass’d  as  such  things  do,  for  superstition  i 

With  soma,  while  others,  who  had  more  in  dread  j 
The  theme,  half  credited  the  strange  tradition ; . j 

And  much  was  talk’d  on  all  sides  on  that  he;ul : ' 

But  Juan,  when  cross-questlon’d  on  the  vision. 

Which  some  supposed  (though  be  had  not  avow'd  it)  • 
Had  stirr’d  him,  answer’d  in  a way  to  cloud  it.  't 

LV.  !j 

And  then,  the  mid-day  having  worn  to  one,  ; i 

The  company  prepared  to  separate ; I,' 

Some  to  their  several  pastimes,  or  to  none. 

Some  wondering  *twas  so  early,  some  so  late. 

There  was  a goodly  match  too,  to  be  run 

Between  some  greyhounds  on  my  lord's  estate, 

And  a young  race-horse  of  old  pedigree. 

Match’d  for  the  spring,  whom  several  went  to  see.  | 

Sa  good  way  to  bring  most  people  to  the  same  opinion  some  1 
y.  Who  would  Unagioe  that  tie  was  to  be  the  successor  of  i 
.>lu>art  ? However,  I state  thU  with  dUHdunce.  as  a liege  and  , 
loyal  admirer  of  Italian  munc  in  genera),  and  of  touch  of 
Rossini's ; but  we  may  say,  as  the  connoisseur  did  of  painting 
ill  •'The  Vicar  of  Wakefield,”  that  “the  picture  would 
be  better  painted  if  the  painter  had  taken  more  pains.'*  j 

* ['Fhe  la«t  words  or  rhymes  of  a number  gf  verse*  givco  tu 
a poet  to  be  filled  up.  — Todd.] 

* [Petticoat  govermnent  — female  power.  — /6fd.] 
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LVL 


There  was  a picture-dealer  who  had  brought 
A special  Titian,  warranted  original. 

So  pnreious  that  it  was  not  to  be  bought. 

Though  princes  the  pfjsscssor  were  besieging  alL 
The  king  himself  had  cheapen’d  it,  but  thought 
The  civil  list  he  deigns  to  accept  (obliging  all 
His  subjects  by  his  gracious  acceptation)  — 

Too  scanty,  in  these  times  of  low  taxation. 

LVIL 

But  as  Lord  Henry  was  a connoisseur,  — 

The  friend  of  a^ts,  if  not  arts,  — the  owner. 
With  motives  the  most  classical  and  pure. 

So  that  he  would  have  been  the  very  donor. 
Rather  than  seller,  had  his  wants  been  ftwer, 

So  much  be  deem’d  his  patronage  an  honour. 

Had  brought  the  capo  d'opera  ^ not  for  sale, 

But  for  his  Judgment  — never  known  to  falL 

Lvm. 

There  was  a modem  Goth.  1 mean  a Gothic 

Bricklayer  of  Babel,  call’d  an  architect,  [thick. 
Brought  to  survey  these  grey  walls,  which  though  so 
Might  have  IVom  time  acquired  some  slight  defect; 
Who,after  rummaging  the  Abbey  through  thick 
And  thin,  produced  a plan  whereby  to  erect 
New  buildings  of  correctest  conformation, 

And  throw  down  old,  which  he  call'd  restoraiion. 
LIX. 

The  cost  would  be  a trifle — an  "old  s*)ng,” 

Set  to  some  thousands  (’tls  the  usual  burden 
Of  that  same  tune,  when  people  hum  It  long) — 

The  price  would  speedily  repay  its  worth  In 
An  edifice  no  less  sublime  than  strong, 

By  which  Lord  Henry’s  good  taste  would  go  forth  in 
Its  glory,  through  all  ages  shining  sunny, 

For  Gothic  daring  shown  in  EnglLh  money.  ^ 

LX. 

There  were  two  lawj'crs  busy  on  a mortgage 
Lord  Henry  wish’d  to  rai-«c  for  a new  purchase ; 
AIm>  a lawsuit  upon  tenures  burgage. 

And  one  on  tithes,  which  sure  are  Discord’s  torches, 
Kindling  Religion  till  she  throws  down  her  gage, 

" Untying  " squires  " to  fight  against  the  churches 3 
There  was  a prize  ox,  a prize  pig.  and  ploughman, 
For  Henry  was  a sort  of  Sabine  showman. 

LXI. 

There  were  two  poachers  caught  in  a steel  trap, 
Ready  for  gaol,  their  place  of  conralescence ; 

There  was  a country  girl  In  a close  cap 

And  scarlet  cloak  (I  hate  the  sight  to  sec,  since — 
Since — since — in  youth,  I had  the  sad  mishap — 
But  luckily  I have  paid  few  parish  fees  >lncc): 
That  scarlet  cloak,  alas  i unclo^  with  rigour. 
Presents  the  problem  of  a double  figure. 

LXII.  • 

A reel  within  a bottle  is  a mystery. 

One  can’t  tell  how  It  e’er  got  in  or  out ; 

Therefore  the  present  piece  of  natural  history 
1 leave  to  those  who  are  fond  of  solving  doubt ; 


, > [ Capo  d 'opera— chei^'anwre  — master-piccp.) 

I > “ Aufii  IlomAno,  lerr  Venrto  ’*  i*  thi*  inscription  (ami 
Wfll  Inscrthed  in  (hfi  insunce)  on  the  sea  wall*  tx^wcen  tbr 
I Adriatic  and  Venice.  Thrt  trails  were  a republican  work  of 
the  Vmrttans  ; the  Inscription,  1 believe.  Imperial ; and  in- 
scribed by  Napoleon  Ihx  FtrU.  It  U time  tw  cuQllnw  to  him 
that  tUln  — tbere  trill  be  a second  by  and  hr,  **  Spes  altem 
I mimdl/'  if  ke  Uve  ; let  hint  mit  defeat  it  like  bU  father.  But 


I And  merely  state,  though  not  for  the  consistory, 

Lonl  Henry  was  a Justice,  and  that  Scout 
' The  constable,  beneath  a warrant's  banner, 

' Had  bagg'd  this  poacher  upon  Nature'.s  manor. 

LXI  II. 

Now  Justices  of  peace  must  judge  all  pieces 
Of  mischief  of  all  kinds,  and  keep  the  game 
And  morals  of  the  counUy  from  caprices 

Of  those  who  have  not  a licence  for  the  same ; 

And  of  all  things,  excepting  tithes  and  leases, 

Perhaps  these  are  most  dit&cult  to  Ume  : 
Preserving  partridges  and  pretty  wenches 
Are  puzzles  to  the  must  precautlous  benches. 

LXIV. 

The  present  culprit  was  extremely  pale. 

Pale  as  if  painted  so ; her  cheek  being  red 
By  nature,  as  in  higher  dames  less  hale 

T is  white,  at  least  when  they  Just  rise  from  bed. 
Perhaps  she  was  ashamed  of  seeming  frail, 

Pour  soul  I for  she  was  country  bom  and  bred, 

And  knew  no  better  In  her  Immorality 
Than  to  wax  white  — for  blushes  are  for  quality. 

LXV. 

Her  black,  bright,  downcast,  yet  espl^e  eye. 

Had  gather'd  a large  tear  into  its  comer, 

Mliich  the  poor  thing  at  times  essay'd  to  dry, 

For  she  was  not  a sentimental  mourner 
Parading  all  her  sensibility, 

Nor  insolent  enough  to  scorn  the  scomer. 

But  stood  in  trembling,  patient  tribulation. 

To  be  call’d  up  for  her  examination. 

LXVI. 

Of  course  these  groups  were  scatter’d  here  and  there. 
Not  nigh  the  gay  saloon  uf  ladies  gent. 

The  lawyers  in  the  study ; and  In  air 

The  prize  pig,  ploughman,  poachers ; the  men  sent 
From  town,  rix.  architect  and  dealer,  were 
Both  busy  (as  a general  in  his  tent 
Writing  dopatches)  in  their  several  stations, 

Exulting  in  their  brilliant  lucubrations. 

Lxvn. 

But  this  poor  girl  was  left  in  the  great  hall, 

While  Scout,  the  parish  giumlian  of  the  frail, 
Discuss'd  (he  hated  beer  yclept  the  " small  ”) 

A mighty  mug  of  moral  double  ale. 

She  waited  until  Justice  could  recall 
Its  kind  attentions  to  their  proi>er  pale, 

To  name  a thing  In  nomenclature  rather 
Perplexing  for  most  virgins — u child's  father. 

LXVIIL 

You  see  here  was  enough  uf  occupation 
For  the  Lord  Hemy,  link’d  with  does  and  horses. 
There  was  much  bustJc  too,  and  projtaration 
Below  stairs  on  the  score  of  second  courses ; 
Because,  as  suits  their  rank  and  situation. 

Those  who  in  counties  have  gre.U  land  resources 
Have  “ public  days,"  when  all  men  may  carouse. 
Though  not  exactly  what’s  call’d  " open  house." 

In  any  he  » fU  be  preferable  »o  Tmbtcilc*.  There  U a 
glorioui  livid  for  him,  if  he  know  how  to  cultlviUe  iL  — (Na- 
pniroii,  Duke  of  Keicbitadt.  riled  at  Vienna  in  |S33 — to  tht 
duappoiiitinent  of  many  prophets.) 

* “I  conjure  you,  by  that  which  rmi  profess, 

t Howe’er  you  rume  to  know  it)  answer  me : 

I'hough  yc  untie  the  winds,  and  let  Ibcin  fl^t 
Against  the  eMurches."  — .Vf<rc6etA. 
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|i  l.TklX. 

|-  But  once  e week  or  fortnight,  unlnvltrtl 
i|  (Thus  me  tmislate  a gtnertU  tnciUUion) 

All  country  gcotlcmen,  esquired  or  knighted, 

I May  drop  In  without  cards  and  take  their  station 

I At  the  full  board,  and  sit  alike  delighted 

With  fashionable  wines  and  conversation  ; 

! And,  as  the  isthmus  of  the  grand  connection, 
i,  Talk  o’er  themselves  the  past  and  next  election. 

' LXX. 

I ' Lord  Henry  was  a great  clectioneerer, 

Burrowing  for  boroughs  like  a rat  or  rabbit. 

But  county  Contests  coat  him  rather  dearer, 

II  Because  the  neighbouring  Scotch  Earl  of  Giftgabblt 
I Had  English  influence,  in  the  self-same  sphere  here ; 
I His  son,  the  Honourable  Dick  Dicedrabbit, 

j AVas  member  for  the  other  interest"  (meaning 

I The  same  self-interest,  with  a ditferent  leaning). 

||  LX.XI. 

. I Courteous  and  cautious  therefore  in  bis  county, 
l|  He  was  all  things  to  all  men,  and  dispensed 
To  some  civility,  to  others  bounty, 
i And  promises  to  all — which  last  commenced 

I I To  gather  to  a somewhat  large  amount,  he 

1 1 Not  calculating  how  much  they  condensed ; 

1 1 But  what  with  keeping  some,  and  breaking  others, 

1 1 His  word  bad  the  sante  value  as  another's. 

I LXXII. 

i A friend  to  freedom  and  freeholders— > yet 
j No  less  a fHend  to  government  ~ he  held, 

• ' That  he  exactly  the  just  medium  hit 
I *Twixt  place  and  patriotism— -albeit  compell’d. 
Such  was  his  sovereign's  pleasure,  (though  unfit. 

He  added  modestly,  when  rebels  rail'd,) 
i To  hold  some  sinecures  he  wish’d  abolish'd, 

' But  that  with  them  all  law  would  l)o  demolish'd. 

Lxxni. 

I He  was  **frec  to  confesa** — (whence  comes  this  phrase? 

I I Is't  English?  No— 'tis  only  parliamentar}*) 

I That  innovation's  spirit  now-a-days 

I Had  made  more  progress  than  for  the  last  century. 

I He  would  not  tread  a factious  path  to  praise, 

I ; Though  for  the  public  weal  disposed  to  venture  high ; 

II  As  for  hU  place,  be  could  hut  say  this  of  It, 

I ' That  the  fatigue  was  greater  than  the  profit. 

I I.X.XIV, 

I Heaven,  and  his  friends,  knew  that  a private  life 
I Had  ever  been  his  sole  and  whole  ambition  ; 

, But  could  he  quit  his  king  In  times  of  strife, 

^^Tilch  threaten’d  the  whole  country  with  perdition  ? 
;j  When  demagogues  would  with  a butcher's  knife 
I Cut  tbmughand  through  (oh ! damnable  tncUlon!) 

I The  Qonllan  or  the  Ceordi-nn  knot,  whose  strings 
Have  tied  together  commons,  lords,  and  kings. 

I LXXV. 

I Sooner  come  place  Into  the  civil  list  [keep  It, 
And  champion  him  to  the  utmost' — " he  would 
I Till  duly  disappointed  or  dismiss’d: 
jj  Profit  he  cared  not  for,  let  others  reap  it; 

I But  should  the  day  come  when  place  cea.sed  to  exist, 

I The  country  would  have  far  more  cause  to  weep  it: 

: For  how  could  it  go  on  ? Explain  who  can  ! 
j /fe  gloried  in  the  name  of  Englishman. 

I j * Rather  than  »o.  come,  fate,  Into  the  lUt, 

: j And  champkxt  me  to  the  utterance.*'  — Mac&fiA. 
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I lxxH  j 

I He  was  as  Independent  — ay,  much  more — ' 

Than  those  who  were  not  paid  for  Independence,  j 

As  common  soldiers,  or  a common shore. 

Have  in  their  several  arts  or  parts  ascendance 
O'er  the  irregulars  In  lust  or  gore, 

Mlto  do  not  give  professional  nttemlance. 

Thus  on  the  mob  all  statesmen  are  as  eager 
To  prove  their  pride,  as  footmen  to  a beggar. 

LXXVII. 

I All  this  (save  the  last  stanza)  Henry  said,  I 

I And  thought.  I say  no  more  — I’ve  said  toomueb;  ' 

I For  all  of  tis  have  either  heard  or  read — I 

I Off — or  H/mn  the  hustings  — aome  slight  such  I 

! Hints  from  the  Independent  heart  or  head 
I Of  the  official  candidate.  Til  touch 
I No  more  on  this— the  dinner-bell  hath  rung, 

! And  grace  U said  ; the  grace  I »hould  have  $ung— 

\ Lxxvin.  1 

1 But  I’m  too  late,  and  therefore  must  make  play.  ' 

I ’Twas  a great  banquet,  such  as  Albion  old 
; Was  wont  to  boost  — as  If  a glutton's  tray  ■ 

I Were  something  very  glorious  to  behold. 

But  'twas  a public  feast  and  public  day,  — 

Quite  full,  right  dull,  guests  hot,  and  dishes  cold, 

Great  plent)*,  much  formality,  small  cheer, 

Aud  everyt^y  out  of  their  own  sphere. 

LXXIX. 

I The  squires  familiarly  formal,  and  I 

. Hy  lords  and  ladies  proudly  condescending ; i 

The  very  servants  puzzling  how  to  hand  | 

Tbeirplatcs — without  itrolght  betoomuch bending  | 
From  their  high  places  by  the  sideboard’s  stand  — 

Yet,  like  their  masters,  fearful  of  offending.  I 

I For^y  deviation  from  the  graces  i 

I Might  cost  both  man  and  master  too — their  piaett. 
j LXXX. 

! There  were  some  hunters  bold,  and  coursers  keen,  j 
. Whose  bounds  ne'er  err’d,  nor  gre)-bounds  deign'd 

to  lurch : I 

Some  deadly  shots  too,  Septembrlxers,  seen  ' 

Earliest  to  rise,  and  lut  to  quit  the  search  ' 

Of  the  poor  partridge  through  hU  stubble  screen.  j 
I There  were  some  massy  members  of  the  church,  i 
Taken  of  tithes  and  makers  of  good  matches,  ! 

And  several  who  sung  fewer  psalms  than  catches.  | 
LXXXI.  i 

There  were  some  country  wags  too— and,  alas!  | 

Some  exiles  from  the  town,  who  had  been  driven 
. To  gaze,  instead  of  pavement,  u]K>n  grass, 

I And  rise  at  nine  In  lieu  of  long  eleven. 

' A lid  lo  ! upon  that  day  it  came  to  pass, 

I I sate  next  that  o'erwbelmlng  son  of  heaven, 

I The  very  powerful  parson,  Peter  Pith,* 

The  loudest  wit  1 e'er  was  deafen'd  with. 

Lxxxii.  : 

I knew  him  in  his  livelier  London  days, 

A brilliant  diner  out,  though  but  a curate, 

And  not  a Joke  he  cut  but  earn'd  its  praise. 

Until  preferment,  coming  at  a sure  rate, 

(O  Providence!  how  wondrous  arc  thy  ways! 

Who  would  suppose  thy  gifts  sometimes  obdurate  ?) 
Gave  him,  to  lay  the  devil  who  looks  o'er  Lincoln, 

A fat  fen  vicanig>%  and  nought  to  think  on. 

* rQurry.  SrrfncirSNw'zA.auchor  or  Peter  riiroley't  LcUen? 

— Priutert  Devil.) 
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Lxxxm. 

Hh  joke*  were  sennon*,  and  hi*  sermons  joke* ; 

But  both  were  thrown  away  amongst  the  fom ; 

For  wit  hath  no  great  friend  In  aguish  folks. 

No  lotigcr  ready  ear*  and  *liort-hand  pen* 

Imbibed  the  gay  bon-raot,  or  happy  hoax : 

The  poor  priest  was  reduced  to  common  sense, 

Or  to  coarse  efforts  very  loud  and  long, 

To  hammer  a hoarse  laugh  from  the  thick  thn)ng. 
LXXXIV. 

There  ts  a difference,  says  the  song,  **  between 
A beggar  and  a queen  •/’  or  wa»  (of  late 
The  latter  worse  U'^l  of  the  two  we’ve  seen-— 

But  we’ll  say  nothing  of  affairs  of  state) ; 

A difference  “ ’twixt  a bishop  and  a dean,” 

A difference  between  crockery  ware  an<!  plate, 

A*  bc^vecn  Knglish  beef  and  Spartan  broth— 

And  yet  great  heroes  have  been  bred  bj’  both. 
LXXXV. 

But  of  all  nature’*  diacrepande*,  none 

UtKin  the  whole  Is  greater  than  the  difference 
Beheld  between  the  country  and  the  town. 

Of  which  the  latter  merits  every  preference 
From  those  who  have  few  resource*  of  their  own, 
And  only  think,  or  act,  or  feel,  with  reference 
To  some  small  plan  of  interest  or  ambition  — 

Both  which  are  limited  to  no  condition. 

LXXXVI. 

But  “ cn  avant !”  The  light  loves  languish  o’er 
Ix>ng  bauquets  and  too  many  guests  althf.ugh 
A slight  rv>pa*t  make*  people  love  much  more, 
Bacchus  and  Ceres  being,  as  wc  know. 

Even  from  our  grammar  upwards  friends  of  yore 
With  vivifying  Venus  *,  who  doth  owe 
To  these  the  invention  of  champagne  and  truffles ; 
Temperance  delights  her,  but  lung  fasting  ruffle*. 
LXXXVIL 

Dully  pofs’do’er  thedinnerof  the  day; 

AikI  Juan  took  his  place,  he  knew  not  where. 
Confused,  in  the  confusion,  and  distrait. 

And  sitting  a*  if  nail’d  upon  hi*  chair: 

Thouah  knives  and  fork*  clank’d  round  as  In  a fray. 
Me  seem'd  unconscious  of  all  passing  there. 

Till  some  one,  with  a groan,  exprest  a wish 
(Unheeded  twice)  to  have  a fin  of  fish. 

LXXX\TII. 

On  which,  at  the  third  asking  of  the  banns, 

He  starled ; and  perceiving  nnile*  around 
Broadening  to  grins,  he  colour’d  more  than  once. 
And  hxstity— as  nothing  can  nmfound 
A wise  man  more  than  laughter  from  a dunce — 
Inflicte<l  on  the  dish  a deadly  wound, 

And  with  such  hurrj',  that,  ere  he  could  curb  It, 

He  h:ul  paid  hb  neighbour’s  prayer  with  half  a turbot. 
LXXXIX. 

This  was  no  bad  mistake,  as  It  occurr’d, 

The  supplirator  being  an  amateur ; 

But  others,  who  were  left  with  scarce  a third. 

Were  angry — as  they  well  might,  to  be  sure, 

They  wonder’d  how  a young  man  so  ah<»unl 
Lord  Henry  at  hi*  table  should  endure  ; 

And  this,  and  his  not  knowing  how  much  oats 
Had  fallen  last  market,  cost  his  host  three  votes. 

• Thi*re  *f  a diffprenre  between  a beggar  and  a queea  ; 

And  I *U  tell  you  the  reaaua  why ; 


They  little  knew,  or  might  have  sympathised. 

That  he  the  night  before  had  seen  a ghost, 

A prologue  which  but  slightly  harmonised  • 
vnth  the  substantial  company  engross'd 
By  matter,  and  so  much  materUltsed, 

I Tliat  one  scarce  knew  at  what  to  marvel  most 
Of  two  things — how  (the  question  rather  odd  U) 
Such  bodies  could  have  soul*,  or  soul*  such  bodies. 
XCI. 

But  what  confused  him  more  than  smile  or  stare. 
From  all  the  ’squire*  and  ’squiresse*  around. 

Who  wonder’d  at  the  abstraction  of  his  air, 

' Especially  as  he  had  been  renown'U 
For  some  vivacity  among  the  fair, 
t Even  In  the  country  circle’s  narrow  bound  — 

(For  little  thing*  upon  my  lord’s  estate 
I Were  good  small  talk  for  others  still  less  great) — 

I xcn. 

! Was,  that  he  caught  Aurora’s  eye  on  his, 

And  somethin^  like  a smile  upon  her  cheek. 

I Now  this  he  rrally  rather  took  amiss  ; 

I In  tho*e  who  rarely  smile,  their  smile  bespeaks 
j A strong  external  motive ; and  in  this 
I Smile  of  Aurora’s  there  wa*  nought  to  pique, 

I Or  hope,  or  love,  with  any  of  (he  wiles 
Which  some  pretend  to  trace  In  ladles’  smiles. 

I XCIIL 

i 'Twas  a mere  quiet  smile  of  contemplation. 
Indicative  of  some  surprise  and  pity ; 

.\nd  Juan  grew  carnation  with  vexation. 

Which  was  not  very  wise,  and  still  less  witty. 
Since  he  had  gain’d  at  least  her  observation, 

A most  important  outwork  of  the  city — 

A*  Jiuui  should  liavc  known,  had  not  hi*  senses 
By  last  night’s  ghost  been  driven  from  their  defences, 
XCIV. 

But  what  wa*  bail,  she  did  not  blush  in  turn. 

Nor  seem  embarrass'd — quite  the  contrary; 

Her  a*i>ect  wa*  a*  usiwl,  still  — not  stem  — 

And  she  withilrcw,  but  cast  not  down,  her  eye, 

Tel  grew  a little  pale — with  what  ? concern  ? 

I know  not ; but  her  colour  ne’er  was  high  — 
Though  sometime*  faintly  flush'd — and  alwav*s  cIcat, 
As  deep  sens  in  a sunny  atmosphere, 

XCV. 

But  Adeline  wa*  oenipied  by  fame 

This  day;  and  watching,  witching,  condescending 
To  the  consumer*  of  fish,  fowl,  and  game. 

And  dignity  with  courtesy  so  blending. 

As  all  m\i"t  blend  whose  part  it  is  to  aim 
' (Especially  a*  the  sixth  year  is  ending) 

At  their  lord's,  son’s,  or  simILar  connection** 

Safe  conduct  through  the  rocks  of  re-elections. 

I XCVI. 

Though  this  wa*  most  expedient  on  the  whole 
And  iKiud  — Juan,  when  he  cast  a glance 
On  Adeline  while  playing  her  grand  role, 

Whieh  she  went  through  as  though  it  were  a dance. 
Betraying  only  now  and  then  her  soul 
By  a look  scarce  perceptibly  askance 
(Of  wcarlnes*  or  scorn),  began  to  feel 
Some  doubt  how  much  of  Adeline  was  rtalf 

A uu«en  does  not  swagger,  nor  fret  drunk  like  a b^gar. 
Nor  Ik*  half  no  merry  m I,’*  Ac.) 

> (Sine  Cerereet  Baerho  friget  Venus..— Adao.] 
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1 xcvn. 

I So  well  she  acted  all  and  every  part 
|,  By  turns  — with  that  vivacious  versatility. 

].  Winch  many  people  take  for  want  of  bean. 

They  err  — 'tls  merely  what  U call’d  mobility,* 
j A thln^  of  temperament  and  not  of  art, 

[ Thoui;h  seeming  so,  from  its  supposed  facility ; | 

And  false  — though  true ; for  surely  they’re  sinccrest,  I 
.1  \\  ho  are  strongly  acted  on  by  what  U nearest.  I 

’ XCVUI.  ! 

This  makes  your  actors,  artl^ta.  and  romancers,  | 
Heroes  sometimes,  though  seldom  — sages  never:  j 

But  speakers,  bards,  diplomatists,  and  dancen,  I 

Little  that’s  great,  but  much  of  what  Is  clever; 
Most  orators,  but  verj*  few  financiers, 

Though  all  Kxchequer  chancellors  endeavour,  ! 
I Of  late  years,  to  dlspenw  with  Cocker’s  rigour^ 

And  grow  quite  figurative  with  their  flgurvi. 

XCVL 

The  poets  of  arithmetic  are  they 

Who.  though  they  prove  not  two  and  two  to  be 
I Five,  as  they  might  do  in  a modest  way. 

' Have  plainly  marie  it  out  that  four  arc  three, 

I Judging  by  what  they  take,  and  what  they  pay. 

: The  Sinking  Fund's  unfatht*mJiblc  sea. 

That  most  unliquUlating  liquid,  leaves 
The,  debt  unsunk,  yet  sinks  all  it  reedve*. 

C. 

('  While  Adeline  dispcnsotl  her  airs  and  graces 
! 1 The  fair  Fiti-Fulkc  seem’d  very  much  at  ease  • 
j , Though  too  well  bred  to  quia  men  to  their  fhocs, 

Tier  laughing  blue  eyes  with  a glance  could  sc  Lac 
The  ridicules  of  people  In  all  places  — 

{ That  honey  of  your  fashionable  bees  — 
r An<I  store  it  up  for  mischievous  ei\jo>Tnent; 
j:  And  this  at  present  was  her  kind  eraployinent. 

Cl. 

i ; However,  the  day  closed,  as  rimj-s  must  close ; 

The  evening  also  waned  — and  coffee  came. 

I Kach  carriage  was  announced,  and  ladies  rose. 

And  cuits}dng  off,  as  curtsies  country  dame, 

. Hetired  : with  most  unlashionable  bows 
1 Their  docile  cs<|uires  also  did  the  same, 

{ > Delighted  with  their  dinner  and  their  host, 

; But  with  the  l>ady  Adeline  the  most. 

!i  cu. 

; Some  praised  her  beauty ; others  her  great  grace ; 

( The  warmth  of  her  politeness,  whose  sincerity 

I ‘ Wm  obvious  In  each  feature  of  her  face, 

I Whose  traits  were  radiant  with  the  rays  of  verity, 
j ' Yes ; iA«  was  truly  worthy  her  high  place  1 
: 1 No  one  could  envy  her  deserved  prosperity. 

' 1 And  then  her  dress  — what  beautiful  simplicity 
I Dmperied  her  form  with  curious  felicity  M 

II  cm. 

I Meanwhile  sweet  Adeline  deserved  their  praises. 

I By  an  impartial  Indemnification 

, For  all  her  pa«t  exertion  and  soft  phrases, 
l'  lu  a most  edifying  conversadon, 

; i In  French  **  mohiUie.**  I am  not  sure  that  mobility  It 
j ' English  t ImU  it  it  exorruirr  of  a qitality  which  rUher  beiungt 
I to  other  eUnwtr*.  tnmifch  it  1*  aomrtnnM  teen  to  a gn.wt  ex* 

' tent  in  our  own.  U may  br  defined  at  an  exceitire  tuscepti- 
il  biUtyof  iramedlate  ImpreMkmt— at  the  tame  Unie  without 
I /otrn^  the  patt:  and  It.  thoUKh  tumetlpiet  ajrparently  uiefui 
I to  the  potsemr.  a most  painfw  and  unhappy  attribute. — [Thirt 
‘ Lord  byroti  not  fully  aware  not  only  of  U«c  atiumlAnre  of  this 
I quality  m his  own  tuture,  but  of  the  danger  to  which  it  placed 

I!  c)intl«'tency  and  tlnglenett  of  character,  ithl  not  require  tbit 
' oota  to  assure  you.  The  cotudousoett,  indccil,  or  hit  own 

^1^ 


Which  turn’d  upon  their  late  guests’  miens  and  faces,  | 
And  fumilies.  even  to  the  relation  ; j 

Their  hideous  wives,  their  horrid  selves  and  dresH^  ' 
And  truculont  distortion  of  their  tn-sses.  ^ 

CIV.  \ 

True,  she  raid  little  — ’twas  the  rest  that  broke  ! 

Forth  into  universal  epigram ; J 

But  then ’t  was  to  the  purpose  what  she  spoke : 

Like  Addison's  **  faint  praise  3,”  so  wont  to  damn,  j ^ 
Her  own  but  sers  ed  to  set  off  every  joke, 

As  music  chimes  in  with  a mclodnime.  ' 

How  sweet  the  ta.-^k  to  shield  an  alrwnt  friend  ! I 

1 a.ck  but  this  (ff  mine,  to not  defend.  * i 

CV.  j 

There  were  but  two  exceptions  to  this  keen  [ 

Skirmish  of  wits  o’er  the  deparlerl ; one 
Aurora,  with  her  pure  and  placid  mien ; ! 

And  Juan,  too.  in  general  behind  none 
In  gay  remark  on  what  he  had  heard  or  seen, 

Sate  silent  now,  bis  usual  s|drits  gone: 

In  vain  he  heard  the  others  rail  or  rally,  | 

He  would  not  join  them  In  a single  sally. 

CVI. 

*Tls  true  he  .s.aw  Aurora  look  as  though  I 

She  approved  his  silence  ; she  perhaps  mistook  || 
Its  motive  for  that  charity  we  owe  i 

But  si'Idom  pay  the  absent,  nor  would  look 
Farther;  It  might  or  It  might  not  be  so. 

But  Juan,  sitting  .silent  in  his  nook. 

Observing  little  in  his  reverie. 

Yet  saw  this  much,  which  he  was  glad  to  sec. 

eVIL  I 

The  gh<Mt  at  least  bad  done  him  this  much  good,  ^ 
In  making  him  as  silent  as  a ghost. 

If  In  the  circumstances  which  ensued 

11c  gain’d  esteem  where  It  was  worth  the  moat ; 

And  certainly  Aurora  had  renew’d 

In  him  some  feelings  be  had  lately  lost, 

Or  harden’d ; feelings  which,  perhai>s  ideal,  | 

Arc  so  divine,  that  1 roii.st  deem  them  real:  — | 

CVIIL  ! 

The  love  of  higher  things  and  better  days ; f 

The  unbounded  hope,  and  heavenly  ignorance  j 

Of  what  Is  call'd  the  world,  and  the  world's  ways;  i 
The  momenta  when  we  gather  from  a glance 
More  joy  than  from  all  future  pride  or  praise, 

Wliich  kindle  manhood,  but  can  ne'er  entrance 
The  heart  in  an  cxlateoce  of  its  own, 

Of  which  another’s  bosom  is  the  sonc. 

CIX. 

Who  would  not  sigh  Ai  at  ra* 

That  hath  a memory,  or  that  had  a heart  ? 

Alas ! her  star  must  Me  like  that  of  Dian  ; 

Bay  fades  on  ray,  as  years  on  years  depart. 

Anacreon  only  had  the  soul  to  tie  an 

Unwithcring  myrtle  round  the  unblunted  dart 
Of  Eros : but  though  thou  hast  play’d  us  many  tricks, 
Still  we  respect  thee,  “ Alma  Venus  Genetrix 

nAtiira!  tendency  to  yield  ibas  to  every  chaoce  inrprewion, 
and  change  with  every  patting  impuite.  «at  not  only  fur  ever 
preemt  In  hit  mind,  but  bad  the  effert  of  keriiing  him  In  that 
general  line  of  cooautrncy.  on  certain  great  lubjecU,  which  ha 
continued  to  preterre  throughout  life.  *— Mouat.} 

* **  Curiou  felicitas.” — raTRuNius  Aibitir. 

» [“  Damn  with  faint  praite.  assent  with  dri]  leer. 

And  without  soearing,  teach  tli«  rest  to  sneer." 

Poet  pa  M4dtom.} 

4 [ «•  genetrix  hominum,  dl«Oroquc  volujjtaa, 

Alma  Venus!".- Lccarr.  lib.  L] 

3 C 4 


Digitized  by  Google 


=0 


760 


BYRON  S WORKS. 


CX. 

And  full  of  MatlmenU.  fublime  as  billows 

Heaving  between  thU  world  and  worlds  bejrond, 
l>on  Juan,  when  the  midnight  hour  of  pillows 
Arrived,  retired  to  bit ; but  to  despond 
Bather  than  rest  Instead  of  poppies,  willows 
>Vavcd  o’er  hi^  couch  j he  meditated,  fond 
Of  those  sweet  bitter  thoughts  which  banish  sleep. 
And  nuke  the  worldling  sneer,  the  youngling  weep. 

CXL 

The  night  was  as  before  : he  was  undrest, 

Sa\ing  his  nightgown,  which  is  an  undress ; 
t>)mplctcly  **  sans  culotte,”  and  without  vest ; 

In  short,  he  hardly  could  be  clothed  with  less : 
But  apprehensive  of  bis  spectral  guest. 

He  sate  with  feelings  awkward  to  express 
(By  those  who  have  not  had  such  risitatioDs), 
Expectant  of  the  ghost's  fresh  operations. 

CXIL 

And  not  in  vain  he  listen’d ; — ' Hush  I what  *s  that  ? 

I see  — 1 see  — Ah,  no ! — t is  not  <->yet  *t  to  ~ 
Yepowers]  It  is  the-— the  — the  — Pooh!  the  cat! 

The  devil  may  take  that  stealthy  pace  of  bis  I 
So  like  a spirltiuU  plt-a*pat. 

Or  tiptoe  of  an  anutory  Miss, 

Gliding  the  first  time  to  a rendexvous. 

And  dreading  the  chaste  echoes  of  her  shoe. 

CXIII. 

Again — what  to 't?  The  wind  ? Ho,  no, — this  time 
It  to  the  sable  Friar  as  before. 

With  awful  footsteps  regular  as  rhyme. 

Or  (as  rhj'mes  may  be  In  these  days)  much  more. 
Again  through  shadows  of  the  night  sublime, 

When  deep  sleep  fell  on  men,  and  the  world  wore 
The  starry  darkness  round  her  like  a girdle 
Spangled  with  gems  — the  monk  made  hit  blood  curdle. 

CXIY. 

A noise  like  to  wet  fingers  drawn  on  glass,  > 

Mliich  sets  the  teeth  on  edge ; and  a slight  clatter, 
Like  showers  which  on  the  midnight  gusts  will  pass. 
Sounding  like  very  supernatural  water. 

Came  over  Juan's  car,  which  throbb'd,  alas  I 
For  immaterialism 's  a serious  matter ; 

So  that  even  those  whose  fidth  Is  the  most  great 
In  souls  immortal,  shun  them  tete>4-tcte. 

CXV. 

Were  his  eyes  open  ? — Tes  f and  his  mouth  too. 

Surpiise  has  this  effect  — to  make  one  dumb. 

Yet  leave  the  gate  which  eloquence  slips  through 
As  wide  as  if  a long  speech  were  to  come. 

High  and  more  nigh  the  awful  echoes  drew, 
Tremendous  to  a mortal  tympanum : 

His  eyes  were  open,  and  (as  was  before 

Stated)  his  mouth.  What  open'd  next  ? ~ the  door. 

CXVI. 

It  open’d  with  a most  infernal  creak, 

Like  that  of  hell.  *'  Lasclate  ogni  speranxa 
Yoi  ch*  entrate ! " The  hinge  seemed  to  speak, 
Dreadful  as  Dante's  rhima,  or  this  stanxa ; 

Or  — hut  all  words  upon  such  themes  are  weak : 

A single  shade  *s  sufflclent  to  entrance  a 
Hero  — for  what  is  substance  to  a spirit  ? 

Or  how  is 't  maUer  trembles  to  come  near  it  ? 

* See  the  account  of  the  gtioit  of  the  uncle  of  Prince 
Charto*  of  Saxony,  raised  by  Schroepfer Kari~  Karl  — 
was  woUst  du  mlt  micb  ? *' 


CXVU.  I! 

The  door  flew  wide,  not  swiftly,.—  but,  as  fly  t 

The  sea-gulls,  with  a steady,  sober  flight  — | 

And  then  swung  back ; nor  close  — but  stood  awry,  I 
Half  letting  in  long  shadows  on  the  light. 

Which  stiU  in  Juan's  candlesticks  bum'd  high, 

For  he  bad  two,  both  tolerably  bright. 

And  in  the  door-way,  darkening  darkness,  stood 
The  sable  Friar  in  his  solemn  hood. 

CXYUI. 

Don  Juan  shook,  as  erst  he  had  been  shaken 

The  night  before;  but  being  sick  of  shaking,  [. 
He  first  inclined  to  think  he  bad  been  mistaken  ; 

And  then  to  be  ashamed  of  such  mistaking ; 1 1 

His  own  internal  ghost  began  to  awaken  I 

Within  him,  and  to  quell  his  corporal  quaking  — 
Hinting  that  soul  and  body  on  the  whole 
Were  odds  against  a disembodied  soul. 

CXIX. 

And  then  his  dread  grew  wrath,  and  hto  wnitb  fierce. 
And  be  arose,  advanced — the  shade  retreated  ; 

But  Juan,  eager  now  the  truth  to  pierce, 

Follow'd,  his  veins  no  longer  cold,  but  heated, 
Resolved  to  thrust  the  mystery  carte  and  tierce. 

At  whatever  risk  of  being  defeated : | 

The  ghost  stopp’d,  menaced,  then  retired,  until  I 

He  reach'd  the  ancient  wall,  then  stood  stone  still.  j 

cxx.  ! 

Juan  put  forth  one  arm  — Eternal  powers  { | 

• It  touch'd  no  soul,  nor  body,  but  the  wull. 

On  which  the  moonbeams  fell  in  silvery  showers,  | 
Chequer’d  with  all  the  tracery  of  the  ball ; ' 

He  shudder'd,  as  no  doubt  the  bravest  cowers  I 

When  be  can't  tell  what’t  U that  doth  appal. 

How  odd,  a tingle  hobgoblin’s  nonentity 
Should  cause  more  fear  than  awbolc  host's  identity  ! 
eXXL 

But  still  the  shade  remain'd : the  blue  eyes  glared. 

And  rather  variably  for  stony  death  ; 

Yet  one  thing  rather  good  the  grave  had  .spared. 

The  ghost  had  a remarkably  sweet  breath  : 

A straggling  curl  show’d  be  had  been  tair-bair’d  ; 

A red  lip,  with  two  rows  of  pearls  beneath. 

Gleam'd  forth,  as  through  the  casement's  ivy  shroud 
The  moon  i>eep’d,  just  escaped  from  a grey  cloud. 
CXXIl. 

And  Juan,  puxsled,  but  still  curious,  thrust 
His  other  arm  forth  — Wonder  upon  wonder ! 

It  press’d  upon  a hard  but  glowing  bust, 

Which  beat  as  if  there  was  a warm  heart  under. 

He  found,  as  people  on  roost  trials  must. 

That  he  had  made  at  first  a silly  blunder, 

And  that  In  his  confusion  he  bad  caught 
Only  the  wall,  instead  of  what  he  sought 

cxxni. 

The  ghost,  if  ghost  it  were,  seem'd  a sweet  soul 
As  ever  lurk’d  beneath  a holy  hood : 

A dimpled  chin,  a neck  of  ivor>*.  stole 

Forth  into  something  much  like  flesh  and  blood  ; 

Back  fell  the  table  frock  and  dreary  cowl, 

And  tbey  reveal'd  — alas  I that  e'er  they  should  ! 

In  full,  voluptuous,  hut  not  o'ergrown  bulk. 

The  phantom  of  her  frolic  Grace  — FiU-Fulke  I 
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I CANTO  THE  FIRST. 

' Note  [A].— Battle  Of  Talavera.  Seep.  9. 

*•  To  feed  tke  eroie  on  Talatvra't  plain, 

AndJeriiU%e  tiujUtd  that  each  pretends  to  gain.'* 

StnnxE  All. 

We  think  It  right  to  ro*tore  here  • note  which  Lord  Djroa 
bimtelf  aupprctied  with  reluctance,  at  the  urgent  request  of  a 
friend.  It  alludes,  inter  aiia,  to  the  then  rcccBt  publlcailoo  of 
Sir  Walter  Scott's  **  Vision  of  Don  Roderick,”  ol  which  work 
the  profits  had  been  haruisomeljr  given  to  the  cause  of  Portu- 
guese patriotlsiD :— **  We  hare  heard  wonders  of  the  Portu- 
guese latelj’,  and  their  gallantry.  Prajr  Heaven  U continue  1 
yet  * would  It  were  bed-time,  Hal,  and  all  were  well  I*  They 
must  fight  agreat  many  hours,  by  ‘ Shrewsbury  clock,'  before 
the  number  of  their  slain  equals  that  of  our  countrjtnen 
butchered  by  these  kind  creatures,  now  metamorphosed  Into 
• ca^adorcs,'  and  what  not  I merely  state  a fact,  not  confined 
to  Portugal ; for  In  Sicily  and  Malta  we  are  knocked  on  the 
head  at  a handsome  average  nightly,  and  uot  a Sicilian  or 
Maltese  Is  ever  punished  1 The  neglect  of  protection  Is  dis- 
graceful to  our  government  and  governors  ; for  the  murders 
are  as  notorious  as  the  moon  tint  shines  upon  them,  and  the 
apathy  that  overlooks  them.  The  Portuguese,  it  Is  to  be 
hoped,  are  compllroented  with  the  • Forlorn  Hope,'— If  the 
cowards  are  become  brave  (like  the  rest  of  tbelr  kind,  In  a 
comer],  pray  let  them  rtitpUy  It.  But  there  is  a subscription 
for  these  ' A(«#v4sik«i,'  (they  need  not  be  ashamed  of  the 
epithet  once  applied  to  the  Spartans)  i and  all  the  charitable 
patronymics,  from  ostentatious  A.  to  diffident  Z.,  and  I/.  Is.  Od. 
from  ' An  admirer  of  Valour,*  are  In  requisition  for  the  lists 
St  Lloyd's,  and  the  honour  of  British  benevolence.  Well ! we 
have  fought,  and  subscribed,  and  bestowed  peerages,  and 
buried  the  killed  by  our  friends  and  foes  ; and.  lo  I all  this  it 
to  be  done  over  again  I Like  J.ien  Chi  (in  Goldsmith's 
Citlsen  of  the  World)  as  we  * grow  older,  we  grow  never 
the  better.'  It  S’ould  be  plesvant  to  leom  who  will  subscribe 
for  us.  In  or  about  the  year  181A,  and  what  nation  will  send 
fUlv  thousand  men,  first  to  be  decimated  In  the  capital,  and 
then  decimated  again  (in  the  Irish  fashion,  sifisc  out  of  ten) 
in  the  * bed  of  honour ; ' which,  as  Seriesnt  Kite  says,  is  con- 
siderably larger  and  more  commodious  than  * the  bed  of 
Ware.'  Then  they  must  luve  a poet  to  write  the  * Vision  of 
Don  Perceval,'  and  generously  bestow  the  profits  of  the  well 
•nd  widely  printed  quarto,  to  rebuild  the  * Backwynd  * and 
the  * Canongate,*  or  furnish  new  kilts  for  the  half-roasted 
Highlanders.  Lord  Welliogtou,  however,  has  enacted 

I marvels : and  so  did  his  orirnUl  brother.  «-hom  I saw  cha- 
rioteering over  the  French  flag,  and  beard  clipping  bad 
Sponlsb,  after  listening  to  the  s|>eecb  of  a patriotic  cobbler  of 
Cadlt,  on  the  event  of  hU  own  entry  into  that  city,  and  the 
ealt  of  some  five  thoutaml  bold  Britons  out  of  this  ‘ best  of 
all  possible  »-orIJs.’  Sorely  were  we  purxied  how  to  dispose 
of  that  same  victory  of  Talarera  ; and  a victory  It  surely  was 
■ somewhere,  for  everybo«ly  claimed  it.  The  Spanish  despatch 
and  mob  called  U Cuesu't,  and  made  no  great  mention  of 
* the  VUcomit ; the  French  called  It  theirs  ( to  my  great  discom* 
flture. for  a French  consul  stopped  my  mouth  in  Greece 


srlth  apestilent  Palis  Gazette.  Just  as  I hadkiUed  Sebastlana  ; 
' In  buckram,'  and  King  Joseph  * In  Kendal  green  ’)  — and 
we  have  not  >*et  determined  tekat  to  call  it.  or  trhose ; for, 
certes,  it  was  none  of  our  own.  Howbeit,  Massena't  retreat 
is  a great  comfort ; and  as  m*e  have  not  been  in  the  hatiit  of 
pursuing  for  some  years  past,  no  wonder  wc  ore  a little 
awkward  at  first.  Ko  doubt  we  shall  improve ; or,  If  not,  we 
have  only  to  take  to  our  old  way  of  retrograding,  and  there 
we  are  at  home.” 


CANTO  THE  SECOND. 

Note  [A].  — Removal  or  tub  Woees  of  Art  from 
Athens.  Seep.  17. 

” Jha  most  tMe  modem  Piet*s  ignoble  boast. 

To  rite  trkaf  G<db,  arsd  Tiurk,  and  Time  hath  spared.'* 
Stanza  xii. 

At  this  moment  (January  1,  1810),  besides  what  has  been 
already  deposited  In  London,  an  Hydriot  vessei  is  in  the 
Pyreui  to  reodve  every  portable  relic.  Thus,  os  I heard  a 
young  Greek  observe.  In  common  with  many  of  his  country- 
men — for.  tost  as  they  are.  they  yet  feel  on  this  occasion  — 
thus  may  Lord  Elgin  boast  of  having  ruined  Athens.  An 
Italian  painter  of  the  first  eminence,  namnl  Lnsieri.  Is  the 
agent  of  devastation ; and  like  the  GrcckyTisdcr  of  Verres  lo 
Sicily,  who  followed  the  some  profession,  he  has  proved  the 
able  instrument  of  plunder.  Between  this  artist  and  the 
French  Consul  Fauvel,  who  wishes  to  rescue  the  remains 
for  hli  own  government,  there  Is  now  a violent  dispute  coo- 
ceming  a car  employed  in  their  conveyance,  the  wheel  of 
which  — I wish  they  were  both  broken  u|>on  it  t — has  been 
locked  up  by  the  Consul,  and  Lusierl  has  laid  his  complaint 
before  the  Waywoda.  Lord  Elgin  has  been  extremely  happy 
In  his  choice  of  Signor  I.ufterL  During  a residence  of  ten 
years  In  Athens,  he  never  had  the  curiosity  to  proceed  as 
far  as  Sunlum  (now  Cape  Colonna).  till  he  accompanied 
us  in  our  second  excursion.  However,  his  works,  os  Car  as 
they  go,  are  most  bcantifbl:  but  they  are  almost  all  un- 
finished While  he  and  his  patrons  confine  themselves  to 
t%sring  medals,  appredatlug  cameos,  sketching  columns,  and 
cheapening  gems,  their  little  absurdities  are  as  harmless  as 
Insect  or  fox-hunting,  maiden  speechirying,  barouche-driving^  : 
or  any  such  pastime : but  when  they  carry  away  three  or  four  ' 
shiploads  of  the  roost  valuable  and  massy  rrltcs  that  time  and 
barbarism  have  left  to  the  most  injured  and  roost  celebrated 
of  dties ; when  they  destroy,  in  a vain  attempt  to  tear  down 
those  works  which  have  been  the  admiration  of  aget,  1 know 
no  motive  which  can  excuse,  no  name  which  can  designate 
the  perpetrators  of  tills  dastardly  devastation.  It  was  not  the 
least  of  the  crimes  laid  to  the  charge  of  Verrrs,  that  he  had 
plundered  Sicily,  in  the  manner  since  imitated  at  Athens. 
The  roost  unblushing  Impudence  could  hardly  go  farther 
than  to  affix  the  name  of  its  plunderer  to  the  walls  of  the 
Acropolis;  while  the  wanton  astd  useless  defacement  of  tho 
whole  range  of  tho  basso-relievos,  in  onocomi>artmeiit  of  the 
temple,  w ill  never  permit  that  name  to  be  pronounced  by  an 
observer  without  execration. 

On  this  occasion  I speak  impartially : I am  not  a collector 
or  admirer  of  coilectloos.  consequently  tto  rival  t but  I have 
some  early  preposeeeslon  In  favour  of  Greece,  and  do  nut 
think  the  honour  of  England  advanced  by  plunder,  whether 
of  India  or  Attica. 


Digitized  by  Google 


762 


li\  ROSS’  M OKKS. 


Another  noble  T.onJ  hat  ilone  better,  brca'aie  he  has  done 
leu  : hut  (ome  others,  more  or  less  noble,  7et  *’  all  honottr* 
able  men,’*  bare  done  frei/.  because,  after  a deal  of  extaration 
and  execration,  hiibcrr  to  the  Wnyvode,  mining  and 
couRtermioIni;.  they  have  done  nothing  at  all.  We  had  such 
Ink  shed,  and  wine  shed,  which  almost  ended  In  bloodshed  ! 
Lord  K.’s  **  prig  '*  — see  Jonathan  Wild  for  the  definition  of 
'*  prifgism  ” — quarrcU'd  with  another.  Oroptut^  hy  name 
(a  scry  good  name  too  for  his  Itutiness),  and  muttered  some* 
thing  about  satisfaction,  In  a verbal  answer  to  a note  of  the 
poor  Prussian : this  was  stated  at  table  to  (Iropius,  who 
latighed,  but  could  eat  no  dinner  alb>rwards.  'I'he  rivals 
were  not  reconciled  when  I left  Croecc.  { have  reason  to 
roinen)tser  their  squabidc,  fur  they-  wanted  to  make  luc  their 
arbitraiur. 


1 


Note  [B]. — Albania  ashthc  Albanians. 

See  p.  20. 

*•  Lniuf  <3/  J/battin  ! let  me  bend  mine  ryes 
Om  ikee,  thou  rugged  nwrsc  qf  taeage  men  f ” 

Ntanca  xxxril. 

Allsania  rumprbes  part  of  Macedonia,  Illyria,  (^haooU,  and 
Epirus.  Ukandor  is  the  Turkish  word  for  .Alexander ; and 
the  celebrated  Scanderlieg  (Lord  Alexander)  is  alluded  to 
in  Uio  tlilnl  and  fourth  lines  of  the  (hirty>rlghth  staozx  I 
do  not  know*  whether  I am  correct  in  making  Kcanderbeg 
the  countryman  of  Alexander,  who  was  bom  at  PcIU  in 
Macedun,  but  Mr.  Gibbon  terras  him  so,  and  adds  Py'rrhus 
lu  the  list,  in  speaking  of  his  exploits. 

Of  AlisanJa  Gibbon  remarks.  tluU  a country  **  within  sight 
of  Italy  is  less  known  than  the  Interior  of  America*'  Cir> 
cuDutances,  of  little  consequence  to  inentiuQ,  led  Mr.  llub* 
house  and  myself  into  that  country  before  we  visited  any 
other  ).art  of  the  Ottoman  dominions ; aitd  with  the  excep* 

. tion  of  Major  lA'skr.  then  offirialir  resident  at  Juannlna,  no 
other  Kogtishmen  have  ever  advanced  beyond  the  capital 
into  the  interior,  as  that  gentleman  very  lately  assured  me. 

Ail  Pacha  was  at  that  lime  (October.  lkO.»)  carrsring  on  war 
against  Ibraliim  Pa^va.  whom  lie  had  driven  to  Ikrat, 
a strong  fortress,  which  he  was  then  bcslering ; on  our 
arrival  at  Joannlna  we  were  invited  to  Tcpaleni,  bis  high* 
ness's  birthplace,  and  favourite  Serai,  only  one  day’s 
distance  from  Herat  ; al  this  juncture  the  Vizier  had  made 
it  his  haad*quartrrft.  After  some  stay  in  the  eapital,  we  ac* 
cordingly  followed  ; but  though  furnished  with  every  arcom* 
tnodation.  and  escorted  by  one  of  the  Vizier’s  seerriHries,  we 
were  nine  days  (on  account  of  the  rains)  in  accomplishiog  a 
Journey  which,  on  our  return,  barely  occupied  f‘iur.  On  our 
route  we  passe«l  two  cities,  Argyrocastro  and  LilsorlialK), 
apicirctitly  little  Inferior  to  Yanina  In  size ; and  no  pend]  or 
pen  can  ever  do  justice  to  the  scenery  In  the  v iclnity  of  Zitza 
and  Delvinachi,  the  frontier  village  of  Kplrus  and  Albania 
Prof>er. 

On  AllMUjta  and  Its  Inhabitants  1 am  imwIIHng  In  descant, 
because  this  will  be  done  so  much  better  !iy  my  felluw-tra- 
Teller.  in  a work  which  may  probably  precede  this  in  publica* 
tkm.  that  1 as  little  wisn  to  follow  as  I wotild  to  anticipate 
him.  But  tome  few  observations  ore  necessary  to  the  text. 

The  Amaouts.  or  Albanese,  struck  me  forcibly  by  their 
resemblance  to  the  Highlaitders  of  Scotland,  in  dress,  figure, 
and  manner  of  living.  Their  very  mountains  serrued  Cale- 
donian. with  a kinder  climate.  The  kilt,  thniigh  white  ; the 
spare,  active  form  ; their  dialect.  Critic  in  its  sound,  and  their 
hardy  habits,  all  carried  me  bark  to  Morven.  No  nation  are 
so  detesind  .md  dreaded  by  their  neighbours  as  the  Albanese  ; 
the  Greeks  harilly  regard  them  as  Chrivriani.  or  the  Turks 
as  Moslems ; and  in  fizrt  they  are  a mixture  of  both,  and 
sometimes  neither.  Their  habits  are  predatory  — all  are 

1 TKh  Wf.  liTBplniw 

*-r<et»ni(,  in  <i>hkt>  be . . . . , _ ....... . . 

...e*t>««d«sn<'itann(lhst  n>o»t  revpectsMeneme,  bcenirMMt>ng*t  tnuiiblc  I il  9r.  hat  aa^wnMit  fh«  *e*r«  th«  nune  at  bW  aseni ; and  tltawh 

diaianc-v  H>  the  wryn  of  hr.  Luderl..-  A tbisfttl  rf  hb  tr  aphie*  »«ideiatnad,  1 cannot  WBCtitoadwi’K  lartcif  fat  Wiar  r.«  m li»c<u*M«kea<r  to  ir.wir  Ian* 
and  I Mki*  conhoi’aMd,  at  t ofHianilnntc,  in  Ivl'i  f *n>  meat  haen  Is  * Lti'i'S  ■"  hnna  vac  of  Ihe  iir*l  lo  l«  UDUcrired.  tiadend,  1 ha«e  at'fea.w 

he  n*«  to  waltr,  ibal  “ ttii*  «a»  rM  in  bl*  hond:''UMt  he  watem  ' - ,».u  ..  i e.*.  .■ - . 

|.lo;«d  mWj  at  a poiiMcr,  and  that  hit  woljio  patton  iiwaivotaU  oowMCtM 


armed  ; ami  the  red>sltawled  Arnaouts,  the  Montenegrins. 
Chimartou,  and  Gegdes  are  treacherous ; the  others  differ 
somewhat  in  garb,  and  estentUIly  In  charartrr.  As  far  as 
luy  own  cNperienre  goes.  I can  speak  favourably.  I was 
attended  by  two,  an  Infidel  and  a Mussulman,  to  Cfiiiitaiiti- 
no;de  and  mory  other  part  of  Turkey  which  came  within  my 
ubservation;  and  more  faithfu]  in  peril,  or  indefatigable  in 
servire.  a^  rarely  to  lie  found.  Tlsc  Infidel  was  named 
ilasilius,  the  Mntietn,  Dervish  Taltiri ; the  former  a niaii  of 
middle  age,  and  the  laCer  about  my  own.  llatilius  was  strictly 
charged  by  AM  Pacha  In  person  lo  Attend  us;  and  Dervish 
was  one  of  fifty  who  accompanied  us  through  the  forests  of 
.Acamaula  to  the  banks  of  Arhelous,  and  onward  to  Messa* 
Inoghl  in  .Ctolia.  There  I took  him  into  my  own  sorvtce. 
and  never  had  occailun  to  rejn-ol  ft  till  the  niomettt  of  my 
departure. 

AVhen,  in  liil').  after  the  departure  of  my  friend  .Mr.  Ilob- 
housc  for  Hngl.a'.d,  1 was  seised  witii  a M'verv  fever  in  the 
Morea,  liirse  nren  saved  my  Ule  by  frightening  away  my 
physician,  whose  throat  thew  thrcalcoeil  to  cut  if  I «u  not 
cured  within  a given  time.  To  this  consolatory  assurance  of 
posthumous  retribution,  and  a resolute  refusal  of  Or.  Roma- 
nell's  prescriptions.  1 attributed  ray  recovery.  I had  left  my 
last  remaining  English  servant  al  .Athens  ; my  dragoman  was 
as  ill  as  myself,  nnd  my  jkmjt  Arnaouts  nursed  me  with  an 
attention  which  would  hare  d<me  honour  to  dvilisallon.  They 
had  a variety  of  »lvrntures;  for  the  .Moslem.  Dervish,  being 
n remarkably  handsome  man.  was  aiwayi  squabbling  with  the 
husbands  of  Athens ; Insomuch  that  four  of  the  principal 
Turks  paid  me  a visit  of  remonstranee  at  the  Convent,  on  the 
subject  of  his  having  taken  a woman  from  the  hath  — whom 
he  had  lawfully  bought,  however  — a thing  quite  contrary  to 
etiquette.  B.-uiliusalso  was  extremely  gallant  amongst  bis  own 
persuasion,  and  had  the  greatest  veneration  for  the  church, 
mixed  with  the  highest  contempt  of  churchmen,  whom  he 
cuffed  upon  occasion  in  a most  heterodox  manner.  Yet  he 
never  passed  a church  without  crossing  himself;  and  I re* 
member  the  risk  he  ran  In  entering  St.  Soidria,  In  Stambol. 
Iieeause  it  bad  ouce  been  a place  of  hU  worship.  On  reuioa- 
strating  with  him  on  his  Inctmtistent  procevHlings,  he  invari- 
ably answered.  “ Our  churrh  Is  holy,  our  priests  are  thieves ; ** 
and  then  he  crossed  himself  as  usual,  and  boxed  the  ears  of 
the  first  ••  papas  ^ who  refused  to  assist  in  any  required 
operation,  as  was  always  found  to  be  necessary  where  a priest 
bad  any  influence  with  the  Cogia  Dashi  of  his  village. 
Indeed,  a more  ahmidoned  race  of  miscreants  cannot  exist 
than  the  lower  orders  of  the  Creek  clergy. 

M hcn  preparatinm  w ere  ma«le  for  my  return,  my  Allkoniani 
wm-  summoned  to  receive  their  pay.  Basilius  took  his  with 
an  awkward  show  of  regret  at  my  Intended  departure,  and 
marched  away  lo  his  quarters  with  ids  bag  of  piastres.  1 
sent  for  Dervish,  bat  for  some  time  he  was  not  to  be  found  ; 
at  last  he  mtvmi,  just  as  Signer  Logotheti.  father  to  the  cl* 
devant  .Anglo-consul  of  .Athens,  ami  some  other  of  my  Greek 
art|uahttaDccs,  paid  me  a visit.  Dervish  took  the  money, 
but  on  a sudden  dashed  it  to  the  grourwl ; and  clasping  his 
hands,  which  he  raised  to  bis  forehead,  rushed  out  of  the 
room  weeping  bitterly.  From  that  moment  to  the  hour  of 
ray  cmliarkiuinfi.  he  continued  hii  lamentations,  nnd  a’l  our 
efforts  to  console  him  only  produced  this  answer.  “ M’  mftnti'' 
•*  He  leaves  me.”  Slgiwr  I^TOtlietl.  who  tierer  wept  before 
for  anything  levs  tharr  the  lost  of  a para  (about  the  fourth  of 
a fkrthing\  melted  ; the  padre  of  the  corjeent,  my  attendants, 
my  visitors  — and  I verily  !>elieve  that  even  Sterne’s  “fooMsh 
fat  scuHion  ” would  have  left  her  •*  fivh*kettlc”  to  sympathise 
with  the  unaffecieti  and  unexpected  sorrow  of  this  barbarian. 

For  my  own  part,  when  I remembered  that,  a short  thne 
before  ray  departure  from  England,  a noble  and  roost  intimate 
associate  had  excused  himself  from  Uking  leave  of  me  i>ecause 
he  had  to  attend  a rtUaion  **  to  a milliner's.”  I felt  no  le*s 
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APPENDIX. 


iurprispd  than  humiUJUed  by  the  pre«ent  occurrcuceand  the  | 
p*it  recollection-  That  DerrUh  would  leave  me  with  wnie 
regret  was  tn  be  eapectnl ; when  mantcr  and  man  hare  bc^ 
Krambling  orer  the  mounLiliii  of  adoien  prorlncc*  logefther, 
they  are  unwilling  to  teparate ; but  hit  pretent  fueiingt, 
contrasted  with  hit  native  ferocity,  improred  my  opinion  of 
the  buraan  heart.  1 believe  thU  almutt  feudal  fldplity  U 
frei|m*nt  amongit  them.  One  day,  on  our  jtntm^  over 
rarnaMUi,  an  EngUthman  In  my  terrlco  gave  him  a path  In 
iom«  dUpnte  afwut  the  baggage,  which  he  unluckily  mUtook 
for  a blow ; he  tpoke  not.  but  ut  down  leaning  hl»  head 
upon  hi>  haixls  Foreseeing  the  couicqueni-e*.  wc  endea- 
voured to  cxfdaln  away  the  affront,  which  produced  the 
following  answer:.—  '*  I *arc heen  a robber  ; 1 a«»  a s<4dler  ; 
no  captain  ever  struck  me  ; gew  are  toy  rruuter,  1 hate  eaten 
your  Iwcad.  but  by  that  bread  ! (an  urual  oath)  had  it  been 
olherwiie,  1 would  have  etabbed  the  dog  your  tervant,  and 
gone  to  the  mountaini."  So  the  afCiir  ended,  but  from  that 
day  forward  he  never  thoroughly  forgave  the  thoughtlMt 
fellow  who  Insulted  him.  Derr  lsh  excelled  in  the  dance  of 
his  country,  conjectured  to  be  a remnant  of  the  ancient 
Pyrrhic : be  that  as  k may.  It  U manly,  and  requires  wonder- 
fill  agility.  It  it  very  disllort  from  the  stupid  Romaika.  the 
dull  round-about  of  the  Greeks,  of  which  our  Athenian  party 
had  so  man^  specimens. 

The  AltuuUans  in  general  (I  «W>  not  mean  the  cultlralori 
of  the  earth  In  the  provinces,  wha  have  also  that  appell^oo, 
but  tlie  mountaineers)  U.»re  a fine  cast  of  countenance  ; and 
Uie  mutt  beautiful  women  I ever  beheld,  in  stature  ami  in 
features,  we  saw  IrrrUing  the  road  broken  down  by  the 
torrents  brtween  Dclvinachl  and  Llbochabo.  Tbeir  manner 
of  walking  U truly  theatrical ; but  this  Urut  is  probably  the 
efli'Ct  of  Uie  capote,  or  tloak,  depending  from  one  shoulder. 
Their  long  hair  reminds  you  of  the  S|»artans.  and  their 
courage  in  desultory  warfare  is  unquestionable.  Though 
they  have  some  cavalry  amongst  the  Gegdes,  I never  saw  a 
goml  .\ruaout  horseman  ; my  own  preferred  the  Englhb 
saddles,  which,  howcTer,  tliey  eould  never  keep.  But  on 
foot  they  are  not  to  be  subdued  hj  fatigue. 


li  Note  [C  p — SraciMt s or  thk  Albanjak  ob  Arnaout 
• [ Dialect  or  the  Illtric.  Sec  p.  24. 

I “ H‘hiUthuMmc(mcrrtthrifthista!/kaiftaMji,half  terram'd" 

SuintA  Ixxll. 

i ,  Asa  fpecimen  of  the  Albanian  or  Arnaout  dlal«-t  of  the 
; niyric.  1 here  Insert  two  of  their  most  popular  choral  songs, 
ji  which  are  generally  chanted  In  dancing  by  men  or  women 
Indiscriminately.  The  first  words  are  mereJy  a kind  of 
' j chorus  without  meaning,  like  some  In  our  own  and  nil  other 
jl  languages. 

: i 1.  Bo.  Bo.  Do,  Bo.  Bo.  Bo,  1.  Lo.  Lo.  I conic,  I come ; be 


Narlarura,  popuso. 

S.  Vaciarura  na  dvhi 
lla  |>en  derini  ti  tiio. 

3.  Ha  pc  uderi  escrotinl 
Tl  vln  tl  mar  serretiiti. 

4.  Callrlote  me  stirme 
Ka  ha  pc  psc  dua  tivc. 

5.  Buo.  Bo.  Bo.  Bo.  Bo, 
Gi  egem  spirta  rsimiro. 

6.  Caliriote  vu  le  fmtde 
Ede  vete  tuitdc  tundc. 

7.  Caliriote  roe  sunue 
Tl  ml  put  c poi  mi  Ic. 

a.  Se  U puta  rlti  nora 
St  mi  rl  ni  reti  udu  gla. 


9.  Va  le  ni  U che  cadala  9.  Daoco  lightly,  more  gruify, 

Celo  more,  more  celn.  and  gently  still. 

10.  Plu  hari  ti  tirete  10.  Make  not  so  much  dust  lo 

Plu  huron  cai  pra  sell  destroy  your  embtoldered 

hose. 

The  last  stoma  would  puxzle  a commentator:  the  men 
have  certainly  buskins  of  the  most  beautiful  texture,  but  the 
ladies  (to  whom  the  above  Is  supposed  lo  be  addressed!  have 
nothing  under  their  little  yellow  boots  ami  sllp|>rrs  but  a 
welbturued  and  sometimes  very  wliUe  ankle.  The  Arnaout 
girls  are  much  handaoraer  than  the  Greeks,  and  their  dress 
Is  far  more  picturesque.  Tbry  preset  ve  their  ilutH'  much 
longer  also,  from  being  alw-ays  In  the  open  air.  It  is  to  be 
observed,  that  the  Arnaout  Is  not  a written  Ungii.-ige:  the 
words  of  tills  song,  tberefure.  as  well  as  the  one  wliicli  follows, 
are  spelt  according  to  their  prmtunciation.  They  are  copied 
by  one  who  speaks  and  understands  the  dialect  perfiictly.  and 
who  is  a native  of  Athens. 

1.  Kdi  sefda  Unde  nlavosia  1. 1 am  wounded  by  thy  love, 
Vettimi  uprl  ri  lofsa.  aiul  have  luvnl  but  to  scorch 

niyself. 

I 2.  Ah  valtlsso  mi  prfrl  lofse  2.  Tliuu  hast  ronMimed  me  ! 


Si  mi  rlni  mi  Li  vosie. 


3.  C'tf  tasa  rol>a  stua 
SltU  ere  tulaU  dua. 


2.  I come.  1 run  ; open  the  door 

that  I may  enter. 

3.  Oiwnihcrioor  by  halves,  that 

1 may  take  my  turban. 

4.  Callriotes*  with  the  dark 

eyes,  open  the  gate  that  1 
may  enter. 

3.  Ln.  Ix),  I besm  thee,  iny  soul. 

fi.  An  Arnaout  girl,  in  costly 
garb,  walks  with  graceful 
pride, 

7.  Caliriot  maid  of  the  dark 
eyes,  give  me  a kiss. 

6.  If  I have  kissed  thee,  what 
hast  thou  gaineil  ? My  soul 
is  consumed  with  fire. 


.\h.  maU  ! thou  h.ut  struck 
me  to  die  heart. 

3. 1 have  said  I wish  no  dowry, 
but  thine  eyes  aud  rye- 
lashes. 

4.  The  areurscfl  dowry  I want 

not,  but  thee  only. 

5.  Give  me  thy  charms,  and  let 

theiiortioii  feed  the  flames. 


4.  Roba  stinorl  fsidua  4.  The  areursctl  dowry  I want 

Qu  mi  slnl  vettl  dua.  not,  but  thee  only. 

6.  Qurmlnl  dua  e Ivllcnl  5.  Give  me  thy  rharros.  and  let 

Uoba  ti  siarmi  tlldl  cnt.  theiiortioii  feed  the  flames. 

C.  Utara  ntsa  valsUso  me  simi  fl.  I have  loved  thee.  maid,  with 
rin  t(  hapti  a sincere  soul,  but  thou  hast 

' *■*  - njp  g withered 


J The  AlhAotw,  p«rrt™i  ‘Hy  the  wonwti,  »i»  h»ij»«lly  Stnued  '*  r*ll* 

rlDint*  fm  whst  t»*»au  1 ia  t«iw 


Eti  mi  hire  a piste  si  gui  left  me  like  a withered 

denUroi  tilUtl.  tree. 

7.  Udi  vura  udorini  udlri  cl-  7.  If  I have  placed  my  band  on 
eovaciltimora  thy  bosom,  what  have  I 

Udorini  Ulti  hollna  n ede  ^ned  ? my  hand  is  with- 

e.dmuni  mora.  drawn,  but  retains  the 

flame. 

1 lielieve  the  two  last  stanzas,  as  they  are  In  a different 
measure,  ought  to  belong  to  another  ballad.  An  idea  some- 
thing similar  to  the  thought  in  the  last  lines  w as  expressed 
by  Socrates,  whose  arm  having  come  in  contact  with  one  of 
his  " ^sasAwiu,”  Critobulus  or  Cleohulus,  tbc  philosopher 
complained  of  a shooting  pain  as  far  as  hU  shoulder  for  some 
days  after,  and  therefore  very  properly  resolved  to  teach  his 
disciples  In  futura  without  touching  then. 


Note  [D],  — Thol'chts  ok  the  Present  State  or 
Greece.  See  p.  25. 

••  Fa/r  Orrerr  f tad  rrite  {^departed  trorih  ! 

/wsHorfaf,  rAowgA  no  wtonry  thoufk/altm.  grrai  •** 
.SUiisa  Ixxill. 

. I. 

Before  I say  anything  about  a city  of  which  everybody, 
traveller  or  nut.  has  thought  It  necessary  to  say  something. 

I will  request  Mlsa  Owensoo,  when  she  next  borrows  an 
Athenian  heroine  for  her  four  volumes,  to  have  the  goodness 
to  marry  her  to  somebody  more  of  a geoUemaa  than  a 
**l)Udar  Aga*’  (who  by  the  by  is  not  an  .Aga),  the  most 
impolite  of  petty  officers,  the  greatest  patron  of  larceny 
Athens  ever  saw  (except  Lord  R.),  and  the  unworthy  occu- 
pant of  the  Acrnpotii.  on  a handsome  anniLol  stipend  of  l.V) 
piastre*  (eight  pounds  sterling!,  out  of  which  he  has  only  to 
pay  his  garrison,  the  most  lU-regulated  corps  In  the  iU- 
regulated  Ottoman  Empire.  I speak  It  tenderly,  seeing  I 
was  once  the  cause  of  the  hutbend  of  '*  Ida  of  Athem  " nearly 
suffering  the  bastinado:  And  because  the  said  *'  Distlar  " U 
a turbulent  husband,  and  beats  hti  wife;  so  that  1 exhort 
and  beseech  Miss  Owenson  to  sue  for  a separate  maintenance 
inbelialfof  " (da."  Having  premised  thus  much,  on  a matter 
of  such  im|H>rt  to  the  rcasUrs  of  romances,  I may  now  leave 
Ida,  to  mention  her  birthpUco. 
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Setting  Slide  the  magic  of  the  name,  and  all  tboie  uacK 
ciatlons  which  U would  be  pedantic  and  luperfluoui  to 
capitulate,  the  eery  altuatlon  of  Athena  would  render  it  the 
iiroutite  of  all  whohaee  eyeefor  artornature.  The  climate, 
to  me  at  leait.  appeared  a perpetual  spring ; during  eight 
fiMmtht  1 DCTrr  paiaed  a day  without  being  aa  many  houri 
on  hortcback : rain  la  extr^ely  rare,  anow  never  lies  in  the 
pUina,  and  a cloudy  day  la  an  agreeable  rarity.  In  Spain, 
Portugal,  and  every  part  of  the  East  which  I visited,  except 
Ionia  and  Attica,  1 perceived  no  luch  auperlorlty  of  climate 
to  our  own  ; and  at  Conatantlnople,  where  1 passed  May, 
June,  and  part  nf  July  (1910),  you  might  *'  damn  the  climate, 
and  complain  nf  tplecn,”  dve  dayi  CMit  of  seven. 

TTw  air  of  the  Morea  is  heavy  and  unwholesome,  but  the 
moment  you  ]>ua  the  Uthraus  In  the  direction  of  Megara  the 
change  ia  strikingly  perceptible.  But  I fear  Hesiod  will 
still  be  found  correct  In  hU  description  of  a Bceotian  winter. 

We  found  at  Liradia  an  “esprit  fort’*  in  a Greek  bishop, 
of  all  freethinkera  I This  worthy  hypocrite  rallied  his  own 
religion  with  greet  Intrepidity  (but  not  before  his  flock),  and 
talked  of  a mass  u a “ coglloncrU.”  It  was  imposatble  to 
think  better  of  him  for  this ; but,  for  a Bceotian,  he  was  briik 
with  all  his  absurdity.  ThU  phenomenon  (with  the  excep. 
tion  indeed  of  Thebes,  the  remains  of  Chwronea,  the  plain 
of  Platca,  Orchoraenus,  Llradla.  and  iti  nominal  cave  of 
Trophontua)  was  the  only  remarkable  tiling  we  saw  before 
we  passed  Mount  CUbseron. 

The  fountain  of  Dirce  turns  a mill : at  least  my  companion 
, (who  resolving  to  be  at  once  cleanly  and  classical,  bathed  in 
It)  pronounced  It  to  In>  the  fountain  of  Dirce,  and  anybody 
who  thinks  it  worth  while  may  contradict  him.  At  Castri 
' we  drank  of  half  a doien  streamlets,  some  not  of  the  purest, 

I before  we  decided  to  our  satisfaction  which  was  the  true 
CMtallan,  and  even  that  had  a viUanous  twang,  probably 
; from  ine  soow,  ihougfa  it  did  not  throw  us  Into  au  epic  fever, 

' like  poor  Dr.  Chandler. 

From  Fort  Pbyle,  of  which  large  remains  still  exist,  the 

I Plain  of  Athena,  Pentelicui,  H)*mettus,  the  JEgean,  and  the 
Acropolis,  burst  upon  the  eye  at  once ; tn  my  opinion,  a 
iDora  glorious  prospect  than  even  Cintra  or  Utambol.  Not 
the  view  from  the  Troad.  with  Ida,  the  Hellespont,  end  the 
' more  distant  Mount  Athos,  can  equal  it,  though  so  superior 
I In  extent. 

1 heard  much  of  the  beauty  of  Arcadia,  but  excepting  the 
view  from  the  monastery  of  Mcgaspellon  (which  Is  Inferior 
to  Zltxa  in  a command  of  country),  and  the  descqpt  from  tlie 
nsountalns  on  the  way  from  TrlpoUtsa  to  Argos.  Arcadia  haa 
little  to  recommend  It  beyond  the  name. 

“ Stemitur,  et  rfwioes  morlens  reminlscltur  Argos.*’ 

Virgil  could  hare  put  this  Into  the  mouth  of  norte  but  an 
Argive,  and  (with  reverence  be  it  apoken)  It  doea  not  deserve 
the  epithet.  And  if  the  Polynkes  of  Stailut,  “ In  mediis 
audit  duo  Utora  camplt,’’  did  actually  bear  both  shores  In 
crossing  the  Isthmus  oi  Corinth,  he  had  better  cars  than  have 
ever  been  worn  in  such  a journey  since.  s 

“ Athens,”  says  a celebrated  topographer,  “ Is  still  the 
most  polished  city  of  Greece.”  Perhaps  It  may  of  Gnvee, 
but  not  of  the  Oreekt ; for  Joannina  in  Epirus  is  universally 
allowed,  amongst  themselves,  to  be  superior  In  the  wealth, 
reftnement,  learning,  and  dialect  of  its  inhabitants.  The 
j Athenians  are  remarkable  for  their  cunning ; and  the  lower 
orders  are  not  Improperly  characterised  in  that  proverb, 
which  classes  there  with  “ the  Jews  of  Saionlca,  and  the 
Turks  of  the  Negropoot." 

Among  the  various  foreigners  resident  in  Athens,  French, 
Italians,  Germans,  Ragusins,  Ac.,  there  was  never  a differ* 
ence  of  opinion  In  their  estimate  of  the  Greek  character, 
though  on  ail  other  topics  they  disputed  with  great  acri* 
mony. 

M.  Fsuvcl,  the  French  Consul,  who  has  passed  thirty 
years  principally  at  Athens,  and  to  whose  talents  as  an  artist, 
and  manners  as  a gentleman,  none  who  have  known  him  can 
reftise  their  tetUmooy,  has  frequently  declared  In  my  kenring 
that  the  Greeks  do  not  deserve  to  be  amandpated  ; reasoning 


on  the  grounds  of  their  “ national  and  Individual  depravity  !*’ 
while  he  forgot  that  such  depravity  U to  be  attributed  to 
onuses  which  can  only  be  removed  by  the  measure  be  repro* 
bates. 

M.  Roque,  a French  merchant  of  respectability  long  settled 
In  Athens,  asserted  arith  the  most  amusing  gravity,  “ Sir, 
they  are  the  same  camaitU  that  existed  ns  tke  dap$  of  Tkemio- 
tocUt!"  an  alarming  remark  to  the  **  Laudator  temporis 
actl.”  The  ancients  banished  Themlstocles  ; the  modems 
cheat  Monsieur  Hoque : thus  great  men  have  ever  been 
treated ! 

In  short,  all  tbe  Pranks  who  are  fixtures,  and  most  of  the 
Englishmen,  Germans,  Danes,  4c.  of  passage,  came  over  by 
degrees  to  tbolr  opinion,  on  much  the  same  grounds  that  a 
Turk  In  England  would  condemn  tbe  nation  by  wholesale^ 
because  he  was  wronged  by  his  lacquey,  and  overcharged  by 
his  washerwomaD. 

Certainly  it  was  not  a little  staggering  when  Uie  Steurs 
Fauvri  and  Lusleri,  the  two  greateet  demagogues  of  the  day, 
who  divide  between  them  the  power  of  Pericles  and  the 
popularity  of  Cleon,  and  postle  tbe  poor  Waywode  with 
perpetual  differences,  agreed  in  the  utter  condemnation. 

“ nulla  virtute  rednaptum,”  of  the  Greeks  in  general,  and 
of  the  Athenians  in  particular. 

For  my  own  humble  opinion,  I am  loth  to  hasjAd  It,  know* 
Ing  as  I do  that  there  be  now  in  MS.  no  less  than  five  tours 
of  the  first  magnitude  and  of  the  moat  threatening  aspect,  all 
lo  typographloal  array,  by  persons  of  wit  and  honour,  and 
regular  common.place  books:  but,  if  I may  say  this  without 
offence,  it  seems  to  me  rather  hard  to  declare  so  positively 
and  pertinaciously,  as  almost  everybody  has  declared,  that 
the  Greeks,  because  they  are  very  bad,  will  never  be  better. 

Eton  and  .SonninI  have  led  us  astray  by  their  panegyrica 
and  projects ; but.  on  tbe  other  hand,  De  Pauw  and  Thornton 
have  debased  the  Greeks  beyond  their  demerits. 

The  Greeks  will  never  be  independent  ; they  will  nescr 
be  sovereigns  as  heretofore,  and  G^  forbid  they  ever  should  1 
but  they  may  be  subjects  without  being  slaves.  Our  colonies 
are  not  Independent,  but  they  are  dree  and  Industrious,  and 
such  may  Greece  be  hereafter. 

At  present,  like  tbe  Catholics  of  Ireland  and  the  Jews 
throughout  tbe  world,  and  such  other  cudgelled  and  hetero* 
doz  people,  they  suflirr  all  tbe  moral  and  physical  ills  that 
can  aflllct  humanity.  Their  life  is  a struggle  against  truth  ; 
they  are  vicious  In  their  own  defence.  They  are  so  unused 
to  kindness,  that  when  they  occasionally  meet  with  U they 
look  upon  it  with  suspicion,  as  a dog  often  beaten  snaps  at 
your  fingers  if  you  attempt  to  caress  him.  “ T’hev  arc  un- 
grateful, notoriously,  abominably  ungrateful  1 ” — this  is  tbe 
general  cry.  Now,  in  the  name  of  Nemesis  I for  what  are  j 
they  to  be  grateful  ? Where  is  the  human  bring  that  ever  | 
conferred  a benefit  on  Greek  or  Greeks  ? They  are  to  be 
grateftil  to  tbe  Turks  for  thdr  focters.  and  to  the  Franks  for  . 
their  broken  promises  and  lying  counsels.  T’hey  are  to  be 
grateful  to  tbe  artist  who  engraves  their  ruins,  and  lo  tbe 
antiquary  who  carries  them  away  t to  the  traveller  whose 
janissary  flogs  them,  and  to  tbe  scribbler  whose  journal 
abuses  them  t This  Is  the  amount  of  thdr  obli^piUons  to 
foreigners. 


Francitcam  Corntmi,  AOttm,  January  23,  1811.  1 

Amongst  the  remnants  of  tbe  barbarous  policy  nf  tbe  > 
earlier  sges,  are  the  traces  of  bondage  whirh  yet  exist  in 
tiiflerent  countries ; whoee  Inhabitants,  however  divided  tn  ^ 
religion  and  manners,  almost  all  agree  in  oppression.  \ 

The  English  have  at  last  coenpossioDated  tlieir  negroes,  | 
and.  under  a less  bigoted  government,  may  probably  one  day  j 
release  thrir  Catholic  brethren : but  tbe  Interposition  of  1 1 
foreigners  alone  can  emancipate  the  Greeks,  who, otherwise, 
appear  to  have  u small  a chairce  of  redemption  from  the  I 
Turks,  as  the  Jews  have  from  mankind  in  general. 

Of  the  ancient  Greeks  we  know  more  than  enough ; at 
least  tbe  younger  menof  Europe  devote  much  of  their  time  tn 
the  study  of  the  Greek  writors  aud  history,  which  would  be 
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more  lucftilljr  iprat  In  moUrlng  their  own.  Of  the  njoderni 
we  are  perhap*  more  neglectful  than  tbejr  deserre ; and  while 
erery  man  of  any  preteniloni  to  learning  U tiring  out  hi* 
youth,  and  often  hU  age,  In  the  »tudy  of  the  language  and  of 
the  harangue*  of  the  Athenian  demagogue*  In  favour  of 
I freedom,  the  real  or  *uppo*ed  dc*cendanu  of  the*e  »turdy 
1 rcpublirnn*  arc  left  to  the  actual  tyranny  of  their  matters, 

I although  a very  *llgbt  ellbrt  i*  required  to  itrlhe  offtheir 
' chain*. 

I To  talk,  a*  the  Oreek*  them*elve*  do.  of  their  rUlng  again 
to  their  pristine  superiority,  would  be  ridiculous : as  the  rest 
' of  the  world  mu*t  ratume  lu  barbarism,  after  reasserting  the  i 
sovereignty  of  Greece : but  there  seem*  to  be  no  very  great 
obstacle,  except  In  the  apathy  of  the  Franks,  to  their  becom* 
ing  an  useful  dependency,  or  even  a free  state  with  a proper 
guarantee  V — under  correction,  howercr^be  U spoken,  for 
j many  and  weU-lnformod  men  doubt  tlie  pracUcabUity  even  of 

I l”he  Greek*  have  never  lost  their  hope,  thougo  they  are 
^ now  more  divided  in  opinion  on  the  *ub}ect  of  their  probable 
deliverers.  Religion  recommends  the  Russians;  but  they 
have  twice  been  deceived  and  abandoned  by  that  power,  and 
the  dreadful  lesson  tliey  received  after  the  Muieovlie  deser- 
tion in  the  Morea  has  never  been  forgotten.  The  French 
they  dislike  ; although  the  subjugation  of  the  rest  of  Europe 
will  probably,  be  attended  by  the  deliverance  of  continental 
Gre^e.  The  Islanders  look  to  the  English  for  succour,  as 
they  bare  vi-ry  lately  possessed  theroselve*  of  the  Ionian  rv 
public.  Corfu  excepted.  But  whoever  appear  wUh  arms  In 
their  hands  will  bo  welcome  ; and  when  that  day  arrives, 
Heaven  have  mercy  on  the  Oltoman*  ! they  cannot  expect  it 
(yom  the  Giaours, 

But  Instred  of  considering  what  they  have  been,  arvd  speeu- 
laUug  on  what  they  may  be.  let  us  look  at  them  as  they  are. 

And  here  U 1*  Impossible  to  reconcUe  the  contrariety  of 
opinion* ; some,  particularly  the  merchanU.  decrying  the 
Greeks  in  the  strongest  language ; others,  generally  travellers, 
turning  periods  in  their  eulogy,  and  pubHshlog  very  curious 
speculations  grafted  on  ibeir  former  state,  which  can  have  no 
more  effect  on  their  present  lot,  than  the  existence  of  the 
Ipcai  on  the  (Uturo  fortune*  of  Poru- 

Ouo  very  Ingenious  person  term*  them  the  " natural  allies 
of  Englishmen  ; ” another,  no  less  Ingenious,  will  not  allow 
them  to  be  the  allies  of  anybody,  and  denies  their  very  descent 
from  the  andents ; a third,  more  Ingenious  than  either,  build* 
a Greek  empire  on  a Russian  foundation,  and  reaUses  (on 
paper)  all  the  chimera*  of  Catherine  II.  As  to  the  quesUon 
of  their  descent,  what  can  it  import  whether  the  Malnotce 
are  the  lineal  I-aconlans  or  not  ? or  the  present  Athenians  as 
iDdJgcnmu  as  the  bee*  of  Hymettus,  or  at  the  grasshoppers, 

I to  which  they  once  likened  themselves?  What  Englishman 
I care*  If  he  be  of  a Danish.  Saxon,  Sorman,  or  Trojan  blood  ? 

or  who.  except  a Welshman,  is  afflicted  wlUi  a desire  of  being 
I descended  from  Caractarus  ? 

' The  poor  Greeks  do  not  so  much  abound  in  the  good 
' things  of  this  world,  as  to  render  even  Ihclr  claims  to  ami- 
I quUy  an  object  of  envy;  U Is  very  cruel,  then.  In  Mr. 
i Thornton  to  disturb  them  In  the  possession  uf  all  that  time 
' ! n»s  left  them ; vlx.  their  pedigree,  of  which  they  are  the 
more  tenacious,  os  itls  all  they  can  call  their  own.  It  would 
i be  worth  while  to  publish  together,  and  compare  the  works 
of  Messrs.  Thornton  and  D«  Fauw,  Eton  and  Sonnini ; p.vra- 
dox  on  one  ride,  aisd  prejudice  on  the  other.  Mr.  Thornton 
conceives  himself  to  have  claims  to  public  confidence  from  a 
fourteen  ycaA'  residence  at  Pera ; perhaps  he  may  on  the 
j subject  of  the  Turks,  but  this  can  give  him  no  more  insight 

\ A word,  m with  Mr-  TiMnnaa  and  Dr.  PoM|«rr1D«.  »Im 

I ha««  tM«n  siulM  b«««»n  tbm  mt  Mdl]  cUppIxR  th«  tfulun'i  TarkUh. 
t Dr  PowouctUU  Cells  * IwSK  tCcry  of  a » astern  alw  *•allewcd  rarrwir* 

I aablitnacZ-  ui  aowtUtMa  Chat  Iw  scquiiad  the  tvaiM  af  **  Suitym** 

ream.*  t.e.  <n»oUni*  Daetoe,  •’ Sal*yiisis»,a«  *ar»»  syrerraeif* 

1 **  Ah4  ' thmtsMr.  TharMan,(ai<an  with  the  Doctsae  for  the  fifttech  Unte.l 

*■  bsta  1 raueht  ran  «>*— Then,  M a note  tvtee  the  thtekness  cf  the  Ltoctor*t 
• awcdoie  heeuestlans  the  ISoeur'setaActence  IqjheTurXMi  loncuc,  luid 

IhM  verscUs  kn  his  •»«.  — “ Fe*."  Mr.  Thomion  lafta  ItUlicUna 

gnus  the  iangh  uartielple  af  a TarWah^h),  "n  mm  nmhl^i^ 
thsn  and  quite  tashkw*  the  sapwlrmenurr 

■ Bt-m."  Noe  both  are  right,  and  oath  ate 'rrnnq.  If  Mr.  Therntton,  wl» 
he  twn  rnkdet  fourteen  ftstfs  in  the  (hclenr  vkU  oomsiU  hks  Taitidt 


into  the  real  state  of  Greece  and  her  InbaMUnts,  than  as  maity 
years  spent  In  Wapplng  Into  that  of  the  Western  Highlands. 

The  Greeks  of  Constantinople  live  in  Fanal ; and  if  Mr. 
Thornton  did  not  oftener  cross  the  Golden  Horn  than  his 
brother  merchants  are  aocustoroed  to  do,  1 should  place  no 
great  reliance  on  hU  information.  I actually  heard  one  uf  these 
gentlemen  boast  of  their  liUte  general  intercourse  with  the 
city,  and  assert  of  himself,  with  an  air  of  triumph,  that  he  had 
been  but  four  times  at  Constantinople  in  as  many  yean. 

As  to  Ur.  Tborntoo's  voyages  In  the  Black  Sea  with  Greek 
vessels,  they  gave  him  the  same  idea  of  Greece  as  a cruise 
to  Berwick  in  a Scotch  smack  would  of  Johnny  Grot's  house. 
Upon  what  grounds  then  does  be  arrogate  the  right  of  con- 
demning by  wholesale  a body  of  men,  of  whom  he  can  know 
little  ? It  Is  rather  a curious  circumstance  that  Mr.  Tborn- 
toQ,  who  so  lavishly  dispraises  PouquevUle  on  every  occasion 
of  meotloning  the  Turlu,  has  yet  recourse  to  him  as  authority 
on  the  Greeks,  and  terms  him  an  impartial  observer.  Now, 
Dr.  PouquevUle  Is  as  little  entitled  to  that  appellation  as 
Mr.  Thornton  to  confer  It  on  him. 

The  feet  is.  we  are  deplorably  in  want  of  Information  on 
the  subject  of  the  Greeks,  and  In  particular  their  literature ; 
nor  Is  there  any  probability  of  our  being  better  acquainted, 
till  our  intercourse  becomes  more  intimate  or  their  inde- 
pendence confirmed : the  relations  of  pasting  trarellers  arc  as 
little  to  be  depended  on  as  the  invectives  of  angry  factors ; 
but  till  something  more  can  bo  attained,  we  must  be  content 
with  the  little  to  be  acquired  from  similar  sources.  ■ i 

However  defective  these  may  be,  they  are  preferable  to  the  ^ 
ptaradoxas  of  men  who  have  read  superficially  of  the  ancients 
and  seen  nothing  of  the  moderns,  snch  as  De  Fauw  ; who, 
when  be  asserts  that  the  British  breed  of  horses  Is  ruined 
by  Newmarket,  and  that  the  Spartans  were  cowards  in  the 
field,  betrays  an  equal  knowledge  of  Englith  horses  and 
Spartan  men.  His**  philosophical  observations  '*  have  a 
much  better  claim  to  the  title  of  **  poetlral.”  It  could  not 
I be  expected  that  he  who  so  liberally  condemns  some  of  the 
most  celebrated  institutions  of  the  ancient,  should  have 
morcy  on  the  modem  Greeks ; and  it  fortunately  happens, 
that  the  absurdity  of  hts  hypothesis  on  their  forefathers 
refutes  his  sentence  on  themselves. 

Let  us  trust,  then,  tliat,  in  spite  of  the  prophecies  of  De 
Fauw,  and  the  doubts  of  Mr.  liioreton,  there  Is  a reasonable 
hope  of  the  redemption  of  a race  of  men,  who,  whatever 
may  be  the  errors  of  their  religion  and  polity,  have  been 
amply  punished  by  three  centuries  and  a half  of  captlrlty. 


Atkau,  Francucan  Convent,  \forcM  IT,  Bll. 

**  I miut  bav*  MOW  Ulk  «Mi>  dUs  liTwrii  TSri»an.* 

Some  time  after  my  return  from  Constantinople  to  this 
city.  I received  the  thirty-first  ninniicr  of  the  Edinburgh 
Review  as  a great  favour,  and  certainly  at  this  distance  an 
acceptable  one,  from  the  captain  of  an  English  frigate  off 
Salamls.  in  that,  number,  Art.  3..  containing  the  review  of 
a French  translation  of  Stn^ibo,  there  are  Iniroduced  some 
rmarks  on  the  modem  Greeks  and  their  literature,  with  a 
short  account  of  Coray,  a co-translator  In  the  French  version. 
On  those  remarks  I mean  to  ground  a few  observations ; and 
the  spot  where  I now  write  will.  I bupo,  be  sufflclcnt  excuse  ! 
fur  introducing  them  la  a work  in  some  degree  ronnected 
with  the  subject.  Coray,  the  most  celebrated  of  Uvlng 
Greeks,  at  least  amoug  the  Franks,  was  bom  at  Sclo  (in  the 
Review,  Smyrna  if  stated,  I have  reason  to  think,  incor- 
rectly). and  besides  the  translation  of  Deccaria  and  other 

d^wurr.  <*  stk  ear  of  his  tomboIlM  seqaatamce,  tw  vlU  dUoew  tbM 
**  dtecrcgtlj,  (!>«■(•  **  .Vn«iinm-  ^ m*. 

humUr  •ItKuvS  " In  ibvcawi  **  HmUym*  "»kgnir.»n*  “ 

n#te«  and  not  bciiif  s veopcv  mhm  on  init  occMon.  aiUwuah 

II  bo  an  ovthodM  mm#  otwneh  «ltn  Ute  addlUon  of  «.  Aflcr  .Mr.  Thom. 
ton*arr«m«nl  hints  of  |mfbqnd  Ortentalkra,  No  might  hare  round  tbk  out 
bdbr*  ho  Miw  ouch  louaot  ovoo  Dr-  PooonooUlo. 

AAcrihlt,  I thtak*'  TVavotters  prrnu  raeton'thallboonr  motto,  thonoh 
tho  abooo  Mr.  Tbwntoa  bo*  condomntd  **  hoc  (oimh  omno."  far  ml«uko 
•ml  mlwonrmoMatlon.  No  Sutor  ultra  cnvkdnm,*  **  No  morchant 
bmond  ht*  bala*.**— N.U.  For  tho  honoUt  of  Mr.  TboomoB,  “ Smoo**  It  not 
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work*  TTimtioned  bf  the  Reriewer,  ha«  publUbed  a le&icoo 
io  Homaif  ami  French,  if  I maj  truat  the  asauraace  of  *ome 
Daniah  trairellcra  lately  arrived  from  Paris ; but  the  laU»t 
we  hare  teen  here  in  French  anti  Greek  it  that  of  Gregory 
ZohkogTouu.t  Coray  hat  recently  been  Involrod  io  ao  ua- 
pleatant  eontroveray  «rlth  M.  Gail  a Parisian  coenmen- 
utor  and  editor  of  tome  translatioot  from  the  Greek  poeU,  hi 
consequence  of  the  Institute  haring  awarded  him  tlie  priae 
for  bis  rertioo  of  Hippocrates  **  fit;}  v9«rs»,'*  ftc.  to  the 
dispuraRement,  and  coniequently  displeasure,  of  the  Mid 
Gaii.  To  his  exertions,  literary  and  patriotic,  great  praise 
is  nndoutitedly  due  ; but  a part  of  that  pndse  ought  not  to 
be  srUhlteld  from  the  two  brothers  Zoslmado  (merchanu 
M>ttled  m Leghorn),  who  tent  him  to  Paris,  and  maintained 
him.  for  the  enpreis  purpose  ducidatins  the  ancient,  and 
adding  to  the  mMem.  researches  of  his  countrymeu.  Coray, 
however,  is  nut  considered  by  his  countrymen  equal  to  some 
who  lived  in  the  two  last  centuries  ; more  particularly  l>oro- 
(heus  of  Mitylerw,  whose  Hellenic  writings  are  so  much  es- 
teemed by  the  Greeks,  that  Meletiut  terms  him  " Mira  rw 
kftrrtt  *ElXAa>«>.''  (P.  234.  Eccle- 
siastical History,  vol.  Iv.) 

Panagiutes  Kodrikas,  the  translator  of  Fomenellc,  and 
Kamarases,  who  translated  Ocellus  Lucanui  on  the  Universe 
into  French,  Chiistuduulut,  and  more  particularly  Psallda, 
whom  I have  conversed  with  In  Joannina.  are  also  in  high 
repute  among  their  literati.  The  lost  mentioned  has  pub- 
lished in  Romaic  and  Latin  a rvork  on  *'  True  Happiness,'* 
dedicated  to  Catherine  II.  But  Polyzois.  who  is  stated  by 
the  Reviewer  to  be  the  only  modem  except  Coray  who  has 
tUstinguished  himself  by  a knowledge  of  Hdleiiic.  If  he  be 
the  Polyzoli  I.amp*mltziotes  of  Yanina,  who  has  published  a 
number  of  editions  In  Ronutic,  was  neither  more  nor  less 
than  an  itinerant  vender  of  books  t with  the  contents  of 
which  he  had  no  concern  beyond  hli  name  on  the  titlepage. 
placed  there  to  secure  his  property  in  the  publication  ; amt  he 
w as,  moreover,  a man  utterly  destitute  of  scholastic  acquire- 
ments. As  the  name,  however,  Is  not  uncommon,  some  other 
Polysoii  may  have  edited  the  Epistles  of  .\rlstienc(us. 

It  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  system  of  continratal  blockade 
Was  closed  the  few  channels  through  which  the  Greeks 
received  their  publications,  particularly  Venice  aivd  Trieste. 
Even  the  comuion  grammars  for  children  are  become  too 
dear  for  the  lower  orders.  Amongst  their  original  works 
the  Geography  of  Meletius,  Archbishop  of  Atbeos,  and  a 
multitude  of  theological  quartos  and  poetical  pamphlets,  are 
to  be  met  with;  their  grammars  and  lexicons  of  two,  three, 
and  tour  languages  are  numerous  and  excellent.  Their 
poetry  is  lo  rliyme.  The  most  singular  piece  I have  Lately 
seen  is  a satire  in  a dialogue  between  a Russian,  English, 
and  French  traveller,  and  the  Waywodo  of  Wallochia  (or 
Blackbey,  as  they  term  him),  an  archbishop,  a merchant,  and 
Cogia  Bachi  (or  primate).  In  succession;  to  all  of  whom 
under  the  Turks  the  writer  attributes  their  present  degene- 
racy. Their  songs  arc  lometimes  pretty  and  imthetic,  but 
their  tunes  generally  unpltiasing  to  the  ejir  of  a Frank  ; the 
best  If  the  famous  '*  .kiim  wtuiu  rmt  ’EJUiW**,”  by  the  unfor- 
tun-aie  Riga.  But  h-oin  a catalogue  of  more  than  sixty 
authors,  now  before  me,  only  filtcen  can  be  found  who  have 
touched  on  any  theme  except  theolog)*, 

I am  Intnuted  with  a commission  by  a Greek  of  Athens 
named  .Marmarotourl  to  make  arrangements,  if  possible,  for 
priming  in  London  a traoslatiou  of  Oartbelemi's  Anacbar»U  in 
Romaic,  as  he  has  no  other  opportunity,  unless  be  despatches 
the  MS.  to  Vleuna  by  the  Bhtck  Sea  anrf  Danube. 

The  Reviewer  mentions  a school  establUbcdat  Hecatoncsi, 


and  suppressed  at  the  iostigatioa  of  Sabaitiana : he  means 
CidoDifti.  nr.  la  Turkish,  Haivali ; a town  on  the  cnotinetu* 
where  that  institutioo  for  a hiiodred  students  and  three  pro- 
fessors still  exists.  It  Is  true  that  this  ostaUisliment  was 
disturbed  by  the  Porte,  under  the  ridiculous  pretext  that 
the  Greeks  were  oonstrucCing  a fortress  tanlead  of  a college: 
but  on  investigation,  and  the  payment  of  some  purses  to  the 
Divan,  it  has  been  permitted  to  continue.  The  principal 
professor,  named  Veniamin  (i.  e.  Benjamin),  is  stated  to  be 
a man  of  talent,  but  a fiwthinker.  He  was  bom  in  I,esbos , 
studied  in  Italy,  and  it  master  of  Hellenic.  Latin,  and  tome 
Frank  langiiages ; besides  a smattering  of  the  sclencM. 

Though  it  is  not  my  intention  to  enter  farther  on  this 
topic  than  may  allude  to  the  article  in  question.  1 cannot 
but  observe  that  the  Reviewer's  lamentation  over  the  fall  of 
the  Greeks  appears  singtilar,  when  he  closet  it  with  these 
words:  “ Tkf  cAotige  it  to  be  aitrilmted  to  /Acre 
rather  than  to  auif  ‘ ph^iicat  degradation.' " It  may  be  true 
that  the  Greeks  are  not  physically  degenerated,  and  that 
Constantinoplr  contained  on  the  day  when  it  changed  masters 
as  many  men  of  six  feet  and  upwards  as  In  the  hour  of  protpe* 
rity ; but  aadenl  history  and  modem  politics  Instruct  os  that 
something  more  than  physical  perfection  is  iieceasary  to 
preserve  a state  in  rigour  and  ladepieDdence ; and  the  Greeks, 
In  particular,  are  a melancholy  example  of  the  near  connre- 
tioo  between  moral  degradation  and  national  decay. 

The  Reviewer  mentions  a plan  "tre  believe"  by  Potemkin 
for  the  purification  of  the  Romaic  ; and  I havr  rndcaroured  in 
vain  to  procure  any  tidings  or  traces  of  Its  existence.  Them 
was  an  academy  in  St.  Petersburgh  for  the  Greeks  ; but  it 
was  suppressed  by  Paul,  and  has  not  been  revived  by  his  suc- 
cessor. 

There  is  a slip  of  the  pen,  and  It  can  only  be  a slip  of  the 
pen.  la  p.  No.  31.  of  the  Kdinburgli  Rerlew,  where  these 
words  occur:—"  We  arc  told  that  when  the  capital  of  the 
East  yielded  to  S(dyman''—\t  may  be  prcsuminl  that  this 
last  word  will,  la  a future  edition,  be  sJtered  Co  Mahomet 
II.3  The  **  ladies  of  Constantinople,"  it  seems,  at  that  period 
spoke  a dialect,  '*  which  would  not  have  disgraced  the  Ups  of 
an  Athenian."  I do  not  know  how  that  might  be,  but  am  sorry 
to  say  the  ladies  iu  general,  and  the  Atiienians  in  particular, 
are  much  altered ; being  far  (Vom  choke  either  in  their 
dialect  or  expresiioos,  as  the  whole  Attic  race  are  barbarous 
to  a proverb : — 

T<  r^ifut  rw^a*" 

In  Gibbon,  vol.  x.  p.  IGl.  Is  the  following  sentence:  — 

" The  vulgar  dialect  of  the  city  was  grots  ami  barbarems, 
though  the  compositions  of  the  church  and  palace  some* 
times  aflbeted  to  copy  the  purity  of  the  Attic  models. " 
Whatever  may  be  asserted  ua  tho  subject,  it  it  difiicult  to 
conceive  that  the  " ladles  of  Constantinople,"  in  the  reign  of 
the  last  Cesar,  spoke  a purer  dhilect  Hum  Anna  Cumiwna 
wrote  three  cecUihei  before  : and  those  royal  pages  are  tvA 
esteemed  the  best  models  of  compotitiuu,  although  the 
princess  yXarrmt  ux**  AKP1B02  AmniZmra*.  In  the  Fanoi. 
and  to  Yanina,  the  best  Greek  is  spoken  : lo  the  lacier  there 
it  a flourishing  school  under  the  direction  of  Psaliila. 

There  is  uow  in  Athens  a pupU  o(  Psalidas,  wtiu  is  making 
a tour  of  observatiou  through  Greece ; he  is  iutelligeat.  and 
better  educated  than  a fellowHrommoner  of  most  colleges,  t 
mention  tltis  os  a proof  that  the  spirit  of  inquiry  is  not  dor. 
mant  among  the  Greeks.  ■ 

Tho  Reviewer  mentions  Mr.  Wright,  the  author  of  the 
beautiful  |>oem  " Hone  lonloe,"  as  qualified  to  give  details 


1 1 h««v  In  my  ^ 

(»lvw^  Hi  vtchwiev  rr«n)  H.  li—  , 

(nwvU  haw  nrvrr  futgotun  It,  «r  ftargm 
T 111  OiSri  |»«ii*phlw  atpUnM  Conrf,  hr  Ulka  td  " thremin*  C>«  in«ot«al 
<Mit  at  thv  ISnihii  « French  dUio  eutainit,'*  .\h,  my 

' fhi*«  an  H«n«tUM  oat  of  ih««itwtav  f «luit  aarvllv**!*  ft  cvrtalnlf 
VQMlU  tw  a WTvnM  twMrww  far  thow  Mtlnn  «b«  d in  (h«  attia  j Irat  1 
h.»*»  bw  pMMC*  fnwriy  to  iwo**  Uw  vuait  wlif  of  aixMna  ih* 

<mntf»«antaliias  of  «U  poli*h«d  CMaUtM;  L«ndoii  m Edtnbiuab  ooald 
hnrdlf  U>U  PmIWm  rImUltMti. 

X in  a fKiTMir  n<ab*v  of  ihv  fldlabitrzh  IUtWw.  lUM.  U U »b<rr««d  • 
* 1^1  yarnf  hi*  Mfly  ypan  in  ScaUatid,  «ihrro  he  inichi 


have  tvarood  that  yiSrcoS  dMt  m(  t 


» * *“T  i»w«  Uian  •iN«f 


HHwu  OatTv,  — Waa  tt  ha  SScMlaad  that  Uw  y— ng  Crattenma 

cf  Uar  iaUataiTvh  K«v|«tr  toormd  thM  .Wymoa  kmim  JXaSaanr  U.  any 
mar*  than  enrafima  rmm*  f — but  Ihau  it  m, 

**  Cardimau  Inqao  vtama  ptm bomua  cram  aaiaittlv'* 

7*bv  laMako  umapi  w coaaudtwiy  • «f  Ow  |i«n  ifrnm  th«  cv*m 

tanaWarafy  of  ibo  tare  werala,  tmd  Xb»  taVot  oMmmti  af  wrer  from  the  fantwr 
t*ait'<a  of  the  Uimry  IrviwhRni  that  I ahaaakl  h«»o  paamd  H ever  aa  in 
tnl.  had  I not  voi^ved  in  the  Edtnbttrgh  tWview  u*ucb  Carottoua  rtadio. 
tien  an  all  natch  dctawluna,  particaiiariT  a neayat  oiae,  vhryv  «mda  and 
aalUWea  arc  «at<Jorta  of  d aaaif  lVMap«*iikaa:  and  ihc  atwe-oaem. 

turned  paraUd  pBa*agc  in  nay  evn  caac  lfya^a<tUllTJ•Ta>|«rl1tad  oae  tn  hint 
hev  match  cnaier  it  U hi  be  ottiiml  than  eorrect.  rhe  jtnartmma,  Kaa  me 
many  a irivmjtS  on  uch  vkt^elM,  arlU  hardly  baignHlgc  me  a al.ttht 
criadM  for  thr  {aretaM. 
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oftheM  nomliul  Romani  and  defenerato  Greek* ; and  al*o  j 
ofthrlr  laniniaiTo:  but  Mr.  Wright,  thouRli  a good  poet  wid 
an  able  matt,  ha*  made  a mittake  where  he  ttales  the  Alba- 
dialect  of  the  Homaic  to  approjiimate  neamt  to  the 
Hellenic;  tor  the  Albajiiaai  tfreak  a UouDaic  a*  notori«u«ljr 
i'  corrupt  a*  the  Scotch  ol  At*nloen»hire,  or  the  Italian  of 
Naplei.  Yanina  (where,  next  to  the  Fanal,  the  Grt-ok  la 
j pureat).  although  the  capital  of  All  rarba'aiiotninioiii,  ia  not 
in  All>ania  but  Kpirui ; and  beyond  Delrinachi  In  Albania 
j!  IVoper  up  to  Arptyrocaatro  and  Tepalecn  (bej’ond  which  I 
• did  not  advance)  they  ipeak  worio  Greek  Ilian  even  the 
1 1 Athenian*.  I wai  attended  for  a year  and  a half  two  of 
' the»c  iinpular  moiintalneer*.  whose  mother  tcraitue  I*  lllyiic, 
and  I never  heard  them  or  their  eountrj-raen  (whom  i have 
1 MTU,  not  only  at  borne,  but  to  ikearoounlof  twenty  ihouwnd 
( in  the  army  of  Vely  Facha',  praUed  for  their  Greek,  but  often 
; 1 laughed  at  for  their  provincial  barbarUnu. 

I ' 1 have  iu  my  poMcuion  twenty-five  letter*,  amongst 

I which  some  from  the  Ucy  of  Corinth,  written  to  mo  by 
I Nolarai.  the  CogU  Bachl,  and  other*  by  the  Dragnman  of 
’ the  Calmacam  of  the  Morca  (which  laat  govern*  in  Vely 
{'  Tacha’s  absence),  are  *aid  to  be  favourible  specimen*  of 
thclf  epistolary  *tyle.  1 alio  received  *ome  at  CemUnii- 
nople  Irotn  private  person*,  written  In  a moit  hyperb<»lical 
*tyle,  but  in  the  true  antique  character. 

The  Reviewer  proceeds,  after  iome  remark!  on  the 
j tungiiein  it«paitandpreseatKtate.toaparadua(pageSO)  on 
'I  the  great  ml.chief  Uie  kuowletlge  of  hi*  own  language  has 
done  to  Coray,  who.  It  *eems.  is  less  likely  to  understand  the 
ancient  Greek  because  he  i*  perfect  master  of  the  modem  1 
Thi*  observation  follows  a paragraph  recommending.  In  ex- 
plicit temii,  the  study  of  the  Romaic,  a*  **  a powerful  auxili* 

I ary.”  not  only  to  the  traveller  .■md  foreign  merrhant,  but 
1 also  to  the  classical  sdiolar;  in  short,  to  everybody  except 
I Ihe  only  person  who  can  be  thoroughly  artjiiainicd  with  It* 
use*  ; and  by  a parity  of  reasoning,  onr  old  language  is  con- 
I jiTtured  to  be  probably  more  attainable  hy  •*  foreigners  ” 
than  by  oursclve*  1 Now.  1 am  Inellncd  to  think  that  a 
I Hutch  Tyro  In  our  tongue  (albeit  himself  of  Saxon  blood) 

' would  be  sadly  perplexed  with  “ Sir  Trlstrem.”  or  any  iKher 
given  “ Auchinicek  MS.”  with  or  without  a grammar  or 
' glossary;  and  to  most  apprehensions  It  seems  evident  that 
, none  but  a native  can  acquire  a competent,  far  leas  complete, 
jl  knowleilge  of  our  obeolete  idioms.  We  may  give  the  critic 
1 credit  for  his  ingenuity,  but  no  more  believe  him  than  w e do 
I ; .Smollett'a  Ltsmahogo.  who  mainUini  that  Ihe  purest  English 
( ■ is  spoken  In  Edinburgh.  That  Coray  may  err  is  very  possible  ; 

but  if  he  does,  tbe  fanit  la  in  the  man  rather  than  in  hi* 

' mother  tongue,  which  i*.  a*  It  ought  to  be.  of  the  greatest 
aid  to  the  native  student.  — Here  the  RcMewer  proceed* 

' to  business  on  Stem's  translators,  and  here  I dote  my  re- 
I marks. 

I J^r  W.  Drummond,  Mr.  Hamilton,  Lord  Aberdeen,  T>r. 

1 Clarke,  Captain  Leake.  Mr.  Cell,  Mr.  Walpole,  and  many 
other*  now  In  England,  have  all  the  requisites  to  ftimlsh 
' details  of  this  fallen  people.  The  few  observations  1 have 
I offered,  1 should  have  left  where  I made  them,  had  not  the 

I article  in  question,  and  above  all  tbe  spot  where  1 rqad  it. 

I Induced  me  to  advert  to  those  pages,  which  the  advsnUge  of 
I my  present  situation  eoatried  me  to  clear,  or  at  least  to  make 
' the  attempt. 

j I 1 have  endeavnured  to  wave  the  personal  feelings  which 
1,  rise  in  despite  of  xne,  in  touching  upon  any  part  of  the 

I I Edinburgh  Review  ; not  from  a wish  to  ODneillate  the  fevour 
I of  It*  writers,  or  to  cancel  the  remembrance  of  a syllable  I 
j have  formerly  published,  but  simply  from  a senae  of  the 
\ impropriety  ot  mixing  up  private  resenunenta  with  a dls- 
! quisition  of  the  present  kind,  and  mure  parthniUrly  at  this 
> dl^^»nea  of  time  and  place. 


Note  [£]•  — Ox  THE  Prksbjtt  State  or  Tureet 
j|  AND  THE  Tores.  Sec  p.25. 

! I The  diflicultiet  of  travelling  in  Turkey  have  been  much 
> exaggerated,  or  rather  have  considerably  cUminished,  of 

]1 


late  years.  The  Mussulmans  have  been  beaten  into  a kind 
of  sullen  civlUly,  very  comfortable  to  voyagers.  jl 

It  is  hazardous  to  i.iy  much  ou  iho  subject  of  Turks  or  ' ; 
Turkey;  since  It  Is  possible  to  live  amongst  them  twenty 
years  without  acquiring  Information,  at  least  from  them-  { 
selves.  As  far  as  my  own  slight  experience  carriud  me,  1 i 
have  no  coupiaint  to  make  ; but  am  indebted  Cor  many  clvU  1 1 
Utios(l  might  .-ilmost  say  for  friendship),  and  much  hospi- 
tality, to  All  Pacha,  his  son  Vali  Pacha  uf  Uio  Morea,  and 
several  nthers  of  high  rank  in  tbe  provinces.  Sulcyniaa  .\ga,  j j 
late  Governor  of  .\tbens,  and  now  of  Thebes,  was  a Um  ij 
rivant,  and  as  social  a being  as  ever  sat  cross-legged  at  a | 
(ray  or  a table.  During  tbe  camivai,  when  our  English  '| 
party  were  masquerading,  both  himself  and  his  successor 
were  more  happy  to  '*  receive  masks  ’*  than  any  dowager  in 
Grosvfiior-squarc.  \ 

On  one  occasion  of  his  supping  at  tbe  convent,  hi*  friend  i 
ami  visiter,  the  Cadi  of  Thebes,  was  carried  from  table  pur-  j . 
fcclly  qualified  any  club  in  Christendom;  while  the  | 
worthy  Waywode  himself  triumphed  lu  Ids  fall.  | 

Id  all  money  trauiactions  with  cho  Moslems,  1 ever  found 
tbe  strictest  honour,  the  highest  disinlcrestadnets.  la  troos-  i i 
Actiug  bLuincst  with  them,  there  are  none  of  Umse  dirty  1 
peculation*,  under  the  name  of  interest,  difference  of  ex-  i| 
thongu,  commission,  &c.  Ac.  uniformly  found  in  applying  1 1 
to  a Greek  consul  to  ca*h  blUs,  even  on  tbe  first  bouses  in  j 
Pera. 

With  regard  to  presents,  an  estabKshed  custom  in  the  East,  ' 
you  will  rarely  find  yourself  a loser  ; as  one  worth  occeptmee  ] 
is  generally  returned  by  another  of  timllar  value— a horse,  ! 
or  a shawl.  ' I 

In  tlie  capital  and  at  court  the  cilJsent  and  courtiers  are 
farmed  in  the  same  school  with  those  of  Christianity  ; but  ' I 
1 there  does  not  exist  a more  horwurable,  friendly,  and  high-  ' 
spiritixl  charsurter  than  tbe  true  Turkish  provincial  Aga.  or  t . 
Moslem  country  gentleman.  U is  not  meant  here  to  desig-  j 
iratr  the  governors  of  toaxu.  but  those  Agas  who.  by  a kind  I 
of  feudal  tenure,  possess  lands  and  bouses,  of  more  or  less  ' 
extent,  ui  Greece  and  Asia  Minor.  I 

The  lower  ortlcrs  are  iu  a*  tolerable  discipline  as  therobbio  | 
in  countries  with  greater  pretensions  to  dvilisation.  A ! 
Moslem,  lu  walking  the  streets  of  nur  country  towns,  would  1 
be  more  Incommoded  in  England  than  a Frank  in  a similar  ' 
situaiiuQ  iu  Turkey.  Regimental*  are  the  best  travelling  ,i 
dress.  I 

The  best  accounts  of  the  religion  and  different  sects  of  ^ ; 
IslamUm,  may  be  found  in  D’Obsfou’i  French;  of  their 
uunoers,  Ac.  perhaps  in  Tborulun's  English.  The  Otlomaii», 
with  all  llielr  defects,  are  not  a people  tobedespised.  Equal, 
at  least,  to  tbe  Spoulards,  they  are  superior  to  the  Pewtu-  | 
guose.  If  it  he  diflicuU  to  pronounce  what  they  are,  we  can 
at  least  say  w hat  they  are  not : they  arc  nut  treacherous,  they 
are  not  cowardly,  they  do  not  bum  heretics,  they  are  nof 
assassins,  nor  ha*  an  enemy  advaoced  to  tbci’r  capital.  They  ^ 
are  taithful  to  their  lulLia  till  be  becomes  unfit  to  govern,  | 
and  devout  to  their  God  without  an  Inquisition.  Were  they 
driven  from  SU  Sophia  to-morrow,  and  the  French  or 
Russians  enthroned  In  lheirstead.it  would  bccomaaquestlon 
whether  Euro|>e  would  gain  by  tbo  exchange.  England  | 
would  certaiuly  be  the  loser. 

With  regard  to  that  ignorance  of  which  they  are  so  geno-  |< 
rally,  at>d  sometimes  justly  accused,  it  may  be  doubted,  I 
always  excepting  France  and  England,  In  what  nseful  points  | 
of  knowledge  they  are  excelled  by  other  nations.  Is  ‘i  in  [ 
the  common  arts  of  life  ? In  their  manufactures  ? U a 
Turkish  sabre  inferior  to  a Toledo?  or  1*  a Turk  worse  I 
clothed  (W  lodged,  or  fed  and  taught,  than  a Spaniard  ? Are  { 
tliuir  Pachas  worse  educated  than  a Grandee  ? or  an  Effcndi 
than  a Knight  of  St.  Jago  ? 1 think  not. 

1 remonber  Mahmout,  tbe  grandson  of  All  Padta,  asking 
whether  my  fellow-travelier  and  myself  were  in  llie  upper 
or  lower  House  of  Parliaincntv  Now,  this  qnestlou  from  a 
boy  of  ten  years  old  proved  that  hla  education  had  not  been 
neglected.  It  may  be  doubted  if  an  English  bny  at  that  age 
knows  tbe  difference  of  the  Divan  from  a College  ot  Der- 


y Vjv.ju^Ic 


viiet : but  I «m  verf  luro  a Spaniard  doci  not.  How  little 
Mahmout,  lurroaoded,  as  h#  had  been,  entirely  by  hU 
Turkish  tutors,  bad  learned  that  there  was  such  a thing  os  a 
Parliament,  It  were  useless  to  conjecture,  unless  we  suppose 
that  his  instructors  did  not  confine  bis  studies  to  the  Koran. 

In  all  the  mosques  there  are  schools  estabUsbed,  which  are 
very  regularly  attended « and  the  fK>or  arc  taught  without 
the  church  of  Turkey  being  put  into  peril.  I believe  the 
system  Is  not  yet  printed  (though  there  is  such  a thing  as  a 
Turkish  press,  and  books  printed  on  the  late  military  Initi* 
tudon  of  the  Klsam  Gedldd) ; nor  have  I heard  whether  the 
MufU  and  the  Mollas  hare  subscribed,  or  the  Calmacam 
and  the  TeflenLor  taken  the  alarm,  for  fear  the  Ingenuous 
)*outh  of  the  turban  should  be  tanght  not  to  **  pray  to  Cod 
their  way.”  The  Greeks  also^a  kind  of  Eastern  Irish 
papists— have  a college  of  their  own  at  Maynooth,— no,  at 
Halvalt : where  the  heterodox  receive  much  the  same  kind 
of  counteuance  iVom  the  Ottoman  as  the  Catholic  college 
from  the  English  legislature.  'M'ho  shall  then  affirm  that 
the  Turks  are  Ignorant  bigots,  when  they  thus  evince  the 
exact  proportion  of  Christian  diarity  which  is  tolerated  In 
the  most  prosperous  and  orthodox  of  all  possible  kingdoms  ? 
But  though  they  allow  all  this,  they  will  not  suflbr  the  Greeks 
to  participate  In  their  privileges:  no.  let  them  fight  their 
battles,  and  pay  their  haratcb  (taxes),  be  drubbed  in  this 
world,  and  damned  In  the  next.  And  shall  we  then  eman- 
cipate our  Irish  HcloU  ? Mahomet  forbid ! We  should  then 
be  bad  Mussulmans,  and  worse  Christians:  at  present  wo 
unite  the  best  of  both —Jesuitical  faith,  and  something  not 
much  inferior  to  Turkish  toleratioQ. 


CANTO  THE  THIRD. 

Note  [F].  See  p.38. 

**  Sat  vainly  did  the  terljf  Pertian  m^ke 
Hit  aiUir  the  high  piaees  and  the  peak 
Qfearth‘0'ergaxittgmcuntami,'‘tfC.  — Stinii%ci. 

It  Is  to  be  recollected,  that  the  most  beautiful  and  Im- 
pressive doctrines  of  the  divine  Founder  of  Christianity  were 
delivered,  not  in  the  Tempie,  but  on  the  Jk/oeot/.  To  wave 
the  question  of  devotion,  and  turn  to  human  eloquence,— 
the  most  effectual  and  spletidld  specimens  were  not  pro- 
Donneed  within  walls.  Demosthenes  addressed  the  public 
and  popular  aucroblies.  Occro  spoke  in  the  forum.  That 
this  added  to  their  eflbct  on  the  mind  of  both  orator  and 
hearers,  may  be  conceived  from  the  diObrcoce  between  what 
we  read  of  the  emotions  then  and  there  produced,  and  those 
we  ourselves  experience  in  the  perusal  in  the  closet.  It  is 
one  thing  to  read  the  Iliad  at  Slgvum  and  on  the  torouli,  or 
by  the  springs  with  Mount  Ida  above,  and  the  plain  and 
rivers  and  Archipelago  around  you ; and  another  to  trim  your 
taper  over  it  in  a snug  library— fAii  I know.  Were  (he 
early  and  rapid  progress  of  what  is  called  Methodism  to  be 
attributed  to  any  cause  beyond  the  enthusiasm  excited  by  Its 
vehemqnt  faith  and  doctrines  (the  tnrth  or  error  of  which  1 
presume  neither  to  ranvast  nor  to  question ),  I should  ventnre 
to  ascribe  it  to  the  practice  of  preaching  In  tht  JUUt,  and  the 
unstudied  and  extemporaneous  eflbsions  of  Its  teachers — 
The  Mnsiulmans.  whose  erroneous  devotion  (at  least  In  the 
lower  orders)  U most  sincere,  and  therefore  impressive,  are 
accustomed  to  repeat  (heir  prescribed  orisons  and  prayers, 
wherever  they  may  be,  at  the  stated  hours  — of  course,  fre- 
quently in  the  open  air,  kneeling  upon  a light  mat  (which 
they  carry  for  the  purpose  of  a bed  or  cushion  as  required) ; 
the  ceremony  iuts  some  minutes,  during  which  they  are 
totally  absorbed,  and  only  living  In  their  supplication ; 
nothing  can  disturb  them.  On  me  the  simple  and  entire 
sincerity  of  these  men,  and  the  spirit  which  appeared  to  be 
within  and  upon  them,  made  a far  greater  Iraprestlon  than 
any  general  rite  which  was  ever  performed  in  placet  of 
worship,  of  which  I have  seen  those  of  almost  every  per- 


suasion under  the  sun ; Including  most  of  our  owm  sectaries, 
and  the  Greek,  the  Catholic,  the  Armenian,  the  Lutheran, 
the  Jewish,  and  the  Mahometan.  Many  of  the  negroes,  of 
whom  there  are  numbers  In  the  Turkish  empire,  are  Idolaters, 
and  have  f^  exercise  of  their  belief  and  Its  rites : some  of 
these  1 had  a distant  view  of  at  Patras } and.  from  what  1 
could  make  out  of  them,  they  appeared  to  be  of  a truly  Pagan 
description,  and  not  very  agreeable  to -a  spectator. 


' Ciarnu 
Vndjfing 


Note  [G].  See  p.39. 

! hg  keaventgfrft  thg  patht  are  trod,  — 
r Looe’t,  who  wre  asemdt  a throne 


To  tehtek  the  stew  are  motanamt ; tthere  the  god 
It  a perrading  life  and  UghL,"  gc.  — Stansa  c. 

Rousseau's  H6IoTse,  Lettre  17,  part.  S,  note.  ” Ces  moo- 
tagnes  soot  si  hautes  qu’une  demi-heure  aprAs  le  soleil  couche. 
leurs  sommets  sont  £cUiri*s  de  ses  rayons ; dont  le  rouge 
forme  sur  ces  cimet  blanches  tcac  belie  cuuleur  de  rote,  qu’on 
apergoit  de  fort  loin.”— This  applies  more  particularly  to 
the  heights  over  MetUerie.  — ” J'allai  d Vevay  logrr  k la 
Clef,  et  pendant  deux  jours  que  j'y  rcstai  sans  voir  personno, 
Je  prls  pour  cette  vUle  un  amour  qui  m’a  sulvl  dans  tous 
met  voyages,  et  qnl  m’y  a fait  etabllr  enlin  les  hfros  de  mon 
roman.  Je  dlrals  volontiers  k ceux  qul  ont  du  gobt  et  qui 
sont  sentlbles : AUes  d Vevay  — vislP-s  le  pays,  examines 
les  sites,  promenez-vous  sur  le  lac,  et  dites  si  la  Nature  n'a 
pas  fait  ce  beau  pays  pour  uoe  Julie,  pour  une  Claire,  et  pour 
un  St.  Preux;  mals  ne  les  y cherchei  pas.”  — Les  Cms- 
fettiont,  llvre  iv.  p.  906.  Lyon,  ed.  1796.  — In  July,  1SI6,  1 
made  a voyage  round  the  Lake  of  (Geneva ; and,  os  far  as  my 
own  observalions  have  led  me  In  a not  uninterested  nor  in- 
attentive survepr  of  all  the  scenes  most  celebrated  liy  Rousseau 
In  his  *'  Hvlolse,.”  1 can  safely  say,  that  In  this  there  is  no 
exaggeration.  It  would  be  difficult  to  sec  Clarens  (with  the 
scenes  around  it,  Vevay,  Chlllon.  Boveret.  St.  Gingo,  MciU 
Icrie,  Eivan,  and  the  entrances  of  the  Rhone)  without  being 
fbrcibly  struck  with  lu  peaillar  adaptatlou  to  the  persons 
and  events  with  which  it  has  been  peopled.  But  this  is  not 
all : the  feeling  with  which  all  around  Clarens,  and  the 
opposite  rocks  of  Meillerie,  is  Invested,  Is  of  a still  higher 
and  more  comprehensive  order  than  the  mere  sympathy  with 
individual  passion  ; it  Is  a sense  of  the  existence  of  love  in  Us 
most  extended  and  sublime  capacity,  and  of  our  own  par- 
ticipation of  its  good  and  of  its  glory : it  is  the  great  principle 
of  the  universe,  which  is  there  more  condense^  but  not  less 
manifested  t and  of  which,  though  knowing  ourselves  a part, 
we  lose  our  individuality,  and  mingle  In  the  beauty  of  the 
whole.  — If  Rousseau  had  never  w'ritten.  nor  lived,  the  same 
aasociatlons  would  not  less  have  belonged  to  such  scenes. 
He  has  added  to  the  interest  of  his  works  by  their  adoption  ; 
he  has  shown  his  sense  of  their  beauty  by  the  selection ; but 
they  have  done  that  for  him  which  no  human  being  could  dn 
for  them.  — I bad  the  fortune  (good  or  cril  as  it  might  be) 
to  sail  from  MciUerie  (where  wo  lauded  for  some  time)  to 
St.  Glhgo  during  a lake  storm,  which  added  to  the  magnifi- 
cence of  all  around,  although  occasionally  accompanied  by 
danger  to  the  boat,  which  was  small  and  overloaded.  It  was 
over  this  very  part  of  the  lake  that  Rousseau  has  driven  the 
boot  of  St.  Preux  and  Madaroo  Wolmar  to  Meillerie  for 
abater  during  a tempest.  On  gaining  the  shore  at  St.  Clngo, 

I found  that  the  wind  had  been  sufficiently  strong  to  blow 
down  tome  fine  old  chestnut  trees  on  the  lower  port  of  the 
mountains.  On  the  opposite  height  of  Clarens  is  a ebitean. 
The  hills  are  covered  with  vine)'ards,  and  interspersed  with 
some  v*wii  but  beautiful  woods ; one  of  these  was  named 
the  ” Bosquet  de  Julio;”  and  it  is  remarkable  that,  though 
long  ago  cut  down  by  the  brutal  scl&shneu  of  the  monks  of 
St.  Bernard  (to  whom  tbolandapT>ertained).  that  the  ground 
might  be  enclosed  into  a vineyard  for  the  miserable  drones  of 
an  execrable  superstition,  the  inhabitants  of  Clarens  still 
point  out  the  spot « here  its  trees  stood,  calling  It  by  the  name 
which  consecrated  and  survived  them.  Rousseau  has  not 
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been  partlcuUrlf  fortunate  in  the  prescrration  of  the  '*  local  The  copyist  hat  fulluwcd,  not  corrected,  the  tolecitmt ; 
hobitationi  ” he  hat  i^ven  to  “ airy  nothinf  i.'*  The  Prior  tome  of  which  are,  however,  not  quite  lo  decided,  tince  the 

of  Orrat  St.  Ilernard  hai  cut  down  tome  of  hit  woods  for  letters  were  evidently  scratched  In  the  dark.  It  only  need 

the  take  of  a few  cutks  ol  wine,  and  Buonaparte  has  leTellc«t  he  oUsenred,  that  bcit^mia  and  nusn^idr  may  be  read  in  tin? 

jart  of  the  rocks  of  Meillerle  in  improving  the  road  to  the  first  Inscription,  which  was  probably  written  by  a prisoner 


• Simplon.  The  road  is  an  excellent  one ; but  I cannot  quite 
I agree  with  Che  remark  which  1 heard  made,  that  *'  La  route 
vaut  mieux  que  les  touvenirv.*' 


confined  for  some  act  of  Impiety  committed  at  a funeral ; that 
t'urUUarim  Is  the  name  of  a parish  on  terra  firma.  near  tlie 
sea;  and  that  the  last  initials  evidently  are  put  for  Hvaia 
tania  CAif*a  KatMica  Homaua. 


C.VNTO  Tlin  FOURTH, 

HJHTURlC.tL  -NOTES. 

Jio.  I.  — State  Dungeo.ss  of  Venice. 

I slootl  »■»  / Vm'ee.  on  Me  Z»r«f.fe  Sieh$  ; 

J palace  emt  a prison  oh  each  hand.  ' — .Stonsa  1. 

The  (omronnicatiun  between  the  ducal  palacr  and  the  prisons 
of  Venice  is  by  a gloomy  bridge,  or  oivered  gallery,  high 
atmve  the  water,  and  divided  by  a «tone  wall  into  a passage 
and  a cell.  The  state  dungeons,  called  poxzt,  or  wells,  were 
sunk  in  the  thick  wails  of  the  palace  ; and  the  prisoner  when 
taken  out  to  die  was  conducted  across  the  gallery  to  the 
other  side,  and  belug  then  led  back  into  the  other  com- 
partment, or  ceil,  upon  the  bridge,  was  there  strangled.  The 
low  portal  through  which  the  criminal  was  taken  Into  this 
cell  Is  now  walled  up;  but  the  passage  Is  itill  open,  and  is 
still  known  by  the  name  of  the  Bridge  of  Sigbs.  The  poxsi 
are  under  the  flooring  of  the  chamber  at  the  foot  of  the 
bridge.  They  were  formerly  twelve ; baton  tlie  first  arrival 
of  the  French,  the  Venetians  hastily  blocked  or  broke  up  the 
deeper  of  these  dungeons.  You  may  stiU,  however,  descend 
by  a trap-door,  and  crawl  down  through  holes,  half-choked 
by  rubbish,  to  the  depth  of  two  stories  below  the  first  range. 
If  you  are  In  want  of  consolation  for  the  extinction  of  pa- 
I triciiin  power,  perhaps  you  may  find  it  there  : scarcely  a ray 
of  light  glimmers  into  the  narrow  gallery  which  leads  to  the 
. cells,  and  the  places  of  ronflnemont  themselves  arc  tcRally 
I dark.  A small  hole  m the  wall  admitted  the  damp  air  of  the 
j passages,  and  servnl  for  the  Introduction  of  the  prisoner's 
^ food.  A wooden  pallet,  raised  a foot  from  the  ground,  was 
the  only  furniture.  The  cunductors  tell  you  that  a light  was 
not  allowed.  The  cells  arc  about  five  (laccs  In  length,  two 
and  a half  in  width,  and  seven  feet  in  hdgbt.  They  are 
directly  licneath  one  another,  and  respiration  is  somewhat 
difficult  in  the  tower  holes.  Only  one  prisoner  was  found 
when  the  republicans  descended  into  these  hideous  recesses, 
and  he  is  said  to  have  1>een  confined  sixteen  years.  But  the 
inmates  of  the  dungeons  beneath  had  left  (races  of  their  re- 
pentance, or  of  their  despair,  which  are  still  visible,  and  may, 
perhaps,  owe  something  to  recent  ingenuity.  Some  of  the 
detained  appea.r  to  have  offended  against,  and  others  to  have 
bclongcil  to,  the  sacred  body,  not  only  from  thdr  signatures, 
but  from  the  churches  and  telfrics  which  they  hare  scratched 
upon  the  walls.  The  reader  may  not  object  to  sec  a s^Kx^imea 
of  the  records  prompted  by  so  terrific  a solitude.  Aj  nearly 
as  they  cuuld  be  copied  by  more  than  one  pencil,  three  of 
them  are  as  follows : — 

1.  NON  Tt  rto.va  AD  ALCt.'KO  PtNSA  6 TACI 
as  Fbois  vuol  DR  srtoNi  iNSiuic  e lacci 

ILPENTIRTI  PEKTIRTI  Kl’CLV  UiOVA 
St.A  aCN  Ut  VALua  Tt’O  LV  VRRA  CHUVA 

lfiU7.  AUl  ‘2.  GRNAIO.  m RB- 
TENTO  r’  LA  BEsTILMMA  r’  AVER  DATO 
DV  UAHZAR  A ('.N  MORTO 

tAcoMo . uRim  . scRissr. 

2.  FN  PARLVR  pocno  et 
NEGAKR  PHONTU  rt 

FN  PENSAB  AL  Pl.NB  Pt’O  DARK  lA  VITA 
A NOl  ALTRI  NLSrHINI 
• 1605. 

tr.O  lOHN  PAPT1STA  AO 
ErCLESIASl  CORT&LLARIUS. 

5.  OR  nti  Ml  Finn  or\iD.v»i  dio 

CE  cm  NON  Ml  ribu  Ml  tiCAMDVRO  10 
A TA  11  A NA 

V . LA  S . C . K . R . 


No.  II.  — SoNCR  OF  THE  (sONDOLIEHX. 

**  In  t 'mice  Tasso's  crAocs  are  no  sAorc.**—  Stansa  ill. 

The  well  known  songof  the  gnndullcrs.  of  alternate  itansRS 
from  Tasso’s  Jerusalem,  has  died  w ith  the  independence  of 
Venice.  EdRlons  of  the  poem,  with  the  original  in  one 
column,  and  the  Venetian  variations  on  the  other,  as  sung 
by  the  boatmen,  were  once  common,  and  are  still  to  be 
found.  The  following  extract  will  serve  lo  show  the  differ- 
ence between  the  Tuscan  epic  and  the  “ Canla  alia  liar- 
! carlola." 


Canto  I’aime  pietosc,  e ’I  capluno 
Che  ’I  gran  Sepolrro  Iiber6  di  Cfisto. 
M'jito  egli  opr6  col  senno,  o con  la  mauo 
Multo  sofTri  nel  glorioio  acquUto  ; 

E In  van  1*  Inferno  a lul  s*  oppose,  e In  vano 
S'  armo  d'Asia.  e di  Libia  ii  pi>{>ol  mUto, 
Che  t1  rid  git  did  favore,  e sutto  a 1 Santi 
Segni  ridusse  1 suol  compagui  err  anti. 


L'  aimt^iidcue  de  c-antor  gbn  vogia, 

K de  CfofiYetlo  la  Immortal  hraura 
Che  al  flu  i'  ha  libera  co  strassla.  e dngU 
Del  nostro  boon  ('•es'fi  la  SepcHtura 
1)(‘  mero  mundo  tmito.  p de  quel  Uogia 
MUtirr  Pluton  non  I*  ha  tm  mal  fumra : 

Dio  r ha  agluti,  p 1 compagni  siiArp.ignai 
Tutti  *1  gh'  1 ha  messi  insicme  i di  del  Dai. 

Some  of  the  elder  gondoliers  will,  however,  take  up  ami 
contioui*  a stanza  of  their  once  familiar  bard. 

On  the  7lh  of  last  J.Anuary,  the  author  of  Childe  Harold, 
and  another  Englishman,  the  writer  of  this  notice,  rowed  to 
the  LMo  with  two  singers,  one  of  whom  was  a carpenter,  and 
the  other  a gondolier.  n>e  former  placed  himself  at  the 
prow,  the  latter  at  the  sterp  of  the  boat.  A little  after 
leaving  the  quay  of  the  Piazzetta,  they  l>egan  to  sing,  and 
continued  their  exercise  until  we  arrived  at  the  island.  They 
gave  us,  amongst  other  essays,  the  death  of  ClorimU,  and 
the  palace  of  Armida;  and  did  not  sing  the  Venetian,  but 
the  Tuie.m  verses.  The  carpenter,  however,  who  was  the 
cleverer  of  the  two,  and  was  frequently  obliged  to  prompt 
hUcompaninn,  told  us  that  he  could  Iranslatc  the  original. 
He  added,  that  he  conld  sing  almost  three  hundred  stanzas, 
but  }i.id  not  spirits  (morltin  w.vs  the  word  he  used)  to  learn 
any  more,  or  to  sing  what  he  alrr.vdy  knew:  a roan  roust 
have  idle  time  on  his  hands  to  acquire,  or  to  repeat,  and,  said 
the  poor  fellow,  " look  at  my  clothes  and  at  me  ; 1 am  starv. 
ing.”  This  speech  was  more  affecting  than  his  performance, 
which  habit  alone  can  make  attractive.  The  rccitalive  wa.« 
shrill,  screaming,  and  monotonous ; and  (he  gondolier  behind 
assisted  his  voice  by  holding  his  hand  to  one  side  «»f  hi* 
mouth.  The  carpenter  used  a quiet  action,  which  he 
evidently  endeavoured  to  restrain;  but  was  too  much  inter- 
ested lu  his  subject  altogether  to  repress.  From  these  men 
we  learnt  that  singing  is  not  confined  to  the  gondoliers,  and 
that,  although  tlio  chant  is  seldom,  if  ever,  voluntary,  tliere 
are  still  several  amongst  the  lower  glasses  who  are  acquainted 
with  a few  stanzas. 

It  does  not  appear  that  it  Is  usual  for  the  performers  to 
row  and  sing  at  the  same  time.  Although  the  verses  of  the 
Jerusalem  are  no  longer  casually  beard,  there  is  yet  much 
musk  up<m  the  Venetian  c.in.iis ; and  upon  holidays,  those 
strangers  who  are  not  near  or  informed  enough  to  distinguish 
3 D 
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tkrirnnil  miyfimcr  that  nunrnf  ' " At  a dlitancc  he  he»r<  toother,  parhapfUltertr  unknown 

whh  the  itraint  ot  Ta«o.  The  writer  of  lome  rem.rriu  | to  htai.  Melody  ami  rerie  Immotllatelj  altaeh  the  two 
I which  appeared  In  the  “ Curloaltler  of  Literature”  mint  itraniiera ; he  becomei  the  reaponilre  echo  to  the  former,  and 

■ ekrow  hii  belnit  twice  quoted  •,  tor.  with  the  eaceptlon  of  eaerti  himself  to  be  heard  ai  ha  had  hoard  the  other.  By  a 
loine  phnuoa  a little  loo  ambitlout  and  eatrarapant.  he  haa  tacit  con.enUon  they  alternate  vorio  for  Tciae ; thouqh  the 

I fami.hedaTer.caact,a.wellasa*rteahle,deacrlptlon:_  wte  ‘hoiild  but  the  whole  nlaht  through,  they  entertain 
) ••  In  Venice  the  gondollera  know  by  heart  long  parraget  themiel.ei  without  fatigue  t the  liearera,  whoare  passing  be- 

'I  from  .krlostoand  Taiso,  and  often  chant  them  with  a peeuiiar  tween  the  two,  lake  part  in  the  amusement. 

melody.  But  this  talent  seems  ,-it  present  on  the  decline " Th''  performance  sounds  best  at  a great  distance, 
at  least  after  Uklng  soma  pains.  1 could  Hud  no  more  than  ' “"I  l‘  inexpretslhly  charming,  as  it  only  tulOls  Its 
two  persons  who  dellrered  to  me  In  this  way  a passage  from  design  In  the  sentiment  of  remoteness.  It  is  plaintive,  hut 
; Tasso.  I must  add,  that  the  late  Mr.  Bern  once  chaunled  "«•  dismal  In  its  sound,  and  at  Hmes  It  It  scarcely  possible  to 
to  me  a passage  In  Tasso  in  the  manner,  asiio  assurstd  me,  teftaln  f™"  tears.  My  companion,  who  otherwise  was  not 
of  the  gondoliers  * "T  delicately  organised  person,  said  quite  unexpectedly : 

••  There  are  always  two  concerned,  who  alternately  ting  . - K slngolare  come  quel  canto  Intenerisee,  e molto  pid 
the  strophes.  Wo  know  the  melody  ctentuall)  by  Boussoan.  . q“.™do  lo  e^^  megllo. 
i to  whose  so..gs  It  1.  printed  t it  has  properly  no  melodious  . ‘ «"  ‘"'d  >*'•'  'l>o  scomim  of  Llbo.  the  long  ow  of 

■ t *.r  * a <■  j[  k a Ik >_  tsland»  thftt  dirides  the  Adriatic  from  the  Lagoon*  •,  j>ar- 

I moTPmcnl,  and  i<  a *Oft  of  medium  butwren  the  canto  fenno  _ j,  ■m.i-.w,cs„.-w 

: . ^ ^ to  a ak  T —a...  V-.  tJeuiar  jr  the  women  of  the  eatreme  dUtricU  of  MaUmocco 

and  the  canto  fiffiuaio;  It  ax>pnai:he*  to  the  former  oy  , . , , ,ik  .k  _ k r -p 

. . . ...  , 1 a ato  1 aa  k a -ws^  PAlounrui.  iini(  lo  like  manner  the  worki  of  Taisu  lo 

rediailTical  dwlaraatlon,  and  to  the  latter  by  p.i9saecs  and  , " 

I s.  assststiito  ts'  to  A these  and  (imilar  tunes. 

I eomse.  hy  which  one  syllable  Is  detained  and  embellished,  | „ cudnm.  when  their  husbend.  ere  Ashing 

I entered  a gondola  by  moonl>ght ; one  singer  pUc»Ni  , ^ aJong  the  shore  in  the  evenings  and  voelfo- 

! himself  forward,  and  the  other  aft,  aoj  thus  procemled  W , ^ ,lo|„ce. 

St.  Ceorgio.  One  began  the  song:  when  he  had  ended  hU  i ^ distinguish  the  responsea  of  her  own 

' strophe,  the  other  took  up  the  lay.  and  so  continued  the  song  ^ husband  at  a distance.  '*» 

I alternately.  Throughout  the  whole  of  It,  the  %nmc  notes  music  and  of  poetry  distinguishes  all  classes 

, I Invariably  returned  ; but.  according  to  the  subiect  matter  of  ^ vVnetlans.even  amongst  the  tuneful  sons  of  Italy.  The 
, j the  strophe,  they  laid  a greater  or  a ftnaller  stress,  ^metimes  occasionally  furnish  respectable  audiences  for 

one.  wid  sometimes  on  another  note,  and  Indeed  change  opera-houses  at  a time  ; and  the.'^e  are 


I the  enunciation  of  Uw  whole  strophe  as  the  object  of  the 
' poem  altered. 

i ••  On  the  whole,  however,  the  sounds  were  hoarse  and 
screaming:  they  seemed.  In  the  manner  of  ail  rude  uncivilised 
men.  to  make  the  excellency  of  their  singing  In  the  force  of 
j their  voice;  one  seemed  desirous  of  conquering  the  other 
j by  the  strength  of  his  lungs;  and  so  far  from  receiving 
1 delight  from  this  scene  (shut  up  as  I was  in  the  Inn.  of  the 
' gondola),  1 found  myself  In  a very  unpleasant  situation. 


few  events  in  private  life  tliat  do  not  call  forth  a printed 
' and  circulated  sonnet.  Dors  a physician  or  a lawyer  take 
his  degree,  or  a clergyman  preach  hU  maiden  sermon,  has  a 
surgeon  {^rfonned  an  operation,  would  a harlequin  announce 
bis  departure  or  h‘s  bent  di.  are  you  to  be  cxmgratulatcd  on 
a marriags',  or  a birth,  or  a lawsuit,  the  Muses  are  invoknl 
to  furnish  the  same  numlicr  of  syllables,  and  the  individual 
! trluraphs  blaxe  abroad  In  virgin  white  or  party*«oloured 
...  ’ |,lacardi  on  half  the  comm  of  the  capital.  The  last  curtsey 

* My  companion,  to  whom  1 communicated  this  circum-  i fg^i,,jrj|e“  prlma donna”  brlngsdown  a shower  of  these 
j stance,  being  very  desirous  to  keep  up  the  credit  of  his  LpyM>tlral  tributes  from  those  upper  regtoni,  from  which,  in  our 
, I countrymen,  assured  me  that  this  sioging  was  very  deUghtfbl  j thpaijsp,^  nothing  but  cupids  and  inow-storrai  are  accustomed 
t when  heard  at  a distance.  Accordingly  we  got  out  upon  the  j <|e»c«»d.  There  Is  a poetry  in  the  very  life  of  a Venetian, 
1 1 shore.  leaving  one  of  the  singers  in  the  gondola,  while  the  ' which,  in  Us  common  course,  Is  varied  with  those  surprises 
) other  went  to  the  distance  of  some  hundred  paces.  They  changes  iP  recommendablc  in  fiction,  but  so  differi  ut 

1,  now  began  lo  sing  against  one  another,  and  I kept  walking  jYom  the  sober  monotony  of  northern  existence;  amusetuenti 
ij  up  and  down  between  them  both,  so  as  always  to  leave  him  raised  into  duties,  duties  are  softened  into  amusements, 
'j  who  was  to  begin  hU  part.  T frequently  stood  still  and  and  every  object  being  considered  as  equally  making  a part 
; hearkened  lo  the  one  and  to  the  other.  | of  the  business  of  life.  Is  announced  and  performed  with 

Here  the  scene  was  property  introduced.  The  strong  | the  same  rame*.t  IndUTerence  and  gay  assiduity.  The 
I declamatory,  and,  as  It  were,  shrieking  sound,  met  the  rai  Venetian  raretto  ronstantly  doses  Us  columns  with  the 
from  far,  and  called  forth  the  attention  ; the  quickly  succeed-  following  triple  advertisement:  » 


Charadf. 


Fxpmifion  of  the  most  Holy  Sacrament  In  the  church  of 
St. — 

Tkeairtt. 


ij  Ing  iraniiHoiis.  which  necessarily  required  to  l*e  sung  In  a 
i'  lower  tone,  seemed  like  plaintive  strains  succeeding  the  ; 

vociferations  of  emotion  or  of  pain.  The  other,  who  listened  , 

I'  attentively.  Immediately  began  where  the  former  left  ofT.  ' 
answering  him  In  milder  or  more  vehement  notes,  according 
j , as  the  purport  of  the  strophe  required.  The  sleepy  canals, 

' the  lofty  buildings,  the  splendour  of  the  moon,  the  deep  I 

• I shadows  ofthe  few  gondolas  that  moved  like  splrlu  hither  ' SU  Moses,  opera. 

' and  thither,  increased  the  striking  peculiarity  of  the  scene ; ]|4>ned’frt,  a comedy  of  characters. 

1 1 and,  amidst  all  these  drrumstances.  It  was  easy  to  confess  : St.  Luke,  repose. 

h the  character  of  thU  wonderful  harmony.  | when  it  It  recollocUd  w hat  the  Catholics  believe  their 

j “It  suits  perfectly  well  with  an  idle  solitary  marine-.lylng  consecrated  wafer  lo  be,  we  may  perhaps  think  U worthy  I’f  .a 
I!  at  length  lo  his  vessel  at  rest  on  one  of  these  canals,  waiting  | rcsptrUble  niche  than  between  poetry  and  the  pl*y- 
for  his  company,  or  for  a fore,  the  tirrsomencu  of  which  i jj^-sjn,. 

, situation  is  somewhat  aUevtated  by  the  songs  and  poetical  

! stories  he  has  in  memory.  He  often  raises  hia  voice  as  loud  { 

^ as  he  can.  which  extends  Usclf  to  a vast  distance  over  the 
I ■ tranquil  mirror ; and  as  all  ts  still  around,  he  Is,  at  it  were,  I 
In  a solitude  in  the  midst  of  a Urge  and  populous  tuwm.  Here 
is  no  rattling  of  carriage*,  no  noise  of  foot  paaMnigrrs  ; a < 
silent  gondola  glide*  now  and  then  by  him.  of  which  the  ' 
splashing*  of  the  oars  are  scarcely  to  be  beard. 


•I 


I 


• «f  Ulansb,  b«t  s long 


No  in.  — Th£  Liok  axd  Uotiat.s  or  Sr.  Maus's. 

“ St.  .VaM  yrt  srr$  Air  irArrc  ie  stood 
oUind."—^  sunra  xi. 

The  Lion  has  lost  nothing  by  his  Jotimey  to  the  lovaSldc* 
but  the  gospel  which  suppkTTted  the  paw  ; that  U row  on  a 

t CsrisssMlv*  rf  v*].  U.  r*  el.t.  1X57 ; AppMiXtt 

siE.  tii  biiicft'B  Uft  of  Tas*o> 
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Irvel  with  the  other  foot.  The  Horses  alto  are  returned  to 
II  the  Sll-choten  spot  whence  they  set  out.  and  are,  as  before. 

1 half  hidden,  under  the  porch  window  of  St.  Mark’s  church. 

I Their  history,  after  a desperate  strujtjle.  has  been  satlifac- 
torlly  explored.  The  decltlons  and  dotibls  of  Rrisso  and 
.]  Zanetti.  and  lastly,  of  iho  Count  f^^pold  Clcognara,  would 
|l  have  giren  them  a Roman  extraction,  and  a podijfree  not 
I more  ancient  than  the  reljcn  of  Nero.  But  M.  de  Schlegel 
I stopped  in  to  teach  the  Vpnetlans  the  value  of  thdr  own 
treasures,  and  a Greek  rindirated,  at  last  and  for  ever,  the 
pretention  of  his  counirj-men  to  this  noble  production.  ‘ M. 

: j Muitoxldi  has  not  been  left  without  a reply;  but,  as  yet,  he 
I has  received  no  answer.  It  should  S4>em  that  the  horses  are 
irrevocably  Chian,  and  were  transferred  to  Conitantinople 
1 by  Theodosius.  * Lapidary  writing  Is  a favourite  pUy  of  the 
Italian!,  and  has  conferred  reputation  on  more  than  one  of 
' their  literary  charaiters.  One  of  the  best  speclmeni  of  Bo- 
doni's  typography  is  a respectable  volume  of  inseriptiona,  all 
written  by  bis  friend  PaccUudL  Several  were  prepared  for 
the  recovered  horse*.  It  is  to  be  hoped  the  best  was  not 
selected,  when  the  following  words  were  ranged  is  gold 
letters  above  the  cathedral  porch  : 
quATToa  • Eqi:o«t!M  • tujyx  ■ a * vkn*tu  • BYxatmo  • 
c*eT*  • *D  ■ Tiste  'o*sisa’A*a*s  - stcciv  • eosiTA  ■ qc* 
noSTILlB  • Ct-rtOITAS  • A ■ JSTSCCIIIC  • *nsTCl.*B  ST  ■ niANC  • I • 
J IMP  • PACJS  • OXBt  • DATJ!  ' TXOPH.ItUM  ' A ' MDCCCXV  * TICTOB* 
BinrxiT. 

Nothing  shall  be  said  of  the  Latin ; but  it  maybe  permitted 
to  observe,  that  the  injustice  of  the  Venetians  In  transporting 
tho  horses  from  Constantinople  was  at  least  equal  to  that  of 
' the  French  in  carrying  them  to  Paris,  arsd  that  it  would  have 
been  more  prudent  to  have  avoided  all  allusloni  to  either 
l\  robbery.  An  apostolic  prinee  should,  perhaps,  have  objected 
l|  to  adixlng  over  the  principal  entrance  of  a metropolitan 
1,  church  an  inscription  having  a reference  to  any  other 
i triumphs  than  these  of  religion.  Nothing  less  than  the 
' , podficatioD  of  the  world  can  excuse  such  a solecism. 


j No.  IV.  — ScBMissiOH  or  Barb.x&oxsa  to  Potk 
I Ai.EXANDEa  III. 

I **  Thr  ^vabian  isrerf.  tiwt  no%r  /Ac  Autlrian  rcigsss  — 

- 1 An  Emperor  trampiet  where  am  Empet^  kneti." 

I istaaaa  xU. 

’ ' After  many  vain  efforts  on  the  part  of  the  Italians  entirely 
to  throw  off  the  yoke  of  Frederic  Barbaroasa,  ami  at  fruitless 
attempts  of  the  Emperor  to  make  himself  absolute  master 
throughout  the  whole  of  bis  Cisalpine  dominions,  the  bloody 
struggles  of  four  and  twenty  years  were  happily  brought  to  a 
dote  in  the  dty  of  Venice.  The  articles  of  a treaty  had 
' been  prevlmuly  agreed  upon  between  Pope  Alexander  III, 

’ I anti  Darbamssa ; and  the  former  having  received  a safe>coa- 
I duct,  had  already  arrived  at  Venice  from  Ferrara,  in  company 

I with  the  ambassadors  of  the  King  of  Sidly  and  the  coruula 
of  the  Lombard  le^pie.  There  stiU  remained,  however, 
many  points  to  adjust,  and  for  several  days  the  peace  was 
I Mleved  to  be  impracticable.  At  this  juncture  it  was  sud> 
) denly  reported  that  the  Kmperor  bad  arrived  at  Chiota,  a 
I town  fifteen  miles  from  the  capital.  The  Venetians  rose 
I’  tumultuously,  and  insisted  upon  Immediately  conducting 
j him  tn  thn  i-lty.  The  Lombardi  took  the  alarm,  and  de> 

1 1 parted  towards  Treviso.  The  Pope  himself  was  apprehen* 
1,  sive  of  some  disaster  if  Frederic  should  suddenly  advance 
upon  him,  but  was  reassured  by  the  prudenre  and  address 
1 1 of  beba^tian  Zlani,  the  Doge.  Several  embassies  passed 
1 1 betwivm  Cbiosa  and  the  cnpual,  until,  at  last,  the  Emperor. 
' reUxlug  somewhat  of  his  preten4ions.  ” laid  aside  his  leonine 
I ferocity,  and  pul  on  the  mlldacas  of  the  lamb.’’* 

^ 1 Rnl  ovtio*  rsvslfi  itella  B^ii '« <ti  B.  Marco  in  Vousis.  lattrra  <U 

Anciroo  Mauoaldi  iUinmw,  t'atiua.  tSI6. 

, , S'*  a»<llUa,  Impcrsinr,  r>v-«raoi«  m>,  S«l  «ortta  trrkr<-<;ntfn  Umc 

||  viiil  «l't)u’nila  ««1:  bxiii,  iirr  loclinUf  l',niirui  iViitat*  •nnani 

I j mamanisUntm  inSHU. ' - Kun^iutdl  baJcriutsnt  Chrgni«oii,  apucl  Aenpu 
lUr.  lui.  taai.  *b,  p.  1K9. 


On  Saturday  the  33d  of  July,  In  the  year  1177,  six  Ve-  j 
netian  galleys  transtmed  Frederic.  In  great  pomp,  from  I 
Chiosa  to  the  island  of  Lido,  a mile  from  Venice.  Barly  j 
the  next  morning  tho  Pope,  accompanied  by  the  Sicilian 
ambassadors  and  by  the  enw^  of  Lombardy,  whom  he 
bod  recalled  from  tho  main  land,  together  with  a great 
.^racoarsft  of  pe«»ple.  repaired  from  the  patriarchal  palace 
tn  St.  Mark's  church,  and  solemnly  absolved  the  Emperor 
and  bis  partisans  ftom  the  excommunication  pronounced 
.against  him.  The  Chancellor  uf  the  Empire,  on  the  part  of  | 
his  master,  renounced  the  antl-pupes  and  their  schismatic  . 
.adherents.  Immediately  the  Doge,  with  a great  suite  both  I 
of  the  clergy  and  Ulty,  got  on  hoard  the  galleys,  and  waiting  [ 
un  Frederic,  rowed  him  In  mighty  state  ftom  the  Lido  to 
the  capital.  Tho  Emperor  descended  from  the  galley  at  the 
qiuy  of  the  Phusecta.  The  Doge,  the  patriarch,  his  bishops 
and  clergy,  and  the  people  of  Venice  srtth  their  crosses  and 
their  standards,  marched  In  solemn  procession  beflire  him 
to  the  church  of  St.  Mark.  Alexander  was  seated  before  the  , 
vestibule  of  the  basilica,  attended  by  his  tdihops  andcardinals,  j 
by  the  patriarch  of  Aqiilleja,  by  thn  archbishops  and  bishops 
of  Lombardy,  all  of  them  in  state,  and  clothed  In  their  church 
robe*.  Frederic  apprtKichcd  — " moved  by  the  Holy  Spirit, 
venerating  the  Almighty  tn  the  person  of  Alexander,  laying  ] 
aside  his  Imperial  dignity,  and  throwing  off  his  mantle,  he  < 
prostrated  himself  at  full  length  at  the  feet  of  the  Pope. 
Alexander,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  raised  him  benignantly 
from  the  ground,  kissed  him,  blessed  iiim ; and  Immedlaiely  < 
the  Germans  of  the  train  sang,  with  a luud  voice, ' We  praise 
thee,  O Lord.'  7’he  Rmpemr  then,  taking  the  Pope  by  the 
right  hand,  led  him  to  the  church,  and  having  received  hts  | 
benediction,  returned  to  theducol  palace.'**  The  ceremony 
of  humiliation  was  repeated  the  next  day.  The  Pope  bim*  \ 
self,  at  the  request  of  Frederic,  said  mass  at  SC.  Mark's.  I 
The  Emperor  again  laid  aside  bU  Imperial  mantle,  and, 
taking  a wand  tn  his  hand,  officiated  as  errgrr,  driving  the 
laity  from  Che  choir,  and  precesUng  the  pontiff  to  the  altar. 
Alexander,  after  reciting  the  gospel,  preached  to  the  people. 
The  Emperor  put  himself  dote  to  the  pulpit  In  the  attitude 
of  listening;  and  the  pontiff,  touched  by  this  mark  of  his 
attention  (for  he  knew  that  Frederic  did  not  understand  a | 
word  he  Mid),  commanded  the  patriarch  of  AquUeja  to  trans- 
latn  the  Latin  discourse  Into  the  German  tongue.  The  ! 
creed  was  then  chanted.  Frederic  made  his  oblation,  and  j 
kissed  the  Pope's  feet,  ami.  mass  IxHng  over,  led  him  by  the  : 
hand  to  hli  white  horse.  He  held  the  stirrup,  and  would  { 
have  led  the  horse's  rein  to  the  water  side,  had  not  the  ! 
Popp  accepted  of  the  IncKnation  for  the  performance,  and  i 
affhctianalely  dismissed  him  with  hli  benesUction.  Such  is  the 
substance  of  the  account  left  by  the  archbishop  of  Salerno, 
who  was  present  at  the  ceremony,  and  whose  story  is  con. 
firmed  by  every  lubiequenl  narra'ion.  It  would  bo  not  worth 
so  minute  a record,  were  it  not  the  triinnph  of  liberty  as  well 
a*  of  superstition.  The  states  of  I.omb.ari]y  owed  to  It  the 
confirmation  of  their  privileges;  and  Alexamlrr  had  reason 
to  thank  the  Almighty,  who  had  enabled  an  infirm,  unarmed 
old  man  to  subdue  a terrible  atsd  potent  sovereign.*  1 1 


No.  V.  — Hcnbt  Dandolo.  jj 

“ Oh.  for  one  Aowr  of  hUnd  otd  rtanetoio  f 
TV  octogenttrian  cktef,  Byzaniiurn't  eotuftiering  fbe.'*  I 

Stonxa  xli.  ji 

The  reader  will  recolleet  the  exclamation  of  the  High*  ! 

I lander.  Oh  frr  one  hour  of  Dundee  f Henrje  Dandolo  w hen  , 

I elected  I>oge.  In  1138,  was  eighty-five  years  of  age.  When  jj 
I he  commanded  the  Venetians  at  the  taking  of  Constantinople 

I he  was  consequently  ninety-seven  years  old.  At  this  age  ho  . 

S lUr.  li»l.  tom.  vU.  p.  l?l. 

4 ihr  ftowMld  of  In  a wvond  wsn.oo  which 

Alcsai'aw  prr*ctw«l.  on  Ihr  firu  of  AiMPwt,  IpHbrr  the  Kmprrnv, 
ho  mni|iarad  Fnd<v>c  to  tho  |MwUi{al  icn,  »nd  htntwtf  to  itw  fotglvlBa 
fjUhcT 

1 3 D 2 
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I [ anncx<Hl  the  fourth  and  a half  of  the  whole  empire  of  Roma- 
' [ nla  for  $o  the  Romao  empire  wat  then  called,  to  the  title 
'i  and  to  the  terriloriei  of  the  Venetian  l>oge.  The  three 

I'  eighth!  of  thli  i-oiplre  were  pretenred  in  the  diplomat  until 
1 the  dukedom  of  Giorannl  Dolfino,  who  made  use  of  the  abore 
! designation  in  the  fear  1357.  * 

|!  IXindolo  led  the  attack  on  Constantinople  in  person : two 
''  ships,  the  I’Hradise  and  the  Pilgrim,  were  til'd  together,  and 
I a drawbridge  or  ladder  nd  down  from  their  higher  j-ards  to 
the  walls.  The  Doge  was  one  of  the  first  to  rush  Into  the 
[;  city.  Then  was  completed,  said  the  Venetlaiu.  the  pro- 
phecy of  the  Kr)'thr«an  sibyl : ~ A gathering  together  of 
I the  powerful  shall  be  made  amidst  the  waves  of  the  Adriatic, 
undur  a blind  header ; they  shall  lieset  the  goat  — they  shall 
profiUic  11} -zaiiUum  they  shall  blacken  her  buildings  — her 
spoils  sh^lt  be  dispersed;  a new  goat  shall  bleat  until  Uiey 
have  measured  out  and  run  over  fifty-four  feet,  nine  Inches, 
and  a balf."3  Dandolo  died  on  the  first  day  of  June,  lao.'i, 
having  reigned  thirfren  years,  six  months,  and  five  days,  and 
was  buried  in  the  church  of  St.  Sophia,  at  Coostantino(^. 

I Strangely  enough  it  mutt  sound,  that  the  name  of  the  rebel 
i apothcory  who  received  the  Doge's  sword,  and  anDlbllated 
' the  ancient  g'lvemment,  in  17&6-7,  was  Dandolo. 

I|  

I No.  VI.  — Thk  War  of  Cmioia. 

• • **  Hut  is  not  Doria's  mmacr  conv  to  post! 

Are  thep  not  bridM  f"-~  Stansa  xiii. 

After  the  loss  of  the  battle  of  Pola,  and  the  taking  of  Chloxa 
on  the  I6th  of  August,  1379,  by  the  united  armament  of  the 
. GenocM*  and  Francesco  da  Carrara,  Signor  of  Padua,  the 
i|  Venetians  were  reduced  to  tlie  utmost  despair.  An  embassy 
.|  was  sent  to  the  conquerors  with  a blank  iheet  of  paper, 

' praying  them  to  prescribe  what  terms  they  pleased,  and 
leave  to  Venice  only  her  Indepeodencr.  The  Prince  of  Padua 
1 was  iiKlined  to  listen  to  these  proposals;  Imt  the  Genoese, 
who.  after  the  victory  at  Pola  bad  shouted.  Tu  Venice,  to 
' • Venice,  and  long  live  St.  (ieorge  I ’’  determined  to  .mnihl- 
< I late  their  rival ; and  Peter  Dorta,  their  commander-in-chief. 
;j  returuni  this  answer  to  the  suppliants:  '*  On  God's  faith, 
gentlemen  of  Venice,  ye  shall  have  no  peace  from  the  Signor 
i|  of  I'adua,  nor  from  our  commune  of  tlenoa.  until  we  have 
I first  put  a rein  upon  those  unbridled  horses  of  yours,  that  are 
upon  the  porch  of  your  evangelist  St.  Mark.  When  we  have 
‘ bridled  them,  wc  shall  keep  you  quiet.  And  this  U the 
I pleasure  of  us  .md  of  our  commune.  As  for  these  my  brothers 
I of  Genoa,  that  you  have  brought  with  you  to  give  up  to  us,  1 
I will  nr>t  have  them:  take  them  back  ; for.  In  a few  days  hence, 

' 1 shall  come  and  let  them  out  of  prison  myself,  both  these  and 
. all  the  others."  In  fact,  the  Genoese  did  advance  as  far  as 
||  Malamocro.  within  fire  miles  of  the  capital ; but  their  own 
!'  danger  and  the  pride  of  their  enemies  gave  courage  to  the 
Venetians,  who  made  prodigious  eflbrts,  and  many  indi- 
vidual f^tfrificet,  all  of  them  carefully  recorded  hy  their 
historians.  Vrttor  Pfsoni  was  put  at  the  head  of  thirty-four 
; gallics.  The  Genoese  broke  up  from  Malamocco,  and  re- 
J '■  tlre<l  to  Chioxa  in  October  ; but  they  again  threatened  VenU-e, 
I'  which  was  reducetl  to  extremities.  At  this  time,  the  1st  of 
|.  January.  I3<0.  arrived  Carlo  Zeno,  who  had  been  cruising 
. on  the  Genoese  coast  with  fourteen  galleys.  The  Venetians 
I were  now  strong  enough  to  besiege  the  Genoese.  Doria  was 
killed  on  the  ^id  of  January,  by  a stone  bullet  193  pounds 
|j  weight,  discharged  from  a bombard  calltd  the  Trevisan. 
I Chiosa  was  then  doiely  investeil ; .’>000  aiixiliariea.  amongst 
r whom  were  some  Knglish  rondutticri,  commamled  by  one 
, Captain  Ceccho,  joln^  the  Venetians.  The  Genocte,  in 
their  ttirn.  prayed  for  conditlors.  but  none  were  granted, 
until,  at  last,  they  surrendered  at  discretion  ; and.  on  the  2tlh 

1 Mr.  has  Ow  ImiMCUmt  #,  and  vrltcm  Romani 

tnarnd  <4  lUi'iMihp.  IsrHIm  and  Fait,  rW.  Isl.  imsc  9.  Hut  tbr  UUe 
j I hr  t) od«lo  rum  i]iu«  In  l)-«  rhrantcic  et  l>U  naenrulrn,  ihr  lloirr 

I'  Anilnrw  ll«ndot,i.  ••  |),traU  uiutn  wMliiir,  * pnrtU  « dlmldiv 

1 1 laclnt  i?n}nT«  Homan  «>.”*  Ami.  DsnU.  I'hnmuw.  ««t*.  HI.  part  sssm. 
I «t».  Jwr.  hill.  loin.  Ill,  |i«cc  ,\il.  A«a  th#  K oImctykI  hi 

I Uw  R'la  of  ih»  10i|^,  lb«  eoniinmul  iormWou  of 

I t)<%*  smiilir  in  Itarrpr  •rre  tlim  jrvnwsUj  known  t>)  liir  name  of 


of  June,  1380,  the  Doge  Contarinl  made  his  triumphal  entry 
into  Chiosa,  Four  thousand  prisoners,  nlnetecu  galleys, 
many  smaller  vessels  and  barks,  with  all  the  ammunition  and 
arms,  and  outfit  of  the  expcvlition,  fell  into  the  hands  of  the 
conquerors,  who,  had  It  not  been  for  tlie  inexorable  answer  > 
of  Doria,  would  have  gladly  reduced  their  duminion  Co  the  I 
] city  of  Venice.  An  account  of  these  transactions  is  found  in  | 
I a work  c.vtlc>d  the  War  of  Chiosa,  written  by  Daniel  ChU  I 
oaxsn,  who  was  la  Venice  at.tho  time.  I 


No.  VII. —Venice  under  the  Government  or  jj 
Austria. 

“ TAtn  streets,  and  foreign  aspects,  suck  at  must 

Too  oft  remind  her  trko  and  what  enihrais."  — .Stansa  xr. 

The  population  of  Venice  at  the  end  of  the  seventeenth  ] 
century  amounted  to  nearly  two  hundred  thousand  souls.  At  ' 
the  last  census,  taken  two  years  ago,  it  was  no  more  than  j 
about  one  hundred  and  three  thousand : and  it  diminishes  j 
d:Uly.  The  commerce  and  the  oflidal  empluymenu,  which 
were  to  be  the  unexhausted  source  of  Venetian  grandtnir,  » 
have  both  expired.  Most  of  the  patrician  inansiuns  are  de-  ' 
serted,  and  would  gradiully  disappear,  bad  not  the  govern-  ' 
rornt.  alarmed  by  the  demolition  of  seventy-two  during  the 
last  two  years,  expressly  forbidden  this  sad  resource  of  Ij 
poverty.  Many  remnants  of  the  Venetian  nobility  are  now  !• 
scattered  and  confounded  with  the  wealthier  Jews  uixm  the 
banks  of  the  Brenta,  whose  Palladian  palaces  have  sunk,  or 
are  sinking,  in  the  general  decay.  Of  the  “ gentiluomo  Ve- 
neto."  the  name  is  still  known,  and  that  is  all.  He  is  but 
the  shadow  of  his  former  self,  but  he  is  polite  and  kind.  It 
surely  may  be  pardoned  to  him  if  )>c  Is  querulous.  Whatever 
may  have  been  tbe  vices  of  the  republic,  and  although  the  'j 
natural  term  of  its  existence  may  he  thought  by  foreigners  to  j 
hare  arrived  In  the  due  cour»e  of  mortality,  only  one  sentl-  j 
ment  can  be  expected  from  the  Venetians  themselves.  At  no 
rime  were  the  subjects  of  the  republic  so  unaiiiinuus  in  their 
resolution  to  rally  round  the  standard  of  St.  M.irk,  as  when 
It  w as  for  the  last  time  unfurled  ; and  the  cu«  anlice  and  the 
treachery  of  the  few  patricians  w ho  recommended  the  fatal  1 
neutrality  were  confined  to  the  persons  of  ihc  traitors 
themselves.  The  present  race  cannot  be  thought  to  regret 
the  loss  of  tbeiP  aristocr.Ulcal  forms,  and  too  despotic  go. 
vemment ; they  think  only  on  their  vanished  independence. 
They  pine  away  at  the  r«'ra.  i!  bronce.  and  on  this  subject 
suspend  for  a moment  thdr  gay  good  humour.  Venice  may 
be  said,  in  the  words  of  the  scripture,  *•  to  die  doily ; " and  so  i 
general  and  so  apparent  is  tlie  dccUoe,  as  to  become  painful  i 
to  a stranger,  not  reconciled  to  tbe  sight  of  a whole  nation  ^ 
expiring  as  it  wore  before  his  eyes.  .So  artificial  a creation  ' ' 
h.'ivtng  lost  that  principle  which  called  it  Into  life  and  sup-  :| 
ported  its  existence,  must  fall  tu  pieces  at  once,  and  sink 

I mure  rapidly  than  it  rose.  The  abhorrence  of  slavery  which  || 
drove  tlie  Venetians  to  the  sea,  has.  since  their  disaster,  i 
forced  them  to  the  land,  where  they  may  be  at  least  over-  || 
looked  amongst  the  crowd  of  depcDdents,  and  not  present  the  ' 
humiliating  spectacle  of  a whole  nation  loaded  with  recent  | 
chains.  'I'heir  Uvoliness,  thetr  aflability,  and  that  happy  !! 
indifference  which  constitutiou  alone  can  ^ve  (fur  philosophy  ' < 
aspires  to  it  in  vaiiO,  luve  nut  sunk  under  rirrumstonces ; 
but  many  |>eculiaritic>s  of  costume  and  manner  have  by  degrees 
been  lost,  and  tbe  iu>blci,  with  a pride  common  to  all  Italians  |i 
who  have  been  masters,  have  not  ivcn  persuaded  to  parade  |j 
their  iniigniflcanee.  That  splendour  which  was  a proof  and  i' 
a portion  of  their  power,  they  wmdd  not  degrade  into  the  •[ 
trappings  of  their  subjection.  They  retired  from  the  space  I 
which  they  had  occupied  in  the  eyes  of  their  fcllow-citiseiu  ; ' i 

Romanb.  and  that  s|^]!st;on  ia  slUl  w«n  in  thv  rasps  of  Turkr;  as  apnlied 
to  7 brace,  ' | 

X Seethe  MnUnuaUon  of  Pttndt4«'«  ChriMtcle,  tUd  |w49S.  Mr.  (i{bt«n  |i 
anwart  n<4  to  ISolfino,  failovina  SaiMBdo,  «hn  *a*«,  **  U awai  Ulol*  I 

M ICO  tin  aJ  (•lotatmi  iMiino.'  Set  VUe  Ihsiid  Vetmia,  aa, 
SvrifK.  Her.  ImI.  tom.  sail.  a.V0.(m. 

! 3 t'hrenieon,  ttdd.  pan  tsait.  i 
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tb«lr  continuance  in  which  wouM  haTc  hocn  a lymptoni  of 
•cquicircncc,  and  an  in<ult  to  those  who  sulTereU  by  thn  I 
common  misfortune.  ThoM  who  remained  in  the  dejrraileU 
capital  might  be  said  rather  to  haunt  the  scenes  of  their  de- 
parted power,  than  to  lire  In  them.  The  reflection.  *•  who 
ami  what  enthrals,*'  will  hardly  bear  a comment  from  on«  i 
who  is,  nationally,  the  friend  and  the  ally  of  the  conqueror.  ' 
U may,  hnwerer.  be  allowed  to  say  thm  much,  that  to  those  , 
who  with  to  rrcorer  their  independence,  any  masters  roust  ' 
be  an  object  of  detestation  ; and  It  may  l>o  safely  foretold  that 
this  unprofitable  aversion  will  not  hare  been  corrected  before 
Venice  ihall  hare  sunk  into  tlie  slime  of  her  choked  canals. 


No.  VIII. — LAtraa. 

**  tyaierins  /V  trfe  tehicA  b<-art  ledjf'$  narnf 
If't/A  his  nit'lodiom  tcar$.  Me  gave  himsel/  to  fame." 

Staiua  xxr. 

Thanks  to  the  critical  acumen  of  a Scotchman,  wc  now 
know  as  little  of  Laura  as  crer.  > The  diicorerics  of  the 
Abbe  de  Sade,  his  triumphs,  bis  ineeri,  cvi  no  lunger  instruct 
or  amuse.  Wc  mutt  not,  howerer,  think  that  these  memoirs 
are  as  much  a romance  as  Beiisarlus  or  the  Incas,  although 
wo  are  told  so  by  Dr.  Ileattie,  a great  name,  but  a little 
authority.*  Ills  "labour"  has  not  been  in  rain,  notwith- 
standing his  " lore  " has,  like  most  other  passions,  made  him 
ridiculous.*  The  hypothesis  which  orerpowered  the  strug- 
gling Italians,  and  carried  along  less  interested  critics  in  its 
current,  is  run  out.  W'e  hare  another  proof  that  wc  can  be 
never  sure  that  the  paradox,  the  most  liugutar,  and  therefore 
having  the  most  agreeable  and  authentic  air,  will  not  gire 
place  to  the  re-rstahilibcd  ancient  prejudice. 

It  seems,  then,  first,  that  Laura  was  l>om,  lived,  died,  and 
was  burled,  not  in  Arignon.but  In  the  country.  The  fountains 
of  the  Sorga.  the  thickets  of  Cabrieres,  may  resume  thrir 
pretensions,  and  the  exploded  dela  lltutit  again  be  heard 
with  rompUicency.  The  h3rpothesii  of  the  Ablw  had  no 
stronger  props  than  the  parchment  lonnK  and  medal  found 
on  the  skeleton  of  the  wife  of  Hugo  do  Sade,  and  the  manu- 
script note  to  the  Virgil  of  Petrarch,  now  in  the  Ambrosian 
library.  If  these  proofs  were  both  Incontestable,  the  poetry 
was  written,  the  medal  composed,  cast,  and  deposited  within 
the  space  of  twelve  hours : and  these  deliberate  duties  were 
performed  round  the  carcass  of  one  who  died  of  the  plague, 
and  was  hurried  to  the  grave  on  the  day  of  her  death.  These 
documents,  therefore,  are  too  decisive:  they  prove  not  the 
fact,  but  the  forgery.  Either  the  sonnet  or  the  Virgillan 
note  mutt  be  a falsllicatlon.  The  Abbe  cites  both  as  incon- 
testably true ; the  consequent  deduction  Is  inevitable  — they 
are  both  evidently  false. < 

Secondly,  Laura  was  never  married,  and  was  a haughty 
virgin  rather  than  that/mdcrand;»r«tfcisfwifewhr>  honoured 
Avignon,  by  making  that  town  the  theatre  of  an  honest 
French  passion,  and  played  off  for  one  and  twenty  years  her 
liUU  mackineT^  of  alternate  favours  and  refusals  * upon  the 
first  poet  of  the  age.  It  was,  Indeed,  rather  too  unfair  that  a 
female  should  be  made  responsible  for  eleven  children  upon 
the  faith  of  a misinterpreted  abbreviation,  and  the  declslnn 

1 g«a  An  HUinri/-*!  and  rdlkal  R«My  <jb  the  LtSt  awl  Chafsnvr  of  Pa- 
trarrbi  and  a DUMruUoa  on  an  HbMricaJ  HTpotbeala  of  lit*  AbWde 
gatV. 

X tile  of  BeiRla,  t>7  filrW.  Fortw,  *oi.  U.  p.  106. 

S  Hr.  Oibbm  callH  bl«  MswwSrs  " a Uhowr  of  love  '*  tmt  Deelhic  and 
Pall,  chap.  In.  noir  1.),  and  follovcd  him  with  confislanre  sind  delh^t. 
The  eempiWr  of  a vart  Tolnmtrwnu  vwh  imm  take  murh  crWlctom  upon 
trust.  ,Mr.  Gibbon  haa  done  so,  though  net  as  lu^ly  aa  wtiie  other 
ant  hors. 

4 The  sonnM  had  before  awskcaod  the  laspfeioni  of  Mr.  Horace  Walpole. 
See  hU  letter  to  Warton  bi  1 76$. 

5 **  Par  re  peili  (nanhtr*  veite  ahentatiee  de  Cieettrt  et  de  rigurors  Um 
tnftkagfe,  une  fm>me  tendre  et  a*ge  aniiue.  pendant  ringt  «t  «ta  ans,  le 
phi«  grand  iwiSie  de  son  siScIe,  unsfsiru  la  moindre  btSche  a ton  hmincur.* 
Mfin.  pour  la  Vte  de  Petran|ue,  PrSfsce  aas  Pranvah. 

6 In  a dlaloeue  with  M.  AuwMln,  Petrarch  has  detcrlhed  luiars  at 
harlrc  a ln1«  eihsa^ted  vlih  repealed  fCnSs.  The  otd  edtton  raa,l  atui 

KmxI  peWorSorioodus ; but  M-  ('ftpfemnher,  hbrar>an  to  the  French 
ig  In  l*CX,  who  taw  ihc  MM.  In  the  Parlt  library,  made  an  atlcsution 


of  a librarian.  * It  is,  however,  satisfactory  to  think  that  the 
lore  of  Petrarch  was  not  Platonic.  The  happiness  which  he 
prayed  to  possess  but  once  and  for  a moment  was  surely  not 
of  thu  ralnd^,  and  something  so  very  real  as  a marriage 
project,  with  one  w ho  has  been  idly  call«!d  a thatlowy  nymph, 
may  be,  perhaps,  detected  In  at  least  six  places  of  his  own 
•omrots.  The  lorn  of  Petrarch  was  neither  Platonic  nor 
poetical : and  if  In  one  pasi.age  of  his  works  he  rails  it  " arooro 
veementcissirao  raa  unico  ed  oncsto,"  he  confesses,  in  a letter 
to  a friend,  that  it  was  guilty  ami  perverse,  that  it  absorbed 
him  quite,  and  mastered  his  heart. 

In  this  case,  however,  he  was  |>crh.nps  alarmed  fur  the  cul- 
pability of  his  wishes;  for  the  Abb£  de  Sade  hlnuctf,  who 
certainly  would  not  have  been  scrupulously  delicate  if  ho 
could  have  prnvcil  his  descent  from  Petrarch  os  well  as 
Laura,  is  fnreed  into  a stout  defence  of  bis  virtuoiu  grand- 
mother. As  far  os  rchites  to  the  poet,  we  have  no  security 
for  the  innocence,  except  perliaps  In  the  constancy  of  his 
pursuit.  He  assures  us  In  his  epistle  to  posterity,  that,  when 
.irrivcd  at  his  fortieth  year,  he  not  only  had  In  horror,  but 
had  lost  alt  rei'olloction  and  ima/c  of  any"  irregularity." 
But  the  birth  of  his  natural  daughter  cannot  be  assigned 
earlier  than  his  thirty-ninth  year;  and  either  the  memory  or 
the  morality  of  Uio  poet  must  have  failed  him,  when  he  forgot 
or  was  guilty  of  this  tUp.*  The  weakest  argument  for  the 
purity  of  this  lore  has  been  drawn  frum  the  permanence  of 
its  cflocls,  which  survived  the  object  of  hit  p-ostion.  The 
reflection  of  M.  de  la  Bostic,  that  virtue  alone  is  capable  of 
making  impressions  which  deMh  cannot  eflhce,  Is  one  of  those 
which  every  body  applauds,  and  every  body  finds  nut  to  be 
true,  the  moment  he  examines  his  own  breast  or  the  records 
of  human  feeling.*  Such  apophthegms  can  do  nothing  fur 
Petrarch  or  for  the  cause  of  morality,  except  with  the  very 
weak  and  the  very  young.  He  that  has  made  even  a little 
progress  beyond  Ignorance  and  pupillage  cannot  be  edified 
wifli  any  thing  but  truth.  What  Is  called  vindicating  the 
honour  of  an  Individual  or  a nation,  is  the  most  futile,  tedious, 
nn<l  uninitructive  of  ail  writing  ; although  it  will  always  meet 
with  more  applause  th.an  that  sober  criticism,  w hich  is  attri- 
buted  to  the  mallcUjus  desire  of  reducing  a great  man  to  the 
common  standard  of  humanity.  It  U,  after  all,  not  uuUkciy 
that  our  historian  was  right  in  retaining  hU  favourite  hypo- 
thetic salvo,  which  secures  the  author,  although  It  scarcely 
saves  the  honour  of  the  still  unknown  mistress  of  Petrarch. 


No.  IX.  — PCTkAltCU. 

" TMey  keep  Ais  dustin  Arqud,  %ehere  he  died." — Stansa  xxxl. 

Petrarch  retired  to  Arqul  immediately  on  his  return  from 
the  unsuccessfiil  attempt  to  visit  Urban  V.  at  Home,  In  the  | 
year  1370.  and,  with  the  cxeeption  of  his  celebrated  visit  to  | 
Venice  in  company  with  Francesco  Novello  da  Carrara,  he  ; 
appears  to  hare  passed  the  four  last  years  of  his  life  between  | 
that  charming  solitude  and  Padua.  For  four  months  previous  I 
to  hii  death  he  was  In  a state  of  continual  languor,  and  in  the  I 
morning  of  July  the  10th.  In  the  year  1374.  was  found  dead  In  I 
his  library  chair  with  his  hciod  retting  upon  a book.  The  ^ 
chair  is  still  shown  amongst  the  precious  relics  of  Arquk.  I 

Ihst  "on  lit  VI  qo'ofi  <Mt  lire.  Mmlnu  nhatMtira.*'  be  MmJe  lotned  the 
MOMi  .Ham.  HuB>to4  and  llrM  wilh  .M.  Ca|Tp«TonirT,  omi.in  ilw  «ho4o 
dtvnsUon  on  thU  •/•Ai,  Uv}*v<f  biwwtf  a do«nr((ht  Urerar;  rnc«v. 
RifleiwMtd,  Ore.  p.  ^7.  Tbotnai  Agulfuia  t«  called  In  to  WlUc  vbnbvr  Pv- 
irarch't  tnlume  • <kmU  naid  ur  ■ rvMimenl  «i(e. 

7 " PlrmaJlon,  quAnU)  iodar  ri  dri 

l*rir  ImaiRnv  (oa,  «v  mllte  to) re 
K'  afcsti  qwH  eh'  i*  wd  uits  tromi.” 


a " A meats  conflnaiiinv  rml  •Inrers  dlnle  ftmv  oentlonv  uns  niiota 
ewluts  ch'  «t  Tlnli«><<  hi,  StocU,  Ac.  v.  497. 

4 M.  de  nimanl,  Barmde  IsIUrtle,  in  the  Mdmelm  d«  VAntWmie  dvt 
lincTVPtiona  et  Belles  bMCfts  for  1740  sml  17^1.  Mee  a.'ao  KirivMlonl,  Ac. 

p.  «iS. 

H>  " 

and  . ,—r  -■  j - — . — . 

chap.  Ixx.  p.  S't7- xli.  Hto.  rerh:^<i  the  ffla  hvrv  ntenot  for  eirA<n><A. 
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which,  frnm  the  unint«mii>led  vcocratioo  that  hat  b«cn 
attached  to  crerj  thing  relative  to  lhi»  great  man  from  llie 
moment  of  bia  death  to  the  pretent  hour,  have,  it  ma^  be 
hoped,  a better  chance  of  authenticity  than  the  Shakipeariau 
mcmurid»  of  Stratfard<upon-Avou. 

Arqu^  (for  tiie  last  cyliahlc  it  accented  la  prooiraciation, 
although  the  analogy  of  tiie  linglUh  language  has  boeo  ob- 
serveii  In  the  vcrie)  it  twelve  inilct  from  Fadua.  and  about 
three  miles  on  the  right  of  the  high  road  to  Hovigo,  iu  the 
botom  of  the  Kiigancan  hillt.  After  a walk,  of  twenty  minutes 
ncrnii  a flat  well-wooded  meadow,  you  come  to  a little  blue 
lake,  clear  but  fathomlett,  and  to  the  foot  of  a tuccestion  of 
accnvitles  and  hills,  clothed  with  vineyards  and  orchards, 
rich  with  6r  and  pomegranate  trees,  and  every  tunny  frtiit 
thrub.  From  the  of  the  lake  the  road  winds  Into  the 

hills,  and  the  church  of  Arqui  It  toon  teen  between  acleA 
where  two  ridges  slope  towards  each  other,  and  nearly  enclose 
the  village.  The  houses  are  scattered  at  intervals  on  the 
steep  skies  of  these  summits  ; and  that  of  the  poet  Is  on  the 
edge  of  a little  knoll  overlooking  two  descents,  and  command- 
ing a view,  not  only  of  the  glowing  gardens  in  the  dales 
immedUtelybcneath,butofthc  wide  plains,  above  whose  low 
woods  of  mulbrry  and  willow,  thickened  into  a dark  mass  by 
festoons  of  vines,  tall,  single  rypresset,  and  the  spires  of 
towns,  are  seen  in  the  distance,  which  stretches  to  the  mouths 
of  the  Po  and  the  shores  of  the  Adriatic.  The  climate  of 
these  volcanic  hills  is  warmer,  and  the  vintage  b<>gfns  a week 
sooner  than  in  the  plaint  of  Padua  Petrarch  Is  laid,  for  be 
cannot  be  said  to  be  buried.  In  a sarcophagus  of  red  marble, 
raised  on  four  pilasters  on  an  elevated  base,  and  preserved 
from  an  association  with  me.aner  tombs.  It  stands  con- 
spicuously alone,  but  will  be  soon  overshadowed  by  four  lately 
planted  lanrels.  Petrarch's  fountain,  for  here  everything  it 
Petrarch's,  springs  ai>d  expands  itself  beneath  an  artificial 
arch,  a little  below  the  church,  and  abourKls  plentlfblly,  in 
the  driest  season,  with  that  soA  water  which  was  the  ancient 
wealth  of  the  Euganean  hills.  It  would  be  more  attractive, 
were  A not.  in  tome  seasons,  beset  with  hornets  and  wasps. 
No  other  coincidence  could  assimilate  the  tombs  of  Petrarch 
and  AKhilochus.  The  revolutions  of  centuries  have  spared 
these  sequestered  valleys,  and  the  only  violence  which  has 
been  offered  to  the  ashes  of  Petrarch  was  prompted,  not  by 
hate,  but  veneration.  An  attempt  was  made  to  rob  the  sar- 
cophagus of  its  treasure,  and  one  of  the  arms  was  stolen  by  a 
Floreotlne  tbrougii  a rent  which  Is  still  visible.  The  injury 
is  not  forgotten,  but  has  served  to  identify  the  poet  with  the 
country  w here  he  was  bom,  but  where  he  would  not  live.  A 
peaj>>mt  boy  of  ArquA  being  asked  who  Petrarch  was,  replied, 
that  the  people  of  the  parsonage  knew  alt  about  him,  but 
that  hn  only  knew  that  he  was  a Florentine.'* 

Mr.  Forsyth ' was  not  quite  correct  in  saying  that  Petrarch 
never  returned  to  Toscany  aAer  he  had  ouce  quitted  It  when 
a boy.  It  appears  be  did  pass  through  Florence  on  his  way 
from  Parma  to  nome,  ax>d  on  his  return  in  the  year  13&U, 
and  remained  there  long  enough  to  form  some  acquaintance 
with  its  most  distinguUhed  inhaldtants.  A Horeotioe  gen- 
tleman. ashamed  of  the  aversion  of  the  poet  for  his  native 
country,  was  eager  to  point  nut  this  trivial  error  in  our 
accomplished  traveller,  whom  he  knew  and  respected  for  ao 
extraordinary  capacity,  extensive  erudidon,  and  refined  taste, 
joined  to  that  engaging  simplicity  of  manaeri  which  Itas  been 
so  frequently  recognised  as  the  surest,  though  It  is  certainly 
nnt  an  indUpcnuble.  trait  of  superior  genius. 

P.very  footstep  of  {juira's  lover  has  been  anxinutly  trared 
and  recorded.  The  house  In  which  he  lodged  U shown  In 


1 RrmHk«.  Ac.  on  edit. 

1 U Vktaiid  Tmk.,  nb.  Ui 

5 H*uat*«<Wt‘Araaemlc  KuKlw  «im«***  lAW  kwqBtl  I TOO.  par  FA  bb^ 
AVtOvM.  “ MaU.mMli*.  imant  k tWaaev  a f»H  Rv  an  UtnM,yimrki« 
monnV  <)ue  )•  >•«)  temn’eu  |>m  louVwrtrvquI  <lnmln«  rhr*  lul.*'  p.  ISS. 
noi»«Mi  Muit),  >M>  had  not  chvngwl  Ui  epiiUen.  **  J'an  ai  at  c&aaitiS, 
. diHi.”  Ar.p.  ISl. 

4 La  ManSCto  4r  Mm  Pmivr.  rbilanitM  l«  Car  IWa.  and  wr«  in  th« 
tniavt.  **  liv  taai  *ei  bm<it  flwltr  a k Taaaa  ph  |wm- 

Stra  ratttt  «pd  pm«a  !•  pi**  n^emml.*  H«l  (Mimr*  mnn«  t«<>fw«k  in 
I Kudan*.  wiHicJaMn  ifcv  ab&«rd  rmnpar'««n : ^ F«tte>  vaMr  la  Tmw 
I taut  <uCiJ  «wa  riatra,  ja  nlm  tWau  lawr  (noi  A Vlnila,*  Ab;. 


I Venice  The  InhabitanU  of  Arexzo.  in  order  to  decide  the  I 
ancient  controversy  between  their  city  an<l  the  neighbouring 
Ancisa,  where  Petrarch  was  carried  when  sevem months  old,  1 
and  remained  until  his  seventh  yuar,  have  designated  by  a J 
long  inscription  the  spot  where  their  great  fellow-dUim  was  <4 
burn.  A tablet  baa  been  raised  to  him  at  Parma,  in  the  chapel  I 
of  5L  Agatba,  at  the  cathedral,  because  he  was  archdeacon 
o(  that  society,  and  was  only  suatclied  from  hU  intended 
sepulture  in  their  church  bya/orci^duatb.  Another  tablet, 
with  a bust,  has  been  erected  to  him  at  Pavia,  on  account  of 
his  having  passed  the  autumn  of  136A  in  that  city,  with  his 
son-in-law  Brosaano.  The  political  condition  which  has  for 
ages  precluded  the  Italians  from  the  criticism  of  the  living, 
baa  concentrated  their  atteotion  to  the  illustration  of  the 
dead. 


No.  X.  — Tasso. 

“ In  face  qfalJ  kit  Joet,  thr  Cmtctm  quire  ; 

And  liatUsu,  trko*e  rath  envy,"  $c.  — Stansa  xxxvlU. 

Perhaps  the  conplet  in  which  VoUeau  depreciates  Tasso 
may  serve  as  well  as  any  other  spccimeu  to  justify  the  opinion 
given  of  the  harmony  of  French  verse : — 

“ A Malherbe,  A Kocan,  prdf^re  Thfvq»hllr.  | 

Et  ic  clinquant  du  T as«e  A tout  Fur  de  VIrgf le.**  — Sat . tx.  ; 

The  biographer  Serassi^,  out  of  Cenderuess  to  the  reputa-  < 

tJon  cither  of  the  Italian  or  the  French  poet,  Is  eager  to  { 

observe  that  the  satirist  recanted  or  explained  away  this  1 

censure,  and  subsequrntly  allowed  the  author  of  (he  Jem-  I 

Salem  to  be  a **  genius,  sublime,  vast,  and  happily  born  for  I 

the  higher  fiights  of  poetry.”  To  this  we  will  add.  that  the 
recantation  is  far  from  satisfactory,  when  we  examine  the 
whole  anecdote  as  reported  by  Olivet.  > The  senteuce  pro-  j 
nounccsl  against  him  by  Bobours*  Is  recorded  only  to  the 
confusion  of  the  critic,  whose  pnimodMa  the  Italian  makes  no 
effort  to  discover,  and  would  not,  perhaps,  accept.  As  to  the  j 
opposition  which  the  Jerusalem  encountered  from  thr  Cruacan 
academy,  who  degraded  Taiso  from  all  compeiition  with  1 
Ariosto,  bdow  Bojardo  and  Pulci,  the  disgrace  of  such  oppo-  : j 
sitlon  must  also  in  some  measure  be  laid  to  the  charge  of  1 
Alfonso,  and  the  court  of  Ferrara.  For  Leonard  Saiviotl,  j,' 
the  principal  and  nearly  the  sole  origin  of  this  attack,  was.  ; ' 
there  can  bo  no  doubt  influenced  by  a hope  to  acquire  the  1 
favour  of  the  House  of  Kste:  an  object  which  he  thought  | 
attainable  by  exalting  the  reputation  of  a native  poet  at  the  ^ 
expense  of  a rival,  then  a pruaner  qf  $UUe.  The  hopes  and 
effbrts  of  Salviati  must  serve  to  show  the  caatemporary  i 
opinion  as  to  the  nature  of  the  poet's  Iraprlsonmont ; and  : 
will  fill  op  the  measure  of  our  Indignation  at  the  tyrant  ! 
Jailer.'  In  fact,  the  antagonist  of  Tasso  was  not  dltap-  •' 
pointed  in  the  reception  given  to  his  crlddsm  ; ho  was  called  1 1 
to  the  court  of  Ferrara,  where,  having  endeavoured  to  1 1 
heighten  his  claims  to  favour,  by  panegyrics  00  the  flunlly  of  | ^ 
bis  sovereign*,  he  was  in  turn  abandoned,  and  expired  in 
neglected  poverty.  Tbe  opposition  of  the  Cruecans  was  ii 
brought  to  a close  in  six  years  aAer  the  commencement  of 
the  eootrtrrersy ; and  if  the  academy  owed  iu  first  renown  to 
haring  almost  opened  with  such  a paradox^,  it  Is  probable 
that,  on  the  other  hand,  the  care  of  his  reputation  alleviated 
rather  than  aggravated  the  imprisonment  of  the  lojared  poet. 
The  defence  of  his  father  and  of  himself,  for  both  were 
iDTolved  in  the  censure  of  Salviati,  found  mployxnent  for 

A lAVWa.Ac-  Ht'.MLp. 90.  twn-ii.  The  Itngtkb  nwdev  m«T  wean 
accoant  at  il»e  oppiMlUfln  af  Um  Coms  to  Taaaa,  in  l>r.  Black.  Lifr,  *c. 
arii.  mI.  U. 

8 For  fimiMT.  and.  It  U hoped,  deetdw  pvoaf.  thjit  Taa«»  wm  neither 
m««v  mir  i»*»  Ihm  a vrihMtrr  1/  natr.  the  readrr  <*  rrfiTfeil  to  **  Hirtnmd 
llJMOMienaef  the  IVth  Canioef  Chltde  Herald,*  pec*  5.  ami  feKMlntt. 

7 Otiuionl  heHiri  . . . d«ll«  lodl  di  Don  Luid,  Caedlnel  d*&W  . . , d«Ue 
adi  dt  Itatno  .tlfonte  d'Few.  bra  La  Vita,  lib.  Ul.  p.  117. 

a It  Ciunded  to  1 svs,  end  the  CrtMcan  uMwvr  to  ritlinilii ii'i  Oaragb. 

«r  rfiiu  ptokM,  «a»  pabUdtad  to  IMS. 


many  of  bit  soHUry  hours,  and  the  captive  could  tiave  been 
biU  little  embarrassed  to  reply  to  accuMtloos,  where,  amongst 
other clcUnquendes.  ho  was  charged  with  InvidtouslyomltiLug, 
in  his  comparison  between  France  and  Italy,  to  make  any 
mention  of  the  cupoUof  St,  Maria  del  Fiore  at  Florence.  i 
The  late  biographer  of  Ariosto  seems  as  If  willing  to  renew 
the  controversy  by  doubting  the  lnlerpretati<»  of  Tasso's 
self-estimation*  related  in  Serassl's  life  of  the  poet.  But 
Tiraboschl  had  before  laid  that  rivalry  at  rert’  by  showing, 
that  between  Ariosto  and  Tasao  it  is  not  a question  of  com* 
parisoii,  but  of  prel<ereQCC. 


No.  XI.  — Ariosto. 


Tkf  Uf[htnmg  rent  from  Arioito's  butt, 

The  iron  croicn  of  Uturcl't  mintiek  d Uaoet. 

Stansa  all. 

Before  the  remain*  of  Ariosto  were  removed  from  the 
Benedictine  church  to  the  library  of  Ferrara,  his  bust,  which 
surmounted  the  tomb,  was  struck  by  lightning,  and  a crown 
of  Iron  laurels  melted  away.  The  event  has  been  recorded 
by  a writer  of  the  last  century.  < The  transfer  of  these 
sacred  ashes,  on  the  Gth  of  June.  l«)l.  was  one  of  the  most 
brilliant  spectacles  of  the  short-lived  Italian  republic  t and 
to  consecrate  the  memor)-  of  tbe  ceremony,  the  once  famous 
fallen  Intrcpidi  were  revived  and  reformed  into  the  Ariostean 
academy.  Tl>c  large  public  place  through  which  the  pro- 
cession paraded  was  then  for  tbe  first  time  called  Ariosto 
Square.  The  author  of  the  Orlando  is  jealously  claimed  as 
the  Homer,  not  of  Italy,  but  Ferrara.*  The  mother  of 
Ariosto  was  of  Beggio,  and  the  house  In  which  he  was  bom 
is  carefully  distingiiished  by  a tablet  with  these  words:  “ Qul 
nacque  Ludovico  Ariosto  li  giomo  S.  dl  Setteinbrc  dell*  anno 
U74.”  But  the  Ferrarese  make  light  oflfce  accident  by  which 
their  poet  was  bora  abroad,  and  claim  him  eaclusively  for 
their  own.  They  poascst  his  bones,  they  show  hit  arm-chair, 
and  bis  lokitand,  and  liis  autographs. 

«> tile  ilKus  arms. 

Hie  currtis  Aiit 

The  house  where  he  lived,  the  room  where  he  died,  ore 
dpsignatfd  by  his  own  replaced  memorial*,  and  by  a recent 
Inscription.  The  Fcrrarete  are  more  jealous  of  their  claims 
since  the  animosity  of  Denlru.  arising  from  a cause  which 
their  apologists  mysteriously  hint  is  not  unknown  to  them, 
ventured  to  degrade  their  soil  and  climate  to  a Boeotian 
incapacity  for  all  splrituid  productions.  A quarto  volume  ha* 
bet;n  called  forth  by  tbe  detraction,  and  this  supplement  to 
Baiottrs  Memoirs  of  the  illustrious  Ferraxese  ha*  been  con- 
sidered a triumphant  reply  to  the  “ Quadro  Storico  Staiis- 
tico  deir  Alta  Italia.” 


sky  threatened  a thunder-storm.  7 These  superstitions  may- 
be received  without  a sneer  in  a country  where  the  magical 
proportiea  of  the  hasel  twig  have  not  lost  all  their  credit ; and 
perhaps  the  reader  may  not  be  much  surprised  to  find  that  a 
commentator  on  Suetonius  bu  taken  upon  himself  gravely 
to  disprove  the  imputed  rirtuee  of  the  crown  of  Tiberius,  by 
mentioning  that  a few  yean  before  be  wroto  a laurel  was 
actually  struck  by  lightning  at  Rome.  * 


No.  Xn.  — Ancient  Suter.stitioN8  resfictikg 
Licht.vinc. 

“ For  the  true  laurcl-trrtelh  vkirh  Glort/  trearet 
h qftHetrte  no  boU  q/TAwnrferefraen.'*  — SUtua  all. 

The  englc.  the  sea  calf,  the  Unrol,  and  the  white  vine,  were 
amongst  the  most  approve*!  preservatives  against  lightning: 
Jupiter  chiue  the  first,  Augustus  Cwsar  the  second,  .md 
Tiberias  never  failed  to  wear  a wreath  of  the  third  when  the 


tm  All*  wuMn 

V I.A  Vlts  <)i  M L,  /Sr'OMO.  wrttts  d»ir*  Abwp  fUrwUie^  HarafTildl 
- ■ •“  - ••  tllsiarU-al  IJlttmA- 


No.  xni. 


ni.fiKwr.  Ac.  Pmsra.  1907.  Ws.  Ui.  p.  *6*. 

Uans**  Ac*  P* 

3 Siioria  *WU  UO.  Ac.  l»b*  W-  two.  vU.  pw.  Itt.  p.  « *90.  sect.  4,  1 

4 f*».  di  Banceni.  «»l.  lU-  P-  ITC.  *d-  ¥»*rm.  190*  ; Iwwrn  at  atceev  j 

OwMo  Swrini  ArrlliaoCTUico,  Mirtodol*  •!»  un  fnlmiiwcBamein  liiiad* 
l*a>mo  17VJ.  I 

The  fin*  IIS'**  h"  i* 

TiUultH,  Ub.  ill.  pp.  *6*.  «»5.  \ »t*<U  M.  L .trlwM.  Ac. 


" Knote  that  the  tightning  ianct(flet  Aelotr.*’—  Stansa  xlL 
Tbe  Curtian  lake  and  the  Ruminal  fig-tree  in  the  Forum, 
having  been  touched  by  lightning,  wore  held  aacred,  and  the 
memory  of  the  acddetit  was  preserved  by  a puteni,  or  altar 
resembling  the  mouth  of  a well,  with  a Utilc  chapel  covering 
the  cavity  supposed  to  be  made  by  the  thunderbolt.  Bodies 
scathed  and  persons  struck  dead  were  thought  to  be  in- 
corruptible*; and  a stroke  not  fatal  conferred  perpetual 
dignity  upon  the  man  so  distinguished  by  heaven.  <* 

Those  killed  by  lightning  were  wrappM  in  a white  garment, 
and  buried  where  they  fell.  Ttie  superstition  was  not  con- 
fined to  the  worshippers  of  Jupiter:  the  Lombards  Iwlieved 
in  the  omens  furnished  by  lightning ; and  a Christian  priest 
coufeues  Uiat.  by  a dialiollcal  skill  in  interpreting  thunder,  a 
seer  foretold  to  Agilulf,  duke  of  Turin,  an  event  which  come 
to  pass,  and  gave  him  a queen  and  a crown."  There  was, 
however,  something  equivocal  in  this  sign,  which  the  aiwlent 
inhabitants  of  Rome  did  not  always  consider  propitious ; and. 
as  the  fears  are  likely  to  last  longer  than  the  consolations  of 
superstition,  It  is  not  strange  tliat  the  Romans  of  the  age  of 
Lm  X.  should  have  been  so  much  terrified  at  some  mis- 
interpreted storms  as  to  require  the  exhortations  of  a scliolar, 
who  arrayed  all  the  learning  on  thunder  and  lighudiig  to 
prove  the  omen  fiivourable;  beginning  with  the  8,ish  which 
struck  the  walls  of  Vclitrc,  and  including  that  which  played 
upon  A gate  .It  Florence,  and  foretold  the  pontificate  of  one 
of  its  dtiaens.  '* 


No.  XIV.  —The  Venus  or  Mjtotns. 

•*  There,  too,  the  Goddeu  lovet  in  stone."—  Stansa  xUx. 

Tbe  view  of  the  Venus  of  Medids  iiutantly  suggests  the  !| 
lines  in  the  Scoioiu,  and  the  comparisou  of  the  object  with 
the  description  proves,  not  only  the  corTectnesi  of  the  jM>r- 
trait,  but  the  peculiar  turn  of  thought,  and,  if  the  term  may  j 
be  used,  the  sexual  imagination  of  the  descriptive  poet.  The  u 
same  conclusion  may  be  deduced  from  anoUier  hint  in  the  j 
same  episode  of  Musidora;  for  Thumtun's  notion  of  the  ; 
privileges  of  favoured  love  mutt  have  been  either  very  pritnl-  . 
tive,  or  rather  drfldent  i%  delicacy,  whei;  he  made  his  gr.ateful 
nymph  inform  her  discreet  Damon  that  in  tome  happier 
moment  he  might  perhaps  bo  tbe  compaoiou  of  her  bath  ; — 

“ The  time  may  come  you  need  not  fly.”  j 

The  readrr  will  recollect  the  anecdote  told  in  the  Life  of 
Dr.  Johnson.  We  will  not  leave  the  Florentine  gallery 
without  a word  on  the  meiter.  It  seems  strange  that  the 
character  of  that  disputed  statue  should  nut  be  entirely  de- 
cided, at  least  in  the  mltid  of  any  one  who  has  seen  a sar- 
cophagus in  the  vestibule  of  the  Basilica  of  St.  Paul  without 

d **  Purrs  Md  spts  mtht,  wd  matll  <tt*tM>rls.  <«l  inon 

Noidkta,  psrta  tntu  tnl  tsmen  wrr  dontus.* 

7 FUn.  Nst.  Ilto.  IHi.  U.  rap.  .U.  raiwnwIU.  Itl>.  a.  Sttrtnn.  in  Vlu 
Aae*M*-  »>P-  sc.  rtin  Vlt.  TUirrti.cti*.  lilt, 
a Nott  *.  p.  407.  I.iufd.  B-u.  iM7. 

9 VmL.  j.  C.  Uulttngtv.  d«  Twrv  Moru  •*  Folminlb.  liK  v.  csp.  iL 
to  OvJilr  ais«unw^/r  «v<ui«  iwr*,  eflr  >«.'  S'nt  vi^nu. 
Plul.  Syroprtu  »U.  J.  HwOww.  »l  Wp. 

II  Pmli  iHneonl  iSr  Lxnitobsrd.  Ith.  ill.  rs)*.  tiv, 

I'l  I.  I'.  Vslrrisni  dr  fuitniiHim  tUnigrtilaniliuk  I’rt  UmsUo.  sp-  trn 
Aniiq.  K«us.  WMn.  v.  p.  303.  The  osctaiwMiMi  u «tUmMd  to  JuUan  ti  I 
Ulcdlett. 
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!j  thewftlU.  at  Romp,  where  the  whole  proup  of  the  fahle  of 
ij  Muriju  is  seen  in  tolerable  preserralion ; and  the  Scythian 
•lare  wbrttinp  the  knife  Is  represented  exactly  In  the  same 
j poiltion  ai  this  celebrated  raaitcrplece.  The  iU»c  it  not 
nakeii;  but  it  I>  easier  to  get  rid  of  thU  dlfflculty  than  to 
I suppose  the  knife  in  the  hand  of  the  Florentine  statue  an 
instrument  for  shaving,  wliich  it  must  he.  If.  at  Lanzi  sup* 

' pospt,  the  man  it  no  other  than  the  barber  of  JtiUiu  Ctrsar. 

I ' Winkelroann,  iUustrnting  a bas-relief  of  the  same  tuhject, 
.1  follows  the  opinion  of  Leonard  Agtntlni,  and  bis  authority 
might  have  been  thought  condasive,  even  If  the  resemblance 
i|  did  not  strike  the  most  careless  observer.*  Amongst  the 
|i  bronzoi  of  the  same  princely  collection  is  still  to  be  seen  the 
II  Inscribed  tablet  copied  ami rommeoted  upon  by  Mr.  Gibbon.’ 
!{'  Our  historian  found  some  difficulties,  but  did  not  desist  from 
' ; hit  iiluitratioD  t he  might  bo  vexed  to  hear  that  his  criticism 
i has  been  thrown  away  on  an  inscription  now  generalij’  recog- 
j oised  to  be  a forgery. 


No.  XV.  — Mapame  ns  SfAsi- 

I *•  Ih  SanUi  Cr«v*f  Ao/y  prfciadt  He." — Stanza  Uv. 

' I Tills  name  will  recall  the  memory,  not  only  of  those  whose 
I tombs  have  raised  the  Santa  Croc©  Into  the  centre  of  pilgrim. 

'i  age,  the  Mecca  of  Italy,  hut  of  her  whose  eloquence  was 
[ poured  over  the  Illustrious  ashes,  and  whose  voice  Is  now  as 
,1  mute  os  those  she  sung.  Coai^iNa  is  no  more  ; and  with  her 
I should  expire  the  fear,  the  flattery,  and  the  envy,  which 
I threw  too  daszling  or  too  dark  a cloud  round  the  march  of 
I genius,  and  forbad  the  iteaily  gaze  of  disinterested  criticism. 

I We  have  her  picture  embellished  or  dlitorlod.  as  friendship 

I or  detraction  has  held  the  pencil  : the  impartial  portrait  was 
hardly  to  be  expected  from  a contemporary.  The  immediate 

; voice  of  her  survivors  will,  it  Is  probable,  ho  far  from  affbnl. 

. j Ing  a just  estimate  of  her  singular  capacity.  The  gallantry, 

1 the  love  of  wonder,  and  the  hope  of  associated  fame,  which 
; 1 blunted  the  edge  of  censure,  tmut  ceav?  to  exist.  — The  dead 
have  no  sex  ; they  can  surprise  by  no  new  miracles ; they 
, j can  confer  no  privilege  : Corinna  has  ceased  to  be  a wnm-m 

I I — she  is  only  an  author : and  It  may  be  foreseen  that  many 

i|  will  repay  themselves  for  former  complaisance,  by  a severity 
: to  which  the  extravagance  of  previous  praises  may  perhaps 

1 1 give  the  colour  of  truth.  The  latest  posterity,  for  to  the 

I latest  posterity  they  will  assuredly  descend,  will  have  to  pro. 

!|  nmince  upon  her  various  productions;  and  the  longer  the 
; vista  through  which  they  are  seen,  the  more  accurately 
' I minute  will  be  the  object,  the  more  certain  the  justice,  of  the 
ij  decision.  She  will  enter  into  that  existence  in  which  the 

I I great  writers  of  all  ages  and  nations  are,  as  it  were,  2US(xd.vted 
I in  a world  of  their  own.  and,  from  that  superior  sphere,  shed 
!|  their  eternal  influence  for  the  coolrol  wul  consolation  of 

ji  mankind.  But  the  Imlividuai  will  gnwlually  disappear  as  the  ! 

1 author  is  more  distinctly  teen  : some  one,  therefore,  of  all 
I those  whom  the  ch.irms  of  involuntary  wit.  and  of  easy  hns-  | 

I pltality,  attracted  w ilhln  the  friendly  circles  of  Coppet.  should  . 

I rescue  from  oblivion  those  virtues  which,  atthmigh  they  are  I 
i s.ai(l  to  love  the  shade,  are.  in  fact,  more  frequet;tly  chilled  I 
I than  excited  by  the  domestic  cares  of  private  life.  Some  one  I 
I should  be  found  to  portray  the  unaffected  graces  with  which  ' 

1 the  adorned  those  dearer  relatiouships.  the  performance  of 
whose  duties  it  rather  disrov cretl  amongst  the  interior  secrets. 

I than  seen  in  the  outward  manage  nent.of  family  Intercourse; 

; and  which,  indeed,  it  requires  the  delicacy  of  genuine  affec. 
tion  to  qualify  for  the  eye  of  an  Indifferent  spectator.  Some 
one  should  be  found,  not  to  celebrate,  but  to  deicritw.  the 
amlid>le  mlstreu  of  an  open  mansion,  the  centre  of  a society 

I K**  Mflnbn.  Airt.  Inni.  psr.  1.  rap.  svii.  n.  sill.  pog.  34).;  and  SurU 
©41'  Anl.  die.  Up.  sk  cap.  t.  lom.  li.  {Wf.  311.  not.  11 
t Nafninanvinque  ABliqtMr  lull*,  p.  VOS.  edit.  art. 

S The  fre»  asprvMtnn  of  th«r  honrat  amtlfncnt*  »«Tn«ad  ibrlr  litirrffM. 
Tula*,  tlar  ff.and  rf  Antoea,  pr»»ni»»t  them  •tth  fomrt  In  the  ihratrr  of 
The;  did  ihm  mIVct  thr  ferUliiuM-i  of  ihr  •|wct*el«  to  eSf’aco  from 
thnr  memory  itui  iIk  man  «ho  tamUhod  them  with  tbe  cntartjdnmmt 

fV>  , : 


ever  varied,  and  always  pleased,  the  creator  of  which. divested 
of  the  ambition  and  the  arts  of  public  riv.ilry,  sh«}ne  forth 
only  to  give  fresh  nnlmotioo  to  those  around  her.  The 
mother  tcsideriy  alTectionato  and  tenderly  beloved,  the  friend 
unboundedly  generous,  hut  still  esteemed,  the  charitable 
patroness  of  all  distress,  cannot  be  forgotten  by  those  whom 
she  cherished,  and  protected,  and  fed.  Her  loss  will  be 
mourned  the  most  where  she  was  known  the  best ; ami,  to 
Uir  sorrows  of  very  many  friends,  and  more  dependents,  may 
bo  offered  the  disinterested  regret  of  a stranger,  who,  amklst 
the  suhlimor  scenes  of  the  I,eman  lake,  received  hU  chief 
satUfoccion  from  contemplating  the  engaging  qualities  of  the 
Incomparable  Corinna. 


No.  XVL — Akeiebi. 

Here  repose 

Angelo's,  A(ficrfs  Stanza  Ur. 

AlArrl  is  the  great  name  of  this  age.  The  Itali.ins,  with, 
out  waiting  for  the  hundred  years,  cunsidor  him  as  " a poet 
good  in  law.‘*~.  HU  memory  U the  more  dear  to  theta 
because  he  is  the  bard  of  freedom  ; and  because,  as  such,  hU 
tragedies  can  receive  no  counten.ance  from  any  uf  their  sove- 
reigns. They  are  but  very  seldom,  and  but  very  few  of 
them,  allowed  to  be  acted.  It  w.is  observed  by  Cicero,  that 
nowhere  were  the  trtio  opinions  and  feelings  of  the  Romans 
so  clearly  shown  as  at  the  theatre.’  In  the  autumn  uf  ibl&, 
a celebrated  Improvisatore  exhibited  his  talents  at  the  Opera* 
house  of  .Milan.  The  reading  of  the  theses  handfd  in  for  | 
the  subjects  of  hli  poetry  was  received  by  a very  numerous  | 
audience,  for  the  most  part  in  silence,  or  w ith  laughter ; but 
when  the  assistant,  unfolding  one  ofthe  papers,  exclaimed  The 
apotheosis  qf  Victor  Aifieri,  the  whole  theatre  burst  Into  a 
shout,  and  the  appipuse  was  continued  for  some  moments. 
The  tot  did  not  fall  on  Alfleri ; and  the  Siguor  Sgrlcci  had  to 
pour  forth  his  extemporary  common-places  on  the  bomtiard. 
ment  of  Algiers.  The  choke,  tndetxl.  is  not  left  to  accident 
quite  so  much  as  might  be  thought  f^om  a first  new  of  the 
ceremony ; and  the  police  not  only  takes  c.are  to  look  at  the 
papers  beforehand,  but.  in  c.xse  of  any  prudential  alter, 
thought,  steps  in  to  correct  the  blindness  of  chance.  The 
projKMals  for  deifying  Alfleri  was  received  with  ImmesHate  ; 
cnthuilasm,  the  rather  because  it  nos  conjectured  there  j 
would  be  no  opportualty  of  carrying  it  Into  effect.  I 


No.  XVII MAcmAVEMi. 

Here  .VrteAiflPc/;»’s  earth  return'd  to  leArmce  it  rote.*' 

Stama  lir. 

The  affectation  of  simplicity  In  sepuicliral  inscriptions, 
which  so  often  leaves  us  uncertain  whether  the  structure 
Isefore  us  Is  an  actual  depository,  or  a cenotaph,  or  a simple 
memorial  not  of  death  but  life,  has  given  to  the  tomb  of  Ma- 
chiavrtli  no  information  as  to  the  place  or  time  of  the  birth 
or  death,  the  age  or  parentage,  of  the  historian. 


There  seems  at  least  no  reason  why  the  name  shf)uld  not 
have  been  put  above  the  sentence  which  alludes  to  it.  H 

It  will  readily  be  imagined  that  the  prejudices  which  hare 
passed  the  name  of  Miichiavelli  into  an  epithet  pruvcrbiol  of  i 
iniquity  exist  no  lotigrr  at  Florence.  His  nioemwy  was  per. 
sccuted,  as  bis  life  had  brm,  fu^  an  attachment  to  lUierty  I 

had  mnnlrml  ihe  ion  rf  Pnmp*»;  tl>*y  drove  hhn  from  ih«  thtwnv  «ith  | 
ewnok.  Tbp  nvwal  wn>«  of  a i«if«iLara,  nproMU,  ^ r.oovr 

orrwe.  Hi*  tekiimrf  tlia  fTtmoAir.  Irtnod  U*  rh- p«n-r»rton  «f  ihr 

etiiarm,  tn  ihmHnc  iomthI  Ov  rEarloU  of  and  Plai-cut,  «hn  I 

pniarTSWrd  ih-tr  i>TMhrr«.nr  CfmantttbmSt  (M/i*  ; • 

s aarlDf  vonh  a Tvn'Vd,  woir  n nothuix  tnai  a encut  pun.  [C.  S'«U.  Fmot.  1 
CBll  ItiW.  UUU.  cop.  Usts.  pa«.  75.  vdii.  £<a«vir.  1539.  lb5L  UK.  W,  { 
cap.  luvU.]  I 
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iocomp*tSble  with  the  new  ijrtten  of  deipotUro  which  *uc- 
ceedcit  the  ^1  of  the  fre«  gorernments  of  Iteljr.  lie  wm  put 
to  the  torture  for  being  « **  libertine.”  that  is,  for  wlihing  to 
restore  the  republic  of  Florence  ; and  such  are  the  undjing 
efforts  of  tltose  who  are  interested  in  the  perrerslon,  not 
only  of  the  nature  of  actions,  but  the  meaning  of  words,  that 
what  was  once  pn/riati'mi,  has  by  degrees  come  to  signify 
driaitcA.  \V«  have  ourselves  outlived  the  old  mesnlng  of 
" liberality,*'  which  is  now  another  word  fur  treason  in  one  | 
countiy  and  for  infatuation  in  all.  It  seems  to  liave  been  a > 
strange  mistake  to  accuse  the  author  of  The  Prince,”  as  I 
being  a pander  to  tyranny  ; and  to  think  that  the  Inquisition  I 
would  condemn  his  work  for  such  a delinquency.  The  fact  | 
is,  that  Macfaiavelll,  as  is  usual  with  those  against  whom  no  | 
crime  can  be  proved,  was  suspected  of  smd  charged  with  ■ 
atheism  ; and  the  first  and  last  most  vinimt  opposers  of 
*•  The  Prince”  were  both  Jesuits,  one  of  whom  |>eriiu»led 
the  Inquisition  ” beischd  fosse  tardo,”  to  prohibit  the  treatise, 
and  the  other  qualified  the  secretary  of  the  Horcntine  re- 
public as  no  better  than  a fool.  The  father  Possevin  was 
I proved  never  to  have  read  the  bonk,  and  the  father  Lucche- 
sinl  not  to  have  understcKKi  It.  It  is  clear,  however,  that  such 
I critics  must  have  objected  not  to  the  slavery  of  the  doctrines, 

I but  to  the  supposed  tendency  of  a lesson  which  shows  how 
i distinct  arc  Uic  interests  of  a monarch  from  the  happiness  of 
mankind.  The  Jesuits  arc  re-oitahllshcd  in  Italy,  and  the 
lost  chapter  of  ” The  Prince  ” may  again  call  forth  a 'par- 
ticular refutation  from  those  whn  are  employed  once  more  in 
moulding  the  minds  of  the  rising  geueratiuu,  so  as  to  receive 
the  Impressions  of  despotism.  The  chapter  bears  for  title, 

” Esortailone  a liberare  la  Italia  dal  narbari,”  and  concludes 
I with  a /rfxTfmc  eacitemeut  to  the  future  redemption  of  Italy. 

I '*  Non  si  deve  ndunque  lasciar  passare  questa  occastcmc, 

I .vcioechd  la  Italia  vegga  dopo  tanto  tempo  appailre  iin  suo 

I redentore.  N'd  posso  espritnere  con  qual  amorc  ei  fuise 
* ricevuto  in  tutte  quelle  provlnde,  che  hannu  patitn  per 

quoslc  lllurloui  esteme,  enn  qual  seto  di  vendetta,  cou  che 

I I oitinata  fede.  coo  cho  lacrime.  Quali  porte  se  U serrere- 
j beno  ? Quali  popoli  11  negherebbono  la  obbedlensa  ? Quale 

luUano  11  neghcrebbe  I'ossequlo  ? au  oom'no  ?i  zxa  quuto 

M BARDANO  DOMtMO.**t 

II 


No.  XVm.— Dante. 

I **  Vngrat^ul  Florauct  Dtfwtr  sZeepa  — Stania  Ivii. 

I Dante  was  born  at  Florence,  in  the  year  12f>l.  He  fought 
I In  two  battles,  was  fourteen  times  ambassador,  and  once 
' prior  of  the  republic.  When  the  party  of  Charles  uf  Anjon 
i triumphed  over  the  llionchi,  he  was  absent  on  an  embassy 
to  Pope  Boniface  VIII.,  and  was  condemned  to  two  years’ 

I banishment,  and  to  a fine  of  fiOOO  lire ; on  the  oon-paymeut  of 
which  hr  was  further  punished  b}*  the  sequestration  of  all 
Ills  property.  The  republic,  however,  was  not  content  with 

ithls  satisfaction,  for  in  1773  was  discovered  in  the  archives  at 
Florence  a M-ulencc  In  which  Dante  Is  the  eleventh  of  a list 
of  Afleen  condemned  iu  1309  to  be  burnt  alive ; TaUt  per- 
j peniens  tgmf  com^»rainr  iic  tpiod  moriatvr.  The  pretext 
for  this  Judgment  was  a proof  of  unfair  barter,  extorllous.  and 
Illicit  gains.  IlaraeUriarum  iniifMarum,  etlortionum,  rt 
i itlicitomm  lucrorum  and  with  such  an  accuialion  it  is  not 
strange  that  Dante  should  have  always  protested  hit  Inno- 
cence, and  Uie  injuttice  of  his  fellow-citisens.  His  appeal  to 
Florence  was  .wcompanleil  by  another  to  the  Emperor 
Henry ; and  (he  death  of  that  sovereign  in  1313  was  the  signal 
for  a sentence  of  Irrevocable  banishment.  Ho  had  before 
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llogereal  near  Tuscany  with  hopes  of  recall ; then  travelltKl  i 
Into  the  north  of  Italy,  where  Veron.v  had  to  Iniast  of  his  I 
lotigest  residence ; and  he  finally  settled  at  Havenna.  which  ' 
was  his  ordinary  but  not  cooitant  abode  until  ids  de.ith.  The  | 
refusal  of  the  Venetians  to  grant  him  a public  audience,  on  j 
the  part  of  Guido  Novello  da  Polenta,  hit  protector,  is  said 
to  have  been  the  principal  cause  of  this  event,  which  h.vp- 
l>ennl  in  1321.  He  was  buried  (”  in  sacra  minorum  »de  '*) 
at  Ravenna,  in  a handsome  tomb,  which  was  erected  by  Guido,  | 
restored  by  Bernardo  Bembo  In  I4<t,  prxtnr  for  that  re-  > 
public  which  had  refused  to  hear  him,  again  restored  by  ! 
Cardinal  Corii,  in  and  repUced  by  a more  magnlfirent  | 
sepulchre,  eonstnicted  In  1780  at  the  expense  of  the  Cardinal 
Luigi  Volenti  Gonxaga.  The  offence  or  mUfurtuno  uf  > 
Dante  was  an  attachment  to  a defeated  party,  and,  as  hli  ' 
least  favourable  biographers  allege  against  him,  too  great  a 
freedom  of  speech  and  haughtiness  of  manner.  But  the  next  | 
age  paid  honours  almost  divine  to  the  exile.  The  Floren- 
tines, having  in  vain  and  frequently  attempted  to  recover  his 
body,  crowned  bis  image  in  a church^,  and  his  picture  is 
still  one  of  the  idols  of  their  cathedral.  They  struck  metlals, 
(hey  raised  statues  to  him.  The  cities  of  Italy,  nut  being 
able  to  dispute  about  his  own  birth,  cunteoded  for  that  of  his 
great  poem,  and  the  Florentines  thought  It  for  their  honour 
to  prove  that  he  had  finished  the  seventh  Canto  before  they 
drove  him  from  bU  native  city.  Fifty-one  years  after  his 
death,  they  endowed  a professorial  chair  for  the  expounding 
of  his  verses,  and  Boccaccio  was  a|)puiided  to  this  patriotic 
employment.  The  example  was  irolioUNl  by  Bologna  and 
Pisa : and  the  commentators,  if  they  performed  but  little 
service  to  literature,  augmented  the  veneration  which  beheld 
a sacred  or  moral  allegory  in  all  the  images  of  his  mystic 
muse.  HU  birth  and  his  infancy  were  discovered  to  have 
been  disUngulshed  above  those  of  ordinary  men ; the  author 
of  the  Decameron,  bis  earliest  biographer,  relates  that  his 
mother  was  warned  In  a dream  of  tiie  importanro  of  her 
pregnancy  ; and  It  was  found,  by  others,  that  at  ten  years  of 
age  be  had  manifested  hU  precocious  passion  for  that  wisdom 
or  theology,  which,  under  the  name  of  Beatrice,  had  been 
mistaken  for  a substantial  mistress.  When  the  Divine  Co- 
medy bad  been  recognUed  as  a mere  mortal  production,  and 
at  the  distance  of  two  ceirturies,  when  erltlrUm  and  compe- 
tition had  sobered  the  judgment  of  the  Italians.  Dante  was 
seriously  declared  superior  to  Homer  and  though  the 
preference  appeared  to  some  casuists  ” an  herrtiral  blas- 
phemy worthy  of  the  flames,”  the  contest  was  vigorously 
maintained  for  nearly  fifty  years,  in  later  times  it  was 
made  a question  which  of  the  Lords  of  Verona  could  boast 
of  having  patronised  him  and  the  jealons  scepticism  of  one 
writer  would  not  allow  Ravenna  the  undoubted  possession 
of  hU  bones.  Even  the  critical  Tiraboscbl  was  Inclined  to 
believe  that  the  poet  had  foreseen  attd  foretold  one  r>f  the 
discoveries  of  Gsdileo.  — Like  the  great  originals  of  other  I 
nations.  hU  popularity  has  not  always  maintained  the  same  , 
level.  The  last  age  seemed  Inclined  to  undervalue  him  as  a I 
model  and  a study:  and  Bettlnelli  one  day  rebuked  Ids  pupil 
Monti,  for  poring  over  the  harsh  and  obsolete  extravagances 
of  the  Commedla.  The  present  generation  having  recovered 
from  the  Gallic  idolatries  of  Cesarottl.  hot  re(nrne<l  to  the 
ancient  worship,  and  the  Dantfggiare  of  the  northern 
Italians  U thought  even  Indiscreet  by  the  more  moderate 
I'uscans, 

There  U still  much  curious  Information  relative  to  the 
life  and  writings  of  this  great  poet,  which  has  not  as  yet  been 
collected  even  by  the  Italians ; but  the  celebrated  Ugu 
Foscolo  meditates  to  supply  this  defect,  and  it  is  not  to  Iw 
regretted  that  this  national  work  has  bero  reserved  for  one 
so  devoted  to  his  country  and  the  cause  of  truth.  I 


1 ll  rnnelpr  di  N'lmtS  MsehlsKlH,  ht,  eon  la  prvfarionv  e l«  note 
ktarVcbv  • I hc<U  M.  Ainelat  de  U nouMaje  • I' omim  « cofiruiaiian* 
4WU*  oprra  . . ■ t'a-nicpeli,  1 760. 

t RloH*  d<tl4  L«St.  lUl.  tom.  V.  lib.  iJ.  par.  II.  p.  44S.  Tlrabox'M  I*  in* 
con*  • . thv  <iaT««  of  ih*  ihrwdccron  againat  Dantr  aiv  A.D.  tSlS, 
•od  U16. 


3 ^ rrUfet  Ptcino,  hot  Mm*  Ihlnt  hi*  eonmatlen  only  an  vlkcmy.  9«o 
^lorta,  See.  ut  Mp.  f.  4.^3. 

4 n»  Varrhl,  in  hU  Creotano.  The  contTorteir  rowlnort  from  1370 
to  It!l6.  Sm  ntoria,  uwp.  ril.  lib.  lii.  par.  IU.  p.  | 

.%  Jarepo  DIonlU  CanofUeo  til  N’rruaa.  Seri*  dl  Ano'duti,  n.  t.  9m 
RUVta.  Ac.  tarn.  v.  Ub.  1.  par.  1.  p.  V4. 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


1 1 Na  XIX.  — Toms  of  the  Scmo&. 

I ! •*  Like  Scipio,  buried  bp  Ike  upbraiding  tkort ; 

' : 7kp /actions,  m their  worse  ikon  end  «mt« 

j I Proscribed,"  *c.  — Staiu*  Ivil. 

I The  elder  Sclpio  AfriCEmu  h*d  e tomb  If  he  WEi  not 
1 buried  Et  IJleruum,  whither  he  bad  retired  to  voluntEry 
I bonithmenl.  This  tomb  was  near  the  seE'Shore,  and  the 
I story  of  an  Inscription  upon  it,  Ingrata  Patria,  haring  giren 
I a name  to  a modern  (on  er.  Is.  If  not  true,  an  agreeable  actlou. 

' If  be  was  nut  buried,  he  certainly  lired  there.  * 

1 In  cost  angiuta  e solltaria  rilla 

Era  '1  grand’  uomo  cbe  d’  Africa  s'  appella 
( Eerchc  prima  col  ferro  al  rlvo  aprilla.  * 

I Ingratitude  is  generally  supposed  the  vice  peculiar  to  re- 
I publics : and  it  seems  to  be  forgotten  that  for  one  instance 
I of  popular  inoonstancy,  we  bare  a hundred  examples  of  the 
fall  of  courtly  farourites.  Besides,  a people  bare  often  re* 

' pentedx-  a monarch  seldom  or  neror.  Learfng  apart  many 
I familiar  proofsofthisfact,  a short  story  may  show  the  differ- 
I ence  between  c»-eu  an  aristocracy  and  the  multitude. 

I Vettor  Pisani,  hatlug  been  defeated  in  13M.  at  Portoleogo. 

I and  many  years  afterwards  In  the  more  decisive  action  of 
Poia.  by  the  Genoese,  was  recalled  by  the  Venetian  gorem- 
meni,  and  thrown  Into  chains.  The  Avrogadorl  proposed  to 
I behead  him,  but  the  supreme  tribunal  was  content  with  the 
' sentence  of  Imprisonment.  Whilst  Pisani  was  suffering  this 
i unmerited  disgrace,  Cfaloza,  in  tbe  ricinityof  Uie  capital’. 

\ I was,  by  the  assistance  of  tbe  S^nor  qf  Padma,  delivered  into 
the  hands  of  Pietro  Doha.  At  the  intelligence  of  tliat  dis> 

: osier,  the  great  bell  of  St.  Mark's  tower  tolled  to  arms,  and 
the  people  and  the  soldiery  of  the  galleys  were  summoned  to 
! tbe  repulse  of  the  approaching  enemy:  but  they  protested 
they  would  not  move  a step,  unless  Pisani  were  liberatedaiKl 
placed  at  their  bead.  The  great  council  was  Instantly  as- 
sembled : the  prisoner  was  called  before  them,  ami  tbe  Doge, 
I Andrea  Contarlnl,  Informed  him  of  the  demands  of  the 
1 people,  and  the  necessities  of  the  state,  whose  only  bofw  of 
1 safety  was  reposed  in  his  efforts,  and  who  Implored  him  to 
• forget  the  indignities  he  had  endured  in  her  serrlce,  **  I have 
I submitted,”  replied  tlie  magnanimous  republican.  *'  I have 
; submitted  to  your  deliberations  without  complaint ; 1 have 
supported  patiently  the  pains  of  imprisonment,  for  they  were 
indicted  at  yourcomma^;  this  is  no  time  to  Inquire  whether 
I deserved  them  —the  good  of  the  republic  nuy  have  seemed 
to  require  It,  and  that  which  the  republic  resolves  is  always 
resolved  wisely.  Bebuld  me  ready  to  lay  down  my  life  for 
the  preservation  of  my  country.'*  Pisani  was  appointed 
generalissimo,  and  by  bis  eaertioni,  in  conjunction  with 
those  of  Carlo  Zeno,  the  Venetians  soon  recoverW  the 
ascertdenry  over  their  maritime  rivals. 

The  Italian  communities  were  no  loss  unjust  to  their 
citizens  than  the  Greek  republics.  Liberty,  both  with  the 
one  and  tbe  other,  seems  to  have  been  a national,  not  an  In- 
dividual object:  and.  notwithsUndlng  the  boasted  equaUty 
before  the  taws,  which  an  ancient  Greek  writer  « considered 
' tbe  great  distinctive  mark  between  his  countrymen  and  the 
barbarians,  the  mutual  rights  of  fellow-cltixens  seem  never 
to  have  been  the  principal  scope  of  the  old  democracies. 
The  world  may  have  not  yet  seen  an  essay  by  the  author  of 
the  Italian  Kepubllcs.  in  which  the  distinction  between  the 
liberty  of  former  states,  and  the  signification  attached  to 
that  word  by  the  happier  constitution  of  England,  is  ingenl- 
j oQsly  developed.  The  lulians,  however,  when  they  had 
i ceased  to  be  free,  still  looked  back  with  a sigh  upon  those 
1 times  of  turbulence,  when  every  citlxen  might  rise  to  a share 
||  of  sovereign  power,  and  have  never  been  taught  fully  to  ap- 
. ; predate  the  repose  of  a monarchy.  Sperone  Speroni.  when 

' I Vluw  Uivmi ««  rioe  drUd«Ti«  srtts.  S«  T- Ii».  HiU.  Ub.  w^iiu 
IJT»  f«THWs.ihat  soms  **«l  h#  -*•  « Ui«nmm.  oOwr.  •(  lUww- 

IWd.  <.op.lv 
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Francis  Maria  II.  Duke  of  Rovare  proposed  tbe  qiMstioa, 
” which  was  preferable,  Uic  republic  or  the  priacipaUty  — tbe 
perfect  and  not  durable,  or  Uie  less  perfect  and  not  to  liable 
to  change.’'  replied,  *'  that  our  b^pinett  is  to  be  mrasured 
by  its  quality,  not  by  Its  duration  ; and  that  he  preferred  U> 
live  for  one  day  like  a roan,  than  for  a hundred  years  like  a 
brute,  a slock,  or  a stone.”  This  was  thought,  and  called,  a 
magnificent  answer,  down  to  tbe  hut  days  of  Italian  sem- 
tude.’ 


No.  XX.  — Pktearcu’b  Crown. 

“ And  the  enum 

JVkieh  Petrareh's  laureate  brotr  supremeip  wore 
Upon  a far  and  foreign  sod  had  grown." htauxa  Ivil. 

The  Florentines  did  not  take  the  opportunity  of  Petrarch’s 
short  visit  to  ihHr  city  In  I3.V)  to  revoke  the  decree  which 
confiscated  the  property  of  bis  father,  who  hafl  been  baiiishcd 
shortly  after  the  exile  of  Daute.  His  crown  did  not  dazzle 
them  : tnit  w hen  in  the  next  year  they  were  In  want  of  his 
assistance  in  the  formation  of  their  university,  they  repented 
of  their  injustice,  and  Boccaccio  was  sent  to  Padua  to  entredt 
the  laureate  to  conclude  his  wanderings  in  the  bosom  of  his 
native  country,  where  he  might  finish  his  immortal  Africe. 
and  enjoy,  with  his  recovered  possessions,  tlie  esteem  of  all 
classes  of  his  fellow-citiseni.  They  gave  him  the  option  of 
the  book  and  the  science  he  might  condescend  to  expound: 
they  called  him  the  glory  of  his  countr)*,  who  was  dear,  and 
who  would  be  dearer  to  them  ; and  they  added,  that  If  there 
was  any  thing  unpieaslng  in  their  letter,  be  ought  to  return 
amongst  them,  were  It  only  to  correct  their  style.  • Petrarch 
seemed  at  first  to  llilen  to  the  flattery  and  to  the  etitrratles 
of  his  friend,  but  he  did  not  return  to  Florence, aiid  preferred 
a pilgrimage  to  tbe  tomb  of  Laura  and  the  shades  of  Vau- 
cluse. 


Nu.  XXI. — Boccaccio.  || 

Poeeaetio  to  htsparent  earth  bequeath'd 

His  dswr.'*—  stanza  Ivili.  It 

Boccaccio  was,  buried  in  the  church  of  St.  Michael  and  St. 
James,  at  Certaldo,  a small  town  in  tbe  Valdelsa,  which  was 
by  sump  supposed  the  place  of  his  birth.  There  he  passed  . 
the  latter  (tart  of  his  life  in  a course  of  laiiurious  study, 
which  shortened  his  existence;  and  there  might  bis  ashes  : 
hare  bren  secure,  if  not  of  honour,  at  least  of  repose.  But  ' , 
the  "hyena  bigots”  of  Certaldo  tore  up  the  tombstone  of 
Boccaccio,  and  ejected  It  from  the  holy  precincts  of  St  ^ 
Michael  and  St.  James.  The  occasion,  and,  it  may  be  hoped.  ' 
the  cacuse,  for  this  ejectment  was  the  making  of  a new  floor  j I 
for  the  church;  but  the  fact  Is,  that  the  tombstfine  was 
taken  up  and  thrown  aside  at  the  bottom  of  the  building.  ' 
Ignorance  may  sliarc  the  sin  with  bigotry.  It  would  be  ! 
painfnl  to  relate  such  an  exception  to  the  derotion  of  the  | 
Italians  for  their  great  uames,  could  It  not  be  accompanied  ' 
by  a trail  more  honourably  conformable  to  the  general  cha-  • , 
racter  of  the  nation.  The  principal  person  of  the  district.  J 
the  last  branch  of  the  house  of  Medicts,  affbrded  that  pro-  i 
tection  to  the  memory  of  the  iruulted  dead  which  her  best  ^ 
ancestors  had  dispensed  upon  all  contemporary  merit.  The  ‘ 
MarchloncM  Lensoni  rescued  the  tombstone  of  ftot-cardo 
from  tbe  neglect  in  which  U had  eoine  time  lain,  and  found  ' 
for  It  an  honourable  elevation  in  her  own  mansion.  She  has  I 
done  more:  the  house  In  which  the  poet  lived  has  been  as  I 
little  respected  as  his  tomb,  and  is  falling  to  ruin  over  the  I! 
head  of  one  indiiTcrent  to  the  name  of  its  former  tenaiit.  it  If 

6 “ E imonw  risfntu,'‘  Sic.  SctmU.  Vila  del  Tmms,  1 , 

hW.  Hi.  pw-  ion.  U.  euti.S.  IWrgsinu.  || 

S AcvinaiU  innaln«.  teci  t Iwilo  anror  rfoc^Wt>.  a eantpinr  I' ivn-  i 
mortal  tus’  Africa  . • • ^>i>v  U omme  d'  inconrrarr  «•<  immzo  wtW  cv>u  dir 
tidirplKCU,  rl>»<lrl4/'«cr«  un  oltiw  mM>r«ad  VMwdtr*  i UnklcxiiMU  MO 
listn*.*  Hturto  della  Lott.  Itol.  torn.  V.  UU  ) pag.  ;<i.  ' 
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APPENDIX. 


: 1 owaUta  of  two  or  three  little  chamber*,  anil  a low  tower,  oo 
I whkh  Cocmo  II.  aSxed  an  Inacrlption.  Thli  huuie  the 

• ha*  taken  m«uure«  to  purcba»e.  and  propoae*  to  devote  to  it 
that  care  and  conaidcratioii  which  are  attached  to  the  cradle 
and  to  ti>e  roof  of  jtenlu*. 

ThU  1*  not  the  place  to  undertake  the  defence  of  Boc- 
caccio ; but  the  man  who  exhau»ted  hi*  lilllc  patrimony  in  llie 

I acquirement  of  learning,  who  wa*  anioogit  the  first.  If  not  the 
first,  to  allure  the  acicnce  and  the  poetry  of  Greece  othe 

I I lK>*om  of  Italy  t— who  not  only  InverUed  a new  itpe.  but 
founded,  or  cerUlnljr  fixed,  a now  language;  who.  beside* 
the  ojieem  of  every  polite  court  of  Burope,  wa*  thought 

I wortliy  of  emplurment  by  the  predominant  republic  of  hi* 
own  country,  and,  wb.it  U more,  of  tl«e  frlcnd*hlp  of  Pe- 
trarch. who  lived  the  Ufo  of  a phlloiopher  and  a freeman,  and 
who  died  In  the  pursuit  of  knowledge,— fudi  a roan  might 
I have  found  more  consideration  than  he  ba*  met  with  from  the 
priMi  of  Certaldo.  and  from  a late  EnglUh  traveller,  who 
•irikoa  off  hb  portrait  a*  an  odious,  coniemptlblc,  llcentiou* 

I writer,  whose  impure  reroalni  should  be  suffered  to  rot  wUh- 
I out  a record.!  Tlial  English  traveller,  unfortuuately  for 
' I tliuse  who  have  to  deplore  the  lo»*  of  a very  amlaiilc  person, 

^ Is  lK7ond  all  cntlrtsm  ; but  the  morullty  which  did  not  pro- 
i(  tect  Boccaccio  from  Mr.  Eustace,  must  not  defend  Mr. 

; I Eustace  from  the  Impartial  jiulgment  of  his  successor*. 

I Denth  may  canoob*  hi*  virtues,  not  hi*  errors;  and  It  may  be 
I modestly  pronounced  that  he  traiugressed.  not  only  as  an 
i aullior,  but  as  a man,  when  he  evoked  the  shade  of  Boc- 
caccio In  company  with  that  of  Aretine.  amidst  the  sepuh-hro* 

I of  Sanu  Croce,  merely  to  dumbs  it  with  Indignity.  A*  far 

a*  respecu  _ , . 

“ n flagello  de'  Princlpl, 

II  diviu  Pietro  Aretiuo,’’ 

U is  of  Hule  import  what  censure  1*  pa**ed  upon  a eoxcomb  | 
who  owe*  hU  present  cxliUnce  to  the  above  burlesque  eba-  | 
I racter  given  to  him  by  the  poet,  whose  amber  ha*  preserveil  i 
I many  other  grubs  and  worms:  but  to  classify  Boccacdo  with  | 
such  a person,  and  to  excommunicate  hi*  very  ashes,  nnut  of  ' 
Itself  make  u*  doubt  of  the  qualification  of  the  classical 
; I tourist  for  writing  upon  Italian,  or.  Indeed,  upon  any  other 
I literature ; for  Ignorance  on  one  point  may  Incapacitate  ou 
I author  merely  for  that  particular  topic,  but  subjecUon  to  a 

* professioiial  prejudice  must  render  him  an  unsafe  director  on 
i all  occasions.  Any  perversion  and  injustice  may  be  made 

’ 1 what  b tulgivrly  called  “ a case  of  coosclcnre,”  and  this 
] poor  exewe  is  nit  that  can  be  offered  for  the  priest  of  Cer- 
tftJdo.  or  the  author  of  the  Classical  Tour.  It  would  h.ive 
; answered  the  purpow>  to  confine  the  censure  to  the  novels  o' 

I BocoMXio  ; and  gratitude  to  that  source  which  supplied  the 
i muse  of  Dryden  with  her  last  and  most  harmonious  numl>eni 
i might,  perhaps,  have  restrlctwl  that  censure  to  the  objec- 
. tioiiable  qualities  of  the  hundred  talcs.  At  any  rate,  the  re- 

I j penwnre  of  Bncracclo  might  have  arrested  hb  exhumation, 

I ami  it  should  have  been  recollected  and  told,  that  in  his  old 
1 age  he  wrote  a letter  entreating  his  friend  to  dtacourage  the 

reading  uf  the  Decameron,  for  (he  take  of  modesty,  and  for 
the  i-ike  of  the  author,  who  would  not  have  an  apologist 
’ I always  at  hand  to  sutc  in  hb  excuse^  th.it  he  wrote  It  when 
: I young,  and  at  the  command  of  hb  superiors.^  I:  is  neither 

I I the  licemlousne**  of  the  writer,  nor  the  evil  propensltiri  of 
1 1 the  reader,  which  have  given  to  the  nccamcruti  alone,  of  all 

the  w«irk»  of  Boccaccio,  a perpetual  po]iularlty.  The  eslab- 
I Hshment  of  a new  and  delightful  di.ilret  conferred  an  Immur- 
- 1 tnhty  on  the  works  in  which  It  was  first  fixed.  The  sonnKs 
of  Petrarch  were,  for  the  same  reason,  fated  to  survive  hb 
self-admlretl  Africa,  the  “ favourite  of  kings."  The  Inva- 
' riable  traiu  of  nature  and  feeling  with  which  the  novels,  as 

I Tmtr.  rtiw- i*.  »*»!•«•  F SW-vdU.  W.  ••  Of  Bnrwecio,  »h» 

moil.-fn  »*€Sr«nkw,,we*«»  tMSbmc:  Uwtiww  of  fWtiiM  l»  more  *i*4 

morecoBicn.itiMeihm  •"<«  » lm|iomntili-whcvrUwlnipwrr 

' of  s |tovi»Uou-  a«th«c  aw  ron.lTM'l  W»  tlutlr  klnOrMl  d«a.  For 

» iho  rwMon  Ulf  iravoil«»m*)i|>a'»«nnoi!K'ifU  thotwnbof  liicmaliimsn* 

; AvvfitHi.-  i.  h*rab«"o*'d«  WMV* 

(ho  of  *rv«h#T  hl»n«brr«j*«>n*  l»w  bil«l  plw-  of  AiWl|W, 

• w»in  Uw  Churrt  I-0*r  « «.«l  «*»«  ri-^o  h* 

I tonows  of  whi'*»i  some  imMUv  U Uk«n  In  bio 

I »or.w  ef  Mr.  vottlU  t««(i  w fo  th»"k  ih*  («ml>  •«  at  notvw,  « 

at  Iran  to  «•  *omewhwv  i»eo*nl-d.  U'»*«hw  Ua  hwertpuan  so  iniicb 


wcO  a*  the  versos,  abouwl,  have  sloubtloM  been  the  chief 
source  of  the  foreign  celebrity  of  both  authors  ; but  Boccaccio,  ^ 
as  a man,  b ito  more  to  be  cstltnated  by  that  work,  than  Pe-  ' 
trarch  is  to  be  regarded  lit  no  other  light  than  a*  the  lover  of  | 
Laura.  Even,  however,  had  the  father  of  the  TuXeau  prose  j 
buen  known  only  as  the  author  of  the  Decameron,  a coniWe-  i 
rate  writer  would  have  lieen  cautiou*  tu  pronounce  a sentence  j 
Irrecondleable  with  the  unerring  voice  of  many  ages  and  I 
nations.  Ati  irrevocable  value  has  never  been  stamped  upon  | 
any  work  solely  recommended  by  impurity. 

The  true  source  of  the  outcry  agdnst  Boccaccio,  winch 
began  at  a very  early  period,  was  the  dioicc  of  his  tcandalous  , 
personages  in  the  clobters  as  well  as  the  courts ; but  tlic  ^ 
princes  only  laughesl  at  the  gallant  adventures  so  unjuktly 
charged  upon  queeu  Tlieolinda,  whilst  the  priesthood  cried 
shame  upon  the  dcbaiKhe*  drawn  from  the  convent  and  Utq  • i 
hermitage ; and  most  probably  for  the  opposite  reason,  I 
namely,  that  the  picture  was  faithful  to  the  life.  Two  of  the  ' 
Doveb  arc  allowcxi  to  be  fact*  usefully  turned  into  tales  (o 
deride  the  canonisation  of  rogues  and  laymen.  Scr  Ciappel-  j 
letto  and  UarrelUnus  are  cited  with  applause  even  by  the  ! 
dcceut  Muratori.  * The  great  Arnaud,  as  be  b quoted  In  i 
Bayle.  states,  that  a new  edition  of  the  novels  w'a*  propost^,  { 
of  which  the  expurgauon  consisted  in  omitting  the  words  1 
••  monk, "* and  •*  nun,"  and  tacking  the  Imrooralitie*  to  other  | 
names.  The  literary  history  of  Italy  particularbrs  no  such  i 
edition  ; hut  It  wa*  not  long  before  the  whole  of  Europe  liad 
btit  one  opinion  of  the  Decameron ; and  the  absolution  of  the  ^ 
author  seem*  to  have  been  a point  settled  at  least  a hundred 
years  ago : " On  se  feroit  siffler  si  Eon  prfitemioit  coorainrre 
Boccacc  de  n'avoir  pas  6(c  honn^te  liommc,  pub  qu’il  a fait 
le  Decameron."  So  said  one  of  the  best  men.  and  perhaps 
the  best  critic,  that  ever  lived  — the  very  martyr  to  impar- 
tiality.* But  as  this  iiiforroation.  tliat  in  the  bcginnhig  of 
the  last  (W‘ntury  one  would  have  been  hooted  at  for  pretciul- 
liig  that  Boccacciu  was  not  a good  man,  may  seem  to  come  from 
one  of  Uiote  enemies  who  are  to  be  suspected,  even  when  they 
make  us  a present  of  truth,  a more  acceptable  contrast  with 
the  proscrlpUon  of  the  body,  soul,  and  muae  of  Boccaccio  may 
lie  found  in  a few  word*  from  the  virtuous,  the  patriotic  con- 
temporary,  who  thought  one  of  the  tales  of  thb  impure 
writer  wortiiy  a Latin  version  from  bis  own  pen.  •*  1 have 
remarked  eUewhere,"  say*  Petrarch,  writing  to  Boccacdo. 

that  the  book  luelf  has  been  worried  by  certain  dogs,  but 
stoutly  defended  by  your  staff  and  volca.  Nor  was  1 aston- 
I bhed.  for  I have  had  proof  of  the  vigour  of  your  mind,  and 
I know  you  have  fallen  on  that  unaccommodating  inca- 
pable race  of  mortals,  who,  whatever  they  either  like  not,  or 
know  not,  or  cannot  do,  are  sure  to  reprehend  In  other*  ; and 
uii  those  occasion*  only  put  uii  a show  of  learning  and  elo- 
quence. hut  otherwise  arc  entirely  dumb."* 

n b lalbfactory  to  find  that  all  the  priesthood  do  not  re- 
lemhle  those  of  Certaldo,  and  that  one  of  them  who  did  not 
posficss  the  bone*  of  BoecacciowouW  not  lose  the  uppurlunity 
I of  raising  a cenotaph  to  hb  memory.  Bevius,  canon  of 
' Patlmv.  Rt  the  beginning  of  the  sixteeiilli  eenuirj . rrerted  at 
I Arqttd.  opposite  to  the  tomb  of  tlie  I.-aure«te,  a tablet,  In 
w hieh  he  associated  Boccaccio  to  the  equal  honours  of  Diuitc 
and  of  Petrarch. 


No.  XXn.  — Tbe  Medici. 

" fi'kai  is  her  pjftamtd  pf  preciutu  sltmcjf ' — Ptanxa  lx. 
Our  veneraliou  for  the  MetUcI  begin*  with  Cosmo  and  ex- 
pires with  Ills  grandson;  that  stream  U pure  only  at  the 

JtCMted  w*«  wrtiun  an  the  ior»b  eonnot  now  be  darklnl.  frr  slIoM- 
I HMin*)  of  ihl*  Miltinr  Ka*  dkMppMrwl  ffiMt  (tw  church  M-  I ukr. 

f ♦♦  N«n  mlin  vbique  f*t,  «n»i  in  rtfawiWmmi  nra>»  ccnvacewi  dicM, 
•rrlttil.  vt  ma>rt*  inarUM  Th*.  wiiyvnyi  !• 

'M,gh<nattl  of  Carsk-ariU,  nutfsliaJ  ih*  kin««I>an  of  »WI>,  r<*»  I Ira- 
bcnci.i.  MotU,  Ac.  turn.  «.  psr.  u,  Ub.  Ui- 

3 I>ts»rt»rMini  sevrs  tc  ABlicHMX  IwJlnw  DU*-  IvH*- 

4 r.fi-'..iiwiii  Ilf.  Ac.  be.  p.hM.  ediu  Oad«,  1741,  la  th«  ^ugplrmwit 

to  Hnrk't  Dtctiwiar., 

J U|(p.  IMn.  t y.  'rid.  edit.  Basil* 
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loun-t' : :md  It  U in  »r«reh  of  lome  memorial  of  the  virtuous 
refiutillcanc  of  the  family  that  we  vUit  the  church  of  St. 
Lorenruat  tlorence.  The  tawdry,  glaring,  unfinUbeJ  chapel 
In  tli.at  church,  designed  for  the  tnauaoleum  of  the  Duket  of 
Tuicanr.  »oi  rotind  with  crowoi  and  colfini,  give*  birth  to  no 
emoUun*  but  thoko  of  contempt  for  the  lavUh  vanity  of  a race 
of  despot*,  whilst  tlgc  pavement  slab,  simply  inscribed  to  the 
Father  of  his  CoiinCrF^^ reconciles  u*  to  the  name  of  Medici.  ‘ 
It  was  very  natural  for^'^orinna^  to  suppose  that  the  statue 
raised  to  the  Duke  of  U>bioo  In  the  capflia  dt'  depotiti  was 
intended  for  his  great  oameSt|ke ; but  the  maguillcent  Lorenzo 
is  only  the  sharer  of  a coffin  ni^fhlddon  in  a niche  of  the  sa* 
cristj-.  The  decay  of  Tuscany  from  the  sovereignty  of 
the  Medici.  Of  the  sepulchral  p^ayr  which  succeeded  to 
the  eitabUshment  of  the  reigning  fa^^*  I" 

.Sidney  has  given  us  a glowing,  but  a ralt^^^  picture.  *•  Kot- 
VithsuiKJlng  all  the  seditions  of  Florencoi^o*^'*''' 
of  Tuscany,  the  horrid  factions  of  Guelph*  anoSij^^’'*''** 
Xerl  and  Biancbi,  noble*  and  common*,  they  continued  . 

lou*.  strong,  and  exceeding  rich ; but  in  the  space  of  less 

a hundred  and  fifty  y«ir*.  the  peaceable  reign  of  the  Medices 
I*  thought  to  have  destroyed  nine  part*  in  ten  of  the  people 
of  that  province.  Amongst  other  things.  It  is  remarkable, 
that  when  Philip  11,  of  Spain  gave  Sienna  to  the  Duke  of 
Florence,  his  ambassador  then  at  Koroe  sent  him  w ord  iliat 
he  hail  given  away  more  thaoti50,000  subjects  ; and  it  it  not  be- 
Heve<l  there  are  now  SO, 000  soul*  inhabiting  that  city  and  ter* 
ritory.  Pita,  Plitula.  Arezzo,  Cortona,  and  other  towns,  that 
were  then  good  and  populous,  are  in  the  like  proportion  dl* 
minUhed,  and  Florence  teore  than  any.  When  that  city  had 
been  long  troubled  with  sedition*,  tumuils,  and  war*,  for  the 
most  part  unprosperoui,  they  still  retained  such  strength, 
that  when  Charles  VIIJ.  of  France,  being  adinllted  as  a 
friend  with  his  whole  army,  which  soon  after  conquered  the 
kingdom  of  Naples,  thought  to  matter  them,  the  people, 
taking  arms,  struck  such  a terror  into  him.  that  he  was  glad 
to  depart  upon  such  conditions  at  they  thought  fit  to  impose. 
Hachiavel  report*,  that  in  that  time  Horence  alone,  with  the 
Val  d'Arno.  a small  territory  belonging  to  that  city,  could, 
in  a few  hours,  by  the  sound  of  a bell,  bring  together  IM.OOO 
well*armed  men  ; whereas  now  that  dly,  with  all  the  others 
In  that  province,  arc  brought  to  such  despicable  weakness, 
emptiness,  povert)-.  and  baseness,  that  they  can  neither  resist 
the  oppressions  of  their  own  prince,  nor  defend  him  or  them- 
selves if  they  were  assaulted  by  a Foreign  enemy.  The  people 
are  dispersed  or  destroyed,  and  the  best  families  sent  to  seek 
habitations  in  Venice,  Genoa,  Home,  Naples,  and  Lucra. 
This  is  not  tho  eflVet  of  wsu"  or  pestilence:  they  enjoy  a 
perfiTt  peace,  and  suffer  no  other  plague  than  the  government 
they  are  under.*’  ■ From  the  usurper  Cosmo  down  to  the 
imbecile  Gaston,  we  look  in  vain  for  any  of  those  unmlxcd 
qualitio*  which  should  raise  a patriot  to  the  command  of  his 
frllow-citlzens.  The  Grand  Dukes,  and  particularly  the  third 
Cosmo.  Iiad  operated  so  entire  a change  in  tlie  Tuscan  cha- 
racter. that  the  candid  Florentines.  In  exetue  for  some  imper- 
fections In  the  philamhropic  system  of  Leopold,  are  obliged 
to  confeis  that  the  sovereign  was  the  only  liberal  man  in  hit 
dominion*.  Vet  that  excellent  prince  himself  had  no  other 
notion  of  a national  asiembty.  than  of  a body  to  represent  the 
wanu  and  wishes,  not  the  wUl,  of  the  people. 


down  the  very  mountains,  was  not  felt  by  one  of  the  combat- 
anu.”  * Such  is  the  description  of  Livy.  It  may  be  doubted 
whether  modem  tactics  would  admit  of  such  on  abstraction. 

The  site  of  the  battle  of  Tbratlmcnc  U not  to  be  mistaken. 
The  traveller  from  the  village  under  Cortona  to  Casa  dl 
Piano,  the  next  stage  on  the  way  to  Rome,  has  for  the  first 
tw  o or  three  miles,  around  him,  but  more  particularly  to  the 
right,  that  flat  Uml  which  Hannibal  laid  waste  in  order  to  In- 
duce the  Consul  Flaminlus  to  more  from  Arezzo.  On  hi* 
left,  and  in  front  of  him.  is  a ridge  of  hills  bending  down 
towards  the  lake  of  Thraslmenc,  called  by  Livy  *•  monte* 
Cortonenses,”  and  now  named  the  Gualandra.  These  hills 
he  approaches  at  Ossi^a,  a village  which  the  itineraries  pre- 
tend to  have  been  so  denominated  from  the  bones  found 
there:  but  there  have  been  no  bone*  found  there,  and  the 
battle  was  fought  on  the  other  side  of  the  hlU.  F rom  Oss^a 
the  road  begins  to  rise  a little,  but  doc*  not  pas*  Into  ibc  roots 
of  the  mountain*  until  the  sixty-seventh  milestone  from 
Florence.  The  ascent  thence  is  not  steep  but  perpetual,  and 
ntinues  for  twenty  minute*.  The  lake  is  soon  seen  below 
. with  Borghetto.  a round  lower,  close  upon  the 
the  undulating  hills  partially  covered  with  wood« 
road  winds,  sink  by  degree*  Into  the 
tower.  iMwct  than  the  road,  down  to 
woody  hillocks,  Hannilwl  placed  bis 
rather  above  the  pass,  witicb  was 
present  road,  and  most  probably 
, _ the  lowest  of  the  ••  tumuli."* 

to  Borghrtto,  ju,t  ,,  rircuUr 

On..ummlt  to  tho  loll,  „f  ,u„„ibol 

roln  .bloh  tho  p,ju.nt.  roll  „r,h«  ro«l.  the 

Cortliwlnlm.  Arrlred  at  the  hii\v„j  plain,  .hich  open* 
^ tandra.  He  soon  find* 
and  in  front,  and 


water 
amongst  n 
marshes  near 
the  right  amidst 
horse  *.  in  the  jaws 
between  the  lake 


traveller  has  a partial  view  of  the  V , 

fully  upon  him  as  he  descends  the  Gu.iV.  

himself  in  a vale' enclosed  to  tho  Kft;‘,.\o7round  to  * *fg- 
behind  him  by  the  Gualandra  hlUs,  beoill^j„^„  p^ch  end 
meot  larger  than  a semicircle,  and  running^  ' 


end 

—rwbrms  the  chord 
to  the  lake,  which  oblique*  to  the  right  and  guessed  at 

of  tbl*  mountain  arc.  The  position  cannot^j^|^  completely 


No.  XXUL — Battl*  or  THnasiMCKr. 

" An  ranhipiakf  rffVdunk^edJj/  evoy.”  — Stanza  IxUf. 


from  the  plaint  of  Cortona,  nor  appear*  to  be  it  then 

enclosed  unless  to  one  who  it  fairly  within  the  hi^K^MC  for  a 
tnileed,  appears  " a place  made  as  it  were  on 
snare,"  ioetu  insilifna  nofuj.  **  Itorghetto  is  t 
stand  in  a narrow  marshy  i^s  close  to  the  hili] 
the  lake,  whilst  there  it  no  other  outlet  at  the 
turn  of  the  mountains  than  through  the  little  town 
signano,  which  it  pushed  Into  the  water  by  the  fool 
high  rocky  acclivity.’’  There  it  a woody  eminence  bi 
ing  down  from  the  mountains  into  tho  upper  end  of 
neirer  to  the  side  of  Patslgnano,  and  on  this  stands  a 
village  called  Torre.  Polybius  seems  to  allude  to  this 
nence  at  the  one  on  which  Hannibal  encamped,  and  drew 
his  heavy-armed  African*  and  Spaniards  in  a conspicuous  po< 
sitlon.*  From  this  spot  he  despatchnl  bit  Balearic  and  light- 
armed  troops  round  through  the  Gualandra  heights  to  the 
right,  so  as  to  arrive  unseen  and  form  on  amtnish  amongst 
the  broken  acclivities  which  the  road  now  passes,  and  to  be 
ready  to  art  upon  the  left  flank  and  above  the  enemy,  whilst 
the  horse  shut  up  the  past  behind.  Flaminlus  rame  to  the 
lake  near  Borghetto  at  sunset ; and,  without  tending  any 
spies  before  him.  marched  through  the  pass  the  next  morn- 
ing before  the  day  had  quite  broken,  so  that  he  perceived 
nothing  of  the  hone  and  light  troop*  alKivc  and  about  lilmt 
and  saw  only  the  heavy-armed  Carthaglniani  In  front  on  the 
hill  of  Torre.  The  consul  began  to  draw  out  hit  army  in 
the  flat.  ai>d  in  the  meantime  the  horse  In  amtuish  occupied 
the  post  behind  him,  at  Borghetto.  Thus  the  Romans  were 
completely  enclosed,  having  the  take  on  the  right,  the  main 
army  on  the  hill  of  Torre  in  front,  th«  Gtuiandra  hills  filled 


" And  lucb  was  their  mutual  animosity,  so  intent  were  they 

upon  the  battle,  that  theearthquake.  which  overthrew  in  great  « „„„ 

pa  many  o me  t «■*  of  Italy,  which  turned  the  course  of  with  the  light-armed  on  their  left  flank,  ami  being  prevented 
r.vpl«l  stream*.  |«.ureil  b-iek  the  sea  upon  the  river*,  and  tore  from  receding  by  the  cavaUy.  who,  the  Csrtbcr  they  advanced. 
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APPENDIX. 


•topped  up  all  thr  oulleU  In  the  rear.  A fog  rising  from  the 
lake  now  »pr«*.ia  itself  over  the  army  of  the  cooiul.  but  the  ; 
high  lands  were  in  the  sunshine,  and  all  the  different  corp»  in 
ambush  looked  toward  the  hill  of  Torre  for  the  order  of 
attack.  Hannibal  gate  the  signal,  and  rooted  down  from  bis 
post  on  the  height.  At  the  same  moment  all  bU  troop*  oa 
the  eminences  l)olilwl  nud  in  the  flank  of  FUroinim  rushed 
forwards  as  it  were  with  one  accord  Into  the  plain.  The 
Roroans,  who  were  forming  their  array  In  the  mist,  suddenly 
beard  the  shouts  of  the  enemy  amongst  thorn,  on  etcry  »lde, 
and  before  they  could  fall  Into  thclr  ranks,  or  draw  their 
swords,  or  •e«  by  whom  they  were  attacked,  fell  at  once  that 
they  were  surTouuil«*d  and  lost. 

There  arc  two  Utile  ritulcts  w hich  run  from  tlic  Gualandra 
into  the  Like.  The  irareller  crosses  the  first  of  these  at  about 
a mile  after  he  comes  Into  the  plain,  and  this  divides  the 
Tuscan  from  the  Papal  territories.  The  second,  about  a 
quarter  of  a mile  further  on,  li  called  '*  the  bloody  rivulet ; ” 
and  the  peasants  point  out  an  open  spot  to  the  left  between 
the  ••  Sangulnetto"  ar»d  the  hills,  which,  they  say.  was  the 
principal  scene  of  slaughter.  The  other  part  of  the  plain  is 
covered  with  thlrk-set  olive  trees  lu  com  grounds,  and  is 
nowhere  quite  level  except  near  the  edge  of  the  lake.  It  is, 
indeed,  most  probable  that  the  battle  was  fought  near  this  end 
of  the  valley,  for  tlie  six  thousand  Romans,  who.  at  the  be- 
ginning of  the  .iction,  broke  through  the  enemy,  escapedtothc 
1 summit  of  an  eminence  which  must  have  been  In  thisquartcr, 
i otherwise  they  would  have  had  to  traverse  the  whole  plain, 
and  to  pierce  through  the  main  army  of  Hannibal. 

The  Romans  fought  desperately  for  three  hours ; but  the 
death  of  FUmlnlus  was  the  signal  for  a general  tUsperslon. 
The  Carthaginian  horse  then  burst  In  upon  the  fugitives,  .ind 
the  lake,  the  marsh  about  Borghetto.  but  chlefiy  the  plain 
of  the  Sangulnetto  and  the  passes  of  the  Gualandra,  were 
•trewed  with  dead.  Near  some  old  walls  on  a bleak  ridge  to 
the  left  above  the  rivulet,  many  human  bones  have  been  re- 
peatedly found,  and  this  has  confirmed  the  preteosious  and 
[ the  name  of  the  “stream  of  blood.** 

Every  district  of  Italy  has  lu  hero.  In  the  north  some 
■ pjunter  U the  usual  genius  of  the  place,  and  the  foreign  Julio 
Romano  more  than  divides  Mantua  with  her  native  Virgil.* 
i To  the  south  we  hear  of  Roman  names.  Near  Thraslmeno 
’ tra*litloo  It  still  faithful  to  the  fame  of  an  enemy,  and  Hannibal 
j the  Carthaglnliin  Is  the  only  ancient  name  remembered  on 
tbe  banks  of  the  Perugian  lake.  Hamlnlut  Is  unknow  n ; but 
the  juMilUions  on  that  road  have  been  taught  to  show  the  very 
•put  where  II  Conso/e  Romano  was  slain.  Of  all  who  fought 
and  fell  In  the  battle  of  Thrashnene.  the  historian  himself 
has,  besltles  the  general*  and  Mahorbal,  preserved  Indeed  only 
a single  name.  You  overtake  the  Carthaginian  again  on  tbe 
same  read  to  Rome.  The  antiquary,  that  is,  the  hostler  of 
the  poithOHsc  at  Spolcto,  tells  you  that  hii  town  rejndied  the 
I victorious  enemy,  and  shows  you  tbe  gate  still  called  Porta 
di  Annibalf.  It  Is  hardly  worth  while  to  remark  that  a 
French  travel  writer,  well  known  by  the  name  of  the  Presi- 
dent Dupatv,  saw  Tbraslraene  in  the  lake  of  BoUena,  which 
lay  conveniently  on  his  way  from  Sienna  to  Rome. 


No.  XXIV. —Status  or  Pomfsy. 

I 

1 “ And  tkou,  dread  tiaitie  t fUll  existent  in 

Ine  auiteresifortu  qf  naked 

Stanxa  IxxxvU. 

I The  proiected  division  of  the  Spada  Pompey  ha*  already 
I been  rreorded  by  the  historian  of  tbe  Decline  and  Fall  of  the 

1 ' t Atwat  mWd»v  »f  Ivvlfth  mrtary  thv  ««h«  ti  Msatus  an 
one  •■Os  dw  iuMfv  sud  hfurv  M \ OslS.  Zecca  iT  lisits,  pi*  S'U.l.  h. 
I V<ip^  W >tiU<k.w«.  &>..  i».r  A.  Z.  Mtiiin,  t<«n.  U.  lu/.  %9|.  Tstiw 

1 1 <trl1«  Am.  Ac.  Ifb.  U.  C*f».  1.  }>44(.  311.. tel.  twn.  M. 

3 t'Hwt.  biMU.  sd  Atstewni,  vl.  <h 
I <t  I’atlUhMl  tw  ('«uwu»,  in  hi*  .Mutetiw  Ibaasnum. 

, .1  -\nl.  Ac.  Ml,,  r.  i.  ^ . 

I (>  ^uMan.  In  vti.  .Vogun.  esp,  31.  snd  in  vH.  C,  J.Cnwnr.  cap.  8b.  Ap- 
I pl«n  M ««  burnt  down. 

I 7 .ti»rtq.  Horn.  Itb.  I. 

I 8 Ln.  ilbK-  Ub.  «.  csp.  Isix. 


Roman  Empire.  Mr.  Gibbon  found  it  in  the  memorials  of 
Flominius  Vacca ; and  it  may  be  added  to  liii  iiieniion  nf  it,  j 
that  Pope  Julius  III.  gave  the  contending  owners  five  hun- 
dred crowns  for  the  statue,  and  presented  it  to  Cardinal  Capo 
dl  Ferro,  w ho  had  prev  ented  the  judgment  of  Solomon  from 
l>rlng  executed  upon  the  image.  In  a more  civilised  age  this 
itatuc  wias  exposed  to  an  actual  operation;  for  the  French 
who  acted  the  Brutus  of  Voltaire  in  the  Coliseum,  resolved 
th.it  their  Ca>tar  should  fUl  at  the  base  of  that  Pompey, 
which  was  supposed  to  have  been  sprinkled  with  the  blood  of  ' 
the  original  dictator.  The  ninc-foot  hero  was  therefore  re-  j 
moved  to  the  arena  of  the  amphitheatre,  and,  to  farlHtate  its 
traru}iort.  suffered  the  temporary  amputation  of  its  right  i 
arm.  Tbe  republican  tragedians  had  to  plead  that  the  arm  I 
was  a restoration  : but  their  accusers  do  nut  believe  that  the  | 
integrity  of  the  statue  would  have  protected  it.  Tbe  love  of 
finding  every  coincidence  has  discovered  the  true  Ciesarian  j 
ichor  in  a stain  near  the  right  knee  ; but  colder  critldsin  has  i 
rejected  not  only  the  blood,  but  the  portrait,  nnd  assigned 
the  glc^  of  power  rather  to  the  first  of  the  emperors  than 
to  the  last  of  the  republican  matters  of  Rome.  ^Vi^kcI- 
mann<  is  loth  to  allow  an  heroic  statue  of  a Homan  (-itlten, 
but  the  Grimanl  Agrippa,  a contemporary  almost,  U heroic ; 
and  naked  Homan  figures  were  only  very  rare,  not  absulutely  - 
forbidden.  The  face  accords  much  letter  with  the  “ homl- 
nem  integrum  et  castum  et  gravem*,”  than  with  anyof  the 
I busts  uf  Angustui,  and  is  too  stern  for  him  who  wax  beau- 
tiful. says  Suetonius,  at  all  periods  of  his  life.  Tlie  pretended 
likeness  to  Alexander  the  Great  eaiinut  be  dlsceinc^l.  but  the 
traits  resemble  tbe  medal  of  Pompey. ^ The  ubjectionable 
globe  may  not  have  been  an  111  applied  flattery'  to  him  who 
found  Asia  Minor  the  boundary,  and  left  It  the  centre  of  the 
Roman  empire.  It  seems  that  Winkelmnnn  has  made  a mis- 
take in  thinking  that  no  proof  of  the  Identity  rf  this  stotuo 
with  that  which  received  the  bloody  sacrifice  can  be  derived 
from  the  spot  w here  it  was  dlscuvcred.  ^ naminlus  Vacra 
•.-lyt  *t>!to  MHO  eantima.  and  this  cantina  is  known  to  have 
been  In  the  Vicolo  de'  I.rulari,  near  the  CanccIUn.-i ; a posi- 
tion corresponding  exactly  to  that  of  the  Janus  before  the 
basilica  of  Pompey’s  theatre,  to  which  Augnstuv  transferred 
the  statue  afirr  the  curia  w.is  either  burnt  or  taken  down.  * 
Part  of  the  Pompeian  shade,  the  portico,  rxivled  in  the  lnv 
ginning  of  the  XVth  century,  and  the  amR»i  w:i*  xtlU  called 
Satrum.  So  says  Blondus.  At  all  events,  so  Imposing  is  tho 
stern  majesty  of  the  statue,  and  so  memorable  Is  the  story, 
that  the  play  nf  the  Imagination  le.irrs  no  room  for  the  ex- 
ercise of  the  judgment,  and  the  fiction,  if  a fiction  it  Is,  ope- 
rates on  the  spectator  with  an  effect  not  less  |>oworful  tlian 
truth. 


No.  XXV.  — Thk  Brokze  Wolf. 

" And  thou,  the  r-sfricicj*  nurse  of  Rome  • ” 

Stania  Ixxxviil, 

.\ndent  Rome,  like  modem  Sienna,  abounded  most  pro- 
bably with  images  of  tbe  foster-mother  of  her  foumier;  but 
there  were  two  she-wolvee  of  whom  history  makes  particular 
' mention.  One  of  these,  of  brats  in  ancient  work,  was  seen 
by  Dionysius  • at  the  temple  of  Romulus,  uuder  the  Palotifie. 
and  is  universally  believed  to  be  th.it  mentioned  )>y  the  Latin 
historian,  as  having  been  made  from  the  money  collected  by 
a fine  on  usurers,  and  as  standing  under  the  Ruminal  fig- 
tree.*  The  other  was  that  which  Cicero*  hei  celebrated 
' b*>ih  in  prose  and  verse,  and  which  tho  historian  Dion  also 
records  as  having  suffered  tbe  same  accident  os  is  alluded  to 
by  the  orator.  Tbe  questiun  agitated  by  the  antiquaries  is, 

9 **  Tun  usius  N'Miw,  fotn  iimaJaerw  TSeonin,  KrnmUuiqve  ct  K«mu» 
nun  snnrHbellusvIftilmioUkO*  voniTdCTVim."  '*  TsfUi* 

ns  llterti4m<|ul  )wa»<-  urlwni  cotHUaXt  Komuna.  i]utTn  inset  Ham  htC.sM' 
uatops/vuin  sMtiH  lacisotvtB,  ubetitnii  iu|>tnw  UiMutnr.  fuuM  iumdSu. 
miv*’  in  I'siuln.iu.  8.  .... 

*■  Hu-  UiTMirW  ms  AamMil  iwimtnls  «ltHt 
Mania,  quae  ;/arvu4  Matovti*  wnune  nalM 
L'l»rtlt>w»ictatvlij  tiSolS  «**  H|f*l**S 

turn  «i»in  |•*^aflt»  rtoMinwUu  fulmlni*  Jr(U 
OunrVdJt.  aiqn«  angMi  piduiD  1liiu.it. 

l)«<'«tiauiBiu,hli.  tU  OiH.1.  d*  Iilvifioi,  rap*<M 
to  Diwi.  lliat,  J..  37-  «UH.  Ii«UM*»4«.  14 IH. 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


whKhrr  the  wolf  now  In  th«  Conserrator’*  Palace  is  that  of 
Livy  and  Dionysius,  or  that  of  Cicero,  or  whether  It  Is  neither 
one  nor  the  other.  The  earlier  writers  dlftbr  os  much  as  the 
modems : Lucius  Faunui  * says,  that  it  is  the  one  alluded  to 
by  both,  which  is  impossible,  and  also  by  Virgil,  which  may 
be.  Fulvlus  Urslnus^  calls  It  the  wolf  of  Dionysius,  and 
; Marllamis  > talks  of  It  as  the  one  mentioned  by  Cicero,  To 
‘ him  ilycquius  trembimuty  assents.  < Nardlr.i  is  Inclined  to 
suppose  it  may  be  one  of  the  many  wolves  preserved  in  an*  : 
dent  Romo;  but  of  the  two  rather  bends  to  the  CicrronlAU 
P statue.^  Montfaucon * mentions  it  as  A point  without  doubc 
* Of  the  latter  writers  the  declsis’e  Wlnkclmann*  proclaims  It 
' ' as  having  been  found  at  the  church  of  Saiut  Theodore,  where, 
or  near  where,  was  Uie  temple  of  Romulus,  and  cunsequently 
makes  it  the  wolf  of  Dionysius.  HU  authority  is  Lucius 
1 1 I'aunut,  who.  however,  only  says  that  It  iras  placed,  not 
I found,  at  the  Ficus  Uumloalis,  by  the  Coroitium,  by  which 
1 he  does  not  seem  to  allude  to  the  church  of  Saint  Tlseodoro. 

I Rycquius  was  the  Arst  to  make  the  rnUUkc,  and  \VinkeliDatui 
followed  Rycquius. 

i Fhuntiihis  Vacca  tells  quite  a dlflerent  story,  and  says  he 

I bad  lieard  the  wolf  with  the  twins  was  found  * near  the  arch 
of  Septimus  Severus.  The  commentator  on  Winkelroann  is 
of  the  same  opinion  writb  that  learned  person,  and  Is  incensed 
\ at  Nardinl  for  not  having  rcmarkiHl  that  Cicero,  in  speaking 
! of  the  wolf  stnsck  with  lightning  in  the  CaptU)],  makes  use  of  | 
the  past  tense.  But.  with  tiie  Alwtr's  leave,  Nardinl  does  j 
not  positively  assert  the  statue  to  be  that  mentioned  by  Ci-  ! 
ccro,  and.  if  he  had.  the  assumption  woiiftl  not  perhaps  have 
been  so  cxcwdingly  indiscreet.  The  Abate  bimtclf  U obUgod 
to  own  that  there  are  marks  very  like  the  scathing  ol  lightning 
i In  the  bimler  legs  of  the  present  wolf ; and  to  get  rid  of  this 
[j  adds,  that  the  wolf  seen  by  Dionysius  might  have  been  also 
I struck  by  lightning  or  otherwise  injured. 

* I Let  us  examine  the  subject  by  a reference  to  the  words  of 
‘ Cicero.  The  orator  In  two  places  seems  to  lartlciiUriM*  the 
i Roimilus  and  the  Bemus.  especially  the  Qrsl,  which  his  an* 
i[  dlc!Kc  remembered  to  hare  been  In  the  Capitol,  as  being 
j 8tnnk  with  lightning.  In  his  verses  he  records  that  the 
twins  and  wolf  lK>th  fell,  and  UuU  the  latter  IcB  behind  the 
marks  of  her  feel.  Cli'ero  di»e»  not  say  that  the  wolf  was 
; cimsmned : and  Dion  only  mentions  that  it  fell  down,  without 
alluding,  os  the  Alwsto  hav  m-ide  him.  to  the  force  of  the  blow, 
or  the  firmness  with  which  it  had  been  fixed.  The  whole 
I strength,  Uvervfore,  of  the  Altate  s ar^'Ufneut  hangs  upon  the 
' past  tense ; wlik-h,  however,  toity  be  somewhat  diminished  by 
remarking  tliat  the  phrase  only  shows  that  the  statue  was  not 
‘ then  standing  in  its  former  position.  Winkelmann  has  ob> 
fervcKl  that  the  present  tw  iiu  »re  modem  ; and  it  is  equally  . 
clear  that  there  are  mark*  of  gilding  on  the  wolf,  which  might  i 
therefore  be  supposed  to  make  a part  of  the  attclent  group.  , 

I It  is  known  that  the  sacred  iinagea  of  the  CapiUii  were  not 
1 Jeitroyed  when  injured  by  time  or  accident,  but  were  put 
i U.to  certidn  under-ground  depositories,  called /moiSir.  ♦ It 
. , may  be  thought  possible  that  tlte  wolf  lsa«l  been  so  deposited, 
i and  h«l  been  replaced  In  some  conspicuous  situation  when 
I*  the  Capitol  was  rebuilt  by  Vespasian.  Ilycquius,  without 
mentioning  his  authority,  tells  that  U was  transferred  from 
the  Comilium  to  the  Later.xn,  and  thence  brought  to  the  Ca>  i 
pitol.  If  it  was  found  uear  Che  arch  of  Severus,  it  may  have  . 

1 Ijac.  Vmtnl  dv  AnMq,  Frb.  fto*n.  ttb.  U.  cap.  rfl.  ay.  Mallmcrv,  1. 
n.YI7.  In  bn  s-wottvsKh  thainar  tw  fv|<esu,  tlwi  Uivstwwat  wrv  Uwre,  ! 
out  DM  tbal  th«7  tban. 

t Ay.  Nardinl,  Itoma  Vrox,  1.  v.  e.  Ir. 

3 Marliani  t'rto.  Roan.  Tnyc«ot;>h.  lih.  it.  ray  U.  He  meatlens  wwther 
wvsr  wtd  t«im  fat  the  Vatk-,n.  Ub.  v.  eay.  uS.  I 

4 Jtnt.  RvtsmsU.  CayM.  lUiaan.  Comiik  ran.  sxi*.  peg.  tSO.  edit.  I 
Lttftl.  Hm. 

3 Nardml.  Roma  V«cn«,  lib. V.  np.lv. 

> 6 **  l aps  hodivmv  til  cayUotlnW  pvMiai  9vdnitH,n>m  vesdflo  fiUtnJfdi 

<yso  ktam  narrat  (-‘two.'*  llUrtoA  IsUic.  tein.l.  p.  174. 

I 7 deile  Arri.Ac.Uh.  ill.  cByLl>U*.U.  note  10.  tVinktemam  liat 

j I tnadv  a ktmwe  biuiMle*  in  the  b;  the  t'iceraiuaB  ««itf  *a»  m4 

1 1 in  llw  (Uyii.T,  and  that  Dtoa  «aa  «f«na  tn  mjin(  ao. 

•|  A FUid.  Vacca,  .Vrmartr,  nwm.  Ut.  pa^.i.  ap.  .UaMtfseeon,  l)Ur.  lul. 
teoi.U 

I 9 L«r.  Paan.  iMti. 

I iO  tSee  n«tc  te  suixa  sin.  in  "HtKnrinU  Itlastmions.'  j 

I H " Revnuti  BOtrti  l.eye  tvo*>o»1bu4  w<  afTbrta  dlvfaUs,  «S  ttvraiu,  U wdmal 


been  one  of  the  images  which  Oresius>*  says  was  thrown 
down  in  the  Forum  hy  lightning  when  Alaric  took  the  city. 
That  it  is  of  very  high  antiquity  Che  workmanship  Is  a de- 
cisive proof;  and  that  circumstance  induced  Winkclmann  to 
beliere  it  the  wolf  of  Dioninlus.  The  Capitolina  wolf,  how- 
ever, may  have  been  of  the  same  early  date  as  that  at  Che 
temple  of  Rnmuhis.  I^tctoatiusH  asserts  that  in  his  time 
the  Romani  worshipped  a wolf;  and  it  is  known  that  the 
LuperroIU  held  out  to  a very  late  period  **  after  every  ether 
observance  of  the  ancient  superstition  had  totally  expired. 
This  may  account  for  the  preservation  of  the  ancient  Image  I 
longer  than  the  otlunr  early  symbols  of  Paganism.  I 

It  may  be  permlttixi,  however,  to  remark,  that  the  wolf  was 
a Roman  symbol,  but  that  the  worship  of  that  symbol  U an 
Inference  drawn  by  the  seuU  of  I.artantiui,  The  early  Chris- 
tian writers  am  not  to  be  trusted  In  the  charges  which  they 
make  against  the  Pagans.  Eusebius  accused  tlse  Romans  to 
their  faces  of  worshipping  Simon  Magus,  and  raising  a 
to  him  In  the  island  of  the  Tybcr.  The  Romans  bad  pro-  ’ 
bably  never  heard  of  such  a person  before,  who  came.  Imw- 
ever,  to  play  a considerable,  though  scandaloiu  part  in  the 
church  history,  and  lias  left  several  lokeiu  of  his  as^al  ' 
combat  wlUi  St.  Peter  at  Rome ; nolwithstaiuling  that  an  ; 
inscription  t'our>d  in  this  very  Island  of  the  Tybcr  showed 
the  Simon  Magus  of  Eusebius  to  be  a certain  ludigcnal  god  ^ 
called  Semo  Sangus  or  Fidius.  ' 

Even  when  tbe  worship  of  the  fimoder  of  Rome  had  been  ' 
abandoned,  it  was  thought  expedient  to  humour  tbe  habits  ‘ 
of  tlie  good  matrons  of  the  city,  by  sending  them  with  their 
sick  Infants  to  the  church  of  Saint  Thoodore,  as  they  bad 
before  carried  them  to  the  temple  of  Romulus.  The  prac-  < 
Ucc  is  continued  to  this  day  ; and  the  site  of  the  altovc  church  1 
seems  to  l>e  thereby  identifiid  with  that  of  thctcmplo;  so  }i 
tliat  if  the  wolf  Inid  been  really  found  there,  as  Winkcltnarm  i' 
says,  there  would  be  no  dtnilA  of  tlio  present  statue  being  ;| 
that  seen  by  Dionysius.  But  Faunas,  in  saying  tliat  it  was 
at  the  Ficus  Kuminalis  by  the  Comitium,  is  only  talking  of  its  i 
andent  position  as  recorded  by  I’lluy ; smd  even  if  be  had  j 
been  remarking  where  it  was  found,  would  not  have  alluded  . 
to  the  chtucii  of  .SL  'Ilicodorc,  but  to  a very  different  place,  ' 

I ne.xr  which  it  was  then  thought  the  Ficus  Kuminalis  had 
been,  and  also  the  Cumithtro  ; that  is,  the  three  columns  by  - 
: the  church  of  .Santa  Maria  LJberatricr.  at  the  comer  of  the 
! Palatine  looking  on  the  Forum.  j 

I It  is,  in  fact,  a mere  conjecture  where  the  image  was  nc-  1 
I tuaily  dug  up:  and,  perhaps,  on  the  whole,  the  marks  of  the  | 
gilding,  and  of  (he  lightning,  are  a better  argunumt  in  favour  , 

of  its  being  the  Ciceronian  wolf  than  any  that  can  be  adduced  i I 
for  the  contrary  opinion.  At  any  r.'ite,  it  is  reasonably  se-  I) 
leetcd  in  the  text  of  the  |tnem  a<  one  of  the  most  interestlsig  || 
relics  of  the  andent  city  and  Is  certainly  tin*  figure,  if  not 
the  very  animal,  to  which  Virgil  alludes  in  his  l>cauciful 
verses:  — 

*'  Ceminos  hulc  ubera  drciim  ■ 

I.ucicre  prndentos  piieros.  ct  lainlterc  mntrem 
Impavidos:  Uiom  teretl  cervico  rrllrxam 
Mukrro  altemos.  et  corpora  lingere  iinguA.’*  .t 


tpram  ftibaet.  ra.lw*  fleur^tn  evHt.”  larnuM.  dv  Pslut  HvUcffln*.  lib.*, 
csp.  u.  Hil.  vUU.  vitvior.  t«,M>  j tbw  H to  uij,  hv  vm!<1  vnlxr  «0ntv  | 

• wolf  ihiMi  a pvoti'titv.  Hu  onmmcvsatnr  h**  otMttvd  thsi  Uwo(aotnn  <f 
iJry  ctvtrvmtmt  l-^urmeu  bvinjf  Anevl  in  Un<  wnirwikt  not  •nlvtnal.  ' 
Htrato  Uwechi  to.  Kjrquiu  ti  vrona  in  M)ing  thsi  LuctanUitt  mvatunw 
Uw  «»lf  w«*  In  lh« 

It  Tv  a.  I*.  496.  **  QwH  rwrim  pn»Ut,** mt»  RArontm  (Am.  CmIvs.  * 
tvoi.  viU.  y.  cm.  in  an.  4:>«i1,  " vinHvv  sAiiue  Kum*  m4  (*«a,u  tvmyan. 

fan*  sntf  rtonlia  nrbn  sIIjiU  bi  llvlian  l.vfwr.'klU  ^ ” (ivlMivt  I 
«vn>c  a Ivtipr  whit  h vevup  «»  fuur  fo'to  is  anUrvmwcbu*  the  vroauiv, 
voii  oUurs,  Is  Jmw  tSivt  Uiwnu*  klMM  U;  ictTm  ay.  , | 

l.t  EceUw  HU*.  UK  H.  tiii.  p 40.  Juwtn  SI*n>T  bad  lotd  ih«  Uorv  J 
bHsrc;  Haraniu*  himwrf  WMobitKid IV dtnvct  UU*  (kbits  bovNarduu.  i 
Kms  VrI.  MK  vii  rap.  ui.  • 1 1 

14  Rlanc  kH.  Htt»v.  affnnWa  e swoctacta  DwcTirttvw,  9to.  dt  Rare*  Mo»  i' 
dvma,  dvir  Ab.  KidoK.  Vvkhii,  I.Oi'i- 

1,3  Ihmam*.  lib.  il.  rap.  IS.  c^m  ■ nwdal  repciwarMlnc  onv  *ktv  tbo  i 
wolf  In  ibv  avinv  CNwtive  a*ihu  M thri'*piio(i  arvi  In  ih«  rrtiww  ibe  j| 
wolf  with  the  head  noi  rf**erw<l.  Jt  hof  *he  lime  vrAntontniu  Piw>. 


IK  Atn.  vih.  631.  See  Dr.  .MHilieron.ln  hia  Lma-  ftwm  Rswie.  whw  |a. 
cUam  to  the  t kerordan  wa;f,  bat  witbaat  rsaminiwa  Ihv  MhWet. 
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No.  XXVI.  — Julios  Cjesaiu 


- Stftnxa  xc. 


••  For  the  Roman'$  mind 
W'ai  modfiCd  m a Us*  Urrestrini  mtndd.' 

It  ti  po»#ible  to  be  a very  great  man  and  to  be  »tiU  rery 
frrior  to  Juliui  C»«ar.  the  moil  complete  character,  lo  I.ord  . 
Bacon  thought,  of  all  antiquity.  Nature  seem*  incapable  of  i 
tucb  extracjrdinary  combloatlom  a*  romj)o»e<t  hi*  vcrialile  ca*  I 
parity,  which  wni  the  wonder  erm  of  the  Komans  themwlrea. 
The  ilrit  general  — the  only  triumphant  polliichm  — inferior  ] 
to  none  In  eloquence  — comparable  to  any  in  the  ntuinnicnli 
of  wl«lom.  In  an  age  made  up  of  the  gmatcit  commander*.  , 
itale*men,  oralori.  and  phlloiopher*  that  erer  appeared  in  . 
theworhl  — an  author  who  compoicil  a perfect  »|»eelmen  of  | 
military  annals  In  hii  travelling  carriage  — at  one  lime  In  a 
controversy  with  Cato,  at  another  writing  a treaiUe  on  puu-  | 
nlng.  and  collecting  a *et  of  good  »aylng»  — tighting  and  ; 
making  love  at  the  tame  momeut,  and  willing  to  alxuidon  | 
both  hl»  empire  and  hi*  inUtresi  for  a light  of  the  Fountain* 
of  the  Nile.  Such  did  Jullui  C»»ar  npi>ear  lo  hi*  contem- 
porariri  and  lo  those  of  the  «ul»equent  age*  who  were  the  ; 
most  Inclined  lo  deplore  and  execrate  hi*  fjual  grnivis. 

But  we  must  not  l»e  so  much  da«lcd  with  hi*  surpasilng  | 
glory,  or  with  hi*  magnaolmous,  h!i  amiatdr  qualltie*,  a*  to 
forget  the  decision  of  hi*  lm{)artial  countrymen : — 

nt  w.ss  JUSTLY  SLAIK.  < 


No.  XXVII. —Et.eiua. 

•*  Eeeria  f iiecc/  rrraiwn  qf  *»iwf  hrari 

Whi^  fowid  no  imtriai  rr*fm.e*p/<«:e  to  fair 
As  tkint  tdrai  Orfast"  — UlMiSi  cxv. 

The  respeeuble  authority  of  Flamlmu*  Vacen  wouW  In- 
cline u*  to  believe  In  the  claims  of  the  Egerlau  grotto.’  He 
assure*  u*  that  he  »aw  an  Inscription  in  the  paveincot.  stating 
that  the  fountain  was  that  of  Kgeria.  detlicaled  to  the  n>'mph*. 
The  loscripUoD  i*  not  there  at  thi*  day ; but  Montfaucon 
quote}  two  lines  of  Ovid’  from  a *tonc  in  tbe^  illaOluatinlanl. 
which  he  wem*  to  think  had  been  brought  from  the  same 
grotto. 

This  grotto  and  ralley  were  formefly  frequented  in  sum- 
mer,  and  p.irticularly  the  first  Sunday  in  May,  hy  the  mcMlern 
RomATi*.  who  attached  a saluhrlnu*  qsiality  to  the  fountain 
which  trickles  from  an  orifice  at  the  bottom  of  the  vault,  and. 
oeerflowlng  the  IHlle  pools,  creep*  down  the  maued  gra*» 
into  the  brook  below.  The  brook  is  the  Ovidlan  Almo. 
whose  name  .sn<l  qualltie*  arc  lost  In  the  modem  Aquataccio. 
The  »alh*y  Itself  is  callcti  Valle  lU  CafTArelli.  from  the  dukes 
of  that  name  who  made  over  their  fountain  to  the  PallavicinI, 
with  *l\ty  rubfntt  ofsdjoinlog  land. 

There  can  be  HUlc  dmilit  tl».u  this  long  UeTl  I*  the  Egerlan 
▼alley  of  Juvenal,  and  the  pausing  placo  of  UmbriUus,  not- 
W lthsundlug  the  generality  of  hi*  comroenUlnr*  have  sup- 
posed the  descent  of  the  satirist  and  hi*  friend  to  have  been 
Into  the  AricUn  grove,  where  the  nymph  met  Illppolitui,  and 
where  she  wa»  more  peculiarly  worshipped. 

The  step  from  the  Porta  Capena  to  the  Alb.m  bill,  fifteen 
miles  dist.vit,  would  be  too  considerable,  tinlcji  we  were  to 
believe  In  the  wild  conjecture  of  Vmiius.  who  makes  that 
pate  travel  from  it*  present  station,  where  he  pretend*  it  was 
during  the  reign  of  the  Kings,  a*  far  a*  the  Aridan  grove,  .md 

1 •*  Jure  cwn»  «h**  * Cilr  cteJmsic  <4  hU 

rf.*n».nfT.  and  msiwd  W'*  »pbTW*  which  <n  U*j  •«««•. 

n M^ium  lute  rn-»wrt*  |in»nwmi*vil,  *<1»m»  d rvrni  cniwlnc  riivni . 

IHh  It  .-li*  lS-1  M»d  which  «M  «.w*tww^  tt»  »h«  lr«l  jBd#tnc-ili  jrfw 
fenced  hNn.oh*W«hotw»t«k*.«uch  ».liUii«  houtc«>r*  kerw  »rw:wi«ot». 
|n  Vit-  C.  J-  L«-w,  wUh  tb*co«nn»*»M«»j  of  Pltiic»»,  f.  i*». 

* Mi-mocW,  Ac,  *p.  Naiduil,  p*C- 13.  lie  cWw»  not  C'vc  Iho  imcr»iiUon. 

S ” In  *ill»J**rtnJi«n*  wi»t  in««i»  Upu  mudrUwtwdnIusiBCtiOKuipt* 
h«c  duo  Ovidik  csrinlM  »aaii  — 

• .ftcrrt*  m qun*  pewhes  dv*  rrMa  CwTwmh 
ilia  Nuinw  c»nj«n*  cwmahuiWfiMr.* 

rWil  I *««wr  o«W»T*  Kfcti*  fonw,  awt  vjw*  'lei nil  i*U*«  comj««a»».“ 
luUc.  p.  133. 


then  make*  It  recede  to  iu  old  alto  with  the  shrinking  city.  * 
'ITie  lufo.  or  pumice,  which  the  poet  prefer*  tu  marble,  i* 
the  substance  composing  the  bank  In  which  the  grotto  is 
sunk. 

The  modem  topographer*  > find  in  the  grotto  the  statue  of 
the  nymph,  and  nine  niche*  for  the  Muse*  ; and  a late  tra- 
veller* has  discovered  that  the  cave  is  rritoird  to  that  sim- 
plicity which  the  poet  regretted  hail  been  exchanged  for 
Injudicious  ornament.  But  the  headless  statue  is  psdpaMy 
rather  a male  than  a nymph,  and  ha*  none  of  the  attributes 
ascribed  to  it  at  present  vlslblo.  The  nine  Muse*  could 
hartily  have  stood  in  six  niches  4 and  Juvenal  certainly 
doe*  not  allude  to  any  individual  cave.’  Nothing  can  be 
cnllecteil  from  the  aatiriit  but  that  somewhere  near  (he 
I'lirta  Capena  was  a spot  in  which  It  was  supposed  Numa 
held  nightly  consulutloos  with  his  njrmph.  and  where  (here 
was  a grove  and  a sacred  fountain,  and  fanes  once  consecrated 
to  the  Muses ; and  that  from  this  spot  there  was  a descent 
into  the  valley  of  Egeria,  where  were  several  artlflrial  cave*- 
It  Is  clear  that  the  statues  of  the  Muses  made  no  part  of  the 
decoration  which  the  satirist  thought  misplaced  in  these 
caves;  for  he  expreesiy  assigns  otiicr  fknes  (delubm)  to 
these  divinitie*  above  the  valley,  and  moreover  tells  us  ihat 
they  bad  been  ejected  to  make  room  for  the  Jews.  In  fact, 
the  little  temple,  now  called  that  of  Bacchus,  was  formerly 
thought  to  belong  to  the  Mute*,  and  Nardlnl*  places  them 
in  a poplar  gruve,  w hich  was  in  his  time  above  the  valley. 

It  is  probable,  from  the  inscription  and  position,  that  the 
cave  now  slmwm  maybe  one  of  the  **  artlflelnl  caverns,' of 
which,  imlretl,  there  is  another  a little  way  higher  up  the 
valley,  under  a tuft  of  alder  bushes : but  a singU  grotto  of 
Kgeria  is  a mere  modern  inveftion.  grafted  upon  the  appli- 
attlon  of  the  epithet  Egerlan  to  these  nj-mphea  In  general, 
and  which  might  send  u*  to  look  for  the  haunU  of  Numa 
upon  the  banks  of  the  Thames. 

Our  Rngllsh  Juvenal  was  not  seduced  into  mistranslation 
by  bis  acquaintance  with  Pope:  be  carefully  presen*ee  the 
correct  plural  — 

••  Thence  slowly  winding  down  the  vain,  we  view 
The  Hgerian  groU:  oh,  how  unlike  the  true  1" 

The  valley  abounds  with  springs®,  and  over  these  springs, 
which  the  Muse*  might  haunt  from  their  neighbouring 
grove*.  Egeria  presided : hence  »be  was  said  to  supply  them 
with  water ; and  she  was  the  nymph  of  the  gruitos  through 
w hich  the  fountain*  wero  taught  to  flow. 

The  whole  of  the  monument*  In  the  vicinity  of  the  Fgerian 
vallev  have  received  name*  at  will,  which  have  l»ern  changed 
at  will.  Vcnull »®  owns  he  can  *ee  no  tracev  of  tli«  temple* 
of  Jove.  Saturn,  Juno.  Venus,  and  Diana,  which  Nardinl 
found,  or  hoped  to  find.  The  nmtatorium  of  CaracalU’* 
dreu*  the  temple  ofllonour  and  Virtue,  the  temple  of  Uac- 
chus.  and.  above  all,  the  temple  of  the  god  Rcdkulu*.  are  the 
antiqu-orie*’  despair.  , , , 1 

The  cirru*  of  CaracalU  depend*  on  a medal  of  that  em-  j 
peror  cited  by  Fulvliit  Criinus,  of  which  the  reverse  show*  I 
a dreu*.  *upi>o*ed.  however,  by  some  to  represom  the  Circus  j 
Maximus.  U give*  a very  good  Idea  of  tliat  place  of  exerdie. 
The  soil  ha*  been  but  little  raised.  If  we  may  Judge  from  the  I 
small  cellular  structure  at  the  end  of  the  Spina,  which  was 
probably  the  chapel  of  the  god  Consiu.  This  cell  is  half  be- 
neath the  soil,  as  it  must  have  been  In  the  clrctM  luelf  j for 
Dionysius'*  could  not  be  persuaded  to  i>ellevc  that  this  di- 
vinity was  the  Uoman  Neptune,  because  hi*  altar  was  under 
ground. 

4 JV  Magnit.  Vet.  Bom.  »p.  Orwv.  Ant.  R«m.  tom.  W.  p.  140*. 

A UcMBsnl,  ItswerSrtone  «H  Rom*  • iklV  .'gro  Mamann,  corWto  daji' 
AhMe  in  IIA»I.  Ihe?  l-Mw'e  m U>*  *»»*■«'  tOJ«ph- 

••  Hlmol.er<MU  (lUcMe  tunie,«w*neJov»  »<rul|Mte  Ic  scgweapic  «it  ««m>. 
r,  rioulcwl  Tour.  ctup.  vi.  p.  2t <*.  *«>.  ib 
;s*t.  m. 
a Db.  Ui.  rap.  iiU 

1 w **  t'nlign*  a mSo  aquw  tcatunant.*'  NvnUnt,  Hb.  til.  cap.  iU. 

1 ID  »hn>*nl,  JLc.  Clr.  rtt.  p.  VB? » TJl* 

1 1 Anl.t|.  n«ra.  Ut>.  U-  cap.  ***>• 
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No.  XXVIIL  — Twe  Roman  Kemesie. 

•*  Great  Senus)$  t 

Here,  where  the  aacietit  paid  thee  homage  tong."  , 

SUtiu  cxxxii.  I 

We  iT3d  in  Suciooiiu,  that  Augustui,  from  A warning 
recoir<Hl  in  a dream  ^ counterfeited,  once  a year,  the  beggar 
•llling  before  the  gate  of  hi*  palace  with  hi*  hand  hniloivcd 
and  ktrctched  out  fur  charity.  A ttatue  formerly  in  the  . 
villa  ilorghete,  ami  whldi  ahould  be  now  at  ParU,  re]>re* 
*e!;ti  the  Kuipcror  in  that  poiture  of  lupplicatlon.  The  i 
oliject  of  thit  *clf-dcgradatton  wo*  the  appoatemeot  of  Ke>  ‘ 
me*i*.  the  perpetual  attendant  uu  good  fortune,  of  whote 
{tower  the  Uoman  conqueror*  were  alio  reminded  by  certain 
lymboli  attached  to  their  car*  of  triumph.  The  lymbuli 
wore  the  whip  and  the  erotato,  which  were  dlicurercd  in 
the  Nemoi*  of  the  Vatican.  The  attitude  of  beggary  made 
the  aburo  *talue  pass  fur  that  of  HelUarlus : and  until  the 
criliclim  of  Wlakclniann  * had  rectified  the  mUtake,  one 
fiction  woi  called  in  to  lupport  another.  It  was  the  same 
fear  of  the  sudden  termiootion  of  proijtcrity  that  made  Amaiii 
king  of  Kgypt  warn  hi*  friend  Poiycrate*  of  Samos,  that  the 
god*  loved  Utotc  w hose  Uvea  were  chequered  with  good  and 
evil  fortune*.  N’rincsU  was  supposed  to  tic  la  wait  particu* 
lariy  for  the  prudent ; that  ts.  for  those  whose  caution  ren* 
dered  them  accessible  only  to  mere  accidents : and  her  first 
altar  was  raised  on  the  banks  of  the  Phrygian  j£*epui  by 
‘ Adrastiu,  probably  the  prince  of  that  name  who  killed  tlie 
son  of  Cricsus  by  mistake.  Ilcncc  tlio  goddess  was  called 
I Adrastea.* 

The  Ilaman  Nemesis  was  laered  and  august : there  was  a 
' temple  to  her  in  the  Palatine  under  the  name  of  Rhamnusla  : 
so  great,  indeed,  was  the  prdpciulty  of  the  ancients  to  trust 
to  the  rcToiutloD  of  ereats,  and  to  beUeve  in  theulirinity  of 
Fortune,  that  in  the  s.ime  Palatine  there  was  a temple  to  the 
Fortune  of  the  day.*  This  is  the  last  *U{>er*titlon  which  retains 
its  hold  over  the  human  heart ; and,  from  concentrating  in 
one  object  the  credulity  so  natural  ta  man.  has  always  ap> 
peared  strongest  In  those  unembarrassed  by  other  articles  of 
j belicC  The  anliquarirs  hare  supposed  this  goddess  to  bo 
synonymous  with  Fortune  and  with  Fate : but  it  was  In  her 
vLndirtlre  quality  that  she  was  worshipped  under  the  name 
I of  Nemesis. 

No.  XXIX.  — Gladiators. 

He.  their  tire. 

Butcher'd  to  male  a Botnan  holiday."  —Stxxt*  cxli. 

Gladiators  were  of  two  kinds,  compelled  and  voluntary: 
and  were  supplied  from  several  conditions ; — from  sUre* 
sold  for  that  purpose ; from  culprits ; from  barbarian  captives 
either  taken  in  war,  and,  afier  being  led  in  triumph,  set 
apart  for  the  games,  nr  those  seised  and  condemned  as  rebel* ; 
also  from  free  citisens,  some  figliting  for  hire  {ouetoraii). 
others  from  a depraved  ambition  ; at  l.ist  even  knights  and 
sen;ttors  were  exhibited.  — a disgrace  of  which  the  first 
tyrant  w-as  naturally  the  first  inventor.  ^ In  the  end.  dwarfs, 
and  even  women,  fought ; an  enormity  prohibited  by  Severut- 
! Of  these  the  most  to  be  pitied  undoubtedly  w-cre  the  barba* 

' rion  eapUres ; and  to  this  species  a Christian  writer  > justly 
applies  the  epithet  *'  innocent,”  to  distinguish  them  from  the 
professional  gladiators.  AurelUn  and  Claudius  supplied 
I great  number*  of  these  unfortunate  victims  5 the  one  after 


his  triumph,  and  the  other  on  a pretext  of  a rebeliioD.  t No  j! 
war,  say  Lipsius*,  was  ever  so  destructive  to  the  human  1 
race  ns  these  sports.  In  spite  of  the  laws  of  Constantine  ( 
and  Camstans,  gladiatorial  shows  survived  the  old  establlsbed 
religion  more  than  seventy  years  t but  tliey  owed  their  final  j| 
extinction  to  the  courage  of  a Christian.  In  the  year  404, 
on  the  kalends  of  January,  they  were  exhibiting  the  show  s 
in  the  Flavian  ampliilhcatre  before  the  usual  immense  con* 
course  of  people.  Almachius,  or  Teleroachus,  an  eastern 
monk,  who  had  travelled  to  Home  Intent  un  his  holy  purpose,  | 
rushi'd  Into  the  midst  of  the  area,  and  endeavoured  to  sepa*  j 
rate  the  combatants.  The  prrtor  Alyplus,  a person  in- 
credibly attached  to  these  games  *,  gave  instant  orders  to  the 
gladiators  to  slay  him  ; and  Telemachut  gained  the  crown  of  1 1 
martyrdom,  and  the  title  of  saint,  which  surely  has  never 
eillicr  before  or  since  been  awarded  for  a more  noble  exploit.  ! 
llonortus  Immediately  abolished  the  shows,  which  were  I 
never  afterwards  revived.  Tlic  story  is  told  by  Theoiloret '•  ! 

and  Cassk>dorus*t,and  set-ms  worthy  of  credit,  notwithstanding  I 
its  place  in  the  Roman  martyrology.  Besides  the  torrents  | 
of  blood  which  flowed  at  the  funerals,  In  the  amphitheatres, 
the  dreus.  the  fommi,  aisd  other  public  places,  gladiators  | 
were  Introduced  at  feasts,  and  tore  each  other  to  pieces  { 

amidst  the  supper  tables,  to  the  great  delight  and  applause  1 

' of  the  guests.  Yet  Lipslut  {permits  himself  to  suppose  the 
; loss  of  courage,  and  the  evident  degeneracy  of  mankind,  to 
1 be  nearly  conuccted  with  the  abolitioD  of  these  bloody  s)wc- 
tacles.  J 


No.  XXX.  j- 

**  Here,  where  the  Roman  miltion'i  blame  or  praise 

has  death  or  If/e,  the  piaythtMgt  qf  a crowd.'' — Stanza  CXlU. 

W hen  one  gladiator  wounded  anoUier,  he  shouted,  '*  he  has  [ 
it,’*  hoc  habet.*'  or  '*  habet.”  The  wounded  combatant  .1 
dropped  his  weapon,  and.  advancing  to  the  edge  of  the  arena,  I 
supplicated  the  spectators.  If  he  had  fought  well,  the  pevple  ^ 
saved  htin ; If  otherwise,  or  as  they  bappene<l  to  be  Inclined, 
they  turned  down  their  thumbs,  and  he  was  slain.  They  I 
were  occasionally  so  savage,  that  they  were  impatient  if  a 
combat  lasted  longer  than  ordinary  without  wounds  or  death.  ![ 
The  emperor’s  pre*e:icc  generally  saved  the  vanquished;  ' 
and  it  Is  recorded  a*  an  instance  of  Cararalla’s  ferocity,  that 
he  sent  those  w ho  supplicated  him  for  life,  In  a spectacle,  at  j 
NicometUa,  to  a»k  the  people  ; in  other  words,  handed  them  I 
over  to  be  slain.  A similar  ceremony  Is  observed  at  the 
SjMuiish  bull-fights.  The  magistrate  presides  ; and  after  the 
horsemen  and  piccadores  have  fought  the  bull,  the  matadore  - 
steps  forward  and  bow*  to  him  for  permission  to  kill  the  1 
animal.  If  the  bull  has  done  hi*  duty  by  killing  two  or  three  j' 
boTses,  or  a man.  which  last  Is  rare,  the  people  interfere  with  I 
shouts,  the  ladle*  wave  their  handkerchiefs,  and  the  animal  <’ 
Is  saved.  The  wourwlt  and  death  of  the  horses  are  aocom-  1 
{lanied  with  the  loudest  acclamations,  and  many  gestures  of 
delight,  especially  from  the  female  portion  of  the  audience,  ! 
including  those  of  the  gentlest  blood.  F.vcry  thing  depend* 
on  habit.  The  author  of  Childe  Harold,  the  writer  of  this 
rwKe.  and  one  or  two  other  Engllihroen,  who  have  certainly  < 
in  other  day*  borne  the  sight  of  a pitched  baule,  were,  during 
the  Slimmer  of  1 in  the  governor’s  box  at  the  great  amphl-  ' 
theatreofSaota  Maria,op}K>sit«to  Cadiz.  The  death  of  one  or  1 
two  horses  comi*Ietely  satisfied  their  curiosity.  A gentleman  ' 
present,  observing  them  shudder  and  look  pale,  noticed  that  \ 
unu«md  rcce|»iloo  of  to  delightful  a sport  to  some  young  [ 
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5 JttUtu  r a^w,  w>K>  TO.#  K the  fan  of  tha  arlMocnrr,  broorbl  ruijm 
I larpUnM  awl  A.  CaSeniM  wpM>  iha  afaon.  i 

j C carta  quM«m  t<  limncanicn  atadiolom  In  Indumvcnisitt, 
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' ranann  dalle  tnetnorta  taeva  r (•ndbea  drU*  AnSMSlve  ru«tn»  p.  U. 

I 1746. 


APPENDIX. 


85 


ladlei.  «'ho  tlarod  and  tmiled.  and  cantinu«l  theSr  applauie* 
u another  horse  fell  bleeding  to  the  ground.  One  bull  killed 
three  horsci  <UTA»<  otr«  Iwms.  He  wm  laved  1^  acclama. 
tions,  which  were  redoubled  when  it  was  known  he  belonged 
to  a priest.  4 

An  Englishman,  who  can  be  much  pleated  with  leolng  two 
men  beat  tliemselves  to  pieces,  cannot  bear  to  look  at  a horse 
galloping  round  an  arena  with  his  bowels  trailing  on  the 
ground,  and  turns  f^oio  the  spectacle  and  the  spectators  with 
horror  and  disgust. 


I No.  XXXL— The  Albak  Hilu 

**  And  ({far 

TV  Tibrr  and  the  broad  ocran  lavts 

The  Latian  coaUf'  ^c.  Staiiaa  cluir. 

I The  whole  decUvltjr  of  the  Alban  hill  is  of  unrivalled 
beauty,  and  from  the  convent  on  the  highest  point,  which  has 
' succeeded  to  the  temple  6f  the  Latian  Jupiter,  the  prospect 
embraces  all  the  obiects  olludod  to  In  the  cited  stanta ; the  ' 
I Mediterranean,  the  whole  scene  of  the  latter  half  of  the 
‘ jEoeld,  and  the  coast  from  beyond  the  mouth  of  the  Tiber  to 
: the  headland  of  Circseum  and  the  Cape  of  Terrarina. 

The  site  of  Cicero's  villa  may  be  supposed  either  at  the 
Grotla  FerraU,  or  at  the  Tusculuto  of  I’rincc  Lucieo  Buo- 
naparte. 

The  former  was  thought  some  years  ago  the  actual  site,  as 
may  be  seen  from  Myddletun's  Life  of  Cicero.  At  present 
it  has  lost  something  of  its  credit,  except  for  the  Domeni- 
cbinoi.  Nine  monks  of  the  Creek  order  live  there,  and  the 
adjolniog  villa  is  a cardinal's  summer-house.  The  other 
villa,  called  Kudnclla,  is  on  the  summit  of  the  bill  above 
Frascati,  and  many  rich  remain*  of  Tusculum  have  been 
found  there,  besides  seventy-two  statues  of  dUTorent  merit 
aod  preservation,  and  seven  busts. 

From  the  same  eminence  are  seen  the  Sabine  hills,  em- 
bosomed in  which  lies  the  long  valley  of  Kustica.  There  are 
several  drcumstances  which  tend  to  establish  (he  identity  of 
this  valley  with  the  *'  L'slira  " of  Horace ; and  It  seem*  pos- 
sible that  the  mosaic  pavement  which  the  peasants  uncover 
by  throwing  up  the  earth  of  a vineyard  may  lielong  to  his 
villa.  Kustlca  is  pronounced  short,  not  according  to  »Hir  stress 
upon  — ” VtUc(g  ctiionfi'r.”— It  Is  more  ratlon.vl  to  think 
that  we  are  wrong,  than  that  the  inhabitants  of  this  secluded 
valley  have  changed  their  tone  in  this  «*nrd.  The  addition 
of  the  consonant  prefixed  Is  nothing  ; yet  It  1*  necessary  to  be 
aware  that  Kustlca  may  be  a modern  name  which  the 
peasants  may  have  caught  from  the  antiquaries. 

The  vill.v,  or  the  mosaic,  U in  a vineyard  on  a knoll  co- 
vered with  chestnut  tree*.  A streain  runs  down  the  valley ; 
and  although  it  is  not  true,  as  said  In  the  guide  l>ooks,  that 
this  stream  Is  called  Licensa.  yet  there  is  a village  on  a rock 
at  the  head  of  the  valley  which  is  so  denominated,  and  which 
may  have  taken  Us  name  from  the  Digenti.*i.  Licensa  contains 
700  Inhabitants.  On  a peak  a little  way  beyond  is  CtvItelU 
containing  300.  On  the  bonks  uf  the  Anlo.  a little  before  you 
turn  up  Into  Valle  Rustlca,  Co  the  left,  about  an  hour  from 
the  vtUa,  li  a town  called  Vicoraro,  another  farourablo  coin- 
cidence with  the  Variaot  the  poet.  At  the  end  of  the  valley, 
towards  the  Anlo.  there  is  a bare  hlU.  crowned  with  a little 
town  called  Bardcla.  At  the  foot  of  this  hill  the  rivulet  of 
Ll^nsa  flows,  and  is  almost  absorbed  In  a wide  sandy 
before  it  reaches  the  Anlo.  Nothing  can  be  more  fortunate 
for  the  lines  of  the  poet,  whether  in  a mctaphorlral  or  direct 
sense:  — 

” Me  quotiens  reficit  grlidns  Dtgentla  rims. 

Quern  Mandela  bihit  riigosus  frigorc  pagus.” 

The  stream  it  clear  high  up  the  volley,  but  before  It  reaches 
the  hill  of  Bardcla  looks  green  and  yellow  like  a sulphur 
rivulet. 

1 S«v  IIU(«Tlrsl  llbueration*  oT(h«  Fnurth  CanKt,  f.  43. 

f See  Osilfsl  Tear,  Ac.  chfy>.«U.  p.  UO.  *cL  tl. 


Rocca  Gloraoc,  a ruined  village  in  (be  hills,  half  au  hour's 
w-alkfrom  the  vineyard  where  the  pavement  is  shown,  docs 
si'cm  to  be  the  site  of  the  fane  of  Vacuna.  and  an  inscHptiun 
found  (here  iclli  that  this  temple  of  the  Sabine  Victory  was 
repaired  by  Vespasian.  With  these  helps,  and  a position 
corresponding  exactly  to  everything  which  the  poet  has 
told  us  of  his  retreat,  we  may  feel  tolerably  secure  of  our 
site. 

The  hlU  which  should  be  Lucretilis  is  called  Campanile, 
and  by  following  up  the  rivulet  to  the  pretended  Da^usla, 
you  come  to  the  roots  of  the  higher  mountain  Gmnaro. 
Singularly  enough,  the  only  spot  of  ploughed  land  In  the 
whole  volley  is  un  the  knoll  where  this  Bandusla  rises. 

tu  frigiu  amabile 
Fetits  vomere  taurls 
Prebes,  ct  pccori  vago.” 

The  peasants  show  another  spring  near  the  mosaic  pavement 
w hich  they  call  ” Oradlna,”  and  which  flows  down  the  bills 
into  a tank,  or  mill-dam,  and  thence  trickles  over  into  the 
Digcntia. 

But  w'C  must  not  hope 

” To  trace  the  Muses  upwards  to  their  iprlag,*’ 
by  exploring  the  windings  of  the  romantic  valley  in  search  of 
the  Bandutlau  fountain.  It  teems  strange  (hat  any  one 
should  have  thought  llandusia  a fountain  of  the  Digentla. 
Horace  has  not  let  drop  a word  of  it ; and  this  immortal 
spring  has  in  fart  been  discovered  in  posieulon  of  the  holders 
of  many  good  things  in  Italy,  the  monks.  U was  attached  tu 
the  church  of  St.  Gervols  and  Protals  near  Vcnuiia,  w here  it 
was  most  likely  to  be  found.)  We  shall  not  be  so  lucky  as  a 
late  trareller  In  finding  the  octational  pint  still  pendent  ou 
' the  poetic  villa.  There  is  not  a pine  in  the  whole  valley,  but 
' there  are  two  cypresses,  which  beevldcntly  took,  or  mistook, 
for  the  tree  in  the  odc.<  The  truth  Is,  that  the  pine  is  now. 
as  it  was  In  the  days  of  Virgil,  a garden  tree,  and  it  was  not 
at  all  likely  to  be  found  In  the  craggy  accllTltles  of  the  valley 
of  Rustica.  Horace  probably  had  one  of  them  in  the  orchard 
close  above  his  farm,  immnliately  overshadowing  bis  villa.  1 
not  on  the  rocky  heights  at  some  distance  from  his  abode.  ‘ 
The  tourist  may  hare  easily  supposed  himself  to  have  seen  i 
this  pine  figured  in  the  above  cypresses  ; for  the  orange  and  ! 
lemon  trees  which  throw  such  a bloom  over  his  description 
of  the  royal  gardens  at  Naples,  unless  they  have  been  since 
displaced,  were  assuredly  only  acacias  and  other  common 
garden  shrubs.^ 


No.  XXXII.  — Eimacc’s  Classical  Toia. 

The  extreme  disappointment  experienced  by  choosing  the  ^ 
Classical  Tourist  as  a guide  in  Italy  must  be  allowed  to  find 
vent  in  a few  olvservations.  which,  it  Is  asserted  without  fear 
of  contradiction,  will  be  comirmed  by  every  one  who  has  se- 
lected the  same  conductor  through  the  some  country.  This 
author  is  in  fact  one  of  the  most  inaccurate,  unsatisfactory 
writers  that  have  In  our  times  attained  a temporary  reput.i- 
tion.  and  Is  very  seldom  to  be  trusted  even  when  he  speaks  of 
ohjects  which  he  must  be  presumed  to  have  seen.  His  errors,  i 
from  the  simple  exaggeration  to  the  downright  mis-statement, 
are  so  frequent  as  to  induce  a suspicion  that  he  had  either 
never  visited  the  spot*  described,  or  had  trusted  to  the  fidelity  , 
of  former  writers.  Indeed,  the  Classical  Tour  has  every 
characteristic  of  a mere  compilation  of  fonner  notices,  strung 
together  upon  a very  slender  thread  of  personal  observation, 
and  swelled  out  by  those  decorations  which  are  so  easily 
supplied  by  a systematic  adoption  of  oli  the  common-places 
of  praise,  applied  to  everything,  and  therefore  signifying 
nothing. 

The  style  which  one  person  thinks  cloggy  and  cumbrous, 
and  unsuitabk',  may  be  to  the  taste  of  others,  and  such  may  ^ 

3 *'  lifutcr  our  atw)  bnrilrringon  the  bcarh.b  tit*  msl 

l»M  ow  In  p^rtrmn,  and  ■■•IKi  khadoil  fo  t««>  of  orsngv  BMk,*  | 

Tour.  #(c.  c*w|>.  xi.  «al.  II.  uct.  36^.  { 
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rxprricncr  K>me  uiluUry  excitement  In  ploujthing  through 
the  period*  of  the  Cla*»lcal  Tour.  It  mu»t  be  *aW.  howerer, 
that  poltfh  and  weight  arn  apt  to  Iwget  an  expectation  of 
Talue.  It  i*  amongtl  the  pains  of  the  damned  to  toil  up  a 
climax  with  a huge  roitnd  stone. 

The  tourist  had  the  choice  of  hli  words,  but  there  was  no 
such  latitude  allowed  to  that  of  his  sentitnenti.  The  love  of 
virtue  and  of  liberty,  which  must  hare  distinguished  the 
rh'tracter,  certainiy  adorns  the  pages  of  Mr.  Kustare ; and 
the  gentlemanly  spirit,  so  recornmendatiny  either  In  an 
author  or  bis  productions,  Is  very  conspicuous  througbmit 
the  Classical  Tour.  Dut  these  generous  qualities  are  the 
foliage  of  such  a performance,  and  may  be  spread  about  it  so 
prominently  and  profiisely  as  to  embarrass  those  who  wish  to  ' 
see  and  And  the  fruit  at  hand.  The  unction  of  the  divine, 
and  the  exhortations  of  the  moralist,  may  have  made  this 
work  something  more  and  better  than  a book  of  travels,  but 
they  have  not  made  it  a bonk  of  travels  ; artd  this  observation 
applies  more  especially  to  that  enticing  method  of  instruction 
I conveyed  by  the  perpetual  Introduction  of  the  same  Gallic 
j Hi-Iot  Co  reel  and  bluster  before  the  rising  generatioD,  amt 
terrify  it  into  decency  by  the  display  of  all  the  excesses  of  the 
revolution.  An  animosity  against  atheists  and  regicides  in 
general,  and  Frenchmen  specifically,  may  be  honourable,  and 
may  be  usefbl  as  a record ; but  that  antidote  should  either  be 
administiwed  In  any  work  rather  than  a tour,  or,  at  least 
should  be  served  up  apart,  and  not  so  mixed  with  the  whole 
mass  of  information  and  reflection,  as  to  give  a bittemes*  to 
every  page : for  who  would  chouse  to  have  the  antipathies  of 
any  man,  however  Just,  for  Ws  travelling  cumpanlous?  A 
tourist,  unless  he  aspires  to  tlse  credit  of  prophecy,  is  not 
answerable  for  the  changes  which  may  take  place  in  the 
fotuitry  which  he  describes ; but  his  reader  may  very  falriy 
esteem  all  bis  political  portraits  and  deductions  as  to  much 
waste  paper  the  moment  they  ceiue  to  assist,  and  more  par- 
ticularly if  they  obstruct,  bis  actual  survey. 

Neither  encomium  nor  accutation  of  any  government,  or 
governors.  Is  meant  to  be  here  oAbred  ; but  it  is  stated  as  an 
incontrovertible  fact,  that  the  change  operated,  either  by  the 
address  of  the  late  imperial  system,  or  by  the  disappointment 
of  every  expectation  by  those  who  have  succeeded  to  the 
Italian  thrones,  has  been  so  coosldcrable,  and  is  so  ;q>pa- 
rent,  as  not  only  to  put  Mr  Eusttu'c'*  ontigallican  phUippics 
entirely  out  of  date,  but  even  to  throw  some  suspirion  upon 
the  rompetenry  and  candour  of  the  author  himselL  A re* 
markable  example  may  be  found  In  the  instance  of  Bo- 
logna, over  whMe  papal  attachments,  and  consequent 
desolation,  the  tourist  pours  forth  such  strains  of  condolence 
and  revenge,  romle  louder  by  the  borrowed  trumpet  of  Mr. 
Burke.  Now  Bologna  is  at  this  moment,  and  has  been  for 
some  years,  notorious  amongst  the  states  uf  Italy  for  its 
Attaebment  to  revolutionary  principles,  and  was  almost  the 
only  city  which  made  any  demonstrations  in  favour  of  the 
unfortunate  Murat.  This  change  may,  however,  have  bevn  | 
made  since  Mr.  Eustace  visited  tida  country ; but  the  tra-  i 
Teller  whom  he  has  thrilled  with  horror  at  the  projected  ! 
stripping  of  the  copper  from  the  cupola  of  St.  Peter's,  must  | 
be  much  relieved  to  find  that  sacrilege  uut  of  the  power  of 
the  French,  or  any  other  plunderers,  the  cupola  being 
covered  w Ith  Uad.  > 

If  the  conspiring  voice  of  otherwise  rival  critics  had  not 
given  considerable  ntrreticy  to  the  Clasical  Tour,  U would 
have  been  unnecessary  to  warn  the  reader,  chat  however  it 
may  adorn  his  library,  it  wU  he  of  little  or  no  service  to  him 
in  hts  carriage ; and  tf  the  judgment  of  those  critics  had 
hitherto  l>een  saspeo'led,  no  attempt  would  have  been  made 
to  anticipate  their  decision.  As  it  Is,  those  who  stand  in  the 

I ••  Whftt.  then,  will  be  the  MonidniMM,  or  rather  iKe  hontir,  of  my 

reMcr.  viten  I Inf-'rtn  blM>  the  rmuli  Cmnnilttee  (umnl  i*i 

artmlton  toSiUMt  Peter's  *»)«J  emplroed  arosopany  »f  Jew*  lomimateand 
tie'f  bMo  the  gold,  tiirer.  **Ht  brwire  (hat  w!on  ihr  In  tide  t4  liw  ediAev. 

M wail  a*  (he  cvyifw  (hat  co««r*  (he  rautw  dome  on  the  aetuda.' 
CUMdrsI  Toar.  vhai>.  tv.p>  1-VO.  vol.  U.  llw  rtery  aboac  the  Je««  b paii- 
|j»«ly  denied  at  Htmic, 

f fMr.  Frwwb  Colwfw  new  Air  yroneW  Paleraw.  K.H.,  the  learned  > 
enthov  of  the  **  Hiw  and  I'rotfreM  of  ihr  Kngluih  CotnUtuUun,"  **  lliMcTy  . 
oS  (he  AnfloJtazona,*  Stc.  die."]  I 


rrlatUm  of  posterity  to  Mr.  Eustace  may  be  permitted  to 
appeal  from  cotemporary  praises,  and  are  perhaps  more 
likely  to  be  jiut  In  proportion  as  the  causes  of  love  and 
hatred  are  the  farther  removed.  This  ^peal  bad,  in  some 
measure,  been  made  before  the  above  remark*  were  written : 
for  one  of  the  most  respectable  of  the  Fioreotlne  pubUsbers, 
who  had  been  persuaded  by  the  repeated  lotjuiries  of  those 
on  their  journey  southwards  to  re}>rlnt  a cheap  edition  of  the 
Classical  Tour,  was.  by  the  concurrlog  advice  of  returning 
travellers,  induced  to  abandon  his  design,  although  be  had 
already  arranged  his  types  and  paper,  and  had  struck  off 
one  or  two  of  the  first  sheets. 

The  writer  of  these  notes  would  wish  to  part  (like  Mr.  ' 
Gibbon)  on  good  terms  with  the  Pope  and  the  Cardinals,  but 
he  does  not  think  it  nc^ressary  to  extend  the  same  diserevt 
silence  to  their  humble  partisans.  | 


MARINO  FALIERO. 


Note  [A].  See  p.  224.  I 

[I  AM  obliged  for  the  following  excellent  translatioo  of  the 
old  Chronicle  to  Mr.  F.  Cohen’,  to  whom  the  reader  will 
find  himself  indebted  far  a versioa  that  I could  not  myaolf— 
(hough  aArr  many  years'  intercourse  with  Italian— .have 
given  by  any  metuts  so  purely  and  so  UthfUUy.  ’j 

STOUT  OF  MARINO  FALIP.RO,  DOGE  XLIX, 
MCCCLIV. 

On  the  i ith  day  of  September,  la  the  year  of  our  Lord 
1254.  Marino  Fallero  wu  elected  and  chosen  to  be  the  Dnkc 
of  the  Commonwealth  of  Venice.  He  was  Count  of  Valde- 
mariuo,  in  the  marches  of  Treviso,  and  a knight,  and  a 
wealthy  man  to  boot  As  soon  as  tbe  election  was  completed, 
it  was  resolved  in  the  Great  Council,  that  a deputation  of 
twelve  ihould  be  despatched  to  Marino  Falieru  the  Duke, 
who  wu  then  on  bis  way  from  Rome;  for  when  he  wu 
chosen,  he  wu  ambassador  at  the  court  of  the  Holy  Father, 
nt  Rome,  — the  Holy  Father  himself  held  hi*  court  at  Avignon. 
When  Messer  Marino  Fallero  tbe  Duke  wu  about  to  land  In 
this  city,  on  the  5th  dny  ot  October.  1354,  a thick  haze  rune 
uo.  and  darkened  the  air;  and  he  wu  enforced  to  land  on 
Use  place  of  St.  Mark,  betuc<>n  the  two  columns,  on  the  spot  | 
where  evil-doers  are  put  to  death  ; and  all  thought  that  this  i 
wu  the  worst  of  tokeru.  — Nor  must  I forget  to  write  that  I 
which  I bare  r«ad  in  a chronicle.  Wlien  Messer  Marino  I 
Fallero  wu  Podesu  and  Captain  of  Trevtsa,  the  llishup 
deUyod  coming  in  with  the  holy  locrantent,  on  a day  whim  a 
pff>c«*iun  wu  to  take  place.  Now,  the  said  Marino  Fnliero  i 
wu  so  very  proud  and  wrathful,  that  he  buOrted  the  Bishop, 
.wd  almost  struck  him  to  the  ground : and,  therefore.  H<»veu  I 
allowed  Marino  Fallero  to  go  uut  of  hU  right  senses.  In  order 
that  ho  might  briug  liluself  to  an  evil  deatli. 

When  this  Duke  had  held  the  dukedom  during  nine  months 
and  six  days,  be,  being  wicked  and  ambitious,  sought  h)  make 
himself  Lord  of  Venice,  In  the  manner  which  I have  read  in 
on  ancient  chronicle.  When  the  Thursday  arrived  upoo 
which  they  were  wont  to  hunt  the  bull,  the  bull  btmi  took 
p^ace  u usual ; and,  according  to  the  usage  uf  those 
alter  the  bull  hunt  had  ended,  they  all  proceeded  unto  tbe 
palace  of  the  Duke,  and  assembled  together  in  one  of  his 
hatis  ; and  they  disported  themseivc^s  with  the  women.  And 


tmj*  — I.IKMOTU  M uw  acc«ani  at  inv  FaUm,  •nWb  vas  at|j 

tnX  (aeie.frnm  an  old  MA.,  tbv<r(b«v<la]'.  (}«(  it  nanststce.attd  rn-vnU 
is  M * ime  (o  (he  nest  oAnir^i.  Yew  vUi.  pertuiii,,  h-  so  «««  Ums 

iny  1 nnc'^4iotv«  r4  h»  rh*r»*t»f  rarrvet  j Uw'cich  Iroifrvt  not  havuw 


n>H  with  (hv  ruract  bsAiS*.  Von  «itl  |wvr«*Te  thu  he  tanuHf  aald  vsacU* 

I «t>al  he  U inad*  («  m;  aheui  (he  vt  Trrvt«o.  You  * tU  m*  aU«  thM 

hr  H»ka  linia.  simI  (txM  oals  viMthoTtairv  aisd  (kadMn.  AFTashU  .im«>  ■ 

t wAwh  la  tb»«a*e  |ti  (hr  play,  axerjit  wh«n  he  bnokawit  M iha  rhaati 
I act  Afth.  Bot  hit  k|HMch  to  U»  cvtHtMrUflsa  b Uvtwt  Us  tha  kf  S.  (te  in 
t tbaplay.  1 will!  I bid  w(  vKh  # in  uuw.-J  «s-o«a.(Bonm 


tinril  the  flrut  bell  tolled  they  tLinced,  and  then  a battqurt  wa* 
•crvrd  up.  Mj  Lord  the  Duke  paid  the  expentes  thcreoT, 
provided  ho  had  a Ducheta,  and  after  tho  banquet  they  all 
returned  to  their  botnea. 

Kow  to  th(a  feast  there  came  a cortala  Ser  Mirhcle  Stenn, 
I a gentleraait  of  poor  estate,  and  very  young,  but  crafty  and 
t daring,  and  who  loved  one  of  the  damsels  of  the  Duchesa. 
Ser  MIrhele  stood  amongst  the  women  upon  the  anbijo  ; und 
he  bchavetl  Indiscreetly,  so  that  ray  Lord  the  Duke  ordered 
I that  he  should  be  kicked  off  the  aolajo;  and  the  esquires  of 
the  Duke  flung  him  down  from  the  aolajo  accordingly.  Ser 
I Michele  thought  that  such  an  affront  w asbeyoud  all  bearing  ; 

\ and  when  the  feast  was  over,  and  all  other  persons  ha<l  left 
the  pal«re,  he,  continuing  heated  with  anger,  went  to  the 
j hall  of  audience,  and  wrote  certain  unseemly  words  relating 
I to  the  Duke  and  the  Duchess  upon  the  chair  lu  which  the 
. Duke  was  used  to  ait ; for  in  those  days  the  Duke  did  not 
j eover  hu  chair  with  cloth  of  sendal,  but  he  sat  In  a chair  of 
wood.  .Ser  Michele  wrote  thereon  — “ Marin  Falitr,  t!u 
hathand  qf  the  Jair  wife ; alhert  kis$  her,  but  he  keeps  her." 
' In  the  rooming  the  wonla  were  seen,  and  tho  matter  waj 
coDiidered  to  be  rcry  scatidaloua ; and  the  Senate  commanded 
I the  Avogaiiori  of  the  Commonwealth  to  proceed  therein  with 
' the  greatest  diligence.  A largess  of  great  amount  was 
1 Irometllately  prt)fftneKi  by  the  Arogadori.  In  order  to  discorer 
I who  had  written  these  words.  And  at  length  It  was  known 
that  MIclicle  Steno  had  written  them.  It  was  reaolred  In  the 
Council  of  Forty  that  he  should  be  arrested  ; and  he  then 
confessed  that  In  the  fit  of  vexation  and  spite,  occasicmcd  by 
^ hU  being  thrust  off  the  aolajo  in  the  presence  of  his  mittreis, 
he  had  written  the  words.  Therefore  the  Council  debated 
thereon.  And  the  Council  took  bis  youth  Into  conslderatlou. 
and  that  he  was  a lover;  and  therefore  they  adjudged  that 
; be  should  be  kept  in  close  confinement  during  two  months, 
and  that  afterwords  he  should  be  banished  from  Venice  and 
the  state  during  one  year.  In  cooicquence  of  this  merciful 
sentence  the  Duke  became  exceedingly  wroth,  U appearing 
to  him  that  the  Council  had  not  acted  in  such  a manner  as 
was  required  by  the  respect  due  to  his  dural  dignity  ; and  he 
said  that  they  ought  to  hare  condemned  Scr  Michele  to  be 
hanged  by  the  neck.  <w  at  least  to  be  banished  for  life. 

Now  It  was  fated  that  my  Lord  Duke  Marloo  was  to  have 
his  head  cut  off.  And  as  it  Is  necessary  when  any  effect  Is  to 
< be  brought  abf>ut  that  the  cause  of  such  effect  must  luippen. 

I it  therefore  catne  to  |>ass  that  on  tho  very  day  aAer  sentence 
bad  been  pronounced  ou  Ser  31ichele  Steno,  being  the  first 
day  of  Lent,  a geuUeman  of  the  house  of  Uarbaro,  a choleric 
gentleman,  went  to  the  arsenal,  and  required  certain  things 
I of  tho  masters  of  the  galleys.  This  be  did  In  the  presence  of 
Che  Admiral  of  the  arsenal,  aud  he,  hearing  the  request, 
answered,—  No,  It  cannot  be  done.  High  words  arose  between 
the  gentleman  and  the  Admiral,  and  the  gentleman  struck 
him  with  his  fist  just  almro  the  eye ; and  as  he  happened  to 
i have  a ring  on  his  finger,  the  ring  cut  the  Admiral  and  drew 
I blood.  The  Admiral,  all  bruised  and  bloody,  ran  straight  to 
; the  Duke  to  complain,  and  with  the  intent  of  praying  him  to 
inflict  some  heavy  punishment  upon  the  gentleman  of  C4 
|;  Barbaro  —“What  wouldit  thou  have  me  do  for  thee?’* 

! answered  Ihe  Duke:  — “ think  upon  the  shamcfiil  gibe  which 
I i hath  been  written  concerning  me ! and  think  on  tho  manner 
in  which  they  have  punished  that  ribald  Michele  Steno,  who 
wrote  it;  and  see  how  the  Cotincil  of  Forty  respect  otir  per- 
son.’*—t'pon  this  the  Admiral  answered,  — " My  Lonl 
I Dake,  if  you  would  wish  to  make  yourself  a prince,  and  to 
I cut  all  those  cnckoldy  gentlemen  to  pieces.  1 have  the  heart, 

I If  you  do  but  help  me.  to  make  you  prince  of  all  this  state ; 

1 and  then  you  may  punish  lliem  all."  — Hearing  this,  the 
I Duke  said,—"  How  can  such  a matter  be  brought  about  ?" 

! .—  and  so  they  discoursed  thereon. 

j The  Duke  called  for  his  nephew,  Ser  Dcrtuceio  Foliero. 

I who  lived  with  him  in  the  p.alacc.  and  they  communed  al>out 

I I this  plot.  Aud  without  leaving  the  place,  they  sent  for  Philip 
!'  C'.vletidaro.  a seaman  of  great  repute,  and  for  Bcrtiiecio 
'■  Israello.  who  was  exceedingly  wily  and  cunning.  Then 


taking  crmnsel  amongst  themselves,  they  agreed  to  call  in  11 
some  others;  and  so.  fur  several  nights  successively,  they  | 
meg  witli  the  Duke  M home  In  bis  palace.  AikI  the  following  J 
men  were  called  in  singly;  to  wit;— Kiccolo  Fagiuolo,  ! 
Giovanni  da  Cnrfb.  Stefano  Fagiono,  Nkcolo  dalle  Bendo, 

Niccolo  Biundo,  and  Stefano  Trlvls^mo It  was  concerted  Ij 

that  sixteen  or  seventeen  leaders  should  be  stationed  in  ! 
various  parts  of  (he  city,  each  being  at  the  head  of  forty 
men,  armed  and  prepared;  but  the  followers  were  not  to  |j 
know  their  destination.  On  the  appointed  day  they  were  to  |l 
make  aflVays  amongst  themselves  here  and  there,  in  order 
that  the  Duke  might  have  a pretence  for  tolling  the  beiU  of  ; i 
.San  Marco  ; these  hells  are  never  rung  but  by  the  order  of  ;[ 
the  Duke.  And  at  tho  sound  of  the  bells,  these  sixteen  or  |- 
sevcntecn.  with  ibtlr  followers,  were  to  come  to  San  Marco,  !] 
through  the  streets  which  open  upon  the  Piassa.  And  when  I- 
the  noble  and  leading  citisetis  should  come  into  the  Piossa.  I- 
to  know  tne  cause  of  the  riot,  then  the  conspirators  were  to  |< 
cut  them  In  pieces  ; and  this  work  being  finished,  my  Lord  ’ 
Marino  Faliero  the  Duke  was  to  be  proclaimed  tho  Lord  of 
Venice.  Things  having  been  thus  settled,  they  agreed  to 
fulfil  their  intent  on  Wednesday,  the  IMb  day  of  April,  in  tho 
year  13^^  So  covertly  did  they  plot,  that  no  one  ever  dreamt  ; 

of  tbeir  machiuaiioiu. 

But  the  Lord,  who  bath  always  helped  this  most  glorious  i 
city,  and  who.  loving  iu  righlemisoess  and  huUnesi,  hath 
never  fursaken  it.  iivspired  one  Beltramo  Bergnmaico  to  be  | 
the  cause  of  bringing  tlie  plot  to  light,  lu  the  following 
manner.  This  Beltramo,  who  belonged  to  Ser  Niccolo  Lloni  | 
of  Santo  Stefano,  had  beard  a word  nr  two  of  what  was  to 
lake  place ; and  so.  in  the  before-raentioned  month  of  April, 
he  went  to  the  bouse  of  the  aforesaid  Ser  Niccolo  Lioni.  and 
told  him  all  the  particulars  of  the  plot.  Ser  Niccolo,  when  ' 
he  heard  all  these  things,  was  struck  dead,  as  it  were,  with 
affright.  He  beard  all  the  particulars  ; and  Beltramo  prayol 
him  to  keep  it  all  secret ; and  if  he  told  Scr  Niccolo,  it  was 
in  order  that  Ser  NIemto  might  stop  at  home  on  the  lAth  of  ‘ 
April,  and  (hut  save  his  life.  Beltramo  was  going,  but  Ser 
Niccolo  ordered  his  icrvanu  to  lay  hands  upon  him.  and  lock  | 
him  dp.  Ser  Niccolo  then  went  to  the  house  of  Messer 
Giovanni  Gradenlgo  Nasoni,  who  aOcrwardi  became  Duke.  ' 
and  who  also  lived  at  Sanlo  Stefano,  and  told  him  all.  The  j 

matter  seemed  to  him  to  be  of  the  very  greatest  importance,  j , 
as  indeed  it  was;  aud  they  two  went  to  the  bouse  of  Ser 
Marco  Cornaro,  who  lived  at  San  Felice  ; and  having  spoken  I ' 
with  him.  they  all  three  then  determined  to  go  hack  to  the  ;j 
house  of  Ser  Niccolo  Lioni,  to  examine  the  said  Beltramo  ; ij 
and  having  questioned  him,  and  heard  all  that  he  had  to  say.  || 
they  left  him  In  confinement.  And  then  they  all  three  went  |i 
into  the  sacristy  of  San  Salvatore,  and  sent  their  men  to  i 
summon  the  cuuneiilors,  the  Avogadori.  the  Capi  de*  Died,  j 
and  those  of  the  Great  Council.  ^ 

When  all  were  assembled,  the  whole  story  was  told  to 
them.  They  were  struck  dead,  as  it  were,  with  affright. 
They  determined  to  send  for  Beltramo.  He  was  brought  in  | 
before  them.  They  examined  him,  and  ascertained  tiiot  the  I 
matter  was  true;  and.  although  they  were  exceedingly  !) 
troubled,  yet  they  determined  upon  their  measures.  And  | 
they  sent  for  the  Capl  dc*  Quarante,  the  Signoridl  Notte.tho  | 
Capi  de’  .Seslieri.  and  the  Cinque  della  Pace ; and  they  were 
ordered  Ui  associate  to  their  men  other  good  men  and  true, 
who  were  to  proceed  to  the  bouses  of  the  ringleaders  of  the  * 
conspiracy,  and  secure  them.  And  they  secured  the  foreman  j 
of  the  aru-nal.  In  order  that  the  conspirators  might  not  do  I 
mischief.  Towards  nightfall  they  assembled  in  the  palace.  1| 
\NTieD  they  were  assembled  in  the  palace,  they  caused  the  i = 

I gales  of  the  quadrangle  of  the  palace  (o  be  shut.  And  they  ■ f 
j sent  to  the  keeper  of  the  bell-tower,  and  forbade  the  tolling  ! 

' of  the  bells.  All  this  was  carried  Into  effect.  The  before-  I 
j mentioned  conspirators  were  secured,  and  they  were  brought  I 
} to  the  palace  ; and.  as  the  Council  of  Ten  saw  tlmt  the  Duke  ' ' 

I was  in  the  plot,  they  resolved  that  twenty  of  the  leading  men  i 

I nf  the  state  shonld  be  associated  to  them,  for  the  purpose  of 
' consultation  and  deliberation,  but  that  they  should  not  be  i 
' allowed  to  ballot.  I 
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Thp  cnuncUlon  were  tlie  following;— Scr  <>inv*4nni  Mo» 
ceoSgo.  of  the  Settiero  of  San  Marco  ; Ker  Almoro  Veniero 
da  Santa  Marin*,  of  tbc  -Srttlefo  of  CastelUi;  Scr  Tomyo 
Vladro.  of  the  Scttli-ro  of  t'anaresio;  Ser  Gioranni  Saniido, 
o<  the  SettWo  of  Santa  Croo* ; Ser  rictro  Trirltano,  of  the 
Scjtteroof  San  Paulo;  Ser  PaulaUnne  llarbo  U Graodo,  of 
the  Seitlero  of  O«»oiluro.  The  AvogaUori  of  the  Common- 
weallb  were  ZufreJo  Moroiiiii,  and  Ser  Orlo  Po»QU*li|to : 
and  iheie  did  not  Inllot.  Thot-e  of  the  Coonrll  of  Ten  were 
Ser  Ciorannl  Marcello.  Ser  Tucna<o  Sanudo.  and  Ser 
Michcletto  Ik>tfiDO.  the  heaiU  of  the  aforesaid  Counril  of 
Ten.  Ser  Lt;«*  da  Legyr.  and  Srr  Pietro  da  Mo»to, 
inquUitor*  of  the  aforeMid  Council.  And  .Srr  Marco  Polani. 
Ser  Mariiin  Vcnlero,  Ser  laindu  Ia>mb*rdo.  and  Ser  Nk-o> 
letto  Trlrltano.  of  Sant’  AiircIo. 

I.a(e  in  the  night,  jtut  beforu  the  dawning,  thcr  cbote  a 
Junta  of  twenty  noblemen  of  Venice  from  amongit  the  wisest, 
and  the  worthiest,  and  thcoldcst.  They  were  (o  givecoun^el. 
Init  not  to  'ballot.  And  they  would  not  odiiiit  any  one  uf 
Ci  Fallero.  And  Nkcolo  Faltero,  and  another  Niccoio 
Faliero,  of  San  Tomaso,  were  eapclled  from  the  Council, 
becauM*  they  belonged  to  the  Camnyof  the  Doge.  And  this 
rcjnlutlon  of  creating  the  junta  of  twenty  wai  much  praised 
tltrnugbout  the  state.  The  following  were  the  members  of 
the  junta  of  twenty:  — Ser  Marco  Glustlnlanl.  PrucuraXure, 
Ser  Andrea  Krlaio.  Procuratore.  Ser  l.lonardo  Ghistiniani. 
Prociiratore.  Ser  Andrea  Contarini.  Ser  Simone  Dondolo. 
Ser  Slccolo  Voli'e,  Ser  Glorannl  I.oredAuo.  S«'r  Marco  Uiedo. 
Ser  Giovanni  Gradenigo.  Set  Andrea  Curnaro.  Caralicre. 
Ser  Marco  Soranto,  Ser  Hinierido  Moito,  Ser  Garano  M.tr* 
cello.  Ser  Marino  Morosini.  Ser  Stefano  Belegno,  Ser  NIccolo 
l.lonl.  Ser  Filippo  Orio,  Ser  M.trco  Trivliaiju,  Ser  Jacopo 
Bragadino,  Ser  Giovanni  FoscannI. 

The*e  twenty  were  ifcordinply  called  in  to  the  Council  of 
Ten  ; and  they  sent  for  my  I.ord  Marino  Fallero  the  Duke  : 
an<l  my  I.ord  Ma^'ino  was  then  consorting  In  the  palace  with 
{tonple  of  great  estate,  gentlemen,  and  other  good  men,  none 
of  whom  knew  yet  how  the  fart  stood. 

At  the  same  time  Berturrl  Israrlio,  who.  as  one  of  the 
ringleaders,  was  to  head  the  consplratori  In  Santa  Croce, 
was  arreiied  and  bound,  and  brought  before  the  Council. 
Zanetio  del  Brin,  Kicolettodi  Kosa.  Kieoletto  Alberto,  and 
the  Giiardiaaa.  were  also  taken,  togetlier  with  several  leamcn, 
and  people  of  v.ariou»  ranks.  These  were  examined,  and  the 
tnith  of  the  plot  was  .ascertained. 

On  the  K.th  of  April  judgment  w.is  given  In  the  Council  of 
Ten.  that  Filippo  Calendaro  and  Bcrtucclo  Uraello  should 
be  hanged  npon  the  revl  pilhiri  of  tlie  Iwileonyof  the  palace, 
from  which  the  Duke  is  wont  to  look  at  the  bull  hunt : and 
they  were  hangH  with  gags  In  their  mouth*. 

The  next  day  the  following  were  condemned!  — VIccolo 
Zurruolo,  Nlcoletto  Blondo,  Slcoletlo  Doro,  Marco  Giuila.  ! 
Jarornello  Dagolirjo.  Kieoletto  Fldcle,  tlte  son  of  Filip|>a 
Calciidaro,  MareoTorello. called  Israello,  Stefano  Trlvlsono, 
the  money  changer  of  Santa  Margherita,  and  Antonio  dalle 
Bei'de.  These  were  all  taken  at  Chiojit.  for  they  were 
mdeavouflng  to  escape.  Afterwards,  by  virtue  uf  the  sentence 
whirh  was  p.-t*sed  upon  them  In  the  Council  of  Ten.  they 
were  hanged  on  suecesslve  d.ivi ; some  singly  and  tome  in 
couple*,  upon  the  columns  of  the  palace,  beginning  from  the 
re«l  rolumns.  and  so  going  onwards  towards  the  canal.  And 
other  pnsooers  were  dltcharpM,  because,  although  they  had 
been  involved  In  the  conspiracy,  yet  they  had  not  assisted  in 
It:  for  they  were  given  to  understand  by  tome  of  the  heads 
of  the  plot,  that  they  were  to  come  armed  and  prepared  for 
the  serriee  of  the  state,  and  In  order  to  secure  certain  crimi> 
nalt  t and  they  knew  nothing  else.  Kieoletto  Alberto,  the 
Guardiaga,  atnl  Bartolommeo  Clricoto  and  hts  son,  and 
several  others,  who  were  not  guilty,  were  discharged. 

On  Friday,  the  ICth  day  of  April,  judgment  wai  also  given 
In  the  aforesaid  C<wincil  of  Ten.  that  my  Lord  Marino  Fallero. 
the  Duke,  ilimdd  have  his  he.nd  rut  off ; and  that  the  <hteeu- 
tiiin  should  t*e  done  on  the  landing-place  of  the  stone  staircase, 
where  (be  Dukes  take  tneir  oath  when  ihey  first  etilcr  the  i 


palace.  On  the  following  day,  the  17th  of  April,  the  doors  of 
> the  palace  l>eing  shut,  the  Duke  had  hU  head  cut  off.  about 
I the  hour  of  noon.  And  the  cap  of  estate  was  taken  from  the 
' Duke's  head  before  he  came  down  stairs.  When  the  execulioa 
w as  over,  it  is  said  lliat  one  of  the  Council  of  Ten  went  to 
I the  columns  of  the  palace  over  against  the  place  of  St.  Mark. 

I and  that  he  showed  the  bloody  sword  unto  the  people,  cr)ing 
j out  with  a loud  voice— The  terrible  doom  hath  fallen  upon 
the  traitor  ! '*_and  the  doors  were  opened,  and  the  people 
I ail  rushed  in,  to  see  the  ror)>seof  tlie  Duke,  who  Itad  been 
- beheatU«d. 

It  must  be  known  th.vt  ScrClorannl  Sonudo.thc* councillor, 
was  not  present  when  the  aforesaid  sentence  was  pronounced ; 
because  be  was  unwell,  and  remained  at  home.  So  that  only 
fourteen  balloted ; that  it  to  say,  five  councillori,  and  nine  of 
the  CttuncII  of  Ten.  And  It  was  adjudgeil,  (hat  all  the  lands 
and  chattels  of  the  Duke,  as  well  as  of  the  other  traitors, 

I should  be  forfeitpil  to  the  stale.  And.  as  a grace  to  the  Duke, 

U wa*  resolved  In  the  Council  of  Ten  that  he  should  be 
allowed  to  disclose  of  two  thousand  ducats  out  of  bis  own 
projwrlf . And  H was  resolved,  that  all  the  councillors  and 
all  Ihe  Avogadori  of  the  Commonwealth,  those  of  the  Council 
of  Ten,  and  tlio  members  of  the  junta,  « ho  had  assisted  In 
passing  sentence  on  the  Duke  and  the  other  traitors,  should 
h.-ive  the  privilege  of  carrying  arms  Ixsth  by  day  and  by  night 
In  V*mlre,  and  from  Grade  to  Cavatcre.  And  they  were  also 
to  be  allowed  two  footmen  carrying  arms,  the  aforesaid  foot. 

I men  living  and  boarding  with  them  in  their  own  houses.  And 
he  who  did  not  keep  two  footmen  mtghltransfcr  the  privilege 
I to  hi*  son*  or  his  brothers  , hut  only  to  two.  Permission  of 
! carrying  arms  wai  also  granicj  to  the  four  Dol.\ries  of  the 
tb.incery,  that  it  to  say,  of  the  Supreme  Court,  who  took  the 
depositions : and  they  were,  Amodlo,  Kieoletto  di  Lorinn, 
Steflhnrllo,  and  Pietro  de  CompottcUl,  the  leerctarle*  of  the 
Signori  dl  Kotte. 

After  the  traitors  ha<l  been  hanged,  and  the  Duke  had  ha<l 
hli  head  cut  off.  the  state  remalmtl  in  great  tranquillity  and 
peace.  And.  as  1 have  read  in  a chronicle,  the  corpse  of  the 
Duke  was  removed  In  a large,  with  eight  torches,  to  hit  tomb 
In  the  church  of  S-tn  Gimanni  e Pauio,  where  It  was  buried. 
Tiie  tomb  ii  now  in  that  aisle  in  the  middle  of  the  little 
church  nf  S.inta  Maria  della  Pace,  which  was  Utllt  by  Ilishoji 
Gabriel  of  Bergamo.  It  Is  a coffin  of  stone,  with  these  word*  i 
enprraven  thereon  : itric  Jtterl  hommm  MaHnu$  Faletrx> 

Due.**  — And  they  did  not  {taint  his  portrait  In  the  hall  nf  the  I 
Great  Council;  but  in  the  place  where  It  ought  to  have 
been,  you  see  these  words  : •*  Hie  nt  tttnu  .Varrm'  Fu/r/ru,  1 
ieeapitati  pro  crrm/»/&«s.*'  — .\nd  It  is  thought  that  bis  bouse  | 
■ w a*  grontetl  to  the  church  of  Sant’  Apostolo ; It  wa*  that  ' 
great  one  near  the  bridge.  Vet  this  could  not  tte  tbc  rase,  or  I 
else  the  family  bought  it  Iwrk  from  the  church ; for  it  itjll 
belong*  to  Cl  Fallero.  I must  not  refrain  from  noting  that  j 
somo  wished  to  write  the  following  words  In  the  place  where  j 
his  portrait  ought  to  have  l>een,  as  afnrriaid :— **  .^f<Ir>Nva  I 
Faictrn  Tiur,  temrritna  me  eepit.  Ptrnat  lui,  /frrapitatn*  pro  > 
cr/winT'Aff*.”— Others,  also.  Indited  a couplet,  worthy  of  ) 
being  Inscribed  upon  hit  tomb. 

*•  Thtr  Jnert  heic.  patrinm  qtii  prodere  feniontt 

Sceptiii,  deat$,  cemmu  prrdHtti,  atque  capHt." 


Note  [R].  — P»TKARCH  OV  THK  CoKsriRAcr  or 
Marino  Fauero.  i 

**  At.  giovane  Doge  AndrcA  Dandolo  *uccede(te  uo  vecchio, 
II  quale  t-vtli  si  {>oie  al  tlmone  delhi  rcpubhllra,  ma  sempre 
prlnu  Ji  quel,  chv  facca  d’  uopo  a lui.  cd  alia  patrla:  egli  ^ 
Marino  Fallero,  personaggio  a me  nolo  per  antica  dimestl- 
chesta-  Falsa  era  I‘ npinlone  Inlumo  a lui,  giocebi  egll  il 

I t"  H vl  ■ rep*  « tVM  an  mract  from  f^arvt-h**  l.fsier*.  rvfceu 

ance  tu  ih*  r.>eirrritrr  nf  the  Uaruw  KalMr*.  tnotamli^  tbr  Kvt  • 
nplaSoa  of  Uw  uulirr.*'— />*ary>  lab. It,  lavt.) 


APPENDIX. 


< moftrd  fnrnito  pli)  dl  oorrngglo,  cho  di  cpnno.  NonpoRodclia 
||  priiTu  dlffniU,  entrb  con  tlolttro  picdn  ncl  pubbHco  FaUiio: 
impcrdocchfl  quctto  Doge  de  Vcneti.  maflMnUo  tacro  In 
tuttl  { lecoU.  che  dafll  aotichl  aemprc  reneralo  qual  nume 
in  quella  eitU,  'altr'  jerl  fi>  docollato  ncl  rcttibolo  dell’ 
UtMao  Palasso.  Oiicorrercl  fln  cUl  prindplo  le  cause  dl  on 
I tale  enroto,  e cotl  varlo.  cd  ambiguo  non  ne  fosse  il  grldo. 
Neuuno  perd  lo  scusa.  tuttl  aflbrmano,  che  egli  abbla  voluto 

I canglar  qualche  cosa  nell'  online  della  repubblira  a lul  tra> 

^ inandato  dal  magglori.  die  deelderara  egli  dl  piO  ? lo  son 
I d’  arviso,  che  egli  ai>bia  ottenuto  db,  che  bod  si  coucedette  a 
:|  nessunaltro:  mentro  ademplea  gU  ufBcJ  dl  legato  prruoil 

II  Pnntcflce,  e sulle  riee  del  Rodano  trattava  la  pace,  che  lo 
I prlma  dl  lui  avero  Indamo  tmtato  dl  conchiudere.  gll  fd 

conferlto  1*  onnre  del  Ducato,  che  ne  chiedeva,  ne  s'  aspettas*a4 
I Tomato  In  patrla,  pensb  a quello.cul  nessuno  non  posemente 
. giammal,  e sollVI  quello,  die  a niuno  arradde  mat  dl  sodViro : 
j giacchO  In  quel  luogo  ccleberrimo,  e chiariMimo, « brllissimo 
I infra  tuttl  quelli,  che  lo  vldl,  ore  1 suol  antenati  averano 
riceriiti  grandissimi  onori  In  mesto  alle  pompe  trionfali,  iri 

I ogli  fil  trasclnato  in  rondo  serrlle,  o spogliato  delle  insegne 
' ducali.  perdette  la  testa,  e macchib  col  proprio  sangue  le  soglie 

del  templo,  I'atrlo  del  Palasto,  e le  scale  marrooree  rendute 
|.  speise  volte  illustri  o dalle  loleiml  festiriU,  o dalle  ostili 
I ! spoglie.  Hb  Dotato  il  luogo.  ora  ooto  11  tempo : d 1’  an  node! 

II  Natale  dl  Cristo  I3A5,  fd  11  gtorqu  18  d'  Aprile.  SI  alto  d 11 
II  grfdo  sparso.chc  sealcunoesamineri  ladlKipiina,  c le  coitu* 

I manse  dl  quella  cUti,  e quanto  mulamento  <11  cose  venga 
j ralnacciato  dalla  roorte  dl  un  sol  uonio  (quantunque  molli 

Ialtrl.  come  iiarrano,  essendo  compllci,  ,o  suhirono  1‘  istesso 
1 supplicio,  o loaspettano)  si  accorgera,  cbenulla  dl  pid  grando 
arvenne  al  nostrl  tempi  ncUa  Italia.  Tu  forte  qui  attend  il 
I mio  giudlaio : aisolvo  11  popolo,  se  crcdere>lla  fama,  benebb 
I abhia  potuto  e castlgare  pid  miteoiente,  e con  nsaggior  dol- 
i,  cesta  vendicare  il  tuo  dolore:  raa  non  cosi  facllmimte.  si 
I modera  un’  ira  glusu  insleme,  e grande  In  un  numeroso 
I’  popolo  principalmentc.  nel  quale  11  pre<dpltoso.  ed  Instabile 
^ volgo  aguisa  gU  stirooll  deli'  irracondia  con  rapid!,  e scon- 
I siglhati  riamori.  Corapatisco,  e Dell’  isteaso  tempo  mi  aiilro 
I con  quell'  Infellce  uomo,  11  quale  adoroo  di  un'  iosollto  ooore, 

! non  10.  che  cosa  si  volesse  negli  estrcml  annl  della  sua  vita: 

1 U caUmltA  di  lul  divieoe  sempre  pld  grave,  perchb  dalla  sen* 

I letisa  contra  di  esso  promulgata  aperlri,  che  egli  fd  non  solo 
misero,  ma  insane,  c demente,  e cho  con  vane  art!  si  uiurpo 
p<>r  tantl  anni  una  falsa  fttma  dl  sapieusa.  Ammonisco  I 
I DogI,  I quail  gli  succedcrano.  che  questo  e un'  csempio  potto 
< Inanst  al  loro  occhj,  quale  tpeocblo,  ncl  quale  veggano  d’  esscre 
nun  Signori,  ma  Dud,  ansi  nemmeno  Dud,  ma  onoratl  tervl 
della  Kepubblica.  Tu  sta  saao ; e giacchd  Auttuano  le  pab* 
blichfl  rose,  iforslamosl  dl  goveruar  modesilstim.’uoente  i 
privatl  nostrl  afriri.”—LF.rATi,  Vioggi di Petrarcn,^o\.\t. 
p.  i'iX 

rtia  above  Italian  translation  from  the  Latin  epistles  of 
Petrarrh  proves  — Istljr,  That  Marino  Falifn’O  was  a personal 
friend  of  Petrarch’s;  ” antlca  dlmesCichexsa,”  old  Intlmacjr, 

: is  the  phrase  of  the  poet.  Sdl)*,  That  Petrarch  thought  that 

|-  ho  h.-ul  more  courage  than  conduct,  ” pid  <U  eorraggio  che  dl 
I senno."  3dly,  That  there  was  some  jealousy  on  the  part  of 
Petrarch  ; for  be  says  that  Marino  Fallero  was  treating  of  the 
peace  which  he  himself  had  “ vainly  attempted  to  conclude.” 
4ihly,  That  the  hon<nir  of  the  dukedom  was  conferred  tqion 
him.  which  ho  neither  sought  nor  expected,  **  che  nb  chiedeva 
nb  aspetuvA,”  and  which  bad  never  been  grauted  to  any 
other  ill  like  drcumstances,  ” cib  che  non  si  concedettc  a 
netsun  altro.”  a proof  of  the  high  esteem  in  which  he  must 
have  been  held.  Aibly.  That  he  h.vd  a reputation  fur  iri'idOm, 

! onip  forfeited  by  the  last  enterprise  of  his  life,  ” si  uiurpb  per  i 
I tantiannlunafilsa&madikapieuaa.”  — '*  Hehadusuri^for  . 
. so  many  years  a false  fame  of  wisdom,”  rather  a difficult  task,  . 
^ I should  think.  People  are  generally  found  out  before  eighty 
i yean  of  age,  at  least  In  a republic — From  these,  and  the  j 

I C9rrv«pi>r.dcm'«  o<  M.  iWhIkk,  Frsnrh  d*4fr»lr«%.  Pe^tMtcIi  o/  ' 
Mth  i‘vr.  k Au«u>t. 

j a ol  U S«i>trmbvr,  t;V>.  : 
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Other  hlitorical  noCei  which  1 hare  collected,  it  may  be  Iq* 
fcrretl  that  Marino  Faliern  possessed  many  of  the  qualities, 
hut  not  the  success  of  a hero ; and  that  hit  passions  were  too 
violent.  The  paltry  and  ignorant  account  of  Dr.  Moore  falls  | 
to  the  ground.  Petrarch  says,  "that  there  had  been  no  greater  [ 
event  In  his  times  ” (our  timtrs  lllerally),  '*  nostrl  tempi.”  lu 
Italy.  He  also  difffert  from  the  historian  in  saying  that 
Falicro  was  ” un  the  batiks  of  the  Rhomr,"  instead  of  at  Home, 
when  elected  ; the  other  accounts  say,  that  the  deputation  of 
the  Venetian  senate  met  him  at  Ravenna.  How  this  may  j 
hare  been.  It  is  not  for  me  to  deride,  and  is  of  no  great 
importance.  Had  the  man  succeeded,  he  would  hare  ch.inged 
the  face  of  Venice,  and  perhaps  of  Italy.  As  it  is,  what  are  | 
they  both  ? ! 


Note  [C]. — Vekctian  Sofirrr  avd  Mak.sc&s. 

” I'iee  irilMout  fpirnifoHr,  irn  irilhoui  Ttlirf 
Kreu  from  fhr  gtots  tff  loTf  to  ttnootM  it  a’fr  ; 

Rut,  tn  ia  evarte  lust$  qf  habitude,"  Ac. 

(Seep.  231.) 

•*  To  these  attacks  so  frequently  pointed  by  the  govern- 
ment against  the  clergy.— to  the  continual  struggles  between 
the  different  cooitituted  bodies.— to  these  enterprises  carried 
on  by  the  mass  of  the  nobles  against  the  depositaries  of  power, 
— to  all  th<Me  projects  of  innoi  ation,  w hich  alw.ayt  ended  by 
a stroke  of  state  ptdlcy  ; wc  must  add  a cause  not  lets  lltted 
to  spread  contempt  for  andent  doctrines ; Mis  irtis  Me  ccersi 
qf  corrwp/iois. 

” That  freedom  of  manners,  which  had  been  long  boasted 
of  as  the  principal  charm  of  Venetian  society,  had  degenerated 
into  scandalous  Hcentlouiucss:  the  tie  of  marriage  was  less 
sacred  la  that  Catholic  country,  than  among  those  nations 
where  the  laws  and  religion  admit  of  Its  being  dissolved. 
Because  they  could  not  break  the  contract,  they  feigned  that 
it  had  not  existed ; and  the  ground  of  nullity,  immodestly 
alleged  by  the  married  pair,  was  admitted  with  equal  facility 
by  priests  and  magistrates,  alike  corrupt.  These  divorces, 
veiled  under  another  name,  became  so  frequent,  that  the 
most  Important  act  of  dvll  society  was  discovered  to  be 
amenable  to  a tribunal  of  exc<rpdons ; and  to  restrain  the  open 
scandal  of  such  proceedings  became  the  offlro  of  the  police. 
In  1782,  the  (Council  of  Ten  decreed,  that  every  woman  who 
should  sue  for  a dissolution  of  her  marriage  should  be  com- 
pelled to  await  the  decision  of  the  judges  in  some  convent,  to 
be  named  by  the  court  i Soon  afterwards  the  same  council 
summoned  all  causes  of  that  nature  before  itself.*  TbU 
infringement  on  ecclesiastical  jurisdiction  having  occaslotied 
some  remonstrance  from  Home,  the  council  retained  ouly  the 
right  of  rejecting  the  petition  of  the  married  |>ersons,  and 
<mnsented  to  refer  such  causes  to  the  lioly  office  as  It  should 
not  previously  have  rejected.* 

” There  was  a moment  in  which,  doubtless,  the  destruction 
of  private  fortunes,  the  ruin  of  youth,  the  domestic  discord 
CKcasloDcd  by  these  abuses,  determined  the  goveniment  to 
depart  from  its  estaJillshed  maxims  rrncemlng  the  freedom 
of  manners  allowed  the  subject.  .\It  the  courtesans  were 
banished  from  Venice ; but  their  absence  was  not  enough  to 
reclaim  and  bring  back  go<xi  morals  to  a whole  people  brought 
up  in  the  most  scandalous  llct-utlousDcst.  Depravity  reached 
the  veryltosoms  of  private  families,  and  even  into  the  cloister ; 
and  they  found  themseJvef  obliged  to  recall,  and  even  to 
indemniiy*  women  who  sometimes  gained  possession  of  Un. 
portant  secrets,  and  who  might  be  usefoily  employed  In  the 
ruin  of  men  whose  fortunes  might  have  rendered  them 
dangerous.  Since  that  time  Urectiousness  has  gone  on  in- 
creasing; and  we  have  seen  mothers,  not  only  selling  the 
innocence  of  thdr  daughters,  but  selling  it  by  a contract. 

4 Ttw  dfw-nre  for  ibrir  rreall  Antynvre.  them  h nMirt  otre*- 

triri : • taixl  <nU  mmi>«  r^llnf r««r  r-cM^Kw,  wrrr  laihem  | 

h«iK«  ilicovf'rot'rMxtt  st>}ivtui<lwa  uf  Cantn/*.*. 
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authenticated  by  the  •ignaturc  of  a public  officer,  ami  the 
prrformaacc  of  which  « a*  wsctircd  by  the  protection  of  the 
* 

*•  The  parlouri  of  the  convrnt*  of  noble  ladle*,  and  the 
hou*ci  of  the  courte*an«.  though  the  police  carefully  kept  up 
a number  of  «ple*  about  them,  were  the  only  aMcmblici  fur 
•ociety  In  Venice;  and  In  theic  two  place*,  *o  difTereot  froni 
each  other,  there  wai  equal  freedom.  Mu>ic.  coUation*, 
pallantry , were  not  more  forbiddeu  la  the  parlour*  than  at 
the  cn»lno*.  There  were  a number  of  ca*ino*  for  the  purpote 
of  public  a*iembllc*,  where  gaming  wa«  tbe  principal  pur*ult 
of  the  company.  It  wa*  a tlrange  tight  to  tee  peiwoii*  of 
either  *c»  maiked.  or  grare  In  their  ra»gi*tcrial  robot,  round 
a tal'le,  invoking  chance,  and  giving  way  at  one  initant  to  the 
agonic*  of  despair,  at  the  next  to  the  ilimlon*  of  hope,  and 
that  without  ulterlDf  a lingle  word. 

**  The  rich  bad  private  catinoa,  but  they  lived  htcogm'ro  in 
them ; and  the  wire*  whom  they  abandoned  found  compen*. 
atlon  In  tbe  liberty  they  enjoyed.  The  corruption  of  moral* 
bad  deprived  them  of  Ihclr  empire.  We  have  just  reviewed 
the  whole  history  of  Venice,  and  we  liavo  not  once  seen  them 
exercise  the  slightest  lnfluencc.”_UaBU  : lltti.  <U  la  Hfpub- 
fit  Vinitt,  voLv.  p.95. 


THE  T\VO  FOSCARL 


Note  [A].  Sec  p.277. 

The  bett  Englith  actfmmi  qfihe  mcHteafs  on  vhirh  thit  plan  n 
founded,  u gioen  rn  tke  teeond  potume  of  the  ilr*erenA  Mr. 

Smedlep't  “ Sketchet  of  Yenetuxn  Hutary,"  and  u tufoUawt: 

“ The  reign  of  Francesco  Foscari  had  now  been  prolonged 
to  the  unusual  period  of  thirty.four  yean,  and  thc»o  rears 
were  marked  by  almost  continual  warfare;  during  which, 
however,  the  courage,  the  firrancss,  and  the  sagacity  of  the 
Illustrious  Doge  had  woo  four  rich  provinces  for  his  country, 
and  increased  her  glory  not  less  tlian  her  dominion.  Ardent, 
enterprising,  and  ambitious  of  tbe  glory  of  conquest.  It  was 
not  without  much  opposition  that  Foscari  had  obtained  the 
Dogeshlp;  and  he  soon  discovered  tliat  the  throne  which  he 
hod  covet^  with  so  great  eamesttiess  w.-u  far  from  being  a 
seat  of  repose.  Accordingly,  at  the  peace  of  Ferrara,  which 
in  1433  succeeded  a calamitous  war,  foreseeing  the  approach 
of  fresh  and  still  greater  trouble*,  and  wearied  by  the  (action* 
which  ascribed  all  disasters  to  the  Prince,  he  tendered  hi* 
abdication  to  the  senate,  and  was  refused.  A like  ofTcr  was 
renewed  by  liim  when  nine  year*'  further  experience  of 
sovereignty  I>ad  confirmed  his  former  estimate  of  ila  care*; 
and  the  Council,  on  thi*  second  occ^on,  much  more  from 
adherence  to  existing  institutluos  than  from  any  attachment 
to  the  person  of  the  Doge,  accompanied  thdr  negative  with 
the  exaction  of  an  oath  that  he  would  retain  hit  burdensome 
dignity  for  life.  Too  early,  ala* ! was  he  to  be  taught  that  life, 
on  such  conditions,  was  the  hcarlcst  of  curse*  ! Three  out  oT 
Ids  four  sons  were  already  dead:  to  Glacupu,  the  survivor,  he 
looked  for  the  continuation  of  his  name  and  the  support  of 
hit  declining  age ; and,  from  that  youth's  intermarriage  with 
the  illustrioos  house  of  Conlarinl,  and  the  popular  joy  with 
which  his  nuptials  were  celebrated.  Uie  Doge  drew  favourable 
auspices  for  future  bappinett.  Four  years,  however,  bad 
scarcely  elapsed  from  the  conclusion  of  that  weii-omenL-d 
marriace,  when  a series  of  calamities  began,  from  which  death 
j alone  was  to  relieve  cither  the  «m  or  his  yet  more  wretched 
I father.  In  M4&,  Giacopo  Foscari  was  d4MK>uncei.l  to  tbe  Ten, 

I as  having  receive*!  presents  from  foreign  poteotate*.  and 
especially  from  Filippo-MariaViscontL  ’Hie  offence,  accord* 
1 Ing  to  the  law,  was  ime  of  tbo  most  heinous  which  a noble 

I .Mar«v.  bevertpOea  <1^  VMd«e,  T«t.  U.;  aad  M.  AtrbvDhoU.  ricttiTV  of 
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could  commit.  Even  if  Giacopo  were  guiltless  of  Infringlag 
that  law,  U was  not  easy  to  estaitUsh  iouoconre  before  o | 
Venetian  tribunal.  Under  the  e}*es  of  his  own  father,  com* 
polled  to  preside  at  tbe  unnatural  examinaliuo,  a coufesaion 
was  extorted  from  the  prisoner,  on  the  rack ; and,  from  the 
Ups  of  that  father,  be  received  tbe  sentence  which  basslabcd 
him  for  life  to  Napoli  di  Romatua.  On  his  passage,  severe* 
tlioesj  delayed  him  at  Trieste  ; and.  at  tbe  especial  prayer  of 
live  Doge,  a less  remote  district  was  asaigned  tor  his  punish, 
ment:  he  was  permitted  to  reside  at  Treviso,  and  bis  wife  i 
was  allowed  to  participate  his  exile.  I 

**  It  was  in  the  conuneocemesit  of  the  winter  of  1450,  whll«  | 
Giacopo  Kuscari  rested,  in  comp^anuive  tranquiUity,  within  i 
the  bouiHls  to  which  he  was  restricted,  that  an  assaasinatioa  i 
occurred  In  the  streets  of  Venice.  Hermolao  Donato,  a Chief  : 
of  the  Ten.  was  murdered  on  his  return  from  a sitting  of  that  | 
councU,  at  bis  own  door,  by  unknown  bands.  The  magnitude 
of  tbe  offecco  and  the  violation  of  the  high  dignity  of  the  Ten 
domaoded  a vsetim ; and  the  coadjutors  of  the  slain  magistrate 
caught  with  eager  grwp  .'d  the  slightest  clue  which  tuspidoo 
could  afford.  A domestk  in  the  serv  ice  of  Glacopu  Foscari 
bad  beeti  seen  in  Venice  on  the  evening  of  tlve  murder;  and 
on  tbe  fuUowiug  morning,  when  met  in  a boat  off  Mestro  by 
a Chief  of  the  Ten,  and  asked.  ' W'bat  news?'  be  had 
answered  by  reporting  tbe  aasassinatkm,  several  hours  before 
U was  generally  known.  It  might  seem  that  sudi  frankness 
of  itself  disproved  all  partici|tatkm  in  tbe  crime;  for  tbe 
author  of  it  was  not  likely  tlius  unsco*unably  and  promaturely 
to  disclose  iu  committal.  But  the  T«i  thought  differently, 
and  matters  which  to.others  bore  conviction  of  innocence,  to 
them  savoured  strongly  of  guilt.  Tlic  serram  wa*  arrested, 
examined,  and  bartarously  tortured ; but  even  the  eightieth 
applicatiuo  of  the  atrappado  foiled  to  elicit  one  syllable  which 
might  justify  cundemnatioD.  That  Giacopo  Foscari  bad  rx- 
perieoced  tbe  severity  of  the  Council's  judgment,  and  that  lu 
jealous  watchfulness  was  daily  imposing  some  new  rettralnt 
upon  his  fatlver's  authority,  powiTfuUy  operated  to  convince 
the  Ten  that  they  must  tbemselves  in  return  be  objects  of 
bis  deadly  enmity.  Who  else,  they  uid.  could  be  more  likely 
to  arm  the  hand  of  an  assassin  against  a Chief  of  the  Ten, 
than  one  whom  the  Ten  have  visited  with  punishment  ? On 
this  unjust  and  unsupported  surmise,  the  young  Foscari  was 
recalled  from  Treviso,  placed  on  the  rack  wldch  his  servant 
bad  just  vacated,  tortured  again  in  bis  father's  presenotx  and 
not  abeoived  even  ailer  he  resolutely  persisted  In  denial  unto 
tbe  end. 

••  Tbe  wrongs,  however,  w hich  Giacopo  Foscari  endured 
had  by  no  moans  chUied  the  passlouatc  love  with  which  he 
cuntlnuod  to  regard  hi*  ungrateful  country.  He  was  now 
excluded  from  all  communkatlon  with  his  fanvily,  Uun  from 
tbo  wife  of  ids  alfectioo*.  debarred  from  the  society  of  his 
children,  hupolcs*  of  again  embracing  th«e  parent*  w ho  had 
already  far  outstripped  the  natural  term  of  humau  rxisteoce  ; 
and  to  hi*  imagination,  for  ever  centering  H*df  upon  tbe 
tingle  desire  of  return,  life  presented  no  other  (d>Ject  de*«.wv1ng 
pursuit;  till,  for  tbe  attainment  of  this  wish,  life  itself  at 
letigtb  ai>peared  to  be  scarcely  more  than  an  adequate  sacrifice. 
Preyed  upon  by  this  fever  of  the  heart,  after  six  years’  m>- 
avoiling  suit  for  a reimssicm  of  punishment,  in  the  summer  of 
W5C,  Ite  addressed  a letter  to  the  Duke  of  Mllau,  imploring 
his  good  offices  with  the  senate.  That  letter,  purposely  left 
open  in  a place  obvious  to  tin*  spies  by  whom,  even  in  his 
exile,  be  was  surrounded,  aiwl  Afterwards  Intrustod  to  an 
equally  treacherous  hand  fur  delivery  to  Slorta,was  cooveyvd, 
as  tW  writer  intended,  tu  Utc  CouncU  of  Ten ; aivd  the  rmult. 
which  equally  fulfilkxl  his  expectation,  was  a hasty  sumioons 
to  Venice  to  answer  for  the  heavy  crime  of  solkiung  linreign 
intercession  with  his  native  govemment. 

'*  For  a tiiird  time.  Francesco  Foscari  luteoed  to  the  kcus- 
' atiem  of  his  ton  ; fur  the  first  time  he  heard  him  oniy  avow 
(be  charge  of  his  accusers,  and  calmly  state  that  his  oftence, 

, such  a*  it  was,  had  been  committed  designedly  and  aforc- 
. thought,  with  the  sole  object  of  detectiuu,  in  order  that  he 

might  be  brought  bock,  evm  as  a malefactor,  to  Vcnu«.  I'hl* 
prompt  and  voluntary  dv.'claratioo,  however,  vvas  not  sufficient 
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1 to  Uf«id«*  Ihr  nlc«  of  his  JiulgM.  Guilt,  they  said, 

[ might  be  too  easily  admitted  as  writ  as  too  pcrtiiucioutly 
i 1 denied;  anit  the  tame  prnress  therefore  by  which,  at  other 
I ' times,  confession  was  wrested  from  tlie  hardem-4  criminal 

II  might  now  compel  a too  farlle  selC*arcu*er  to  retract  his  ac- 
j knowledgment.  The  father  again  looked  on  while  his  son 
I was  raised  on  the  aeeursod  rord  no  less  than  thirty  timet,  in 
I j order  Uul,  under  hts  agony,  he  might  be  inducoit  to  uUer  a 
1'  lying  declaration  of  Innocence.  Hut  this  cruelly  was  exercised 
[ I in  rain  ; and.  when  n^ure  gare  way.  the  sufferer  was  rarri«l 
^ { to  the  apartments  of  the  Doge,  torn,  Weeding,  senseless,  and 
dUlocaled,  but  firm  in  his  original  purpose.  Nor  had  liii 
persecutors  relaxed  in  Ifuirt;  they  renewed  bis  sentence  of 
exile,  and  added  that  Ui  first  year  should  be  passed  in  prison.  | 
Before  be  embarked,  one  interview  was  permitted  with  his  ] 
bmily.  The  Doge,  as  Sanuto,  perhaps  unconscious  of  the 
pathos  of  his  simplicity,  has  narrated,  was  an  aged  and 
decrepit  man,  who  walked  with  the  support  of  a crutch,  and 
when  he  came  into  the  charobcT,  he  spake  with  great  ftrmuess, 
so  that  it  might  seem  It  was  nnt  bis  ton  whom  he  was  address- 
ing, but  it  was  his  son  — his  only  son.  ' Go,  Glacopo.’  was 
bis  reply,  when  prayed  for  the  last  time  to  suliclt  mercy;  ' 

• Go,  Glacopo,  submit  to  the  will  of  your  country,  ami  s«rk 
nothing  farther.’  This  effort  of  self-restraint  was  beyond  the 
' piswers,  not  of  the  old  man’s  enduring  spirit,  but  of  his 
i exhausted  frame;  and  when  he  retired,  he  twooiied  in  the 
I arms  of  Ills  attendants.  Glacopo  reaclietl  his  Candian  prison* 
and  was  shortly  afterwar«U  released  by  death. 

’*  Francesco  Foscari.  far  less  luppy  in  his  survival,  con- 
tinued to  live  on,  but  it  was  in  sorrow  and  frebleticss*  which 
' prev  ented  allenlion  to  the  duties  of  his  high  office  ; be  remained 
j secluded  in  bis  chamber,  never  went  abroad,  and  absented 
himself  even  from  the  sittings  of  the  council  No  praakal 
: inconvenience  could  result  from  this  want  of  activity  in  the 
chief  magistrate ; for  the  constitution  sulTiiienlly  provided 
' against  any  accidental  luipensitm  of  his  personal  functions, 
and  his  place  iu  counril.  and  on  state  (K’casions,  was  supplied 
by  an  authorised  deputy.  Some  Imlulgencc.  mort'oter,  inigbl 
be  thought  due  to  the  extreme  age  and  domeatlr  griefs  of 
‘ Fotcari ; since  they  appeared  to  promise  that  any  f.t*our 
I width  might  be  granted  would  be  claimed  but  for  a sliort  * 

: period.  But  yet  farther  trials  were  lu  store.  Giatopo  Loro- 
i dano,  who  in  1 <67  was  appointed  one  of  tlie  Chiefs  of  the  Ten, 

. belonged  to  a family  between  which  and  that  of  Foscari  an 
herediUry  feud  had  lotig  existed.  Ilii  uncle  Fietro,  after 
gaining  high  distinction  in  active  service,  as  Admiral  of  Venice, 
t on  his  return  to  the  capital  headed  the  political  faction  whkh 
1=  opposed  the  warlike  projects  of  the  Doge;  divMed  appUusc 
H with  him  by  his  eloquence  In  the  councils ; and  so  far  ex- 
^ I tended  his  Influence  as  frequently  to  obtain  majorities  in  thrir 
1 1 divisions.  In  an  evil  moment  of  iropatlenec,  Foscari  once 
1}  publicly  avowed  In  the  senate,  that  so  long  as  Fletro  Loredano 
j i lived  he  should  never  feel  himself  really  to  be  Dugr.  Not 
j long  afterwards,  the  Admiral.  cnKagrd  as  Provreditore  with 
one  of  the  armies  opposed  to  Fihi»po. Maria,  dietl  suddenly  at 
! a military  banquet  ^»en  during  a short  nupeiuiun  of  arms ; 

I and  the  fTll-omened  words  of  Foscari  were  counecten!  with 
' hit  dece.vse.  It  was  remarked,  also,  that  his  brother  Marco 
Loredano,  one  of  the  AvvoRadurl.  died,  in  a somewh.%t  similar 
manner,  while  engaged  in  Instlturing  a legal  process  against 
' a lon-io-Uw  of  the  Doge,  for  peculation  upsm  the  slate.  The 
t foul  rumours  partially  excited  bj- these  unlowanl  coincidence*, 

' for  they  appear  in  trutSi  to  have  been  no  more,  met  with  little 
acceptation,  and  were  rejected  or  forgotten  exci>pt  by  a single 
I bosom.  Glacopo.  the  son  of  une,  th<'  uepbew  of  the  other 
deceased  Loredano,  gave  full  credit  to  Iho  accusation.  luscrlbcd 
j on  his  father’s  tomb  at  Sta.  Fiona  that  be  died  by  poison, 

I bound  himself  by  a soU-ran  vow  to  thu  roost  deadly  and  un- 
' relenting  (mrsiilt  of  revenge,  and  fulfilled  that  vow  to  the 
. uUeimoit. 

During  the  llfeflroe  of  Pietro  Loredano,  Foscari.  willing 
i to  lermln.ito  the  feud  by  a domestic  alliance,  had  tendered  the 
hand  of  hU  daughter  to  nm>  of  his  rival's  suns.  The  youth 

saw  hi*  proffered  bride,  openly  expresMHi  dislike  of  her  j>crion.  j 

j and  r^iKtod  her  with  marked  dinvwrlcsy ; so  Uiat,  to  the  i 
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quarrel  thus  heightened.  Foscari  might  now  conceive  himself 
to  be  the  most  lujured  | arty.  Not  such  was  the  impression 
of  Glacopo  Loredano:  year  after  year  he  grimly  awaited  the  ! 
season  roost  liued  for  his  unbending  purpose ; It  arrived  ^ I 
At  length  when  he  found  himself  In  authority  among  the  Ten.  I 
Relying  upon  the  ascendrnry  belonging  to  that  high  station, 
he  hazarded  a proposal  for  the  dcpoiiUon  of  the  aged  Doge, 
whkh  was  at  first,  however,  received  » ith  coldness ; for  those  ' ; 
who  had  twice  before  refuse<l  a voluntary  abdication,  shrank 
from  the  strange  contradiction  of  now  demanding  one  uu  < 
compulsion.  A junta  was  required  to  assist  in  their  deliber-  . 
ations,  and  among  the  assessors  elected  by  the  Great  Council, 
in  complete  ignorance  of  the  purpose  for  whkh  they  were  ' 
needed,  was  Marco  Foscari,  a Frocuratore  of  St.  Mark,  and  ^ 
brother  of  the  Doge  himself.  The  Ten  perceived  tliat  to 
reject  hli  assistance  might  excite  suspicion,  white  to  procure 
his  apparent  approbation  would  give  a sltuw  of  iinpartiabiy  to 
their  process:  Ills  uomlnatiou,  therefore,  was  accepted;  luit  ' 
he  was  removed  to  a separate  apartment,  excluded  frmn  the 
debate,  sworn  to  keep  that  exclusion  secret,  and  yet  compcllod 
to  assent  to  the  final  decree  in  the  discussion  of  which  be  bad 
not  been  allowed  topartklpate.  The  CotincU  sat  during  eight 
days,  and  nearly  as  many  nights;  and,  at  the  close  of  their 
protracted  meetiugs,  a coromitlcc  was  deputed  to  reqsttU  thu 
abdication  of  tlie  Doge.  The  old  man  received  them  with 
surprise,  but  with  composure,  and  replied  that  he  Iwd  sworn  ‘ 
not  to  alHlkale,  and  therefore  must  maintain  his  faith.  It 
was  not  possible  that  be  could  resign  ; but  Ifit  a]ii>eared  fit  to  jj 
their  wisdom  that  lie  should  cease  to  be  Doge,  they  bod  It  In 
their  power  (o  make  a proposal  to  that  effect  to  the  Great  : 
Coundl.  It  was  far,  however,  from  the  intention  of  the  Ten 
to  subject  themselves  to  the  chances  of  debate  in  that  larger 
body ; and,  assuming  to  their  own  magistracy  a prerogative  ' 
not  attributed  to  it  by  the  constltutlun,  they  discharged  n 
Foscari  from  his  oath,  declared  bis  office  vacant,  assigned  to 
him  a pension  of  two  thousand  ducats,  and  enjoined  him  to 
quit  the  palace  within  throe  days,  on  pain  of  confiscation  of  l| 
sdl  his  property.  Loredano,  to  whom  the  right  belonged,  | 
according  to  the  weekly  routine  of  office,  enjoyed  the  barbar- 
ous satisfaction  of  presenting  this  decree  with  his  own  hand. 

♦ Who  are  you.  Signor  ? ’ inquired  the  Doge  of  another  Chief 
of  the  Ten  who  accompanied  him.  anrt  whose  person  bo  did 
nnt  immediati'ly  recognise.  ‘ 1 am  a son  of  Marco  Mummo.' 

• Ah,  your  father.’  replle«l  Firscari,  * is  my  friend.'  Thtm 

declaring  that  he  yielded  willing  obedimue  to  the  most  excel-  I' 
leut  Council  of  Ten,  ami  laying  aside  the  ducal  bonnet  and 
robes,  he  tum-udered  hU  ring  of  office,  whkh  was  brokr  n in  ; 
his  presence.  On  the  morrow,  wisen  he  prepared  to  leave  i 
the  palace,  it  was  suggested  to  him  that  he  thould  retire  by  a ‘ 
private  staircase,  and  thus  avoid  the  cooci»zrse  assKinblcd  in 
the  court-yard  below.  With  calm  dignity  be  refused  the  ' 
proposition  : be  would  descend,  he  said,  by  no  othe.'than  the  n 
self-same  step*  by  which  he  had  mounted  thirty  years  lic/ore.  ! 
Accordingly,  supported  by  bis  brother,  be  slowly  traversed 
the  Giant's  Stairs,  and,  at  their  foot,  leaning  on  his  staff  aisd  :| 
turning  round  to  the  palace,  ho  accompanied  his  last  look  to  j, 
it  with  these  parting  word*  ' My  services  established  mu  ,j 
wUhlii  your  walls ; it  is  the  malke  of  roy  enemies  which  tears  i . 
me  from  them  !*  .| 

" It  was  to  the  oligarchy  aloue  that  Foscari  was  obnoxious;  ■' 
by  the  populace  he  had  always  becu  beloved,  and  strange 
indeed  would  it  have  been  bail  he  uuw-  failed  to  excite  their  j 
symjNithy.  But  even  the  regrets  uf  tbe  peojde  of  Venice  . 
were  fettered  by  their  tyrants  ; and  whatever  pity  they  might  * 
secretly  continue  to  cncrish  fur  tlieir  wrunged  aiul  buir.iliatcd 
prince,  all  expr«'Mlon  of  it  was  sUeoced  by  a peremptory 
decree  of  tbe  CuuncU,  forUdding  any  roentiun  of  his  name,  ! 
ouil  annexing  death  as  a penalty  to  disobedience.  Ou  the  ' 
fifth  day  after  Fuscari's  depositiun.  I’ascalc  Mali|4cri  was  ! 
elected  Doge.  Tho  dethroned  prime  heard  tlie  aniKiunce-  ■ 
meat  of  bis  successor  by  the  bell  of  the  campanile,  suppressed 
his  aidUxtlon,  but  ruptured  a blood-vessel  tu  the  exertiim.«rKi  | 
died  in  a few  hours." 


Digitized  by 


BYRON'S  M^ORKS, 


REMARKS 

ON  THE  ROMAIC  On  MODERN  OREEK  LANOCAOr, 
WITH  8r>:riMKNft  and  TtlAN'SLATlONS. 

These  •*  Remarks**  vcre  vrittcn,  in  the  spring  lehUe 

I Jjsnt  BifTon  teas  residing  in  the  Capnchin  CifnrenI  at  Athens. 

' Seep.b46. 

|.  AMOKCirr  an  on»l.wpd  obUgc^l  to  hare  r«our«e  to 

I I foreigt)  prc«fr4  even  for  thrlr  booki  of  religion.  It  U 1cm  to 
1 1 be  womleretl  at  that  we  And  (O  few  publication*  on  general 
i ■ subject*,  fbaii  that  wc  find  any  at  all.  The  whole  number  of 
j;  the  Greek*,  scattered  up  amt  down  the  Turkish  empire  and 
' ' elsewhere,  mar  amcaint.  at  most,  to  three  millions ; and  yet, 

• I for  so  scanty  a number,  it  is  impossible  to  discurer  any  nation 
' ! with  so  great  a proportion  of  books  nod  their  authors,  a*  the 
' Greeks  of  the  present  century.  “ Ay.  but,”  say  the  generous 

I advcx-atei  of  oppression.who,  while  they  assert  the  Ignorance 
i|  of  the  Greeks,  wish  to  prevent  them  from  dispelling  it,  ” ay, 
II  but  these  are  mostly.  It  not  ail.  ecdeiiastiral  tra<  ts,  and  con* 
jl  scquently  good  fur  nothing.”  Well,  and  pray  what  else  can 
;j  they  write  about  ? U is  plca&ont  enough  to  hear  a Frank, 
particularly  an  Englishman,  who  may  abuse  tliu  govcmtncnl 
• of  his  own  country ; or  n Frenchman,  who  may  abuse  every 
goremment  except  his  own,  and  who  may  range  at  will  over 
||  every  philosophical,  religious,  identiflc,  sceptical,  or  moral 
j subject;  sneering  at  tlic  Gre^'k  legends.  A Greek  roust  nut 
{ write  on  policies,  and  cannot  touch  on  science  fur  want  uf  in* 
structlon ; if  he  doubts,  ho  Is  excommunicated  and  datnnotl ; 

I therefore  his  countrymen  are  not  poisoned  with  inotlcm  phi* 
li  losophy;  ami  as  to  morals,  thanks  to  the  Turks  ! there  are 
|!  DO  such  tilings.  What  then  Is  Ict^  him.  If  he  has  a turn  for 
> K-ribbling?  Religion,  and  holy  biography:  and  it  Is  natural 
. enough  that  those  who  have  so  little  in  this  life  should  look 

I I to  the  neat.  It  is  no  great  wouder,  then,  that  in  a catalogue 
, now  before  roc  of  tifly-five  Greek  writer*,  many  of  whom 
. were  lately  living,  not  above  fifteen  should  h,Tve  touclii-d  on 
||  anything  but  religion.  The cnulogue  alluded  to  is  contained 
I in  the  tw  enty-sixth  cliapter  of  the  fourth  volume  of  Meietius's 

Kccleslostlcal  History.  From  this  I subjoin  an  extract  of 
!|  those  who  hare  written  on  general  subjects ; which  wHI  be 
>1  followed  by  some  specimens  of  the  Romaic. 


Puruihous.  of  Mitylcno,  an  Aridotellau  ptiiloM.»ph«r:  bis 
Hellenic  works  are  in  great  repute,  and  be  is  estecroid  by 
the  modems  ( I quote  the  words  of  Mcletlus)  furk  r»>  Bsu* 
asu  ‘Eaavw*.  I add  (drther,  on  the 

authority  of  a wcU-informed  Greek,  that  he  was  so  famous 
amongst  his  countrymen,  that  they  were  arcustumed  to  say, 
if  Thucydides  and  Xenophon  were  wanting,  he  was  capable 
of  repairing  the  loss. 

Morinus  Count  Tharboures,  of  Ccplialonla,  professor  of 
rhemiitry  in  the  academy  of  Padua,  and  member  of  that  aca- 
demy, and  those  of  Stockholm  and  Upsal.  lie  has  published, 
at  Venice,  an  account  of  some  marine  animat,  and  a treatise 
on  the  properlicii  of  iron. 

Marcus,  brother  to  the  former,  famous  In  mechanics.  He 
removed  to  St.  Petersburg  the  Immense  rock  on  which  the 
statue  of  Peter  the  Great  was  fixed  in  ITiiV.  See  Uie  dissert* 
atiou  which  he  published  in  Paris.  1777. 

George  Constantine  lias  published  a four-tongued  lexicon. 

George  Ventotc;  a lexicon  In  French,  Itoliais.and  Romaic. 

There  exist  several  other  dictionaries  in  Latin  and  Romaic. 
French.  &c. ; besides  grammars.  In  every  modem  language 
except  F.nglbh. 

Amongst  the  Us  ing  authors  the  following  arc  most  cele- 
brated * : — 

Athanasius  Parioi  has  written  a treatise  on  rhetoric  in 
Hellenic. 

Christodoulos.  an  .\carnanian,  has  pubUshed,  in  Vienna, 
some  physical  treatises  in  Hellenic. 

Punagiolci  Kodrikas,  an  Athenian,  the  Romaic  translator 
of  Fontenelle’i  **  Plurality  of  Worlds”  (a  favourite  work 
.amongst  the  Creeks),  U stated  to  bea  teacher  of  the  Hclienie 
and  Arabic  languages  In  Parts ; In  both  of  which  he  is  an 
adept. 

Athanasius,  the  Parian,  author  uf  a treatise  on  rhetoric. 

Viceoxo  Damodos,  of  Cephalonla.  has  written  **  bV  v«  /**• 
on  logic  and  physics. 

John  Komarases,  a Byzantine,  has  translatcil  Into  French 
Ocellus  on  the  Universe.  He  Is  »alU  to  be  an  excellent 
HcIleuUt  and  Latin  scholar. 

Gregorio  Demetrius  published,  !n  Vienna,  a geogr.iphiral 
work:  he  has  also  translated  several  lt:dian  authors,  and 
printed  his  versions  at  Venice. 

Of  Coray  and  Psolida  some  account  has  been  already 
given. 


LIST  OF  ROMAIC  AUTHORS.* 

Neophttiis,  DUkonos  (the  deacon)  of  the  Morra.  hni  pub* 
tished  an  extensive  grammar,  and  also  some  political  regu- 
lations. which  last  were  left  unfinished  at  hli  death. 

Frokopiut,  of  Moteopolls  (a  town  in  F.pims),  has  written 
and  published  a catalogue  of  the  lenmed  Greeks. 

Seraphln,  of  Periclea,  U the  author  of  many  works  in  the 
Turkish  language,  but  Greek  character;  for  the  Christians 
of  Caramanla,  who  do  not  speak  Romaic,  but  read  the 
character. 

Eustathius  Psalidas.  of  Bucharest,  a physician,  made  the 
tour  of  Engliuid  for  the  purpose  of  study  w«0r«teiv): 
but  though  his  name  is  enumermted,  it  is  not  stated  that  he 
has  written  any  thing. 

Kallinlkiu  Torgeraus . Patriarch  of  Constantinople : many 
poems  of  his  are  extant,  and  also  prose  tracts,  and  a cata- 
logue of  patriarchs  since  the  last  taking  of  Constantinople. 

Auostasius  Maccdon,  of  Naxos,  member  of  the  royal  aca- 
demy of  Warsaw.  A church  biographer. 

Demetrius  Pampercs,  a MoscopoHte,  has  written  many 
works,  particularly  ” A Commentary  on  Hcaiod’s  Shield  of 
Hercules.”  and  two  hunrtml  tales  (of  wlut  (■  not  specified^ 
and  has  published  his  correspondence  with  tbo  celebrated 
George  of  Trebisood,  bis  contemporary. 

Mcletlus.  a celebrated  geographer ; and  author  of  the  book 
from  whence  these  notice*  are  taken. 


GREEK  WAR  SONG.* 

AET’TE,  iraTJif  t£v  'EXX^at : 
i xaT^(  rnc  Jsfac  nX9tv, 
ac  a^ioi  la.'ivar* 

Ttfy  ,uo;  Jirar  Tnv  ‘ 

Ac  ir*TT!r:juiv 

rh  tb;  Ti»p«ni?s;, 

rx^ixqrwjurv  warpi}:; 

xa$'  ^ii^oc 
Ta  srrXx  a;  XaC«/uiv 
iraITic*EXXB*av 
teir»piiii,y  tyQ^in  ts  a^a 
a;  uwo  fro^>. 

*09i»  TXT  ‘EXXMffv 

xsxxxXa 

ernCfxnta  \rxtf9%df*.na, 
rifa  Xx<«frt 

Vt’  n>  <p*rn»  Tx<  ea\myyi(  ; 

dTAa^Qhrt  flXes  i/<ou. 

TKV  srraXe^  ^aniTi, 

X4i  fiaxTi  'Stfi  srarrou. 

Ttt  tirXa  a{  &c. 


t It  U to  b«  nlacrvad  ih*t  the  lumn  ||twi  »rc  not  in  chranaloflr*!  S Tt<«w  n«m«*  iwr  not  tuttn  Onm  m*  nubUmnon.  1 

■Her.  Wt  ron*>«(  "f  tame  «-Se'i«U  «t  •>  'ennrv  from  iin»*t(nt  iSom  3 A trantlsUm  at  tbu  kiu  via  U»  fimmt  t>w  DtctauOiUtl  rScees,  tl 

lloiirithcd  frcint  Uvt  takkts  ofCofMiantinopla  le  tbc  Um««r  Mrletitu.  aip.^6.  J 


APPK.VDIX. 


Strata,  ti 
iwfvf  XnQufyvr  B»^vt  > 

^vmrtTsf  xfa^l  *A6ntaf, 

^fjLfXAj(jsf  vsmTUm. 

n^»;  T»t;  ^oM9vmv, 

T3V  atffic  iw»irtf*Mv 
^Sel^OV  Ka.i  TfOfXtf^Z. 

Tk  otrXa  a;  XaC»/ucr»  5fC. 

Ov3v  tl;  Tac  Oip,u«TLXaf 
irsXl/bMT  «iT9f  MffTiT. 

»«(  T9vf  nifxaf 

Koi  avrir  Kara  xpaTii* 

Ml  Tfiaaorltvf  ari^; 

ii(  ri  MitTfOf 
xeu  >iani  ^v/ujifxn»(, 
t!(  ri  alfLta  rit  0:tm7, 

Ta  oirXa  if  XsCwfiir,  &C. 


ROMAIC  EXTRACTS. 

‘piirtf'iC,  *A>»kX8c,  «**  TaXXflf  «a/umn;  rr.r  mfinynTit 
rH(  'EXXi}»Ci  Xdt  ^XiVOTTfC  TT.I  a9X(sT  TKir  Kara' 
<rraTtt,  ilftirnrar  Karaf)^ac  ita  rfatkn  <^tXlXXir*a 
ita  »«  /usSnm  rrf  alnar,  /air*  avrsr  ira  fanT^neiXiTVt, 
iTra  iva  ^Xap^iriiv,  tirfiTa  i>a  VfayfaaTiirrry,  aai 
fra  fr^iTrara, 

Eijrt  /aa;,  cm  <piXiXXj»a,  ar£(  ^ifHe  rir  rxXaZiar 
Kal  TKT  ivofiyifnrtv  r£r  Toupam  rvfarriar ; 
vif  rai(  ^vXa7c  xai  xai  fthififtTfa^af 

iraiiitr,  va^intt,  ytnauian  ^9^Ta*. 

10-17;  avo^^i  isl^nni  rit  'BXXnrar 
ran  Jxit^i^juii  ««!  rit  ^Xtvarfifatr* 

««2  Tv;  f«i7r84  avi&mTKar  ha  iXit^i^i'ai, 

Jtai  ripa  irtTi  inroCKiirBat  il;  rirttat  rvfarrlaw, 
aai  ViTov  yit3(  «;  irradn  ^rtTfaittt 

il;  rnr  ivtafaar,  fi;  x*  eXa  ^aaiVT/airv, 

wif  M jiCATa^T^^aTl  ^wrtm  EXXa}« 

Ba^a  ! «;  iv«  niXtSfat,  it  0lioTt(ni*  XSjUTa)an 
'O/ui'Xii,  <^iXT«rf  r^ixl,  icri  faat  ritt  airtay  : 

(an  Kpvrrrat  rixmt  hfaSr,  Xi/i  rit  ArtfUt. 

*0  ♦iae'aahnoi. 

*P«0-^Hi)rsX>-)^XM,  'EXXa;,  xxi  9^1  xXXot, 

Srcy,  if  XlTi,  r«s-ot  (atyaXn, 
tvt  a a&Xla,  xo«  stw^i'a 

afyj,rt$  q kfaa^'ia* 
trr  n|Uirs^b0-«y  ta  rit  ^inmri 
T»vT  li;  T#  X*“f^  ihtyivTi 

ai^Tn  fl^iyi^H  tx  Tixya  x^^li, 

0~r»  >x  vp*K9wrnn  cXa  ir^scTafij 
Xa<  T0TI  iXirt^ll  6Tt  Xlp^l^ll. 

iu^i7y,  iroZ'^ti  rut  rit  ^Xoyt^ii. 

Mx*  c^TtcT9Xfcq0qH  rx  rqy  ^irrynffx 
Vx^ti  0~m  xJw  ▼»»*  x^»Vty. 

7*he  xbore  ii  the  commencctnent  of  » lanir  dramatic  intire 
on  the  Greek  priesthood,  priocei,  and  gentry;  U ii  cun* 
cemptlblc  M a composition,  but  perhaps  curious  xs  a spe* 
dmen  of  tbrlr  rhj-rae.  I haro  the  whole  in  MS.,  Iwt  thU 
extract  win  be  found  sufficient.  Tbo  Romaic  in  this  com* 
position  is  10  eosf  xs  to  render  a version  an  insult  to  u 
scholar ; but  those  who  do  not  understand  the  origiruU  will 
excuse  the  following  bad  translation  of  what  is  in  itself 
IndiRvrcnt. 


TRASSLATION*. 

\ Rusilaii.  EngUiUman.and  Frenchntan,  making  the  tour  of 
Greece,  and  obserylng  tho  miserable  state  of  the  country, 
interrogate,  in  turn,  a Greek  Patriot,  to  leam  the  cause  ; 
afterwards  an  Archbishop,  then  a Vliicktseyi,  a Merchant, 
and  Cogia  Bxchl  or  Prliuate. 

Thou  friend  of  thy  country  ! to  strangers  record. 

Why  bear  yo  the  yoke  of  the  Ottoman  Lord  ? 

Why  bear  ye  these  fetters  thus  tamely  display’d. 

The  wrongs  of  the  matron,  the  stripliag,  and  mvd  ? 

The  descendants  of  Hellas's  race  are  not  ye ! 

I The  patriot  sons  of  the  a-ige  aiul  the  free. 

Thus  sprung  from  the  blood  of  the  noble  and  brave. 

To  vilely  exist  as  the  Mussulman  slave  I 

Not  such  were  the  fathers  your  annals  ran  boa.»t, 

\Mio  conquer’d  and  died  fur  the  freedom  you  lost ! 

I Not  suih  was  your  land  in  her  earlier  hour. 

The  daystar  of  nations  in  wisdom  and  power ! 

And  stiil  will  you  thus  unresisting  increase. 

Oh  sbaoicful  dishonour  i tho  darkness  of  Greece  ? 

Then  tell  us,  beloved  Achaean  ! reveal 

*rbe  came  of  the  woes  which  you  cannot  conceal. 

The  reply  of  the  Philellenist  1 have  not  translated,  as  It  Is 
no  better  than  the  question  of  the  traTelling  triumvirate; 
and  the  above  will  sufflcicntly  show  with  what  kind  of  com* 
position  the  Greeks  are  now  satisfied.  1 trust  I have  nut 
much  Injured  the  original  in  the  few  lines  given  as  faithfully, 
and  as  near  the  Ob,  Miss  Bailey  I unfortunate  Miss  Bailey  I'* 
nieasuro  of  the  Romaic,  as  I could  make  them.  Almost  all 
their  pieces,  above  a song,  which  aspire  to  the  name  of  poetry, 
contain  exactly  the  quantity  of  feet  of 

“ A captain  bold  of  Halifax,  who  lived  in  country  qiurters,” 
' which  is  in  fact  the  present  heroic  coiipletiof  (he  Romaic. 


SCENE  FROM  'OKA^EXEl. 

Ta.tNSLATEo  raosi  the  (talun  or  ooldom.  by  sriainiox 

VLXXTI. 

2KHNH  Kf'. 

i TTAATZIAA  ft;  Try  wtfraf  rov  ^atiov,  Mat  ol  ararSit, 

^ 17AA.  A Ofi  ! xwo  T9  irx^Jyi  fitaS  vx  xxiwVw 

Txy  T0V  xy)^s;  /usir  x*  xurs;  laxt  i)w,  i^fixx-x  tri 

I axt^sv  vx  Tsv  {irrpsTixrsf.  [Euyattii  ttat  ^suXs;  xts 
Ts  tpyarrifi.^  flxXixxpt,  iri;  /ueo  ri  srx^xxxX*  irotit 
irrxi  ixfT  ii(  ixfi'vso;  tso;  »tx}|;  ; 

AOTA.  T^ltf  at^flf.  *Evxp  « aip  Evyirut,  i 

xXXsp  e xiip  MxyTi«;  NlxircXiTxvec,  xxt  s Tftrep  I Kuf 
Knrt  Aiatf(«t  ’Ap^rm.p. 

ITAA.  ('Arx/sirx  lip  xirrovp  ^iy  ir»xi  s ^Xx/umsp,  xr 
e^«p  }|y  xXXx^cv  ovojixx.) 

I AEA.  Nx  i xxX«  tsS  xuy  Eiynlev.  [nnarrxp.} 

- OAOI.  Nx 

HAA.  (Avrspirrxi  e atf(ataf*9u  ^arplp  xXXs.)  XxXi 
; avdpwwi,  Xo/Ai  faeZ  rav  >^a^»r  yx  0‘vrrp«<piu0^p  x7x»« 
Itp  xvTsirp  rtve  a-^trrah(,  VK^  vfXw  yx  rsip  rai^tt  faiar, 
[npsp  TW  >BvXsy.] 

AOT.  *OpiT(ait  caf  (^evtK9$r(aitet  rfy^so* 

i Xitrr^.)  [Tm  s^wx^ii  xyroTo  i^yxgrqpiTso  iraip*>)uD.] 

{ PIA.  Kxadt^,  axp^ix,  ax/uiTi  axXirv  xxp^isy,  fit  tJrat 
■ T»W9Tlp.  [HpOp  TSV  BtTT«pixy.] 

I BIT.  *Fpw  xlg^yo/uxi  w»px?ri9x;iw  [Zoytf;i^iTxt  ■»; 

I Tjy  ixi/Tuy  Tqp.] 

L I viac^b«r>  Prince  ef  H'stUchU. 


Digitized  by  Coogie 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


j TA  irra^an  ^xlisrrAi  oku, 

' 9XoZ  ra»9»artT«i  iwo  t5  rpairi^t  c-uyyj.fffAitii, 

iiM  Tsf  rev  A$atifev  $kiirwyra.(  rnv 

nAar^iia,  nai  avtk  V»c  &lAli  m 

TW 

I ETI'.  O^t,  rrahrt. 

MAP.  Mnr  xiunrt.  . , 

I AEA.  2iK«,  <fyvyt  air’  iisi. 

IIAA.  fls«6lia.  [^ivyli  av'a  rnf  ^Makav,  e 

|i  Aiav^pg;  &4\ii  ra  tkt  ax«kov6nrji  fj,i  re  a-arafii,  aal  • Euy. 
Tfi*  0arri.] 

I I TPA.  [Mi  *»a  Urt  jui  i‘f  futUy  nr^ira.  wnff 

afri  TO  trapaSvft,  itai  llf  to»  Ka^m.} 

j n.\A.  [Etyamt  a?ro  to  ifymrrifi  tsv  waiytiliov  rfi* 

[ ;^ao-Ta5»  aai  ^ivyfi  llf  to  X***0 

Err,  [Mi  iffitara  il?  to  xh*  ita(fftrriva-(v  rrc 
1 1 nXaT^iJaf,  ivarrinr  tdS  AlatJ^ey,  oiri  tw  aaraTfi^H.] 

!|  MAP.  [Evyalvii  xal  airec  fiyi  c-iyi  mvere  $?ya^Kft, 

1 1 Xa^  Xiyanrrac.]  Humored  fuge, 

I ^ , 

• I Oi  Aivke*.  pATo  to  a«f>oTii  i»j  to 

I Kai  xXlioiv  t^»  ore^ao.] 

[ BIT.  [.Mill;  iJf  t«»  *ai;>ni  fionSx/i*iw  airs  t»»  >iJoA- 

i 

I,  AEA.  AoPfTi  TSffor  ^X®  >i  ljuC®  ra  tju?«  li;  ixitM 
I TO  ;^aw.  [Mi  to  a^aflj  ilf  to  i>erT*et  tb5  Ei- 

I y«o/oy.] 

I I Err.  *0;i^».  f*ii  ytwiTo  «oti‘  iTrai  loac  ff-knpea«fh( 

I ioavTieo  Tnf  yutaixic  irei/f  »al  iy»  &{Xci  Tn»  ita-f^iyrtvo'a 

Iac  ti(  TO  iff-rtfot  aTfxa. 

I AEA.  2ov  Ma/Mm  Sfaov  Ta’C  ^iXfi  ri  /wiTarciwo-'i;. 
[K«Tiya  rot  Evyhicr  f*i  to  riraS*.] 

ETr.  Ai»  e-i  ifnCev/aai.  [Karar^ixn  “W  Aiar^fn, 

‘ Kai  TB»  *a  oTiV®  TOff-»,  eviv  ivfiff-»anra( 

I'  aoeiKTsv  TO  nrr.n  rnf  ^opn^Jiac,  ijnCainti  li<  aoTO,  xai 

, raHirai.] 

|i 

>1  TRANSLATION. 

} from  the  Door  tif  the  Ho^l,  and  the  others. 

I Pla.  Oh  God : from  the  window  It  iermctl  that  I heard  mj 
. husband'e  toIw.  If  he  to  here.  I have  arrlred  In  time  to 
make  him  aihuned.  [A  servant  enters  /ram  the  S*op.]  Bov, 

I tell  me.  pray.  »ho  are  In  Ihote  chamber*. 

I .ViT.  Three  gentlemen : one.  Signor  E^ugcuto;  the  other. 
.Signor  Martin,  the  Neapolitan  ; and  the  third,  mjr  I..ord.  the 
Count  I.eander  Ardenti. 

Pla.  Fiunlolo  it  not  amongst  thcov.  unleoo  he  ba*  changed 
hto  name. 

Leander.  [tyithm  drinktag.}  Long  live  the  good  fortune  ' 
of  Signor  Eugenio. 

[T*e  tfAo/c  cowiyioay,  Ixmg  lire,  Ac.]  (literally,  NL  Cn. 

1.  »«  *il.  Mny  he  live.) 

h Pla.  without  doubt  that  ii  myhutband.  [ToMeServ.] 

^ My  good  man.  do  me  the  faTonr  to  accaiopany  me  above  to 
those  gentlemen  : I have  senne  business, 
jj  Sen).  At  your  commands.  {Atide.]  The  old  office  of  u» 
f;  waiters.  [HegoesouitiftieGamtng^IJosuf.] 

, Hidotpho.  (To  Victoria  on  another  part  of  the  Stape.} 
Courage,  courage,  be  of  gi^  cheer,  It  it  nothing. 

' j Victoria.  I feel  as  If  about  to  die.  ^ Leaning  on  him  as  if 

[Trow  the  trindovpt  above  alt  teUhin  are  seen  rtWng/row 
’ table  tn  eonfoMion : Leander  starts  at  the  right  of  Plat- 

itda,  and  appears  by  hit  gestures  to  /Arc«scn  her  tffe.] 
Eeigenio.  No,  *tnp  ^— 

1 Aiysr  XarnnsH,  iasS  s*  tiwx  gtvye  rout  rvex)^. 

I f **aiudMi'*_««lnf«rdl«  Mwagb,  but  U Htiwitttrsl  trsns- 

i|  lation  of  the  fUmwir.  The  orlgtnol  ef  iMs  rsnoMt*  of  tmfctiKu'i  1 nrvrr 
wuul,  but  it  do«i  tMl  «t(pr*r  one  o<  hit  beit.  '*  11  Buglanio*  n mtenf 
thereon  livoirs  but  I A>tMl  think  It  has  been  tranolAlev]  into  ^•m-uc 


Martio.  Don't  attempt^— 

] leander.  Away,  flj  from  hence  I 

I Pla.  Uctp  I help  1 ^Fliet  davn  the  rtairt,  Leander  attempi* 
' Mg  tofoUov  teith  his  stoord,  Eugenio  hinders  Aiin.] 

I (Trapolo,  tciih  a plate  sneeU.  leaps  over  the  balcony  from 
\ the  vindov,  and  runs  into  the  Co^te‘Hou»e.\ 
j [PlaUlda  runs  out  of  the  ossd  takes  shelter 

M the  Hotel.) 

I [Mitrllo  slcofr  sq/tty  out  qf  the  Cemissg-JIuuse,  and  goer 

I rrcfar’nw'itg'*  Rutnoresfuge.*'  The  Servants  from  the  Gaming.- 
House  enter  the  Hotel,  and  shut  the  door.) 

[\’ictotia  remairu  in  the  i^qffhe-House  auitied  by  Rldolpho.) 
(Leander,  ttrord  in  hand,  oj/posUe  Eugenio,  egeiaims.  Give 
way—  I will  enter  that  Hotel.] 

Eugessto.  No,  tliat  shall  never  be.  You  are  a scoundrel 
to  your  wife,  and.1  will  defend  her  to  the  last  drop  of  my 
I blood. 

; lAondet.  I will  give  you  cause  to  reptmt  this.  [Hcnadug 
with  kit  sword.) 

: Eugenio.  1 fear  you  not.  [He  etiacla  Ix-aadcr,  artd  maiet 

I Am  gi'cc  bach  to  much,  that,  Pniiing  the  dour  qf  the  dancing 
girCt  house  open,  Leander  escapes  through,  and  so  finishes.]  ‘ 


AIAAOrOI  OlKiAKOI.  FAMILIAR  DIALOGUES. 


At«  ba  ha  Vfay/aa 

lae  VofaxakVf  Hctrt  fas 

^ifsri  pcs. 

AartiVsn  ^t. 
neyaiViTt  >a  ^mnotrs. 
Tiifa  lv$y(. 

^S1  attfiif  puv  KCpts,  aapLtri 
aiiTTis  rn 

Eyn  rat  VapoxsXw. 

Eyi)  FA( 

'Eyv  e£;  ri  (erw  Ita 
rsrsp^faS'STf  pcs  liC  TSOW. 


. To  ask  for  any  tkistg. 
a*  I pray  you,  give  me  if  you 
please. 

Bring  me. 

Lend  me. 

Go  to  seek. 

Now  directly. 

pcs  My  dear  Sir,  do  me  this 
favour. 

1 entreat  you. 

1 conjun>  you. 

. 2 ask  it  of  you  ac  a favour. 

Oblige  me  so  much. 


Aiyca  ipariai,  a «y<ttn>(.  4lfi-etiimaic  espressiotts. 


Z®n  fcsv. 

Anfiih  piw 

Ayagnrrs  ptsv,  anpsCi  p*«u, 
KapiiT^a  fcav. 

Ayaspi  fcov. 

Ala  va  lepra^irTTC^;,  yi  Kaptsf 
irtpiTsir.rte,  Kai  oiXsaoTc 
(i’aate. 

Eyii  ai(  ly^sfirra. 

Inc  ytwfi'^w  XV**' 

Eaeitptas  Cirs^secasTn  rroXXa. 
'EyaJ  5fX»  TO  napcu  fcira 

M*  oXi^  petv  Tty  Kap^het. 

Ms  xaXr,*  ptsv  xapLs*. 

Inc  iZpca*  inrsyptSi. 

ETfcat  eket  iiinsf  ca(. 

Etpeat  fevks(  cnc. 

T«*ri»^aT9C  ^SbXac. 

Erm  aaTn  sreXXn  ityttixoc* 

I ITsXXn  irstsa^irdt. 


My  life. 

My  dear  soul. 

My  dear. 

My  heart. 

My  love. 

• Toihatik.paycompltmat/s, 
. and  testify  regards. 

1 thank  you. 

1 return  you  thanks. 

. I ant  much  obliged  to  you. 

• I will  do  it  with  ploMure. 

With  all  my  heart. 

Most  cordially. 

1 am  obliged  to  you. 

I am  wholly  yours. 

I atu  your  servam. 

Your  moat  hurntde  ser. 
rant. 

Y*ou  are  too  nbligiug. 

Y'ou  uko  too  much  trou. 
ble. 


I to  ftfij  ! *■*»«  pvi1>a|a  Ihc  beW  la  Rurvpr,  sn^  oSImv,  llv  view.  Km 

lifc  |»  aim  onr  of  |h«  how  wvrimew*  af  Mil»l>«etrt«pi»,  ana,  lu,  Sribtnn 
iMi  ^MUi  I ul.  **  m<w*  draman.'  thun  imjr  of  lib.  n'nvw''  The  aWn*  mvmmi 
»ai  M-lerUU  a*  tome  et  rtw  itmm  fantirMr  Kanvik  >d»f«Ds: 

I not  fiir  anr  oil  «hirh  H OStyUaTa,  linee  Owre  m «non>  Oonc  than  mM,  t>ie 
I r*vMer  pm  mm^dMwi  of  Maxe  lUrcrtiona.  TTir  orl0,tal  U uae  iho 


iwSnathancKiToam^  "Uaa.'tn  Fonia.  The  chnr>„T  i.en^ka  ti)  OoUcaU  whkh  te  vlUtoui  itw  batfooiwrv  of  the  iMak.>'«r 
a«a  tbaa  1 aana  tvildina.  (kMaui'a  etarw^tf*  Mnuunt  i liarlMnin. 
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T4  ita  lii«TcapIeasureUi*crvlng  I 

}«>hfuir».  you. 

ZlTr%tlryvnn.ii*a>\  tlnftrny^t.  You  ar«  obliging  uui  kind. 

Ai/ri  fTyai  ’R’pfflrsi'.  That  ii  right. 

Ti  ^iXiTi  i T»  »p»^fTf  j What  ii  jour  pleasure  ? 

What  are  your  cummaads  ? 

2ii(irap«xaAw  )«  pAl /Atrax*^~  I beg  you  will  treat  me 
fiCtrii  ixtvBifa,  Credy. 

Xarpif  irfpiVOseTic*  Without  ceremonj. 

2ac  iytnv  sXa;  f4.ou  aap^MC*  1 lore  you  wiUi  all  ray 
heart. 

Kai  ifitlaii.  And  1 the  aame. 

Tiftann  poi  rare  vf^eayaTf  Honour  me  with  your 
ra;.  commands. 

•nffSTfc  ri  f*i  VfOTra-  Have  you  any  conunoods 
(|T«  ; (or  me  ? 

Tfiv  (euXffr  ea;.  Command  your  servant. 

npsr/Atvw  Ta;  ff-psrsya;  r»<,  I u’ait  your  commands. 

Ml  aa/A»iTt  ^j'aXnir  Ti^er.  You  do  me  great  honour. 

^Sirsvr  h wtfiiriinrtt  raj  vapa-  Not  so  much  ceremony,  1 
xaAv.  beg. 

fTpsyameyiTi  ixjuipsvc  /*9W  *ri»  Present  my  respects  to  the 
af)(7rraf  i TVS  XDpter.  gentleman,  or  Ills  lord* 

ship. 

BiCaiwrSTS  <rov  v»c  '3'^  odo*  Assure  him  of  my  r^nem* 
fAsZfjiai.  brauce. 

BfCai«7iri  Ts*  i7Wf  ayavSi.  .Assure  him  of  my  friend* 
ship. 

At*  &sXsf  X|x4«  *•  tlflr£.  1 will  not  fall  to  tell  biro  of 

it. 

TJfarximf4Mra  $.1:  ritf  if ro«plinicnu  to  her 
cai.  ladyship. 

riBpaiViTi  i^irpsa^a  xal  ySf  Go  before,  aud  1 will  follow 
oasXsodw.  you. 

*H£ivpw  aaXa  ts  X?**f  know  my  duty. 

*H£iupa»  T8  i7»ai  fjuu»  I know  my  situation. 

Ml  aaukfTt  ra  isrpiirevpaai  /as  You  confound  me  with  so 
Tar;  rsrai;  ^(X«<^pen)i«i;  much  civiUtj'. 

Ta;. 

0IXITI  XciTST  »a  aa/im  /Aiar  Would  you  have  me  thm 

'Tirayat  ipsTpo^a  Jta  Ws  cri;  1 go  before  to  obej-  you. 
oTaa$u9‘Sf. 

Asa  fa  xapsw  -rn  wpsxrayny  a-a;.  To  comply  with  your  coro- 
mand. 

Air  o-yafTM  rifai;  TripiTo/ei’i;.  1 do  not  like  so  much  cere* 
mony. 

Afv  tifjuu  ariXftw;  TipiTTMari*  lam  not  at  all  ceremonU 
xs;.  out. 

ACto  iTrai  TS  lutXtTipsv.  This  is  better. 

TsVov  T«  KaXtTipsr.  So  much  the  better. 

Ex*T«  ^***®’'«  Von  are  in  the  right. 


Asa  ra  diCaijkn;,  ra  slprir^e;,  >a 
e^yKarartwnf,  aai  T^. 
Ervai  dXe$i>^,  iTrat  nX«»8lTTaTeT. 
Ain  va  era;  ilirw  aXi^iar. 
’Orrs»c,  iT^e  li'vai, 
nsTs;  apa^t^aXXit  ; 

Air  i7ras  irorw;  a,u^iCsX^. 

To  WiOTiw*,  ?i»  TS  Tia-rsu*. 

Aipw  TS  tat. 

Aipw  TS 

DaXXw  WTi'x^jUa  ert  irvai. 
BaXXw  rri)(VfAa  rn  Jlr  l7ra» 

iX*- 

Nai.  jua  Ter  wioTiv  fan. 

Elf  rh  rvnii^e-if  /tw. 

.Wa  rh  poev. 


To  (ifflrta,  denp.  CMMenr, 

$c. 

It  if  true,  it  Is  very  true. 
To  tell  you  Uie  truth, 
neally,  it  it  so. 

Who  doubts  it  ? 

There  is  no  doubt. 

1 bcHeve  tt.  I do  not  be* 
Ucre  it. 
iMjryw. 

I say  DO. 

I wager  it  Is. 

I wager  it  Is  not  so. 

Yes.  by  uiy  faith. 

In  conscieiiee. 

By  my  Ufc. 


Nai,  Taf  t/Avjx’. 

Zaf  s/urvw  wrar  Tipaepxii:;  a>- 
Opwvsf. 

Za;  e/uvi^  iwarw  ii;  rny  timcv 

fs». 

niO-Tfl/S-ITI  fit. 

’Hfxvsfa  va  wa;  td  pticux^n, 
*HSIXa  BaXn  arriyen/^a,  Sri  5?i- 
XlTf  ^la  tsDts. 

Mo  Tvxo  xa\  BS^nifirfil  (x^fw* 
riCvn) ; 

*Op4iXi(Tt  f*i  ra  eXa  wa; 

'lyit  ait  spoiXw  /xt  ra  eXa  /*9v, 
aa;  wa;  Xtj'w  Toy  aXedsiav. 
*£pw  Waf  ^iCaiisvv. 

Ts  iwps^eriDO'iTi. 

To  jwiTivp^iri. 

Za;  wiOTlDW. 

rrpiwii  ya  ra;  wirrsurw. 

Aoto  ^iy  liVai  a^i^Tor. 

Ts  Xoiwn  a;  l7yai  pat  xaXrr  apa>. 
KaXa, xaXd. 

Aiy  i7yai  ^adtyoy. 

Elvai 

Air  cirai  riwort;  a wo  asra. 
E7yai  ira  fxta  iwant. 

Ejxv  ami^opiSMe 

Zyw  TO  irira  ^la  ra  piXarw. 

T?  aXqSiut. 

Mi  dpirii  xari  weXX^. 
ZtTxaTavivss  i!;  tsoto. 

Ai'^si  Tev  4-^4*** 

Alt  ayrirrixo/Aai  li;  t^to. 
Eipsat  rt'pt^om;,  tx  ro,u-f‘ayii>. 
’Ey*  Jfy  ^iXw. 

*Eya  itafTixte/iai  s’;  toCto. 


Yes,  1 swear  it  to  you. 

I swear  to  you  as  on  honest 
man. 

1 swear  to  you  on  my  ho- 
nour. 

Believe  me. 

I can  assure  you  of  it. 

1 would  lay  what  bet  yon 
please  on  this. 

You  jest  by  chaiue  ? 

Do  you  spe.ik  seriously  ? 

1 speak  seriously  to  you, 
and  tell  you  the  truUi. 

1 assure  you  of  It. 

You  have  guessed  It. 

You  have  hit  upon  it. 

1 believe  you. 

I must  believe  you. 

This  U not  ImiHissibIc. 
*rhen  it  is  very  wcU* 

Well,  well. 

It  is  not  true. 

It  is  false. 

lliere  is  nothing  of  this. 

It  is  a falsehood,  ou  impos- 
ture. 

I was  ia  jcAe. 

] said  it  to  laugh. 

Indeed. 

It  pleases  me  much. 

I agree  with  you. 

I give  my  assent. 

I do  not  oppose  this, 

I agree. 

I will  not. 

I object  to  this. 


Aia  yd  av/xCau\t:>^K;,  ra  rro-  To  cenn/f,  consider,  or 
X»i^f»  e >a  aTTS'f'.irin:;.  resofee. 


Ti  wpfirii  ta  xa/xaeun ; 

Ti  $a  aa/A»/tif ; 

Tt  /IS  rL/*CsuXsZsTi  ra  xa/as  ; 

'OjrsTsy  Tpvrcy  ^iXo^uir  /uira- 

Xi‘p*^fln  ; 

*A;  xd^w^iv  ir^K. 

E*tai  xaX(Tip;y  ipi  >a 

ZvaSeri  Zxtyor. 

Air  n$lXiy  l7vai  xaXtTIpfk  »a— — • 

*Zyv  aj-xersura  xaXiTlpa, 
OeXsTi  XfljUii  xaXi'ripa  ay 
‘A^nriTi  /ui. 

*Ay  e,u«nr  it;  Tsr  Tcwer  ra; 

I'yi  — — 

El  ixi  TO  Disy. 


W'hat  ought  we  to  do  ? 
Wliat  slialt  we  do  ? 

W'hat  do  you  advise  me  to 
do? 

What  part  shcdl  wc  take  ? 

Lot  us  do  tills. 

It  is  better  that  1 — — 
Wait  a little. 

Would  U not  be  twtter 
that.— 

1 wish  it  were  better. 

You  will  du  butter  if— 
I>et  me  go. 

if  I were  in  your  place 
I 

It  is  Uie  same. 


The  reader  iy  tAespeo»»ews  iefoir  tciUbernohtei  to  compare 
the  tm^ra  wUA  tke  ancient  tongue. 

PARALLEL  PASS.^GES  FROM  ST.  JOHN’.S 
GOSPEL. 

Nies.  AodirrtxM. 

Ki^aX.  a.  Ki^xX.  a. 

1,  'EIZ  rev  xpx^.y  nrty  i 1.  ’EM  «^X.^  « ^9pof, 

Xeyac*  xa*  a X^s^  «t*i  /xArk  uai  i Xiye;  ey  wpo;  €»i5y, 
Oieii*  xai  0ie;  erey  e X^;.  xat  Ore;  ey  « Xcp«;. 
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*2.  *ET*CTBf  »T51  li;  Trf 
ify/r  fAtrk 

3.  *OXa  [^i  9fayfA»ra!\ 

2<i  fAirtu  tcT  iyi~ 

>rxsy.  K«»  aim  dit 

i^'ivt  xaviya  im 

4,  Eic  «tT«  «T8*  ^»n' 
aa'.  B nm  to  tv» 
a*.  >^Vary. 

O.  Kat  T9  ^iSf  Ilf  Txy 
c-xjTij'tty  ^iyytt,  K»i  *p  y*9- 
Ti.'a  2iy  r»  xaraXafi. 

6.  *E>'t»ty  fyaf  ay3^a>»T9f 
arriyraX^fiJC  affo  T#y  Oliy, 
r'i  n»,ua  roZ  'layamf. 


2.  OtTo;  B»  |y  afX^ 

TM  Gtn* 

3.  riarra  21  aCro?  iyi~ 
yfrs*  «a>  ;(v^iCaCr9S  tyi- 

*«T9  oiJi  h,  5 yi^iy. 

4.  Ev  aCrM  ^arr  rv,  aat 
a By  T9  ^£f  T*»  a>5^a5- 
fr«7, 

3.  Kai  T9  t* axs' 
Tia  9«mt,  vai  n Fnsrla 
avT9  9u  «aTlXa«fy. 

6.  'EyiyiTc  cy9^a“!Tjf  aTi- 
rraXuiMC  vx^k  »yB« 

fxa  xirS  'latirfr.;. 


TIIK  INSCUIPTION’S  AT  ORCUOMENL’S  FROM 

NKLETIUS.  . 

*OPXOM£NO*Z»  «9iy£c  n»Xi$  9T9ri  W>>9VTl»^  I 

Tarq  xai  Icx.vfttrxm,  xaXx'^lvx  Beiarrixai 

*A8fyai,  ilf  Try  imixi  nm  i Naif  Tar  Xa^iTafy,  iJf  Toy  I 

9T9i9r  iTXB^afyey  tIXx  el  OnCargi,  e^Tiyfif  T9  I2a<^f  ay|*  - 
{T*a«^i  ireri  t5»  *A9’»aXaj'*aT.  ’Eirayny’JjiI^a'  ilf  . 
avTT.y  Tnr  fle'Xty  Ta  XafiTB^M.  T9t)  »9r9l:if  'Aj/ayjf  iZ^  | 
it  ff’TnXatf  ittsy  tcu  XTia’6l>T9f  NaeD  fir*  ote-  ] 
fAxn  TBf  Oirre'xw,  VV9  tbv  Tlf*tT9^irxBafiav  Af;tT9f,  firt  | 
T»y  BariXtaTy  BaTiXliiv,  Aieyref,  xai  KfrvrraVTlyev,  (p^9U*  ■ 
ext  9VTXC.  *£»  /ufy  tb  (aix  xetvsf.  , 

*'  OrJl  f»4X»y  Tcv  ayarya  tSt  p^a^iTisTirt. 

**  ZxXlP»9^f. 

" Mnnf  ’AxeXXaryiJy  ’AtTH^Iuf  xvi  Ma»at2^y, 

'*  ICflpyJ. 

" Zwi'Xcf  Zx>i>.tv  na^iSf. 

•*  'Pa4’a2if. 

**  Nec/.unntf  Nfy.uWsu  'A$i»aT9f. 

**  n*»»rT»if  ixat. 

" 'A.UBttaf  AB^ex>l}yf  Q*!«arcf. 

'*  AiXx-rnf, 

“ ’AiMX>.92*T9f  ‘AweXXsJiTsy  K^f. 

**  AbX»29f, 

'Ps^iTTSf  *P}2iirirov  *A^?9f. 

“ Kl$afiFTK(. 

^xitx;  *Ax9XX»29T9w  tsZ  ♦atijy  AleX.iwf  art  Ky^Xf. 

Kf9afv29f. 

*'  Ax/unr^tef  riap.uiylrx^  KaXp^B^i^c;. 

•*  Tfxyxftc- 

**  'ixirexpaTBf  'Aftrrtjutrevs  'Poiit(. 

**  Ka*,ux2e'f. 

'*  KaXXiW;aT«c  ’Efaxitf-row  ^CaTsf. 

**  rieuiTr;  laTvpery. 

*'  'A/uKUxt  A*i.u9xXi»iff  OnCaTif. 

*Tir»xpjTBf. 

Aarfc^ftf  AaefeSiat,  Tapayrtysf. 

**  rioiifTTf  Tpa^2ixy. 

**  l9<}*9xX5f  Z9^«xXioyf  ’AStiyaTof. 

'*  'TxexpiTXf. 

JCoC»p»j^:f  €)i92»’pey  OnCar#;. 

n«xTrc  K»<u«2i^. 

*'  AXlJayJpif  ’ApiS'Tiytac  *A5xtar9f, 

“ 'Txo»p*TBf. 

*‘*ATTaX:p  ArraXev  AfltrtaTef, 

**  OrJi  itixxy  tb*  tx^BTOy  xyk/xa  T*t  iuJ^jrat. 

*'  na»2a;  avXxa’Taf.  I 

*'  AibxXbc  KaXXtpAR^dv  (^nCataf.  ; 

**  rtaTJaf  iiytfAeiXt,  | 

**  IrparTyef  ECttxay  ftxJaT»f. 


**  *A>2paf  AyXxTaf, 

**  A(9xX?f  KaXXt^uBlsv  (•lafauip, 

‘**AyJpxf  rytjut*xt, 

'*  'Pfi'JjTrs;  'Ps5»Tffey  'AfytTat* 

••  Tpay^’s;. 

“ lTtr«Kfxrn;  ApirrsMiKyf  I 

'*  Ka'^aarlsf,  ,| 

" KaXX»Vt^aT9f  ’£'axiXT9U  8>;?a79;.  ’j 

**  Ta  fTmx.a.  | 

*'  Kx/uai't.y  nciXT'';. 

**  AXiJayJpsf ’Ar»r  rtatof ’ASxjaTic  *’  ‘j 

**  ’Ey  2i  Tx  lTf;a  2*p.x«f, 

**  Mtaeim  ap^^arraf  a^wyadfricyTaf  tot  l( 

*'  Xap(TiiVi«r,  liafiierae  iratT«y  9*  tv»2|  irixaVay  t.s  (' 
“ ;i^ap4TiiTia« 

**  ZaXiri>'XTa;. 

**  ^tXnsf  ♦iXitay  'Adaytia;. 

" I 

**  Eipweaf  Z«xpaT<af  OltCliif.  || 

" naiiTaf.  |l 

“ MBTTarp  MnTTspe;  «-aKa*u';.  |i 

“ 'PaXftflif.  |f 

**  Kparav  KXitnaf  &li«fi9f»  |' 

“ AyXfirxf.  ■ 

nipt^'lttif 'HpaxX|»2a9  Kay^jxxtaf.  I' 

**  AvXafv2;f.  1 

**  Ax/uWTit  rXavxjy  ’Ap>-i»;.  j 

**  Kifiapirrif.  j 

*'  Aipaar^f  *A,uaXa-s  AieXlif  atri  Mti-poap.  I 

“ Tpaj'Xiyiaf.  I 

**  *ArxXair»})»pef  ITH.-9iae  TapatTitif.  I 

**  X»/uaty2if.  I 

*'  Nixa^rpaTa;  •iXtT'rpaTay  QftCitaf. 

**  Ta  lirntaiia  KvfAx$vt«t» 

**  Eixf^Sf  ’HpaJsr*  Kapattfi/f.” 

'Ey  aXXv  Ai‘9v.  || 

' Mypi^i^sf  neXuxpaTayf  'lapa-rvpae;  iityirtnic  xTt9^ee»  j' 

' ;i^9pa)'t»VayTff  rixxexrrtt  ^laturau  a>i9xxay  Tijuarycf  j' 

' ap;^9yT9;  ai-Xistrac  xXtaf  a2»raf  aXxi<r9i»(af.” 

*E>  iTipv  A»'d».  I 

* ^Tip;i^9tf  ap;^^9rr6;,  punaf  ^itXevfl**,  af^i  j 

* Eb^iyXi  xfX^tafxm  4>»xara  ap  aTl2axa  atra  tx(  > 

' Tivy^x^k  fita  Tint  vaXf^ap^ary,  xx  t»t  xaratTra*?,  j 
‘ MXi/uUent  Tap  ewyyfx^;  Tap  xtpyfyac  trapa^pjyx,  i, 

* XX  4>(2»'ay  xx  irarixXirr  xx  TijurpaCt^ay  4>«xi.'ap,  I 

* XX  2a,uaTaXiry  Xya’i^apxw,  xx  2iatvrcy  xa^'iresjw 
' vi'a  xar  T«  '|'a^ta‘/ua  ri  iafAx. 

Akrjw/eT>ni 

* xf^nrttf  fx$t*U  i>xXK:uv>v  p api*y  rsXw  I 

' xXitSf  Ta/Aiap  airf2arxf  fCCarXy  ap;i^f2apA«  ^xxtXi  «ar» 

' Tap  etvyyfX’^m  ts  xxTxXCvsf  hxt  tI  -^x^iefAx  t»  ( 

* ixfjtat,  ayfXajUltap  Tap  etnyyfx^mt  Tap  xljufvap  vkf 

* a’w^tXcy,  XX  lv<^p»a  4'arxtap.  Kx  trap  2ia-yva*tay  xa>  :| 

* ^«7a2»p»  ^xpartia,  xn  XyW2a,ueii  2aftaTiXup  Ti2a  T»y  ^ 

* vaXtpaappi'Ty,  xx  Txy  xarairrawy.  | 

^iVE)EJ^^>IIIOH  !, 

* ’AfX^^t  i*  S‘yyap;^a»,  paitsp  *AXaXxe/4fy|«,  ot  j 

* 2i  f iXxrin  Miriirae  ’Ap;iriXav  paitycp  TpaTw.  ‘OpoXy.  * 

* yx  EiimXv  p iXarlx,  a tx  tx  irsXi  ipxep.(iyiaOT.  *Eirti2n  U 
‘ KiMSfxleTn  ECCoyXep  Tap  Txp  TaXcp  ra  2atfiet  aTat  xar 

* Tap  ifAcXtyixt  Tap  TiS.Vap 

' ^liXayStay,  xx  cvr  S^tXim  xirm  irt  tiOif  Tap  Tav  { 

‘ TsXit,  aXX*  «»ix*  ^aerx  Tipi  TatTcp,  xx  aTa2l2eaT$i  [ 
" TX  tbX*  T9  IjfStTfp  Tap  o/utXoyixf,  $i  paly  Tari  2i2auf-  * 
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w»  tirl  tOfAtse  P Itj  airirraftk  6»vt9-ft 

•*  sm/f  Twwvf  >;»  nsrir.;  pi  nan  Xfitarv^  fovt  ityvf 
•*  ;^liXii;C  «^X‘  ■*’"  • itlavrif  i fxtra  ^iyofyjn 

“ avoypx^irin  li  EtC»Xe»  ji«t* 

itiavrif  iKaTTfft  irip  Tit  rauiav  *»i  T4»  tiuan  av  Tan 
*'  xabuara  t*»  T»o«aTvy,x>i  t*»  n^»T»  xn  T>?f  ^»t>M,xr  tm 
*'  tVTrair.  x^  xxTiva  afafxaixf  Sixn  n irXiTSflC  *»>- 
**  «-X»9ta  r£y  yiyfa/AfAtyan  «»  T?ff-sy)>X*r*‘*’* 

**  X lixanc  1 imuitv  E^arXey  

Xi(  TMT  jpya/ui».»-»  apysi/piw  TiTrapaxsrra 

“ EJJ«Xw  xafl’  ixarxet  inayrot,  xx  toxo»  {<lpiTw  Jp*X* 

**  pxa;  TXf  fAiaf  inaTTat  Kara  /xlXia  ............. 

“ T9*  xn  i,uirpaXT9f  ic^tw  t«*  *** 

" 'f''"  . . , 

£>  aXXsif  Ai3si{. 

*'  ’Ai9^wpa  tfv*^3pj*^a7pi.‘*  NOKYEJ.  “ KaXXiriTe*  apa- 
ipafix^t  aXXat.  * 'E*  ot?l/U4a  ^Es-ij-pa^fi  TJs*  t9»«,  h 
r*iZfAa,  & x/uiTc  hrayfi’^tfAtv,  m waXaiet  wf^e-iyfa<p«r. 

Kai  Ta  x£5f.'* 


The  followitig  U the  Prcuprctus  of  a transUtlon  of  Ana* 
chartis  into  Uumxic,  by  tnjr  Konulc  maater.  Marmarotuuri, 
who  withed  to  publish  It  In  England. 

ElAifli:  TYnOrPA^lKH'. 
np«f  Tcif  ir  ^X»>^l>irc  xas  ^sXfXXxpac. 

*0201  ik(  wavT^JaTa  kVTf^^i^i*,  iflupsu*  WoVa* 

l?*at  T*  Xf^rifAit  t5<  ‘irrepsaj,  asTxc  yap  ifiypiVxi- 
Ta»  X wXsj*  p*lp*axpyrp*in»  waXa*JTi»f,  xa*  &i»ps?rTai  i- 
I*  xarewTpv  ntfX,  wpa^liC  *^i  ^>9<xrm;  wsXXa-v  xat  ^ia> 
^paT  Edvi^  xai  I'l**-*  a*  Tzr  fAt^fAisr  fuTatrare  xai  «ia- 
fji^li  ii'l^Tspsxx  As^yxrsc  1^;  al*>a  Ts*  awa»Ta. 

Mia  TIT9»a’fc*tn?'TRp*x  *r*a»  *iair»xTXT9f,  xas  t»  ravrS 
a<piX«/xa.  5 xpi^TTC*  filwiTv  asayxasa*  JiaT.‘  Xsiirs*  npalrf 
/u»M  va  T»i*  ympfrvftlfla,  jux  iflupsvric  o^ri  riff  afX^f 
rif  npsywar*  fiaf.  wjSI*  won  xas  wif  lipiS^ff-a*  ilp  rip 
naxpsiap  /uap,  ewn  Ta  Ta  xaTopda/uaTa  xas  rit 
>i9txxT»r  Tw*  ; *Ay  lparrnff-»jUf*  Toi»p ’AXXsyiHrp,  if|i/p«y» 
»a  p*ap  Wrey*  o;^i/i49*t*  ia-npixip  t»f  «PX”  *** 
rrpofl^e*  t£*  irpryt***  fxa:.  aXXa  xas  TSiroypa^xip  p<ap 
Tap  Sirup  t*t  flaTpiJa*  /uap,  xas  oisrts 
yayoi  yi»3/ul>9t  /ui  Tjup  ypwypa.f-sxovp  Ti»  niraxap,  /ua; 
XiyotT,  ir>as  as  *A9n*ai»  h Zrapra.  ixis  ai  9?Cas, 
Tdtf-a  rrafia  n /usXsa  airi;i^li  i /us'a  'Ewap^^/a  awo  Tr,* 
aXXi!*.  TjyTjp  axs^uxTl  T>5*  jUia*  wiXsi,  txirvsp  Tn  aX- 
Xx*  xas  t{.  nporiTS  a*  ip»Trr»p*l»  ai/Toi'P  Toi>p  /Afl  'EX- 
Xx*ap  ;^fipaya*y'''f  iwapaxsvnSxras  >a  l^ipivn* 

ray*  xpx*f  ‘rare*  waXasap,  arvirerToX*;  pxap  axroxpswrrai 
/ui  ainv:  Tsyp  Xoytup.  " Kadiip  o tx  Jxydsap  'A>a;i^aprsp, 
ap  ii*  iwtpli'pxtTO  Ta  wam^tpiryya  2x(r*a  ICXi/aaTa 
“ T?p  ‘EXXa^op,  a*  ipx.f«pirT»  Ta  a^sa»/uaTa^  Ta  xSx 
**  xas  nyp  Nottovp  tI*  'EXXr*siT,  ^dtXi  fAtity  SxZ&f:(  xai 
'*  TO  OTj^ua  xas  tp  wpaypaa’  etrrv  xas  • Bjuinpop  larpop, 
'*  a>  Ji*  J/ua)9avi  Ta  tZ  'linrjxpaToyp,  W*  ihraxe  *a 
** 

**  Ji*  i^lTo^l  xa  TsS  ZoXwwp,  Ayx;vpy«y.  xas'  ITsTTaxoD, 
**  }iv  i^imTOva  fuBfAnffy  nat  «a  xaXsipyqrx  Ta  qdq  tSiv 
'*  *0u9yi**T  TOO*  a*  9*Pi5T»p  Ji*itTn»fli^|T9  Tap  Iv-^paJli'af 
xai  Toisp  ;^apitrTirf4jlp  T^  &nfAirBii9u;,  N*  iwpyovr#* 
*<  iip  T^p  .j,u^ap  Ti^  axp;aT9h'  t9u.  'Avo  Niop  Ara^aprsp. 
'*  0 Kyps9p  ’aC^xp  BapSoXOjuaTep  avtysVatrx^  pal  fAsya~ 
**  Xq*  i»iju»q*  xai  rxt-|s*Totp  irXl**  iy*flrni<  rvyy^a^ 

'*  ^irp  T«v  ‘EXXnvKT.  ipIpiiTv*  aCwovp  xax^  dadop  iwi 
**Tpsax«rra  2rq,  ^i*  q9lXi*  i^u<patq  Tovnt*  Tq*  wips 
*‘*EXXnTw*  ‘irrops'a*  tov,  «Tsp  iripinynrip  toS  Ktou  ’am- 
**;^^r-|wp  wap’  aiT#S  wp*o-«v*p*ar6q,  xas  iip  sXap  Tap 


*' EspawarRap  AsaXixnyp  jUinyXsrrrsa^.”  Kas  i»  im 
I Xoy«.  os  Noo^lpes,  a*  iwipsa*  ^sa  otqyoyp  Tfiyp  FTpoy^ 
yovpptap,  qdfXa*  Icmf  in^s^ipwfTas  /Aaraiitt 
I *Zv,  Aira  M*  i7vai  Aoysa  ttBovnas/Atnu  ^sa  T9  ^Xeyivip 
I rpasxoy,  luas  ^XaXad«s;p  rippaavsy,  errsp  i/AlTa^fact 
T9*  Niar  ’Ayap^aprt*  ivi  T*y  TaXXsxsy  lip  TO  PippsaTixs*. 

'a*  Xoswsf  xai  q/uiTp  ^Xw/uiv  »a  /uidi^wpciir  rrp  yyx- 
nap  TaT  Xa,uwp^  xaTopdapaaTai*  owou  ina/Aa*  oi  Say* 
fxarro*  (xirros  flpowaTopip  qjuxr,  a*  jirs9ypA»pai*  >a  paa6af* 
/ul*  T»rr  wpWj*  xai  ayjqai*  T*f>  lip  Tap  Ti;^ap  xas 
'Ewirn/aap  xai  lip  noBt  aXXo  iT^sp  paa9«na-p,  a*  l;^a/ui* 
wipitpytia*  la  yvapiVw/uf*  wodi*  xaray^btida,  xas  owss'evp 
Saypaaa^n/p  xai  psiyaXoyp  si»)pap,  <i  xas  wpoy^vp  ipa^, 
<^D,  qpalTp  }i*  ytapi^epaf*,  lip  xaspw  owou  os  'AXXsyniTp 
I Savpaa^oyn*  avreyp,  xai  ap  WaTtpap  warrosarow  paa&n* 
riap  riCsrras,  ap  nr^papaayai*  awarrip  wpe^psap  |ip  rxv 
fx^en*  Toy  Saypaars'oy  Touny  rvyypapapaaTop  tov  Niey 
Aiap^apnap, 

'Hpsirp  «3f  oi  iwiyiypapapafsos  SiXipai*  ixnXirii  xpe* 

I di/psMp  rq*  paiTa^pars*  rot)  Bs«Xioy  pal  rr.y  Kara  to  tiaaTO* 
i qpar*  xaXn  ^pars*  Tqp  nn  xad*  itpaap  opasXsap,  xas  ix)^lp 
j TooTo  lip  n^OT,  SiXoptf*  to  xaXXwwsVls  pai  rawp  Plarypa* 
i ^sxoyp  nsiaxap  pal  awXap  ‘Pwpaasxap  Xl^lip  iyxi;i^apa- 
j y,ui*oyp  lip  iS'sxapsap  ypapapeara,  wpoo^sdimp  oti  aXXo 
p^rspso*  xas  appaoJso*  lip  Tq*  'irropsa*. 

"OXsT  TO  wuyypapspaa  SiXls  yitis  lip  Topaoyp  i^iina 
Kara  pas'paqri*  rqp  ’iraXsxqp  ixterfx'p.  'H  Tspar  oXoy  rot) 
Zyyypspa.caaTop  ls»ai  ^opma  hxat^q  rnp  Bsimp  ^sA  rq» 
wpoySrax*  ri*  yivypa4>sx^  w»axw*.  'O  <j>iXoyt*qp  oJ* 
Zyylpopairrqp  wplwis  >a  wXqpw^q  lip  XaSl  Topaev  ^lopin  iva 
Xai  Kafarravia  i.'xors  Tqp  Bjinrp,  xai  tb^o  xa,u- 

pas'a*  wp^rsv,  aXX’  fC>St.p  owov  SiXis  Ta?  WapaioSq  o Topaop 
ry-rwptmp  xas  }|paf>op. 

*Ep^pai*:i  xai  iy)as*pao»fp  ^laCsxMTi  *£XXq*ix*  rTaT^lp. 

Tep  iipaiTjpa;  ayamp  i^qprqpsiocs. 

'laasoip  Mappattp;T64,'pq,*. 

Aqp<<TTpi»C  BiVlIpqp. 

ZsTyps^ar*  npiClTop. 

'E*  Tp;f5-T.*a,  TX  Wp*Tjj  'OxTwJps'ov,  1799. 


THE  LORD'S  I’UAYER  IN  KO.MAIC. 

n nATE'PAMAI  0 wot:  na-as  I’p  T»yp  oCpareyp,  a? 
aysar^q  to  ssspaa  nv.  *Ap  ixfiq  n BartXila  too.  *Ap  yiw 
TO  ^tXqpaa  9iu,  xafi»p  l;p  TO*  oipa*c*,  iT^q  xai  lip  t^ 
yq*.  T«  ^vu'iiAa^  t2  x«3>ipa*pi*w,  >op  paap  t3  rqpaipo*. 
Kai  ryy;^afqH  paap  ra  ;i^iqpaap,  xafiwp  xas'  Ipalsp  rs/y* 
;^vporpal*  T91.P  xpi9<^s>.iTap  paap.  Kei  [Aty  paap  ^ipisp 
inipaapair,  aXXa  iXit^Ipwri  paap  awo  to*  iromp^.  *Ots 
ihxii  cw  l7*as  II  ^anXls'a  }|,  io  }v>apaip.  xai  q to^a,  |sp 
Tovpai^ap,  Apaxr. 

IN  GREEK. 

Ha'TEP  qpaSv  0 ir  T«“p  oypafosp,  aysaj^r.TOs  To  o*opaa 
cou.  'EX6itw  q BanXtia  coy*  yirq^Tw  to  diXq,ua  ff-tv, 
•p  if  9vfaym,  xai  i«ri  Txp  yqp.  To*  aprpr  qpaa*  to*  iirioii* 
^ii*  ^p  qpar*  awpalpot.  Kas  a<p^p  'n/Aif  ra  o^iiXqpaara 
qpaar*,  «p  xai  qpalTp  a^s'lpal*  roTp  o^sXirasp  npaw.  Kai 
pan  tig-tyiyjiyi  ^ap  lip  wisparpao*,  siXXa  fDras  npaap  awo 
TOV  w»qpoy.  'Oti  rw  i’o~rs*  q BanXtia,  seas  q }y>a,usp, 
xai  q lip  revp  asarrap.  Apaq*. 
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DON  JUAN. 


' Not«  [A].  — LrTTER  TO  THE  EorTOE  OF  **  Mr 

''  GRAyUMOTHEH’s  RevIKW.”  1 

{He*  * Tc»ti4nonin  of  Awhon.**  Ml.] 

h 

. My  Dear  Kobarts. 

I : Aa  a bfllrrer  In  Ihechurrhof  KnEiand— to  ta;  nothing 

of  the  Stat«  — I have  been  an  occaaionai  reader  and  great 
admirer  of.  thooirh  not  a 8ub*cri‘>er  to,  your  Keview,  which 
U rather  evpeiuire.  But  I do  not  know  that  any  p.*irt  of  iti 
I rontenta  ever  gave  roe  much  turpri»e  till  the  eleventh  article 
of  your  twenty-seventh  numljer  made  its  appearance.  You 
i have  there  mo«t  vigoroucly  refuted  a calumnious  accusation 
I of  bribery  and  corruption,  the  credence  of  which  in  the  public 
I mind  might  not  only  have  damaged  your  reputation  as  a 
^ clerfyman*  and  an  eiUtor,  but,  what  would  have  been  still 
. worse,  hare  injured  the  drailatkm  of  your  jounud  ; which.  I 
• regret  to  hear.  U not  so  extensive  as  the  “ purity  ” (as  you 
well  observe)  “ of  tu.  See.  Ac.”  and  the  present  taste  foe 
1,  propriety,  would  induce  us  to  expect.  The  charge  itself  Is 
I i of  a solemn  nature,  a:>d,  although  in  verse.  Is  couched  in 

I terms  of  such  cImuusUnUal  gravity,  as  to  induce  a belief 

I I little  short  of  that  generally  accorded  to  the  thirty-nine 
' artlrlev  to  which  you  to  frankly  lubscrlbed  on  taking  your 

degrees.  It  Is  a charge  the  must  revolting  to  the  heart  of 
man  from  its  frequent  occurreoce  ; to  the  mind  of  a states- 
mau,  from  its  occasional  truth ; and  to  the  soul  of  an  editor, 
from  Ita  moral  impossibility.  Yon  are  charged  then  in  the 
last  line  of  one  octave  stania,  and  the  whole  eight  lines  of 
the  next.  vli.  2C©th  and  2l0th  of  the  first  canto  of  that  **  pes- 
tilent poem  ” Don  Juan,  with  receiving,  and  still  more 
foolishly  acknowledging  the  receipt  of,  certain  monies,  to 
eulogise  the  unknown  author,  who  by  this  account  mnst  be 
known  to  you,  if  to  nobody  cite.  An  im|>eachmrnt  of  (his 
nature  so  seriously  miKie,  there  is  Init  one  way  of  refuting; 
and  it  is  my  firm  persuasion,  that  whether  you  did  or  did  not 
(and  / believe  that  j'ou  did  OfU)  receive  the  sakl  monies,  of 
which  1 wish  that  be  had  sperifted  the  sum,  you  are  quite  right 
in  denying  all  knowledge  of  the  transaction.  If  charges  of  this 
nefarious  description  are  to  go  forth,  sanctioned  by  all  the 
: I solemnity  of  circumstanre.  and  guaranteed  by  the  veracity  of 
i I verse  (as  Counsellor  Phillips*  would  say),  what  Is  to  become 
! of  readers  hitherto  Implicitly  confident  in  the  nut  leu  vera- 
; I cions  prose  of  our  critical  journals  ? what  is  to  become  of  the 
j reviews?  .And.  if  the  reviews  fail,  what  U to  become  of 
I { the  editors  ? It  is  common  cause,  and  you  have  done  well  to 
I sourul  the  alarm.  I myself,  in  my  humble  sphere,  will  be 
\ one  of  your  echoes.  In  the  words  of  the  tragedian,  Liston, 
•*  I love  a row,**  and  you  seem  justly  determined  to  make 
one. 

It  U Itarely  possible,  certainly  improhalile,  that  the  writer 
might  have  been  In  jest ; but  this  only  aggravate»  his  crime. 
A joke,  the  proverb  says.  *‘  breaks  no  bones  but  U may 
break  a bnokseller,  or  it  may  be  the  cause  of  bones  being 
broken.  The  jest  is  but  a bail  one  at  the  best  for  the  author, 
and  might  hare  been  a still  worse  one  for  you.  if  your  copious 
contradiction  did  not  certify  to  oil  whom  it  may  concern 
your  own  indiimaot  inrrocence.  and  the  immaculate  purity  nf 
the  British  Review.  I do  not  doubt  your  word,  my  dear 
Roberts ; yet  I camwt  help  wishing  that.  In  a cate  nf  such 
vital  impurtauce,  it  bad  assumed  the  ruore  lubslsotial  shape 

1 A«g.  15.  1*19.  1 «*nrt  ^eu  a Imrr  to  )l/«bfrls  vUpwd 

* WorUrr  OuttarlAKfe,’  whirb  yM  rm*  In  vhM  fvm  yon  RbMM, 

In  v:in»«T  in  hi*  srVicie.  I hnvr  h«1  mass*  p.raa(a  oT  ali*unltt*,  tmt 

b*>  hvAi«  j|]  it,  folty.  tVh«,  the  wnlf  In  »h^’*  elothlng  ht*  mmUtil  Into 
the  very  trAi>!  L«r4  Rjrrea  tmMr.  Ificeray.] 

g I Mr.  Rnh(.rt«  b net,  an  I.orri  lhn>n  *eem*  to  hat*  niynward,  n e’erg** 
nun,  but  a b.tmtier  at  l»w.  In  |T4y.  hr  otobiUhed  a]>g>prr  ” Thr 
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of  an  afflilavlt  sworn  before  the  Lord  Mayor  Atkins,  who 
readily  receives  any  deposition  ; and  doubtless  would  have 
brought  it  in  some  way  as  evidence  of  the  designs  of  tite 
Reformers  to  set  fire  to  Loudon,  at  the  some  tiroe  that  be 
himeelf  meditates  the  same  guud  office  towards  the  river 
Thames. 

1 am  sure,  my  dear  Huberts,  that  you  will  take  these  ob- 
servations of  mine  in  good  part : they  arc  written  in  a spirit 
of  frirndjhip  not  less  pure  than  your  own  editorial  Integrity. 

I have  always  admired  you ; and,  not  knowing  any  shape 
which  frietwiship  and  admiration  can  assume  more  agreeable 
and  useful  than  that  of  good  advice.  1 shall  continue  my  lu- 
cubrations, mixed  with  here  and  there  a monitory  bint  as  to 
what  t mneeive  to  be  the  line  you  should  pursue,  in  case  you 
should  ever  again  be  assaileu  w ith  bribes,  or  accused  of  taking 
them.  By  the  way,  you  don’t  say  much  about  the  poem,  j 
except  thiU  it  Is  '*  fiagitious.**  This  is  a pity  ->yuu  should 
have  cut  It  up;  becAuse,  to  say  the  truth,  in  not  doing  so, 
yon  somewhat  assist  any  notions  which  the  malignant  might 
entertain  on  the  score  of  the  anonymous  asseveration  wbteh 
has  malic  you  so  angry. 

You  say  no  bookseller  **  was  witling  to  take  upon  himself 
the  publication,  tiiough  most  of  them  disgrace  themselves  by 
selling  it.’*  Now,  my  dear  friend,  though  we  all  know  that 
those  feUowi  will  do  any  thing  for  money.  mcUiiuks  the 
disgrace  is  more  with  the  purchasers  : and  sutne  such,  doubt- 
less, there  are ; for  there  can  be  no  very  extensive  selling  (as 
you  will  perceive  by  that  of  the  British  Heview)  without  j 
buying.  You  then  add.  “ \\*hat  can  the  critic  say  ? " I am  j 
sure  I don’t  know  ; at  present  he  says  very  little,  and  that 
not  much  to  the  purpose.  Tlievi  comes  “ for  praijie  as  far  as  ! 
regards  the  poctrg.  maay  passages  might  be  exhibited  : for 
rondeomatiou,  as  far  as  regards  the  inurality.  all."  Now, 

Diy  dear  good  Mr.  Roberts,  I feel  for  you,  and  for  your  rrpu-  i 
tatioQ : my  heart  bleeds  for  both  ; and  1 do  ask  you,  whether  j 
nr  not  such  language  does  not  come  posKirely  under  the  , 
description  of"  the  puff  collusive,*’  for  wldrh  see  SherMou’s 
farce  of"  The  Critic,”  (by  the  way.  a Utile  more  facetious 
than  your  own  farce  under  the  same  title.)  towards  the  close  i 
of  tcciM  second,  act  the  first.  \ 

The  poem  is.  It  seems,  told  as  the  work  of  Lord  Byron ; | 

but  you  feel  yourself"  at  liberty  to  suppose  it  not  Lord  B.’s 
composition."  Why  did  you  ever  suppose  that  R was?  1 ' 

approve  of  your  iodign.ulun  — I applaud  it  — 1 teel  as  angry 
as  you  can  ; but  perhaps  your  virtuous  wrath  carries  you  a i 
little  too  far,  w hen  you  say  that " no  misUcrouanour,  nut  even  I 
that  of  sending  into  the  world  obscene  and  blsuphemous  j 
poetry,  tbe  product  of  studious  tewdness  and  laboured 
impiety,  l^)pca^s  to  you  In  so  detestable  a light  os  tbe  ' 
acceptance  of  a present  by  the  editor  of  a review,  as  the 
condition  of  praising  an  author."  The  devil  it  does  n’t  1—  \\ 
Think  a little.  This  Is  being  critical  overmuch.  In  point  1 1 
of  Gentile  benevolence  or  Chrivtian  charity,  it  were  surHy 
less  criminal  to  praise  for  a bribe,  than  to  abuse  a fellow-  | 
creature  for  nothing ; and  as  to  the  assertion  of  tbe  compar,v 
tire  innocence  of  blasphemy  and  obsceuity,  confronted  with  ^ 
an  editor's  " acceptance  of  a present,"  1 shall  merely  observe,  < 
that  as  an  Editor  you  say  very  wail,  but,  as  a Christian  divine.  | 
I would  not  recommend  you  to  transpose  tiUs  sentence  into  ; 
a serrocm.  I 

And  yet  you  say,  " tbe  nxiserable  man  (for  miserable  he  U,  ( 
as  haring  a soul  of  which  he  caumd  get  rid)"  But  here  I ^ 
1 must  pause  again,  and  inquire  what  is  the  meaning  of  Uiis  ( 
parmtbrsis  ? We  have  heard  of  " little  soul,"  or  of  **  no  j 
soul  at  all."  but  never  till  now  of  " the  misery  of  having  a 
soul  of  which  we  cannot  pet  rid ; ’*  a misery  imder  which  you  , 
are  possibly  no  great  sulfercr,  having  got  rid  .*ipparrntlv  of  I 
some  of  the  intellertnal  part  of  your  own  when  you  penned 
this  pretty  piece  of  eloquence. 

{«ntos-«n,*  vh'K-h  hw*  tince  bevn  sSmKIed  into  ib»  niSlectkw  flf  llvit 
K***  • wu]  0*  |«  knewiu  tn  hM  frDAMHm,  for  a trv.iU*«  on  lb*  nf  I 

FrMtluiwo  RAaST«p(r]i.  fa  IS^t,  he  atsu  paUUSaU  ib*  Otrrrwm  «f 
HwMii  3(atv.)  I 

.V  irasrtf*  rhiiilp*,  lt*rrW«>r,  «m  In  thosa  ffWbrwwl  f«*  uiws-  ' 
IrtUi  «Soqumc«.  tM«  lb«  Kdinfa^h  HevWv,  .Na.  Ivik] 
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But  to  continue.  Yuucatl  upon  I./ar<l  Dyrnn,  ntirayi  sup. 
po«in;t  him  tu>f  the  iiuthor,  to  disclaim  “ with  all  jprntlcmaniy 
hanc,”  Ste.  Jkc.  I am  told  that  I<ord  B.  ii  In  a furcigii 
country,  some  thousand  milea  off  it  may  be;  so  that  H will  be 
difficult  for  him  to  hurry  to  your  withes.  In  the  meantime, 
perhaps  you  yourself  hare  set  an  example  of  more  haste  than 
pentility;  l«t  **  the  more  haste  the  worse  speed.” 

t.Gt  US  now  look  at  the  charge  Itself,  roy  dear  Roberts, 
which  appears  to  me  to  be  In  some  degree  not  quite  explicitly 
nrordtfd: 

**  I bribed  my  GrandmoiAfr’i  Reriew,  the  British.” 

I recollect  hearing,  soon  after  the  publication,  this  subject 
discussed  at  the  tea-table  of  Mr.  Sotheby  the  poet,  who  e%. 
pressed  himself.  1 remember,  a good  deal  surpnswi  th.it  you 
had  never  reriewed  bU  epic  poem  of  ” .Snul,”  nor  a»y  of  his 
six  tragedies  ; of  which,  in  one  initatim.  the  had  taste  of  the 
pit,  ottd.  In  all  the  rest,  the  barbarous  repugnance  of  the 
principal  actors,  prerented  the  performasice.  Mrs.  and  the 
Misses  S.  being  in  a comer  of  the  room,  perusing  the  proof 
sheets  of  Mr.  S.*s  poems  in  Italy,  or  on  Italy,  as  he  says.  ( I 
wish,  by  the  by.  Mrs.  S.  would  make  the  lea  a little  stronger,) 
the  male  part  of  the  conrmaiionf  were  at  liberty  to  make  a 
few  observations  on  the  poem  and  passage  in  question  ; and 
there  was  a difference  of  opinion.  Some  thought  the  allusion 
was  to  the  “ British  Critic ' ; ” others,  that  by  the  expression, 
” My  Grandmother's  Reriew,”  it  was  intimated  that  my 
grandmother”  was  not  the  reader  of  the  reriew,  but  actually 
Che  writer ; thereby  Insinuating,  my  dear  Roberts,  that  you 
were  an  old  woman  ; because,  as  people  often  say,  ” Jefftey’s 
Keriew,”  ” Gifford’s  Review,”  tn  lieu  of  Edinburgh  and 
Quarterly:  so  ”my  Grandmother’s  Reriew”  and  Roberts's 
might  be  almost  rynonymous.  Now,  whatever  colour  this 
Insinuation  raight  derive  from  the  circumstance  of  your  wear- 
ing a gown,  as  well  as  from  your  time  of  life,  your  general 
style,  and  mrious  passages  of  your  writings,—  I will  take 
upon  myself  to  exculpate  you  from  all  suspicion  of  the  kind, 
and  assert,  without  calling  Mm.  RoberU  in  testimony,  that  If 
cror  you  should  be  chosen  Pope,  you  will  pass  through  all 
the  previous  ceremonies  with  as  much  credit  as  auy  pontiff 
since  the  parturition  of  Joan.  It  is  very  unfair  to  judge  of 
sex  from  writings,  particularly  from  those  of  the  British 
Ueriew.  We  are  all  liable  to  be  deceived;  and  it  Is  an  In- 
disputable fact,  that  many  of  the  best  articles  in  yoor  Jouruol, 
which  were  attributed  to  a veteran  female,  were  actually 
writum  by  you  yourself;  and  yet  to  this  day  there  are  people 
who  couW  never  find  out  the  difference.  But  let  us  return 
to  the  more  immediate  question. 

I agree  with  you,  that  it  Is  Impossible  I-ord  Byron  should 
Iw  the  author,  not  only  because,  os  a British  peer  and  a 
British  poet,  it  would  be  impracticable  for  him  to  have 
recourse  to  such  farrtious  fiction,  but  for  some  other  reasons 
which  you  have  omitted  to  sute.  lu  the  first  place,  hli 
Lordship  has  no  grandmother.  Now,  the  author— and  we 
may  bcHcro  him  in  this  — doth  expressly  state  that  the 
*•  British”  is  hii  '‘Grandmother’s  Review;”  and  If,  as  I 
think  I have  distinctly  proved,  this  was  not  a mrre  figurative 
allusion  to  your  supposed  Intellectual  age  ami  sex.  my  dear 
friend,  it  follow*,  whether  you  l>e  she  or  no.  that  there  is  such 
rui  elderly  lady  still  extant.  And  I can  the  more  readily 
«4^ertit  this,  liaving  a sexagenary  auntof  my  own,  who  perus«-d 
you  constantly,  till  unnirtunately  falling  asleep  over  the  lead- 
ing article  of  your  last  number,  her  spectacles  fell  off  and 
were  broken  against  the  fender,  after  a faithful  service  of 
fiftceu  years,  and  she  has  never  been  able  to  fit  her  eyes 
since ; »u  that  I have  been  forced  to  read  you  alowl  to  hor  ; 
and  this  U in  fact  the  way  in  which  1 became  acquainted  with 
the  subject  of  my  present  letter,  and  thus  determined  to 
become  your  public  corrcipwidaot. 

lu  the  next  plaec.  Lord  B-’s  destiny  seems  in  some  sort 
like  that  of  Ilorcules  of  old,  who  became  the  author  of  all 


1 **  it  b«  ibe  OtitKh  (bStie,  or  the  PrlU»h  Revt^,  agoina 

wrikSt  th«  ooISk  lenl  irrriVn  tP  erai*  acharif,  w rathrr  w ^nSlmu  an 
acvtMaUun,  w*  A(  a Im  to  dsuimln*.  TIw  lattrt  ha*  u warsh 


unappropriated  prodigies.  Lord  B.  has  been  supposed  the 
author  of  the  “ Vampire,”  of  a ” Pilgrimage  to  Jerusalem,” 
*•  To  the  Dead  Sea,"  of  ” Death  upon  the  Pale  Horse,”  of 
odes  to  ” loi  Valette,”  to  " Saint  Helena,”  to  the  “ Land  of 
the  Gaul,”  and  to  a sucking  child.  Now.  hr  turned  out  to 
have  written  none  of  thase  things.  Besides,  you  say,  he 
knows  in  what  a spirit  of,  Ac.  you  criticise:- Are  you  sure 
he' knows  nil  this?  that  he  has  read  sou  like  my  poor  dear 
aunt  ? I'bey  tell  me  he  is  a queer  sort  of  a man  ; and  1 
would  not  be  too  sure,  if  I were  you,  either  o<  w hat  he  has 
read  or  of  what  he  has  written.  I thought  hii  style  had  been 
the  serious  and  terrlbio-  As  to  hU  tending  you  money,  this 
is  the  first  time  that  ever  1 heard  of  his  paying  hit  reviewers 
in  tAa/etiin/  I thought  It  was  rather  in  r*c»r  to  jndge 
from  some  of  his  earlier  productloiis.  Betides,  though  he 
may  not  be  profuse  hi  his  expenditure,  I should  conjecture 
that  his  reviewer's  bill  is  not  so  long  as  hU  tailor’s. 

Shall  1 give  you  what  I tHkik  a prudent  ojdnion?  I don’t 
mean  to  insinuate,  God  forbid  I but  if,  by  any  accident,  tiiere 
should  bare  liccn  such  a currespondeDce  between  you  and  the 
unknown  author,  whoerrr  he  may  b«,  send  him  bock  his 
money:  I dare  say  he  will  be  very  glad  to  have  it  again  ; It 
can't  be  much,  considering  tbo  value  of  the  article  and  the 
circulation  of  the  journal ; and  you  are  too  modest  to  rate 

your  praise  beyond  its  real  worth Don’t  be  angry,—  ] know 

you  won't,— at  this  appraisement  of  your  powers  of  eulogy; 
for  OB  the  other  hand,  my  dear  friend,  depend  upon  it  your 
abuse  Is  worth,  not  Its  osra  weight,— that’s  a feather,— but 
yottr  weight  in  gold.  So  don't  spare  it : if  he  has  bargaine<l 
for  /ka/,  give  It  handsomely,  and  depend  upon  your  doing  him 
a friendly  office. 

But  I only  ^ak  in  rase  of  possibility ; for,  as  I said  before, 
I cannot  believe,  in  the  first  instance,  that  ymi  would  receive 
a bribe  to  praise  any  person  whatever ; and  still  less  can  1 
believe  tliot  your  praise  could  ever  proiluce  such  on  ofler. 
You  arc  a good  creature,  my  dear  Roberts,  and  a clever 
fellow  ; else  I could  almost  suspect  that  you  had  fallen  into 
the  very  trap  set  for  you  in  verse  by  this  anonymous  wng, 
who  will  certainly  ho  but  too  happy  to  see  you  saving  him 
the  trmible  of  making  you  rhUculous.  The  lact  is,  that  the 
solemnity  of  your  eleventh  article  does  moke  you  look  a HlUe 
more  absurd  Ilian  you  ever  jet  looked.  In  all  probobllity,  and 
at  the  tame  time  doee  no  good ; for  If  any  body  beheved 
before  in  the  ocUve  stanzas,  they  will  believe  stiH,  and  you 
will  find  it  not  leas  difficult  to  prove  your  negative,  than  iho 
leamctl  Partridge  found  it  to  demonstrate  his  not  being  dcail, 
to  the  Mtisbetion  of  the  readers  of  almanacs. 

What  the  motives  of  this  writer  may  have  been  for  fas  you 
magnificently  tranilate  hli  qiilizing  you)  ” stating,  with  U»o 
particularity  which  belongs  to  fact,  the  forgery  of  a groundless 
fiction,”  (do  pray,  my  doer  B.,  talk  a little  lets  **  tn  King 
Camhyses’  vein,”)  I cannot  pretmd  to  say ; perhajis  to  laugh 
at  you,  btiMhat  it  no  reason  fur  your  benevolently  making  all 
the  world  laugh  also.  1 approve  of  your  being  angrj' ; I (ell 
you  1 am  angry  too;  but  you  should  not  have  shown  It  so 
outrageously.  Your  solemn  “ (f  aomebody  personating  the 
Editor  of  tbe.  Ac.  Ac.  has  received  from  Lord  B.,or  from  any 
other  person.”  reminds  me  of  Charley  lucledun’t  usual  ex- 
ordium when  people  came  into  tbe  tavern  to  hear  him  sing 
without  paying  their  share  of  the  reckoning— “ If  a maun,  or 
OTfff  tnauu.  or  onjf  other  maun.”  At  Ac. ; you  have  both  the 
same  rcHluiulant  eloquence.  But  why  should  j-ou  think  any 
body  »{»uld  personate  you  ? Nobody  would  dream  of  such  a 
prank  who  ever  read  jmir  composUJoni,  and  perhaps  not 
:nany  who  have  heard  your  conversation.  But  1 have  be».*n 
inoculated  with  a little  of  your  prolixity.  The  fai'tis,  my 
dear  Roberts,  that  aomebody  lias  tric'd  to  moke  a fool  of  you, 
and  what  he  did  nut  succeed  in  doing,  you  have  done  for  him 
ai)«l  for  yourself. 

With  regard  to  the  poem  itself,  or  the  author,  whom  I can- 
not find  out.  (can  you?)  I have  notiiing  to  say ; my  business 

its  while.  In  « psUJic  t«  Riike  n wrkui  reply.  A*  «v  are  nr<  «d 

iwclosei,  we  W%a*l  iMseearitiwe  this  lo  iwtSi*.*— 

Uf4.  CrMc.] 
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ii  «ith  you.  I <un  »ure  Uiat  }ou  «lll,  upon  imxmk)  UtoufhU, 
Jje  tvally  obliged  to  me  for  Ur*  Intention  of  thii  letter,  how- 
ever far  short  my  cxprcisiuns  may  have  fallen  of  the  sincere 
good  will,  admiration,  and  thorough  esteem,  with  which  1 am 
ever,  my  dear  Roiicrtt. 

Must  truly ^)urs. 

WoMTtSY  CLcrreaitueit. 

.vtt.  ilk,  iai9. 

LUiU 

P.  S.  My  letter  b too  long  to  rerUe,  and  the  post  Is  going. 
I forget  whether  or  not  I asked  you  the  meaning  of  yuur  last 
words,  **  the  forgery  a groundless  Ortion.**  Now,  as  all 
forgery  Is  fls'tion.  and  all  hcUun  a kind  of  forgery,  is  not  this 
tautological  ? Tim  sentence  would  have  ended  more  strongly 
ij  with  '*  forgery;”  only,  it  liath  an  awful  Bank  of  Eoglaod 
sound,  and  would  have  ended  like  an  indictment,  besides 
sparing  you  several  words,  and  conferring  some  meaning  upon 
the  remainder.  But  this  is  mer%Torbal  criticism.  Good-ln  c 
— once  more,  yours  truly,  W . C. 

F.S.  ad.  — Is  it  true  that^he  SalnU  make  up  the  loss  of  the 
Review  ?—  It  is  very  handsome  In  them  to  be  at  so  great  an 
|i  expense.  Ttci'cc  more,  yours,  W. C. 


I Note  [B.] — Some  Oa^RRVATioNs  uros  an  Ahtici.s: 
,1  IN  HlACEWOOD's  MACAZINCy  No,  XXIX.,  Aucvet, 

1819. 

**  Why,  horn  fvow,  f yun  look  SAgrlly.*— 

I]  [See'*  Testimonlesof  Authors,”  No.  XVII.  ffisrc.  p.Wl.] 

;i  

TO 

;|  J.  D'ISRAELl.  KSt). 

'I  TUS  AUUBLB  AMS  INC.KNIOVS  AI  THOR  or 

••  TUB  CALAUmBa”  AND  “ Ul'StRMJI  Of  At  THORS 
TUII  ADUlrlONAt  QUARREL  AND  CALAMITY 
IS  INSCRIDCD  BY 

ONE  OF  TUn  .WMBER. 

Rar«nnii,  Much  t.V  lAyO. 

Thr  life  of  a writer”  has  been  said,  by  Pope.  I believe,  to 
■ be  “ o varfarf  ufmn  farth."  h*  far  as  my  own  experieme 
' has  gone,  1 have  nothing  to  say  against  the  proposition  ; ju.d, 
j{  like  the  rest,  haring  once  plunged  into  this  state  of  hostility, 

II  must,  however  reluctantly,  carry  it  on.  An  article  has  ap- 
peared In  a perioillcal  work,  entitled  ” Hemarks  on  Don 
Juan,"  which  has  been  so  full  of  this  spirit,  on  the  part  of  the 
w'riter,  as  to  require  some  observations  on  mine. 

In  the  first  place,  I am  not  aware  by  what  right  the  writer 
assumes  this  work,  which  is  anun)inous,  to  be  iny  produclion. 
Hr  will  answer,  that  there  ti  Internal  evidence ; that  U to  say, 
that  there  arc  passages  which  appear  to  be  w ritten  lu  my 
name,  or  in  my  manner.  But  might  not  this  have  been  done 
i ' on  purpose  by  another  ? He  will  say,  why  not  tlien  deny  It  ? 

To  this  I could  answer,  that  of  all  the  things  attrlbutiNl  to 
1 1 me  within  the  last  five  years,— Pilgrimages  tn  Jems.vlem. 

1 1 Deaths  upon  Pale  Horses,  Odes  to  the  Laud  of  the  Gaul. 
1 1 Adieus  to  England.  Songs  to  M idame  las  Valctte,  CMes  to 
I j St.  Helena,  Vampires,  and  what  i.ot,— of  which,  God  knows 
! I 1 never  composed  nor  read  a syllable  beyond  their  titles  i.i 
' 1 ailvrrtlicmoDli.—  I never  thought  it  worth  while  to  disavow 
l'  any,  except  oac  which  came  linked  with  an  account  of  my 
••  residence  in  the  Hie  of  Mltylcoe,”  where  1 nevCT  resided, 

I 11a  Sheridan*!  refneily  of  "The  RlvaU.**] 

y lire  Kteekwood.  veL  III.  e*  ZtR.  l.ortl  B.,  wt  ll  nrerS"  ffotn  one  rf 
hb  Mteo.  euTitwU  |ihf>ugh  ony«id;)  thb  piiwc  to  the  Kei.tW.dsUnMTs  , 

A {**  .As  the  pAmege  vu  rurtsJlerf  In  the  vfMs,  1 take  thb  er-rK>nanil'r 
1 ed  rntorliis;  it.  in  tJie  Qoutert;  Kevleer  (vol.  uL  p.o(n>.),  sfcAing  inel> 


and  appeared  U>  be  carrying  the  amusement  of  those  persons, 
who  think  my  name  can  be  of  any  use  to  them,  a little  too  far. 

I should  hardly,  therefore,  if  I did  not  take  the  trouble  to 
disavow  these  things  published  In  my  uame,  and  yet  not  mine, 
go  out  of  my  way  to  deny  an  anon)rmous  work  ; which  might 
a|>pear  an  act  of  supererogation.  ^Vith  regard  to  Don  Juan. 

I neither  deny  our  admit  it  to  be  mine—  everybodv  may 
form  their  own  opinion  ; but,  if  there  be  any  who  now,  or  In 
the  progress  uf  that  poi*m.  if  It  is  to  be  continued,  or 
should  feel  themselves  so  aggrieved  as  to  require  a more 
explicit  answer,  privately  and  personally,  they  shall  have  it. 

1 have  never  shrunk  from  the  res|>ODslbUlty  of  what  I hare 
written,  and  have  more  than  once  incurred  obloquy  by  ne- 
glecting to  disavow  what  was  attributed  to  ray  pen  without 
foundation. 

The  greater  part,  however,  of  the  **  Remarks  on  iJon 
Juan  ” contain  but  little  on  the  work  Itself,  which  receives  an 
extraordinary  portlim  of  praise  as  a composition.  With  the 
exception  of  some  quotations,  and  a few  incidental  remarks, 
the  rest  of  the  article  is  neither  more  nor  leas  than  a personal 
Attack  u}ion  the  imputed  author.  It  is  not  the  first  In  the  i 
same  publication:  for  1 recollect  to  have  read,  some  time  ago, 
stmlbir  remarks  upon  “ Beppo*’  (said  to  have  been  written  I 
by  a celebrated  northern  preacher)  ; In  which  the  conclusion  { 
drawn  was,  that  **  Chtide  Harold.  Byron,  and  the  Count  in  > 
Beppo,  were  one  and  the  s.ime  person  thereby  making  me  . 
turn  out  to  lie,  as  Mrs.  Malaprop  > says,  **  htc  Ctrberns,  tkrxe 
gmtlfnifn  at  once.”  That  article  was  signed  ” Presbrter 
Angllcauus;”  which,  t presume,  being  interpreted,  means  ” 
Scotch  Presbyterian.’*  I must  here  observe, — and  it  Is  U 
once  ludicrous  and  vexatious  to  be  compelled  so  frequeotiy  i 
to  repeat  the  same  thing. — that  my  case,  as  an  author,  U ' 
peculiarly  hard.  In  being  everlastingly  taken,  or  mistaken,  for  .1 
my  own  protagonist.  It  Is  unjust  and  particular.  1 never 
heard  that  roy  friend  Moore  was  set  down  for  a Gre-wor-  ' 
shipper  on  account  of  his  Guebre;  that  Scott  was  Identified  |j 
with  RoderifV  Dim,  or  with  Balfour  of  Burley ; or  iliat,  not-  j ■ 
withstanding  .dl  the  magicians  In  Thalaba,  anybody  has  ever  j 
t.iken  Mr.  .Southey  for  a conjuror  ; whori'oi  I have  had  some  i , 
diOiculty  In  extricating  roe  even  from  Manfred,  who,  as  Mr.  j 
Southe)*  silly  obsorrea  In  one  of  hU  articles  in  the  Quarterly. 

**  met  the  devlj  on  the  Jungfrau,  and  bullied  lilra*;"  and  1 [ 

answer  Mr.  Southey,  who  has  apparently,  in  his  poetical  Ufr,  \ 
not  been  so  successful  against  the  great  enemy,  that,  in  this.  ‘ 
Manfred  exactly  followed  the  sacred  precept,- “ Resist  the  I 
devil,  and  he  will  flee  from  you.”—  I shall  have  more  to  sar  . 
on  the  subject  of  this  person— not  tlie  devil,  but  his  most  ^ 
bumble  servant  Mr.  Southey -_licfore  1 conclude;  but,  for  | 
the  present,  I must  return  to  llie  article  in  the  Edinburgh  > 
Ufagazinc.  I 

In  the  course  of  this  article,  amidst  some  extraordinary  : 
observationi, there  occurthc  following  words;—**  Itaj^»ears,  I 
in  short,  as  If  this  miierablr  man.  having  exhausted  reerg  I 
spectes  of  sensual  gratification,  - having  drained  the  rap  of  ^ 
sin  even  to  its  bittemt  dregs,  were  resolved  to  show  us  that  j 
he  is  no  longer  a human  bring  even  in  his  ft.TiltIcs,  — but  a 
cool,  unconcerned  fiend,  laughing  with  a detestable  glee  over  i 
the  whole  of  the  better  and  worse  elements  of  which  hurann  I 
life  Is  composed.”  In  another  place  there  apfwars.  **  the  ' 
lurking-place  of  his  selfish  and  polluted  exile.”—*'  By  my  j’ 
Iroib.  these  be  bitter  words  I ” — ^Vith  regard  to  the  first 
sentence,  I shall  content  myself  with  observing,  that  it 
appears  to  have  been  composed  for  SardanapaJus.  Tiberius, 
the  Regent  Duke  of  Orleans,  or  I-ouU  XV. ; and  that  t have 
copied  U with  as  much  lDdi£fhr>*nce  as  I would  a passage 
from  Suetonius,  or  from  any  of  the  private  memoirs  of  the 
regency,  conceiving  it  to  be  amply  refilled  the  terms  in 
which  it  U expressed,  and  to  b«  utterly  inapplicable  to  any 
private  Indirldiul.  On  the  words,  ” lurLlng-plare.”  and 
selfish  and  polluted  exile,”  1 have  something  more  to  say.— 

OrtRally  of  ih*  JimKlVnu.  I uUI,  ' It  wu  th'*  wen*  where  Lord  fivnie'i 
MAnfrrd  mrt  ih«  drrii,  wtd  homed  blm-^lhmrh  the  Oewl  mwst  ba«e 
vi>n  hu  came  brforo  wij  tribona)  In  tbU  wavM,  nr  (be  ncti,  if  he  >uut 
net  rtewint  n»re  ftrl’l;  Ibr  himself  Ibnn  hl»  arlroute,  tn  a rauw  of 
<tn«ultatton,  vm  CW  btm.'*'—NeuTRiv.] 
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How  for  tb«  CApiUl  city  of  a fortrnnrat,  which  iiinrlred  the 
ridMltudei  of  thirteen  hundred  )w«rt,  and  might  ftill  hare 
exUted  but  for  the  treachery  of  Buonaparte,  and  the  iniquity 

of  bU  tmitatora. a city,  which  was  the  emporium  of  Europe 

when  London  and  Edinburgh  were  dens  of  barbarlAns,  — 

! may  be  termed  a “ luri0og>place.'*  1 leave  to  those  who  have 
' j aeon  or  heard  of  Venice  to  decide.  How  far  my  exile  may 
• I bare  been  *'  polluted,"  it  is  not  for  me  to  say.  because  the  , 
jl  word  is  a wide  one,  and.  with  »ome  of  its  branches,  may  | 

I chance  to  overshadow  the  actions  of  most  men  ; 'but  that  it 
, has  been  '*  $e(fi»k  " 1 deny.  If.  to  the  extent  of  my  means 
‘1  and  my  pwwer,  and  my  infonnation  of  their  calamllU'S,  to 

II  have  assisted  many  miserable  beings,  reduced  by  the  decay 

I i of  the  place  of  their  birth,  and  their  cocuequent  loss  of  sub* 

stance  — if  to  have  nercr  rejected  an  application  which 
! appeared  founded  on  truth  — If  to  bare  expended  in  this 

I I manner  sums  far  out  of  proportion  to  my  fortune,  there  and 
elsewhere,  be  selfish,  then  have  I been  selfish.  To  have 

1 1 done  such  things  1 do  not  deem  much  ; but  It  is  hard  indeed 
,1  to  be  compelled  to  recapitulate  them  in  my  own  defence,  by 
i I such  accnsatlons  as  that  before  me,  like  a panel  before  a Jury 
N >caliing  testimonies  to  hit  character,  or  a soldier  recording 
I his  serrices  to  obtain  bis  discharge.  If  the  person  who  has 
’ I the  charge  of  " selfishness  " wishes  to  inform  himself 

M further  on  the  subject,  he  may  acquire,  not  what  he  would 
' wish  to  find,  but  what  will  silence  and  shame  him,  by  apply* 

1 1 ing  to  the  Consul-Gcnerai  of  our  nation,  resident  in  the 
1 1 place,  who  will  be  in  the  case  either  to  confirm  or  deny  w hat 
I 1 hare  asserted. ' 

I I neither  make,  nor  hare  crermade,  pretensions  to  sanctity 
j ! of  demeanour,  nor  regularity  of  conduct ; but  my  means  have 

been  expended  principally  on  my  own  gratification,  neither 

I I now  nor  heretofore,  neither  in  England  nor  out  of  It ; and  It 
I ! wants  but  a word  from  me,  if  1 thought  that  word  decent  or 
! ' necessary,  to  call  forth  the  most  willing  witnesses,  and  at 
n once  witnesses  and  proofs,  in  England  itself,  to  show  that 
1 1 there  are  those  who  hare  derirtd  not  the  mere  temporary 
1 relief  of  a wretched  boon,  but  the  means  which  led  them  to 
• immediate  happiursi  and  ultimate  Independence,  by  my  want 
! of  that  very  " ttlfithnfti,"  as  grossly  as  Etlsely  now  Imputed 
I to  mr  cooducL 

Had  I been  a selfish  man  — had  ! been  a grasping  man  — 
had  [ been,  hi  the  worldly  sense  of  the  word,  even  a pmdfut 
man,  — I should  not  be  where  I now  am  ; I should  not  bare 
taken  the  step  which  was  the  first  that  led  to  the  events 
which  have  sunk  and  swoln  a gulf  between  me  and  mine ; 
hut  in  this  respect  the  truth  will  one  day  be  made  known  : 
in  the  meantime,  as  Durandcarte  says,  in  the  Care  of  Mon* 
tesinos.  " Patience,  and  shuffle  the  cards." 
j I bitterly  feel  the  ostentation  of  this  statement,  the  first  of 
I the  kind  I have  ever  made:  I feel  the  degradation  of  being 
I ' compelled  to  make  it ; but  t also  feel  Its  trmik,  and  I trust  to 
I ' feel  it  on  my  death-bed.  should  it  bo  my  lot  to  die  there.  I 
am  not  less  sensible  of  the  egotism  of  all  this  ; but,  alas  I who 
I hare  made  me  thus  egotistical  in  my  own  defence,  if  not 
they,  who,  by  perversely  perststing  in  referring  fiction  to 
truth,  and  tracing  poetry  to  life,  and  regarding  characters  of 
. imagination  as  creatures  of  existence,  hare  made  me  person- 
ally responsible  for  almost  erery  poetical  detlneatinn  which 
fancy,  and  a particular  bias  of  thought,  may  hare  tcTMled  to 
produce  ? 

The  writer  coutlnues  : — " Those  who  are  arquaintnl,  « 
who  is  not  f with  the  main  incidents  of  the  private  life  of  Lord 
B."  &c.  Assuredly,  whoever  may  he  acquainted  with  these 
**  main  Incideols,”  the  writer  of  the  '*  Ilemarks  on  Don 
Juan  "is  not,  or  he  would  use  a very  different  language. 
That  which  I believe  be  alludes  toasa  **  main  incident,'*  hap- 
: pened  to  be  a very  subordinate  one,  and  the  natural  and 
I almost  inevitable  consequence  of  events  and  circumstances 
^ long  prior  to  the  period  at  which  It  occurred.  It  is  the  last 
I drop  which  makes  the  cup  run  over,  and  mine  was  already 

I I I**  l.«rS  Bttmi  WfV  ready  te  awM  (bv  dbirvMti).  and  be  wu 
' mow  ann vnutMJDr  in  ht«  rbarlttr* : tbv,  iMihbi  ant  J-lrnble  (W.t  abich 
j h>  s.<vv  evaj  is  si  bst  evn  Imit,  W aontrtbuud  Urg«4r>  by 
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full.— But,  to  return  to  this  man's  charge:  be  accuses  Lord  B.  1 
of  " an  elaborate  satire  on  the  character  and  manners  uf  his 
wife."  From  what  parts  of  Dun  Juan  the  writer  has  inferred 
this  lie  himself  best  knows.  As  far  as  1 recollect  of  the  female 
characters  In  that  production,  there  is  but  one  who  is  depleted  I 
in  ridiculous  colours,  or  that  could  be  Interpreted  as  a satire  { 
U|K)D  any  body.  But  here  my  poetical  sins  are  again  re- 
visited upon  me,  supposing  that  the  poem  be  mine.  If  1 | 

depict  a corsair,  a misanthrope,  a libertine,  a chief  of  Insur*  . 
genu,  or  an  infidel,  he  is  set  down  to  the  author  ; and  if.  in 
a poem  by  no  means  asceriaiued  to  be  my  production,  there 
I appears  a disagreeable,  casuisUcal,  and  by  no  means  respect* 
i able  female  pedant,  it  Is  set  down  for  my  wife.  Is  there  any  l 
resemblance  ? If  tllero  be.  it  is  in  those  who  make  it : 1 can 
see  none.  In  my  writings  I have  rarely  described  any  cha*  j 
racter  under  a fictitious  name : those  of  whom  I bare  spoken  I 
have  bad  their  own  — in  many  cases  a itrunger  satire  in  lUolf 
than  any  which  .could  be  appended  to  it.  But  of  real  j 
circumstances  1 have  availed  myself  pletiliArlly.  both  in  the 
serious  and  the  ludicrous  — they  are  to  poetry  what  land-  { 
scapes  are  to  the  painter  ; but  my  Jfgurrt  are  not  portraits,  i 
It  may  even  have  happened,  that  I have  seised  on  some 
events  that  have  occurred  under  roy  own  observation,  or  in 
my  own  family,  as  I would  paint  a view  from  my  grounds,  i 
did  it  harmonise  with  my  picture  ; hut  I never  would  intro*  i 
duce  the  likenesses  of  Us  living  members,  unless  their  features  ; 
could  be  made  as  favourable  to  thrmsc-lves  as  to  the  effect : | j 
which,  in  the  almve  ioitance,  would  be  extremely  difficult.  j ; 

My  learned  brother  proceeds  to  observe,  that  " it  is  in  vain  (j 
for  Lord  B.  to  attempt  in  any  way  to  justify  his  own  beha- 
viour in  that  aflUir ; and  now  that  be  has  so  openJg  and 
aifdoctoHi/jf  invited  Inquiry  and  reproach,  we  do  not  see  any 
good  reason  why  be  should  not  ba  plainly  told  so  by  the  j 
voice  of  his  rountrj'men."  How  far  the  " openness " of  an  [ ’ 
anonjinous  poem,  and  the  “ audacity  " of  an  imaginary  cha*  1 1 
racter,  which  the  writer  supposes  to  be  meant  fur  Lady  B.,  |! 
may  be  deemed  to  merit  this  formidable  denunciation  from  i| 
their  " most  sweet  voices,"  I neither  know  nor  care;  but  j 
when  he  tells  me  that  I cannot  " in  any  way,/tur(fy  my  own  -! 
behaviour  In  that  affair,"  I acquiesce,  because  no  man  can  t 
"justify  **  himself  until  be  knows  of  what  be  is  accused ; and 
I have  iMver  had  — and,  God  knows,  my  whole  desire  has  | 
ever  been  to  obtain  it  — any  specific  charge,  in  a tangiblu  , 
shA|>e,  submitted  to  me  by  the  adversar]-,  nor  by  others,  j 
unleu  the  atrocities  of  public  nunour  and  the  mysterious  ' 
silence  of  the  lady's  legal  advisers  may  bo  deemed  such.  But  | 
is  not  the  writer  content  wlUi  what  has  been  already  said 
and  done  ? Has  not  '*  the  general  voice  of  bis  countrymen  '*  i 
long  ago  pronounced  upon  the  subject  — sentence  without  J 
trial,  and  condemnation  without  a charge?  Hare  I not  been 
exiled  by  ostrarUm.  except  that  the  ihells  which  pro*  ' 
scribed  me  were  anonymous  ? Is  the  writer  ignorant  of  the  j 
public  opinion  and  the  public  conduct  upon  that  occasion  ? ‘ 
if  he  is,  I am  not : the  public  will  forget  both,  long  before  1 
shall  cease  to  remember  either, 

7'he  man  who  Is  exiled  by  a faction  has  the  consolation  of 
thinking  that  he  is  a martyr ; hv  Is  upheld  by  hope  and  the 
dignity  of  his  cause,  real  or  im.-iginary:  he  who  withdraws 
from  the  pressure  of  debt  may  indulge  in  the  thought  that 
time  and  prudence  will  retrieve  his  rimimstaoces  : he  who 
U condemned  by  the  law  has  a term  to  his  banishment,  or  a 
dream  of  its  abbreviation  ; or.  It  may  bo,  the  knowledge  or 
the  belief  of  some  injustice  of  the  law.  or  of  its  Adminis- 
tration in  his  own  particular  t but  be  who  is  outlawed 
by  general  opinion,  without  the  Intervention  of  hostile 
politics.  Illegal  Judgment,  or  embarrassed  clrcumstaacea, 
whether  he  be  Innocent  or  guilty,  must  undergo  all  the 
bitterness  of  exile,  without  hope,  without  pride,  without 
alleviation.  This  case  was  mine.  L'pon  what  grounds  the 
public  founded  their  opinion,  I am  not  aware ; but  it  was  i 
genera],  and  it  was  decisive.  Of  me  or  of  mine  they  knew 

wM-klf  arwl  mcsHKIy  slIvvaBcct,  to  pmont  whom  bo  bad  never  seen,  m»4  1 

who,  M the  maw;  mebed  ibewi  W ether  heads,  did  dm  erm  knorw  who  ; 
WM  tbeSr  hni«&<Sov.~—  JlerrKsa.f 
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\ Itnle.  except  that  I h»d  written  wbat  ii  called  poetry,  wm  a 
nobleman,  had  married,  liecame  a father,  and  wa»  InroWcd 
, la  difference*  with  my  wife  and  her  relatives,  no  one  knew 
il  why.  because  the  per*oa»  tom|ilainiug  refused  to  stale  their 
grievances.  The  faihionable  world  vrai  divided  Into  parties, 

' mine  con.irting  of  a very  *mall  minorUy:  the  reasonable 
world  was  twiturally  on  the  stronger  shie.  which  hai'iiened  to 
! be  the  lady’s,  ai  wa*  roost  proper  and  polite.  The  press  was 

I active  and  scurrilous;  and  such  was  the  rage  of  the  day. 
that  the  unfortunate  publication  of  two  copies  of  verses, 
rather  compUmcoUty  than  otbcrwlic  to  the  subjects  of  both, 
was  tortured  Into  a species  of  crime,  or  constructive  petty 
t^ason.  I was  accused  of  every  monstrous  vice  by  public 

; rumour  and  priviite  rancour ; xny  name,  which  had  been  a 
knightly  or  a noble  one  ilnco  my  fAthers  helped  to  comjuer 
• the  kingdom  for  Wllllain  the  Nonnan.  wa*  lalutcd.  I felt 
1 that.  If  wbat  was  whispered,  and  muttered,  and  mur- 
rourwl  was  true,  I was  uu0t  for  England  ; If  false,  England 
! wa»  unfit  hH- roc.  1 withdrew : but  this  was  not  enough.  In 
' other  cmmtrles.  in  Swilterlaad,  in  the  shadow  of  the  Alps, 
]i  and  by  the  blue  depth  of  the  lakes.  I was  pursui-d  and 
, I breathed  upon  by  the  same  blight.  I crossed  the  mountains, 
j ; but  It  was  the  same ; so  1 went  n little  farther,  and  fettled 

I I myself  by  the  waves  of  the  Adriatic,  like  the  stag  at  bay. 
Ii  who  betakes  him  to  the  waters. 

I ’ If  1 may  judge  by  the  itaiements  of  the  few  friend*  who 

I ’ gathered  round  roe.  the  outcry  of  the  period  to  which  1 allude 

I I wa*  beyond  all  precedent,  all  parallel,  even  in  those  cases 
' where  political  motives  have  sharpcn<Kl  slander  and  doubled 

I j enmity.  I was  advised  not  to  go  to  the  theatre*,  lest  1 iliould 

I I be  hisicd,  nor  to  my  duty  In  parlljunent,  lest  I should  be 
iuiuUed  by  the  way;  even  on  Ums  day  of  my  departure,  my 
most  Intimate  friend  told  me  afterward*,  that  be  wa*  under 
apprehensions  of  riolcnee  from  the  people  who  might  be 
assembled  at  the  door  of  the  carriage.  However.  1 wa*  not 
deterred  by  these  coaiiicl*  from  seeing  Kean  in  his  best  cha- 
racters, nor  from  voting  necordiog  to  my  principle*  ; and  with 
regard  to  the  third  and  last  apprehension*  of  my  friend*.  I 
could  not  share  in  them,  not  being  made  acquainted  with 
their  extent  till  some  time  after  I had  crossed  the  Chamad. 
Even  if  1 had  been  so,  t am  not  of  a nature  to  be  much 
affected  by  roen't  anger,  though  I may  feel  hurt  by  their 

: aversion.  Against  all  individual  outrage,  I conld  protect  or 
I redress  myself;  and  against  that  of  a crowd,  I should  pro- 
' b.vhly  have  been  enabled  to  defend  myself,  with  the  aisisiance 
I of  other*,  a*  has  been  done  on  simUar  occasions. 

1 retired  from  the  country,  perceiving  that  I wa*  the 
! object  of  general  obloquy ; T did  not  indeed  Imagine,  like 
I Jean  Jacqu«*  Rousseau,  that  all  mankind  wo*  In  a ronspi- 
r.vy  agdnst  me,  though  I had  perhaps  as  good  ground*  for 

I j such  a chimera  as  ever  be  had : but  1 perceived  that  I had  to 

I I a great  extent  become  personally  obnoxious  In  England, 

, I ]H;rbai>s  through  my  own  fault,  but  the  fart  wa*  lodisputahle  : 

I the  public  in  general  would  hardly  have  been  so  much 
^ excited  against  a more  popular  character,  without  at  lea«t  an 
'*  accusMlon  or  a charge  of  forae  kind  actually  expressed  or 
! substantiated,  for  I can  bardly  conceive  that  the  common  and 

every-slay  occurrence  of  a *e|>aratlon  between  man  and  wife 
I could  In  itself  produce  so  great  a ferment.  I ihadl  say  nothing 
of  the  usual  complamU  of”  being  prejudged,”  “ condemned 
unheard."  **  unDumess,”  ” partiality,”  a:id  so  forth,  the 
,<  usual  changes  rung  by  parties  who  hare  had.  or  are  to  have, 
a trial ; but  1 was  a little  surprised  to  find  myself  condemned 
;i  without  t>e{og  favoured  with  the  act  of  acousation,  and  to 
perceive  In  the  absence  of  thii  portentous  charge  or  chvges, 
whatever  it  or  they  were  to  be,  that  every  ]>os«iblo  or  Impos- 
I slble  crime  was  rumoured  to  supply  Its  place,  and  taken  fur 
granted.  This  could  only  occur  in  the  case  ofa  person  very 
, I much  dUllked ; and  1 knew  no  remedy,  having  aln-adr  used 
' to  their  extent  wlmtever  little  powers  I might  posses*  of 
!|  pleasing  In  society.  I had  no  party  in  fashion,  though  I w.^* 

I afterwards  told  that  there  wa*  one —but  it  was  not  of  my 
l‘  formal  Ion.  nor  did  I then  know  of  Its  rxitteoce— none  In 
I : literature  ; ood  in  politics  I had  voted  wkb  the  Whigs,  with 

li 


precisely  that  importance  wbieba  Whig  vote  posaesMsta  thane 
Tory*  days,  and  with  such  personal  acquaiDtanca  with  the 
I lc.uiers  in  both  houses  as  the  society  in  which  1 lived  sanc- 
tioned. but  without  claim  or  ex|>cctation  of  anything  like 
friendship  from  any  one,  except  a few  young  men  of  my  own 
age  and  standing,  and  a few  others  more  advanced  in  life, 
which  last  it  had  been  my  fortune  to  serve  in  circumstances 
of  difficulty.  This  was,  In  fact,  to  sund  alone : and  I recol- 
lect. some  time  after,  Madame  de  Sucl  said  to  roe  in  S»  itxer- 
land,  **  You  should  not  have  warred  with  the  world  — it  will 
not  do  — U is  too  strong  always  fur  any  individual : 1 myself 
once  tried  it  in  early  life,  but  H will  nut  do.”  I perfectly 
acquiesce  In  the  truth  of  this  remark ; but  tiie  world  had 
done  me  the  honour  to  begin  the  war;  and  assuredly,  if 
peace  is  orttf  to  be  oltCaincHl  by  courting  and  paying  tribute  to 
it.  I am  uot  qualified  to  obtain  its  countenance.  1 thought, 
in  the  words  of  Campbell, 

” Then  wed  thee  to  an  exiled  lot. 

And  if  the  world  hath  loved  thee  not. 

Its  absence  may  be  borne." 

I recollect,  however,  that,  haring  been  much  hurt  by 
Roroilly's  couduct,  (he,  having  a general  retainer  for  me,  had 
acted  as  adviser  to  the  adversary,  alleging,  on  l*eing  re- 
minded of  his  retainer,  that  he  had  forgotten  it,  us  his  clerk 
had  so  m<any,)  I observed  that  some  of  those  who  were  now 
eagerly  laying  Che  axe  to  my  rooMrec,  might  sec  their  own 
shaken,  and  feci  a portion  of  wbat  (bey  hod  inflicted.  — His 
fell,  and  crushed  him. 

I have  heard  of,  and  believe,  that  there  are  human  beings 
so  constituted  a*  to  be  insensible  to  Injuries;  but  I believe 
that  the  best  mode  to  avoid  taking  vengeance  is  (o  gel  out  of 
the  way  of  temptation.  I hope  that  I may  never  have  the 
opportunity!  for  1 am  not  quite  sure  that  1 could  resist  it, 
having  derived  from  my  mother  something  of  the  '*  prrjn^ 
ei'tfMm  iitgcmum  I have  not  sought,  and  shall 

not  seek  it,  and  fterhaps  it  may  never  come  in  my  path.  1 do 
uot  in  this  allude  to  the  party,  w ho  might  be  right  or  wrong : 
but  to  many  who  made  her  c-iuse  ihe  pretext  of  their  owu 
bitterness.  She.  indeed,  must  hare  long  avenged  me  in  her 
own  fecUugs  ; for  « hatever  her  reasons  may  have  been  (arul 
she  never  adduced  them  to  me  at  least),  she  probably  neither 
cootempLvtcd  nor  coneeivnl  to  what  she  became  the  ineani 
of  conducting  tlw  father  of  her  child,  and  the  husband  of  her 
choice. 

So  much  for  “the  general  voice  of  hit  countrymen:"  1 
will  now  speak  of  some  in  particular. 

In  the  beginning  of  the  year  Ikl7,  an  article  appeJiredin 
the  Quarterly  Review,  written.  I believe,  by  Waller  Scott*, 
doing  gteat  honour  to  him.  and  no  disgrace  to  me,  though 
both  poetically  and  personally  more  than  sulBcirntly  favour- 
able to  the  work  and  the  auUior  of  whom  it  treated.  It  was 
written  at  a time  when  a selfish  man  would  not.  and  a timid 
one  dared  not.  hare  said  a word  in  favour  of  either  ; It  was 
written  by  one  to  whom  temporary  public  opinion  had 
elevated  me  to  the  rank  of  a rival  — a proud  distinction,  and 
unmerited ; but  w hlch  ha*  not  prevented  roe  from  feeling  as 
a friend,  nor  him  from  more  than  corresponding  to  that 
sentiment.  The  article  in  question  was  written  upon  the 
^ Third  Canto  of  Chllde  Harold ; and  after  many  obtervatloas, 
which  it  would  as  ill  become  me  to  repeat  as  to  forget,  con« 
eluded  with  ” a hope  that  1 might  yet  return  to  England.** 
How  this  expression  was  received  in  England  itself  I am  not 
acquainted,  but  It  gave  great  offence  at  Rome  to  the  mptrt- 
able  ten  or  twenty  thousand  English  travellers  tlien  and 
there  assciubled.  t did  not  visit  Rome  til]  some  time  after, 
so  that  I had  no  opportunity  of  knowing  the  fact : but  I was 
informed,  long  afterwards,  that  the  greatest  indignation  had 
been  manifcstesl  in  the  enlightened  .^ngln-elrcle  of  that  year, 
w hirh  happened  to  comprise  withio  it—  amidst  a considerable 
leaven  of  Welbeck  Street  and  Devonshire  Place,  hrokfn 
loose  upon  their  travels— several  really  wcll-bom  and  well- 

t [Sfv  Qaartoly  Review,  w'{.  svi.  p.  I Tt.) 
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{ bred  famiiin,  wbo  did  not  th«  less  participate  in  tlie  (eeUng 
of  ibr  hour.  “ Why  should  he  return  to  Eagland  ? *'  was  the 
general  eaclanutioo— t answer  It  is  a question  1 liare 

oocasionalljr  asked  mjself.  and  1 ncrer  ^et  could  give  it  a 
satlsfactorj  replj.  1 had  then  no  thoughts  of  returning,  and 
if  I bare  aojr  now.  they  are  of  buiinca,  and  not  of  pleasure. 
Amidst  the  ties  that  bare  been  dashed  to  pieces,  there  arc 
links  yet  entire,  though  the  chain  itself  be  broken.  'I'here 
are  duties,  and  coaocctioDS,  which  may  one  day  require  my 
presence— and  1 am  a father.  1 have  still  some  friendswhora 
I wish  to  meet  again,  and,  it  may  be,  an  etMuny.  These  things, 
and  those  minuter  details  uf  business,  which  time  accumulates 
during  absence.  In  erery  man's  aflairs  and  property,  may,  and 
probably  vtll,  recall  me  to  England  ; but  I shall  return  with 
the  same  feelings  with  which  1 left  It.  in  respect  to  itself, 
though  altered  with  regard  to  ludlriduals,  as  1 hare  been 
more  or  less  Informed  of  their  conduct  since  my  departure  ; 
for  it  was  only  a considerable  time  after  it  that  1 was  made 
acquainted  with  the  real  tacts  and  full  exU'nt  of  some  of  their 
proceedings  and  language.  My  friends,  like  other  friends, 
from  condllatory  motives,  withheld  from  me  much  that  litcy 
could,  and  tome  things  which  th^  $houid  have  unfolded ; 
however,  that  which  is  deferred  is  not  iMt  — but  it  has  been 
DO  fault  of  mine  that  it  has  been  deferred  at  aU. 

I hare  ailoded  to  what  U said  to  have  passed  at  Home 
merely  to  show  that  the  sentiment  which  1 have  de*cril;ed 
was  not  confined  to  the  English  in  F.ngtaod,  and  as  forming 
part  of  my  answer  to  the  reproach  cast  tipon  what  has  been 
1 called  my  **  selfish  exlie,"  and  my  voluntary  exile." 

Voluntary"  it  has  been  ; for  who  would  dwell  among  a 
people  entertaining  strong  hostility  against  him  ? How  far  it 
I has  been  " selfish"  has  been  already  explained. 

I I have  DOW  arrived  at  a passage  describing  me  as  having 
[ vented  my  " spleen  against  the  lofty*mindcd  and  virtuous 
I men,"  men  " whose  virtues  few  indeed  ran  eqttai meaning. 

I 1 humbly  presume,  the  notorious  triumvirate  known  by  the 
j name  of  " I.ake  Poets"  In  their  aggregate  capacity,  and  by 
< Southey.  Wordsworth,  and  Coleridge,  when  t^cn  singly.  I 
with  to  say  a word  or  two  upon  the  virtues  of  one  of  those 
persons,  public  and  private,  for  reasons  which  will  soon 
appear. 

When  Ileft  England  in  April,  1S16,  ill  in  mind,  In  body, 
and  in  circumstances,  I took  up  my  resldcnco  at  Coligny.  by 
the  lake  of  Geneva.  The  sole  companion  of  my  journey  was 
a young  physician  t,  wbo  had  to  maku  his  w ay  In  the  world, 
and  having  seen  very  little  of  it,  was  naturally  and  laudably 
desirous  of  seeing  more  society  than  suited  my  present  baidts 
I or  my  past  ex|>erlcDce.  I therefore  presented  him  to  those 

i*  gentlemen  of  Geneva  for  whom  1 bad  letters  of  introduction  ; 
and  having  thus  seen  him  in  a situaGoo  to  make  his  own  way, 
retired  fur  ray  own  part  entirely  from  society,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  otiu  English  family,  Uving  at  about  a quarter  of  a 
I mile's  distance  from  Diodati.  and  with  the  further  exception 
I of  soioe  occsuional  intercourse  with  Coppet  at  the  wish  of 
I Madante  de  Staid.  The  English  family  to  which  I allude 
I j consisted  of  two  ladies,  a gentleman  and  his  sou,  a boy  of  a 
j year  old.  * 

One  of  " thttf  fq/ly-rnfadcd  ttmd  rirtxum^  mew."  in  the 
words  of  the  Kdinburgh  Magasine,  made,  I understand, 
about  this  time,  or  soon  aAer.  a tour  in  Switterland.  On  bis 
return  to  Liigland,  hcdrculaied — and,  for  anyihing  1 know, 
invented— a report,  that  the  gentleman  to  whom  I have 
alluded  and  myself  were  living  In  promiscuous  intercourse 
with  two  sisters,  *'  having  formed  a league  of  incest " (I  quote 
the  words  as  they  were  stated  to  me),  and  indulged  himself 
' on  the  natural  comments  upon  such  a coojiinctiuu,  which  arc 
said  Co  have  been  repeated  publirly,  with  great  complacency, 
by  another  of  that  poetical  fraternity,  of  whom  I shall  say 
only,  that  even  had  the  story  been  true,  he  should  not  have 
repeated  it.  as  far  as  it  regarded  myself,  except  in  sorrow. 
The  tale  Itself  requires  but  a word  in  answer  — the  ladies 
were  not  sisters,  nor  in  any  degree  connected,  except  by  the 


secomi  marriage  of  their  respective  parents,  a widower  with 
a widow,  both  being  the  olfrpriog  of  former  marriages;  !| 
neither  of  them  were,  in  1^16,  nintderen  years  old.  " I'ro*  l| 
miscuous  intercourse"  could  hardly  have  dilgtiitcd  the  great  1 
patron  of  pantisocracy.  (does  Mr.  houtbey  ri-metnber  such  a {[ 
scheme?)  but  there  was  none.  ; 

How  far  Ibis  man,  who.  u author  of  Wat  Tyler,  has  born  \\ 
proclaimed  by  the  Lord  Cbaooellor  guilty  of  a treasonable  j| 
and  blasphemous  libel,  and  denouoceid  in  Ibe  House  of  j 
Commons,  by  the  upright  and  able  member  for  Korwich,  as  i 
a " rancorous  reoegado,"  be  fit  for  sluing  as  a Judge  upon  ' 
others,  let  others  judge.  He  has  said  that  for  thU  expression 
" be  brands  William  Smith  on  the  forehead  as  a calutnulator," 
and  that  " the  mark  will  outlast  bis  eplta|>h."  How  lung  : 
William  .Smith's  epitaph  will  last,  and  in  what  words  It  will  i 
bo  written.  I know  not.  but  William  Smith's  words  form  the  i 
epitaph  itself  of  Robert  Southey.  He  has  wriUeo  Wat  Tyler*  ' 
and  taken  the  office  of  poet  laureate  — be  has,  in  the  Life  of  : I 
Henry  Kirke  White,  denominated  reviewing  ••  the  ungentle  j 
craft,"  and  iias  become  a reviewer— be  was  one  of  the  pro-  i 
jectors  of  a scheme,  called  " pantisocracy, ” for  having  all  || 
things,  including  women,  in  common,  (fucry,  common 
women  ?)  and  be  sets  up  as  .x  moralist— he  denounced  the  ' 
battle  of  Blenheim,  and  lie  praised  the  battle  of  Wab'rliMS—  ^ , 
he  loved  Mary  WollstuncraA,  and  he  tried  to  blast  tlic  cha-  !! 
racter  of  her  daughter  (one  of  the  young  females  mentioned)  N 

— he  wrote  treason,  and  serves  the  king  — he  was  the  buU  uf  i 
the  Aniijacobiu.  and  he  is  the  prop  of  the  Quarterly  Review  ; 
licking  the  bands  that  smote  him,  eating  the  bread  of  hi* 
enemies,  and  intcmally  writhing  beneath  his  own  contempt,  ' 

— bo  would  fain  conceal,  under  anonymous  bluster,  and  a ' 
vain  endeavour  to  obtain  the  esteem  of  others,  after  having  i 
for  ever  lost  his  own,  bis  leprous  sense  of  bis  own  degradation.  ’ 
What  is  there  In  such  a mao  to  “ envy  ?"  Who  ever  envied  ! 
the  envious?  U it  his  birth,  his  name,  bis  fame,  or  hU 
virtues,  that  1 am  to  "envy?"  I was  bora  of  the  arisiocrlcy,  | 
which  he  abhorred  ; and  am  sprung,  by  my  mother,  from  the  t 
kings  who  preceded  those  whom  be  has  hired  hiuiseJf  to  ting. 

U caimot,  then,  be  his  birth.  As  a poet,  I have,  fur  the  past  i 
eight  years,  bod  nothing  to  apprehend  from  a com|>eGtioti ; I 
and  for  the  future,  “ that  life  to  come  In  every  poet's  creed,"  ; 
it  is  open  to  all.  1 will  only  remind  Mr  Sknithry,  in  the  \ 
words  of  a critic,  wbo,  IT  still  living,  would  have  annihilated 
Southey's  literary  existence  now  and  hereafter,  as  the  sworn  j 
foe  uf  charlatans  and  impostors,  from  Mocphcrson  down-  i 
wards,  that " those  dreams  were  Settle's  once  and  Ogilby 's ; " 
acMi,  for  my  own  part,  I assure  him,  that  w henever  he  and  bis  | 
sect  are  remembered,  I shall  be  proud  to  be  " forgot."  That  I 
ho  is  not  content  with  his  success  as  a poet  may  reasonably  ' 
be  believed- he  has  been  the  nine-pin  of  reviews;  the 
Kdhiburgh  knocked  him  down,  and  the  Quarterly  set  him 
up;  the  government  found  him  useful  In  the  periodical  lliu\  ' 
and  made  a point  of  rocomroendlog  his  works  to  purchasers, 
so  that  be  is  occasionally  bought,  (I  mean  his  books,  os  well  '! 
as  the  author,)  and  may  be  found  on  the  same  slielf,  if  not  || 
upon  the  table,  of  most  of  the  geoUcnieo  employed  in  the  i 
diSerent  offices.  With  regard  to  his  private  virtues,  1 know 
nothing- of  bis  principles,  I have  heard  enough.  As  for  os  {| 
having  been,  to  Uie  bust  of  my  power,  bcucvolmt  lootlvcrs, 

I do  not  fear  the  comparison ; and  fur  the  errors  of  the  | , 
passions,  was  Mr.  Southey  aiwayi  so  tranquil  and  stainless  ? ' | 
Did  be  never  covet  his  neighbour’s  wife?  Did  he  never 
calumniate  his  neighbour's  wife's  daughter,  the  offtpring  of  | 
her  he  coveted  ? So  much  for  the  apostle  of  paulisocrary.  • 

.Of  the  " lofty-mloded.  virtuous"  Wordsworth,  one  anec-  ' . 
dole  will  suffice  to  speak  his  sincerity.  In  a couversation  : ; 
with  Mr.  — upon  poetry,  he  concluded  with,  " After  all,  I 
would  not  give  five  shillings  for  all  that  Southey  has  ever  {’ 
written."  Perhaps  this  calculation  might  rather  show  his  1: 
esteem  for  five  shillings  than  his  low  esGmate  of  Dr.  Southey;  ' ' 


had  a shilling.  Wordsworth  is  said  to  have  bad  gmcrally 
1 (Mf.  Hid  Mn.  fUwlWr.  XfU*  Cl«rmani,*nJ  MokWr  SbeUry.) 

3 F 2 


1 (Dr.  Polhloti  ^ aMhw  of  the  “ Vsmptrc.*] 
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tixpmcc  out  of  It.  It  has  an  awkward  suuod  la  the  vaj*  of 
valtullon.  This  anecdote  was  told  me  by  persons  who,  If 
qtwted  bjr  Dame,  would  proro  that  Its  genenTo^f  is  poetical  as 
well  as  true.  1 can  give  my  authority  fur  this ; and  am  ready 
to  adduce  It  also  for  Mr.  Southey's  circulatloo  of  the  falsc> 
liood  before  mentioned. 

Of  Coleridge.  1 shall  say  nothing— icAy.  he  may  divine.  > 

t hare  said  more  of  these  people  than  1 Intended  in  this 
place,  being  somewhat  stirred  by  the  remarks  which  induced 
me  to  commence  upon  the  topic.  I see  nothing  in  these  men, 
as  poets,  or  as  individuals— little  in  their  talents,  and  less  in 
their  characters,  to  prevent  honest  men  from  expressing  for 
them  considerable  contempt,  in  prose  or  rhyme,  as  It  may 
happen.  Mr.  Southey  has  the  Quarterly  for  his  field  of 
rejoinder,  and  Mr.  Wordsworth  bis  postscripts  to  **  Lyrical 
Ballads,"  where  the  two  great  instances  of  the  sublime  are 
taken  from  himself  and  Milton.  " Over  her  own  sweet  voice 
the  stockdove  broods that  Is  to  say,  she  has  the  pleasure  of 
listening  to  herself,  in  common  with  Mr.  Wordsworth  upon 
most  of  his  public  appearances.  "What  divinity  doth  hedge" 
these  persons,  that  we  should  respect  them?  Is  it  Apollo  ? 
Are  they  not  of  those  who  called  Dryden's  Ode  " a drunken 
song?"  who  hare  discovered  that  Gray's  Klegy  is  full  of 
faults,  (tee  Coleridge's  Life,  rol.  I.  note,  for  Wordsworth's 
kindness  In  pointing  this  out  to  him.)  and  hare  published 
what  is  allowed  to  be  the  very  worst  prose  that  ever  was 
written  to  prove  that  Pope  was  no  poet,  and  that  William 
Wordsworth  Is  ? 

In  other  points,  are  they  respectable,  or  respected  ? Is  it 
on  the  open  avowal  of  apostasy,  on  the  patronage  of  govern* 
ment,  that  their  claim  Is  founded  ? Who  Is  there  who  esteems 
those  parricides  of  their  own  principles  ? They  are.  In  fact, 
well  aware  that  the  reward  of  their  change  has  been  any 
thing  but  honour.  The  times  have  preserved  a respect  for 
politic.al  consistency,  and,  even  though  changeable,  honour 
the  unchanged.  L^k  at  Moore : It  will  be  long  ere  Southej 
meets  with  such  a triumph  in  London  as  Moore  met  with  in 
Dublin,  even  if  the  government  subscribe  for  it.  and  set  the 
' money  down  to  secret  service.  It  was  not  lets  to  the  man 
than  to  the  poet,  to  the  tempted  but  unshaken  patriot,  to  the 
not  opulent  but  Incorraptfble  fellow*citUen,  that  the  warm* 
hearted  Irish  paid  the  proudest  of  tributes.  Mr.  SontUey 
may  applaud  bimself  to  the  world,  but  he  has  his  own 
heartiest  contempt ; and  the  fury  with  which  he  foams  against 
all  who  stand  in  the  phalanx  which  he  forsook,  is.  as  William 
Smith  described  it, " the  rancour  of  the  renegado,"  the  bad 
language  of  the  prostitute  who  stands  at  the  comer  of  the 
street,  and  showers  her  slang  upon  all.  except  those  who  may 
have  bestowed  upem  her  her  " little  shilling.’* 

Hence  his  quarterly  overflowings,  political  and  literarr,  in 
what  he  has  himself  termed  " the  ungentle  craft,'*  and  his 
especial  wrath  against  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt,  notwithstanding  tliat 
Hunt  has  done  more  for  Wordsworth’s  reputation,  as  a poet 
(such  as  It  is),  than  all  the  Lakers  could  in  their  fnterchangr 
of  self-praises  fbr  the  last  twenty*flre  years. 

And  here  I wish  to  say  a few  words  on  the  present  state 
of  English  poetry.  That  this  Is  the  age  of  the  derline  of 
English  poetry  will  be  doubted  by  few  who  have  calmly  con* 
■Idered  the  subject.  That  there  are  men  of  genius  among  the 
present  poets  makes  little  against  the  fact,  because  it  has 
been  well  said,  that  " next  to  him  who  forms  the  taste  of  Ids 
country,  the  greatest  genius  Is  he  who  corrupts  It."  No  one 
has  ever  denied  genius  to  Marino  >.  who  corrupted  not 
merely  the  taste  of  Italy,  but  that  of  all  Europe  for  nearly  a 
century.  The  great  cause  vf  the  present  deplorable  state  of 
English  poetry  is  to  be  attributf«i  to  that  ahsunlaind  system* 


I (Re*  Norkcx  <<n.onl  Hl'VBfiS  I.ifr.] 

S (TMMnI  vM  kimna  lealUn  poM  of  th*  *ni  In  vhkh  be 

floaTWicil,  «he  «UhMond  Ihe  icertcnl  torrugUon  of  tuSc  intmlnced  I17 
.M«rtno  and  hit  fillotten.  and  In  th*  “ Imitolnl  Imltaton  * of  !.»}■*  iW 
V«^ : mmI  h*  *f>*ned  • new  |Mth,  In  which  ■ crowd  iwMiOdcn  hot* 
vatnl;  md*0««aiw  loftillow  him.  — Poarvin.)  1 

3 (**  The  t.oT*«  of  the  Triancle*,'  the  joint  prodactioo  of  M*iwv  ran-  ^ 
ning  and  Pnrr*.} 

4 OoMemiih  hss  onilciMted  lh«  dedtHtion  of  the  l.«k»  poetry,  o»  fhr  u 1 
•och  thJnjct  can  h*  dcAned.  **  Uentbmcn,  th*  jirewnt  pbK*  U not  of  yemr  I 


atic  depreciation  of  Pope,  in  which,  for  the  last  few  years, 
there  has  been  a kind  of  epidemical  concurrence.  Men  of 
the  must  opposite  opinions  bare  united  upon  this  topic. 
Warton  and  Churchill  began  it,  having  borrowed  the  hint 
probably  from  the  heroes  of  the  Dunclad,  and  their  own 
internal  conviction  that  tJieir  proper  reputation  can  be  as 
nothing  till  the  most  perfect  and  harmonloui  of  poeis  — he 
who,  having  no  fault,  has  had  axasoN  made  his  reproach  — 
was  reduced  to  what  they  conceived  to  be  his  level ; hut  even 
iMep  dared  not  degrade  him  below  Drydcn.  Goldsmith,  and 
Rogers,  and  Campbell,  his  most  successful  disciples ; and 
Hayley,  who.  however  feeble,  has  left  one  poem  **  that 
will  not  be  willingly  let  die  "(the  Triumphs  of  Temper), 
kept  up  the  reputation  of  that  pure  and  perfect  style  t and 
Crabbe,  the  first  of  living  poets,  has  almost  equalled  the 
master.  Then  came  Darwin,  who  was  put  down  by  a single 
poem  in  the  Antijacobin  > ; and  the  Cruscans,  f?om  Merry  to 
Jemingham,  who  were  annihilated  (if  XotMing  can  be  said  to 
be  annihilated)  by  GllTord,  the  last  of  the  wholesome  lati- 
rista 

At  the  same  time  Mr.  Southey  was  favouring  the  public 
with  Wat  Tyler  and  Joan  of  Arc,  to  the  great  glory  of  the 
Drama  and  Epos.  1 beg  pardon,  Wat  Tyler,  with  Peter 
Dell,  was  still  In  MS. ; and  it  was  not  till  after  Mr.  Southey 
had  received  his  Malmsey  butt,  and  Mr.  Wordsworth^  be- 
came qualified  to  gauge  It,  that  the  great  revolutionary 
I tragedy  came  before  the  public  and  the  Couit  of  Chancery. 
Wordsworth  was  peddling  hU  lyrical  ballads,  and  brooding  a 
preface,  to  be  surcoeded  in  due  course  by  a postscript ; both 
couched  in  such  prose  as  must  give  peculiar  delight  to  those 
who  have  read  the  prefaces  of  Pope  and  Dryden  ; scarcely 
less  celebrated  for  the  beauty  of  their  prose,  than  for  the 
charms  of  their  verse-  Wordsworth  Is  the  reverse  of  Mo* 
llAre’i  gentleman  who  had  been  " talking  prose  all  his  life, 
without  knowing  it for  he  thinks  that  he  has  been  all  his 
life  writing  both  prose  and  verse,  and  neither  of  what  he 
conceives  to  be  such  can  be  properly  sidd  to  be  either  one  or 
the  other.  Mr.  Coleridge,  the  future  roles,  poet  and  seer  of 
Uie  Morning  Post,  (an  honour  also  claimed  by  Mr.  Fits* 
gerald,  of  the  " Rejected  Addresses  V)  »ho  ultimately 
prophesied  the  downfall  of  Buunaparte.  to  which  he  bhnself 
mainly  contributed,  by  giving  him  the  nickname  of  " lie 
C^Jr$iean,"  was  then  employed  in  predicating  the  damnation 
of  Mr.  Pitt,  and  the  desolation  of  England.  In  the  two  very 
best  copies  of  verses  he  ever  wrote:  to  wit,  the  infernal 
eclogue  of  “ Fire,  Famine,  and  Slaughter,”  and  the  " Ode  to 
the  departing  Year.’* 

These  three  personages,  Southey.  Wordsworth,  and  Cole- 
ridge, had  all  of  them  a very  natural  antipathy  to  Pope  ; and 
1 respect  them  for  It,  as  the  only  original  feeling  or  principle 
which  they  have  contrived  to  preserve.  But  they  have  been 
joined  In  it  by  those  who  have  joined  them  in  nothing  else : 
by  the  Edinburgh  Ileviewers,  by  the  whole  briorogeneous 
mass  of  living  English  pooti,  excepting  Crabbe.  Rogers, 
nitTord,  and  Campbell,  who.  both  by  precept  and  practice, 
have  proved  their  adherence  ; and  by  me,  who  have  shame- 
fully deviated  in  practice,  but  hare  ever  loved  and  honoured 
Pope's  poetry  with  my  whole  soul,  and  hope  to  do  so  till  my 
dying  day.  I would  rather  see  all  1 have  ever  written  lining 
the  same  trunk  in  which  I actually  read  the  eleventh  book  of 
a modem  epic  poem*  at  Malta,  in  1811,  (1  opened  It  to  take 
out  a change  oiler  the  paroxysm  of  a tertian.  In  the  absence 
of  my  servant,  and  found  it  lined  with  the  name  of  the  maker, 
F.jTe,  Cockspur  Street,  and  with  the  e|>ic  poetry  alluded  to.) 
than  sacrifice  what  I firmly  beUeve  in  as  Uie  Christianity  of 
English  poetry,  the  poetry  of  Pope. 


ffif  whSi-h  i-fMitefVom  the  pvfM  Ub*  paptTklln  tn  Mfinner ; 

thrr*  «r«  aoie  oT  tour  T untiMr««r  1>U«*  m It  { SI  U •**  hitlrrir»i 
cf  Kthtrt-  I onl5  t<*z  ;ou  11  en<lc«*r>ur  to  mak*  lotw  imiU  in  unikon  with 
m|n*.  with  ikt  tmm*  wtilk  i«aitb  / 

U'oaM  net  thl*  hn**  maii*  s }»imi*t  |>ro*n}  to  ib*  EsrurSoo.  sml  t)>*  oo*t 
•md  hit  iwU«t  f It  would  hs»c  an«w(r*d  fee  itisi 

it  net  mlbrtnnotrir  l««n  wrtitaa  fat  icoad  Kncltah. 
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But  tlio  Edinburgh  Kcrirwi>ri,  aod  the  I.Aker*.  and  Hunt 
and  liU  ichool.  and  erery  body  cUe  with  their  cchoni,  and 
even  Moore  without  a school,  and  diletUnti  lecturers  at  In* 
stitutlons.  and  cldcrlj*  gentlemen  who  tr^imUtc  and  Imltatr, 
and  jruung  ladles  who  listen  and  repeat,  baronets  who  draw 
indifferent  frontispieces  for  bad  |M>ets,  and  noblemen  who 
let  them  dine  with  them  in  the  countr}*.  the  small  body  of  tho 
wits  and  the  great  body  of  tho  blues,  hare  Utterly  united  In 
a depreciation,  of  which  their  fathers  would  have  been  os 
much  ashamed  as  their  children  will  be.  In  the  meAntime, 
what  luve  we  got  insicoil?  The  Lake  school,  which  betran 
with  an  epic  poem,  **  written  in  six  « rcks,”  (so  Joan  of  Arc 
proclaimed  herself,)  and  finlsiied  with  a ballad  comjmsed  In 
twenty  years,  as  “ Peter  Dell’s  •*  creator  takes  care  to  Infonn 
the  few  who  will  inquire.  What  have  we  gut  inste.rd  ? A 
deluge  of  flimsy  and  unintelligible  romances,  imitated  from 
Scott  and  myself,  who  hare  both  made  the  best  of  our  bad 
materials  and  erroneous  system.  What  bare  we  got  instead? 
Madoe,  which  Is  neither  an  epic  nor  any  thing  else  ? 'Fba- 
laba,  Kehama,  Oeblr.  and  such  gibberish,  wrictea  In  all 
metres  ar»d  In  no  language.  Hunt,  who  hod  powers  to  have 
made  **  the  Story  of  Rimini  " as  perfect  as  a fable  of  Drydcn, 
has  thought  fit  to  sacrifice  his  genius  and  bis  taste  to  some 
unintelligible  notions  of  Wordsworth,  which  I defy  him  to 

explain.  Moore  has Rut  why  conliuue  ? — AH,  with  the 

exception  of  Crabbe,  Rogers,  and  Camptien,  who  may  he 
considered  as  haring  taken  their  station,  wilt,  by  the  blessing 
of  God,  survire  their  own  reputation,  without  attaining  any 
rery  extraordinary  period  of  longerity.  Of  course  there 
mtut  be  a still  further  exception  in  favour  of  those  w ho, 
iiaring  oerer  obtained  any  reputation  at  all.  unless  it  be 
among  provincial  literati,  and  their  own  families,  have  none 
to  lose  , and  of  Moore,  who,  as  the  Burns  of  Ireland,  possesses 
a Came  wliicb  cannot  be  lost. 

The  greater  part  of  the  poets  ineotioncd,  however,  havo 
been  able  to  gatlier  together  a few  followers.  A paper  of  the 
Connoisseur  says,  that  **  it  Is  observed  by  the  French,  that 
a cat,  a priest,  and  an  old  woman,  are  sufficient  to  constitute 
a rcUgi  )us  sect  in  England.*'  The  same  number  of  animals, 
with  some  diflbrence  in  kind,  will  sulBco  for  a poetical  one. 
If  we  take  Sir  Georg<^Beaumont  Instead  of  the  priest,  and 
Mr.  Wordsworth  for  the  old  woman,  we  shall  nearly  complete 
the  quota  required ; but  I fear  that  Mr.  Southey  wilt  but  in* 
differently  represent  the  cat.  having  shown  himself  but  too 
distinctly  to  be  of  a species  to  which  that  noble  creature  is 
peculiarly  hostile. 

Nevertheless,  I will  no^  go  so  (or  as  Wordsworth  In  his 
postscript,  who  pretends  that  no  great  poet  ever  had  imme* 
dlate  fatnet  which  being  Interpreted,  meant  that  William 
Wordsw  orth  Is  not  quite  so  much  read  by  hit  eotrmporariet 
as  might  be  desirable.  This  assertion  Is  at  false  as  It  Is 
foolish.  Homer's  glory  depended  upon  his  present  popu* 
larlty : he  recited,  — and  without  the  strongest  impression  of 
the  moment,  who  would  have  gotten  the  Iliad  by  heart,  and 
given  It  to  tradition  ? Ennius,  Terence,  Plautus,  Lucretius, 
Horace,  Virgil,  .Efcbylus,  Sophocles,  Euripides,  Sappho, 
Anacrcou,  Theocritus,  all  the  great  poets  of  antiquity,  were 
tho  delight  of  their  cotemporariet.  The  very  existence  of  a | 
poet,  previous  to  Che  Invention  of  printing,  depended  upon  ' 
hit  present  popularity ; and  how  often  has  It  impaired  his  | 
future  fame?  Hardly  ever.  History  informs  us,  that  the  ; 
best  have  come  down  to  us.  The  resison  Is  evident;  the 
most  popular  found  the  greatest  number  of  transcribers  for 
their  Mss. ; and  that  the  taste  of  their  cotemporaries  was 
eorrtipt  con  hardly  be  avouched  by  the  modems,  the  mightiest 
of  wbi.m  have  but  barely  approached  them.  Dante.  Petrarch, 
Ariosto,  and  Tasso,  were  all  the  darlings  of  the  cotemporary 
reader.  Dante's  poem  was  celebrated  long  before  his  death ; 
and,  not  long  after  it.  States  negotiated  for  his  ashes,  and 

I [Tb*  vcJI-kn»«n  U>MS  Drwlw  ktlllno'«plrt«r»,  — 

" Tkrw  |M»fs  bt  dim  dkuot 
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disputed  for  the  sites  of  the  compiMltion  of  the  Dlvlna 
Oommedia.  Petrarch  was  crowned  in  the  Capitol  Ariosto 
was  permitted  to  pass  free  bythe  public  rohtier  wiho  hod  read 
Che  Orlando  Furloso.  1 would  not  recommend  Mr.  Words* 
worth  to  try  tlw  same  experiment  with  his  .Smugglers. 
Tasso,  DOtwlthsianding  tho  criticisms  of  the  Crutcontl, 
would  have  been  crowned  lu  the  Capitol,  but  for  his 
death. 

It  is  easy  to  prove  the  immediate  popularity  of  the  chief 
poets  of  the  only  modem  nation  in  Europe  that  has  a iKHHii-al 
language,  the  Italian.  In  our  own  Shakspeare,  Spenser, 
Jonson,  Waller.  l)r)'den.  Congreve.  Pope.  Young,  Shmitone. 
Thomson,  Johnson,  Gcildsmilh,  Gray,  were  all  as  popular  in 
their  lives  as  since.  Gray’s  Elegy  pleased  instantly,  a:>d 
eternally.  His  Odes  did  not,  nor  yet  do  they,  please  like  bis 
Elegy.  Milton’s  politics  kept  him  down.  But  the  Fpigrora 
of  Drydeu  and  the  very  s^e  of  his  work,  In  proportion  to 
the  lets  reading  time  of  Its  publication,  prove  him  Co  have 
been  honoured  by  his  cotem|>oraries.  I « ill  venture  to  assert, 
that  tho  sale  of  the  Paradise  Lost  was  greater  in  the  first 
four  years  after  its  puhliration.  than  that  of  **  The  Excur- 
sion ” in  the  same  number,  with  the  difference  of  ucurly  a 
century  and  a half  between  them  of  time,  and  of  thousands 
In  point  of  general  readers.  Notwithstanding  Mr.  M'ordi* 
worth’s  having  pressed  Milton  into  bis  service  as  one  of 
those  not  presently  popular,  to  favour  his  own  purpose  of 
proving  that  our  graudcUildren  will  read  him  (the  said 
William  Wadsworth),  1 would  recommend  him  to  begin 
first  with  our  grandmothers.  But  be  need  not  be  alanneU  ; 
be  may  yet  live  to  see  all  the  envies  pass  away,  as  Darwin 
and  Seward,  and  lloole,  and  Holes,  Hoyle*  h.tve  passed 
away ; but  their  declension  will  not  be  his  ascension ; he  Is 
essentially  a bad  writer,  and  all  the  failures  of  others  can 
never  strengthen  him.  He  may  have  a sect,  but  be  will 
never  have  a public;  and  his  **audientt"  will  always  be 
without  being  *^Jf/,”->excepc  for  Bedlam. 

It  may  be  asked,  why.  having  this  opinion  of  the  present 
state  of  poetry  In  England,  and  having  had  It  long,  as  ray 
friends  and  otliers  well  knew  ^possessing,  or  haring  pns. 
sessed  too,  as  a writer,  tho  ear  of  the  public  for  the  time 
beings  I have  not  adopted  a diffbrent  plan  in  my  own  com- 
positions, and  endeavoured  to  correct  rather  than  encourage 
the  taste  of  the  day.  To  this  I would  answer,  that  It  Is 
easier  to  perceive  the  wrong  than  to  pursue  the  right,  and 
that  1 have  never  contemplated  the  prospect  **  of  filling 
(with  Peter  Bell*,  see  its  preface)  permanently  a station  In 
the  literature  of  the  country.”  Those  who  know  me  best 
know  this,  and  that  I hare  been  considerably  astonished  at  the 
temporary  success  of  ay  works,  having  flattered  no  person 
and  DO  party,  and  expressed  opinions  which  are  not  those  of 
the  general  reader.  Could  I have  anticipated  the  degree  of 
attention  which  has  been  accorded  me,  assuredly  I would  have 
studied  more  to  deserve  it.  But  I have  lived  in  far  countries 
abroad,  or  in  the  agitating  world  at  home,  which  was  not 
favourable  to  study  or  reflection  ; so  that  almost  all  1 have 
written  bos  been  mere  paLulou._passion,  it  it  true,  of  dlflereot 
klnila,  but  always  passion : for  iu  me  (if  it  be  not  an  Irishism 
to  say  to)  my  imdifferemce  was  a kind  of  )uusion.  the  result  of 
experience,  and  not  the  philosophy  of  nature.  Writing  grows  a 
habit,  like  a woman’s  gallantry ; there  are  women  who  have 
had  no  Intrigue,  but  few  wliobave  had  but  one  only ; so  there 
are  millions  of  men  who  have  never  written  a book,  but  few 
who  have  written  only  one.  And  thus,  having  written  once, 

I wroio  on;  encouraged  no  doubt  by  the  success  of  the 
moment,  yet  by  no  means  anticipating  its  duration,  and,  1 w ill 
venture  to  uy.  scarcely  even  wishing  It.  But  then  I did 
other  thrill  besides  write,  which  by  no  means  contributed 
either  to  improve  my  writings  or  ray  prosperity. 

I have  thus  expressed  publicly  upon  the  poetry  of  the  day 
the  opinion  1 have  long  entertained  and  expressed  of  It  to  all 

3 (ChafiM  HerW,  e€  Trtnltr  CoIUkv,  CunkrklM,  miOov  «f  **  EsadaO 
m «|4e  1*  ttiirlMB  l■••k•.| 

4 [PWer  Bril  flrw  ta«  the  Hch(  In  iTM.  DixAng  thu  Umg  tnWfntl, 

pUne  Imv»  bewt  taken  at  dHTcrentUmea  to  njtka  the  production  Wei 
tmvctnhi  ef  a faiwirahie  raorrttmt  or  railiet.  to  at  H m Uana  wee- 
«*eMW/v  a Matinn,  huutv»  himbte.  In  the  tltmton  nv  cMk^n!_ 
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! who  hiTB  a»kc;i  U.  and  to  »omo  who  would  rather  r»ot  hare  I 
heard  it : a*  I toUl  Moore  not  eery  long  ago.  ••  wb  are  all  ' 
wrong  except  Uoger».  Crabbe.  and  Campbell.’**  Without 
being  old  In  jw$.  I am  old  In  dajr»,  and  do  not  feel  the  I 
adequate  iplrlt  within  me  to  attemjd  a work  which  *hould 
show  what  I think  right  in  poetry,  and  muit  content  myself  [ 
with  haring  denounced  what  U wrong.  There  are.  I trust, 

. younger  ipiriu  rising  up  in  England,  who,  neaping  the  con- 
tagion which  has  swept  away  poetry  from  our  literature,  will 
i recall  It  to  their  country,  such  as  it  once  wu  and  mayitill 
be. 

I In  the  meanUme,  the  best  sign  of  amendment  will  be  re- 
I pentaiKC,  and  new  and  frequent  edUiems  of  Tope  and 
I Dryden. 

: There  will  be  found  as  comforUble  metaphysics,  and  ten 

times  more  poetry,  in  the  “ Essay  on  Man,’*  than  in  the 
•*  Excursion.*'  If  you  search  for  passion,  where  is  it  to  be 
found  stronger  than  in  the  epistle  from  Elotsa  to  Abelard,  or 
In  Palamon  and  Ardtc?  Do  you  wish  for  inventloo,  iniagin- 
atiou,  sublimity,  character  ? seek  them  in  the  Uape  of  the 
Lock,  the  Fables  of  Dryden.  the  Ode  of  S.iiol  Ceriila’s  Day, 

, I and  Absalom  and  Achltophel : you  will  discorer  in  these  two 
poets  only.  aU  for  which  you  must  ranuck  innumerable 
‘ metres,  and  God  only  knows  how  many  trrUen  of  the  day, 
without  finding  a tittle  of  the  same  quailUes,  — with  the 
' addition,  loo,  of  wit.  of  which  the  latter  hare  none.  I hare 
not,  howerer.  forgotten  Thomas  Ilrown  the  Ywunger,  nor 
' the  fudge  Family  »,  nor  WhistK-crafl ; but  that  is  not  wit  — 
it  is  humour.  I will  s.iy  nothing  of  the  harmony  of  Pope  and 
! Dr)  den  In  comparison,  for  there  is  not  a livlug  j>oet  (except 
I Rogers,  Gifford,  Campbell,  and  Crabbe.)  who  can  write  an 
heroic  couplet.  The  fact  Is.  that  the  exquisite  beauty  of 
• iheir  rerslflcalion  has  withdrawn  the  public  attention  from 
their  other  excellences,  as  the  vulgar  eye  wiil  rest  more  upon 
the  splendour  of  the  uniform  than  the  quality  of  the  trooT>t. 
It  is  this  very  harmony,  particularly  in  Pope,  which  has 
raised  the  vulgar  and  atrocious  cant  against  him : — liecauso 
his  rersificatlon  Is  perfect,  it  is  assumed  that  it  Is  his  only 
perfection  ; because  his  truths  are  so  clear,  it  Is  asserted  that 
he  has  no  Invention  j ar»d  because  he  is  always  IntetUgible,  it 
is  Uken  for  grantcil  that  he  has  no  genius.  We  are  ineer- 
j;  Ingly  told  that  he  it  the  **  Poet  of  Reason,”  as  if  this  was  a 
reason  for  his  being  no  poet.  Taking  passage  for  iMssage,  I 
will  undertake  to  cite  inure  lines  teeming  with  tmafiination 
from  Po|>e  than  from  any  tvo  living  poets,  be  they  who  they 
may.  To  lake  an  instance  at  random  from  a species  of  com- 
IMMition  not  very  favourable  to  imagination  — Satire ; set 
down  the  character  of  Sporus’.  with  all  the  woodirful  play  of 
fancy  w hlch  is  scattered  over  it,  and  place  by  iu  side  an  equal 
! number  of  verses,  from  any  two  existing  poets,  of  the  same 
power  and  the  same  variety  — where  will  you  find  them  ? 

I merely  mention  one  Instance  of  many,  in  reply  to  the  in- 
justice done  to  the  memory  of  lum  who  harruonised  our 
poetical  langiuge.  The  attorneys*  clerks,  and  oilier  setf- 

I friend, 

n«l4^  in  hi«  to  appTWUlv  Uwt  Mcwiur  walk  ^ Ui«  art  Ml  whIHt 

' twhimwU  Mi«tran<{l|  trwt,  Ii>an  Ui  Ibe  uKmuwrm;*  wT  which  1 thou«ht 
Mm  ruilij . in  i-and»«'nng  sU  thow  wh«  «to«jd  «p  Rw  pankwlw  ” wbnnt*  • 
a(  uiwtrv.  and  v«,  at  ih*  avm  Umw,  maintainjivc  ••4‘tclwMT*  a tfrwj  ^ 

I ihr  Ml  tUmavlf.  Hew  llu)«.  Iwiwmr.  lie  atmiUc-t  to  th«  gtvunUa  or 
' ilwcvm  et  inr  diMwnt  fmn  him  will  appear  ibr  fitllawtng  «hol<w>Oe 
1 mterr  ol  nfwnVan  to  “l»rtwrh«l  Thwufhta;"  — "thw  of  my  iMdiOM 
i dinemM  tVocn  thmo  «if  mi  cgTOrmp-’iranot,  la,  that  the  prvMmi  la  net  a 
; Hlirh  aer  of  Rn*l‘J»pwrtry.  Tiwra  arr  mjrt  port*  fael-diianti  thaw  •»*» 

, th«T»  wrrv,  aMpieponMnalb  irtB  piOrtr*-  ThK  fSaru  1 lure  nuintaknml 
I ft*r  *<»m*  »WS  Nil.  ttrani.'o  to  pay.  ii  martrth  not  wlih  fareor  frnm  mt 
' lirrthrvn  of  ihw  iflrtJ.  Ktiw  .Moore  •!>*«•,  hi#  hnud,  and  tinnJy  beUr«« 

I that  M U thvgmnd  Sgrof  Bniwh  pooaT.*— .Miwaa-1 

« fjn  ISlt,  Mr.  Moire  poWHhrKl  « Thr  Tw^pennt  P.i*l-ha*  i by 
ThMDu  hrown  tb«  Veoigtw ; " and  in  1»19,  *'Tl*e  Fudr'^AaAlb  la 


3 r<*  IwiSperaaiTBnble  — 4.  What  f that  thlAKafMlk 

that  mrrr  whur  ciirB  of  aa»‘*  milk  > 
nwirv  or  inMe,  ala#  I ran  S|nnM  fret  * 

Whn  break*  a WiUrrftT  «i««  a wheel  * 

P.  Vet  in  n>«  n up  iht#  Ntg  with  tfiiUrU  wlr^ 

Thl«  pamtni  child  of  dm.  that  niok*  and  unga  i 
\Vhmr  Nitf  the  wKir  and  tne  fait  annoT^ 

Yet  wll  ne’er  ia#to#.  and  be<ui<  ne’er  unjoin; 

So  wei  -bfwd  «p«nw4i  CiriU;  driiwtit 
In  mwmbiina  of  (hr  ivne  they  darr  not  Mte. 

Kirmal  *mlVr*  hi*  e npUnm*  betray, 

-t*  \ha!lww  ttrrtm#  ran  dimpUnd  a'l  the  way. 
Whether  In  Aorvi  irapoterire  hr  »f>rak«. 

And,  M the  prompirT  brratha*,  tlie  *S*s*lBi 


rS 


educated  genii,  found  it  easier  to  distort  thems^ves  to  the 
new  models  than  to  toll  after  the  symmetry  of  him  who  had 
otichaoted  their  fathers.  They  were  besides  smitten  by  being 
told  that  the  new  school  were  to  revive  the  language  of 
Queen  Klixabeth,  the  true  English  ; as  everybody  in  the 
reign  of  Queen  Anne  wrote  no  better  than  French,  by  a . 
species  of  literary  treason.  ^ 

Blank  verse,  which,  unless  in  the  drama,  no  one  except  i 
Milton  ever  wrote  who  could  rhyme,  became  the  order  of  the 
day,  — or  else  such  rhyme  as  looked  still  blanker  than  the 
verse  without  iL  1 am  aware  that  Johnson  has  said,  after 
some  hesitation,  that  he  could  not  ” prevail  upon  hhnsclf  to 
wish  that  Milton  had  been  a rbyreer.”  The  opinions  of  that 
truly  great  man,  whom  it  is  also  the  present  fashion  to  decry, 
will  ever  be  received  by  me  with  that  deference  which  time 
will  restore  to  him  from  all  i but.  with  aU  humility,  I am  not  { 
persuiided  that  the  Faradlsc  Lost  would  not  have  been  more  I 
nobly  conveyed  to  pa»tericy,  not  perhaps  in  berok  couplets,  , 
although  even  thep  could  sustain  tlie  subject  if  well  balanced,  I 
but  in  the  stanxa  of  .Spenser  or  of  Tasso,  or  in  the  terxa 
riina  of  Dante,  which  the  powers  of  MUton  could  easily  have 
grafted  on  our  language.  The  Seasons  of  Thomson  would 
have  been  better  in  rhyme,  although  still  inferior  to  bit 
Castle  of  Indolence;  and  Mr.  Southey's  Joan  of  Arc  no 
worse,  although  it  might  have  Uken  up  six  months  instead 
of  weeks  in  the  composition.  I reconuuend  also  to  the  lovers 
of  lyrics  the  perutal  of  the  present  laureate's  Odes  by  the 
fide  of  Dryden's  on  Saint  OcUla,  but  let  him  be  sure  to  read 
Jimt  those  of  Mr.  Southey. 

To  the  heuven-bom  genii  and  inspired  young  scriveners  of 
the  day  much  of  this  will  appear  paradox  ; it  will  appear  so 
even  to  the  lilgher  order  of  our  critics  i but  It  was  a truita 
twenty  years  ago,  and  it  will  be  a re-ackoowledged  truth  in 
ten  more.  In  the  meantime,  I will  conclude  with  two  quo- 
totiutu,  both  intended  for  tome  of  my  old  classical  friends 
who  have  still  enough  of  Cambrklga  about  them  to  think 
themselves  honoured  by  having  bad  Jobu  Drydeu  as  a pre- 
decessor in  their  college,  and  to  recollect  that  their  earlieti 
English  poetical  pleasurea  were  drawn  from  tlie  ••  htUe 
nightingale”  of  Twickenham.  The  first  U from  the  notes  to 
the  Foem  of  Uic  ” Friends.***  • 

••  It  is  only  within  the  last  twenty  or  thirty  years  that  those 
notable  diK*ove:ies  in  criticism  have  been  made  which  have 
Uughl  our  recent  versirteri  to  undervalue  this  energetic, 
melodious,  and  moral  poet.  The  consequcuccs  of  lliis  want 
of  due  esteem  for  a writer  whom  the  good  sense  of  our  prede- 
cessors bad  raised  to  his  proper  sUtion  have  been  KCMxaocs 
Ai«M  utoaauixu  axofOH.  This  Is  not  the  place  to  enter  into 
the  subject,  even  as  far  as  it  q^nU  vur  poetnal  nttmbert 
alunt.  and  there  Is  matter  of  more  importance  that  requires 
present  rcflccUon.'* 

The  second  Is  from  the  volume  of  a young  person  leamiag 
to  write  poetry,  and  beginning  by  leaching  the  art.  Hear 
him:* 

Orsitheswrof  K»«,  fsmtlUr  te*d. 

It4ii'  fruth,  bslf  *«n«ra.  >)«U  lairartf  sUwwl, 
lu  |lvn^  ur  i-obtH-*.  »•  or  lie*. 

Or  M*.te,  ar  kotwi,  m rn^nve*.  >w  b «»>4Hmil». 

HI*  *U  «U  «ee-Mv,  tKat  >».t  Mm, 

Ni.>  hiih,  i»i»w  ww,  itow  m**WT  ap.new  iwUs, 

AnA  tehimwU  «n«  antlUiMU. 

A.ui|>l>ibio«*  Uuna ! mst  scUna  aihcr  r«rt, 

Tiw  tnfli'<x  I'-s.'Sd.  or  th«  c0rw|iw»t  hesn. 

P«|>  U the  tollrt.  fl*i»cT«t  s<  Uw  tiMwU. 

.>uw  UIM  ■ l*u* , S8il  BOW  *trwu  a lord. 

K*e'»  tcrai>nv  tbas  the  KsUuw*  hare  rspiWB  d, 

A ctMrwb  # t*fo,  ■ rrao'v  all  Ihe  r*^, 

lie#uty  ihsl  *hock»  jiw.  that  none  *111  n««i, 

Wit  OiM  ran  <iwq».  and  |#rlOe  Iba*  Uc«#  Ihr 

I'rol.  (a  .tar.) 

4 { tVfirten  by  bonl  Dyroo'#  early  frkmd.  the  Her.  Pranet*  Holit#on.1 

5 (Ina  martascTlpttKaecn  eHtrWMgaeflbejwnpkM.  dawU  .Va*.  It. 

18«I.  l^d  U>r«n  taysr-"  Mr.  Kaau  dKd  at  Kttow  aboat  a «aar  aftar  this 
• t»  wnUrti,  of  a cNrlWf  prjdu«*d  by  hU  hann*;  bur*!  a N-*»t  ve*to  an 
rewhnii  the  article  on  h»«  • fc.ndy*»*on‘  l«  She  ^pMrterly  IUv.e«.  I have 
load  the  ank>  N<a«  an*l»inic«i  and  uUiOB«h  M U Niter.  I de  n«  itunk 
f*«  a mm  •hoold  Mnimi  hniuetf  uilw  ktlle.1  N M.  But  a yooiw  maa 
litUe  dream*  wtxai  be  must  IneviuWy  toceuitter  la  the  roum  rf  a nfe 
amUttoo#  ^ wtN*e  aoot***.  My  tndignaijem  M .Mr.  Kmu  • 4epreeiaii<*n 
uf  f**»c  ha*  fuudly  iwvmrtted  me  to  da  to  mee  » lut  own  *h«.h. 

Ituim  all  the  fsnta*tu:  f.yurtw*  of  hi#  «>1*.  *a*  awNawiediy  <4  gn-*t 
l•re>RlM.  ItU  fraetiwm  of’  Hrpwlen*  «*tn*  artwalij  Maiuiw*  by  the 
TiUBf.  an*l  t*  a*  *Bl>:imeaa  .ke^uilus.  H«  u a Icm  toear  UM-Uare  ; and 
the  mor»  so,  a*  M h;m*Wf.  hofurr  hu  death,  m »al4  to  have  been  perwiaded 
tha*  he  h#*l  not  uken  the  rl,(hi  flar,  and  «a*  r»41wmli«  hS*  style  apwt  the 
loove  claMwal  nualeUuf  the  lan^uac*-) 


APPENDIX. 


'*  Bat  ye  were  deed 

To  tbinfi  jre  knew  nut  of —were  clo*elT  wed 
To  mu»ty  Uwi  lined  out  with  wretched  rule 
And  compAU  vile ; m that  ye  tauKbt  a ichool  I 
Of  doUa  to  smooth,  tnlay,  and  cAtp,  and/Ct. 

Till,  like  the  cert^n  woods  of  Jacob'*  wit, 

Thftr  strtn  tcUisd.  Easy  vrtxs  the  task  : 

A thoujand  handicrafUmcn  wore  the  maik 
Of  |K»ety.  iU*fat^.  imtdoiii  race. 

That  blasphemed  the  bright  lyrist  to  hi*  face. 

And  did  not  know  it ; no,  ther  went  about 
Holding  a poor  deersptt  standard  out 
Mark'd  witn  most  flimsy  motto*,  and  in  large 
The  name  of  oms  Boileau  1*' 

A little  before,  the  manner  of  Pope  U termed, 

*•  A sci'rw,* 

Nurtured  hy /opptry  and  barbarism. 

Made  great  Apollo  niiuh  for  this  his  land.'** 

I thought  "/oppery"  was  a consequence  of  r^nenuntf 
blit  n'imporU. 

The  above  will  suffice  to  show  the  notions  entertained 
the  new  performers  on  the  English  lyre  of  him  who  made  it 
most  tuneable,  and  the  great  ireproveneats  of  their  own 
**  variasloul-'* 

The  writer  of  thU  it  a tadpole  of  the  Lakes,  a young 
disciple  of  the  six  or  seven  uew  schools,  in  which  he  lias 
learnt  to  write  such  lines  and  such  sentiments  as  the  above. 
He  says  '*  easy  was  the  task”  of  imitating  Pope,  or  it  may  be 
of  equalling  him,  1 presume.  1 recommend  him  to  try  before 
he  is  so  positive  on  the  subject,  and  then  compare  what  he 
will  hare  Uun  written  and  what  he  hat  nour  written  with  the 
humblest  and  earliest  compotUioni  of  Pope,  producetl  In 
years  still  more  youthful  than  those  of  Mr.  Keats  when  he 
Inventeil  Ids  new  “ Essay  on  Criticism,”  entitled  *•  Sleep  and 
Poetry”  (an  ominous  titlcL  from  whence  the  above  canons 
are  taken.  Pope’s  was  written  at  nineteen,  and  published  at 
twenty-two. 

Such  are  the  triumphs  of  the  new  schools,  and  such  their 
scholars.  The  disciples  of  Pope  were  Johnson,  Goldsmith, 
Rogers,  Campbell,  Crabbe,  Gifford,  Matthias*,  Hayley,  and 
the  author  of  the  Paradise  of  Coquette*  * ; to  whom  may  be 
added  Richards,  lleber,  Wrsngham,  DUnd.  Hodgson,  Meri- 
vale,  and  others  who  have  not  lusd  their  hill  fame,  because 
**  the  race  is  not  always  to  the  swift,  nor  the  battle  tu  the 
strong,”  and  because  there  is  a fortune  In  fame  as  In  all  other 
things.  Now,  of  ail  the  new  schools  — 1 say  ail,  for,  ” like 
Legion,  they  are  many”  — has  there  appeared  a single 


scholar  who  has  not  made  his  master  ashamed  of  him  ? : 
unless  it  be  Sotheby,  who  has  imitated  everytxidy,  and  occa*  | 
slonally  surpassed  bis  models.  Soott  found  {>ecuUar  favour  | 
and  Imitation  among  .the  fair  sex:  there  was  Miss  Holford*, 
and  Mis*  Mltford',  ami  Miss  Francis'* ; but,  with  the  greatest  j 
respect  be  it  spoken,  none  of  hit  Imitators  did  much  honour  ^ ; 
to  the  original,  except  Hogg,  the  Ettrick  shepherd,  until  the  | 
appearance  of  ” The  Bridal  of  Trlermain,”  and  ” Harold  the  1 
Dauntless,”  which  In  the  opinion  of  some  equalled  If  not  sur>  I 
passed  him ; and  lo  I after  three  or  four  years  they  turned  • 
out  tu  be  the  M.'uter's  own  compositions.  Have  Southey,  or  I 
j Coleridge,  or  *t other  fellow,  made  a follower  of  renown?  ! 

, Wilson  never  did  well  till  be  set  up  for  himself  in  the  ” City  | 
of  the  Plague.”  Has  Moore,  or  any  other  living  writer  of  | 
repuiatibn.  had  a tolerable  imitator,  or  rather  disciple  ? Now. 
it  is  remarkable,  that  almost  all  the  followtrs  of  Pu{>e.  whom 
1 have  named,  have  produced  beautiful  and  standard  works ; 
and  it  waaoottbe  number  of  bis  imitators  who  finally  hurt  his 
fame,  but  thedespair  of  imitation,  and  the  rote  of  nocimiiating 
him  sniRciently.  This,  and  the  same  reason  w hich  <i  duced 
the  Athenian  burgher  to  vote  for  the  banishment  of  Aristides, 

*‘  because  be  was  tired  of  always  hearing  him  called  the  Just," 
have  produced  the  temporary  exile  of  Pope  from  the  State  of 
Literatura  But  the  term  of  his  oetracism  will  expire,  and  ! 
the  sooner  the  better,  not  for  him,  but  for  those  who  h»ni»h^  : 
him,  and  for  the  coming  generation,  who 

” Will  blush  to  find  their  fathers  were  his  foes.” 

I will  now  return  to  the  writer  of  the  article  which  has 
drawn  forth  these  remarks,  whom  1 honestly  take  to  be  John,  : 
Wilton,  a man  of  great  powers  and  acquirements,  well  known 
to  the  public  as  the  author  of  the  ” City  of  the  Plague,'*  [ 
” l«le  of  Palms,”  and  other  productions,  t take  the  liberty  ^ 
of  naming  him,  by  the  same  species  of  courtesy  which  has  | 
induced  him  to  designate  me  as  the  author  of  Don  Juan, 
r’pon  the  score  of  the  I.oke  Poets,  he  may  perhaps  recall  to  ' 
mind  that  I merely  express  an  opinion  long  ago  entertained 
and  specified  in  a letter  to  Mr.  James  Uogg  which  he  the  1 
said  James  Hogg,  somewhat  contrary  to  the  law  of  pens, 
showed  lo  Mr.  John  Wilson,  In  the  year  IHU,  as  he  himself  ! 
informed  me  in  hi*  answer,  telling  me  by  wayof  apology  that 
” hc*d  be  d— — d if  he  could  help  It;”  and  I am  not  con- 
scious of  anything  like  ” envy  ” or  “ exarerbatlou  ” at  this 
moment  which  induces  me  to  think  better  or  worse  of 
Southey,  Wordsworth,  and  Coleridge  as  poets  than  I do  now. 


I It  watai  Imt  agvMwwsr 
t So  <pvlt  t>7  tb«  Mtlwv. 

5  At  a tttlsnc*  w (hnr  linn,  OAd  le  the  wnwt  smt  tfntimoU  of  the  n 
1 will  yut  <to*n  a pa*M«v  wv  !»•  Sreia  >’«*>•'«  tariiMt  pocoa,  tat 
■I  raniata ; — 

*'  Envy  hef  <v«w  makca  thall  fcv(, 

And  Fwrcun«n  mflarn  her  twotan  whaai. 

That*  Paction  roar,  KaMtioa  b«t«  her  rhatn. 

And  fa*|an|t  PtirMs  tl.Irrt  for  bikiod  In  vatn.*’ 


The  v^l<t  SIX  n hit  »lnnitm  piumw  unfnUl, 

Hb  pHlMM  ami  brwM  that  fiamra  wkh  fntd. 

••  Round  hrvkw)  calummt  rlw^ioK  Itt  twlnwl. 

O’er  heap*  of  min  ilalk'd  the  tiauij  hiiwt; 

T^-fot  oOarmrioaoV'hX  la*nb»rctlm. 

And  bo«IU>c*  fill  the  ■otfW'd 


immortal  hrtrt  or  unxvnal  |mMe  : 

***h<M«  honour*  wttli  Incrcaac  at  tga  sr««, 

At  Mreaoit  roll  dovn,  enlarolnc  a*  the*  flow] 
Ntlouia  unbam  ;our  mlxhi*  naaiM  th^  ■oand. 
And  world*  appUud  ihat  itxui  not  i«(  ba  fimitd  ! 

Oh  mar  tame  tpart  of  ;mtr  cai««Ual  it*. 

The  laet.  the  maan«i  of  yoar  mm  uuptrr, 
iTIiat  on  weak  a inicii.  from  br  mrvuf*  vaar  fllabis; 
lilowt  while  he  reads  bill  iremalat  a*  be  witwh 
To  teoch  tain  « iu  a tcicnce  little  known, 

T admire  eupanor  tenae,  and  doutM  then  own ! * 

*•  A Biphion  there  the  Umd  creating  Ivr* 

Renkes  ami  behold  a nidden  Thetw*  srptK 
Cliteron't  ecliom  answer  lo  hk  call. 

And  bal/lha  r* "**"*-**»  talk  lato  a wall.* 

" Re  Zetabia'*  rarks,  tha  haaaiaetM  wmt  ^fraal. 
lUiM  ahRe  le  ai',  and  nblier  o’er  the  com  ; 

Faia  turn,  unfrii,  at  dM«anr«  rr.ll  aaa, , 

And  an  Ih’  lmpaaaiv«l>«  the  U«hlniiiiri  tday: 
Batenal  mas  tha  croatn*  maai  lupplr. 

Tin  tbebtgrhi  tnoantatn*  prop  the  incaabcat  *)rr. 
At  A0«  ftt'd.  each  boary  pile  appears, 

Tha  MhaCd  vlatm  d a ihoamd  Tcara. 


A ihoatand  tliniUr  p.  at »f»i  crowd  upon  me,  all  compciMd  hy  Pope  tiafora 
histaw-iarf^ieeariffA  .ear ; and  yet  H la  curitvtidftl  th«  he  k no  part,  and 
we  are  told  Mb,  tuth  lutes  at  1 bog  liic  reader  to  con<uarawith  thesa 
aetd^/isf  verses  of  the  **ne  pM.*  Mint  we  repeat  the  <{u«siion  of  Joheton, 
“ 1/  1‘tyf*  u M a peW,  •rAm  it  ftttr^  ts  St  jWnd  t “ Ksan  In  SttrripiSm 
pnecry,  the  Utrttt  depamnenl  of  Uw  an,  ba  atU  ba  CottiHl.  oa  a fair  exa. 
lalnatl'in,  to  *urpM  anv  living  ar.ter. 

4 [Thomas  James  Matthu*.  Kw)-,  tha  weC.knapwn  anthor  of  the  Pars 
raltkOf  Liutsiure,  lispsvial  KpitUc  to  Kiect  l.nne.  Ac.  In  ISU,  .Mr.  M. 
eilitcsi  an  edition  of  Ijray't  Works  which  the  Talvmity  of  t'smb^iga 
imhliihed  at  Its  own  espmse.  Lota  lijran  <Ud  not  admire  mu  ,erta9abla 
puet  tl<a  IcM  Cvr  toch  rnnvum  a*  the  lt>Uaa|rig  : — Afler  we  have 
out  prissaJ  hamage  to  the  pants  of  O.eeca  and  ot  aacbrai  Latium,  we  an 
Invlied  to  contempUie  the  literary  and  poeticil  dignity  of  modam  ItaJv. 
1 f Ut«  indamce  of  (Avsr  penuasUm  and  of  iktir  eiamptc  should  pravaii,  a 
ttiana  and  vteadj  light  nay  be  raluimned  sutd  diirutad  amottgtl  ui,  a light 
whkh  may  once  again  conduct  the  power*  of  oar  rUiiw  poets  from  tUd 
MsWisr  wweda,  /root  mtde,  ropfd,  as»d  afreetSid  prsdartWM,  from  an 
overweening  prmwm|dlaD,  and  frou.  U>edrtuai*e  conceit  of  a per  evisbiuhed 
raputaiMm,  to  the  labour  of  thmight,  lo  paitentand  repeated  Rttalanaf 
what  ib«T  wrUe,  to  • rveamra  tor  ihesnasIvcB  ai>d  fee  an  enlighwatii 
psibltc.  and  to  tha  litad  unbending  prliHliuai  d Iceiilnvaae  rotuposlilcai." 
_ ffT  fitet  to  Cvep.J 

A [ IV.  Thoma*  Brawn,  ueufuMst  d msrtU  phUoeophy  in  tba  t'alvirsUv 
cd  kdinborgh,  who  dunl  In  lAVU.J 

6 [Auih^^  '‘Wallaca,  or  the  Fight  d Falkirk,**  “Margaret  d 
Anjoa.*'  and  other  po«tn*.J 

7 I Miw  Mary  KumtI  Mltfced.  author  <d  **  Ctirktlna,  or  iha  Maid  d tha 

Soarn  heus"  **  Wallington  Hall,"  “t*ur  /kc.] 

k Mit*  EllM  Prastcls  piabUshod,  in  **  M UUben  4e  Wsverlry  1 
or.  thr  Bridal  kve.*'^  ' 

9 [*'  Oh  : I hare  had  tha  mori  amtntng  tottrr  ftarn  Hon,  (hr  EtMek 
mtestiat  nd  ihephsTd.  He  waiiia  me  ta  rarnmawad  him  10  Miirrs*  ; ai^, 
^Making  of  hU  pmeni  booktaUtv,  wluna  * blQ* ' are  never  * Ijrtcd,'  be  adds, 
ididtm  rtrSii.  • <)od  d— a him,  a,^  (hem  both-’  I laughed,  ansi  m woakl 
saa  too,  ai  iIm  way  in  which  thk  esecratioB  k Inteadurssi.  Tlwmbl  licgg 
U a ktrangp  being,  but  of  gratt,  though  uncouth,  nowarm.  I think  very 
hli^y  «f  tum  as  a dm  ; but  be,  and  half  d thuM  istitcb  ar*d  I^ke  troa* 
badotirs  are  spotll  by  Bring  in 
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although  I do  know  one  or  two  things  more  which  hare 
added  to  mf  contempt  for  them  as  indlvidiials. 

And  • In  return  for  Mr.  Wll»on'«  InrecUve I «hall  content 
mTtell  with  asking  one  question ; Did  he  oerer  compose, 
recite,  or  ting  any  parody  or  parodies  upon  the  Psalms  (of 
what  nature  tbit  deponent  saith  not),  in  certain  Jorial  meet* 
logs  of  the  yooth  of  Edinburgh  ?*  It  Is  not  that  1 think  any 
great  harm  If  be  did ; because  It  seems  to  me  that  all  depends 
upon  the  intention  of  such  a parody.  If  it  be  meant  to  throw 
ridicule  on  the  sacred  original,  it  is  a sin ; if  it  be  intended  to 
burlesque  the  profane  subject,  or  to  inculcate  a moral  truth, 
it  is  none.  If  It  were,  the  V»b<Uevrr»'  Creeds  the  many 
political  parodies  of  rarlous  parts  of  the  Scriptures  and 
liturgy,  particularly  a celebrated  one  of  the  Lord's  Prayer, 
and  the  bMutifui  moral  parable  in  &vour  of  toleration  by 
Franklin,  which  has  often  been  ukon  for  a real  extract  from 
Genesis,  would  ail  be  sins  of  a damninc  nature.  But  I wish 
to  know  if  Mr.  Wilson  erer  has  done  this,  and  (The  ha*,  ir*y 
he  shtnild  be  so  very  angry  with  similar  portious  of  Don 
Joan  ? — Did  no  “ parody  profane  “ appear  In  any  of  the 
earlier  numbers  of  Blackwood's  Migaiine  f 
I will  now  conclude  this  long  answer  to  a short  article, 
repenting  of  haring  said  to  much  In  my  own  defence,  atid  so 
little  on  the  **  crying,  left-hand  fidlings  off  and  national  de- 
fections ” of  the  poetry  of  the  present  day.  Haring  said  this, 

I I can  hardly  be  expe<^  to  defend  Don  Juan,  or  any  other 
I *•  living  ’*  poetry,  and  shall  not  make  the  attempt.  And 
1 although  I do  not  think  that  Mr.  John  WilsM)  has  In  this 
Instance  treated  roe  with  candour  or  consideration.  1 tnut 
I that  the  tone  I hare  uietl  in  speaking  of  him  porionally 
1 will  prove  that  I bear  him  as  lUUe  malice  as  I really  believe 
at  the  boUom  qfAti  heart  he  bears  towards  me ; but  tlie  duties 
of  an  editor,  like  those  ofaUx-gathercr,  are  paramount  and 
peremptorv.  1 have  done. 

* BYROX. 


Note  [C]. 


-Lord  Bacon’s  Ai*ori!THKG.Ms. 
p.  665.3 


Sec 


oB<ieRv.«TioNa. 

This  was  ftoi  the  por- 
trait of  a cardinal,  but  of 
the  pope's  master  of  the 
ceremonies. 


iiscon's  AromTiiroM*. 

01. 

Michael  Angelo,  the  famous 
painter,  painting  in  the  pope's  cha- 
pel the  portraiture  of  hell  and 
damned  souls,  made  one  of  the 
damnod  souls  so  like  a cardinal 
that  was  hit  enemy,  as  everybody 
at  first  sight  knew  it:  whereupon 
the  cardinal  complained  to  Pope 
Clement,  humbly  praying  It  might 
be  defaced.  The  pope  said  to  him. 
Why,  you  know  very  well  I hare 
power  to  deliver  a soul  out  of  pur- 
gatory, but  not  out  of  hell. 
lU. 

Alexander,  after  the  battle  of 
Granicum,  had  very  groat  offers 
made  him  by  Darius.  Consulting 
with  bis  capulns  concerning  them, 
Parmenlo  said.  Sure.  1 would  accept 
of  these  olihrs.  If  1 were  as  Alex- 
aisder.  Alexander  answered.  So 
would  1 . if  1 were  as  Parmenia 


t IThb  b wwflfthe  bisiit  whteh  hhdiow  «*• 

^ Uimn  >ncTshfmi  M tilm.  Th»  cmUwnsn.  lo  whom  ihc  boMlU 
in b brr*  sttrOi^sOiM owr.  vtOwr  Uwo « 
npon  lb*  of  ih*  nohl*  rmtt  w 

JkV5r«rtw  * frelSS  •einlrwiw  m omhwdo«lc  m h is  sl«s;s  sl»- 

targh.] 


It  was  after  the  battle 
of  IsBUs  and  during  the 
siege  of  Tyro,  and  nof 
immediately  after  the 
passage  of  the  Granlcus, 
that  this  is  said  to  have 
occurred. 


IM. 

AnHgonuf . when  U was  told  him 
that  the  enemy  bad  such  volleys  of 
arrows  that  they  did  hide  the  sun, 
said.  That  fails  out  well,  for  it  is  hot 
weather,  and  su  we  shall  fight  la  tlie 
shade. 

m. 

There  was  a philosopher  that  dis- 
puted with  Adrian  the  Emperor, 
and  did  it  but  weakly.  One  of  hit 
friends  that  stood  by  afterwards 
said  unto  him,  Methlnks  you  were 
not  like  youTteir  last  day,  in  argu- 
ment with  the  Emperor:  t could 
have  answered  better  myself.  Why, 
said  the  philosopher,  would  you 
have  me  contend  with  him  that 
commands  thirty  legions  ? 

1G4. 

There  was  one  that  found  a great 
massofmoneydiggingunder  ground 
in  bis  grandfather's  house  and  being 
somewhat  doubtful  of  the  case,  sig- 
nified it  to  the  emperor  that  ho  had 
found  such  treasure.  Theemperor 
made  a rescript  thus:  Use  it.  He 
writ  back  again,  that  the  sum  was 
greater  than  his  state  or  condition 
could  use.  The  emperor  writ  a new 
rescript  thus : Abuse  it. 

178. 

One  of  the  seven  was  wont  to  say, 
that  laws  were  like  cobwebs:  where 
the  small  flies  were  caught,  and  the 
great  break  through. 

209. 

An  orator  of  Athens  said  to  Dc- 
moithencs.  The  Athenians  will  kill 
youifthey  wax  mad.  Demofthencs 
replied.  And  they  will  kill  you,  if 
they  be  in  good  sense. 

221. 

There  was  a philosopher  about 
Tiberius  that.  looking  into  the 
nature  of  C^us,  said  of  him.  That 
be  was  mire  mingled  with  blood. 

97. 

There  wu  • king  of  Hungary 
took  a bishop  in  battle,  and  kept 
him  prisoner : whereupon  the  pope 
writ  a monitory  to  blm,  for  that  be 
had  broken  the  privilege  of  holy 
church  and  taken  his  son : the  king 
sent  an  embassage  to  blm,  and  sent 
withal  the  amour  wherein  the 
bishop  was  taken,  and  this  only  in 
writing Fide  num  hete  tit  vetti* 
JUiitnif  Know  now  whether  this 
be  Uiy  son's  coat  ? 

2C7. 

Demetrius,  king  of  Macedon.had 
a petition  oflbred  him  divers  tlmei 
by  an  old  proman,  and  answered  he 
had  DO  leisure  i whereupon  the 
woman  said  aloud.  Why  then  giro 
over  to  be  king. 


Ifpsns  sllart  Cm*,  think  bov  Bacim 

Tu»  wbaU.  Idgtatat,  mMiwvt  of  nxnkiiwt.*»  Pars  ) 


This  was  mot  said  by 
Andgonui,  but  by  a 
Spartan,  previously  to 
the  battle  of  Thermo- 
pylw. 


This  happened  under 
Augustus  Csesar,  and 
ttof  during  the  reign  of 
Adrian.  i 


This  happened  to  the 
father  of  Herodes  Atti- 
cus,  and  the  answer  was 
made  by  the  Emperor 
Serva,  who  tleserted 
that  bis  name  should 
have  been  stated  by  tbc 
**  greatest  — wisest  — 
meanest  of  mankind.”  * 


This  was  said  by  Ana- 
cliartli  the  .ScjthUn, 
and  not  by  a Greek. 


This  was  not  said  by 
Demosthenes,  but  to 
Pemostbencs  by  Pho- 
cion. 


This  was  not  void  of 
Caius  (Caligula,  1 pre- 
sume, is  intended  by 
Caius),  but  of  Tiberiu* 
himself. 

This  reply  was  not 
made  by  a king  of  Him- 
gorp,  but  sent  by  Ri- 
chard the  FI  rst,  Cceur  de 
Lion,  of  England  to  the 
Pope,  with  the  breast- 
plate of  the  bishop  of 
Beauvais. 


This  did  Slot  happea 
to  Desneirius,  tnit  P* 
Pktiip  RlngofMacrdofi. 


3 *'  (M«r«d  Pl«(clwr  (at  tamt  Welack  thi*  altorwacw)  la  ewn  out  t#««n 
or  ctgfas  apovhihaim*  of  Baron  la  wbScb  I hatf  dmrtotf  twch  wwtvWoo  m 
A Khoolb^  night  dntci,  raibw  than  voamiu  Such  aw  iho  swen ' What 
maw  UwT  ba.  «Imw  Mich  aa  1 can  MimliSo  on  their  wtlwakn  ar  ~ ‘ 
uieMi/  1 «uia» 

Jan.O,  IBkI. 


it  ■»  to  Ind,  for  1 and  that  I grow  cTwlcnl.'  — dynm  Diar^, 


Digitir  ' j by  f'oogli 
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VOLTAIRF. 

llaviag  itated  that  Bacoa  wa*  frequently  Incorrect  in  hU 
cUationi  from  biitory.  1 have  thought  it  neceoary  in  what 
regard*  lo  great  a najne  (however  triOlng).  to  lupport  the 
a**ertloo  by  »uch  fact*  ai  more  immediately  occur  to  me. 
They  are  hot  triflei.  and  yet  for  auch  triflei  a *choolboy 
would  bo  whipped  (If  *tlU  in  the  fourth  form) ; and  Voluire 
for  half  a doien  »imllar  error*  ha*  been  treatwl  as  a superfi- 
cial writer,  notwithstanding  the  testimony  of  the  learned 
Warton : — “ Voltaire,  a writer  of  m*cA  dffprr  rrsrarr*  than 
is  imagined,  and  ihe/rsf  who  has  displayed  the  literature  and 
customs  of  the  dark  age*  with  msy  degrtc  qf  prnrfro/io*  and 
comprehension.” » For  another  dlstinguUhed  testimony  to 
Voltaire’s  merits  in  literary  research,  see  also  I.ord  Holland’s 
excellent  Account  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  Lope  da  Vega, 
vol.  I.  p.  215-  edition  of  lfil7.* 

Voltaire  has  even  been  termed  ” a shallow  fellow,"  by 
»ome  of  the  same  school  who  called  Hryden’s  Ode  ” a 
drunken  song  ;"-a  seW  (as  It  Is  called,  1 presume,  from 
their  educalloo  being  sllU  Incomplete)  the  whole  of  whose 
filthy  trash  of  Epics.  Excursions,  Ac.  Ac,  Ac.  is  not  worth 
the  two  words  In  Zaire,  ” yous pirttrfx^;'  or  a single  speech 
of  Tancred : —a  ickoot,  the  aposUte  lives  of  whose  renegailoe*. 
with  their  tca-drlnkiug  neutrality  of  morals,  and  their  con- 
venlent  treachery  in  politlc*-in  the  record  of  their  accumu- 
lated  pretence*  to  virtue  can  produce  no  acffoM  (were  all 
their  good  deeds  drawn  up  hi  array)  to  equal  or  approach  the 
to\t  defence  of  the  family  of  Galas,  by  that  great  and  un- 
equalled genius— the  universal  Voltaire. 

I have  ventured  to  remark  on  these  little  Inaccuracies  of 
“ the  greatest  genius  that  England,  or  perhaps  any  other 
country,  ever  produced merely  to  show  our  national  in- 
tusUce  In  condemning  gnuraUy  the  greatest  genius  of  France 
for  such  inadvertencies  as  these,  of  which  the  highest  of 
EngUnd  has  been  no  less  guilty.  Query,  was  Bacon  a greater 
Int.llcct  thM  Newton  ? 

CAMPBELL.' 

Being  in  the  humour  of  criticiim,  I ihall  proceed,  after 
haring  rentured  upon  the  .llpi  of  Bacon,  lo  touch  upon  ono 
or  two  u truing  In  their  edition  of  the  Britllh  Poet.,  by  the 
Inrtly  eolebrated  Campbell.  But  1 do  thl.  In  good  wlU,  and 
tm.t  It  win  be  M taken.  If  anything  could  wld  to  my 
opinion  of  the  taleut.  and  true  feeling  of  that  gentleman,  It 
would  be  hi.  claulcal.  honeit,  end  triumphant  defence  of 
Pope,  again.!  the  rulgar  cant  of  the  day,  and  lu  ealitlng 
Grub-street, 

The  inadverteocle*  to  which  I allude  are.  — 

Flmtly.  in  .peaking  of  Jmlry.  whom  he  ncctue.  of  haring 
taken  " hi.  leading  character,  ftom  SmoUrtt."  Anitey’.  Bath 
Guide  wa.  publLhod  In  17C6.  SmolIetC.  Humphry  Clinker 
(the  only  work  of  Smollett’,  from  which  Tabitha.  Ac.  Ac. 
amU  baro  been  taken)  wa.  written  during  SmoUcIfi  hut 
rntdrwce  at  Leghorn  In  1770-“  Argal."  If  there  hat  been 
any  borrowing,  An.tcy  mu.t  be  the  creditor,  and  not  the 
deMor.  I refer  Mr.  Campbell  to  hU  oirw  data  In  hi.  llret  of 
Smollett  and  Anstry. 

Secondly.  Mr.  Campbell  says  In  the  life  of  Cowper  (note  lo 
page »«,  ,ol.  rll.)  that  ho  know,  not  to  whom  Cowper 
alludes  in  these  lines 

••  Sot  he  who,  for  the  bane  of  thousands  bom. 

Built  God  a cAwrc*.  and  laugh'i^iis  word  to  scorn. 

I I niMinnt — !•  . , 

' 1 rXiU  Voiulw  Uwrv  »■*  •*«  «v»i»  of Jtt 

lisamU  - ibsn  Volislr.  i uS  ibtjr  ettatoJy 


The  Calvinist  meant  Voltaire,  and  the  church  of  Femry, 
with  its  inscription  ” Deo  erexii  Voltaire.” 

Thirdly,  In  the  life  of  Burns,  Mr.  Campbell  quotes  Shak- 
speare  thus : — 

” To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  rose. 

Or  add/rcth  perfume  to  the  violet.” 

This  version  by  no  means  Improves  the  original,  which  it  as 
follows:  — 

” To  gild  refined  mid,  to  pidnt  the  liij/. 

To  Utroto  a perfume  on  the  violet,”  Uc.—King  John. 

A great  poet  quoting  another  should  be  correct : he  should 
also  be  accurate,  when  he  accuses  a Parnassian  brother  of 
that  dangerous  charge  ” borrowing : ” a poet  had  better 
borrow  anything  (excepting  money)  than  the  ihoughis  of 
another — they  are  always  sure  to  be  reclaimed ; but  U is  very 
hard,  having  been  the  tender,  to  be  denounced  as  the  debtor, 
as  it  the  case  of  Anstey  versus  Smollett. 

As  there  is  ” honour  amongst  thieves,”  let  there  be  some 
amongst  poets,  and  give  each  his  duo,— none  can  afford  to 
give  It  more  t>»jn  Mr.  Campbell  himself,  who,  with  a high 
reputation  for  originality,  and  a fame  which  cannot  be 
shaken,  is  the  only  poet  of  the  times  (except  Rogers)  who  can 
be  reproached  (aud  m him  it  Is  indeed  a reproach ) with  having 
written  too  httle. 

Uatenne,Jem.i>o  1821. 


CONVCIISATIONS  or  LOID  BYKOITg  AS  kXLATBI)  BV 
Thomas  MsnwiNp  £sq.»  comfaxxd  with  a Pox- 
TioK  OP  HIS  Loxdship's  Coxhespoxdekck. 

Trb  volume  of  ” Lord  Byron’s  Conversations”  with  Mr. 
Hedwin  contain  several  statemenU  relative  to  Hr.  Murray, 
hit  lordship’s  publisher,  against  which,  however  exception- 
able they  might  be,  be  was  willing  to  trtut  his  defence  to  the 
private  testimony  of  persons  acquainted  with  the  real  par- 
ticulars. and  to  bis  general  character,  rather  than  resort 
to  any  kitsd  of  public  appeal,  to  which  he  has  ever  been 
excee^ogly  averse.  But  friends,  to  whose  Judgment  Mr. 
Murray  Is  bound  to  defer,  having  decided  that  such  an  appeal 
upon  the  occasion  is  become  a positive  duty  on  hli  port,  he 
hopes  that  he  shall  nut  be  thought  too  obtrusive  in  opposing 
to  those  personal  allegations  extracts  from  Lord  Byron’s 
own  letters,  with  the  addition  of  a few  brief  notes  of  neces- 
sary explanation, 

Capt.  Maowix,  p.  167. 

” Murray  oSbred  me,  of  bli  own  accord,  1000/.  a canto  for 
Don  Juan,  and  afterwards  reduced  It  to  600/.  on  the  plea  of 
piracy,  and  complained  of  my  dividing  ono  canto  into  two, 
because  1 happened  to  say  something  at  the  end  of  the  third 
canto  of  having  done  so.” 

Loan  Byxoh’s  LcTTca. 

JZavcaisa,  Tehrtia/yjo  18S(X 

" Dear  3/err^, 

" / hare  copied  and  net  the  third  canto  if  Don  Juan 
tXTO  TWO,  beeauee  U mu  too  long,  and  Iteliyouthu  before. 


nr««v  vMld  b«mbt«  todiwovvroM  «hou>  thiwe  qnallUet  oalti 
•nd  Hi*  ntvmtM  vcmld  r*tn  ^»u*d«  u« 

csubwww*  cT«t(  UnpIt**  * ***><  vf  InfbrvDaliM  : Sat  tlwp  cmlr 
»ha«iDK  i)mI  s wans  ctf  bp  no  idcsoi  impUr*  an  vnbaranca  of 
Mtan.  ~ l^an  Hoi  lAMa.] 


"tl* 


'aloM 

}•  TOM  adoritl,  <|M>  t . 
ft  mionea  4 voas  <{ne  lo  ddWf**, 


4 r«|w,hi»pe«wa’*Afwod«»«a*,p.tM.  MalWk  adJUon. 

A [**  RMd  Cunpbatl'tPocU.  r«traetad  Tom**  ^Sa  of  thapan.  A 
vore,OM«cb  — *t7>*  — InuSUdaTnoa  of  Pppe  U Kl«n0UB. 

Ml*,  a U u*  am  caasa  toe, twi  no  inatiar,  X Is  mrj  suod,  aiai  Oai 
giaat  ctwUt.*— Oji^  tHary,  Jan.  10.  ISIII.J 


:d  1 V .t  H U^K' 
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hand,  bfcauMf,  i*  eaae  a»s  reektmimf(  btftatm  i/ou  and  mf, 
thett  Upo  art  only  to  go/or  o.x»,  tu  Iht*  tras  original  form 

ami  in. fact  the  two  together  art  not  longer  thamoneqf  thejlrrti 
to  rtmtmber,  that  /Aatv  not  made  this  divition  to  noi'itw.  upon 
Toir,  but  merely  to  tnpprett  tome  tedioutneu  in  the  atpect  <tf 
the  thing.  I thonld  kane  terved  you  a pretty  trick  if  I had 
tent  you,  for  example,  eankot  fifty  tUtnuu  each." 


CAfT.  Miowjn,  P- 

**  1 don’t  wUh  to  quarrel  with  Murnif,  but  it  teems  In- 
erHablo.  1 had  oo  reuan  to  be  pirsued  with  him  the  other 
daf . Cali|rnanl  wrote  to  me,  ofl^riof  to  purchoee  the  copy- 
right of  my  work!.  In  order  to  obtain  an  exclutlre  pririletre 
of  printing  them  In  France.  I might  hare  made  my  own 
term*,  and  put  the  money  in  my  own  pocket;  inttead  of 
which,  I encloeed  Galignanl’t  letter  to  Murray,  in  order 
that  he  might  conclude  the  matter  as  he  pleased.  He  did 
»o,  rery  adrantageoiuly  for  hit  own  luterett ; but  never  had 
the  complaiiance,  the  common  polltenett,  to  thaitk  me,  or 
acknowledge  my  letter.'* 

Lord  Btiom’s  Lrrrait. 

Ravenna,  96rc  i,  1820. 

•*  I hare  received  from  Vr.  Gaiigiuim  the  encloted  letiers, 
duplteatet,  and  receipti,  which  triU  cipiain  themtclres.  As 
the  poems  are  your  property  by  jmrehau,  right,  and  Jutlice, 
ALL  MATT8RS  Of  PVBLICATION,  ARS  FOR  YOU  TO  DXCIOI 

reoN.  7 know  not  hote  Jar  my  compliance  with  Mr.  G.'s  re. 
quest  might  be  legtd,  and  I doubt  that  it  would  not  be  honest. 
In  cate  you  choose  to  arrange  with  him,  I enclose  the  permits 
to  you,  and  in  to  doing  I wash  my  hands  of  the  butinett  aito. 
gelher.  I sign  them  merely  to  enable  you  to  exert  the  power 
you  Justly  possess  more  properly.  J will  hate  noMmg  to  do 
with  it  further,  except  in  my  answer  to  Mr.  GoUgnani,  to 
state  that  the  letters,  Sp:.  ^ are  tent  to  you,  and  the  causes 
thereof  If  you  cast  check  these  fitreign  pirates  dot  if  not,  put 
the  permsstire  papers  til  <Ae  jlre.  1 can  have  no  view  nor 
ot^ect  whatever  but  to  seemre  to  you  your  properly.'* 

Note. Mr.  Murray  derired  no  adrantage  from  the  pro* 

poted  Rffrcement,  which  wat  by  no  meant  of  the  importance 
here  ascribed  to  it,  and  therefore  was  never  attempted  to  be 
carried  Into  effect : the  documents  alluded  to  are  lUll  in  hit 
possession. 


Carr.  Mcdwik,  pp.  IC5— 171. 

Murray  has  long  prevented  the  * Quarterly*  from  abusing 
me.  Some  of  their  bullies  have  had  their  fingers  itching  to 
be  at  me  ; but  they  would  get  the  worst  of  It  In  a set-to. 

**  Murray  and  1 have  dissolved  all  cimnertion:  he  had  the 
choice  of  giving  up  me  or  the  Nary  LUt.  There  was  no 
hesitation  which  way  he  should  decide : the  Admiralty  carried 
the  day.  Now  for  the  Quarterly:  their  batteries  will  be 
opened ; but  I can  fire  broadsides  toa  They  have  been  let- 
ting off  lou  of  squibs  end  crackers  against  me,  but  they  only 
make  a noise  and  • • 

" * Werner  ’ was  the  last  tmok  Blurray  published  for  me, 
and  throe  months  after  came  out  the  Quarterly’s  article  on 
iny  Plays,  when  * Marino  Fallero*  was  noticed  for  the  first 
time.** 

Lord  Bteon's  LrrniR. 

Genoa,  lO&re  25.  1821 

“ / And  sent  you  back  the  Uuarterly  without  perusal,  having 
resolved  to  read  no  more  reviews,  good,  bad,  or  mdiffh-entt  but 
who  can  control  kit  fate  t * Oalignani;  to  whom  my  English 
studies  are  cor^ned,  hat  forwarded  a copy  of  at  least  one  ha^f 
qf  U in  his  indefatigable  weekly  compUation,  and  as,'  like  ho. 
nour.  U came  unlooked  foe,'  I have  looked  through  it.  I mssst 
say  that  upon  the  wholr  — /Ao/  is,  the  whole  qf  the  nai.rttAxcA 
I have  read  {for  the  ether  half  is  to  be  the  segment  qf  Gal’s 


next  week's  cirru/ar)  -~it  it  certainty  handsome,  and  anything  , | 
but  unkrnd  or  unfair."  ^ ^ 

Notr.  — The  passage  about  the  Admiralty  Is  unfounnod  in  | ' 
fact,  and  no  otherwise  deterring  of  notice  than  to  mark  its  | ^ 
absurdity ; and  with  regard  to  the  “ Quarterly  Review,"  his  > 
lordship  weii  knew  that  it  was  established,  and  constantly  1 1 
conducted,  on  principles  which  absolutely  excluded  Mr.  Mur- 
ray from  all  such  interference  and  influence  as  Is  implied  In 
the  Conversations." 


Capt.  Menwix,  p.  168. 

**  Because  I gave  Mr.  Murray  one  of  my  poems,  he  wanted 
to  make  me  bellere  that  I had  made  him  a present  of  two 
others,  and  hinted  at  some  lines  in  * Rngltsh  Bards ' that  were 
certainly  to  the  point.  But  I hare  altered  my  mind  con- 
siderably upon  that  subject : as  1 once  hinted  to  him,  I see 
no  reason  why  a man  should  not  profit  by  the  sweat  of  bis 
brain  as  well  at  that  of  his  brow,  Ac. ; besides,  I was  poor  at 
that  time,  ami  hare  no  idea  of  aggrandising  booksellers."  • 


Lord  Byron's  Lrttbr. 

" January  1 1816, 

•*  Dear  Sir, 

" Your  qffir  is  liberal  in  the  extreme,  and  tmwh  more 
than  the  two  poems  eon  possibly  beworth—but  IcanmH  accept 
it,  nor  wiU  not.  } ou  are  rtsast  welcome  to  them,  as  addilima 
to  the  coUeeted  volumes,  without  any  demastd  or  expecta/iom  on 
my  part  whatever. 

*•  BYROS. 

**  P.  S,  — 7 have  enclosed  your  draft  TOfl-V./or  fear  ef  ac. 
c'sdents  by  the  way.  — 7 irisA  you  seould  not  throw  temptation 
in  mine  ; d it  not  from  a disdain  qf  the  universal  idol  — nor 
from  a present  tuperfiutly  qf  hit  /rronircs—  7ron  assure  you, 
that  I refuse  to  worship  kim^but  what  is  right  is  right,  and 
must  not  yield  to  ctreumstastees. 

•*  To  J.  Murray,  Esq.'* 

Note.  ~ The  above  letter  relates  to  a draft  for  1,000 
guineas,  offered  by  Hr.  Moiray  fur  two  poems,  the  Siege  of 
Corinth  and  Paiisina,  which  his  lordship  had  prevluusty,  at 
a short  interval,  presented  to  Mr.  Murray  as  donatioas.  ~>— 
Lord  Byron  was  afterwards  induced  by  Mr.  Murray’s  earnest 
persuasion,  to  accept  the  1,000  guineas,  and  Mr.  Murray  baa 
bis  lordship's  assignment  of  the  eopyright  oi  the  two  pieces 
accordingly. 


Carr.  BCcowin,  p.  166. 

" Murray  pretends  to  have  lost  money  by  my  writlntR, 
and  pleads  poverty ; hut  if  be  is  poor,  which  Is  somewhat 
problematical  to  me,  pray  who  is  to  blame  ? 

" Mr.  Murray  Is  tender  of  my  fame.  How  kind  In  him  I 
He  is  afraid  of  my  writing  too  fast.  VThj  ? because  he  has  a 
tender  regard  for  his  own  pocket,  and  dues  not  like  the  look 
of  any  new  acquaintance  in  the  shape  of  a book  of  mine,  till 
he  has  seen  his  old  friends  in  a variety  of  new  faces ; id  bst, 
disposed  of  a vast  manf  editions  of  the  former  works.  I 
don’t  know  what  would  become  of  me  without  Douglas  Kin- 
nalrd,  who  has  alwaji  been  my  best  and  kindest  friend.  It 
is  not  easy  to  deal  with  Mr.  Murr^." 

Nora.  — In  the  numerous  letten  received  by  Mr.  Murr^ 
yearly  from  Lord  Byron  (who.  In  writing  them,  was  not  ac- 
customed to  restrain  the  expressloD  of  hli  feelings),  not  one 
has  any  tendency  towards  the  Imputations  here  thron  out: 
the  incongruity  of  which  will  be  evident  from  the  foct  of 
Mr.  Murray  having  paid  at  various  times,  for  the  copj-right 
of  his  lordship’s  poems,  sums  amountiag  to  upwards  of 
IS.OOOf..  vis. 
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Chitde  Harold,  7.  77. 

- jc  fiOO 

777. 

1..575 

ir. 

. S.lOO 

Giaour  - • 

525 

Bride  cf  Abydvt 

575 

Corsair  - • 

. 535 

Lara  - 

- 700 

Siege  qf  Corinth 

59S 

Parisina 

. 5S5 

Lament  of  Tosco 

. S15 

Manfred  • • • 

315 

Brppo 

. jS5 

Don  JsMN,  7.  77. 

1,585 

7/7.  7f'.  K 

- 1,385 

D>ge  of  Venice 

. 1,050 

Sardamapaiut,  Coin,  and  Poecari 

• 1,100 

Hazeppa 

. 525 

ChilUm  ... 

535 

^fs^sn 

. 450 

.£*15,455 

Cait.  Msdwix,  p.  170. 

**  My  dlffarencea  with  Murray  are  not  orer.  When  be 
purchased  ‘ Cain,*  * The  Two  Foseari,*  and  ‘ Sardanapalus,' 
he  sent  me  a deed,  which  you  may  remrmhor  wltnewlog. 
Well  V after  its  return  to  Enfrland  it  was  cttacorered  that 


But  I shall  take  no  Dotico  of  it'*  — 

KV>TH.  — > Mr.  Murray  of  course  cannot  answer  a statement 
which  he  does  not  see ; but  pledges  himself  to  dlsproro  any 
incuipation  the  mppressod  passage  may  contain,  whenever 
disclosed.  He  has  written  twice  to  Captain  >fedwln‘i  pub- 
lisher, desiring,  as  an  act  of  Justice,  to  hare  the  passage 
printed  entire  in  any  new  edition  of  the  book,  aod  la  the 
mean  time  to  bo  favoured  with  a copy  of  it.  As  this  has  not 
yet  been  obtained,  and  as  the  conlevt  seems  to  imply  that  it 
accuses  him  of  endeavouring  to  take  some  pecuniary  sdvan- 
tage  of  Lord  Byron,  he  thinks  be  shall  be  forgiven  for  ttadog 
the  following  circinnstances. 

Mr.  Murray  haring  accidentally  heard  that  lawd  Byron 
was  In  pecuniary  diflrultiet.  Immediatdy  forwarded  I.iOO/. 
to  him,  with  an  assurance  that  another  such  sum  should  be 
at  his  service  in  a few  months;  and  that.  If  such  assistance 
should  not  be  sufficient.  Mr.  Murray  would  be  ready  to  sell 
the  copyright  of  all  his  lurdship's  works  for  his  use. 

The  following  is  Lord  Byron’s  acknowledgment  of  this 
offor. 

14/*,  1815. 

•*  Dear  Sir, 

/ rcfwm  you  powr  biiis  not  oecrplrd,  hut  certainly 
not  niHovoi'EKO.  Yonr  pretmt  <^cr  it  a favovr  scAicA  / 
cctfpt  from  you  if  I aixfjtted  nch  from  sny  mtm. 
Had  tnck  brm  my  intention,  I can  atsure  you  I utuiud  kapc 
atked  yon  fairly  and  a*  ftedy  at  you  tvouid  gfee  ; and  / 
cannot  toy  more  qf  my  confidence  or  yonr  amduet.  The  rtr- 
ntmsiancet  uAicA  indnee  me  to  part  with  my  boukt,  tkough 
n^dently  are  not  tMMBoiATmtT  pretttng.  I have  made  up 
my  mind  to  them,  and  there  it  an  end.  Had  I been  dispoted 
to  iretpati  on  your  Undnett  in  thit  way,  it  would  hare  been 
before  now  ; but  I am  not  tarry  to  hare  an  opportunity  qf  de- 
clining it,  at  it  tett  my  opinion  qf  you,  and  indeed  qf  human 
nature,  in  a dijferent  light  from  that  m irAicA  I hare  been 
aecuatomed  to  eowiWer  iL 

**  Believe  me,  very  truly, 

“ Your  obliged  and/aWiful  tervant, 

“ BYHOS. 

**  To  John  Hurray,  Ety." 

KoT».  — That  nothing  had  occurred  to  subvert  these 
Mendly  seotimente  wOl  appear  from  the  three  letters  sub- 


joined, the  second  of  them  written  by  Lord  Byron  a few  | 
weeks  before  hii  death,  and  the  last  addressed  by  his  lord-  i 
ship's  valet  to  Mr.  Murray  as  ooe  of  his  deceased  master’s  ' 
most  conQdentUU  frirnds. 

Loan  Bteok's  Lrrrtas. 

" Hay  SfA,  1819. 

I **  7 have  a great  respect  for  yamr  good  and  gentlemanly 
tfualitiet,  and  return  your  personal  friendship  towards  me. 
••••••.  I'tw  deserve  and  possess  the  esteem  qf  those  whose 

, esteem  it  worth  having,  and  qf  none  more  (however  useJeu  if 
I may  be)  than 

“ J’owrr,  very  truly, 

\ -BY  BOH.’* 

**  Hittolonghi,  Feb.  25.  l^lk 
**  I hate  heard  from  Hr.  Douglas  AVNnaird  that  y<m 
slate  a report  qf  a satire  on  Hr.  G(ffbrd  having  arrived  from  \ 
Italy,  said  to  be  written  by  me,  but  that  You  do  nol  beiiere  it ; 

I dare  toy  you  do  not,  nor  anybody  else,  I should  think.  ! 
IVhoew'r  asserts  that  I am  the  author  or  abettor  qf  anything  I 
<{f  the  kind  on  G(ffbtd,  lift  m his  tkrpat : I always  regarded 
\ him  a*  my  literary  father,  and  myself  as  his  prodigal  son.  If 
any  sueh  composttion  esists,  it  is  none  qf  mine.  Yuli  know,  as 
well  as  anybody,  upon  whom  1 have  or  have  not  written,  and 
TOD  also  know  wAc/Acr  they  do  or  did  not  deserve  the  tame  — 
and  to  much  for  suck  matters.  \ 

**  I'oe  spiff,  perkapt,  be  aneiofu  to  hear  some  nesosfrom  this  ' 
part  qf  Greece  {which  is  most  liable  to  invasion),  but  you  trill 
hear  enough  through  publie  and  private  ehannelt,  on  that  head.  '' 
I will,  however,  giur  you  the  evenU  qf  a week,  mingling  my 
■wn  private  peculiar  with  the  publie,  for  we  ate  Arrc^«fSsA/cd 
rt  liltle  together  at  present. 

**  On  Sunday  (the  JSfh,  /ieHeve),  J had  a strong  and  sudden 
' oHVulsive  attack  tuhieh  left  me  speechless,  though  not  motion- 
less, for  tome  strong  men  could  not  hold  me;  but  whether  it 
twts  epilepsy,  catalepsy,  cachcry,  apoplexy,  or  what  other  exy 
or  epsy,  the  doctors  have  not  decided,  or  whether  it  was  spns- 
rnadk  or  nervous,  ^e.,  but  a was  very  vap/c>is<rfi/,  and  nearly 
t arried  me  off,  assd  all  that.  On  Honday  they  put  leeches  to  my 
temples,  mo  difficult  matter,  but  the  blood  could  not  be  st<rpped 
*’dl  eleven  at  mght  [they  had  gone  too  near  the  femp’ral  artery 
fa  my  temporal  sr^cty).  and  neither  styptic  nor  caustic  would 
• auterne  the  orifice  lilt  after  a hundred  attempts. 

" On  Tuesday,  a Turkish  brig  of  uwr  reis  on  shore.  On  > 
IVetinesday,  great  preparatiems  being  made  to  attark  her, 
(hough  protected  by  her  consorts;  the  Turks  burned  her,  and 
retired  to  Patras.  On  Thursday,  a quarrel  ensued  between 
the  Suiiotes  and  the  7>o»iA:  guard  at  the  arsenal ; a Swedish 
■ Jfieer  was  kHled,  and  a Suliole  severely  wounded,  and  a 
general  fight  expected,  and  with  some  difficulty  prevented.  On 
Friday,  the  qffierr  buried,  and  Captain  Parry's  English  ar. 
fificers  mutinied,  under  pretence  that  their  lives  ssere  in  danger , 
and  are  for  quitting  the  country — they  may.  On  Saturday, 
we  had  the  smartest  shock  qf  an  earthquake  which  I remember 
{and  I have  felt  thirty,  slight  or  smart,  at  different  periods ; 
they  are  common  in  the  Mcdt/crraiscaa),  amt  the  whole  army 
iliscliarged  their  arms,  upon  the  same  princiide  that  savages 
bent  drums  or  Aatul,  during  an  eclipse  qf  the  moon  i it  was  a 
rare  scene  altogether.  If  you  had  but  seen  the  English  John- 
nies,  who  had  acerr  been  out  (fa  Cockney  workshop  before,  nor 
iPfff  agahi  if  they  can  help  ill  And  on  Sunday  tw  heard  that 
the  Vizier  it  came  down  to  Larissa  with  one  hundred  and  odd 
thousand  men. 

•*  In  coming  here  I had  two  escajies,  from  the  Turks  {one 
qf  my  vessels  teos  token,  but  qfterwardt  rdeasetf],  and  the 
other  from  shipwreck;  we  drove  twice  ois  the  rocks  near  the 
.S'cropAcf  {is/ands  near  the  coast). 

•*  7 have  obtained  from  the  f»rcr*s  the  release  qf  eight  and 
twenty  Turkish  prisoners,  men,  women,  and  cAffdrcii,  and 
sent  them  to  Patras  and  Preveso  at  my  own  charges.  One 
little  girl  qf  nine  years  old,  who  proposes  remaining  with  me, 

I shall  {(f  I live)  tend  un'th  her  mother,  probably,  to  Italy,  or 
I to  England,  and  adopt  her.  Her  tsamc  it  Uato  Halagee  ; she 
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it  a «<Ty  pretty  UvHy  child.  Ail  her  brotherc  were  MUd  by  I 
the  Greeks,  and  she  henelf  and  her  molher  were  spared  iy 
special Javmr,  and  owing  to  her  extreme  poatk,  she  being  then 
but  fine  or  six  years  old. 

'*  .Vy  health  it  rather  better,  and  2 can  ride  about  again.  | 
Mjf<tfflee  here  it  no  sinecure — so  many  parties  and  d '\ffieul.  ' 
ties  of  every  kind  ; bid  J wdl  do  what  1 can.  Prince  Maero.  \ 
cordati  is  an  excellent  person,  and  does  all  in  hit  power  / but  I 
kit  tUuoHon  is  perplexing  in  the  extreme  t still  tre  hare  great 
hopes  qf  the  smecett  o/  the  contest.  You  wdl  hear,  however,  \ 
more  qf  pubOe  newt  Jrom  plenty  qf  rjuarters.  Jar  1 hare  tittle 
time  to  write.  Beliere  me. 

“ Yours,  ls<’  \ 
"X.B.  I 

**  To  John  .Vurray,  Esq.”  ' 


LiTTM  OF  Lord  Byron’s  Valet. 

**  Mittolonghi,  April  21.  l$2l  I 
•*  Sir,  I 

*’  Forgive  me  for  this  intrusion  which  I iioio  am  under 
the  paiqful  neeettUy  of  writing  to  you,  to  ipform  you  of  the 
meianeholy  newt  qf  my  Lord  Pyron,  who  it  no  more.  He  de.  ’ 
parted  this  miserable  life  on  the  19<A  qf  April,  ojler  an  iUnett 
of  only  ten  days.  Hit  lordship  began  by  a nervous  fever,  and 
terminated  with  an  injlammation  on  the  brain,  for  want  qf  I 
being  bled  in  time,  which  hit  lordship  rqfiised  till  it  tvat  too  ' 
late.  I hare  tent  the  Hon.  birt.  J.eigh't  letter  indoted  in  | 
yours,  which  I think  would  be  better  for  you  to  open  and  ex. 
plain  to  Mrs.  Jxigh,for  2 fear  the  contents  ttf  the  tetter  will  be 
too  much  for  her.  And  you  wW  please  to  inform  Lady  2iyron 
and  the  Honourable  Miss  Byron,  iu4om  2 am  wished  to  tee 
when  2 return  with  my  lonCt  effMt,  and  his  dear  and  noble 
remains : Sir,  you  will  please  manage  rn  the  mildest  way  pot. 
tible,  or  2 am  miicA  afraid  qf  the  consequences.  Sir,  you  will 
jdeate  give  my  duty  to  Lady  Byron  ; hoping  she  wtit  allow  me 
to  tee  her,  by  my  lard's  particular  wish,  and  Mitt  Byion  tike, 
wise.  Please  to  excuse  ait  defects,  for  2 scarcely  know  what  2 j 
either  say  or  do,  for  after  ttaenty  years'  terrke  with  my  lord, 
he  was  more  to  me  than  a father,  and  2 am  too  much  ins' 
tressed  to  now  give  a correct  aeeoumt  qf  every  partiessler, 
which  2 hope  to  do  at  my  arrival  in  England.  — Sir,  you  smil 
likewite  have  the  goodness  to  forward  the  tetter  to  the  2tonour' 
able  Captain  George  Byron,  who,  as  the  representative  qf  the 
family  and  tiUe,  2 thought  it  my  duty  to  send  him  a line.  But 
you.  Sir,  will  fdcase  to  explain  to  him  all  particulars,  as  2 
have  not  time,  as  the  expreu  is  now  ready  to  make  his  voyage  ' 


day  and  night  tilt  hx  arrvves  I'n  Laudoss. 2 mstsi.  Sir,  proy. 
ing  forgiveness,  and  hoping  at  the  sasne  time  that  you  will  so 
far  cMigt  sne  as  to  execute  all  my  wiAes,  which  2 am  well 
eottvissced  you  will  swt  refuse. 

“ 2 remain.  Sir, 

**  Your  smist  obedient  and  very  humble  servant, 
••  »■.  FLETCHE21, 

'*  Valet  to  the  tote  L.  B.for  twenty  years. 

P.S.  — 2 mcH/km  my  name  end  capacity  that  you  may 
remember  and  forgive  this,  when  you  remember  the  quantity 
qf  times  2 hove  been  at  yosir  hossse  in  Aibemarle.street. 

“ To  John  Murray,  Esq.'* 

Note.  — Other  letters  from  lx>rd  Bjron.  of  the  tame  ttnor 
and  force  with  these  now  produced,  might  have  been  added. 
But  It  is  presumed  that  these  are  sufficient  to  demonstrate  In 
the  present  case,  what  has  been  demonstrated  In  manjrotbers, 
that  desultory,  ex-parte  ctmversatlonj,  even  If  accurately  re* 
ported,  will  often  convey  imperfect  axKl  erroneous  notions  of 
the  speaker's  real  sentiments. 

JOHN  MURRAY. 

Albemarle  Street, 

30tA  Oct.  1824. 


UAH'.  UeowtN,  p.  170. 


**  My  differences  with  Murray  arc  not  over.  When  be 
purchased  * Cain,’  ' The  two  Foscarl,*  and  * Sardanapalus,' 
he  sent  me  a deed,  which  you  may  remember  witnessing. 
Well ; after  its  return  to  England,  H was  discovered  that  it 
contained  a clame  which  had  been  isstroduced  without  tny 
knowledge,  a classse  by  which  2 bossssd  myself  to  i^tr  Mr. 
Murray  all  my  future  compositions.  But  I shall  take  no 
notice  of  it.'* 

Nora.  ~ The  words  In  italic  are  those  which  were  sup. 
pressed  In  the  two  Brst  editions  of  Captain  Medwin't  book, 
and  which  Mr.  Hurray  has  received  from  the  publisher  after 
the  foregoing  statement  was  printed.  He  has  only  to  observe  | 
upon  the  subject,  that  on  referring  to  the  deed  in  question,  , 
no  such  clause  is  to  be  found ; that  this  Instrument  was  signed  I 
in  London  by  the  Hon.  Douglas  Kinnaird,  os  Lord  Byron’s  j 
procurator,  and  witnessed  by  Richard  Williams,  Esq.,  one  of 
the  partners  in  Mr.  Klnnalrd’s  bankiog.houie ; and  that  the 
signature  of  Captain  Medwin  Is  not  affixed. 

J.  U. 

2nd  Aov . 
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AsnjiaD,  11^ 

Abrticerragf.  &6<j. 

Aberdern.  town  of,  Zfl^ 

Aberdeen  (George  Hatnilinn  Gordon), 
fourth  earl  of,  17.  436. 

Abcmethjr.  John,  lurgeon,  707. 

Abrusii,  46A. 

Atwalom  and  .\chltophel,  £ZL  SQGj 
Abtence.  rMulU  of,  631 . 

Abtcnt  Wend,  plrature  of  defending, 

Abydo*.  Bride  of^  1h  651^ 

Acamonia,  34. 

Arhelou*.  river,  34. 

.\cheron,  lake,  31. 

Achcrusla.  lake,  3t< 

Achilles,  hU  person,  2Q2,  741.  Tomb 
of,  Gid.  fivt- 
Acliltophel,  g06. 

AchmeC  111.,  133. 

Arroccraunlan  mountains.  Qfi, 

Acropolis  of  Athens.  16.  UlL  7CI. 
Actlum.  30,  31.  Soa-ngbt  of,  31.  liltL 
Ada.  See  Byron,  Augusta>Ad.i. 

Adami.  J«>hn,  a carrier,  wlio  died  of 
drunkenness,  epitaph  on,  ^22. 
Addison,  Hi  His  account  of  a re- 
remarkable  dream,  643,  HU  ‘ faiul 
praise,*  759. 

* Address,  spoken  at  the  opening  of 

Drury  I.ane  Theatre,’  h52- 

• Address  intended  to  be  recited  at  the 

Caledonian  Meeting,' 

* Adieu,  the ; written  under  the  Impres* 

Sion  tl).st  the  author  would  soon  die,* 

' .\dieu,  adieu ! ray  native  shore,*  4. 
Admiration,  6M.  661. 

• Adrian's  AtWress  to  his  Soul  when 
dying,'  translation  of,  379. 

Adriatic,  the,  il. 

Adversity.  733.  732. 

Advice,  m 
£gran  sea,  IflL  453. 

^gina, iiL  IQI- 

Xschylus,  his  * Prometheus.’  19J.  His 
* Seven  l*efore  Thebes,'  192.  Trans- 
lation from  his  • Prometheus  Vinrtus,' 
awO.  His  ' Persians  ’ quoted,  637. 
^Ictes,  tomb  (rf,  filL 
JEsop,  530. 
jCtna,  flC. 
iEtolia,  21. 

Africa  and  Africans,  described,  &I5. 
Agamemnon,  Ml. 

Age.  2H.  21L 

‘Age  of  Drome;  or.  Carmen  Secular* 
et  Annus  baud  Mlrabliis,* 

.^ge  of  Gold,  GZ2. 

Ages,  changes  produced  by  the  lapse  of. 
641. 

Agesilaus,  1C9. 

Agis,  King  of  Spact*,  32fL 
Aglluir,  Duke  of  Turin,  773. 


Aglletti,  Df..  43.  330. 

Agostini.  Leonard.  776. 

Agrarian  taa*.  706. 

Ajax,  16.  Sepulchre  of,  83.  648. 

AUmannl,  231. 

Alaric,  IH.  454. 

Alban  Hill,  description  of  the,  CQ.  7*5. 

Albania,  36.  261. 

Albanian  dialect  of  the  lltyrlc,  specl> 
mens  of,  763. 

Albanians,  their  character  and  maoneri, 
33.  33.  763.  Their  resemblance  to  the 
highlanders  of  Scotland,  763. 

Alb-ino,  6CL 

Albano,  Francesco.  732. 

Albion,  sensations  at  the  first  sight  of 
her  chalky  belt,  700. 

Albrissi,  Countess,  330.  5G*. 

Albrissi,  Giuseppe,  fifiiL 

Albuera,  battle  of,  9.  15. 

Alciblades,  beauty  of  bis  person,  303. 
General  charm  of  his  name,  303.  HU 
charnrtrr,  315.  744. 

Alexander  the  Great,  bis  visit  to  the 
tomb  of  AJax.&i.  647.  ills  sarcopha- 
gus, 536.  HU  chastity,  635.  655.  His 
reply  to  Parmenlo  after  the  battle  of 
Issus,  hOi. 

Alexander.  Emperor  of  Russia.  530. 
fi75. 743. 

Alexander  111..  submUtion  of  Barba- 
mssa  to.  771. 

Alfirri.Vittorio.hislIfequoted.liL  Hit 
tomb  in  the  church  uf  Santa  Croce, 
ItL  Hit  memory  dear  to  Uie  llaiians, 
776. 

Alfonso  UL  41L  lilL  479,  laO.  HU 
wife  Isabella.  LCH. 

Algiers.  GDi.  776. 

Alhama,  5G6. 

All  Pacha  of  Yanina,  portrait  of,  31.  23. 
Hit  letter  in  I.4itln  to  Lonl  Byron, 
23.  HU  otsassinalinn,  23.  HU  mur- 
der of  Glaflkr,  Pacha  of  .4rgyro  Cas- 
tro, K4.  The  original  of  I-ambro,  614. 

' Ai.l  is  vanity,  salth  the  Preacher,*  466. 

Alla  Hu  ! IfL  ii*2. 

Ailegra  (Lord  Byron's  natural  daugh> 
terK41‘». 

Alliance,  the  Holy,  530.  66*. 

Alphieus,  river,  33. 

Alpiniila,  Julia,  her  death,  35.  Her  af- 
fecting epitaph,  35.  si. 

Alpt,  the,  35.  U. 

Aitcrkirchen.SL 

Aiypiut.ZfiL 

Amber,  susceptible  of  a perfume,  B2. 

Amtdtion,  ^ 33.  52.  Ihd.  3frL  ZQ2. 

Ambracian  Gulf.  Stanzas  written  In 
passing  the,  .544.  Reflections  on  the 
past  and  present  state  of.  31. 

Ambrosian  library  at  Milan,  773. 

America.  52.  4S1.  746. 

* Araltie  cit  I'Amotir  tans  Alles,*  413. 

Amulets,  the  belief  in,  universal  In  the 
East.  aa. 


Anacreon,  his  * Xtyu*  Avftiiut* 
translated,  ^sQ.  HU  Mirentar««c  salt! 
ifmsf  translated,  380.  His  morals 
worse  than  those  of  Ovid,  595. 
Anattasiui  Macedoo.  793. 

Anastailus,  Hope's,  436. 

Ancestry,  67,5. 

* And  wilt  thou  weep  when  I am  low,* 
540. 

* And  thou  art  dead,  as  young  and  fair,' 

.m. 

* And  thou  wort  sad  ! * 473. 

Andalusian  nobleman,  ailventures  of, 

afiL 

Andemach,  34. 

Andrews,  Bishop,  a punster.  44(i- 
Aodrewt,  Miles  Peter,  esq.,  his  pro- 
logues, 431.  Some  account  of,  431.  n, 
Andromache,  5.vt- 
Amrct,  715. 

Angelo,  Mkhacl,  hU  tomb  in  the  church 
of  Santa  Croce,  His  Statue  of 
Muses,  502.  HU  Last  Judgment, 

HU  copy  of  Dante,  693.  Treatment 
of,  by  Julius  H.,  Neglect  of,  by 
\jto  X..  503.  Aniredote  uf.  SOU. 
Angelo,  St.,  Castle  of,  ^ 313. 
Angiolini,  dancer,  430. 

Anger,  65.  QL  GQL 

Angling,  * the  cruelect  and  stupidest  of 
sports,'  735. 

Anne,  Lines  to, 

Aoncsley,  hill  near,  475. 

Annuitants,  alleged  longevity  of,  616. 
Anitry’s  Bath  Guide,  755.  no9. 

Aoteros,  183. 

Anthony,  St.,  his  recipe  for  hot  blood, 
597. 

Antigemus,  SfHt. 

Anti  JACobln,  514. 

Aotilochus,  tomb  of,  62.  648. 

Anllnous,  his  heroic  deotli,  16. 
Antoninus  Pins,  782. 

Antony,  31.  His  person  described,  303. 

The  slave  of  love,  63H.  cch, 

Apelles. 

Apennines,  5£L  499. 

Apicias,  5i0. 

Apollo,  641. 

Apollo  Belvidrre,  59. 

Apprarancci,  * the  joint  on  which  good 
society  hinges,'  733. 

Appetite,  657. 

Applause,  popular,  06. 

Arabs,  life  of  the,  86. 

Ararat.  Mount,  &2, 

Arcadia,  76L 
Archidamus,  IC9- 
Archlroedes,  742. 

Archipelago.  36. 172. 

Ardennes,  forest  of.  31. 

Aretino,  Pietro,  779. 

Aretlno,  Leonardo,  499. 

Argos,  120. 

Argus,  Ulysses'  dog,  631 . 

Argyle  Institution,  431. 
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Arayro-Cwtro,  M. 

Arintin.  hU  portrait  bj  Titian,  U£, 
Hi*  l>uit,  ilL  775.  CriQtrattrd  with 
Ta*Ki,  iOL  Hi»  pc«OD  rcipertoii  bjr 
thff  publlr  robber,  hos. 

Ariitidei. 

Arlitippui,  6*2><. 

Ari*tophane«,  r.j.v. 

Aristotle,  £01.  ~4S. 

Arithmetic,  poets  of,  7W. 

‘ ArmaitiHldon,’  Toirnshend's,  411. 
Army. 

Array  tailor,  70. 

Amaout*.  or  Albanese,  7ffl.  Their  re« 
•erablance  to  the  bi(hianci«rt  of  Scut- 
laod, 

Arno,  rirer.  47.  TQ4. 

Arquj.  4^  ILL 

* Art  of  Happiness,*  Horace's,  T29. 

' A spirit  }»ass'd  before 

* As  o'er  the  cold  icpulchtal  stone,' 
Asdrtibal,  165. 

AsLalon.378. 

Asphaltes,  lake,  22^ 

Asturias. «. 

* Atalantls.'  Account  of  Mrs.  Manley's, 

7IS. 

Ath.inasian  creed,  670. 

* AtheisU  Kulmioato,'  the  old  religious 
play  of.  ^ fiSL 

Athensrus,  era. 

Atlsenlans.  character  of  the,  764. 
Athens.  ^loatrophe  to,  16.  Keflections 
on  the  past  and  present  condition  of, 
16.  Its  situation  and  climate.  16. 
764.  On  the  plunder  of  the  works  of 
art  at,  17. 

Athens,  Maid  of.  ML 

Athos,  Mount.  19.  Trojoct  for  hew. 

lag  it  Into  a statue  of  Alexander,  726. 
Atlas.  ^ 

* Attic  Bee.'  TM. 

Attirus.  152. 

Attila.  his  harangite  to  hit  army  pro* 
rious  to  the  battle  of  Cbalons,  igjSL 
Augury, 

* Augusta,  Stanxas  U>,'  470.  * Epistle 
to.’  470. 

Augustin,  St.,  his  confessions, 

751. 

Aug\isnis  C<csar,  462. 784. 

Auid  lang  sync.  707. 

Auror.1  Borealis.  517.  * l)on  Juan,*  c 
Tersifled.  <77. 

Aurtcrlits,  battle  of,15fi. 

AuUion.  151. 122.  ii5L 
Autocrat.  609. 

Autumn,  an  English,  described,  732. 
Avarice,  * a good  old  genilemaaly  vice,* 
rdoegyrle  on,  71Q. 

Are  Maria's:^ 

Avunches.  35. 

Aventicum,  3L 
Avignon.  773. 

* Away.  away,  ye  notes  of  woe,*  560. 

' ,\way,  ye  gny  landscapes,  ye  gardens  of 
roses  t * 401. 

* A year  ago  you  swore,*  Ac  663. 


13. 

Bslwl.  tower  of,  656. 

Babylon,  ruins  of,  6.Vt. 

Bacchus.  62.V  7fA  Temple  of,  7?a. 
Back*w<io>l5men.  Kentuckian.  6911. 
Bacon.  Friar,  his  broien  head.  6tP-  The 
dlsroTcrcr  of  gunpowder.  687. 


Bacon,  Lord,  6^.  744.  Essay  on  Em* 
pire.  66.5.  Inaccuracies  In  his  Apo* 
phlhegms,  808.  .Saying  of.  736. 
Billie,  Juaiuia,  196.  Her  * Family  Le- 
gend.' 

‘ Baillie,  Dr.  Matthew.  707.  His  visit  to 
Lord  Bysoa,  KO,  Besaarkable  for 

I plainness  of  speech,  707. 

I Balgownie,  brig  of,  705. 

! Baltic,  4.v>. 

Bandusian  Fountain,  78S. 

Banks,  Sir  Joseph,  2. 

Bankes,  William,  esq.  629. 

Banshie,  superstiUon  of  the,  2hL 
Barliaruita.  Frederic,  his  submission  to 
Pope  .Alexander  Use  Third,  771. 
Barings,  the,  71*j. 

Bamave,  Pierre- Joseph,  5uL 
Barometer,  marine,  its  great  value.  C.M- 
Barossa.  battle  of,  455. 

Uarrataria,  acruunt  of  the  buccaneer 
establishment  at,  107. 

Barrcy,  Lodovick.  458. 

Barrow-,  Dr.  Isaac,  his  Sennwis,  G25. 
Barrow,  Sir  John,  his  ' Life  of  Peter 
the  Great,' 161.  His  * Evmtful  His- 
tory of  the  Mutiny  of  the  Bounty,* 
L£L.  His  testimony  to  the  accuracy 
of  Lord  Byron's  desetipdoo  of  a 
shipwreck,  UU  account  of  the 
cyanometer,  651.  And  of  the  marine 
barometer,  651. 

Bartheliml,  M.,  7G6. 

Baslii,  Lord  BjToa's  AtUcuian  servant, 
7SH. 

Bashfuliiess,  79. 

Bath  Guide,  Anstcy's,  ati9. 
Bathurst.  Captain,  M5. 

Battle,  30.  iijL  12L  L2fi*  SfiL  iiSa. 

Baviad  and  Msevia«l.  extinguisitment  of 
the  Della  Cruscans  by  the.  43.3. 
Baxter.  Kichard.  ILL  His  Shove,  ML 
Bay  of  Biscay,  6. 

Bayard,  Cheralior,  31 1. 

Bayes,  hU  expedient,  446. 

Beatrtce  of  Dante.  497.  630. 

Boattie,  Dr,  bis  reOoctlous  on  dreams, 
643. 

Beauhanials,  Eugene,  his  testimony  to 
the  correctneii  of  Lord  Byron's  deli- 
neation of  Napoleon  Buonaparte,  590. 
Beaumont.  Sir  George.  51L 
Beauty,  10.  67. 68.  78,  PJ.  597.  G35. 12L 
747. 

Bccher.  Rev.  John,  * Answer  to  bis 
complaint  that  one  of  Lord  Byron's 
desrriptioos  was  rather  too  warmly 
drawn,*  463.  * Lines  addressed  to. on 
his  iidrlitn?  Lord  Byron  to  mix  more 
with  society,'  410. 

Becket.  Thomas  A.  bis  tomb,  in  Canter- 
bury Cathedral.  710. 

Bcckford,  William,  esq.,  his  residenre 
at  Cintra  described,  6.  Character  uf 
his  * Vathek.*6.  Some  account  of,  6. 
Bed  of  Ware,  669. 

Betilam.  714. 

Beggar’s  0|>era.  Gay's.  444,  471. 
Behracn,  Jacob,  his  reveries,  cjm, 
Bcllsarlu-s.  7S4.  ' A hero,  conqueror, 
and  cuckold,’  6gK- 
Bclshassar,  vision  of.  46ft.  63.5. 
BeUhaxznr.  lines  to,  564) 

Benhow.  William,  317. 

Bemier.otwUnacyof  CharlesXlI.at.G94. 
Bentley.  Dr.  Richard,  397. 

Uensoni,  Counteas,  230. 

Bensonl.  Vittor,  23iL 


• Beppu.  a VenMlan  Story,*  142. 

! Beranger,  M..  697. 

' Bergaml,  Princess  of  Wales’s  courier 
• and  chamberlain,  658, 

I Berkeley,  Bishop,  Ids  sc^tkism  Cfut- 
I ceming  the  existence  of  matter,  ILL 
I Berlin,  52b.  7S£L 
' Bernard.  St.,  monks  of.  Ifid. 

Bernese  Alps,  atl 

i.  Berni,  the  father  of  the  Beppo  style  of 
I writing,  LLL  4s2- 
I Bomls.  AhbAde.  195. 
j Bertram.  Mathurin's  tragedy  of.  19«l 
I Betty,  William  Henry  West,  lUjc  young 
! Roscius,}  Ml!  i 

'1  Digamy,  CM.  | 

; Bigotry,  6. 174.  ' 

Bile,  raergetic,  described,  664. 

Biscay,  Bay  of.  5.  | 

Birds,  belief  that  the  souls  of  the  desad  ' 
inhabit  the  forms  of.  &2_ 

I Biren,  John  Ernest.  Duke  of  Courland, 

I I£|£L 

, Black  Friar  of  Newstead  Abbey, 

I 

I Blackburn,  Archbishop,  LiL 

I Blackett,  Joseph,  the  poetical  cobbler, 
150.  432.  547. 

Blackmorr,  Sir  Richard.  424. 

Blackwood’s  Magazine,  its  Remarks  on 
Don  Juan,  5^  682.  * Some  Obser- 
vations  upon  its  Remarks  on  Don 
Juan,’  hOtL  Critical  notes  from,  pas- 
stm. 

Blair.  Dr.,  his  Sermons,  625 
Blake,  fashionable  umsor,  446. 

Bland.  Rev.  Robert,  hit  * Collectiont 
from  the  Greek  Anthology,  434.  ho? 
BUnk.verse,  excellence  of  rh)’me  over, 
in  English  poetry.  43n.  6i>..  WaG. 
Blasphemy,  and  bUuphemers,  6i.7 . 734. 
Blatant  Beast.  7. 

BlcSflington,  Countess  of.  Impromptu 
on  her  taking  u villa  called  * ll  Para- 
disc.’  577.  Llues  written  at  the  re- 
quest of.  5ZZ. 

Bligh,  Captain,  his  Narrative  of  the 
Mutiny  of  the  Bounty.  161. 

Blood  'only  senes  to  wash  ambition's 
hands,*  702. 

Bloomfield,  Robert.  <32.  450. 

BloomAeld,  Nathaniel.  433.  C41. 

Bluchor,  Marshal,  eaa. 

Blue,  instrument  for  measuring  the  in- 
tensity of,  6.M- 
Blue  n^ila.  743. 

Blue-Stocking.  149.  507, 

' Bluc-Stocking  Club,'  origin  of,  SGL 
' Blues,  The  ; a Literary  Eclogue.’  507. 
Blues,  149.  151.  507.  651.  rii 
Boabdll.596. 

' Boatswain,'  1-ord  Byron's  faTourite 
dng.^lL  * iNscairrioN  on  his  moou- 
mei>t,'539. 

Boccacno.Trcalment  of  bis  ashes,  iL 
Defence  of,  778. 

Boratla,  12.  764. 

Boehm,  Mrs..  149. 

Boileau,  hts  depredation  of  Tasso,  ilL 
2IL 

Bolero,  738. 

Bulcjm,  Anne,  her  remark  on  the  scaf- 
fold. 100. 

BoUngbroke,  Lord,  hire*  Mallet  to  tra- 
duce Pope.  4*37. 

Bolivar,  Simon.  riM. 

Bonn.  709. 

Boone  fortune,  740. 
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Vonmrard.  Fraa^oU  de,  account  of,lW. 
Booby.  Lady, 

Boon,  Daniel,  (he  Kentuckian  luck* 
wooiUmau,  OO. 

Borci,  734. 

' Bora  in  a garret,  In  the  kitchen  bred,' 

■4fi9. 

Boryftthenes,  the,  1&5. 

Boacan,  Almogavi,  igy. 

Boiphorus,  the,  ii&d, 

Boftquct  do  Julie,  9L 
Boawell,  Jame«.  e>q.,d^ 

Botany  Bay.  Qd. 

Bourbnn.  Duke  of,  Constable  of  France, 
30S.  3il.m,m 
BouU-rimes,  7M. 

Bowles,  Rcr.  William  Lisle,  * The 
maudlin  prince  of  mournful  eonne- 
teers,*  12L  His  ‘ Spirit  of  Discovery,' 
42iL  ' Lines  on  his  edition  of  Pope,' 
126. 

Boxing,  44&. 

Brarmar,  401. 

Braham,  John,  singer,  463» 

Brandy  for  heroes  1 162. 

Brasidas,  16. 

BroM.  Corinthian,  G74. 

Brave,  picture  uf  the  truly,  tB3. 

Bread  fruit.  i&L 
Drenauj,  &QLL 
Breiita, 

Brewster,  Sir  David,  bis  * Natural 
Magic,'  a02.  His  ' Life  of  Newton,' 
fiTT.  7iU.  His  description  of  Bishop 
Berkeley’s  theory.  Hi. 

Briarcui,  670. 

* Briof:  or  Anvnos,'  7L  651. 

Bridge  of  Sighs,  42. 7flD. 

' Brig  of  Dalgafgaie,’ 2QL 

* Bright  be  the  place  of  thy  soul ! ' 537. 
Brighton.  Pavilion  at,  742. 

Brissot  de  WarvUle,  M)l. 

Bristui.  42L 

‘British  rrltle,'  aiSL 239. 

British  Heview,  Uie'  Old  GirW  Review,’ 
&09.  ' My  Grandmother’s  Kcvleir,’ 

Ml.  fi<y».  Lord  Byron’s  * Letter  to 
the  F.ditor  of,’  79t». 

Brocken,  luperitltioo  of  the,  £2^ 
Bronse  wolf  of  Rome,  781. 

Brougham.  Henry,  esq.  (now  Lord 
Brougham  and  Vanx),  119.  AZL 
Broughton,  the  regicide,  his  monuroeut 
at  Vevay,  3fi- 

Brown,  Dr.  Thomas,  his  Paradise  of 
Coqurttes. 

Browne,  Sir  Thomas,  his  * Rclipio  Me- 
dici,’ Lb  His  encomium  on  sleep, 
ru.t. 

Bruce,  .\bysilnUn,  his  description  of  a 
simoom, 

Bruromcll,  WllUam,  150.  718. 

Brunck.  Professor,  SSL 
Brunswick.  Duke  of,  his  death  at 
Quatre-Uras,  30. 

Brussels,  30. 

Brutus,  747. 

Bryant,  Jacob,  on  the  existence  of  Troy, 
raw. 

Brydgei,  Sir  Egerton,  his  ‘ Letters  on 
the  t'haracter  and  Poetical  Genius  of 
Byron.' Critical  notes  bj.  pau/m. 
Bucentaur.  43. 

Buduell,  Eustace,  his  ‘ leap  into  the 
Thames,'  452, 

Bull  fight,  description  of  a,  12, 13.  734. 
Buonaparte,  Jacopo,  hit  ‘ Sacco  di  Ro- 
ma,' 3LL  590* 
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Buonaparte,  Luden,  bis  * Cborlo- 
tnagne,’ 

Buonaparte,  Napoleon,  sffl.  .S26.  &fil . 
6P8.  742.  * The  Triptolemus  of  the 
British  farmer.’  532.  His  exclamation 
on  the  loss  of  his  old  guard,  709.  HU 
character,  32.  500.  * Odi  to,  460. 

‘ Links  ou  his  escape  from  Elba,’ 
5G1. 

Durden,  Sir  Francis,  hit  style  of  elo- 
quence, 521. 

Burgage  tenures  and  tithe*.  ’dUcord’s 
torches,’  756. 

Burgess,  Sir  James  Bland,  hit  epic  of 
’ Richard  the  First'  »uld  to  line  trunks, 
44ft.  hOL 

Burgoyne,  General, 

Burke,  Edmund,  2. 162. 

Burlesque.  641 . 

Burney.  Dr.,  bis  character  of  Jewish 
musicj  463. 

Bums,  Roltert, ' Wbat  would  he  have 
been.  If  a patrician  ? ' 432.  His  youth- 
ful pranks. 

Burun,  Ralph  de,  378. 

Busby,  Thomas,  Mus.  Doct..  hit  mono- 
logue on  the  opening  of  Drury  Lane 
Theatre,  457.  Parody  on  bis  mono- 
logue, 5.V3. 

Bute,  Lord,  521. 

Butler,  Dr.  (head-mostcr  at  Harrow), 
3>>3.  4«)5.  4(Nj.  ‘ Lines  on  Ws  being  ap- 
pointed head-master  at  Harrow,’ 

’ By  the  rivers  of  Babylon,*  467. 

Byog,  Admiral,  hU  rourt-martial.  7. 

BraoN,  Sir  John,  the  Little,  with  the 
great  beard,  378. 

Byron,  two  of  the  family  of.  at  the  siege 
of  Calais,  and  battle  of  Cressy,  37H 

BvaoN,  Sir  John,  created  (1643)  Baron 
Byron  of  Rorhdale ; some  account  of. 
378. 

Byron,  Sir  Nicholas,  bit  character  by 
Ix>rd  Clarendon,  Sin. 

Byron,  Sir  Richard,  tribute  to  bis  va- 
lour and  Odelity,  378. 

Byron,  Admiral  John  (grandfather  of 
the  Poet),  his  provAblal  ill-luck  at 
tea,  471.  HU  shipwreck  and  sufler- 
ingt,  617.  * My  grand-dad's  Narra- 
tive.’ 

BYHON.WllUam,  fifth  I.orU  (grand-uncle 
of  the  Pod).  404. 

Byron,  Captain  John  (father  of  the 
Poet),  407. 

Byron,  Mrs.  (mother  nf  the  Poet), 
30£L 

Byron,  Honourable  Augusta  (slater  of 
the  Poet),  ^e  Leigh,  Honourable 
Augusta. 

Byron,  Lady,  432.  4fi!L  4IL  5Q.  592. 
630,  8(0.  ’ Links  on  hearing  that  she 
was  ill* 472.  * Lines  on  reading  in  the 
newspapers  that  she  had  beeu  pa- 
troness ol  c ci'tiirity  ball,'  573. 

Byeon,  Honourable  Augusta  Ada 
(daughter  of  the  Poet),  93. 4L  4Cr. 

DyxaDtium,  42. 

C. 

Cabot,  Sebastian,  501. 

Cadis,  1 1 . .^>2. fill. 

Cadlr,'  The  Girl  of.’ 14. 

Cirsar,  Augusttu.  hU  rharacter,  462 

Cesar,  Julius.  52.  307.  Hli  character. 
687.  783.  His  laurel  wreath.  3Cf7. 
' The  suitor  of  love,'  167.  G9h. 
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‘ Cain,  a Mystery,’  316. 

Cairn  Gorme,  7U0. 

Calderon,  592. 

* Caledonian  Meeting,  Address  tnleudeu  ^ 
to  be  recited  at.’  55a. 

Calenture.  2!!W.  7.55. 

CaliguU.  122.  Ills  wish,  £12. 

Calm  at  Sea.  m,  6SL 

* CALuaa  AND  Ukla,  Death  of.*  sii- 
Calpe,  18. 

Calvin.  444. 

Calypso,  Islet  of,  19. 

Cambridge  University,  3«i7.  43.'i.  438. 
Cambyses,  527. 

Camilla,  13d. 

(^amoens,  424.  ‘ Stansas  to  a lady,  with 
the  poems  of,'  3H2. 

Campbell.  Thomas: esq.  433.  His  * l*lea- 
surcs  of  Hope,*  433.  InadvertenrK.'s  | 
in  bU  ‘ Lives  of  the  Poets.*  e09.  His  ■ 
* Gertrude  of  Wyoiming,’  44h.  Criti- 
cal notes  by.  pastim. 

Can  Orande,  530- 
Cnndia,  4X  620. 

CantUR,  battle  of,  35. 

Canning,  Right  Hon.  (Teorge,  Ms  opi- 
nion of  the  * Bride  of  Abydoi,’  gg* 
Hit  inscription  for  Mrs.  Druomrigg,  : 
tlie  * Prpntl-cide,’  .M4.  Hit  defooce  j 
of  public  schools  and  universities,  : 
596.  His  character.  532.  017. 

Conova,  id.  330.  * Lines  on  bU  bust  of 
Helen,’  564. 

Cant,  ' The  crying  tin  of  the  times,’ 

fifi7. 

Cantemir.  Demetrius,  hU  llktory  of  tho 
Ottonuin  Empire,  665.  C7Q. 

Comterbury  c.RhedroI,  710. 

Capitol,  the,  152, 

(^pitoline  Hilt,  4L 
Capo  d’Istrla,  ir*4. 

Capo  d’litJlas,  Count,  h3L 
Capo  di  Bove,  iti. 

CaracalU,  7N2. 

Caractacui.  731.  705. 

Caravaggio.  732. 

Carbonari,  531. 

Care.  7iC. 

Carlile.  iliebard.  C68. 

(ZarlUIe  (Frederick  Howard),  fifth  Earl  | 
of.  432. 435.  Character  of  bis  poems. 
376.  Dedication  of  * Hours  of  Idle-  ) 
ness  ’ to.  375.  ' 

Carlisle  (Isabella  Byron),  Countess  of,  I 
32£.  Il 

Carlo  Dolce,  249. 192.  1 1 

('arnage,  6H5. 692.  | 

Carnival,  141. 169.  i 

* Caboune.  Lines  to,'  381. 382. 

Caroline,  Queen  of  England,  .*i74.  65H. 

>~(i.  7IH. 

Carr,  Sir  John,  H.  390.  436. 

Carrer,  ImprovvUatore,  130. 

Carthage.  C9Q. 

Cary.  Rev.  Henry  Fronds,  his  transla- 
tion of  Dante,  49L  499.  505.  fi06. 

Carysfort  (John  Joshua  Proby),  first 
Earl  of,  his  ‘ Poems  and  Tragedies,' 
49L 

Cash,  potency  of,  720. 

Casimir,  John,  King  of  Poland,  151. 
Cottalion  dews,  3.  761. 

Coitrlnau,  bU  * Histoire  de  la  Nourelle 
Rmsie,’  C66. 

Castirreagh,  Viscount  (Robert  Stewart, 
Marquis  of  Londonderry),  .*ai.  f'74. 

rtll.  709.  ‘ EnCRAXB  on,*  574. 

‘ EpjTAra  on,’  421. 
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Caftrl,  village  of,  3. 

Catalan!,  Madamr,  430. 

Catharioe  I.  of  Kuuia,  S30. 

Catharine  II.  of  Rus$U,  G73.  701.  707. 
?oa. 

Cathay.  22iL 
Catiline,  676. 

Cato,  lend*  hU  wife  to  Hurtentiua,  666. 
Catullus,  the  uholar  of  ‘ Love,*  63ft. 
HU  ‘ Ad  Lesblam,*  translated,  379. 
HU  * Lugete,  Veneres,  Cupldloeaque,* 
triDslaied.  37 9i 
Caucasus,  Mount.  436. 

Cavalier  Serventr,  Uli.  701. 

Cedlia  Mctella.  tomb  of, 

Ocrops,  4&4. 

Cellini,  Denvenuto.  312. 

CenUivrr,  Mrs.,  character  of  her  como> 
dies,  JJrove  Congreve  i'roro  the 
stage.  Lid. 

Cephalonia,  30. 

CephUus.  river  of,  UlL  133. 

Ceres,  720. 

Certosa  cemetery,  37 
Cervantes,  fuL  Character  of  hU  ‘ Don 
Quixote,' 22L 
Chafronea,  31. 

Chalons,  battle  of,  fiCCi. 

Chamounl.  36. 

Chandler.  Dr.,  18.  764. 

Change,  718. 

Chantrey,  Francis,  R.A.,  610- 

* Charily  Ball,  Lines  on  reading  that 
l,ady  Byron  was  patroness  of  a,' 
573. 

Charlemagne,  533. 

Charlemont,  Mrs.,  1^ 

Charles  I..  a3>.  731. 

Charles  \*.  of  Spain,  461. 

Charles  XU.  of  Sweden,  hU  obstiitacy 
at  Bender.  C94. 

Charlotte,  Frlnress  of  Wales,  Lines  to, 
AVi.  ReRections  on  her  death,  718. 

' SrA.HZas  on  her  death,'  ^ 

Charlotte,  Queen,  511L 
Chase,  the  KnglUh,  733. 

Chateaubriand,  V 533. 

Chatham,  first  Earl  of.  T3L. 

Chatterton,  Thomas.  736. 

Chaucer,  445. 

Chaworth.  Mary  Anne  (afterwards  Mrs. 
Muders),  aii.  • FasoHiKT  written 
shortly  after  her  marriage,'  384. 

* Stanzas  to,  Oh ! had  my  fate,’  11^ 

* FAiBwcLt  to,’  .V17.  * Stanza!  to,  on 
the  author’s  leaving  England,’  312. 

Chcltroham,  166. 

Cheops.  King,  hii  pyramid,  GlQ. 
Chesterfield,  Bari  of,  bis  speech  on  the 
pIay>house  bill.  Hi.  His  remark  on 
hunting,  13!L 

* Childe  Habolo's  PiioatMAaB,*  1. 
Chtlde  Huron,  3. 

' Childish  RecoUectlons,'  404. 

Children.  333.  334.  634. 

* Chill  and  mirk  Is  the  nightly  blast,' 

M3. 

' CniLtoM,  PaisoNEa  or,'  IM. 

Chillon,  Sonnet  on,  138. 

Chimari,  SO. 

Chimariot  Mountains.  21. 

Chlosa,  war  of,  772. 

CTiivalry,  2.  OIL 

Christ.  ‘ Pure  Creed  of.  made  sanctioa 
of  all  111,  244. 

ChrUtabel,  120.  468. 

Christianity.  744. 

Chrysostom,  St.,  506- 
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Clairchci,  658, 

CuracniLL's  natva.'.VU. 

Cicero,  a punster,  sin. 

Clcesbeo,  148. 

Cid,32^  UQ. 

Cigars,  168. 

Cincinnatus,  332. 

Clntra,  6.  Convention  of.  7.  • 

Circassians,  671. 

Clrciu  at  Rome,  30,  Maximus,  7h3. 
CitharoQ,  Mount,  764. 

Cities,  overthrow  of  great,  690. 

Civilisation,  (SO. 

Clare  (John  FIttgibbon),  Earl  of,  406. 

* Limbs  on,’  406.  * Stanz.as  to,’  413. 
Clareos,  39- 

CUrkr,  Dr.  Edward  Daniel.  17. 27.  6*8- 
6.V). 

Clarke,  Hewson,  43.S.  437. 

Classics,  too  early  study  of,  50. 
CbiiMlian.  hU  * Old  Man  of  Verona,’ 
530. 

Cleonice  and  pAusanias,  story  of,  183. 
Cleopatra,  748. 
aergy,  22Sj 

Clitumnus,  the  river,  IIL  Temple  of, 
ilL 

Clootz,  AnacharsU,  5QI. 

Clytemnestra,  7031 

Cobbett,  WlIDam,  7.  667.  ' EeiGBAM 
on  hit  digging  up  Tom  Paine's  btmes.' 
573. 

Cobleots,  31. 

Cocker,  759. 

Cognise,  apostrophized,  645. 

Cohm.  Mr.  Francis  (now  Sir  Francis 
Palgrave)|  786. 

Colchis,  634. 

Coleridge.  Samuel  Taylor,  esq.,  425. 

5^  591.  599.  608.  SIS.  MM. 

CoUgny,  3d. 

(^liseum,  &!L  3L  190. 

College  education,  advantages  of  a,  596. 

' College  Examination,  Thoughts  tug* 
get  ted  by,'  397. 

Coillnl,  Signora,  430. 

Colman,  George,  Jun.,  tan. 

Cologne,  Ua.  * 

Colonna,  Cape,  26.  761- 
Coltoa,  Rev.  Caleb,  584. 

Columbia,  52. 

Columbus,  fiftL  UL  751. 

Comboloio,  or  Turkish  rotary.  ^ IM. 
Comedy,  the  day  of,  gone  by,  734. 
Common  Lot,  answer  to  a beautiful 
poem,  entitled  the,  409. 
Commonwealth,  213.  48i. 

Coodorcet,  Marquis  de,  gitL 
Congreve,  194. 

Congreve  rockets,  602- 
’ Conquest,  the,’  a fragment,  574. 
Conscience.  fiL  153.  m. 

fiM  — * — 

Constantinople.  25.  Slave  market  at, 
described,  652. 

CoDversationUU.  7S4. 

Cookery,  science  of,  748.' 

Copyright,  sums  paid  by  Mr.  Murray 
to  Lord  Byron  for,  424. 

Coquette,  724. 

Coray,  765. 

’ Corlnne,'  quoted,  607. 

Corinth.  Ifi. 

' Coatirm,  Sibqe  op.*  120. 

Corinthian  brass,  672. 

* Cornelian,*  the,  398. 

Cornelian  heart  which  was  broken, 

* Lines  on,'  552. 


Cornwall,  Barry  (Bryan  Walter  Proc* 
tor),  llfi, 

Coron,  bay  of,  Sfi. 

’ CoaiAiB,  the,  a Tale,' 

* Cortelo.’  L48.  604. 

Cottle,  Joseph,  hit  * Alfred,'  and  ' Fall 
I of  Columbia,’  427.  His  ' Expottula- 
I tory  Epistle  to  Lord  Byron,'  582. 

I ’ Could  I remount  the  river  of  my  yesur  * 

j * Could  love  for  ever,*  572. 

Coumourgi,  AH,  122. 

Country  and  town,  discrepancies  ba> 
tween.  758. 

Courage.  48^  229. 

Cowley,  his  imitation  of  CLaudlan'i 

* Old  Man  of  Verona,'  530 
Cowper,  433. 

Coxcomb,  648. 

Coxe,  Archdeacon,  bit  * Life  of  Marl, 
borough,’  His  ' Life  of  Sir 

Robert  Walpole,'  655. 

Crabbe,  Rev.  George,  * though  Ka> 
turo’s  sternest  painter,  yet  the  best,' 
43L } * the  first  In  point  of  power 
and  gttilus.'434. ; ‘ the  first  of  liting 
poets,'  B04. 

Craning,  738. 

Crasbaw,  Richard,  636.  Cowley's  lines 
on.  636. 

Creation.  326. 

Cribb,  Tom,  pugilist,  455. 

Crltk,  Sheridan's,  too  good  for  a farce, 

42L 

Croker,  Crofton,  his  * Fairy  Legends,' 

2&L 

Croker,  Right  Hon.  John  Wilton,  his 
query  concerning  the  • Bride  of  Aby- 
dos,’  IL 

Croly,  Rev.  Dr.George,  ^6.  His  • Letter 
of  Cato  to  t-oord  Byron,'  505, 
Cromwell,  Oliver, ' the  sagest  of  usurp. 

ers,'5l.  4 

Crowe,  Rev.  William,  hli  strictures  on 

* English  Bards,  and  Scotch  Review- 
ers* 122. 

Cruscan  school  of  poetry,  annihilated  by 
Gifford,  894. 

Culioden,  battle  of,  401. 

Cumberlaml,  Duke  of.  hero  of  CuUo- 
den.  590. 

Cumberland.  Richard,  4.30. 

Curran,  Right  Hon.  John  PhilpoL  7ib. 
Currie,  Dr.,  hit  Life  of  Bums, 

* CcasB  OP  Hinebva,'  453. 

Curtis,  Sir  William,  533.  711. 

Cuvier,  Baron, 3iR.700. 

Cyanometcr,  described.  651. 

Cyclades.  622.  647. 

Cypress  tree,  66. 

Cyrus,  £20 

D. 

Dallaway,  Rev.  James,  his  * Constan- 
tinople ’ quoted,  63- 

Dalrymple,  Sir  Uew.bltConTenliun,?. 

* Damstas,'  a character,  388. 

Damas,  Count  de.fifiO. 

Damme,  the  British.  715. 

Dance,  Pyrrhic,  QL  637. 

Dance  of  Death,  Holhein's,  746.  Hol- 
lar's, 24fi. 

Dancing,  30.  648.  746. 

Dandies,  Dyrmsty  of  the,  150. 

Dandolo.  Henry,  the  octogenarian  chtcl, 

13.ZZL 

Dandy,  described,  149. 
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Dantn.  u.  la.  4S2.  aa.  7H.  m hi> 

HeAtrice.  G31L  Imltalion  of.  Hit 
* half-way  hnuta  ' of  life.  G39.  * Pau* 

PHBCV  OF.*  496. 

Dan  ton,  591. 

DardaiicUet,  649. 

* Dark.vus,’  M3. 

Daru,  M:^  hit  picture  of  VeoetUn  to* 
cietjr  and  niannen,  7K9. 

Darwin.  Eratmut,  hit'  pompoui  chime,' 
4^4.  Hit  * Botanic  Garden,'  434.  l*ut 
down  bf  a poem  la  the  Antl*Jacobin,  ^ 
Wt4. 

Datet, ' a tort  of  ^tt-houte,  whore  the 
Fatct  chaniro  hortei,*  tkA). 

Darid,  King,  605.  Hit  harp,  4i3.  HU 
hymnt  characterited,  4i'J. 

Darf,  Sir  Humphry,  511.  602. 

Ucod,  featurct  of  the,  iii  Belief  that 
the  touU  of,  inhabit  the  fonnt  of  blrdt, 
>2ii  ! 

' Dean  Docroa,  I hare  read  four  pUjr, 
569. 

* Deai  OBiKCT  of  defeat«l  care.*  .*>46. 

Death,  27.  an.  M.  73.  3~^^.4>»1.  56.5.  639. 

fill.  6-17. 6.V).  705.  Shunt 

the  wretched,  fiOL  Adrantaget  of  an 
early. 641.701.  ' Thetorcrclgn’ttove* 
reign,’ ZDtL  A reformer,  706.  ‘Dun* 
nett  of  ali  duat.*  744.  * A guuiit  gour- 
mand,' 744. 

Death  and  the  Lady,  630. 

* Death  of  Calmar  and  Orla,*  41. 

Di*«,  the,  416. 

De  Foix,  Gaston,  hit  tomb  at  IlaTcnna, 

* Dsfokuei)  TaANspoHMSD  : a Drama,’ 

.too. 

Deformity,  an  incentire  to  dittiocUon, 
2QL 

D'Herbclot.ilL 

Dekker,  Thomat,  hit  * Wonder  of  a 
Kingdom,'  S39. 

DeUwarr  (Gcorge-John  West),  fifth 
Earl.aiL  * ViBtst  to,’ 22L  ‘Linu 
on,’  in, 

Delphi,  fountain  of,  3. 

Deluge,  323^  242. 

Democracy,  462. 

Demetriut  Pollorcetei  detcribed,  303. 

Demotthenet.  530. 531. 

Denham,  hit  Cowper’i  Hill.  710. 

Denman  (Lord  Chief  Justice),  bittrant- 
latioD  of  the  Greek  tong  on  Hariuo- 
diut  and  Arlttogeiton,  90. 

Dennit,  John,  critic,  443.  Hit  tract 
against  operat.  443. 

De  Pauw,  hit  wriUngt  characterited, 
765. 

De  Quincey,  .Mr.,  nit  Confettlont  of 
■n  Opium  Eater,  647. 

Dc  llptx,  Cardinal,  hit  account  of  a 
thipwreck  in  the  Gulf  of  Ljont, 
£15. 

Derrith  Tahiri,  Lord  Dyron't  Arnaout 
Guide.  23, 12L 

Detalx,  General.  501. 

Detpalr,  29.  25.  IfiL 

Detpotitm,  662. 

Destiny,  51. 

Destruction  of  Sennacherib.  467. 

Dp  Tott,  Baron,  hit  ' liittory  of  the 
Turks.’  21L 

* DeviL’a  Dbivi  ; an  undnUhed  tthrp- 
tody,’  5.57. 

TVyotioo,  319-  630.  670. 

UdRUn.  Thomas,  tuccett  of  hit ' ^father 
Goose,*  43f’. 


* Uictioonaire  de  Trevoux,'  iu  detlni* 
lion  of  an  epic,  60H. 

* DitUcIle  ett  proprid,’  Ac.  of  Horace, 
dlsputet  on  the  meaning  of,  tin. 

Dinner,  a man’s  hairiness  dependent 
on,  754. 

Dianer-bell,  ’ the  tocsin  of  the  tuui,’ 
657. 

Diogenes,  749.  754. 

Dirce,  fountain  of,  764. 

Diiconteots,  progress  of  popular.  6>*9. 
Disdar  Aga.  763. 

D'ltrorU,  J.,  etq.,  * Dedication  to  him 
of  Observatloui  ui>oa  an  Article  in 
Blackwood’s  Magaiiue,'  MA>. 

* Diyt>s,  Linbs  to,'  54M. 

Dolce,  C.arlo.  Sii  IJ2, 

Don,  Brig  of,  7U5. 

' Don  Juan.'  57i*.  Preface,  52d.  Tes- 
timonies of  Authors,  57N.  Letter  to 
the  Editor  of  ' 3fy  Grandmother’s 
Keriew,’  roit.  ' OUicrTatiooi  upon  an 
Article  in  Blackwood's  Magatlne,'  eOO- 
Dcdication  of  ' Dun  Juan  ' to  Hobert 
8<mthey.  c«q.  5s8.  Preface  to  Cantos 
VI.  Vll,  VIII.,  600. 

Don  Quiaute,  * a too  true  tale,’  727. 
Delight  of  reading,  in  the  original, 
743. 

Doomsday-book.  707. 

Dorotheus  of  Milyleue,  702. 

Dorset  (Thomas  Sackrtlie),  Earl  of, 

* called  the  drama  forth,'  3»4. 

Dorset  (Charles  SackvUlo),  Bari  of, 

his  character,  3*4. 

Dorset  (Gcorgo-JohoFrederkk),  fourth 
Duke  of,  3*4.  ' Linxs  occaaiunud  by 
the  death  of,’  560. 

Doubt.  69*.  711. 

Dorer,  * dear,'  710. 

Dracbenfrls,  34,  709. 

Drapery  klUses,  715. 

Drawcansir,  *40. 

' Dkkam,  The,’  474.  Account  of  a re- 
markable one,  643. 

Dreams,  2C6.  603. 

Dresden.  709. 

Drummoml,  Sir  William,  lfi6.  HU 

* Academical  Questloiu,’  quotes),  55, 
Drury,  Key.  Dr.  Joseph,  5Q,  ' I.inbs 

on  hU  retiring  from  the  bead-master- 
ship of  Harrow,'  3*3. 

Drury  Lane  Theutre, ' Aonataa,  spoken 
at  the  opening  of,'  552. 

Dryden,  his  ' Ude,'  Sol.  1IU  epigram 
under  Milton’s  picture,  WWi.  *06.  HU 

* Palamon  and  Arcile,’  Ills ' Ab- 
salom and  Achitophel,*  63q.  hu 

* Throdore  and  Hnnoria.*  639. 

Dubois,  Edward,  esq.,  hU  satire,  en- 
titled ' My  Pocket  Book,’  436. 

Dubost,  M.,  painter,  his  * Beauty  and 
the  Beast.'  43*. 

Duelling,  £44, 

' Durr  between  Campbell  and  Bowles, 
.574. 

DulT,  MUs  Mary  (afterwards  Mrs. 
Hobert  Cockbuni),  Lord  Byron’s 
boyUh  attachment  for.  416. 
Dumourler.  SCO. 

Duppa,  Richard,  esq.,  his  * Life  of 
Michael  Angelo.’  502.  503. 

Dwarfs,  660. 

* Dying  Gladiator,’  M. 


E. 

E-—— , Lines  to.  377. 

Early  death,  641.  705. 

Early  hours.  714. 

Early  rising,  623. 

Eating.  65.5, 

KblJs.  Oriental  Prince  of  DaikncM.lfit 

Eclectic.  6^5- 

Eclcctlc  Review,  44.  Its  ch.iracter  of 
' Don  Juan.’  5*0. 

Economy,  707. 

Eddleston  (Cambridge  chorUter),  39*. 

‘ Linus  on  a cornelian  given  to  Lord  : 
Byron  by,'  39*.  i 

Edgworlh,  MarU.  592.  { 

Edinburgh  Review,  lliL  Us  Critique  on  i 
* Hours  of  Mteness,*  419.  Strictures  j 
on  Ui  remarks  on  the  literature  of  i 
modern  Gre<’ce,  766.  : 

Edward  the  Black  Prince,  iiU  tomb,  7I0. 

Egerta,  51,242.  Fountain  of,  51,  Grotto 
of,  &4.7-<2. 

Egripo  (the  Kegropont),  61. 

Ehrenbrvitstein,  34. 

Kkcnhead,  Mr.,  l‘A.  Ms.  C-m. 

Ella.  Isle  of.  1£L  5'-«- 

Eldun,  Earl  of,  hU  judgment  in  thecase 
of ' Cain,’  817.  His  impartiality,  750. 

’ Elkoy  on  Nevstead  Abbey,’  *02. 

Elgin,  Lord,  17.  42fi,  1^  455. 

Elgin  marbles,  *fA.  455. 

' Eliza,  Idnea  to,'  400. 

Elizabeth.  Queen,  her  avarice,  704. 

‘Ellln,  I.ines  to,’  imitated  Uum  Ca- 

tullus, 322. 

EllU.  (Teorge,  esq.,  £5 

F.laisa,  173. 

' Eluisa  and  Abelard,*  Pope's,  H06. 

Eloquence,  power  of,  744. 

' Emma,  Lines  to.’  3h1. 

Endor,  wiUh  of.  163.  465. 

‘ Endorsement  to  Deed  of  Separation, ' 
563. 

* Ekolish  Baxos  and  Scotch  R&vibw. 
las.’UU. 

EnglUb  look.  653. 

English  women.  725. 

Ennui,  * the  best  of  friends  and  opiate 
draughts,*  C3*.  * A growth  of  English 
root,’  734. 

EnthusiaAm,  a moral  inebriety.  729. 

Envy,  662. 

Fparoloondas,  hU  dialntfrestcdne««.C<M. 

F.pic  pocm.deflnltiou  of  an.  60H. 

BncBAM  on  Moore's  Operatic  F.trce, 
or  Farcical  Opera,  6*9.  From  the 
French  of  Rulhlkrcs,  &S2.  572.  On 
roy  Wedding  Day,  573.  On  Cobbett's 
digging  up  Tom  Paine's  Bones,  573. 

' The  world  U a bundle  of  hay,*  573. 
On  my  Wedding,  674.  On  the  Brv 
siers'  Company  having  resolved  to 
present  an  Adless  to  Queen  (^artk 
line,  ^21,  On  Lord  Castlercagb,  574. 

Epistle,  a female,  described,  7.45. 

Epistle  to  a friend.  In  answer  to  some 
Lines  exhorting  the  author  to  banish 
care,  548. 

* EnsTLB  to  Augusta,'  470. 

Efitapr  on  a frirad,  22L  On  VirgQ 
and  Tibullus,  by  Demetriut  Marsus, 
translated,  379.  On  Johu  Adams,  of 
Southwell,  a carrier,  who  died  of 
drunkenness,  537.  Substitute  for  an, 
£!£.  My  own,  MC.  For  Joseph 
Blackett,  late  poet  and  shoemaker, 
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I HL  For  Wrniam  Put,  For 

Lord  Cuilrreagh,  S74. 

Rrumui.  hU  Kaufragiutn,  bl4. 
ErAtoitratui. 

Kro«  and  Antcro*,  1A2. 

Erre  language,  6s7. 

Eriklne.  Lord,  734. 

Ktiquctta,  C61.  604. 

Em*.  .V.-  620. 

Eugene  of  $*rof.  Ml. 

Euphue*  (Bftrrjr  Comvall),  CflS.  716. 
Euripides,  translation  from  bis  Medea, 

* 'Eftrru  3%. 

Euitaie's  * Classical  Tour  In  luljr,’ 
strictures  on,  78A. 

*£vtb4Nasu,  When  Time,  or  soon  or 
late,* 

Eutropius,  the  eunuch,  and  rclniiter  of 
Arradlui,  character  of, 

Kuaine,  or  Biack  Sea,  description  of, 
fi.Vi. 

Krening  described,  ^ 1^7.  63H. 
F.vil.m  Origin  of,  aaiL 
I Katie,  4.  39.rn.iil2. 

, Ex{»ectation,  I0>t.  CO!l. 

Experience,  The  chief  philoso- 
j|  pher.  IlL 
" F.tes.  597.  743. 

F. 

j Faintness,  teiuation  of.  62L  The  last 
I mortal  birth  of  pain,  ixi. 
j Fairy,  ISl. 

j Falirru,  Marino,  Doge  of  Venice,  1^- 
Kalicro  Family,  ly.^  7s6. 

I'alkUud  (Lucius  Cary),  Viscount,  403. 
AIL 

Fail  ofTernl.iO. 

Fame.  26.  2D.  31.  2L  40.  L2L  ^ idilb 

6.M.  6-^3.  679.  6^.  (ioti.  fi07. 
Family,  a doe,  634. 

' j Fancy,  6il. 

:|  * Fair  THKB  wBLt,.  and  If  for  ever,* 

;J  * Farewell  lo  the  Muse.* 

I * Farewell  I Iferer  fondest  prayer, *^2L 

I I * Farewell  to  Malta,'  ML 

I Farmers,  700. 

Fashionable  world,  715.  7jC. 

Fate.  IL  C'*4.  I2L 

I * Father  of  Light ! great  God  of  llea- 
Ten.’AlO. 

j Fativrl,  French  consul  at  .Athens, 
liLlltL 

■ Faux  pat,  in  England.  740. 

I FassiuU,  the  Venotian,  639. 

Fear.  2i2.  IflL 
Features,  6C0. 

• I Feelings,  inrute, 

.i  Feinagtc,  Profetsor,  his  Muemonics, 

' 591. 

Felicia,  his  * O lUlia,  Italia,*  traus- 
lated,  45, 

Femate  fickleness.  ?43. 

Female  friendship,  742. 

F^n^lon,  677. 

Ferdinand,  Duke  of  Brunswick,  .590. 
Femer.  39. 

Ferrara,  Ia)rd  Byron's  visit  to,  IS. 

* Few  jreare  have  pass'd  since  thou  and 

i l.'sad. 

! Fickleness  of  woman.  I4L 

Fiction  less  striking  than  truth,  743. 
Fielding,  RM-  The  prose  llumer  of 
! human  nature,  CLUi. 

I * FlU  the  gntict  again.' SdL 
I * First  Kilt  of  Lotc,'  La. 
ij  First  love,  C2Z. 

ii 


Fitxgorald,  Lord  Edward,  ’ bonnet  Ciii 
the  repeal  of  his  forfeiture,’  572. 

Fiiigerald,  WUliain  Thomas,  poetaster, 
42L452. 

Fletcher,  WilUam  (Lord  Bjrou's  faith- 
ful valel),  5.  543. 

Florence,  4L  499. 

' Morcnce*  (Mrs.  Si>0Qcer  Smith),  19. 
Stansas  to,  .S43. 

Foppery,  9Q7. 

Fors)th,  Joseph,  esq.,  hit ' Italy,'  S2, 

Fortitude,  IL  iL  ^ IIIQ.  742. 

Fortune.  22.  fiL  ISO,  22L  54L  5M,  SC2. 

Forty.partoo  power,  707. 

‘ FusCAai,  the  Two ; au  Historical  Tra- 
gedy.* 221. 

Foscari  family.  790.  • 

Foscolo.  Ugo.  412.  HU  account  of  PuL 
cl's  * Morgante,'  483. 

Fox,  Right  Hon.  Charles  James,  473. 
474.  53L  * Lines  on  the  death  of,’ 
399.  Saying  of,  .VZ6.  HU  grave,  526. 

Fox  bunt,  an  EngUth»  738. 

' Fragment,'  37H. 

• Fragment,  written  shortly  after  the 
marriage  of  Miss  Cbawurtb,'  384. 

France,  52S. 

* Fbancksca  or  Rimini  from  the  In- 
ferno of  Dante,  .*ki5. 

Francis.  Sir  Philip,  the  probable  author 
of  Junius.*  522. 

Franciscan  Convent  at  Atlicos,  437. 
4,‘3.  MS. 

Frankfurt,  45g. 

Franklin,  DruJamio,  5a.  530.  S23. 

Frascati,  Li5.  433. 

Frazer,  Mrs.,  549. 

Fre^lerick  the  Second,  24.  |Ui 

flight  from  Molwits,  Sisfi. 

* Free  to  confess,'  the  phrase,  757. 

Freedom,  Lk.  7U9. 

Free  will,  333. 

Frvrc,  Right  Hon.  John  Ilookham,  433. 
His  * Whlstlecraft,*  143.  5>6.  Writes 
half  the ' Needy  Kiiife>gTinder,'  IS. 

Friends,  705.  739.  743. 

Friendship,  743. 

Friuli.  44. 

FrU«i's  History  of  Ferrara,  122. 

Fry,  Mrs..  111. 

• Fudge  Family,’  the  humour  of,  not 
wu,  sLii. 

Funds,  the  public,  7ia. 

Fuseli,  515, 

Future  Stale,  318. 

O. 

Gall,  M.,2l£. 

Galileo,  ZZL  His  tomb  in  Santa  Croce, 

42. 

Galioogee,  fid. 

Galt,  John,  esq.,  hit  character  of  Don 
Juan,  5WC. 

Gamba,  Count  Pietro,  639- 

Game  of  Goose,  724. 

Gamesters.  225.  TXf. 

Gaming,  Ilk.  736. 

Gandia,  Duke  of,  interesting  partlcu. 
lars  oi  his  death,  liw. 

Garcllasso  de  la  Vega,  -590 . 

Garrtrk,  420.  552. 

Gay,  hU  Beggar's  Opera,  444. 

Ga)tun,  dancer,  43o. 

Gazelle,  the,  2.  SL 

GrU.  Sir  William.  42:1. 

Gemma,  the  wife  of  Dante,  499. 

Geneva,  Lake  of.  ^ 2£L  >*t-  138.  768- 

Genevra,  Sonnets  to.  j57. 


GeoUs,  Madame  de,  459. 

Gentlemen  farmers,  7U0. 

George  the  Third,  45L  kik.  Ufl. 

George  the  Fourth,  kkd.  550.  575.  57C. 
5*U.  695.  700.  719.  7'Jtj.  * SONNXT  to, 
on  the  repeal  of  Lord  Edward  Fita- 
gerald'i  forfeiture,  572. 

G^rgia,  G7i. 

Georgians,  beauty  of  the.  67t. 

Geramb.  Baron,  CampbeU's,  511. 

* Gertrude  of  Wyumiaf Campbell's, 
445. 

Gesocr,  his  ‘ Death  of  Abel,  31a. 
Chibcllines.  422.  422.  2^ 

Ghost,  the  Newstead,  21i2. 

Ghosts,  ISL  253. 2SL 
Glaflar.  Pacita  of  Argyro  Castro,  bis 
fate,  ^ 

Giant’s  Grave,  vUit  to,  6-Vt- 

* GiAot'g,  The ; a Fragtnvut  of  a Turk- 
ish Tale  ;'  63. 

Gibbon,  Edward, esq.,  bU  character,  4ft. 
HU  opinion  on  the  adiantages  of  a 
public  oducalloD.  596. 

Gibraltar,  straits  of,  18. 

Glffkrd,  Lees,  e*q.,  LL.D.,  579. 

Gifford,  WUllam,  esq.,  4«-  433.  4.M. 

466.  K04. 

Gin,  2CQ. 

Glugo,  St.,  769. 

Giorgione,  U6. 

' Girl  of  Cadiz.'  14. 

Glaciers,  50. 

Gladiator,  the  dying,  stanzas  on , £5. 646- 
Gladiators,  794. 

Glentwrvie  (Sylvester  Douglas),  flrst 
Lord,  501- 
Glory,  12S.  C23.  21ft. 

Godoy,  Don  Manuel,  9. 

Goethe,  hU ' Kennst  du  das  Land,*  Ac. 
Imitated.  77.  Hit  * Faust.*  191.  His 
remarkson  ' Manfred.'  191-  Dcdin^ 
tion  of  Marino  Faliero*  to,  197.  His 

* Werther,*  197.  Lord  Byron's  letter 
to.  197.  His  tribute  to  the  memory 
of  Byron,  344.  Dedication  of  ' Sar- 
danapalus ' to,  244.  His  character  of 

* Don  Juan,*  5S7.  HU  ' Met>histo- 
pheles,’  727. 

Gold.  212. 

Golden  Fleece.  634. 

Culdoni'i  comedies,  794. 

Goldimltb,  his  anticipated  definition  of 
the  Lake  school  of  poetry,  S04. 
Gondola  deacribed,  146. 

Gondoliers,  tongs  of  ibe  Venetian,  42. 
602.  7f». 

Good  Night,  the,  4.  Lord  Maxwell's,  1. 
Goose,  royal  game  of,  724. 

Gordon,  Lord  George,  457. 

Gordons  of  Glgbt,  4U1. 

Goza,  19. 

Cmcchns,  Tiberius,  706. 

Grafton,  Duke  of,  531. 

Graliam,  Edw.nrd,  eiq.,  648. 

Grahame,  James,  his ' Sabbath  Walks' 
and  * Biblical  Pictures.*  Z'zfi, 

Granby.  Marquis  of.  590. 

' Grant*  ; a Medley,'  38.5. 

GranvlUe,  Dr.,  his  recipe  to  escape  sea- 
tickneti,  611. 

Grattan,  Right  Mon.  Henry,  53L  575. 

576.  GO.  718. 

Gray.  02. 8I». 

* Greatest  living  poets,'  716. 

Orei-ce,  past  and  prcsrmt  rondUk  n of. 
II.  18.  ^5,  ?6.  52.  fa. 22.  IfiL  Liu. 

.47.  5uL 
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i;reek  war  long.  * 

Health,  m ffllL 

Uted,  380.  * Tbe  scholar  of  lore,* 

Translation  of,  646. 

Hearer,  a anod  one.  738. 

fi2fi^  HU  * Nil  admirari,'  CM.  ML 

Creeks,  some  account  of  the  literature 

Hearing,  second,  superstition  of.  2L 

22L24L  Quoted,  tVt.  733.  737.  741. 

of  the  modem.  766. 

* HaATKN  A-NO  Kabtu  ; a Mjilory,*  232. 

Horton.  Right  Hun.  Robert  WUmut 

Grcnrillei,  the,  718» 

Hebe,  2^ 

(now  Sir  Hubert),  894. 

GrerlUc,  Colonel,  430. 

Hcber,  Reginald  (Bishop  of  Calcutta), 

Ilorton.  Mrs.  (now  I.ady)  WUmot, 

Grej,  Charles  (afterwards  Earl  Gref), 

Critical  notes  by.possrm. 

Hotspur,  Chg. 

hlLUdx 

' llsnaBW  MtLODias.'  463. 

Hourit,  11.  68.694. 

Grirf.lM. 

Hecla,&M.Z^ 

* Hours  op  Iolenus,'  37.S,  Critique  of 

GrlUDarser,  his  tragedy  of  Sappho,  21L 
Grlooeowald,  the,  26^ 

Hector,  6DG. 

the  Edinbureb  Reriew  upon.  419. 

Helen.  * the  Greek  Ere,*  741.  * Ltnas 

Howsoo,  Mrs.,  ‘ Lines  addressed  to,* 

Gritti,  Count,  Ills  sketch  of  a Venetian 

on  Canora's  bust  of,’  Mil 

388. 

noble,  23Q, 

Helena,  St.,fi2fi.  633. 

Howard,  Hon.  Frederick,  31.  432. 

Gropius,  the  Sleur,  761 

Hell,  * pared  with  good  Intentions,'  518. 

Howe,  Admiral  Lord,  ftPO. 

Grofvenor,  Earl  (now  Marquis  of  WesU 

6M7. 

Hoyle,  games  of,  43L  ML 

minster),  4 <3. 

Hellespont,  &L  ML  ML 

Hoyle,  Ker.  Charles,  806. 

Hells,  St.  James’s,  i^Ii.  714. 

HudIbrai.  446. 

Guadlana,  S. 

Henry,  Patrick,  'the  futeit-born  De> 

Humane  Society.  602. 

GuarlgUa,  Signor,  G4S. 

moithcnes,'  630. 

Humboldt,  6&I. 

GuelCs.  4&7.  499.  7M. 

Herbert,  Rer.  William, 

Hunger.  617.  \\u. 

GuescHn,  Du,  Constable  of  France,  527. 

Hercules.  4.56. 

Hunt,  Leigh,  328.  684.  Mr.  Moore’S 

Gulccloll  (Teresa  Gamba),  Countess, 

Hero  and  I..eandcr,  &2i 

rerses  on  his  ' Byron  and  bis  (^nlcin* 

IfiL  241,  lilfi.  filL  HL  SIL  Dedl- 

* Herod's  Lament  for  Mariomne,'  467. 

porories,'  62.6. 

cation  of  the  Prophecy  of  Dante  to, 

Ilerodlaa,  4ML 

Hunting,  738. 

49fi. 

Hesperus.  6.59. 

Hydra.  Ule  of,  4.63. 

Guido,  h(s  Aurora,  73B. 

Heterodoxy,  668. 

Hymen,  C3I. 

Gunpowder.  liS.  687. 

Higbgate,  burlesque  oath  administered 

llymettus,  26.  43L  i4L 

Gurney,  Hudson,  esq.,  his  * Cupid  and 
I'sy^e,*  63.5. 

at.  IS. 

Highland  welcome,  6fi9. 

Hypocrisy,  131.  Hi 

Gurney,  Willlnm  Brodie,  short-hand 
writer,  607. 

UUl,  Thomas,  esq.,  the  patron  of  KJrke 
White  and  Bloomfield,  432.  SIL 

L 

Oustaeua  Adolphui,  his  death  at  Lut- 

* Hills  of  Annesley,  bleak  and  barren.' 

lonthe  (Lady  Charlotte  Harley),  dedi- 

sen,  528. 

384. 

cation  of  * Childe  Harold ' to,  2. 

Gynocracy,!^ 

* Hitts  prom  Homcx,'  437. 
History.  S,  ML 

Ibrahim  Pacha,  762. 

Ido,  mount,  &Q.  547  . 764. 

H. 

Histuriani,  638. 

* 1 enter  thy  garden  of  roars.’  M7. 

Hoore,  Rer.  Charles  James,  435. 

‘ If  sometimes  in  the  haunts  of  men,* 

HabesH,  Louis,  G3S. 

Hobbes,  Thomas,  16B.  Ills  fear  of 

661. 

Hades,  ail). 

ghosts,  7.M). 

* If  that  high  world,'  IM. 

Halls.  23. 

Hohhouse,  Right  Hon.  Sir  John  Cam, 

llloD.  617.  648. 

Hall.  Captain  Basil,  his  Intrrriew  with 

Bart.,  16.  20.  22.  44L  4^  464.  ALIL. 

Illyria.  21. 

Napoleon,  &2L 

6rA.  His  * Epistle  to  a young  noble* 

Imagination,  3L  641. 

! Hallam,  Hcary,  esq.,  hit  review  o 

man  In  lore.*  641.  Dedication  to  him 

Immortality  of  Ihr  soul,  318. 

Payne  Knight'a  * Taste,'  IdtL 

of  the  fourth  canto  of ' Childe  Ha- 

Imprisonment,  solitary,  its  elTccts,  'Jaa. 

His*  Middle  Ages,'L£L 

rold.*  41.  His  ‘ Ilistoriral  Notes  to 

Improrvisatore,  776. 

Hamburgh,  4A&. 

tbe  Fourth  Canto  of  Childe  Harold,’ 

Incantation,  178. 

Hands,  small.  adJitinction  of  birth,  iHL 

Incledon,  Charles,  singer.  799. 

66i. 

Hoche,  Ceneral.  2L 

Inconstancy,  629. 

Hannibal,  16&. 

' Hock  and  soda  water,  690^  .591.  613. 

IndllTerence,  729. 

Happiness,  * was  born  a twin,'  626. 

Hodgson,  Rer. Francis,  43.5. 806.  * Lines 

Indigestion,  656.  698. 

Horace's  art  of,  B6I.  * An  art  on 

to. written  on  board  the  Lisbon  pocket.' 

* Inez,'  Sloniai  to,  IS. 

which  the  artists  greatly  eary,'  7 2D. 

642.  * Epistle  to,  In  answer  to  some 

Infidelity,  female,  ML  726, 

Hardlnge,  George,  esq.,  733. 

lines  exhorting  Lord  Byron  to  **  ba- 

* In  Uw  an  Infant,  and  In  j vara  a boy,' 

Harley,  Lady  Charlotte  (the  ' laothc' 

nish  care,"  ’ 648. 

aaa. 

to  whom  the  first  and  second  cantos 

Uofg,  James,  the  Ettrick  shepherd. 

Innocence.  334. 6*2.  740. 

1 of*  Childe  Harold  ' are  dedicated),  2. 

807. 

lanorotlon,  progress  of,  767. 

■ Hannodius,  30. 

Holbein,  his ' Dance  of  Death,'  746. 

' Inscription  on  the  monument  of  a 

Hamiodius  and  Aristogeiton,  song  on. 

Hole.  Rer.  Richard.  805. 

Newfoundland  dog,*  539. 

30.  ^ 

Holford,  Miss,  807. 

Intoxication,  614.  6iml 

Harmony,  German  colony  In  America 

Holland.  L>ord,  429.  Dedication  of  the 

Ionia,  2ZL 

so  called.  746. 

Bride  of  Abydos  to.  ZL  His  charac- 

Iris,  the,  fiO.  ISL 

Ilarpe,  La.  630. 

ter  of  Voltage,  809. 

' laisB  Atatar.*  iilL 

Harrow,  • Lines  on  a change  of  masters 

Holland.  Lady,  4^ 

Irish  language,  687. 

at.  383.  * On  a distant  view  of  the 

Holland,  Dr.,  23. 

Iron  mask,  522. 

Tillage  and  school  of,*  agg,  « Written 

Hollar,  his  * Donee  of  Death,'  746. 

* 1 saw  thee  weep.*  4<yi. 

beneath  an  elm  In  the  churchyard  of,’ 
llh.  ' On  rerislting,'  637. 

Home,  27.  106.  602.  Sight  of,  otter  ab- 

* Island,  tub  ( or,  Christian  and  Ids 

senre,  631.  * Without  hearts  there  it 

Hater,  an  honest,  727. 

no.'  @1. 

' Islands  of  the  birit.*  637. 

Hatred.  727. 

Homer,  geography  of,  6I8.  660.  684. 

Ismail,  siege  of.  fififi.  fiZL 

Harard,  story  of  hli  tragedy,  447. 

Riod,  806.  Odyssey.  C31.  His  cotip 

* 1 speak  not,  1.  trace  not,*  568. 

Hawke,  Admiral  Lord,  6D0. 

logue  of  ships,  23L 

Italian  language,  483. 

Hawke  (Edward  Hatrey),  third  Lord, 

Honoriuj.  6. 

Italian  sky,  4L  « 

ML 

Hook,  Theodore,  esq.,  42D. 

Italy,  41.  153.  490.  Fresont  degraded 

Hayiry,  William,  esq.,  adrice  to,  426. 

I!(^,  Thomas,  esq..  17.  438. 

condition  of,  590. 

76S.HQ4. 

Hoppner,  John  Willlnm  RUxo,  ' Lines 

Ithaca,  20. 

Hoalitt,  William,  his  charge  of  iuennsist- 
ency  against  Lord  Byron,  fiQO.  His 
character  of*  Don  Juan,'  .6H4. 

on  the  birth  of,'  671. 

Horace,  Lord  Byron's  early  dUlike  to, 
Mb  His  ' Juitom  et  tenoerm  ' trani* 

' I would  1 were  a careless  child,'  418. 
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Jadull.  laLm 

Jarktmt,  John,  professor  of  pugilism, 
44«J.  4'j3.  713. 

JaiDbllcuB.  story  of  bis  rslsing  Eros  ind 
Anteros,  IM. 

Jeslousj,  697.  CM. 

JeSrtj,  FrancU.  esq.,  492,  4a9..448. 

5fO.  705.  720.  Critical  Qotos  by.  pat- 

$im. 

Jena,  battle  of,  US. 

Jenner,  Dr.,  602. 

* Jephtha's  Daughter,'  464. 

Jerdan.  WiUlaro,  esq.,  679. 

Jemingham,  Mr.,  43ff. 

Jerome,  St-,  696. 

Jcrreed,  fiQ, 

Jersey.  Countess  of.  hU.  ‘ Consolatory 
Address  to,  on  the  Prince  Regent  re- 
turning her  picture,*  U2j 
Jerusalem,  49fi.  * On  the  day  of  the 
deitruccioil  of.  by  Tltui,'  467. 

Jesus  Christ.  Si>LZ^ 

Jews,  633.  fil£.  65S. 

Joanolni,  23.  2fiL 
Job.  m,  73^ 

John  Bull,  hli  * Letter  to  Lord  Dyrtm,' 
Mfi.  60fl. 

Johnson,  Dr.,  his  ' Vanity  of  Human 
Wishes,'  filQ.  His  opinion  of  blank 
eerie,  4^  His  ‘ Irene,*  HL  His 
remark  on  good  Intentions,  A 
good  hater,  22L  His  * Life  of  Mil. 
ton.’  6M.  His  belief  in  ghosts. 
Jonson,  Ben,  anecdote  of, 

Joubert,  General,  591. 

* Journal  de  Trtfroux.'  Ui, 

Julian  the  Apostate,  6iAL 
Julian,  Count,  B. 

Juliet's  tomb,  630. 

Julius  Criar,  hU  character,  62. 307. 

7M.  His  laurel  wreath,  62.  S3.  The 
suitor  of  lore,  167  . 638. 

Jungfrau,  the,  60. 179. 

Junius's  Letters  622. 

JuooC.  General,  7. 

Jupiter  Olymplut,  temple  of,  IT.  464. 
Jura  mountains,  37. 

Jurenal,  bis  alleged  Independence, 

His  pure  and  sublime  morality,  636 

K. 

Kaff.43fi. 

Kalamas,  31. 

Kaleidoscope,  619. 

Kalkhrenncr,  his  remark  on  Jeuiih 
music,  153. 

Kamtschatka,  46S. 

Kant.  Professor.  769. 

Kean.  Edward,  tragedian,  13fi.  43C. 
KeaU.  John.  Ufi.  SQC.  Account  of. 

HOfi.  Elegy  on,  6IL 
Kemble,  John  Philip,  esq-,  196.  iSQ. 
Keorvey,  James,  dramatist,  430. 

KeppcI,  Admiral,  590, 

KibiUa.  ffi3. 

Kings.  689.  699. 

Kinnaird.  Ixird,  697. 

Kinoaird,  Hon.  Douglas,  13Z.  4SL  613. 

mi 

' Kiss  of  Lore,  First,'  383. 

Kitchener.  Dr.,  his  remedy  for  sea- 
sickness,  611. 

Knight-errantry.  737. 

Knight,  Payne,  i&. 


Knowledge,  330.  716. 

KnowUes,  Richard,  his  * History  of  the 
Turks,’  62.  fifi6. 

Koran,  68. 

Kosciusko,  General,  S28. 709. 

Kotsebuc,  468. 

Koutousow,  General  (afterwards  Prince 
of  Smolcnsko),  Tw. 

L. 

Labedoydre,  561.  ^ 

Lacedemon,  36. 

' Lachln-y-gair,*  HilL  4Q1. 

Ijuiies,  learned,  593. 

La  Fayette,  691. 

Lafltte.719. 

La  Fitlo,  pirate,  IHL 
La  Harpe,  630. 

Lake  I.emaD,  26.  ^ 139.  669, 

Lake  School  of  Poetry.  601L  noa.  Gold- 
smith’s anticipated  dcQnition  of.  wn. 

* Lakers.*  the.  446.  m 

Lamb,  Hon.  George,  122.  429.  •> 

Lamb,  Lady  Caroline, 

Lambe,  Charles,  esq..  434. 

Lamberti,  Venetian  poet.  90. 

Lambro  Cansarl,  Greek  patriot,  liL 
‘ LawaXT  or  Tasso.*  476. 

I.aoceIot  of  the  Lake,  506. 

‘ Landed  Interest,' 632. 

Laodor,  Walter  Savage,  esq..  !<?.  612. 
ili-llfi,  HU  ‘ Gehir,’ 614. 

I.angeroD,  Count  de.  680. 

Lannes,  Duke  of  Montebello,  591. 
l.ansdowne  (Henry  Fltsmaurlre  Petty), 
fourth  Marquis  of,  365.  397.  4v9. 
Lanskol,  the  grande  passion  of  Cathe- 
rine 11.701. 

Laocoon,  the,  62. 646. 

Laos,  the  rircr,  33. 

’ Laaa  ; a Tale.'  108. 

Lascy,  Major  General,  6-<7. 

Laugier,  Abb£,  bis  character  of  Marino 
Fallero,  IK.I. 

Laura.  630. 773. 

1-ausonne,  39. 

LawstilU,  756. 

Lawyers,  604.  705. 

Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel,  423. 

Leander  and  Hero,  82. 

Learned  ladies,  .593. 

Learned  languages,  resulu  uf  the  too 
early  study  of,  £0, 

Lee,  Harriet,  her  * German's  Tale,'  341. 

* Legion  of  Honour,  Lmaa  on  the  Star 

of,'aiL 

Legitimacy,  fiS. 

Leigh,  Hon.  Augusta  (I..ord  Byron's 
sister),  ' Sta.’szas  to.*  4I1L 

• KPISTLt  to.*  470. 

Lely,  Sir  Peter,  drapery  of  his  beauties, 
732. 

Leipsic,  458.  528. 

Leman.  I,ahe.  33. 31, 2^.  242.  * Soa«»T 
to.*^ 

L'Enctus,  Ninon  de.  661. 

Lenzoni.  Marchioness,  her  rescue  of  the 
bones  of  Boccaccio,  77B. 

LeoX..i^ 

Leoben.  34. 

Leone.  Port,  64. 

I/eonIdas.  649. 

Leonora,  Tasso's,  478.  479. 

Leopold,  Prince  of  Saxe  Coburg  (after- 
wards King  of  the  Uelgiaoi),  2iL. 
Lepanto,  Gulf  of,  14.  SO. 

‘ Lis»U,  lines  to,*  ^£L 


Lethe,  ML 

* LxrrzK  tx»  the  Eoiroa  or  *•  Mt 
GaANOMOTRKa’s  Rcvtkw.**  • 79a. 

Leucadia,  iO. 

Leuctra,  31. 

Iterant,  33.  106. 

Lewis,  Matthew  Gregory,  esq.,  1-VJ 
196.  425.  443. 

Liakura,  Mount,  36. 

Liberty,  IM.  LM.  6tt4. 

Liceuslng  act,  444. 

Um,  m. 

Life,  32^  4£,  ^ ML  83.  LM.  38LML 
637.  641.  668.  69tl.  71&.751. 

I Life  of  a TOUug  noble.  717. 

Lightning,  superstitions  respecting.  15. 
ZIL 

Llgnr.  Prince  de,  SQ,  £85,  ZQ5. 

' Likes  on  the  Death  of  a Y oung  I-ady,' 
376.  To  E.,  aZL  To  D.,  31L  t»n 
leaving  Newstead  Abbey.  377.  Writ- 
ten in  Rousseau's  ' Letters  of  an  Ita- 
lian Nun,*  379.  On  a change  of  mas- 
ters at  a great  school,  3d3>  On  a tUs- 
tant  view  of  the  village  and  school 
of  Harrow,  386.  To  M.,  3t^.  To 
M.  8.  G.f  3*>7.  To  Woman.  387.  To 
Mary,  on  receiving  her  picture,  3s7. 
To  Lesbia,  3h7.  Addresu<d  to  a 
Young  Lady,  3s8.  To  Mahon,  3x0. 
To  a l^uly  who  presented  U>  the  author 
a lock  of  hair,  Ac.,  3iiu.  To  a beauti- 
ful Quaker,  397.  On  the  death  of 
Mr.  Fox,  399.  To  the  sighing  Stre- 
phon,  400.  To  Elisa.  400.  To  Ko- 
mance.  401.  ToaLady  who  presrnte-J 
the  author  with  the  velvet  band  which 
bound  her  tresses.  410.  To  the  Kev. 
J.  T.  Beclier,  on  his  advising  the  au- 
thor to  mix  more  with  society,  410. 
To  Edward  Noel  Long,  esq..  414.  To 
A Lady— * Oh  1 had  my  fate,'  Ac..  41%. 
To  George  Earl  Delawarr,  417.  To 
the  Earl  of  Clare,  417.  Written  b#- 
oeatb  an  elm  in  the  churchyard  of 
Harrow,  418.  To  a vain  Lady,  .%35.  To 
Anne,  535.  To  the  author  of  a Son- 
net, beginning  * Snd  is  the  verse,'  Ac., 
.535.  On  finding  a Fan,  .*>35.  To  an 
Oak  at  Newstead,  536.  On  rerlsiting 
Harrow,  537.  To  my  Son,  537.  To 
a faithftii  Friend.  MS.  Inscribed  upoo 
a cup  formed  from  a skull.  .539.  To 
a L^y  ou  being  asked  my  reason 
for  quitting  England,  540.  To  Mr. 
Hodgson,  written  on  board  the  Lisbon 
packet.  M2.  Written  In  an  album  at 
Malta,  545.  Written  after  swlmmlnB 
from  Keitoa  to  Abydos.  MS.  Written 
beneath  a picture,  546.  In  the  Tra- 
vellers’ Book  at  Orchomenus,  545. 
On  parting.  547.  To  Dives,  548.  On 
Moore's  operatic  farce,  Md.  To 
Thyrza,  549.  On  a Cornelian  heart, 
whieh  wa»  broken,  552.  To  a Lady 
weeping,  i52.  Written  on  a blank 
leaf  of  the  * Pleasures  of  Memory,*  M2. 
To  Time,  654.  On  Ix>rd  Thurlow’s 
poems.  MfL  To  Ixird  Thnrlow, 

To  Thomas  Moore,  on  visiting  I^-igti 
Hunt  In  prison,  556.  On  hearing 
that  I.ady  Byron  was  III.  472.  To 
Belshazzar,  5ffl.  On  Napoleon's  es- 
cape from  Elba.  561.  To  Thomas 
Moore.  ^ On  the  bust  of  Helen  by 
Canova,  SM.  To  Thomas  Moore. 
.*i69.  To  Mr.  Murray,  N3.  From 
Mr.  Murray  to  Dr.  PolidoH,  569- 
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To  Mr.  Murraf,  S70.  On  th<*  birth- 
day of  J.  W.  R.  lloppnor,  Hi.  On 
r<NulJog  that  Lailj  Byron  had  been 
patrnnAtl  of  a chatty  ball,  573.  On 
niy  thirty-third  birthday,  574.  To 
Mr.  Murray,  575.  To  Lady  Blei- 
•IngtOD,  577.  Inacribed,  • On  thii 
day  1 complete  my  thirty -alatU  year,' 
5IL 

Llabnn,  S. 

Lisbon  packet,  Lmu  written  on  board 
Che. 

Liiton,  John,  comedian,  79n. 

Literary  men,  marriage  of,  499. 

I Liternum.  764. 

Little*!  Poema.417. 425. 

Livadla.  7&L 

Liver,  6'2Q. 

Livy,  ZML 

Lloyd,  Charlee,  Mq..  434.  SSL 

Ixwn  contractor!,  719. 

Locke,  hi!  treatiae  on  education,  iiL  744. 

Lockhart,  J.  G.,  esq..  Hit  * Ancient 
Rpanlih  Ballad!,'  13.  Hi!  preface  to 
* Don  Quixote,’  727.  Critical  Notes 
by.  pauim. 

Lcjdl,  303. 

Capei,  e!q.,  432.  450. 

I..ondim.  a Sunday  in,  l*i.  The  Deril’! 
drawing-room.  71ft.  The  approaches 
to,  712.  Never  understood  by  fo- 
reigners, 721.  • One  superb  mctiagr- 
rie.'  721. 

Londonderry  (Robert  Stewart),  second 
Marquis  of,  667.  67H.  701.  See  also 
Castlereagh. 

London  Review,  441. 

Loneliness,  20>  i'*ft.  746. 

Long.  Edward  Noel,  esq.,  11^  * Lmss 
to.' ill, 

Longinus,  5B5.  fiOft.  745* 

I.ongmani.  Messrs..  447.  SOT. 

* Longueurs,'  63S* 

Lope  de  Vega.  4^2.  502. 

Lomlano,  family  of,  2?ft. 

Lnrenzu  de*  Medici,  779. 

Lorraine.  Claude,  530.  732. 

Lore,  best  tokens  of,  669.  First,  662. 
S2Z.  * nit  own  avenger,'  647.  Lan- 
guage of,  642.  Man's.  607.  629.  PU- 
j tonic. 2&ft. 601 . 703.  Woman's.62d.6'i9. 
I .See  also,  QQ.  642.643.  6<a.  677  . 70k. 
I 719.  720.  742. 

I Love,  first  kiss  of,  3ft3. 

I Lore  of  gain.  093.  734. 

I Luve  of  glory.  650. 

I Love  of  oiTkprlng,  G6L 
I * IfOve's  last  adieu,’ 3*^. 

' Lovers,  625.  641. 

Lover's  Leap,  20.  fiflft. 

Loves  of  the  Triangles,  SOI. 

I.owe,  Sir  Hudson.  5V7.  7i6. 

Luc,  Jean  Andre  de,  lan. 

Lucca,  749. 

Lucrctia,  195. 

Lucretius,  59ft. 

LucuUus,  dishes  i la,  74fi.  Clierries 
transplanted  into  Europe  by,  748. 

* Ludditu,  Song  for  the,’ 

Litdlow,  General,  the  regicide,  bis  mo- 
nument, 

Lugo.  619. 

Lushington,  Dr.,  (193, 

Lusierl,  Signor,  his  devastations  at 
Athens.  761. 

Luther,  Martin,  677. 

Lutsen.  628. 

Lying,  fiifi. 
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Lykanthropy,  fl09. 

Lyons,  Gulf  of.  614. 

Lyttelton,  George  Lord.  ^ 

M. 

M . . . . Ljsis  to.  3Mi. 

M.  S.  G„  Lines  to,  386. 

,Macass.tr  Oil, 

* Mac  Flccknoe, 'origin  of  Drydeo's.  432. 
MachUvelU,  £ZL  112.  ZZ£.  His  tomb  in 

S.-tnia  Croce,  id. 

.Mackintosh,  Sir  James.  522. 

Macn^,  Hector,  esq.,  his  poems,  S-tt. 
Maepherson's  Ossian,  412. 

Sladneis,  50.  646. 

Madrid,  &2L  220. 

Mafra.  7. 

Maginn,  Dr.,  his  parody  on  ' Yarrow 
Cnvlsited,'  588. 

M.ignesia,  22. 

Biahomet,  C24.  661. 679. 

Maid  of  Athens,  545. 

* Maid  or  Atmbks,  ere  we  part,'  545. 
Blald  of  Saragosa,  10. 

Majorlan,  his  visit  to  Carthage,  20. 
Malice.  597. 

Mallet.  David.  427. 

M.ilta,  19. 

* Malta,  Farewell  to,’  54ft. 

Malthus,  Rev.  T.,  his  anll-nuptlal  sys- 
tem,220.  Does  the  tiling 'gainst  which 
he  writes.  721.  His  bo<ik  the  eleventh 
commandment,  746. 

Bialvem  Hills,  lfi£, 

Man.  6D2,  Ei  G4Q.  222. 

MandevUIe,  424. 

* Mamfrio;  a Dramatic  Form,'  133,. 
Goethe's  remarks  on,  191. 

Manfrini  palace,  116. 

Manlchelsm,  3iL  312- 
Mantey,  Mrs.,  her  Atalaotls.  71ft. 

Mann,  the  engineer.  hU  punii'S.  613. 
Mansel.  Dr.,  Bishop  of  Bristol,  397. 
Mansion  House,  tlie,  714. 

Mantloea,  31. 323. 

Marat,  591. 

Marathon.  26.  31  ■ 35.  303.  637.  Plain  of. 

offored  to  Lord  Byron  for  sale.  26. 
Marcraii.  General,  3L  591. 

Marrhetti,  Count,  497. 

Marengo,  3(3, 

Maria  !>ouisa.  Empress.  461. 

Marie  Antoinette,  2.  LiTect  of  grief  on, 
na. 

Marine  barometer,  122. 6M. 

Mariner,  his  account  of  the  Tonga 
ltlmds.161.  171. 

Marinct,  697. 

Marino,  a corrupter  of  the  taste  of  Eu- 
rope, fiOL 

* Maiuno  Faliiro,  Dogi  or  Vekicb; 
an  Historical  Tragedy,'  193.  Dedica- 
tion to  (kiethc,  197.  Story  of,  7b6. 

' Marion,'  Lines  to,  389. 

Marischalchl  Gallery,  Bologna,  146. 
Marius  at  Carthage,  49ft.  7^. 

Markland,  J.  H.,  esq.,  his  character  of 
* Hours  of  Idleocsi,’  745. 

Markov,  General,  fiSfi, 

Marlborough,  Coxe's  Life  of.  i&5-  638. 
Marlow,  his  * Fnusius,’  192. 

* Marmlon,'  135  424. 

Marriage,  630.  720. 

Marriage  of  literary  men.  499. 

Marriage  state.  ' the  best  or  worst  of 

any.*  742.  • The  best  for  morals,'  745. 
Mars.  fig2. 


Martial,  bis  epigrams,  333,  2i!u  Lib.  i. 
ep.  1.,  imitated,  574. 

Martin,  the  regicide,  514.  j 

Marvell,  Andrew,  his  iious  on  the  exe-  ' 
cutlon  of  Charles  L,  231. 

* Blary,’  384.  5e9  . 653.  ' Lines  to,*  on 
receiving  her  picture,'  3^7. 

Mary,  Queen  of  Scots,  179.  Her  person 
described.  661.  703. 

Massinger.  43Q. 

Matapan,  Capo,  631. 

Match-making,  745. 

Blatrlmony,  7'iQ. 

Matter,  2&  Bishop  Berkeley's  denial  o( 
the  existence  of,  711. 

Matthias,  Thomas  James.  c«q..27.  His 

* Puriulu  of  Literature.'  £2L  His 
edition  of  Gray's  works,  hot. 

Matthews,  Charles  Skinner,  etq..  15. 

Matthews,  Henry,  esq.,  15.  His 'Diary 
of  an  invalid,’  190. 

Maturio,  Rev.  Charles.  196, 

Maurice,  Rev.  Thomas,  hU  * Richmond 
Hm.*427. 

Mauritania,  18. 

* MAxarra,'  1.5.1. 

Mecca,  25.  20.  EL 

Medici,  family  of  the.  222.  Mausoleum 
of  the, 4fi. 779. 

Medina,  26. 

Meditation,  18. 

Mediterranean,  6L  A noble  subject  for 
a poem.  61. 

Medttin,  5fr.,  584. 

Megara,  42,  I2x. 

Megaspelioo,  monastery  of,  764. 

Meknop,  General,  69i. 

McUlerle.  7Gw. 

Melanciboo,  6*^19. 

Melbourne  House,  436. 

Melody,  Suwarrow's  t>olar,  696. 

Melton  Mowbray,  head  quarters  of  the 
English  chue,  733. 

Memnon,  statue  of,  73i. 

Memory,  17. 

Mcndeli,  Mount,  26. 

Mepblstopheles,  465.  727. 

Mercl.  Count,  his  epitaph,  26. 

Merlvale,  J.  H.  esq.,  434.  His  ' Rou- 
cesvalles,'  483. 

Metaphysics,  725. 

Metella.  CedUa.  tomb  of,  33, 

Methodism,  cause  of  the  pogrwt  of, 
768. 

Mettcmlch,  Prince,  U3, 

Michelli,  Signora,  translator  of  Shak* 
fpeare,  SO, 

Midas,  ^ 

‘ Middle  Age  ’ of  Man,  dru-ribed,  719. 

Milan,  state  of  society  at,  GJ9. 

Mllbaoke,  Sir  Ralph,  Ell. 

Milbaiike.  Lady,  693. 

Milbanke,  (afterwards  Lady 

Byron),  432. 

BlUter,  William,  bookseller,  423. 

Hilman,  Rev.  Henry  Hart, his*  History 
of  the  Jews.*  463.  464.  465  . 467.  His 

* Fall  of  Jerusalem,*  196-  His  cha- 
racter of  * Heaven  and  Earth,'  24L 
Critical  notes  by, 

MU0.4&L 

Miltlades,  27. 

MiltOU.  SO.  439.  525.  630.  G38. 

Miuerva,  26.  454. 

* Hinkrva,  Cursr  or.'  4.V3. 

Minotaur,  fable  of  the,  624. 

Mlntunur,  498. 

Hirabeau,  Sbl. 

^ ■ ■ - 
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MU«r,  fiiH-  Happx  life  of  Uie,  719. 
720. 

MlMolonflhl.  73.  577, 

Milford.  Mit«. 

; Milford.  NS'iltlam,  eiq.,  hit  Abuie  of 
I PltiUrrh’i  Live*.  OrrAt  merit 

of  hit  i iUtor;  of  Greece,  721. 
MUylene.  itle  of.  euO. 

Mob,  Gfe9. 

, • Mobility.’ 780.  Defined.  7M>. 

Mocha's  berry,  633. 

Modesty,  744. 

.MoUdre.  lAl. 

Momut.  6h2. 

Money,  power  of,  720.  Pleasure  of 
hoarding,  719. 22£L 

Money,  lore  of,  * the  only  pleasure  (hat 
requites,*  7.M. 

I ' Monk.*  I./ewU's  novel  of  the,  423. 
Monkir  arul  Neklr,  7SL 
Monks,  741. 

Monmouth,  Geoffrey  of,  his  Chro&lcle» 
7&1. 

Monsoon,  (kiS. 

Mont  Blanc,  &1L 
Monta^rtie,  Lady  Mary  Worlley, 

617.  633.  6SL 

Montaifoe,  his  motto,  CiJS. 

Montecucco,  601. 

Mont(tomery.“Tanies.  Answer  lo  his 
poem,  entitled  ’ The  t'omraon  Lot,’ 
409.  Ills' Wanderer  of  Swltierland,* 

12L 

I Monthly  Review.  Us  critique  on  * lloura 
of  ldlcDesi.’420. 

Montmartre,  5M. 

!:  Mont  St.  John,  31. 

{ I Mnntmorrnci  Laval.  Duko  de,  533.  IsU. 
Moon,  COIL  * Of  amatory  egutUra 
the  Tulsro.*  7*i2. 

Moonlight.  UilL  m.  ^ 

Moore,  Thomas,  esq..  UL  12S.  iXQ. 
f/H.  716.  h£LL  • Lwres  on  his  last 
Oiwratlc  Farce,  or  Farcical  Opera,* 
Md.  * Lines  lo,  on  visiting  Leigh 
Hunt  In  prison.’^  * FaACMWT  of 
an  eplsilo  to.*  5^  ‘ Lines  to.’ 
sm.  His  Verses  on  Leigh  Hunt’s 
• I.ord  Byron  and  his  tlootempora- 
rles,*  32^  Hti  ' Fudge  Family,'  &UL 
Hit  ■ Twopenny  Post-bag,’  aOfi.  Cri- 
tical notes  by,  passim. 

Moore,  Dr.,  bU  * Zclueco,*!  His  ac- 
count of  Marino  Fullcro  false  and 
fiippant, 

Moral,  field  of.lL 

More.  Hannah.  MJL  Her  • Ccelel^  In 
search  oi  a Wife,'  HQ2, 

Morea,  £2. 

Moreau.  General,  Ml. 

MoreUl,  Abbate.m 
Morena,  10. 

Moriran.  Lady. 

* Mokoantb  Magcioeb  of  PuJd,'  trans- 
lation of  canto  the  first,  dal. 

Morning  Post,  fiZfi.  {i3d,  Zld.  Z2S. 
Morocco,  64.*». 

Morosinl,  Venetian  poet,  220. 

Mosaic  chronology.  31H.  .ITO. 

Moscow,  confiagration  of,  45!!i.  5^.  ZfifL 
Moses.  ffiQ.  Michael  Angelo's  statue  of. 

■VM.  Sonoet  on,  fiOU. 

Moskwa,  303. 

Mossop.  actor,  396. 

Motraye,  M.,  ids  descriptinn  of  the 
Grand  Seignior’s  palace,  CZ& 
Mountains,  2Q,  166. 

Mosart.  7Ml 


INDEX. 


3fueszin,  22.  ZH  co~- 
Mimda,  2Q2. 

Murat.  Joachim,  death  of,  7Wj.  His 

* SQOW  white  plume,’  561. 

Murray,  John,  esq.,  sums  paid  by  him 
to  Lord  Byron  for  ropyrighl,  424. 

* My  iiBsE  Mr.  Murray,  you’re  in  a 
damn'd  hurry,*  570.  • Stoahan,  Ton- 
son.  Lintot  of  the  times,*  870.  ' To 
iioua  the  reatler,  you.  John  Murray,’ 

* Lpistlk  flora,  to  Dr.  Polidori,’ 
fitifi.  ’ Lines  to.’  HU  notes  on 
Medwin's  Conversations,  aofl. 

Murray,  John,iun.  esq.,  197. 

Music.  79.  743.  755. 

Mussulwomen,  151. 

* Mcsttbou  go,  my  glorious  chief,*  &fi2. 
Clusters,  Mrs.  See  Cbawonh. 

Mutiny. 

* My  BOAT  is  on  the  shore,’ 

' My  DBAa  Mr.  Murray,'  570.' 

' My  Grandmother's  Review,’  the  Bri- 
tish, 5*M).  GOO.  * Lkttib  to  the  Editor 
of.*  70A. 

‘ Mt  sisteb  ! my  sweet  Sister  1 ’ iliL 

* My  Soul  is  dark,*  464. 

Mysteries  and  Moralities.  443. 

N. 

Xadlr  Shah.  700. 

Naldi,  singer,  420 

Napier,  Colonel,  his  detection  of  an 
error  In  * Childe  Harold,'  7. 
Napoleon.  Sec  Buonaparte. 
Napoleon's  * Fabbwbll,*^ 

Napoleon,  Francois-Charles- Joseph, 
Duke  of  Reichstadt,  532. 

' Napoleon  the  First,’  756. 

Napoli  di  Romania,  12Q. 

National  debt,  700. 

Native  Land,  sensation  on  leaving,  611. 
Nature.  17.  20. 10,  fSl.241  HL 
Nature, ' Pbatsr  of.’ 113. 

* Nay.  smile  not  at  my  sullen  brow.'  13. 

* Needy  knife-griuder,’  IS, 
Nebuchaduaotcr,  658. 

Negropoot,  61. 

Nelpperg.  Count,  4£L  533, 

NekJr,  70. 

Nelson,  Lord,  •*■01. 

Nemesis,  Roman,  l^L  784. 

Neml,  QL 
Neptune,  168.  696. 

Ncro,  639. 

Nero,  consul,  lGf». 

Nero,  emperor.  639- 
Nesius,  robe  of,  717. 752. 

Newfoundland  dog,  ‘ Inscbiptiom  on 
the  monument  of  a,’  539. 

Newstead  Abbey,  * Lines  w-ritten  on 
leaving,’  * Elegy  on.*  4iiZ 
Newton,  Sir  fsaac,  677.  Memor.i!jle 
sentlmeot  of.  677.  Anecdote  of  the 
falling  apple,  704. 

Ney,  Marshal,  097. 

Nlcopotls,  ruins  of,  31. 

Night.  21L  SilL 

Nightingale,  its  attachment  to  the  rose, 
63.  IkL  Its  love  of  solitude,  fill, 

* Nil  admirari,'  happiness  of  (be,  fifii- 
729. 

NHe.  52L 
Nimrod,  658. 

Kiebe,  50. 

* Nisus  Aim  F.riYALUs,'  a paraphrase 
from  the  £ncld.  8'j3. 

Noble,  life  of  a young,  descrilied,  717. 


North-west  passage,  7'J9. 

Norton.  Hon.  Mrs.,  4.30. 

Novels.  642. 

Novelties,  please  less  than  they  impress. 
Z2L 

Numa  Pompillus.  .Vik 

O. 

Oak, ' Linu  to  an,  at  Newstead,’ 

Oath.  British.  715. 

Oath.  CoDtlneotal,  715. 

* Observations  upoo  an  Article  in 
Blackwood's  Magazine,*  Mt-iO. 

Obstinacy,  742. 

Ocean,  tiL 

* Ocean  Stream,*  tir»3. 

Ocellus  Lucatms,  766. 

O'Connell.  575. 

OdalUques,  67Q. 

•On*  TO  Napoleon  Blunaparte,* 
460. 

* Ode  on  Venice,’  ImL 
Odessa,  666. 

Offspring,  care  of,  664. 

* Ob,  Anne  1 your  offences,' 

* Ob  I say  not,  sweet  Anne,'  535. 

* Oh  1 baiilib  care,’  548. 

* Oh  I bad  my  fate  been  Joined  with 

thine  I ’ 115. 

* Oh  lady  1 when  I left  the  shore,’ 543. 

* Ou  I my  lonely,  lotiely,  lonely  pillow,* 
577. 

* Ob  I never  talk  to  me  again.’  14. 

* On  I snatch'd  away  In  beauty's  bloom,' 
464. 

* Ob  ! talk  not  to  me  of  a name  great 
In  story,*  576. 

* Oh  I weep  fur  those,*  464. 

Old  age.  62L 
Olympus,  &1L  527. 

O'Meara,  Barry,  527.  Causes  of  hla 
dismissal  from  Uie  tLivy,  h.C. 

Oroens,  642. 

* On  Jordan's  banks,*  46s. 

* One  struggle  more,  and  1 am  free,’ 

f.vi 

O'Nril,  Miss,  actress,  196. 

Opera,  430. 

Orator,  531. 

Orchomcnos.  M5.  Lines  written  in 
(he  travellers’  book  at,*  545. 

O'Reilly,  General  Count,  GQ4. 

' Origin  of  Love,*  Lines  ou  Udng  asked 
what  was  the,  5.55. 

Orpheus,  450.  638. 

Orthodoxy,  66a. 

* OscAE  or  Alva  ; * a tale,  390. 

Ossian.  Maepberson's,  412. 

Otho,  his  last  moments,  lfa7.  His  mir- 
ror, 

Otway, 

Oueby,  138. 

’Out  goodman  c.ome  hame  at  e’en,* 
Scottish  ballad,  quoted.  Gi<i. 

Ovid,  535- £23. 

OwenioQ,  Miss,  her  ' Ida  of  Athens,* 
763.  See  Morgan,  I-ady. 

Oxenstiern,  Chancellor,  bis  remark  to 
bis  son,  7 40. 

Oysters,  £2iL  IlL 

r. 

Paln,  212. 

Painting.  A2L  * Of  alt  arts  the  most 
superficial  and  nnnatural.'  IL 
Palafox,  General,  his  heroic  cuodui*t  at 
Saragossa,  14. 
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I ralo>n<m  and  Arcite, 

PalaOne.  mount,  b!L  500. 

]'alirrarc<.  Sir  Fraudi.lS&i 

PalmrritoQ,  VUcouot,  2:i5. 

Fan,  fi'Jtt. 

Pantheun.  at  Ro»n<»,  2L 
Pantiiocracf,  Qh.  Kl3. 

Papor, 

Paper-roonrjr,  71?). 

ParadUo  hUL 
ParcE. 

‘ PAatNTHrrtcAL  ADDasss,  ov  Da. 

PLAOiAar,’ 

Pari«,  5K2L 
* Paaist.'tA,’  1^1. 

' Parker.  Sir  Peter.  Rleffiac  Stanzas  on 
Che  death  uf.‘  S£iL 

I * Parker,  Margaret,  Lines  nn  her  death.* 
t 2ZiL 

I Parks  of  London,  717. 

Parma,  .53.1. 

ParDASMii.il.  11.  50.  447. 

Parr,  Dr„  his  oploion  of  ' SariUoapa 
i lus.’  22SL 

\ Parthenon.  Ifi,  17,  <55.  4*»G. 

1 Parttag.  fiLLtkiL 
I * Parlln>r.  Llues  on,'  .547. 

* Pasiphae,  C2t. 

! Posqiuligo,  siftnor,  2JIL 
I Passion,  aft.  a4.  alL  s££L  HQ5- 
i Pasihtni.  RAfi.  G'.l.  EfT'-ct  of  violent  and 

! eotiilictlng.ftllL 
I Paswan  Oglou,  S4. 

P.'UcrnoMcr-rnw,  the  ‘ bazaar  of  t>ook* 

seiWi.’.Vff. 

PatiL-nee,  isft. 

Pairoclus,  t«mb  of, 

Pausanias  and  Clecniee,  story  of,  Ls3L 
Pearnik.  * the  royal  bird,  wb  >se  tail 's 
a dl.-ulem.*6<i3. 

P<‘?.-iKius.  M. 

PeUyn,  •Sr*!. 

I I'entclicus  (ouw  Mount  Mendcli), 

vG. 

Fenclei.i^ 

Peri.  2. 

Persians,  7S1.  Their  doctrine  of  the 
two  principles,  7‘.a. 

Pertinacity,  lia, 

Pescara.  IklL 

Peter  Dell.  Wordsworth's.  ftOt.  Hft5. 
Peter  the  Third,  of  Kussia.  7U3. 

IVtirr  the  Great,  ■•ap. 

Prtrr  Pindar.  5-23. 

IVtrrtburgh,  "IXI. 

Prtion.  5P1. 

Petrarch,  17.  HL  HU  laureat  crown, 
la.  5QL.7Z2.  77H.  On  the  conspiracy 
of  Marino  Faliero,  7sg.  Crowned  In 
the  Capitol,  EiU5.  * The  Platonic 
pimp  of  all  posterity,*  Gsa. 

Petticoat, ' garment  of  a mystical  luMi- 
mity.’  737. 

Petticoat  government,  7V>- 
Pf Micoat  tnduence,  22L 
I Petty,  1/ord  Hmryfnow  Mar<)uis  of 
1 iMnsdowne),  3b5.  21^  4-’9. 

Pb»dra  and  Ilippolitas,  C(i3. 
l>hanalia.m 

Phidias.  .y«. 

Pliiianthropy,  23- 

I Phillips,  AmbriHe,  his  pastorals,  AAiL 
I Phillip*.  Charles,  esq.,  barrister.l^ 
Phllo.progmtllvrnMS,  731. 

' Philosophy,  (LLL 
n»yle  Fort.  36.  454. 

Phyilriaiui.  7(.~y. 
j Pibroch,  aw. 

!i_ 
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Plckcrsgitl,  Jusbua,  his  Three  Brothers, 
300. 

Picture,  a, ' if  the  past,’  753. 

Pictuffs. 

PIgoC.  Miss.  * Linu  to,’  400. 

Pigot,  Dr..  ' UEfLr  to  some  Verses 
of,  on  Uie  cruelty  of  hU  mUtrers,' 
4(». 

Piliani,  James.  429. 

Plmlar.  13.  G3C. 

Piodemoute,  Ippohto,  51.^^ 

Ptodus,  Mount,  31. 

I PirEUS,  ilL 
Pirates,  OL 
Piise-rarhe,  42a 
Pistol,  itlla 

Pitt,  night  Hon.  wmiam.  hli  additions 
to  our  parllamenury  tongue,  43i«. 
His  grave  nnt  that  of  Fox.  530.  His 
disinterestedness,  ’ EflTAPH  for,* 
573. 

Pllll  Palace,  IL 
Pliarro,  16.  5!?0. 

PUgurism,  IMa  21ia  G12.  fili 
Plato,  bU  lines  on  the  uiutb  of  Themis* 
torlcs,  £2,  Ills  system  of  love,  6oi. 
His  Dialogues,  T.'iO.  His  reply  tu 
Diogenes,  754. 

Platonic  love.  £QL  7Q3- 
PUyhouse  till,  origin  of.  444.  pn>. 
priety  of  repealing  it.  444. 

I Pleasure,  fiOl.  60*4.  610.  A stern  moral* 
1st,  I-TA. 

rieasuros  of  Ho{>e.  431. 

Pleasures  of  Memof}’,  4.31.  • List* 

« rutea  on  a blank  le-sf  of.’  .55?. 
Plimlcy,  Peter  (Ucr.  Syduey  Smith),  his 
* Lett'-rs,’  757. 

Plutarch's  * Lives.'  6H7.  Mitford'a  ahiue 
of,I2L 

* Po,  Stanzas  to  the,'  571. 

Poetry,  present  state  of  English,  '•fti 
Nothing  in.  soiliflicuit  asa  beginning, 
640.  * Is  a pauion,*  G5i- 
Puets,  602.  650.  Amatory,  65J.  Duties 
of.  C02.  The  greatest  Using.  716. 
Poggiu,  his  exiUmation  on  louking 
down  on  Roma.  47. 

Poland,  fiaa.  tua. 

Polenta,  Guido  da.  .W5. 

Polenta.  Francesca  da.  ssa. 

Poildori,  Dr.,  MIL  * Kpistle  from  Mr. 

Murray  to,*  569. 

Polyrrates,  637. 

Polygamy.  66-5.  669.  093. 

Pompey,  a hero,  conqueror,  and  cuck- 
old, 624.  His  statue,  hi.  Z:iL 
ropc.433.  His  Pastorals.  446.  His  nape 
of  the  LiKk,  an6.  Harmuny  uf  his 
Tcrsidcation,  MML  HU  Imagination.  Hi6. 
tiis  character  of  8}>orus,  MkL  LUtof 
his  disciples,  At'?.  Systcrnatlc  depre* 
elation  of.  ii4t4. 

Populv  applause,  6.16. 

Popular  dUcouleuu,  progress  of, 
Popularity,  663. 

Porphyry,  14. 

Porson,  ProWsor,  ^2_ 

Portland  (William  lleury  Cavetidiib). 

third  Duke  of,  42&. 

Portugal.  1.  9. 

Portuguese,  the,  cbaractcriied,  6. 
Possession,  643. 

PosterUy,  721. 

Potemkin,  Prince,  CAP,  tils  chararler 
Ills  instructions  to  Suwarruw 
before  the  siege  of  Istnail,  6K1. 
PoUphar'i  wife,ii£^ 

I 
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Puuqueville,  M.  de.  31.  656.  Character  j 
of  bis  writings,  31. 

Poussin,  hit  picture  of  the  delude,  242.  | 

Pratt,  Samuel,  43C.  HU  • 8jruq«thy.’  ‘ ! 

4W.  ,1 

Prayer,  319.  : j 

’ Pbaver  of  N'ATtrag,' Hi  I 

Prtile.  danrer,  4.10.  | 

Pretension,  abs<  ncc  of,  744.  , 

Prevlsa,  34.  i 

PriAm.  3(13. 

Pride,  tim,  LfiL  j 

Prince  Regent,  *A  finished  gentleman  I 
from  lop  to  toe.’  22C.  Sonnet  to.  I 
on  the  repeal  of  l.ord  Edward  FiUge* 
raid's  Forfeiture.’ 8xX  'Line*  to.  on  I 
hfi  standing  between  the  coiUna  of  I 
Henry  Vlll.  and  Charles  |.,  6:4L 
Prindples,  the  two,  222. 

• PailONt*  OF  CRILtOl*,'  125^ 

• PauLOUCi  delivered  previously  to  the 

performance  of  the  Wheel  of  J ortuue, 
at  a private  theatre,' 

‘ PaoUETHECi,’  6W. 

Prometheus  of  .Em-byliis,  £Q2. 

• PHOPUKCY  OF  DaKTE,’  4<ii.  Dvdir.vtlon  i 

to  Countess  Guicdoll,  j 

ProphetA,  731.  1 

Frotesilaus.  £Lli  j 

Pruth,  the  river,  iiQ,  I 

Piyclie.IllL  ! 

Public  Khools,  ^ filIL  Advantarrs  I 
uf.  liidu  Beit  adapteil  to  the  gfniiti  | 
and  eonttltution  of  the  FuglUh,  iiji.  , ) 
Ptilci,  his  • Morganle  Majfg'ure.'  4j*i  ‘ 
Sire  of  the  half-seriogi  rhyme, ItlL  J 
PuUowH,  Uattlo  of,  12L.  UiL  | 

P’lBS.  141L 

Pye,  Henry  J.imes.  e«q  , 422. 5M 
iS-gmvIlon,  stvlue  of.  JilL  j j 

Pyramus  and  ThUiie.  6.5H.  i 

Pyrrhic  dance.  GiL  liSL 
I'mho,  the  doubting  phUoiopber,  Hli.  I 
Pyrrhus,  .'■33.  i 

Q.  I 

• QrAKEft,  Lines  to  a beautiful.'  397. 

Quaker,  tenets  of  the.  16.  ' 

Quorrelt  of  Authors.  D'Urarlt’s,  «».  i I 
Quarterly  Review,  Q>3.  Critical  notes  I 

from,  poistm. 

Qut-ens.  generally  prosiirous  In  lli.  ir 
reigns.  7(w. 

Qutrtiil,  AltUe,  22iL 
‘ Quite  refreshing,’ 

II. 

Rage,  wom.'in's,  664. 

Rainbow,  £03.  Description  of  a. 

‘ flam  Alley,'  Bartey’s  cntneily  of.  4W. 
Kamazan,  feast  of.  33.  66.  i 

Ranz  des  Vaehei,  2k4.  [ 

Rape  of  the  Lock.  SUL 
Raphael,  hit  death,  lilL  His  Trunsfi*  1 
guration,  744. 

Rapp.  American  harmonist,  746.  ' 

Ravenna,  46.  Its  pine  forest,  630.  Battle  ; 

of.  630.  Dante's  tomb  at.  6.50. 
Ravenstone,  IfiL 

Ready  money,  * Is  Aladdin's  lamp,*  ?'.ift- 
Ro<inni.3a3.  * Ne’er  was  band  in  gkiva 
with  rhyme,’  7ftJ. 

PM  .Sea,  £22, 

R.  formadoes.  206. 
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RclchtUdt  (Napol6on  Fran^oU  Charlc* 
Duke  of,  7M, 

Relnagle.  H.  R,  hU  cbaUtcd  eagle.  30. 

* Rejected  A<ldre>«es.’  iu  liappj-  Imita- 
tion of  Fitzgerald,  the  •raall-bocr 
poet.  421. 

Rfliirloui  opialooi,  folly  of  proeecutionf 
for, 

"KauiRKf  on  the  tlomalc,  or  modem 
tlreck  lantnisire,  with  Si>ecimeiu  and 
Tranziatiuni.' 

I Rrcniiraodt,  ^ 

j * ItiwEMona  him,  ahom  puaion  s 
power,' 

* HRMEMB«ANce.’ llfL 

‘ UaMiND  tne  not,  remind  me  not,*  iiib 

Rcmnne,  SL 

Renown, 

Kents,  ^ 

Kcpletion, 

Kerenge.  4*^8.  SM. 

Revolution,  £<2, 

Reynolds,  FriNlerfclt,  dramatist,  130. 
Reynolds,  Sir  Joshua,  his  sensations  on 
Thliln*  the  Vatican,  ^ His  charac- 
ter of  Michael  .\ngclo,  502. 

Rhine.  ^ ^ m 
Rhodes,  £20* 

Rhone,  ‘the  arrowy,*  Sfi.  Its  colour. 
!36.  742. 

Rhyme.  Us  excellence  over  blank  rerse, 
j‘»).  HV.. 

Rialto,  lifL 

Uihas.  Russian  admiral,  GSO. 

RibaupU  rre.  fJeueral,  £10L 
Rich.  Claudius,  esq.,  his  Memoirs  on 
the  Ruins  of  Babylon,  ii5ii. 

Richards,  Rev.  Dr.,  hli  ‘Aboriginal 
Hrllpps.*  43A. 

Richardson.  * the  tdncsl  and  luckiest  of 
authors.’  610. 

Kirheliru.  Duke  of.  his  humanity  at  the 
siege  of  Ismail,  tlGd.  C^.  (jK2i 
Richmond  Hiti.  IS. 

Kidotto,  description  of,  150. 

Riensi,  bL 
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